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PART FIRST.

*In mine eyes she is the sweetest lady that I
ever looked on.’—*Much Ado Abowt Nothing.

—_—

CHAPIER L o
WHICH PRESENTS JEMIMA ANN.

It is a dreary prospect  All day long it
has raived ; as the short afternoon wears
apace, it pours. Mrs. Hopkins’ piece, lay-
ing down the novel over which for the past
hour she has been absorbed, regards the
weather through the grated kitchen window
witn a gevtle melancholy upon her, begorten
of 1ts gloom, and returns despondently to
her novel. A soft step stealing down the
back stairs, a soft, deprecating voice, breaks
in upon the narrative and her solitude.

¢ If you please, Miss Jim ?’

‘Oan!’ says Jemima Ann, *is that you?
Come 10, Mr. Doolittle. Dreadful nasty
evening, now, am’t it ?’ .

¢ Well it ain’t nice,” says Mr. Doolittle,
apologetically : ‘and I guess I won’t muss
yeur clean tloor by coming in. What I've
looked in for Miss Jim, is a pair o’ rubbers.
Mrs. Hopkins she doun’t hike gum shoes
left clutterin’ about the bedrooms, so she
says, and totes em all down here. Number
nines, Miss Jemima, and with a hole in one
of the heels, Thanky ; them’s them.’

Jemima Ann produces the rabbers, and
Mr. Doolittle meekiy departs. He is a
soft-spoken little. man with weak eyes, a
bald spot, and a hen-pecked and depressed
manner. Jemima Ann wislfes all the board-
ers were like him—tbankful for small mer-
cies, and never finding fault with the
victuals, or swearing at her down the back
stairs. The boarders do swear at Jemimda
Ann sometimes, curses both loud and deep,
and hurl boots, and brushes, and maledic-
tions down the area, when absorbed in the
®3thetic woes of her heroine she forgets the

gross material needs of these sinful voung
men. But long habit, seven years of board-
ing-house drudgery, bas inured her to all
this ; and imprecations-and bootjacks alike
rain unheed-d on her frowzy head. A sen-
sible head, too, in the main, and with an
ugly, good-humoured face looking out of is,
aud at boarding-house life in general, through
two round, bright black eyes.

1t is a rainy evening 1n early October, the
dismal twilight of a ‘wet and dismal day.
Mrs. Hopkins’ basement kitchen is lit by
four greenish panés of muc-bespattered
giass, 81X inches higher than the pavement.
I'brough these s8ix inches of green
crystal Jemima Ann sees all she ever sees of
the outdoor world on its winding way.
Hundreds of ankles, male and female, thick
and thio, clean and dirty, according to the
state of the atmosphere, pass those four
squares of dull light every day, and all day
long, far into the night, too ; for Mrs. Hop-
kius’ boarding-house is in a populous strect,
handy for the workingmen—artisans ia 1ron,
mostly, who frequens 15. A great foundry
18 near, where stoves and ranges, and heat-
ers and grates are manufactured, with noise
and yrim , aod clanking of great hammers,
and clouds of blackest coal smoke, until that
way madness lies; and the  hands ’ emerge in
scores, black as demons, and go home to
wash and dine at Mrs. Hopkins' bo:
house. Liml:t.less isthe demaud for
great aud mighty the cry for yellow soap, of
these horny handed Vulcans, who, kg lob-
sters, o 1nto these steaming cauldrons\yery
black and come out very red. For sewn
long years Jemima Ann has waited on th
children of the torge, and been anathematized.
1 the strongest vernacular for slowness and
‘ muddle-headedness,” and got dinners and
teas, and washed dishes, and swept bed-
rooms, and made beds, and went errands,
and read novels and story-papers, and watch-
ed the never-ending stream of boot-heels
passing snd repassing the dingy panes of
glass, aad waxed, from a country-lass of
seventeen, to a strong-armed, sallow-faced
young woman of twenty-four ; and all the
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‘romance of life that ever came near her, to
brighten .the dull drab ot every day, was
contained in the ¢awful’ nice stories de-
voured in every spare moment left her in the
busy caravansera of her aunt Samantha
Hopkins.

The rain patters against the glass ; the
twilight deepens. Jemima Ann has to
strain her eyes to catch the last entrancing
- gentences of chapter five. The ankles that
scurry past are muddy, the skirts bedraggled.

-Jemima Ann wishes they were fewer; they
come between her and the last bleak rays of
light. A melancholy autumnal wind rises,

whirling  dead leaves

\/and blows some ng ,dead :
down the area : the gutter just outside swelis

to a miniature torrent, and has quite the
romantic roar of a- small river, Jemima
Aun pensively thinks. Even she can
read no more. She lays dowa her tattered
book with a deep sigh of regret, props her
elbows on her knees, sinks_her chin in her
" palms, and gazes sentimenbslly upward at
the greenish casement. Ivasdearly time to
go and light the gas in the front-hall and
dining-room, she opines. The men will be
here directly, all shouting out together for
warm water and more soap, and apother
towel, and—be-dashed to you ! Then there
ijs cold corned-beef to be cut up for supper,
- and bread cut in great slices from four huge
home-made loaves, and the stewed apples to
be got out, and the tea put to draw, and
after that to be poured, and after that, and
far into°the weary watches of the night,
dishes to be washed, and the table reset for
to.morrow’s breakfast o
Jemima Ann sighs again, and this time it

is not for the patrician sorfows of the lovely
Duchess Isoline. In a general way she has
not much time for melancholy musings. The
life of Mrs. Hopkins’ ‘help’ does not hold
many gaps for reflection. It is a breathless,
dizzying round and rush—one long ‘deu’n-
nition grind,” from week’s end to week’s
end. And perhaps it is best that it should
be s0 ; else even Jemima Ann. patient, plod-

ding, strol arm, stout of heart, sweei of
temver. Wi f mind, might go’slowly
amelancholy mad.

It would be awful pleasant to be like
they are in stories,’ muses Jemima Ann, still
blinking upward at the gray squares of blurr-

" ed light, ‘and have azure eyes, and gql@en
and wear white Swiss and sweeping

silks all the year round, and have lovely
n and dnk?s and ;hi?f?’ to gaze a,t

person ionately, and. a person’s
;md to their lips.’ yJemiml Ann lifts one
of her own, a red right hand, at this point,
and surveys it. It is not particnlarly clean ;
it has no nails to speak of ; itis nearly as

| tha—not meaning

large, and altogether as hard. as that of any
of the foundry *hands; and she sighs a
third sigh, deepest and dolefullest of all.
There are hands and hands ; the impossibil-
ity of any mortal man, in his senses, ever
wanting to lift this hand to his lips, comes
well home to her in this hour. The favourite
‘gulf’ of her novel lies between her and
such airg, fairy beings as the Duchess Iso-
line ARd yet Jemima Aun fairly revels in
the British aristocracy. Nothing less than a
baronet can content her. No heroine under
the rank of ¢ my lady ’ can greatly interest
her. Pictures of ordinary every-day life, of
ordinaiy every-day people, pall upon the
highly-seasoned palate of Jemima Ann. Her
own life is so utterly unlovely, so grinding
in its sordid ugliness,- that she will have
no reflection of it in her favourite literature.
Dickens fails to interest her. His mea and
women talk and act, and are but as
Eha.d‘owy reflections of those she meets every
ay.

¢ Nothing Dickens ever wrote,” says
Jemima Ann, with conviction; ‘is to be
named in the same day with the ¢ Doom of
the Duchess,’ or * The Belle of Belgravia.’

The darkness deepens, the raic falls, the
wind of the autumn night sizghs outside.
Through the gusty gloamings a shrieking
whistle suddenly pierces, and Jemima Ann
springs to her feet, as if shot. The six
o’clock whistle! The moments for dream-
ing are at an end. Life, at its uglieet,
grimiest, most practical, is here. The men
will be home for supper in five minutes.

‘Jim !’ ories a breathless voice. It isa
woman’s voice, sharp, thin, eager. There
is a swish of woman’s petticoats down the
dark stairs, a bounce into the kitchen, then
an angry exclamation : ¢ You Jim, ‘are you
here? What are you foolin’ at now, and it
blind man’s holiday all over the house !’

‘I’'m a lightin’ up, Aunt Samanthy,’ re-
sponds Jemima Anp, placidly; “ you know
you don’t like the gas a flarin’ a minute be-
fore it’s wanted, and the whistle’s only just
blowed.

‘I’'m blowed myself,’ says Aunt Saman.
be funny, merely
stating a fact; ‘and clean out o' breath,
I’ve run every step of the way here from——.
Jemima Ann, what d'ye think? They want
me to take in a woman.’

‘Do they?’ says Jemima Ann. The gos

‘is lit by this time, and flares out over the

untidy kitchen and the two women,
wouldn’t, if I was you. Who is she ?’
. ‘Rogers has her,’ says Mrs. Hopkins,
vaguely.” ‘She’s with the rest at the hotel ;
but thére ain’t no room for her there.
Rogers is full himself, and he wants me to

‘I
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take her; says she ain’t no bother ; says
“she ain’t that sort ; saysshe’salady. That’s
what he says! but don’t tell me. Drat
sich ladies | She’s one of that circuslot.’
¢Oh!’ says Jemima Ann, in a tone of
suppressed rapture ; ¢ acircus actress I, Lor’
you don’t say so0.’ T
¢ And she’s got a little girl,” goes on Mrs.
Hovkins, 1n an irritated tomne, as if that
were the tast straWw, and rubbing her nose in
a vexed way; ‘she’s a Miss Mimi—some-
thing, and she’s got a Jjttle girl! Think o’
that. Rogers says it’s all right. Rogers
says all them sort does that way ; markies
and raises families, you know, and stays
miss right aloog. This one’s a widow, ke-
says. And he wants me totake her in ; says
he.knows I've got a spare room, and would
like to oblige a charming young lady and a
dear ittle. child—not to speak of an old
neighbour like him. Yar ! D’ll see ’em all
farder tirst—the whole bilin’}l’* ..
¢QOh, Aunt Samanthy, do let her come !’
says Jemima Apn. ‘I should love a circys
lady. Next to a duchess, an actress or a
nun is the most romantic people in ‘any
story.’ ° .
¢ No. I sha'n’t,” Mrs. Hopkins snappishly
responds ; “not if 1 know myself and my
owp sex when I see ’em. When first I
started in the boardin’ line I took in females
—ladies they called themselves, too, and
table boarded ’em—dressmakers, workin’
girls, and that—and I know all about it.
One woman was more trouble in a day than
six foundry hands in a week. Always a hot
iron wanted please, an’ a little bilin’ water
to rince out a handkerchief or a pair of stock-
ingsin a basin, and cups o’ tea promiscuous,
and finding fault continual with the strength
of the butter and the weakness of the coffee.
So I soon sent that lot packing, and made
upmy mind to sink or swim with the
foundry hands. Give a man a latch-key,
lots of soap and water, put his boots and
hair oil where he can lay his hands on 'em,
let him have beefsteak and onions, and
plenty of ’em, for his breakfast, and though
hemay grumble about the victuals, he don’t
go mussin’ with his linen at all sorts of im-
proper hours. I won’thave the circus woman,
and that's all about it ’
¢ Did you tell Mr. Rogers so 7 asks Jemi-
ma Anag, rather disappointed.
¢ Mr. Rogers is a y1dyit ; he wouldn’t take
no for an answer. ‘T’ll step round this
evenin,’ says the grinuing old fool, ¢ and
bring the lady with me, Mrs. Hopkins. You
‘won’t be able to say no to her—no one ever
is. I know the suppery and six and-twenty
foundry hands is lyin’” heavy on your mwind
at the present moment,’ says he, ¢ and your

nat’rel sweetness of disposition,” he says,
’tis a trifle cruddled by’em. Yes;Inever see
such an old rattletongue. But he’ll see!
Let him fetch his Lord sakes, Jemima
Ann ! there’s them men, and not so much as
a drop o’ tea put to dror! Run like mad,
and light the gas I’ .
. Jemima Ao literally obeys. She flies up
stairs like a whirlwing, sets a match to the
hall gas, #nd has it blazing as the front door
isflung wide, and the foundry hands, black,
hungry, neisy: " muddy, troop imn. and up
_stairs, or/out back to the géneral ¢ wash’us ”

There 18 no more" time for talking, for
thinking, hardly for breathing—such a
multiplicity of things are to bedone, and all,
it seems, to be done at once. Hot water,
soap, towels—the tocsin of war rings
loudly up  stairs and down and in
their various chambers. Gas is lit, the
long table set, knives rubbed, bread cut, meat
sliced, chairs placed—all is confusion, Babel
condensed,

Jemima Anu waits.
about her, a dozen voices call on her at once,
demanding a dozen different things, and she
is — somethinged—at intervals, for lacking as
many hands as Briareus. But mostly it all
falls harmless and half-uuheard. She is re.
gretting vaguely that lost circus . lady.
Since she may never be a duchess, nor even,
in all huwman| probability, a ‘my lady,’ it
strikes Mrs. Bopking’ niece the next best
thing would be to turn circus rider, or be-
come a gipsy and teil fortuunes. To wears
scarlet cloak, to wander about the ‘merry
green wood,’ to tell fortunes at fairs. to sleep
under a cart or a hedge, in the ¢ hotel of the
beautiful stars’—this would be bliss! Not
that scarlet is in the least becoming to her,
and to sleep under a heage—say, on a night
like this— would not be quite uvadulterated
bliss - might even be conducive to premature
rheumatism. But to go jumping along one's
life path through paper hoops, on flying
Arab steeds, in gaunze and spangles,—oh!
that would be a little ahead of perpetual tea-
pouring, bread-cutting, bed-making for six-
‘and.twenty  loud-voiced,  rough-lovking
f undry mean. ..

She has been to a circus just once, she re-
members, and saw some lovely creatures, in
very short petticoats, galloping round a saw-
dust ring in dizzying circles, on the bare
backs of five Arab steeds at once, leaping
over banners and through fiery hoops, and
kissing finger-tips, and throwing radiant
smgiles to the audience.

emima Ann feels she could never reach

such a pitch of perfection as that.
(if these members may be thus lightly

spoken of) are not of that sylph-like sorta
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sculptor would pine to immortalize in
She wears a wide number seven,
and her instep has not the Andalasian arch.
under which water may flow. In poipt of
fact, Jemima is flat-footed. In no way does
the symmetry of her body correspdnd with
that of her mind. Still, it would have been
something to have had this lady rider come.

If not the rose herself, she would at least for |

a little have lived near that peerless flower;
but the gods have spoken, or Aunt Samauntha
bas, which is much the same, and it may
never be.

Supper is over, the men hurry out, on
pleasure and pipes bent, not to return until
ten o'clock brings back the first straggler
with virtuous thoughts of bed. .

Mrs. Hopkins and her niece sit wearily

-down amid the ruins of the feast, and brew
-themselves a fresh jorum of tea. A plate of

hot, buttered toast is made, some ham is

.cooked, ° which,’ says Mrs. Hopkins, ‘a bit

of briiled ham is a tagty thing for tea. and,
next to a pickled eyester, a relish I'm an-
-common partial to, I do assare you.?

And both draw a long breath of great re-
lief as they take their first sip of the cup
-that cheers.

‘I'm that dead beat, Jim,” observes the
lady of the house, ¢ that I don’t know wheth-
er I'm a sittin’ on my head or my heels,
%8 true as youreborn I’

\At Mrs. Hopkins in a general way sits on
-neither, this observation.is difficult to an-
swer lucidly, so JemimaAnn takes a thought-
+ful bite out of her toast, with her head plain-
-tively on one side, and answers nothing,

Mrs. Hopkins is a tall, thia, worried-look-
ing woman, with more of her b ny construe-
tion visible thau is consistent with personal
baauty, and with more knowledge of her in-
ternal mechanism than is in any way com-
fortable, either for herself or Jemima Ann.

Mrs Hopkins is on terms of ghastly famili-
arity with her own liver, and lungs, and
spine, and stomach, and takes very
dismal views of these organs, and inflicts
the dreadful diagnosis on her long-suffering
niece. .

¢ Aunt Hopkins,” says Jemima Ann, ‘I'm
most awful sorry you didn’t take in that

lady from Mr. Rogers. I should loved toa
knowed her.’

‘Ah ! I dare say, 8o’s you could spend
vour time gaddin’ np to her room, and losin’
your morals, and ruinin’ your shoes. No,
you don’t. She'd worrit my very life gut.
not to speak of my legs and temper, in Two
days. And a child, too—a play-actin’ child !
‘What would we do with a child in this
house, I want to know, among twenty-six

| room,

foundry hands, and not time im it to say
¢ Jack Robinson’—no, nor room*neither ?”

Jemima Ann -opens her lips toadmit the
point of her knife, laden with cramb and
gravy,-and to remark that shé doesn’t want
to say ¢ Jack. Robinson’—whén the door-
bell snarply and loudly rings. ' :

¢ There ¥ cries Mrs" Hopkins, exasperated.
‘I knowed it ! It’s her and’him ! Doose
take the man, -he’ sticks just like a
burr! Show em wup  to the front
1m,” says her aunt. wrathfully.
adjasting her back hair, ‘and tell’em I'll
bé there. But I ain’t agoin’ to stir neither,’
adds Mrs. Hopkins to herself, resuming her
toast, ‘until I've staid my stomach.’

Jemima Ann springs up, breathless and
radiant, and hastens to the door.

And so, like one of her cherished heroines,
hastens, without knowing it, to her * fate.’
For with the opening of the street door on
this eventful evening of her most uneventful
life, there opens for poor, hard-worked
Jemima Apn the obe romance of her exist-
en::f, never quite to close again till that life’s
en

.

CHAPTER 1L

IN WHICH WE MEET TWO PROFESSIONAL
LADIES.

A gustof October wind, a dash of October
rain, a black October sky, the smiling face of
a stout little rean, waiting on the threshold—
these greet Jemima Ann as she opens the
door. A carriage stands jusi outside, its
twin lamps beamtng redly in the blackness.

¢ Ah, Miss Jemima, good evening !’ says
this smiling apparition, °although it is any-
thing but a good evening. A ‘most uncom-
mon bad evening, Ishould say, instesd. How
are you, and how is Aunt Hopkins, aow that
the supper and the six and-twenty are off her
mind? And is shein? But of course she’s
in,’ says Mr. Rogers, waiting for no answers,
¢ Who would be out that could be in such a
night ? Just tell her I'm here, Jemima Ann
—come by appointment, you know ; and
there’s a lady in the hack at-the door, and a
little girl. You go and tell Mrs. Hopkins,
Jim, my dear, and I’ll fetch the lady along
to the parlour; One pair front, isn’t it?
Tha.n,ks ! Dor’t mind me; I know the

y.

Evidently he does, and stands not onthe
order of his going, -

‘Run along, Jemimy,’ he says, pleasantly,
‘and calk ghe aunty. I'll fetch vhe lady up
stairs. Now, then, mademoiselle,’ he calls
going to the door of the carriage; ‘it’s all
right, and if you’ll be kind enough tostep in

-
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out of the rain, I'tl carry Petite here. Up
stairs, please. - Wait a minute. Now, then,
this way.’ .

- All this time, Jemima Ann stands, eyes
and-mouth ajar, looking,-listening with
breathless interest.

Mr. Rogers, gentlemanly proprietor of the

_ Stars and Stripes Hotel, further down the
street, assists alady out of the chariot at the
door, and says, ¢ Come along, little un’,’ Lifts
a child in his arms, and leads the way jaunt-
ily up to the ‘one pair front.’,

¢ This is the place, Mademoiselle Mimi,’
he says, somewhat suddenly. *Mrs. Hop-
kins’ select boarding-house for single gentle-
men.’ -

¢ Faugh ! says Mademoiselle Mimi,curling
disgustedly an extremely pretty nose; ‘it
smells of corned beef and cabbage, dnd all
the three hundred and sixty-five nasty
dinners cooked in it the past year.” -

And indeed a most ancient and cabbage-
like odour does pervade the halls and
passages of the Hotel Hopkins.- It is one of
those unhappy houses in which smells (like
prayers) ascend, and the lodgers in the attic
can always tell to a tittle what is going on
in the kitchen. .

¢ Mrs. Hopkins can get up a nice little
.dinner, for all that,” says Mr. Rogers. ™ She’s
done it for me before now, when the cook
has left me in the larch, She’ll do it for you,
Mam’selle Mimi. You won’t be served
with boiled beef and cabbage while you’re
here, let me tell you. And she’s asclean as
gilver. This is the parlour; take a chair,
And this is Jemima Ann, Mrs, Hopkins’
mniece, and the iiol of six-and-twenty stal-
wart] young men, Jemimy, my love, let me
present you—Mademoiselle Mimi Trillon, the
famous bare-back rider and trapeze perform-
er, of whom all the world has heard, and La
Petite Mademoiselle Trillon, the younger.’

Mr. Rogers waves his hand with the grace
of ar court chamberlain and the smile of an
angel, and Mademoiselle Mimi Trillon langhs
and bows, It is a musical, merry little
laugh, and the lady, Jemima Ann thinks, in
a bewildered way, is the most brilliant and
beautiful her eyes have ever looked on. The
Duchess Isoline herself was less fair! She
feels quite dazzled and dizzy for a moment,
anything beautiful or bright is so far outside
her pathetically ugly life. She is conscious
of a face, small, rather pale just now, look-
ing out of a coquettish little bornet ; of pro-
fuse rippling bair of flaxen fairness waving

low on- a-low-forehead ;- of -a-dress—ef dark-

gilk, that emits perfume as she moves ; of a
seal jacket ; of two large blue-bell eyes,
laughing out of the loveliness of that
“flower-face.’ .

Ty,

s
¢Oh ! she says, under her breath, and
stands and stares.

Mile. Mimi laughs again. Her teeth are
as nearly like ¢ pearls’ as it is in the natare
of little white teeth to be. She can afford to
laugh, and knows itr

¢ Now. then, Jemimy ¥ cries the brisk
voice of Mr Rogers. ‘Lknow you are lost
in a trance of admiration. We all are, bless
you, when we first meet Mam’selle Mimi
Nevertheless, my dear girl, business before
pleasure, and business has brought us here
to-night. Call your aunt, and let us get it
over.’

‘Here is Aunt

Samanthy,” responds

Jemima : and at that moment enters unto -

them Mrs. Hopkins, her °stomach staid,’
and considerably humanized by the mellow-
ing influence of sundry cups of tea, and
quantities of hot toast and broiled ham.

. Mr. Rogers rises, receives her with effu-
sion, presents to her the Mesdemoiselles
Trillon, mother and daugbter, and Mam’selle
Mimi holds out one gray-gloved hand, with
a charming smile, and says some chxrgaing
words of first greeving. .

Jemima Ann watches in an agony of
suspensz. She hopes—oh! she hopes Aunt
Samantha will not steel her heart and bolt
her front door against this radiant vision of
golden hair,-and silk, and seal.

But Aunt Samantha is not impressionable.
Long years of foundry hands, of struggles
with her liver and other organs, of much
taxes and many butcher bills, have turned
to bitterness her natural milk of human
kindness, and she casts a cold and disapprov-
ing glance on the blonde Mimi,
and bobs a stiff little courtesy, and
sits down severely on the extreme edge of a
chair.

¢So sorry to intrude,” says the sweet
voice of Mlle. Mimi, in coaxing accents,
¢ dear Mrs. Hopkins, at this abnormal hour.
It is really quite too dreadful of me, ¥admit.
But whatwas I to do? Mr. Rogers’ hotel is
quite fall, and ever if it were not, there are
reagiyns—a pause, a tigh, the blue bell eyes
cast-a pathetic glance, fitst at her caild,
tharr appealingly at Mr. Rogers, then more
appealingly at frigid Mre. Hopkins—* there
is a person at the hotel with whom I cannot
possibly associate. I am amother, my dear
Mrs. Hopkins ; that jear child is my only
treasure. In my absence there wovld be no
one at the hotel to look after her. I can not
leave_her to the tender merci adies
of our -comijany. So Tam here. You will
take compassion upon us, I am sare’—clasp-
ng the gray-gloved hands—‘and afford us
ospitality during our brief stay in this town.
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Boowball, come here. Go directly to this
nice lady, and say, * How do you do ¥

¢ Won't I' says Mlle. Trillon, the younger
—she is a young person, of three or four
years—in the promptest way ; ‘her’s not a
nice lady. Her’s a narsy, narsy lady !’

The child is almost prettier than the
mother, if prettier were possible. Sheis a
duplicate in little rose and lily-skin, flaxen
curls, blue-bell eyes, sweet little rosy mouth,
that to look at is to long to kiss. _— - - _

A wild impulse is-en Jemima Aunn 57]
snatch her up and smother-her with kisses,
but something in the blue-beil eyes wprned
her such liberties would not be safe.

¢ For. shame, you bad Snowball!' says
Mlle. Mimi, shocked, while Mr. Rogers
chuckles in appreciation of the joke, and Je-
mima Ann holds out a timid hand of concilia-
tion, and smiles her most winping smile.
The turquoise eyes turn slowly, and scan her
with the slow, steadfast, terrible look of
childbood, from heéad to foot. Evidently
the result is unsatisfactory. She, too, is a
‘ narsy lady.” The disdainful sprite turns
away with a little more of disdain, and stands
slim and silent at Mr. Rogers’ knee. For
Jemima Ann, she has fallen in love at first
sight, and from that hour until the last of
her life is Mlle. Snowbali’s abject slave.

¢ Now, don’t you think you can manage it,
Mrs. Hopkins ¥ says, Mr. Rodgers, suavely :
there’s such a lot of them at my place, and it
may be only for a week ; and. a8 Mimi says,
it is for the child’s sake. It won’t do to have
her ranning about wild, while mamma is
away at the circus, you know—eh, httle
Snowball? And here’s our Jemima can
keep an eye to her just as well as not, while
the other's on the dinner. Not a mite of
trouble, are you, Snowball ? Quite a grown-
up young lady in every thing but feet and

— inches. Come, Mrs, Hopkins, say yes.’

¢And I will not stay in the same house
with Madame Olympe !’ exclaims, suddenly,
Mile. Mimi, her blue eyes emitting one quick,
sharp, lurid flash. And here, at last, as'it
dawns on Mrs. Hopkins, is the ‘cat out of
the bag ;* the true reason of this late visit
and petition. In the circus company are
two leading ladies—Madame Olympe and
Mlle. Mimi—and war tothe knife has nataral-
ly, from firat, to last, been their motto. They
are rivals in everything ; they disagree in
everything. They .hate each other with a
heartiness and vim that borders, at times, on
frenzy | All that there is of the most blonde
and sprightly is Mlle. Mimi ; a brunette of
brunettes, dashing, dark, and dangerous, is
Madame Olympe. Mimi professes to be
Frencb, and was ‘raised ’ in the back slums
of New York. Olympe is French—a soi

distant grisette of Mabille. Paris is written
on her face. And two tomcats on the tiles,

at dead of night, never fought for mastery-
with tongue and claws a8 do‘the lovely Mimu,

the superb Olympe. -

‘Ladies ! ladies !’ the long suffering mana-
ger is wont to remonstrate, on the verge of
bursting into tears, ¢ how can you, you know?
Your little hands were pever made to teat
each other’s eyes! Upon my soul I wonder
at yon—French and everything as you are.
And DI've alway heard the French b:at the:
d—1 ior politehess. But it ain’t polite to call
each other hars and hussies, and heave hair
brushes at each other. Now, I’m blest if it
is.” -

All this time Mrs. Hopkins sits, upright,
grim. rigid, virtuous, on the slippery edge of
her horse-hair chair ; ¢ No," written 1n capital
letters in her eye of stone, on her brow of’

-adamant, when suddenly, and most unexpect~

edly, the child with the odd name comes t»
the rescue. Snowhbali fixes her azure eyes
on the fruzen visage ; some fascmation is for
her there surely, for out ripples all at once
the sweet tinkle of a child’s merry laugh ;
she toddles over to- her side, and slips her
roseleaf hand into the hard old palm.

¢Not a narsy lady. ’Noball likes you.
’Noball seepy. Her wants to go to bed.” °

‘ Blegs your pretty little heart !’ exclaims
Mrs. Hopkins, involuatarily. Even Achiiles,
it will be remembered, bad a vulnerable spot
in his heel. Whether Aunt Samanatha’s is
in her heels or in her heart, Snowball has
found it. But then to find people’s hearts
and keep them is a tri'k of Snowball’s all
her life long. 7

¢ Seepy, seepy,’ reiterates Snowball with
pretty imperiousness. ¢ Put 'Nokall to bed.
Mamma, make her put "Noball to:bed.’

¢ You must put us up, you see,’ 8ays mam-
ma. °‘Come, my dear madam, it will be in-
human to refuse.

It will. Mrs. Hopkins feels she cannot
say ‘No,” and Mrs. Hopkins also feels she
will repent in wrath ghd bitterness. saying
‘Yes.” She casts one scathing glence at se-
rene Mr. Rogers, and says, ‘Well, yes,
then,’ with the very worst grace in all the
world.

‘Ohb, I'm awful glad !’ cries out Jemma
Ann in the fulness of her heart. =~ ¢Oh, you
little darling, come to wme, and let me get
you ready for bed.’ - -

¢ Go to the nice, nice girl, Snowball,’ says
Mlle Mimi, ‘and tell her you will have some
‘bread and milk and your hair brushed before
you go to sleep. Ever so many thanks, Mrs,
Hopkins, though that yes had rather an un-
cordial tone. Rogers,—she uses no prefix —
‘the trunks are coming by express: you

A
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will find a_valise and 3atchel 4fi thetab.
Send them up., ~T~Wont trouble you for
supper to-night, Mrs. Hopkins; we had a
snack at the hotel. But get my rcom ready
as soon as you can. There’s a good soul
We’ve been on the go all day, and I'm dead
tired.’

A swift and subtle change has come over
.-‘vﬂ-le.}iimi. Her pleading lady-like manner
drops from her as a garment ; her present
tone has an easy ring of command. a touch

-of vulgarity, that Mrs. Hopkius is quick to

feel wnd resent, but canuot define.

¢ Make up a bed for Snowball on a sofa or
lounge near mine,” she says to Jemima Ann,
¢ aud don’t let her have too much milk. She
is a perfect iistle pig for country milk, and I
dou’t want her to get fat. I hate flabby
chiliren.  And I'll lie on this couch while
you're getting my room ready, 1 really and
truly am fit to drop  Good night, Rogers ;
teil U'ympe, with my compliments, I hope
she m-ans to'g) to bed sober this tirst hight.’

Her musical langh follows Mr. Rogers
down stairs.  Then she glides cut of her
seal-skin like a heautiful little serpent slip-
ping its gkin, throws off the eoquestish bon-
net, stretches herself on the sofa, and before
her hostess or niece are fairly out of the room
is fast asleep.

* Well, I vever!’ says Mrs, Hepkjps,draw-
ing a long breath. ‘Upon my word ands
honour, Jemima Ann, I do assure youl
never !’

¢’Noball seepy, 'Nuball hungry, want her
bed and milk, want to go to bed,’ pipes
plaintively the child.

Jemima gathers her up in her arms, and
ven:ures to kiss the satin smooth cheek.

¢ You dear little pet, ‘she says,” you shall
have your bread and milk, and go to bed in
t 1o minutes. Oh, you pretty littlelove! 1
never saw anything half so lovely as you in
my life I’

¢ Land’s sake, Jemimy Ann, don’t spile
the young one V' says, irritably, her aunt.
¢ Handsome is as handsome does, is a true
motto the world over, “and if her or her mar
do+s handsome, I'm a Dutchman. ¢Good-
night, Rogers, and tell Alimp, to go to bed
sober this first night ;’ pretty sort o’ talk
that for a temperance boardin’ house. There!
get that slcepy baby somethin’ and put her
to bed I'll go and-tix Miss Flyaway's room
betore the meri come in. and tind her sleep-
in’ here, and hake fools of themselves.’

Aund yo, stilkwrathfuljand grumbling, but

in for it now, Mrs. Hopkin« goes to put her i

best beiroom an order. Jemima carries
Snowball down ‘to the diving-room. The
flaxen head lies against her shoulder, the
drowsy lids sway bver the sweet blue eyes,

the very lips are apart and dewy. Oh ! how
lovely she is, how lovely. how lovely, thinks
Jemima Aun, in a sort of raoture. Oh!if
she could keep this beautiful baby with
ber for ever and’ever !’

At sight of the bread and milk Snowball
wakes up enough to partake of that refresh-
ment. But she sleepily declines conversa-
“tion, and the pretty head sways as the long
light curls are being braided, and her clothes
taken off, and she is sound again, when
Jemma bears her tenderly up’ to the little
extempore bed Annt Samantha has prepared.
She stands and gazes at her in a rapture as
she sleeps.

*She lsoks like a duchess’ daughter !
She louks like an angel, Aunt Samanthy !
she says. under her breath. .

“Yes I' cries- Aunt Samantha, in bitter
Mscorn, ¢ I never see an angel—no more dl.d
you. Andif you did, I don’t believe they'd
a nd at a circos.  Now go down and shake
up t'other angel in the parlour, and tell her
she can tumble into bed as soon as she likes.
And mark my words, Jemima Anp,’ con-
cludes Mrs. Hopkins, solemnly prophetic,
* that woman will give us trouble, such as
we ain’t had in many a long day, before
we're rid of her.!’ :

CHAPTER IIL
IN WHICH WE GO TO THE CIRCUS.

It is the evening of another day; crisp,
clear, cool. The town-hall has tolled seven,
and all the town, in its Sunday best, is troop-
ing gayly te the great common on the out-
skirts, where the huge circus tent is erec-ed,
where flags fly, and drums beat, and brass
instruments blare, and great doings will be
done to-night.

A great rope stretches from the centre of
the common to the top of the teut, quite a
g1ddy height, and the celebrated tight-rope
dancer, Mlie. Mimi, is to walk up this before
the performance, givihg gratis a taste of her
qualities to an admiring wo:1d. .

Other vutward and visible signs of the in-
ward and to-be-paid-for graces going on
within, are there as well. Every dead wall,
‘every tence all over the town, is placarded
with-huge posters, anoouncing in lofty let-
ters of gorgeous colours, the wonderful
{ doings to be beheld for the small sum of
fifsy cents, children half price, clergymen
free!

Pictures of all the animals, whsse ances-
| tors came over 1n the Ark with Noah and
family, together with portraits of the un-
paralleled Daughter of the Desert, Madame
| Olympe, on her fiery steed Whiriwin 1, of the

|
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daring and fearless trapezist and tight-rope
dancer, Mlle, Mimi, direct from Pa-is, of the
little Fairy Queen, Snowball, who is to be
borne aloft in one hand by the Bounding
Brothers of Bohemia, in the thrilling one-act
drama of the ¢ Peruvian Princess.’ Lk

The portraits of the rival stars attradt
much admiration and comment —in rathér a
coarse and highly-coloured state of art, it
must be admitted, but sweetly pretty and
simpering all the same, displaying a great
redundancy of salmon-coloured bust and
arms, and pronounced by those who have
seen the fair originals, speaking likenesses.

And now all the town is to see them,
the chariot races, the Bounding Brothers,
the Fairy Queen, the Daugbter of the
Desert, the clown, and the rest of the
menagerie, .

It is a crisp, cool, fresh, yellow twilight;
the world looks clean and well washed,
after last night’s rain. The sky is tur-
quoise blue. there is a comfortable little new
moon smiling down. as if it, too, had
come out expressly to go to the circus.

Everybody.is in fine spirits, there is much
laughter and good-humoured chaffing, there
are troops and troops of children—children
of a larger growth, too, who affect to treat
the whole affiir with off-hand, good-natured
contempt—onlycame to look after the young
ones, you know—old boys and girls, who in
their secret souls are as keen for the sport as
any nine-year old of them ail.

"An immense throng is gathered on the

Le common, watching with beating hearts and

bated breath, for their first taste of rapture,
the free sight of Mlle. Mimi walking up the
rope. And amid this throng, in her Sanday
¢ things’ quite  of a tremble’ with joyous ex-
pectancy stands Jemima Ann, waiting with
t2e deepest interest ofall for the first glimpae
in her public ‘capacity of the fair performer
lull;ehas the honour of knowing in private

.

The band stands at ease giving tbe public
tantalizing little tastes of its quality, work-
ing up the suspense of small boys toan
agonizing pi ch, laughing and talking to one
another, as if this wmagical sort of thing were
quite every-day life to them, when suddenly
everybody is galvanized, every neck is

ined, an indescribable murmur and rush
goes through the crowd : * Oh, hush ! Here
she is | ‘Oh, my ! isn’t she lovely ! Oh-h-h !’
it is a long-drawn., rapturous breath.

A vision has appeared—a vision all gold
and glitter, all gauze and spangles, all rosy,
floating skirts, a little flag in each hand,

“bare white arms, streaming yellow carls,
twinkling pink feet, rosy smiling face ! The
band strikes up a spirited strain, and ug, and

up, and up floats the fairy in rose and
spangles.

Every throat stretches, every eye follows,
every breath seems suspended, every mouth is
agape. Profound stiliness reigns. And up,

.| and up, and up Btill floats the rose-pink

vision ; and ndw‘she stands on the dizzy
top, a pink star against the blue sky, waving
her flags, and kissing hands to the breathless
crowd below. Now she is descending slow-
ly, slowly, and slowly plays the band, and
the tension is painful to all these good, sim-
ple souls, ;

A sort of involuntary gasp goes through
them as with a light buoyant bound sheis
on terra firma, bowing right and left, and
vanishing into the tent like the fairy she is.

¢ Ob-h-h ! wasn’t it lovely! Oh, ma, she
is just too sweet for anjthing. Oh, pa, do
let us herry in and get a good seat. Was it
Olympe? No, it wasn’t, it was the other
one, Mamgel Mimi. Oh, I’m being scrooged
to death, Pa, do let us hurry in—don’t you
see everybody is going !

Jemima Ann goes with the rest. It is the
rarest of rare things for her to be off duty,
but Aunt Samantha has relented for once,
and her niece is here, fairly palpitating with
expectant: rapture,

All the boarders, washed and shining with
good humour,much friction, and yellowsoap,
in brav® array muster strong, and kindly
little Mr. Doolittle has meekly presented
* Miss Jim’ with a ticket. So she is swept
onward and inward, with the crowd into the
great canvas arena, and presently finds her-
self perched on an exquisitely uncomiortable
shelf, her knees on a level with her chin,
gazing with awe at the vast sawdust ring
and the red curtain beyond, whence it is
whispered the performers will presently
emerge, .

Tuen she glances about her—yes, there are
the boarders, there is Mr. Rogers, there is
the butcher and his family, there is the
undertaker and his wife, there is the family
grocer and his seven sons and daughters,
there are quite numbers of ladies and gentle-
men she knows. And all over the place
there are swarms of children, childr n be-
yond any possibility of computation. A
smell of sawdust and orange-peel, a pervad-
ing sense of hilarity and peanuts is in the
atmosphere, the band plays as if it would
burst itself with enthusiasm, and the evening
performance triumphantly begins. .

Long after this festive night, Jemima Ann
tries to recall, dispasgionately, all she has
seen in this her first glimpse of wonderland,
but it is all so splendid, so rapid, so be-
wildering to a mind used only to under-
ground Kkitchens, and the society of black
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beetles, and blacker foundry hands, that
‘her dazzled braia fails to grasp it with any
coherence. There are horses—good gracious
—such horses as one could hardly imagine
existed out of the Arabian Nights; horses
that dance polkas and jigs, that put the
rkettle on, that listen to the clown, and
understood every word he said, horses that
laughed, horses that made courtesies to the
audiencs, horses that stood on their hind
legs, that knelt down, that jumped through
hoops and over banners. Jemima Ann
would not have been surprired to see a peg
turned in their side, and behold them
spread their wings and soar-to the ceiling.
Only they dido’'t And then the clown,
with his startling, curious, and white
visage, his huge, grinning mouth, and
amazing nose, his funny dress, and funnier
retorts to the exasperated ring-mspt’é"r‘—
Jemima Ann nearly died of laughing at him
Only to hear his jovial ¢ Here we areagain !’
was worth the whole fifty cents ; so said
the good people about her, laughing till
they cried, and .80 ‘with all her hears, said
Jemima Ann. So-

But this was only a little of it. When
Mlle. Mimi appeared, more gauzy, more
spangly, more govely‘ even than outside,
.careening round and round, ou four fiery
bare-backed steeds, in that breathless man-
‘ner that your head swam, and your’respira-
tion came in gasps, then the enthusiasm rose
to fever heat, if you like. They shouted,
they stamped, they applauded the very knobs
off their walking-sticks, and Jemima Ann,
faint with bliss, shuts her eyes for a moment,
and feels she is in the mad vortex of high
life at last, feels that she is living a chapter
out of one of her weekly ¢dreadfuls.” How

_ beautiful Mimi looks, as she sweeps by,
smiling, painted, radiant. And now—itisa
moment never to be forgotten—Mimi sees
‘her, smiles at her—yes, in full tilt pauses to
smile at her, and throw her a kiss from her
finger tips. All heads turn, all eyes fix won-
deringly. enviously, on the crimson visage of
Jemima Ann.

¢ Do you know her ? agks in a tone of awe,
those nearest, and Jemima Ann glowsPand

* Yes.’ .

It isa proud moment; it is a case of ¢ great-
ness thrust.” People scan her as she sits,
and wonder if perchance she too is not a pro-
fessional: lady taking her tifty cents’ worth
‘here for a change, among the common herd.

Madame Olympe comes as the daughter of
the desert, a big, handsome, bold brunette,
with flashing eyes and raven locks. These
same raven locks, together with a brief al
lowance of cloth of gold, and bullion fringe

and a pair of tinkling anklets, comprise
nearly all she has about her in the way
of costume. She is distinctly indecent ; the

virtuous maids and matrons blush in their

secret souls, and feel that this is worse, very
much worse, than the pink gauze. And
though the Daughter of the Desert seems to
fly through the air, and does some wonder-
ful things, she is coldly received, and the
audience break into a laugh when a forward
small boy suggests that before she does any
more she’d better go in and put something
on, else maybe she’ll ketch a cold in her
head. It is felt asa relief when she does go,
and the Bounding Brothers take her place.
One, in the dress of an Indian chief, all fea.
thers, beads, and scarlet cloth, makes a raid

on the territory of another, the Prince of

Peru, captures the child of that potentate,
and rides at break-neck speed with her held
aloft in one hand in triumph. And Jemima
Ann gasps painfully, for it is little Snowball,
all in white, her long fair curla floating, hrer
rose-bud lips smiling, the tiny creature
stands erect, and is whirled round and round
by the Indian chief. She kisses her baby
hand, she smiles her sweet baby smile, her
dauntless blue eyes wander over the house.
If ske should falk Jemima Aunshuts her eyes,
sick with the thought, and does not look up
again, until after a free fight, and a great deal

of shooting with bows and arrows, the -

princess is recaptured, and the Bounding
Brothers bound out of sight.

Mlle. Mimi on the trapeze winds up the
performance. Her agility, her strength, her
daring, here, are something to marvel at.
Her springs from one swinging bar to another,
look perilous in the extreme. It is wong
erful where, in that slight, gracefui frame,
these delicate hands and ‘wrists, all
that steel-iike strength of muscle 2an
lie. This also Jemima feels to be more pain-
ful than pleasant—it is a_relief when it is
over, and though it had been an evening of
much bliss and yreat excitement, it is somne.
thing of a relief to rise and stretch one’s
ctamped limbs, and breathe the co-l f esh
night air, and see the sparkling frosty stars.
Too much pleasure palls, Jenima Ann’s head
swims with so much merry-go-ronnd—she
will be glad to get back to the cool attic
and flock mattrass and think over at her
leisure how happy she has beer.

‘I wonder what time Mlle. Mimi and
that dear little Snowball will get home?’
she muses ; ‘ the dear little love ought to
be fit to drop with tiredness. No wonder
her ma wanted some supper, I wish Aunt
Samanthy hadn’t heen so cross.’

A vivid remembrance of the scene of
that afternoon flashes through her mind,
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as she trudges home through the quiet
streets. Mlle. Mimi just back from rehearsal,
she and Aunt Samantha busyn the kitchen,
Snowball tripping aboat, making pretty
baby questions—a swish of silk, a wait of
strong perfume, and Mimi, bright in silk
snl% velvet, lace and jewellery preseas her-
self.

¢ How nice and hot it is here,’ she says,
coming in with a shiver ; ‘the rest of the
house 1s as cold as a barn. Why don’t you
have a fice in your parlour this October
weather, Mrs. Hopkins? And how good you
smell !’ smiffing the warm air, and seating
herself 1n front of the glowing stove.
¢ What are you cooking, Jemima Ann?’

“Johnny-cake and ginger bread for the
men’s teas,” responds modestly, Jemima
Anp; ‘a pan of each. Tae men like ’em.’

‘Do they?’ says Miwmi, laughing,
¢ What nice, innocent sort of men yours
must be, my dear, judging by their foud !
1 should not like ginger-bread and the
other thing. Apropos, though (no, Snow-
ball, I don’t want you; run away), 1
should like a hot supper when I come back
to-pight. I am always tired, and hungry as
a hunter, Ialways have a hot supper ; cold
things make me dyspeptic. Will you see to
it, Jemima Ann ? . .

Jemima Ann glances apprehensively at
Aunt Samantha. Aunt Samanthe draws up
her month like the mouth of a purse, and
stands ominously silent.

¢ What uume would you like it 7 timidly
ventures Jemima Ann.

¢ Oh, abvut eleven ; I shall not be later
than that. Nothing very elaborate, you know
—jJust a fowl, a chicken or duck, mashed po-
tat.es, one sweet and one savory. Coffee, of
.oourse, as strong as you like, and cream 1f it
i8 to be had for love or money. Something
simple like that! And I shall need some
boiing water for pun—well, I shall need is.
I may vring a friend home to supper. I hate
eating alone, so lay covers for two. Don’s
Berve it 1n that big, dismal place you call the
diningeroom ; let us have it gozily in the
parlour. And do light a fire, your black
grate is enough to send a chill to the marrow
of one’s bones. Suowball will not sit up,
of course. You will pus her to bed as soon
&8 sne contes home. You will not forget any-
thing, will you, Jemima Aon ¥

Jemima Aun 1s tuo paralyzed to answer ;
Mus. Hopkins is literary petrified with indig-
nation. Only for a moment, though ; then
ghe faces the audacious Mimi, her eyes'flash-
ing, - her face peony red, her hands on her
hlps,l war and defiancg in every snorting
word.

‘So !this isall, ’em, is it ?. Jest some_

-

L4

thin’ simple and easy, like that! And at
eleven o'clock at night ! Wouldn't you like
a soup, and tish, and - oysters, ma’am, and a
side-dish and Charley Roose, and ice-cream,
and strawberries to top the lot. Why, hang
your impidence I’ cries Mr«. Hopkins, wax-
iog suddenly from the bitterly sardonic to
the furirusly wrathful—‘ what do you think
we are? You come here and fairly force
yourself on a respectable bouse, and try to
begin your scandalous goin’s on before you're
twenty-four hours in it. But I’ll see you
furder first, ’em, and Rogers, too, I do assure
you. No friends are let in this house.’ says
Mrs. Hopkins, with. vindictive emphasie,
¢ after ten o’clock at night—no, not for
Queen Victorious, if she " begged it on her
bended knees.’

Mlle. Mimi, toasting her little high-heeled
French shoes before the tire, turas coolly,
and listens, first in surprise, then in amuse-
ment, tu this tirade.

¢ My good soul,’ she says, calmly, ‘don’t
lose your temper. You’ll have a fit
of sowme kind, and go off ke a shot,
if you go on like that. Apnd what do
you mean by scandalous proceedings ?
You really ought to be careful in your
taik —people get taken up sometimes for ac-
twoable language, It is not scandalons to
eat a late sapper, is it? * I am a very
proper persou, my dear Mrs. Hopkins, and
never scandalize anybody. If I can’t have
supper here, I will have it elsewhere it is
much the same to me. You will give me a
latch-key, 1 .suppose—or do you allow such
a demoralizing thing to your artless black
lambkins? Or would you prefer sitting up
for me ? I like to be oblizing, and I will be
back by one.’

¢ Miss Mimi.’ begins Mrs. Hopkins, *if
that’s -your name,’—Mimi laugh.—*this
house ain’t no place for the likes of you.”
Miss M mi glances disdainfuily about, and
shrugs her shoulders. ‘It’s a homely place,
and we're homely people.” Mimi laughs
again, and glances amusedly from the hot
and angry face of the aunt, to the flushed
and distressed face of the niece—a glnnce
that says, ‘I agree with you.” ¢ Your ways
aiu’t our ways’—(¢ No, thank Heaven ?’ says.
Mimi, sotto voce)—‘and so the soomer we
part, the better, I do assure you. You'll
jest be good enough.’ ma’am, to take your-
self, and your traps, and your little girl, out
of this as soon as you like—and the soener
the better, I do assure you.’

Mimi looks at her. There is a laugh still
on her rose-red mouth ; there is a laughing
light in her blue ‘eyes ; but there is a laugh-
ing devil in them, too.

‘My good creature,’ she says, slowly,
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< you labour under a mistake.
and you shall not make me. You agreed to
take me in the pr of witn I have
paid you a week’s board in advance, and no
power on earth will move me out of this
hospitable mansion until it suits me to go.
And I will keep what hours I please. And
I will invite what friends I like. I shall
return at one, and you shall shut your doors
on me at your peril. And I will see you—
no ! don’t cry out before you are hurt—in-
sonvenienced i8 the word I will use,’ she
breaks off, laughing aloud in genuine amuse-
ment at the horror in the face of her hostess,
and rises gracefully. ¢Now, Jemima Aub,
the sooner you bring me np some tea the
better, I do assure you,” mimicking per ectly
Mrs. Hopking’ nasal tones; ‘and if your
gingercake is very good, you may bring me
some of that, too. Come, Snowball, and let
me curl your hair.

It is the first time in all her seven years’
experience that Jemima Ann has seen her in-
trepid chieftainness taken down. She is al-
most afraid to look at her; but when she
does she finds her gazing after her enemy
with a blank and stony stare, and rigid lips
and eyeballs, alarmingly suggestive of fits !
No fit ensues, however. Tuere is a gasping
breath, a stifled, ¢ Well, this does cap the
globe !’ and then silence. Aunt Samantha
has been routed with slaughter, and in her
secret soul Jemima Ann rejoices.

She gocs home now, through the crisp,
starlit night, and finds her stormy kinswo
man waitiog up with a tongue and temper
soured and sbarpened by long hours of soli-
tude and stocking darning. She isfirst, but
the boarders follow closely,noisy, hungry,and
eunthusiisticin their loud praisesof the charm-
dag Mimi. Olympe is a fine woman, no
doubt, and not stingy of herself, but Mimi’s
the girl for their money. And thus they
have a proud feeling of proprietorship in
Mimi. She is one of thefamily, so to speak.
They feel that her beauty and success re-
flect glory ou the house of Hopkins. Aunt
Samantha listess to- it all with grim scorn ;
decliges snappishly to be entertained with
the brilliant deings of the night ; declines
more snappishly to go to bed, and leave her,
Jemiwa Ann, to wait up for Mlle. Mimi.

¢T'll see it out, if I eit here till I take
root,’ is her grim ultimatum. ¢ I’ll see that
she brings no trollopin’ characters into this
house: 80, hold your jaw, Jemima Aun Hop-
h'n. » ~

I will not go,

The door-bell rings as she speaks. Isit
Mimi 80 800! No, it is a man from the
circus with little Snowball, sleepy and hre%,
Jemima Ann takes her tenderly, kisses &n:

pets her, undresses and puts ber to bed. It

is midnight, and still Mimi is not here.
Grimmer and grimmer grows the rigid face
of Aunt Samantha, colder and colder grows
the night, drearier and drearier looks the
kitchen, quieter and more quiet seems the
lonesome midnight streets. One. Eali past—
with her arms on the table, her face lying on
theirs, sleep as a garment drops on Jemima,
when, once more, sharp, loud, startling the
door-bell rings.

¢ Iv's her ! cries Jemima Ann; and springs
up, ¢ for which, Oh ! be joyful.’

She runs up stairs, Aunt Samantha fol-
lows. Outsiue thereare voices, ouethe voice of
a map, and loud laughter. The key is turn-
ed, the door i8 opened, Mimi stands before
them She comes in laughing auntand
niece fall back. What isthematter ? Herfair
face is flushed, her blue eyes glasey, there is
a smell, strong, subtle, spiritous. In horror
the truth dawns upon them—she is—(1t is
the phrase of Jemima Ann)—‘she is tight !’

Toey fall back. Even Aunt Samautha,
prepared for the worst, is not prepared for
this. She is absolutely dumb-! Mlle. Mimi
laugh in their faces—a tipsy laugn.

¢ Car lamp up stairs, 'Mumy Ann,’ she
says, indistinctly, ‘sor’ to keep you up,
Miss Hopkins. Goo’ mght.’

1d dead silence Mrs. Hopkins falls back,
in dead rilence Jemima Ann obeys—words
fail them both. She precedes Mimi to her
room, where sweet little Spowbail sleeps,
pure and peaceful, sets the lamp in a place
of safety, sees their hoarder fling off hat and
jacket, and throw herself, dressed as she is
on the bed, tvo far gone even to undress !

CHAPTER 1V. ™ -

WHICH RECORDS THE DARK DOINGS OF MLLE.
MIMI,

‘Cold chicking,’ says Jemima Ann—‘that’s
one, buttered short-cake— that's two, cran-
berry sass—that’s three, and frizzled beef—
that’s four. Yes, four. I've got ’em all
And tea—that’s five. There ain’t nothin’
the matter with her appetite, whatever there
may be with her morals.’

The antecedent of this personal pronoun
is, of course, Mlle. Mimi, and Jemima Ann
is busily engaged arranging her supper on a
tray. Up n the parlour, in a pale-blue
negligeef and looking more or less like an
angel, with her floating, untidy, fair hair,
Mimi is yawning over a fashion magasine,
and listening to the prattle of her small

¢ Enter ‘Jemima Ann !’ she cries, gayly,
sprihnging up, ‘laden with the fruits of the
earth. Snowball and I were begining to
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think that you had forgotten us, And where
is the precious auntie, my Jemima, and is
she as far goae as ever, in blackest sulks ?

It is the afternoon succeeding that night,
and no thundercloud ever gloomed more
darkly than does the countenance of Mra.
Hopkius whenever it turns upon her andaci-
ous boarder.

¢ She is feeling dreadful bad, Miss Mimi,’
responds Mrs. Hopkin’s niece, gravely,. ‘and
no wonder. You really hadn’t ought to
done it.’

Mimi laughs, with genuine, unaffected
amusement, and pinches Jemima Ann’s
hard, red cheek,in passing.

¢ I really baan’t ought to doneit! Dew
tell! Here, Snowball, come on—here’s a
lovely bit of chicken for you. Well, now,
Jemima Aon, I admit I did imbibe a
listle too freely last night, but what
will you? I was dead beat, I was warm
aud aching with fatigue, and Lacy's Chic-
quot was the very best, aad iced to per-
tection. Did you ever drink iced cham-
pagne, my poor Jemima? Ah! the wine of
hfe 18 not for such as you. If I had to ex-
change places with you, and grub down in
that abominable kitchen among pots and
pans, and wait on dirty, oily foundrymen,
and be girded at by that virago, your aunt,
I would simply cut my throat in a week,
and ot two evils think iv the least’

‘Aunt ain’t a bad sort. Please don't
abuse her,’ réturned Jemima, still gravely,
‘her bark ia worse than her bite. Who 1is
Lacy. Miss Mimi ¥

‘I'ne first shyness of new acquaintance is
over, Mumi is a free-and-easy, touch-and-go
sort of person, easy to grow familiar with,
and Miss Hopkins has her full share of fem-
inine curiositvy.

* Is be thac aristacratic-looking gent, with
the raven black mustache and diamond studs
a stoppin’ at the Washington House ¥ asks
J:muna, in considerable awe, as she assis.s
Snowball to milk and short-cake.

*Dyed, Jemima—dyed, my dear,’ langhs
Minu; °that muscache gets mangy some.
times and purple. But the studs are real,
and he is rich enough to wear a whole
diamund shirt front, if he choose. Yes, my
Jemima, ’tis he! the gent at the Washing-
ton, and a very swell young man he is!
And he is dead in love with ne ;. bnt this is
-a- secret, -mnd,” and Mimt laughs again at
the sumple, puzzled face of Miss Hopkins.
‘Hz is down here from New York. wasting
s sweetness in Clangville air, for me and
for me alone. I migat be Mra, Lacy to-mor-
TQW, my Jemima, 1f I éhoee.” -

: ., “And yon don't choose ¥
n- $Nao, 1don’t. I have had enough of men

<

and matrimony. They re a mistake, Jemimas.
The game isn’t worth the candle. No !’ her
face sets and darkens suddenly, ¢at the very
best, it’s not worth it.’

¢ Are—are you a widow? Jemima Ann
ventures, timidly. '

There is no reply : Mimi is carving her
chicken with a certain vicious energy, and
all the laughing light has vanished from her
insonciant face,

‘A widow,’ she says, impatiently. ¢Oh,
yes, of course I'm a widow—Rogers told you
that, didn’t he? Snowball, don’t choke
yourself with that chicken wing. You little
gourmand. Take her away fro%ble,
Jemima Ann ; she’s had enough.’

¢ Wasn’t had ’nuff,’ cries out Snowball,
ltstily, clingiog to her plate with both
hands : ‘s’ant go. Noball wants more sort-
cake’ Mimmy Ann.

¢ Oh, let her have some more,’ says Jemi-
ma. ‘The dear little pet is hungry.’

‘The dear little pet will be as fat as a
dear little pig, directly, nuder your injudici-
ous indulgence, Miss Hopkins. No, Snow-
ball, not another morsel, and no more milk.
Leave the table this moment ; you ought to
know by now that what mamimia says she
means.’ iy

She rises and bears Snowball bodily from
the victuals. And straightway Seowball
opens her mouth, and there rises to heaven
such a shriek, as it is to be hoped few child-
ren have the lungs and temper to emit.

‘Toere ! > says Mimi, composedly, ‘chat is
the sort of angelic disposition your dear lit-
tle pet is blessed with, Jemima. Please open
the window if she doesn’t stop this instant,
and throw her out !’

Jemima Ann declines to act on this sum-
mary hint.  She soothes the enraged child
instead, and surreptiously conveys to her a
contraband wedge of short.cake.

¢ What an odd name you have given her,”
she remarks, clearing away the things ; ¢ she
never was christened Snowball, was she ?
That's not a Christian name.’

¢ She never was christened anything, my
good Jemima,’ responds her mother with a
shrug. What is the use of christening ? She
was a little white, roly-poly baby ; white
hair, white skin, white clothes - 8o her father
used to toss her up and cal her his snow-
bird; his smowflake, his .snowball, and all
sorts of silly, snowy names, As she had to
be called something, Suowball it finally came
to be, and Snowball I suppose. it always will
be now. It suits the little white monkey as
well asanything else. Pearl or Lily would
- be more sentimental, but I don’t profess to
be a sentimeatal person myself. I leave
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that for you, O romance reading Jemima
Snow !’

The door opens as she speaks.

¢ Samantha,’ says a pleasant voice, ‘ are
you here?’

The pleasant voice belongs to a pleasant
face, and both are the property of a pretty
matron all in drab, like a Quaker, who opens
the door, and stands gazing inquiringly
around. st :

“Why Mrs,-Pinker !’ exclaims Jemima
Ann, ‘is jt-you! When did you come?
Aunt Samanthy’s jest gone out marketin.’
Do come in and wait. I know she’s been
wantin’ to see you, and a talkin’ of going to
the cottage all week.’

‘How do you do, Jemima Ann?’is the
smiling response of the drab matron.- ¢ Well,
perhaps I had better—’

She stops saddenly. Her eyes have fallen
on Snowball, then on Mimi, and the words
die on her lips.

A startled look comes into her eyes, a
startled pallor falls on ber face, her lips part
breathlessly, she stands and stares like one
who has received a shock.

¢ Oh!’ says Jemima Ann, remembering her
manners, ¢ This is Mrs. Tinker, Miss Mimi.
Mrs. Tinker, this is Mamzel Mimi, a lady
that boards here, and her little girl.’

Mimi smiles easily, shows her small white
teeth, and nods.

Mrs. Tioker tries to bow,but some sudden,
andstrange and great dread and surprise have

fallen upon her—she retreats backward in a
" sort of panic, without a word. Mimi lifts
her eyebrows and langhs.

¢ Upon my word !’ she exclaims, ‘is that
nice motherly old party cracked, Jemima
Ann?’

Jemima Ann hurries out without reply.
The elderly lady stands in the passage, still
pale as whitewash, her hands pressed over
her heart. )

Goodness me, Mrs, Tinker !’ she cries.
¢ Whatever is it ?’

*Oh my dear,’ says Mrs. Tinker. ‘I’ve
had a tarn, I ve had a turn, my dear. Who
is that lady in the parlour ?’ .

¢ Mamzel Mimi, Mrs. Tinker. Surely you
don’t know her?’ :

*Oh my dear, ’m afeard I do—1'm sore
afeared I do. What is she Jemima Ann?
An actress ?’

¢ A tight-rope dancer—a circus performer.
Lor.! Mrs. Tinker, you ain’t a going to
faios !’ .

For Mrs. Tinker, breathing in gasps, lays
sudden and violent held of Jemima, asif an
immediate swoon were indeed her intention.
And Mrs. Tinker weighs™ ten stone, and
Jemima Ann feel that with the best wishes

- mournful tone.

in the world, she is not equal to bearing her
to the nearest cold-water tap. Mrs. Tinker
thinks better of it, however, and does not
8WOO0D.

‘No,” she says weakly. ‘No, Jewima,
my dear I shall not faint. Oh me! oh me!
to think it sheuld come at last. I've always
feared it my dear, always feared it. Soouer
or later I said she will find us, and she will
come. Oh me, my dear mistress. How
will she bear this?’

‘Do you, mean Madam Valentine?’ say
Jemima Ann, looking sympathetic. and
deeply puzzled. ‘Does she know Mamzel
Mimi? Good gracious me, Mrs. Tiuker,
you can never mean that.’

‘ Don’t ask me any questions Jemima
Ann, you will hear it all soon emough.
Come down stairs, I feel fit to drop, and
answer me a few questions. Tell me when
this—this person came, and all ab~ut her.’

They descend to Mrs. Hopkins’ own par-
ticular sitting-room, and Mre. Tinker, still
in a weak and collapsed state,-is provided
with a fan and a glass of water, which stimu-
lants bring her slowly round to calmness and
coberence. Jemima Ann unfolds all she
knows of Mlle Mimi, which is not very
much, but which is listened to with pro-
found and painful intensity of interest.

¢ It's the same, it’s the same,’ says Mrs.
Tinker mournfully. ‘I know it’s the same,
I never heard the name afore, but 1 knew
the face at once. It is many and many a
weary day ago, but she hasn’t changed.” Oh
me, oh me, to think of her coming at this
late day, and all the harm she’s done. It’s
wicked my dear, but I hoped she was dead
—I did indeed. And the child too. Oh!
what will Madam Valentine say ?°’

‘Mrs. _Tinker,” begins Jemima, lLiterally
devoured by curiosity—but Mrs. Tinker
rises, a distressed look on her face, and
motions for silence with her band.

‘No my dear,” she says, in the same
‘I can't tell you. I can’t
tell any one. I can’tstayand see Samantha.
I don’t feel fit to talk or anything. 1’ve had
a blow-Jemima Apn, a blow. I’ll go home
my dear, and: read a chapter in my Bible,
and try to compose my mind.’ -

Jemima Ann escorts her to the door, more
mystitied than she has ever been hetore in
her Iife, and watches her out of sight, walk-
ing slowly aad heavily as 1f*buruened with
panful thoughts. Then she reiurns wup
stairs and into the parlour, where Mimi lies
indo ently on the sofa, her little feet crossed
in an attitnde more suggestive of lsziness
and ease than lady-like grace.

¢ Well Jemima, hae that flustered old per-.

son departed! And what was the matter
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with her ? Is she generally knocked over in
that uncomfortable manner by the sight of a
stranger ? And sheis on her way back to
the hignly respectable lunatic asylum whence
she escaped ?’

¢ Miss Mimi, are you sure? Do you mean
to say you never saw her before 2’

¢« Never, to the best of my belief. Why?
Does she seem to gay that she knows me?’

Jemima Ann is silent. Thereis a mystery
here, and she feels that discretion may be
judicious.

¢ Who is the venerable party anyhow ?
She is a nice kindly-looking body, too, vhe
gort of motherly soul one would like for a
nurse or that’ . )

¢She is Mrs. Tinker—Mrs. Susan Tinker.’

¢Susan Tinker. Euphonious cognomen !’
laughed Mimi. ¢What else is she, oh,
reticent Jemima Apn!’

¢ Well, she is housekeeper to Madame
“Valentine. She has been her housekeeper
for more than twenty years.’

Jemima is just about lifting the tray to
go, but Mille. Mimi spriogs erect so sud-
denly, utters an exclamation so sharply
that she drops her load. .

«Land above!’ she exclaims in terror,
+what is the matter with you?’ .

«Who did you say?’ Mimi cries
out breathlessly ; ¢ housekeeper for whom?

¢ Madame Valentine—old Madame Valen-
tine of the cottege. So then yon do
know something of the secret after all ?’

Mile. Mimi is standing up. A flush
‘sweeps over the pearly fairness of her face
then it iades and leaves her very pale.
She turns abruptly away, walks to.a win-
dow, and stands with her back to the
curious Jemima Ann.  She stands for fully
five minutes staring out; but she sees
nothing of the dull darkening street, the
Jeaden October sky, the few pa.ssex;s,by,
the ugly- shops over the way. . Th& blue
eyes gleaming with a light not good to
‘see.

‘Don’t go,” she says at last, turning
round as she sees Jemima Ann gathering
up the the tray. ‘I wanttoask you a
question. Who is Madame Valentine?’

¢Who is she? Why she is Madame
Valentine,*though why madame any more
than otherfolks 1 don’t know, except that
she is very rich—immensely rich and aristo-
ctatic. Oh; By goodness !’ says Jemima
Ann, despairing of conveying any idea of the
pinnacle of patrician loftiness and wealth
which Madame Valentine has attained.

¢Rich - and aristocratic! What in the

world then,” asks Mimi, with a gesture of |

infimite contempt out of the window, does
she do here?”

¢It ain’t such a bad place, Claugviile
ain’t,” retorts Jemima, racher hurt; ‘but
she don’t live here. Sue don’t live no. here,
Mrs. Tinker says, for good ; she just goes
about. She has houses and places every-
where, in cities and in the country. She
came here three or four years ago, and took a
fancy toa place out of town, and thought
the air agreed with Mer. So she bought
the cottage, and comes for a month or two
every fall sioce. And her nephew likes it
for the shooting—partridges and that. She
is going away next week, and won’t come
again till next September.’

‘ Her nephew ?’ Mini repeats quickly.

| ¢ Who is her nephew ?’

¢ Mr. Vane Valentine, a young Eaglish
gentleman, gnd her heir. You oughter see
him a ridin’ through the town, mouuted on a
big black horse, as tall and straight as any-
thing, and looking as if everybody he met
was dirt under his feet !’ cries Jemima Ann,
in a burst of enthusiastic admiration.

Indeed ! Mr. Vane Valeatine puts on
heirs, does he ? So he is the heir { I knew
there was a British cousin, and an heir to
the title. Do you know that high-steppung
yvung gentleman will be a baronet vne uay,
Jemima Ann ¥

¢ Yes,” says Jemima Ann ; ¢ Mrs. Tinker
told me. But how do you come to kuow ?
You ain’t acquainted with him, are you ¥

‘I have not tnat pleasure —at present, [
may havye, possibly, before long. No—don’s
ask questions ; all you have to do is to
answer them. There are only the old lady
and this patrician nephew ¥’

* That's all. Mr. Valentine is dead.’

¢ Yes. But used there not to be some one
else—-a son ¥

Jemima Ann looks at her with ever.grow-
ing curiosity. But her back is to the waning
light, and there is nothing to be seen.

‘It’s odd,’ "she says, *that you should
know aboit that ; not many people do.
Even Mrs. Tinker hates to talk of it. But,
yes—there was a son.’

¢ What became of him ¥’

¢ Well, he went wild, and ran away, and
made a low marriage, and was cut off, and
drowned. I don’t know unothin’ more—I
don’t, indeed. I only found that out by
chauce. Aud now I must go,’ says, nervous-
ly, Jemima Ann, °for it 18 neuly six, and
aunt will be back, and the hands’ supper is
to get.’

Mimi makes no effort to detain her ; bat
when she is alone she stands for a very long
time quite still, the dark look deepening an
ever deepening in her face. - She hears the
house door open, and the shrill, vinegar
voice of Mrs: Hopkins—hears the sweet,
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shrill  singing of her baby daughter
chanting with much spirit and ‘go,” the
ballad of the ‘Ten Little Injun Boys’'—
hears the ear-splitting workmen’s whistle—
and still stands rapt and motionless, though
the night has long since fallen, and all the
room, aud all the street is dark.

Bus .Mlle. Mimi belongs to the public, and
a couple of hours later, flashes before it in
all the wonted bravery of tinsel and glitter,
and even eclipses herselt in the matter ot
hazardous flying leaps on the trapeze, and
daring doings on the dizzy slack-wire. All
trace of that darkly-brooding cloud of
thoughs has vanished from her riante face,
and at the after-circus supper she out-
sparkles her sparkling self, and returans
home after one, flushed and excited, as
usual, with the amber vintages of France,
as furnished by the Hotel Washington, and
paid for by Mr. Lacy.

For Mrs. Hopkins, keeper of the
most respectable temperaace boarding-
house in the good New KEogland

town of Clangville, it is the bitterest
trial of her life. And she is powerless to
help herseli ; the sting lies there. Mrs.
Hopkins is total abstinence or she is nothing,
the mosé daring foundry hand never returus
muddled more than once. ‘There is the
door,” Mrs. Hopkins, with flushing eyes,
‘and here i3 you. Yougit." There is some-
thing in the Spartan brevity that takes
bown the biggest and blackest hand of
them ail. DBus Mle., Mimi aisolutely iaughs
in her face. “My good soul,” she says,
f don’t put yoarself in a passion. I intead
to go when my week is up, not an hour
sooner. I require stimulants, prescribed by
my medical attendant, I assure you. The
lite I lead is frightfully exhaunsting. Iam not
going to change my habits and injure my
health to accommodate your old-fashioned
prejudices, my dear Madam Hopkins.’

I'nere is nothing for it but to suffer and
be strong. Aunt Samantha knocks under to
the inevitable, and counts every hour until
the blessed one of *her ha.l)py release. .

* *

‘Land o’ hope ! cries out, desparing, Mrs.
Hopkins. ‘Jemima Ann, will you look at
this! Of all the shameful creeters '—a hol-
low groan finishes the sentence—words are
weak to express her sense of reprobation.

Jemima Ann looks. Sheis not 8o easily
scandalized as Aunt Samantha, and in her
heart of hearts, rather envies Mimi her
¢ right good time,” but even she is startled
at what she beholds, An open, double-
seated carriage, bright with varnish, is flash.
ing past; and perched high on the driver’s

seat, beside the remown:d Mr. Lacy, hold-
2

&

ing the reins, and ¢ hi-ing’ to four spirited
horses, is Mile. Mimi. An expert whip she
evidently is, and remarkably jaunty and au-
dacious she looks, a pretty hat set coquettish-
ly on the gilded hair, a cigarette between her
rosy lips, she smokes with gusto while she
drives. Behind sits one’ of the Bounding
Brothers and his young woman, also witn
cigarettes alight, and loud laugnter ringing
forth, and as they fly past, the whole deeply-
shocked town ot Clangville seems to rush v\ _

their doors and windows, to catch a glnpse 3/

of the demoralizing vision.

‘I koew she smoked,” Jemima Ann re-
marks, in a tubdued voice : * she doesin her
own room sometimes of an afternoon.’

Mrs. Hopkins sinks into a chair, faint with
despair, What will this reckiess creature do-
next ?

¢Ske’ll give the house a bad name,’ she
says, weakly, ‘and there don’t seem nothinyg
I can do to prevent it. To sit up there,
drivin’ two team of rann’, prancin’ horses,
smokin’ cigars, and likely’s not half tight.
T'll go over to Roygers’ this very minute aud
give him a piece of my mind anyhow.’

The landan, with its four laughing, smok-
ing occapants Hashes ont of town, leavinyg
the coal smoke, the noise, and black grime
of founderies aud maunutactories far beuiud,
and whirls along a pleasant couutry roau,
trees on every hand, brililant with crimson
and orange glories of bright Octuber.

“Does anybody happen to know a place
called The Cotiage,’ asks Mimi, ‘theresidence, -
I balieve, of one M(s. or Madam Valentine ?”

‘I do,’ replies Mr. Lacy, ‘I've met youny
Vulenune ; aueced stitf young prig ; puts oa
airs of DBritish nobility —‘aw, don’t you
know, my dear fellah’ - that sort of thing.
Felt like kicking him on the only occasion we-
met. Sour-looking, black-looking beggar.
But he lives right out here, with his grand- _
mother, or fairy godmother, or something.’

¢ His aunt, my friend ; be definite, There
isa painful lack of lucidity in your remarks,
Lacy,’ eays Mimi. _ ¢ Well, I want to stop at

Tne Cottage. I am going to make a call

' Don’c ask questions ; 1t is my whilii ; that is

enough for you. Madam Valentine is a
real grande dame, 8o they tvell me, and I've
never had the pleasure of meeting one of the
b.eed. Solam going to call, and see for
myself. -I may never have another chance.
¢You have the audacity of the devil,’
says Mr. Lacy, with artless admiration.
¢ By George! 1 shounld like to see the old
lady’s face when you announce yourself.
Judgiog from what I hear, and from the-
look of that black-visaged nephew, she is
more like a venerable empress run to seed
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than an every-day, rich, oid woman. Shall
we all call, or will you go it alone ?’

Mimi responds that she will go it alone.
Her cigarette is smoked out. Mr. Lacy
hLights Ler another, as she pulls the four
praucing bays up at the gates of The Cot-
“tage.

gﬂer pretty face is slightly paler than
usual; her lips are set in a tight line; a
sombre hight, that bodes no good to the
lady she proposes to visit, is in her blue eyes.
She sits a moment, and scans the house and

. grounds.
"+ Not much of a place,” remarks Mr. Lacy,
slightingly ; ‘only a shootin’-box for the
.black boy—I mean the nephew. Lots of
space thougn; could be made a tip-top
-country-sest if they liked. Want to get
down ?

Mimi waves bis hand aside, ard leaps

~ lightly to the ground.

* Wait for me here,” she says, and out, of
her voice all the enap and timbre have gone—
¢ or no ; drive on, and come back in half an
bour. I will be ready for you then.’

* Wish we had an old shoe to throw after
vou for lack, Mimi,’ calls out the Bounding
brother. *Don’t let the ogress of the castle
eat you alive if you can help it.’

“Aud don’t fall in love with the high-

+t ned nephew,’ says the young persou by his
side.

¢ Or, what is morelikely, don’t let the high-
toded nephew fall 10 love with you,’ adds
Mr. Lacy. ‘Sure to do it once he sets eyes
on you. Ta, ta, Mimi ! Speak up pretily to
the ola lady. Don’t be ashamed of your-

. self.’

She waves her cicarette, opens the iron
gates, and enters. The carriage and four-in-
hand whirl on—vanish.

With the yellow afternoon sun sitting
down on her through the lofty maplcs and

. “larches, Mimi, with head defiantly erect,
. aud blue eyes dangerously alight, walks up
= to the front of The Cottage,

CHAPTER V.,

IN WHICH WE V(tsr‘r MADAM VALENTINE.

It is an unpre*grt'ous building, as its

- name implies. alow, waite frame structure,
witha *steop,” or yeranda, running the
whole length of its-ffont ; set in wide, wild

grounds, &n hing anywhere to betokep
N that the lady, who is mistress there, is-a
: lady of great wealth, and still greater dignity
; and social distinction. There are great beds
of gorgeous. flaunting dahlias, Mimi notices,
and other beds of brilliant geraniums ; no
other flowers, Two great dogs start up at

&

"accent of chill disgust.

her approach, and bark loudly ; otherwise it
is all as still, in the afternoon hush, as the
castle of the sleeping beauty. But human
life is there, too, and not asleep. A lady,
slowly pacing up aud down the long stoop in
the warm sunshive, pauses. turns, stands,
looks, and wuaits for the visitor to approach,

It is Madam Valentine herself. Mimi

-knows it at a glance, though she has never

seen her before. But she has seen her picture
and heard oer descrived, " ah ! many times.
She is a tall, spare old lady, with silvery
hair, combed high over aroll, a la Powmpa-
dour, silvery, severe face, made vivid by a
pair of piercing dark eyes. She wears a
dress.of soundless, lusterless black silk, that
sweeps the hoards behind her. She looks

like wvne born to rich, soundles silks,
and priceless laces, and diamond
rings. Many of these sparkle on the
slender white hands, folded on the

gold koob of her ebony cane, as she stands
and waits. A lofty, stately figure, her
trained robe trailing, her jewels gleaming ;
but her majesty of bearing 18 altogether lost
on her daring and dauntless visitor, With
her fair head well up and back, her blue
eyes alight, smiling defiance in every feature,
and still smoking, straight up and on
marches Mimi until the two women stand
face to face.

The dogs, at a sign from their mistress,
have ceased barking, and crouch, growling,
near. The cottage rests in its afternoon
hush. the long shadows of the western sun
fall on and gild the two faces—one so fair,
80 youthful, so bold, so reckless ; the other
80 stern, so old, so ret, so proud.
Madam Valentine breaks the silence first,

¢ To . whom have I the pleasure of speak-
ing ¥ she asks, her voice isashard asher face,
deep and strong almost as a man’s.

¢ You don’t know me,” Mimi says, airily ;
¢ well, that is your fault. I never was proud.
Still, you might recognize me, I think.
Look hard, Madam Valentine 5 look again,
and as long as youlike. Iam used to it 3
it’s in my line of business, you know ; and
tellwme did you never see any one at ali like
me ?

She removed her cigarette, knocks off the
ash daintily with her little finger-tip, and
holds it poised, as she stands at ease, a smile
on her face, and stares straight into Madam
Valentine’s eyes. :

‘d do not know you,’ that lady answers in
‘I have no wish to
know you. If you have any business; state
it and go.’

¢ Hospitable !’ Mimi laughs, ‘and polite.
So you do not know me, and have no desire
to know me? Well, Ican believe that, N o,
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you do not know me. You never met me
before, but I have every reason to believe
you have heard a great deal of me. I think
your elderly housekeeper knows who I am ;
she looks as if she did yesterday afternoon.’

Madam Valentine takes u step back, a
sudden change passes over her face—a sud-
den wild fear comes into her eyes. And it
has chanced to few people ever to see Ma-
dam Valentine look afraid.

- My God I’ she says, under her breath,
¢ is iv—is it—— -

¢ George’s wife, Yes, my dear mother-in-
Jaw. You behold your daughter! I am
Mary Valentine—known to the circus-going
world as Mimi Trillon. For professional
reasons a French name has hitherto suited
me best, but my reputation is made now as
-a dashing trapezist, and tight-rope dancer,
and I am tired of sailing uuder false colours.
I propose from this day forth assuming my
o~n name. ¢ Mrs. George Valentine” will
look well on the bills, I think, and sounds
solid and respectable, Unless—unless,’—
she pauses, and the blue eyes tlash out upon
the black ones vith alook of epite and hatred
not good to see. ‘I owe you something
these last eight years, Madam Valentine,
and I have vowed a vow to pay my debt.
But I am willing, after all, to forget and
furgive—on one condition. Do you know I
have a chill ¥

There is no reply. Abhorrence, hatred,
disgust, look at. her out of Madame Valen-
tine’s dark, glowing eyes.

¢ A little girl of three years and three
months — George’s daughter — your only
grandchild, madam ; the heiress, if right is
done, of every farthing you possess. I love
my child , provide for her, provide for me ;
you count your wealth by millions; I drudge
iike a galley slave. Buy me off ; 1 don’t use
fine phrases, you see, and I have my price.
Buy me off from the circus. It ‘is not half
a bad life for me, but for my little gi-i’s
sake, and for the honour of the highly re-
spectable familv I have married into, I will
quitit. But at a fair price—a carriage, ser-
vants, diamonds, a fixed and sufficient an-
nuity—all that. And you may take your
granddaughter” and place her at school ; I
shal! not object, mothers must sacrifice their
own feelings for the good of their children.
Do all this, and I promise to forget the
past, and trouble you no more.’

She pauses. Madam Valentine still
stands, but more erect, if possible, her hands
resting one over the other on the top of her
cane, her face as set as steel.

¢« If you have fimshed,’ is her icy answer

fgo?
A flush of rage crimsons Mimi’s face. She

[ ]

plants her little feet, and
closer to her foe.

¢I have not finished I’ she cries, fiercely ; -
‘this is one side of the medal—let me
show you the reverse. Refuse—treat
me with scorn and insult, as you
have hitherto done, and by this light
I swear I’il make you repentit ! I'll placard
your name—the name you are all so proud of
—on every dead wall, on every fence, in
every newspaper, the length and breadth of
the land ! I’il proclaim from the house-tops
whose daughter-in-law I have the honour to
be, whose wife I have beep, whose ‘widow I
am! For you know,I suppose, that your
son is dead ¥

The haughty, inflexible old face changes
fof a moment, there is a bnef quiver of the
thin, set lips—then perfect repose again.

“Yes, he is dead,’ goes on Mimj, “killed
by your hardness and cruelty. He was
your only son, but you killed him with your
pride. It must be a consoling thought that,
n your childless old age! But you have
your nephew—I forgot—he is to have poor
George’s birthright. He, perished in misery
and want, Madam Valentine, and his last
thought was for you. It‘will comfort you
on your death-bed, one of these days, to re-
member it. Now choose—will you provide
for my future and for my child’s, or shall I
proclaim to the world who I am, and what
manner of woman are you ¥

¢ Will you go ?’ repeats Madam Valentine,
in the same voice of icy contempt, ¢ or must
I set my dogs on you to drive you out ¥

‘ If you dare !’ cries Mimi, her face ablaze,
¢I defy you and your dogs? I shall remain
in Clangville until Satarday—this is Thurs-
day—I1 give you until Saturday to decide.

gomes a step

place, look to the consequences! The whole
country shall know my story ; the wagld
shall judge betweenus. My story shall go
to be told in every way in which it is pos-
sible to tell it, the story of the wronged
wife, and the mother who murdered her
only son! You are warned ! I wish you
good-day, and a-very good appetite for your
dinner, Madam Valentine !’

She takes her skirts after the stately old
fashion, and sweeps a profound and mocking
courtesy. Then singing, as she goes a snatch
of a drinking song, and walking with an ex-
aggerated swagger, she marches .back to re-
join her friends, by this time waiting at the
gate. ..

Madam Valentine stands and looks after
her, a lofty, lonely, dark, draped figure, in
the yellow waning light. So still she stands,

1f I do not hear from you before I leave thig ! i

her hands folded on the top of her gold and .

i
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black cane, that it i3 nearly half an hour
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before she wikes from her trance.

The lengthy afternoon shadows are at
their longest, the October wind sighs fitfally
through the trees, the air grows sharp and
frosty, but she feels no chill, sees no change.
The dead seems to have arisen, her drowned
son has come-from his grave and spoken to
her through this woman’s lips—this low-born,
low-bred, violent creature, this jumper of
borizontal bars, this rough rider of horses !
This is the wife he has wedded, the daughter
he has given her, the mother of the last
daughter of the house of Valentine! If
vindictive little Mimi, laughing, jesting,
smoking, driving four-in-hand, loudly and
recklessly all the way back, could but read
the heart she has left behind, even her
vengeance would ask no more !

CHAPTER VL

WHICH INTRODUCES MR, VANE VALENTINE.,

She rouses herself at last, and goes in,
shivering in the first consciousnes she has
yet felt of the risibg wind. It is dusk al-
ready ia the hall, but the sitting-room she
enters is lit by a bright wood fire. The last
pale primrose glitter of the western sky
shows through the muslin curtains of the one
bay-window—a window with no womanly
litter of bird cages and flower-pots, or faney
work. And yet itis a cosy room, a suf-
ficiently home-like, with an abundance of
books and magazines strewn everywhere,
many pictures on the papered walls, and
half a dozen chairs of the order pouf.

She pulls the bell-rope in crossing to her
own particular zeat, and sinks wearily into
jts downy depths, in front of the fire. She
still rests upon her cane, and droops a little.
the stern old face keeps its
of look, and shows little more
trace of suffering than a face cut in gray
stone.

«Jane,’ she says, quietly, to the woman
who appears, ¢ send Mrs. Tinker to me.’

Jane says ¢ Yes’'m,”and goes. The dark,
resolute eyes turn to the fire and gaze into
its ruddydepths, until the door re-opens, and
the house-keeper, fluttered and nervous,
enters., She has caught a glimpse of the
visitor, and stands almost like a culprit,
before her mistress.

. Madam Valentine eyes her for a moment
as she stands smoothing down her black silk
apron with two restless old hands.

¢Susan,’ she says, in the same quiet tone,
<1 have had a caller. You may have seen
her—you may even have heard her, she spoke
loudly enough. She mentioned you incident-

forward,

ally in something she said—spoke of your
recognizing her, or something of the kind.
Do you know who I mean ¥

¢ Mistress, I am afeard I do.’

‘You have seen this—this person, then—
where ¥’

¢ She lodges with my cousin in the town,
ma’m—leastways she was poor, dear Tinker’s
cousin afore he departed ; she keeps a board-
in’ house, which her name it is Samantha
Hopking,—’

Madame Valentine waves her hand im-
patiently—a hand th t flashes in the fire
light. Samantha Hopkins is something le:s
than nothing to her.

‘She lodges in Clangville, and you have
seen her. Have you spoken to her ¥

¢Oh, no, ma’am, no—not for the wor d
And—and I didn’t know she knew me.’

¢ How did you know her ?’

¢ Mistress,” in a low tone. ‘I used to see
—I often saw—her picture with—with
Master——, .

Again the white, ringed hand flashes in
the fire-light, quickly—angrily, this time,

- *Stop ! I wantto hear no names. Do you
know who she claims to be ?

¢ Mistress, yes,’ still very low.

‘Do you believe it ?” the voice this
sharp with angry pain.

¢Oh, my dear mistress, I am afeard—I. .
am afeard—I do !’ ’

A pause. The fire leaps and sparkles, and
gilds the pictures on the walls, and brings
out in its vivid glow the faces of the two
women, mistress and gervant. The last gray
light of the waning d4y lingers on these two
gray old faces—one so agitated, so tear-wet,
so stricken with sorrow and shame—one in
its chill, pale pride, showing nothing of the
agony within,
-t YR ized-her at first sight,’.says
Madam Valentine, mastering her voice with
an’ effort—it is hardly as well trained as her
face—‘ without a word—from the photo-
graphs you see ?

¢I did, ma'am.’ .

‘Then 1 suppose there can be no mistake.
I would not have believed that—that person’s
word. You know thereis a child ¥

‘I saw her madam. Oh, my dear mistress,
I saw her !—Master George’s own little
child ! Oh ! my heart ! my heart I’

She breaks down suddenly, and covering
her old face with her old hands, sobs as if
her heart would break. Madam Valentine’s
face changes, works, and turns quite ghastly
as she listens and looks, -

¢ Oh, forgive me " Mra. Tinkersobs, ¢ my
own dear mistress. I have no right to cry
and distress you in your sore trouble, but I

time

loved him s0 ! Andto see her—that pretty,
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pretty little’ one, and to know that he is
dead, my bright, bonny boy, and that she
was his child—oh ! my mistress, it goes near
to break my heart. “Don’t’ee be argry wi’
me, I am only an old woman, and I held bim
in my arms many and many a time, and my
own flesh and blood vould never be dearer
than my own Master George,’ - ‘

* * You may go, Susan.’

She speaks with measured quiet, but not
coldly nor impatiently.

‘And you are not angry wi’ me ¥ Oh!
mistress, don’t 'ee be angry—don’t ee, now !
Iadeed, and in very deed, I=——’

‘I am not angry. You are a goed soul,
Tinker. I have a great respect for you.
‘When Mr. Vane comes in send him to me at
once.’

¢ He is here now, ma’am. I hear his steps
in the ’all.’

A slow, rather heavy step, is indeed aud.
ible, and a man’s voice calls through the
utter dusk for somebody to show a light.

‘ Yes,” says madam, histening, ‘tell him to
come in here, before he goes to his room to
dress for dinner.’ ’

¢ Shall I send in lamps, ma’am ¥’

‘No—not until I ring. The twilight is
enough.’ - .

Mrs. Tinker, wiping her eyes, departs,
and her mistress turns her brooding gaze
once again upon the fire. A very sombre

1ze.
iﬂAll her life of fifty years and more, this
woman has been trained to self-repression,
and in this supreme hour she is true to her
training and traditions.

He would be a keeu observer, who at this
moment could read what she 18 enduring 1n
herstill face. And yet she has been a mother,
a passionately loving mother,and ali the mar-
. tyrdom of maternity is rending her heart in
this hour. But of all the men in the world,
the man who enters now, is the very last to

whom she will show it.
He is Vjhe Valentine, 2 young English-
man, a nephew of her late husband, and the

last male of the Valentine race, heir-at-law
to a baronetcy, and heir presumptive of
Katherine Valentine’s millions, vice George
Hamilton Valentine, cashiered and deceased.

He is aslim, dark young man, not much
over twenty, with a sallow, thin face, a thin,
aquiline nose,a thin,rather womanish mouth,
a thin black moustache, and thin black hair,
parted down the middle. ~

Thinness aud blackness, indeed, at the
present stage of his existence, are the most
salient points about him, if you excepta
certain expression of obstinacy about the
whole face, and an air of hauteur amounting

almost to insolence in everything he says
and does. s
The pride of these Valentinés, for that
matter, is quite out of proportion to their
purse, if not to their pedigree, madam being
the only member of the family out of the ab-
solute reach of poverty—but pride and pov-
erty run in harness together often enough.
He comes in quickly, surprised at Mra.
Tinker’s message, for madam, in a general
way, is not over fond of him, does not great-

ISR

——

ly affect his society and never §énds for hiin,
¢ You are not ill, aunt ?’ he icquires.

He speaks with something of a drawl, but
not an affected one. He never has much to

2ay for himself, so perhaps is wise to make
the most of the little he has.

‘Il? No,’ sheanswers, contemptuously.
¢TI am neverill. You should know that. I
have sent for you to discuss a very serious
matter. I consider you have a right to know,
and perhaps—to decide. You may be my
heir ; the honour of the Valentine name is
in your keeping and she threatens—Vaue !’
abruptly, ‘you know the story of my son %’

‘Unfortunately, yes. A very sad and
shocking story,” he answers, gravely.

He is standing by the mantel, leaning his
elbow on it, facing her. She, too, steadfastly
regards him, )

* You were told as a matter of course when
you first came. Not many people know it—
it is a disgrace that has been well hidden.
But it is a disgrace that all the world may
soon know. The woman is here.’ ,

*Aunt !’ he cries. You do not mean to say
—not the woman he —*

¢ Married. Yes. Ouace his wife, now his
widow. And her little girl—bis child.’

¢Good Heavens !’ exclaims Vane Valen-
tine,

Then there is silence. They look at one
another across the red light of the fire, twe
proud, dark faces, confronting, with the
same fear and pain in both.

¢She i3 a circus performer— bare-back
rider—trapezist—so she tells me. She dances
on a tight-rope. She is everything that is
brazen and bad, and vulgar and horrible.
And sheis extremely pretty. She is. here
with the circus in the town.  She called at
this house not more than two hours ago.
Aud she threatens to proclaim to the whole
country—in posters, in papers, in every way,
that she is—has been—George Valentine’s
wife.’

‘Good Heavens !’ says Mr Vane Valen-
tine. )

It seems the only thing left him to say.
He stands absolutely stunned by the tre-
mendousness of the catastrophe.

. He

=
0
.

)




N

.y until Satuiday to come to a decision.

I3

s

*

&

e

22

LOST FOR A WOMAN.

stares at his aunt with dilating eyes, from
which a very real horror looks.

¢ She calls herself Mimi Trillon at present.
She lodges with Mrs. Tinker's cousin in
Clangville, and will remain until Saturday.
After Saturday the whole world is to know
who she.is.’

“Good Heavens!’ blankly repeats Mr.
Vane Valentine. It has been said his com-
mand of language is not great.  ‘ Can—can
nothing be done, you know ?’ he asks’in
blankest accents,
thing, by Jove.’

¢ She offers one alternativa, I mentioned
the child—a little girl, She may be bought
off. Her price is the adoption, education,
care of the child, and an annuity—a tolerably

. large one, I fancy, for herself. She is tired
of her present life—so she says; she will
leave it, give up the little girl, retain her in-
cognito, and live on the annuity—if it is pro-
vided. Otherwise she will proclaim her
wrongs and her identity to all who chose to
listen. Taat is her offer.’

¢ By Jove !’ says, still more .blankly, Mr.
Vane Valentine, ‘she is a ool hand. Mlle.
Mimi Trillon—yes, I saw her name blazing
all over the town, and her picture, too, by
Jove! All bare neck and arms, like a gri-
sette of Mabille. And that is George’s
widow ? ‘Good heaven ! )

¢ You have made that remark a number of
times already,’ says, disdainfully, his aunt.
¢ There is no ure in standing there and saying,
€Good Heaven! I fancy heaven has very
little to do with Mlle. Mimi Trillon. But
she is the person she claims to be : there is
no doubt of that. Tinker recognized her in
a moment from the photograph she used to
see.  She has been good enough to give me

I
waive my right to decide, and place the
matter in your hands. You have your full
share of the Valentine pride, and you are the
lastof the name. You will bare it—with
honour, I trust—when 1 am dead. Decide—
do we agree or refuse ¥

Mr. Vane Valentine is not a fool ; very
far from it when a point of family honour is
concerned. He decides with a promptitude
his soinewhat weak-looking mouth would not
seem to promise.

i *We agree, of course. We must agree.

Good heaven ! there is no other course, If
she is the person she professes to be, and has
a right to the name—good God! only to
think of that—a circus rider! She must be
bought off at any price. Think of the pub-
licity ! think of your feclings! think of
mine! of my sister's—of Camilla’s—of—of

. __everybody’s—of Sir Rupert’s, Good heaven !

it’s awful, don’t you know. She must be

*I—I wouldn’t for any-

bought off, at any price, and at once—at
once !

‘Very well.’ responds the chilly voice of

the lady. ‘Do not excite yourself ; thereis
no haste. We have until Saturday, remem-
ber—two days. Do nothing to-night ; eleep
upon it. At the same time, I may say, I

think with you. Money is nothing. in a case
like this. She must be bought off ; and at
her own price.’

¢ Of course,’ says. promptly, Vace Valen-
tine ; ‘but I will make the best terms I can.
The best will be bad. no doubt. She must be
a dueced sharper all through. It is well she
will give up the child. A little girl, you
say? Aw, that is the best, certainly,” says
Mr. Valentine, stroking his thin, black, mus-
tache, and reflecting it might have been
‘dueced unpleasant and that’ if George’s
child had been a son. Inconceivable ass,
George Valentine—doing the all for love and
the world well iost business in the nineteenth
century, when passions and emotions, and
—aw—that sort of thing, are extinct.

But the ill-wind bas blewn, him (Vane)
into a prospective fortune and title, so heis
not disposed té quarrel with the shade of his
late idiotic cousin, nor even with his rascally
relici, if he can buy that lady off at ayfair
price.

*I’ll go to the circus this evening.’ he sa}s
after that ruminative pauase, ¢ and take algbk
at her. Pretty, is she, you say? t of
course ; that was the reason—confound her !
—that she fooled your—bim. Yes, it is
well she will resign the ckild. She, of ccurse,
is not a proper person to bring up a little
girl, and, aw, a relative of ours. Good
heaven! to think of it. I will see her, and
settle this, aw, dueced unpleasaut business,
you know, for geod and all’

_ Very well,” ‘madam says, wearily;
‘and I think, 4f yom will excuse me,
I will not dine this evening. I
will have a cup of tea here, aud retire-
early. I over-fatigued myself this after-
noon, I fancy.’

It is a tired and aching heart that weighs
down Madam Valentine, not her afternoon
contitational in the sunshine. up and down
the stoop. Perhaps Vane Valentine guesses
—he has more penetration than he looks to
have. He murmurs a few appropriate words
of regret, and a little later, goes to the
dining-room, and eats his dioner in solitary
state, somewhat gloomy and pre-occupied,
but with a very good appetite. Then, as
the starry October night falls mistily over
the world, puts on his light overcoat, and
sets out at a brisk walk for the town, the
circus, and his first sight,of Mlle. Mimi
Trillon.
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CHAPTER VIIL
WHICH TREATS OF LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM

The moon is shining brightly as he quits
the cottaze, a frosty moon, and the sky 1s all
alight with stars. Mr. Vane Valentive
glances approvingly mpwards as he lights a
cigar, and opnes he will have a pleasant
night for his return walk. His step riongs
like steel on the hard ground, and reaches
the ear .of madam, sitting alone and lonely
before the tire. She glances after him—a
tall, slender figure—and in that look, for one
instant, there flashes out something strange-
ly akin to aversion. For he stands in the
stead of her son, her ooly son, her bright,
brave, handsome, joyous George, the latchet
of whose shoes, at his worst, this stiff young
prig is unworthy to loose. Yet the aversion
is upjusst ; it is no fault of Vane Valentine’s
that he is here, he has neither sought for, nor
forced himseif into the position, rather his
kinship has been thrust upon him, and Kathe-
rine Valentine koows it well. But her spirit
is sore to-night She is a very desoiate
woman, with all her pride, and pedigree,
and wealsh, an old, a lonely, a widowed, a
childless woman. The cruel words of that
other—George’s wife—George’s wife ! how
strange the thought—nay, George’s widow—
woman he has loved, has married, the mother
of his child, ring in her ears, and will not be
exercised.

¢ You murdered him ! You left him to
perish in want ! You killed him with your
pride! Oh! God, is it true? George in
want—suffering —dying ' A low, moaning
cry, strange, and dreary, and terrible to
hear, breaks from her lips, she covers her
face with her hands there as she sits alone.
Here with n» eye to see, no ear to hear, her
ride may drop from her for a little, and
love and memory awake. Firelight and
moonlight meet and mingle in the
- room, a fitting spectral light for ghosts
to rise out of their graves and keep
her company. The house is very still, the
gervants with Mrs. Tinker, are at supper.
. Vane Valentine is on his way to the circus,
excited and stimulated by the thought of
beholding the ad:enturess who erstwhile
fooled his infatuated Cousin George. Here,
alone. she is free to break her heart in
silence, after the fashion of some strong wo-
men. To-morrow, she will be cold and hard,
no trace of weakness or tears will betray—
to-night she is at liberty, and tears as bitter,
as burning as ever childish mother shed,
wet the pale cheeks as she sits and thinks.

It is not such a long story, this tragedy,
to think over—the tragedies of life are most-
Iy briefly told. To Katherine Valentine itis

but as yesterday since she last kissed her
son—in reality 1t is eight years since he gate
up father, mother, home, friends, nan.e, for-

tune,—all that men hold best worth the

keeping, for sake of the pink and white face,
the bold, blue eyes. and flaxen hair she saw
a few hours ago.

Let me tell you the story she thinks out,
sitting here. a bowed and forsaken figure,
that Vane Valentine ruminates over, with
contemptuous wonder on his way to the
circus —the old story of ‘‘ young map mar-
ried, a young man marred.’

Some forty years before this starry October
night, another Valentine—Austin Mordred
Valentine—said good-bye to old England, tv
Valentine Manor, to his eldiest brother, Sir
Rupert, and sailed for the new world to seek
his fortune. Literally to seek his fortune,
aad fully resolved to find it. He was tweoty
years old, good-looking, well educated, fairiy
clever, possessed of plenty of British pluck
and ¢ go,’ and backbone ; not afraid of plod-
ding, of waiting, of hard work, absolutely
determined to succeed. :

That sort of man does succced. Austin
Valentine succeeded beyond even bhis
most sanguine expectations, and like all men
of ability believed implicitly in himselt He
took to trade, the first of the name of Valen-
tine who had ever demeaned himself. They
had been free-booters, raiders, hard fighters,
hard hanters, hard spendthrifts , had been
soldiers, sailors, rectors, lived hard, died
hard, distinguished themselves in many
ways. but tradesmen none of them had beer,
until young Austin threw off the traditior s
ind shackles of centuries, emancipated biin-
gelf,-took this new departure, demeaned him-
self, and made his fortune.

It was time, too, for the Valentine guineas
had come to a very low ebb. Riotous living

is apt to empty already depleted coffers. Sir

Rupert, with every inch of land mortgaged,
the manor rented, wandering about the Con-
sinent, striving drearily to make the mosx
of nothing, was perhaps a greater obj:ct of
compassion than Austin in the shipping busi-
ness and fur trade, with wealth rolling in
like a golden river, a millionaire alreadv av
thirty years. But Sir Rupert did not think
80.

From the heights of his uuntarnished posi-
tion, as one of the oldest baronets of the
baronetage, he looked in horror from the
tirst, on his only brother’s decadeoce,
spoke of him always as ‘ poor Austin,” and
to do him justice declined to avail himself
in any way of such ill-gotten gain. Austin
laughed ; he was philosophical as weil a3
shrewd, went on the even tenor ol his wealthy
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way, and finally at three and-thirty looked
about him for a wife.

He found one there in Toronto ready to
his hand, a rara avis, possessing in herself
every quality—he most desired in a wife—
beiuty, family, high breeding, an ancient
name. Her father was Colonel Hamiltoa,
82e was the eldfstuf a family of daughters
scantily provided for. Like the Valentines,
the Hamiltons were uncomfortably poor and
proud.

The young lady had mauny suitors, was a
belie and a ‘‘toast” in thc rather exclusive
circle in which she moved, but from the first
Austin Valentine stood to win. Nothing

ds like His name, his family,
his good looks, his riches, all were in his
favour.

C)lonel Hamilton moved with the world,
and had no patrician scraples in regard to
the shipping interest and vast fur trade with
Indians and trappers, whatever the stately
Katherine may have had.

Bat she was a prudent young lady, too ;
not so very young, either, seven-and-twenty
perhaps, and there were all the younger
ones, and life was rather a dingy affair in the
crowded household, and, besides, she was
not sentimental at all ; but she really—well
—had a very sincereregard and—and esteem
(it is difficult to find a correct ‘word) for Mr.
Austin Valentine, %

She said yes when he proposed, and looked

. quite regal in her white satin and point

laces'ani pearls, every one said, on her wed-
ding day.p = i |

They went abroad for a year, met Sir Ra-
pert still drearily economizing on the Con-
tinent. and the bridegroom received his for-
giveness and blessing and two lean fingers
to shake. He even promised.to come over
and visit them °some time,” an indefinite
period that never arrived.

They visited Manor Valeatine, which fine
ancestral old place Mrs. Austin resented see-
ing in the possession of aliens, much more
than either of the brothers.

‘Tl pay off these confouncded mortgages,
and come and live here one day,’ said Mr,
Aaustin, coolly. ’

. And I shall be Lady Valentine,’ thought
his bride,

For all the world knew Sir Rupert never
meant to marry—did not care fur that'sort of
thing—was acontirmed invalid, h ypocondriac
rather, absorbed in himself and ks many ail-
ments,

Put ¢ creaking doors hang Jong >—confirm-

ed iivaiils are mostly ten: c oas of li ¢, and

-Mrs. Austin never became my Lady Valen-

 inve,
" *Un this October night Ausiin Valentine

has lain for years under the turf, while the
hypocondriacal elder brother is still onit, and
likely indefinitely there to remain.

They returned to Torounto and set up house-
keeping on a vrincely scale.

Katherine Valentine amply remunerated
herself for the dingy_years of her maiden
life. She spent money®avisbly. extravagant-
ly, on every whim and caprice, until even
generous Austin winced. Bat be signed the
big cheques and laughed.

Let it go—she did honour to him, to his
name, to their position as leaders of society
—her tastes were :ithetic, and @sthetic
tastes are mostly expensive.

Everything turned to gold in his hands,
he was a modern Midas without the ass’ ears,
Let hier spend as she might the coffers would
still be full, .

And then after ten years a son was born.

‘When a prince of the blood is born, can-
nons boom, bells ring, and the world throws
up its hat and hoorays. None of these things
were done whea Katherine Valentine’s son
came into the world, but it was an event for
all that,

Toronto talked, there were feasting below
stairs, there were congratulations from very
august quarters, a governor-general and an
earl’s daughter were his sponsors, the chris-
tening presents were something exquisite,
Sir Rapert wrote a very correct letter from
Spa—a weak little pean of rejoicing, but
very warmly welcomed. He looked on the
boy as his successcr, hoped be would grow
up to be an honour to the name of Valen-
tine—had no doubt of it with such a mother,
trusted he inherited some of her beaunty,
must be excused from sending anythiug
more sobstantial than good wishes, the dis-
tance, et2.

Toey named the baby George, after his
paternal grandfather — George Hamilton
Valentine it stood on the record, and the
happiness of Austin and Katherine Valen-
tine wag complete, Surely if ever a chiid
came into this world with the traditional
silver gpoon in itsmouth, it was this one. He
did inherit his mother’s statuesque beauty—
he was an uncommonly handrome child,
healthy, merry—a boy to gladden any
mother’s beart, )

-» Years passed—there was no other child.
It can be imagined, perhaps, the life this
¢ golden youth’ led, it can hardly be describ-
ed. And yet he was not spoiled. Idolizing
his mother might be, but judicious she
was also, and very firm—firmness was a
silent point of her character. Bat she loved
him, he was the one crcature on earth she
bad absolutely loved—she loved him with
all her heart and strength, and mind and
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soul, as saints love God, as He above should
be loved. No human heart can make a
human idol, and not pay the penalty
even here below, in Wk and des-
pair. And Madam entine was no ex-
ception. She would not have him sent
abroad to school. Hig uncle, Sir Rupert,
wizhed him to go to Eton and Oxford, as an
Eaglish lad, and a fatare baronet should,
lat neither father nor mother could bear
their darling out of their sight. The boy
himself wished it ; he was a bold, bright,
fearlet_;s little fellow at ten, with big, black,
laughing eyes, a curly crop of black brown
hair, the whitest teeth, the most genial
laugh in the world. Even if he had not been
a prince by right divine of his birth and
beirship, he would still have been charming
with that frank bonoy face, and winsome
smile and glance. He was born a prince by
right of that kingly brow, and handsome
face—he won all hearts—even a beggar he
would still have been born a conqueror. As
heir to fabulons wealth, to a title, it isagain
more easy to imagine than describe what he
was in the provincial city of Toronto.

He grew and prospered ; he had masters
for every language, every science, every
ology under the sun. He had his horse, an4
bis dogs, and he drove and he rode, and he
studied, or let it alone, and made glad the
heartsof a doting man and woman. But
mostly he studied, he was fairly industrious,
he had his own notions of noblesse oblige,
and what it became a,prince to know ere he
came ioto his kingicip. He had a resident
tutor, besides these masters, he had a pretty
taste for music, played the piano and sang,
until his mother thought him a modern
Mozart, did himself credit on the violin,
paiuted a little, sketched a great deal, wrote
Latin verses with fluency, spoke French and
German. With it all he grew and grew ;
shot up like Jack’s beanstalk indeed, and at
-eighteen stood five-feet-eleven, in his very
much embroidered velvet slippers.

A3 a matter of course he broke hearts,
though eighteen is full youung for a gentle-
man %o go energetically into that business.
But the truth 18 he could not help it. He
looked and—played the mischief! Those
dark bright eyes that laughed so frankly on
all the world, wronght sad havoc with six-
teen-year-old hearts—indeed with hearts old
enough to know better.

He waltzed—‘oh ! like an angel !’ cried
out a chorus of young soprano voices. He
sang deliciously. He was past master of
the art of croquet, of flirtation, of billiards,
boatiog, archery, base-ball ; what was there
he did not do to perfection! At eighteen
and a-half, his mother was not the only lady

in the Canadian universe who thought the
sup arose with his rising, and set when his
bewildering presence disappeared.

Aud just here, when Eden was at its
fairest, sunniest, sweetest, the serpent came,
and after him—the deluge ! '

* Mother,” said George Hamilton Valen-
tine, one day at breakfast, *I think I shall
take a run over the border, and spend a
week or two in New York. Parker can
come, too, if you think the wicked Gotham-
ites will gobble your only oume up alive,
Too prolonged a course of T'oronto is apt to
pall on a frivolous mind.’

Of course, she said Yes. He did pretty
much as he pleased in everything by this
time. Even her gentle, silken chain was
felt as a fetter, and rebelled against. He
took the discreet resident tator, Mr. Parker,
and a drawing-room car for New York. But
he did not return in a week. nor in two, nor
in three ; and at the end of five, Mr. Parker
wrote a letter, that fell like a bursting
bomb into the palatial mansion at home, and
caused a message to flash over the wires with
ilectric swiftness, summoning the wanderers

ack, . :

They came back. Nothing wassaid. A
glance of intelligence passed between madam
and the putor ; then she locked furtively,
anxiosuly at her son. He was precizely the
same as ever, in high health, tine spirits, and

full of his recent flying trip. The mother

drew a deep breath of relief. There was no
change that she could see. Only Mrs. Tin-
ker, who had washed Master Georgie’s face
at tive years old, and combed his hair, and
kiss.d him to the point of extinction, saw a
change. She did more ; she saw her photo-
graph. A confidant George must have ; and
after a hundred extorted vows of secrecy,
reducing Mrs. Tinker almost to the verge of
tears with protestations of eternal silence he
forced from her, he showed her the photo-
graphs. Aod Mrs. Tinker looked at them,
and shrieked a shriek, and covered her shock-
ed old eyes with her virtuous old hands. For
—for the hussy had no clothes on, or next to
none, or what Mrs. Tinker considered mone
—@ver having seen the Black Cropk, or a
ballot, or anything enlightened or Parisian
in her stupid old life.

+Oh ! Master George, my dear, how can
you! The wicked, improper young—young
person ! cried M_rs. Tinker, in strong repro-
bation ; ¢ take them away, Master Georgie,
my dear—do’ee, now. I wonder at you for
showing me such things ! I do, indeed ¥

‘Oh, come, I say! cries. George, but
being only a boy, and nearly as innocent as
Mrs, Tinker herself, he blushes a fire red
too. ©Look here, you dear ald goose: Don't

PIOTA!
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you see she is in tights? How could she
perform on the trapeze with petticoats
flapping about her heels? Hereis one. Now
look at this; she has a dress on her—well,
a costume ; they’re all in costume. Bother
your modesty ! You're old- enough to know
better ! Look here, I say; did youever in
all your life see any one half so lovely ¥

*I never saw any one half 80 indecent?
Dy you call that a dress—that thing? Whay,
it don’t cover her nasty knees! Oh, my
dear, my dear, take ’em away, and put ’em
in the fire ! Sbe must be a httle trolop to
be took in that—that scandalous costoom, if
thats it’s name. What would your blessed
mamma say, Master George, if she saw them
sinful pictures

‘I say, Icok here,” says Master George,
rather alarmed, ¢don’t you go and say any-
thing to the mater about this, You're as
good as sworn, you know. And I'll thank
you not to call names, Mrs, Tinker. She’s
no more a trollop than—*‘than you are,’’ is.
on the point of George’s tongue, but -having
& general respect for old age, and a very par-
ticular respect for Mrs, Tinker, he suppress-
es it, and stands looking rather sulky.

‘Bless the dear boy !’ cries Mrs. Tinker,
mollified at sight of her darling in dudgeon ;
‘I won’t, then, only, if she’s a friend of
yours, Master Georgie, do beg of her to put
on her clothes next time! Do’ee now, hke
a lovey ¥

George laughs; it is not in his sunny,
boyish nature to be irate for more than a
minute at a time, ’

‘T'll teli her,” he says, gleefully; ‘she’ll
epjoy the joke. Tinker, she’s just the
Jolliest, prettiest, sweetest little soul the
sun shines on to-day! Aud she’s the dearest
friend I have in the world.’

‘Ah ! says Tinker, with a deep groan.
‘What’s her name, Master George ?’

‘Mimi; is’nt it a  pretty name? It
seems to smt her somehow. Mimi
Trillon, .

He pauses; a dreamy, rapturous look
comes tnto his eyes ; a flush passes over his

face,. ‘Mimi! Mimi? he repeate, softly,
to himself. B ®

Mrs. Tinker knows the symptoms,
At an early period of her career
the fatal  disease attacked herself.
Tinker was the  object, and she at-
tained Tinker.

>d He is cead and gone now,
and it is thirty years ago, but Mrs. Tinker
remember and a vaguae and sudden, and
greak dread for her boy stirs within her.

* * What is she, Master George ? she asks
next.’

¢ Well, she’s—she's 3 prefessional lady,’

answers George,

T

The reply does not come fluently. He
looked tenderly down at the picture he
holds, as if he would like to kiss it while he
speaks, _

¢ She is not rich, she—she works for her
living. She’s—a sort of actress. But she’s
the dearest, prettiest little love in all the
world.”

¢ She looks like a jumping Jack !’ cries
out Mrs. Tinker, in the bitterness of her
feeling, ¢ and a misbehaved jumping Jack at
that !’

With which she goes, and George goes, too,
laughing. She feels that duty bids her tell
all this to Madam Valentine, but loyalty to
Master George forbids ; she cannot bring
berself §o tell tales of her boy. So she says
nothing, but fears much, and trusts to time
to set crooked things straight, and to absence
to make this youthful swain frget.

Bat he does not forget , neither doesthe
professional lady he met in New York, do-
ing the fiying trapeze. Eor one day, some
two months latter, in pulling out her hand-
kerchief, he pulled a letter out of his pocket,
and quit the :0om without noticing1t. It
is his mother who chances to pick it up. The
peaky, school-girlish looking scrawl sur-
prises her. L

¢ Dear old Georgie,’ it begins, and the sig-
nature is ¢ Your ever loving listle Juwmping
Jack !

Madam Valentine, inexpressibly horrified
reads it “through, her face flushing with
haughty amaze and disgust. Then another
feelhng—fear—comes, and turns her white to
the very lips. Illy spelt, illy written, valgar
in every word, it is yet a love-letter—a love-
letter in which a promised marriageisspoken
of. The signature puzzles her. George has
told his beloved Mrs. Tinker's fancy name
for her, and it has tickled the erratic humour
of the vivacionus Mimi. She has adopted it.

‘ Some horrible pet name, no doubt,” the
lady thinks.. ¢ Gracious Heaven ! what a
strange infatunation for George P .

Nothing is said. Mr. Valentine is con-
sulted, is shocked, ,is enraged, is panic
stricken, but his wife is convinced it is not
'yet too late. She will take him away, and

at once—at once ! They will go to Europe ;
he shall make the toar of the world, if
necessary, with Sir Rupert ; he shall never
retarn to Toronto. What a mercy—whbat a
direct interposition of Providence—that this
letter fell into her hands when it did !

George is told that the wish of his heart
shall be gratified. He shall throw up study
and $ravel for the next three years. Uncle
Rupert wishes it s0 much ! Ske will go
with him to Spa, where Sir Rupert at pre-

sent 18, will spend the winter in Italy, and
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return home in the spring. Is not George
delighted ?

George does mnot look delighted. Six
months ago he would have done t0, but we
change in six months. He looks reflective,
and a good deal put out, and goes up to his
room and writes rather a long letter, and
takes it to the post himself. Then he waits.

Preparations begin, go on rapidly ; ina
week they will be ready to start. But just
two days before the week ends the terrible
Llow falls. He goes up to his room one
night and—is seen no more! He makesa
moonlight litting, with a knapsack and a
well-filled pocket-book. He is ¢ oer the
border and awa’ wi'—Mimi Trillon, the
trapezist, the tight-rcpe dancer, the °fair
girl graduate with golden hair from the
back slums of New York !

CHAPTER VIIL
LOST FOR LA WOMAN,

He is gone! They do not hear from him
for two weeks, and long days before that the
marriage is an accomplished fact. He sends
a copy of the Herald containing the marriage
notice, heavily inked, and a lengthy letter
petitioning forgiveness—a long pean of praise
of his beauteous bride. He calls her an act-
ress—he wants to let them down gently, and
come to the circus and the trapeze by degrees.
It matters not—were she a queen of tragedy
—as stainless as some queens of tragedy have
been, it would stiil matter not. Utter ruin
has befallen, disgrace so deep that no con-
d ning can be possible. He might have died
1 these gallant and golden days of his
youth, and their hearts might have broken,
bus still broken proudly, and his memory
been cherished as the one beautiful and per-
fect thing of earth—too perfect to last.
That radiant memory would have consoled.
Now there can be nothing of this. Black
ruin, utter misery, deepest shame, covers
them as a garment—it is in their hearts to
curse him in the first frenzy of their woe.
Heis worse than dead, a’ thousand times
worse, They burn his portrait, they -erase
his name from the family Bible, they hang
from sight and existence everything that
ever belonged to him, they tear his letters
to atoms—they would cover their heads with
ashes, and wear sackcloth if it could help |
them to forget. The world of Toronto is
stirred to its deepest depths ; it is more than
a nine days' wonder —it is whispered with
bated breath. and awe-stricken faces, in very
p::ltrician families indeed, for many and many
aday.

And 8o George Valentine gives the world

for love, and his place knows him no more.

His father and fother live and bear-their
misery and shame, and after the first blow
show a brave front to the world. - It is in
their nature. They hold themselves more
defiantly erect if possible, but he would be a
brave man who would venture to name their
son to“either of them. And years go by, and
richer and still richerr Austin Valentine
grows, and Sir Rupert writes from Nice in a
despondent strain, that he is, breaking fast
and that the actress stands a chance of
writing herself Lady Valentire all too soon.
Lady Valentine she may be—curse her !
Austin Valentine mutters, for he, too, is a
‘broken man—but never heir to his millions.
He bethinks him all at once of a youthfal
cousin, also a Valentine, half forgotten until
now, very poor, and living in a remote part
of Cornwall, and sends for bim at once, with
the assurance that if he pleases him he shall
be his heir.

Vane Valentine cowes, wondering, and
haraly able to realize his fairy future. He
has been broughtupin poverty and obscurity
—has never expected anything else. Three
lives stand between him and the baronetcy,

-Sir Rupert, Austin, George—what chance has

he? Take away these three lives and give
him the title—what is there for him to keep
it upou? No, Vane Valentine has hoped
for nothing, and Fate thrusts fortune in a
moment into his hands.

He comes—a slim, dark youth of twenty,
with good manners, and not much to say for
himself,
(so he is told to term Mr. Austin Valentine)
finds him—a contrast in all ways to the heir
who is lost. All thebetter for that, perhaps;

no chance trick of resemblance will ever "

make their hearts bleed. It is a young man
this, who will never do a foolish, or a gener-
ous, or a reckléss, or an uneselfish thing ; who
will weigh well the name and status of the
lady he marries, whose heart will never run
away with his head.

‘The heart of a cucomber fried
in snow,” quotes contemptuously. Madam
Valentine. *We need mnot be afraid of

! bim. What a pompous young prig. the

little foolis !’ R

But Vane Valentine never dreams of
the estimate these rich relations of his
hold him in. He thinks exceedingly
well of himself, and infers, with the
complacent simplicity ot extreme con-
ceit that all the world does the same. . The
Valentine blae blood runs in his calm veins.
his manners and morals are of the best, his
temper well under-aontrol, his taste in dress
verging on perfection, his health good with.
out being vulgarly .robust, his education

A little stiff and formal. his uncle -
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leaves nothing to be desired —what more will

you ? 3

He accepts with complacent ease the gold-
en showers Fortune rains upon him, does not
oppress his benefactress with words of grati-
tude, feels that Destiny has come to a sense
of her duty, and that the ‘king has got his
own again.’

He writes long letters to Cornwall to his
gister Dorothea, who has trained him since
the death of his parents in early boyhood,
and to a certain Cousin Camilla, of whom he
is very fond, and whose pictare he wears ip
a locket.

And Austin and Katherine Valentine ac-
cept him for what he is, and make the most
of him ; and all the time the aching void is
there in their hearts, and aches and aches
wearily the long year round.

Mr. Valentine visiblv droops, breaks, re-
tires from business, and begins that other
business in whose performance we must all
one day engage—the business of dying.

The name of the lost idol is never spoken
between this father and mother. If the
waters of Lethe were no fable, they would
drink of it greedily, and 8o forget. Baut they
remember only the more, perhaps, for this
unbroken silence,

Six months after the arrival of Vane Val-
entine his twentieth birthday occurs, and for
the first time since the thunderbolt had
riven their hearts, a party is given at Valen-

- tine House, iw honor of the occasion. Itisa
dinner party, to which, in addition to the

. young people invited to meet the heir, mzny
very great personages are bidden and come.
It is a dinner party that Mrs. Tinker for one,
.never forgets. Something occurs that night
that is marked with a white stons forever
after in her life,

No.one has mourned the lost heir more
deeply, more despairingly than she. Hers
is geutler grief than that of the parents, it is
unmixed with anger or bitterness—her tears
flow at first in ceaseless streams.

She has loved her boy almost as dearly as
his own mother, only ‘with a love that has in
it -n8 pride, no baser alloy with its pure
metal. She has loved and she has lost.

She is a stout, unromantic-looking old wo-
man, but to love and lose is as bitter to her
faithful heart, it may be, as though she were
a slim, sentimental maid of sixteen.,

Her handsome Master George, her bonny
boy, the apple of her eye and the pride of
her life—what was the world without him !
. And on this night of the birthday fete
some bitter drops rain from the royal old
eyes at the thought of the days and the heir
forever gone.

She has resented the coming of this young

usurper from the first, but she has resented
in silence, of course—she has never liked
him, she would feel it as treason to her lost
darling to like him even if he were likeable.

But he is not, he is black-a-vised, he is
’aughty," he has a nasty stiff way with
servante, he is stingy, he loves money.

Yes, he loves money Mrs. Tinker decides
with disgust, he has been brought up to
count every penny he spends, and he counts
them yet. He will not let himself want for
anything, but he never gives away, he never
throws a beggar a penny. nor a servant a tip.
He is profuse in his ‘Aw thanks,’ but this
politeness is the only thing about him that he
is lavish of.

So on this night of the dinner party, when
Mr. Vane is twenty, aud all the city s called
upon to feast and rejoice, Mrs. Tinker sits in
her own comfortable little room, and wipes
her eyes and her glasses, and looks at the tire
and shakes her head, and is dismally retro-
spective. '

It is a March night, and the wildest of its
kind. It is late in the month, and March is
going out like a lion, roaring like Bottum, the
weaver, ‘8o that it would do any man’s heart
good to hear him.

It might, if the man were seated like
Susan Tinker at a cheery coal fire, a cup of
tea, and a plate of buttered toast at her elbow,
but ifhe were breasting the elemental war, as
was the man who slowly made his way to the
side entrance of the great house—it also
might not.,

A tail man, ina rough great-coat, and fur
cap, stridicg along ia the teeth of the wind
and sleet, over the slippery city pavements,
and who rang the bell of the side-door, and
shrunk back into the shadow as it was an-
swered.

One of the men-servants opened it, and
peered out into the wild blackness of the
night. -

*Well, my man,’” he said, espying the tall,
dark shadow, and ¢ what may you want, you
know ¥

‘I want to see Mrs. Tinker. She lives
here. doesn’t she ? the shadow replied.

¢ Well, she do,” the footman admits, lei-
surely ; *but shether she’ll want to see you
—whav’s your business, my good fellah ¥’

¢ My business is with Mrs. Tinker. Just
go and tell her I have a message for her, I

think she will be glad to hear—my good -

fellah,” 1n excellent imitation of the pomp-
ous tone of Piush. ¢And look sharp, will
you. Itis not exactly a balmy evening in
June.’

¢ Well, it’s not,” says Plush, reflecting as
if that fact strikes him now for-the first
time, ¢ I’ll tell her,” and goes,

g@rr‘u‘trs E =
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The shadow leans wearily against the
door and waits, Dinner 18 over above
stairs, and music, and coffee, and conversa-
tion are on. Some lines he has read, some-
where, long Lefore, and forgotten until this
moment, start np in his miand, as he stands
and looks with tired, haggard eyes, up at
these gleaming and lace draped windows :

**1 note the flow of the weary years
Like the flow of this flowing river, .
But deat in my heart areits uopes and fears
Forever and forever !
Fornever a hightin the distance gleams,
No eye looks out for the rover,

On! sweet be your sleep, luve, sweet be your
dreams,

Under the blossoming clover, :
The sweet-scented, bee-haunted clover !”

A strange, sudden pang rends his heart.

¢Oh, God " he cries out, ‘am I indeed
forgotten ! They feast and make merry,
and I—well, I have earned it all. Even my
mother —but mothers forget too, when their
hearts are wrung and broken, and she had
always more pride than love. Aad through
both her love and pride, I stabbed her.
Forgotten ! what other fate have I deserved
than to be forgotten.’

*You wanted me, my friend? says a
gentle voice, a dear old voice he remembers
well, and a sob rises in his throat as he hears
it again after long years. He looks from
under the visor of his fur cap, and sees Mrs.
Tinker. She is alone, the tall, plush young
man has been summonel to upper spheres.
No one is near. He takes a step forward.

¢ Hush ! he says ; ‘do not be alarmed—do
not scream. Look at me—have you, too,
forgotten me, Mrs. Tinker?

He lifts his fur cap; the gas-flare falls
upon his face. Forgotten him ! Oh ! never,
never, never ! She claps her hands, thereis
a worldless sobbing sound, not a scream. She
stands with dilated eyes, and joy—joy un-
utterable, making the old face beautitul.

¢ Dear old friend, yes, I see you remember.
It is your scape-grace—your runaway
Master Georgie come back.’

¢Oh, my dear ! my dear ! my dear! is all
Mrs. Tinker can say. Aund now down the
wrinkled cheeks tears roll—tears of joy
beyond all words, ¢ Oh! myown boy! my
own dear, dear, dearest Master Georgie !’

He takes the old hand, wrinkled, toil-
worn, and kisses it.

{Always my friend—my true, good: loyal
old friend ! Thank God ! some one remem-
bers me., It is more than I deserve though
—more than I ever expected.’

‘Oh, my own love ! my own dear, brave,
bright, beautiful boy! don't’ee talk like
that !, Don’t’ee, now—it do nigh break my
heart. Oh, Master G:orge ! Master George !

P'm fit to die wi’ joy. I know'd you’d come
back to see the mother some day—I always
said so. Thanks and praise be! Bat come
in, come in. It’s your own house, and I’'m
keepin’ you here.’

“My own house, Mrs. Tinker !’ he says,
with a dreary laugh. ‘ My good soul, I have
not a garret in the world I can call my
own.’

But he lets her lead him, and shivers as he
passes out of thebleak sleety nighs.

¢Ob, my dear, how wet you are, and how
pale, and thin, and fagged-ous like, now that
1 see you in the light! My dear, my dear,
my own Master George! how changed jou
are !

‘Changed I’ he says. “Good heaven, yes !
It you knew the life I have led—— But we
cannot stand talking here—some of the ser-
vants will be passing, and I must not be
seen. Take me somewhere where we can
talk undisturbed, and where I may get
warm ; I am chilled to the bone.’ '

Her eyes are running over again. The
change in him ! On, the change 1n him ! —
80 worn, 80 jaded, so holiow-eyed, so poorly
clad, so utterly fallen from his hign estate !

Sne leads the way to her litsie sitting-
room, and he sinks wearily into the easy
chair she places for him betore the tire, and
places his hand over his eyes as 1f the leap-
ing cheery light dazzled aud biinded him.

‘15 thee there Master George, and don't
’ee talk for a bit.  Rest and get warm, and
1'll go and fetch summat to eat.’

He is well disposed to obey ; he is worn
outin body and mind. He has been recent-
ly ill, be has eaten scarcely anything all day,
he has hardly a penny in s pocket, and
¢ the world 18 all before him where to chose.’

He sits and half sleeps, so utterly weary i8
he, so-sweet to him are the rest and the
warmth of the fire. But he wakes up as
Mrs. Tinker returns laden with hot cutfee,
chicken, meats. bread and wine.  His eyes
lignt wich the gladaess of “hard grinding
hunger.

‘'Lnanks, my dear old woman ! you have
not forgotten my tastes. By Jove! I am
glad you brought me something, for 1 am un-
commonly sharp set.’

She watches him eating and drinking with
the keen delight women feel in minister.
ing to the bodily wants of men they love.
He pushes the things away at last, and laughs
at her rapt look.

‘I wonder if Ne’er-do-well ever had sach a
Ioving old heart to cling to him before,” he
says ; ‘the world is a better ptace, Mrs. Tia-
ker, for having such women as you in it.
I wonder if 1 might smoke in this matron-
ly bower without desecraticn now ?’

%
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It is an anti-climax, bat it does Mrs.
Tinker’s heart good. Smoke! Yes, from
now until sunrisa if he likes.

¢ Well, not quite so long as that. By sun-
rise 1 expect that I and the Belle O’Brien wall
be well on our way to—but never mind where
—af you don’t know you can’t tell. l'vea
berth as fore mast hand, being a friend—
after a fashion—of the captain’s, and am go-
iug vo work my passage out to—never mind
where again, Mrs. Tinker. If I live and
prosper, and redeem the past out there, L1l
come back and see you one day, and make a
clean breass of it. If not—and it is more
than likeiy not—I will have seen you to-nigat
at least. But I'm off 1n an hour or two, and
that is why I am here—to take away with
me a last ook of your good, plump, mother-
ly old face—bless it ! Because you see, in
tae words of the sg)fg, ‘it may be for years,
and it may be for¢ver.” And very likely
1t will be forever for I'm an unlucky beg-
gar, and like Mys. Gummidge, ‘thinks go
cout:ary with mel”’

“He laughs ; it is almost like the meliow
laugh of old, bnt‘ it makes faithful Susan
Tinker’s heart ache.

+Oh, my dear !'my dear! You a sailor!
You in want of anything, and hin—thas
there young upstart—’

¢« An! 1 know about that,’ George says,
quickly, ¢ I heard down yonder in the town.
1t is his birthday, and’ there are highjinks
in conseguence up stairs. What's he hke—
this saéf:lessor of mine ?’

¢ He’s black and stiff, and that high-
stomached, and proud of himself, and I can’s
abide the sight of him. He’s not fit to black

your shoes, that he ain’t, Master George..
On ! my dear, it is not too late to come’

back and do well. Let me go up and tell
my mistress—’ :

But " he stops her with a motion of his
hand.

¢ No, Tinker, you shall -tell no one. I
have not returned to whine and beg.  Not
that I would not go down on my knees,
mind you, to crave their pardon for the
heart-break 1 have caused them if that were
all. Bat it would not be all—it would be
misanderstood. I might be repulsed, and
—and I know myself—that might awake

- the devil within me. I would be thought

to have returned for the money—a comfort-
able home—I could not stand that. I wrote
again and again that first yearto ask their
forgiveness—I never asked, nor meant to
ask for anything besides, and they never
answered me, A man can’t go on doing
that sort of thing forever. Some day—
months from this—you will tell them if you

hear, Tell my mother I ask her pardon
with all my soul ; tell her I love her with
all my heart. Tell her I would give my
life—ay, twice over, to undo the past.
But tell nothing to-night. I was home-
sick, Mrs. Tinker; I wanted to see you—
I really think I wanted to see you most of
all. Think of that—a fellow being in love
with you—and you fifty-five, isn’c 1t 2’

Helaughs again, bat the dark bright eyes
that look at the fire see it dimly, as if
through water. 1ln the pause comes the
sound of singing from up stairs—a man’s
voice—a tenor, tolerably.strong and tuneful,
but Mrs, Tinker listens with a look of much
distaste, and makas a face, as though she
were tasting something very nasty indeed.

¢It’s him  she says, in explanation, and
George smiles ; he knows she means Vane
Valentine.

¢ Le roi est mut—vive le roi,” is evidently
not your motto- you foolish old person,’ he
remarks; ‘don’s you know a live dog is
better than a dead lion? Be wise in your
advancing years, my dear old nurse, and
cultivate Mr. Vane Valentine. He 1s to be
a baronet, and a muillionaire, and & very
great personage one day, let me tell you.’

He rises, puts his pipe in his pocket, and
stretches out his band for his hat. She
rises, too, with a sort of cry.

¢« Not going ! Not like this! Oh, Master
George, dear Master George, not like this ’

¢ Like this, my friend.  See! I am weak
as water already—don’t unman me altogether
—don’t make it harder fo. me than you can
help. It wustbe. I have seen you, and I
am satistied. Tell them by and by—’

He stops, for she is crying as if her very
heart would bresk.

¢Ah, me! ah, me P she sobs, ‘how shall
I bear it? How can I ever let him go?
Master George, Master George! "Oh, my
boy, that I have rocked in these arms many
and many a time—that has gone to sleep on
my breast, that I love like my own flesh and
'tlo’odl Oh, my heart ! bow will Ilet him

0¥

She cries so dreadfully that he puts down
his hat and takes her in his arms, and fries
to soothe her. His own eyes are wet. She
cries as if indeed her old heart were break-
ing. ' ,
‘I must go,’ he says, at last, almost
wildly. My dear, dear nurse, iave a little
mercy ! Stop crying, for Heaven’s sake ! I
can’t stand this.’ .

There is such desperate trouble in his
tone, in his face, that 1t pierces through all
her sorroy, and checks its flow for a moment,
In that moment he snatches up his hat.

like, and if you think they would care to| ‘Good by, good by ! he exclaims. ¢God
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bless you, faithful, loving old friend. T1l
come rack to see you if I never come to zee
any one else.’

Aad then he is gone. There comes float-
ing dowa the stairs the last melodious words

of Vane Valenuine’s hunting song, as the
door opens.

¢ For the fences run strong in the Leicestershire
vale.
And lhei‘e'ﬁ bellows to mend, and a lengthening
ta 1.
‘With & ‘ Forward! Away! in the morninz.’

But there mingles with it a quick step
Tuniing down the stawrs, and the opening
and shutting of a street door. Aud then she
}s» alone, and outside the sleet is beating
against the glass, and the wind is shrieking
through the black streets, and up stairs
there 1s the sound of faint applause, and a
murmur of pleasant voices. And George
Valentine has been, and is gone.

The dinner party goes off well, and so
does the new heir. People admire his re-
pose of manner and modest good breeding,
aud consider him a credit to his sister’s
training,

Mrs. Tinker is indisposed next day, and
keeps her bed. Her eyes are very red, her
face very pale and troubled, her mistress
observes, when she visits her. Beinyg ques-
tioned #s to these symptoms, Mrs. Tinker
turns her face to the wall, and her tears
silently flow again. 1f she only knew !

The storm continues all night, all next
day ; there are many disasters and wrecks
along the coast chrouicled in the pavers for
days after. And among them there is
narrated the total wreck of the bark Belle
O’Brien, and the loss of every soul on board.

Tris item of shipping news is read aloud
below stairs by the.butler, and that magnate
s electriied by a shriek from one of the
women, who drops in a dead faint. It is Mrs.
Tioker, to the surprise of every one, and
Mrs. Tioker is laid on the floor, and sprink-
led with water, and slapped on the palms,
aund Lrought to with intinite difficulty. And
when she is brought to, she ¢ goes on’ hke
a mad woman, beating the air with her
hands, screaming hysterical screams, calling
out for her mistress, and misconducting her-
self generally in a way perfectly frenzied.

Her misiress comes; every one else is
turned out of the room,, and then—Susan
Tinker never knows how—the terrible truth
is told. George Valeatine is one of the
¢ hands’ who has gone down to his death in
the ili-fated Belle O'Brien.

Blood tells, pride tells, training tells.
Madam listens with blanched cheeks, and
wide, horror-stricken eyes, but she neither
famnts nor screame. She is deadly still, deadly

cold ; but almost the calmness of death, too,
is in her face. She makes no comment
whatever ; she listeus to the end—to the
narrative of the visit and all that passed—
and rises and seeks out her husband.

He comes in horror to the old servant’s
bedside, his hands trembling, his mouth
twitching, far more agitated, in seeming
than his wife, and listens to the story sobbed
out again between ever-flowing tears.

‘You—you did not ask him anything

about—about her ?’ the father says, tremu-’

lously.

‘No; I forgot. There wasn't time to
ask him anything, Aod I was so taken up
with him,” Mrs, Tinker sobs.

She understands Mr. Valentine refers to
the wife.

‘Oh, my dear master, you are not angry
with me, are you ¥

*You should have spoken sooner—that
night,” he says, still tremulously ; ‘all—all
might have been well.” Then he breaks down
for a moment, and Iays his head on the
table, and Susan Tinker is silent before a
grief greater and more sacred than her own,
*But I am not angry,’ he adds, rising slow-
ly. ‘You did as he told you. I am not
angry with you, Mre. Tinker,’ he says, with
strauge pathos and gentleness for that stern,
proud man. YGeorge loved you !

It is the first time that name has passed
his lips for yeard, As he speaks it he turns
and hurries out o l\:jrodm.

He goes to the le sea-coast village
where the bones of the\luckless bark rest,
and the crew—snch of them as have been
washed ashore, lie buried. One or two of
the bodies have been ideftified and claimed ;
others were cast up by the sea with every
trace of bumabity beatgn out by the ruth.
less waves. The clothés and other relics are
preserved. Among them is a jacket, and on
the lining, which 1s black, there is_marked
in small, distinct red letters a name, ¢G.
H. Valentine,” The body on which this
garment, tightly buttoned, was found, was
that of a tall young man with dark hair
and a moustache ; a fine-looking, muscular
young fellow, 8o far a8 could be discovered,
after some days in the water. He is buried
yonder. Tue father goes and kneels by the
little mound of snow-covered sod, and what
passes in his heart is known only to heaven
and himself.

Five months after that, Austin Valentine,
the merchant prince, dies. He has never
held up his head again; the sight of his
heir becomes insupportable to him. .That
young gentleman is sent on bis fravels

and the funeral is over before he re-
turns.

BT
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For Madam Valentine—well, she
goes on with the burdenof her life some-
how. Itisan oldstory. ¢ The heart may
break, yet brokenly live on.” The world
does not see much difference. Only the
Toronto home is broken up forever ; life
there, all at once grows hateful, and she
becomes a wanderer. She will have no
fixed place of abode, a singular restlessness
possesses her—she resides here, there, every-
where, as the fancy s:izes ner. Vane Valen.
tine waits dutifully on every whim. ¢What
comfort he must be to you ; such a good
young man,’ everybody says, and she agrees,
and tries to think1t is so—bus he is a comfort
toher. She has a cold sort of lking for
bim, a respect for his judgment and good
sense, but love—Ah ! weli, she has loved
once, and once sutlices, And so existence
goes on for still three years more. Mrs.
Tinker accompanies her always ; she clings
to this old servant, she is a link that binus
her to the past—the only one. She comes
with Vane Valentine to the cottage in the
subarbs of this dull Little New Eogland town
of Clangvilie, because it is a pleasant place
tor a few autumn weeks, and one place is
mach the same as anotuer,

Life goes on—almost stagnant in its quiet;
she grows old gracetully ; she is a woman
of fine presence and commanding mien still
her Leulih is unbroken, only—she has almost
forgotten to smile.

Her face is set like a flint toall the world;
she is chill and hard, self repressed and self-
centred, a woman sufficient unto herself.

And here—where peace and a sort of for-
getfulness seem to have found her, the widow
of her dead son appears, the miserable low-
born cause of her life’s woe and loss, and de-
stroys iv all.

Comes with her fair, mocking face, her
fresh, insolent young beauty, her bold, evil
blaeeyes, her coarse defianttaunts, and threat-
ens to tear bare her half-healed heart, znd
show it bleeding to all the gaping world.

And this is the danger Vane Valentine has
gone to-night to avers, this is the wretched
story of passion and pain, and loss, and death
and shame, she thinks out, as she sits with
clasped hands gazing at the cold, white Qc-
tober moonlight—al wrought by this one

. woman's hand ! ' .

CHAPTER 1IX,
WHICH RECORDS A TRAGEDY.
fJemima Ann!’ says Mile. Mimi. She is
lying in her customary afternoon lounging

attitude upon the parlour sofa, occupied
in her usual afterncon fashion in smoking

cigarettes, and teaching her little girl
a new ballet step, ‘Jemima Ann, are you
happy 2’

‘ Lor !’ says Jemima Ann.

‘Yes, I know—that is your favourite ex.
pletive. You say it when you step in and
scrunch a black beetle; you would say it
if the whole six and twenty were blown up
in their boiler-shop, fourdry-shop —whatever
1t is, to-morrow. I swear myself gometimes
when things go wrong, but not 1n such mild
fashion. ** Lor ’1s no answer, Jemima Ann,
are—you—happy !’

‘ Wel'—railly —begins Miss Hopkins
modestly, but Mimi waves her white hand
and cats her short.

*Oh, if 1t requires reflection, say no more,
you're not. Neither am I, Jemima—I[
uever was. No, never,’ says Mimi,
biting her cigareite through with her
little sharp, white teeth, ‘not even when
1 was first married, and I suppose moss
girls who marry for love are h.ppy thea
~—for a month or so at least! ind I
marry for love, I wonder—did I ever
care for him, or any one else, really—really,
10 my whole life ?’

Mimi  is evidently retrospective. She
rolls a fresh cigarette bLetween her
deft fingers, and looks Wwith sombre
blue eyes at the graceful capers of
Mademoiselle Snowb.ll.

‘I like Petite, there—she amuses
me ; but so would the gambols of a
Lttle white kitten. Sne 1s pretty, and
1 like to dress her prettily, but I woald
tie ribbons round the kitten’s neck, and
trick her out just the same.- Is that
love? If she died I wouid be sorry—
I expect her to be a comfort and com-
panion to me by-and-by. [ quarrel win
most people—I have no iriends, and
I am lonely sometimes, Jemima Ann.
Bat—is that love? And her tacher—’

The darkest, most vindictive look
Jemima Ann has ever seen there, sweeps
like a cloud over the blonde tace.

‘I hated her father,’ she. says between

her teeth. ¢1I hate nim stall.’
A ‘Do tell ! exclaims shocked Jemima
on,

. Mimi laughs—her transitions are like
lightning, "her volatile nature flash-
es to and fro, as a comet. Miss Hopkins’
round-eyed simplicity amuses her always.

¢ Listen here, Jim,’ she says, ‘ your aunt
calls you ‘‘Jim ’ sometimes, doesn’t she?

What would you say of apoor girl, a gri-
sette of New York, born in poverty, breu 1a _
poverty, in vice, in ignerance, with only her
tace for her fortune, what wonld you say of
such a one, when a gentleman, young, hanu-
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some as one of the heroes of your novels—
tall, dark-eyed, finely educated, and the heir
of millions, falls in love with her; runs
away from home and friends for her ;
marries her. What would you say ?’

‘That she was: the very luckiest and
happiest creeter . on  airth,’ responds
promptly, Jemima Ann. ‘But was
the love all on his .side? Didn’t she love
him too? ¢ .

¢Ah !’ says Mimi, ¢ that is what I have
never been able to find cut. I—don’t—know.
She didno’t act as if she did ; it was more like
hate sometimes, but she never could bear
him to look at ope else. She drove
him to his death” any-way. The love-
story ended in a tragedy. Snowball,
you have got that pas all wrong. Look
here, little gunce r?

She rises lazily, draws her skirts up a |

little to display two trim feet, and executes
the step to which Snowball aspires,
makes her little daughter repeat the
performance until she has it quite correctly.
Then she flings herself again on the lounge.
Jemima Ann looks on in perplexity—
thiserraticly acting and talking Mimi has
been her puzzle from the first—puzzles her
more than ever to-day ; in one breath talk-
ing of the tragical death of the young hus-
band, who felt all for her, and with the
words still on her lips, absorbed in teaching
Snowball a ballet step ! The simple soul of
Jemima Ann is upset, .

¢ No,’ says Mimi, going back to the start-
ing point, ‘ no oneis happy. Kven animals
are wretched. Look at the horse—beaten,
loaded, worn out—look at the cow—what
melancholy meditation meets you in her big,
pathetic eyes. The pig 1s the onlyconterted
iooking beast I know of ; a pig wallowing in
mud, surrounded by ten or so dirty little
piglings, is a pictare of perfect earthly feli-
city ! If in the tra igration of souls—if
that is a correct big word—mine is permitted
to return and have its choice of a fature
dwelling, I think we willbe a fat little white
porker and be bappy! Oh !thereis Lacy,
and I am not dressed. Take away Snow-
ball, Jemima, like a good girl. I’'m due at a
dinner to-day—Mr. Lacy gives it at the
hotel, and here he comes after me.’

&3She springs to her feet and runs up stairs.
¢ Tell him to wait, Jim," she calls; ‘I will
be ready in half an hour.’

Miss Hopking delivers the message, and
bears Snowball to the regions below.

Mr. Lacy takesa seat at the parlour win-
dow, calling familiarly to Mlle. Trillon, up
stairs tu titsivate and be quick about it for
rest are waiting and the banquet is ordered
for five shar%

* * * *

It is late when Mr. Vane Valeutine
reaches the circus. He has dined leisurely
and well, a8 it is in his natare to do all
things, and the brass band is banging away
inside the monster tent, whep he reaches i,
and the first of the performance is over. Still
he is not the only late arrival—a few others
are still straggling in, and one man leans
with his back against a dead wall, his hands
in his coat pockats, waiting at hisease for his
turn. Something famiiiar in the look of
this man, even in the dim light, arrests
Vane Valentine’s attention ; he looks again,
looks still again, comes forward, with a sud-
den lhftingin his dark face, and lays his
hand on the man’s shoulder.

¢ Farrar I’ he exclaims. ¢ My dear fellow,
-is it you or your wraith ¥

The man looks up, regards the speaker a
moment, after a cool fashien, and holds out
his hand.

* How are you, Valentine ? Yes, it is L
You wouldn't have thought it, wouid yon !
But the world is not such a big place as we
are apt to think it, and Fayal, though some
distance off, is not absolutely out of the
universe.’

‘¢ Well, I’'m uncommonly glad to see you,
old boy.’ says Vane Valentine, and really
looks it. ¢ Have you come all the way from
the Azores to goto the circus ¥

‘ What would you say if I should say
yes 7 X P
¢ Regret to finding yeu falling into your
second childhood at five-and-tweaty, but no
end-glad to see you again all thesame.’

¢ I should think, after a very few weeks of
this place, you might be no end glad tosee
almost any one,’ says Mr. Farrar. ¢ Fayal
may be dull, but at least-it has beauty to re-
commend it- But this beast of a town—

¢ It is a beastly place,’ asserts Vane Valen-
tine, ‘but I am not staying in the town
itself. We live in the superbs, my aunt and
I—not half a bad, spot in the month of Sep-
tember. We go to Philadelphia next week.
Madam Valentine has a house there that she
likes rather, and where she stays until she
goes south in the winter.’ :

“She is well, I trust ¥

‘She is always well. She 3 a wonderful
old lady in that way—n0 headaches or
hysterics, or feminine nonsenzes of any kind
about her. But are you realy going to the
circus, you know? inquires Mr. Valentine,

smiling,

‘Mfst undoubtedly. Behold the open
sesame,’ showing his tickets, °And you—
it isabout the last place of all places L
should expect to tind the fastidious Vane
Valentine.’ -

306
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Vale Valentine shrugs his shoulders, but
looks rather ashamed of himself, too.

¢ I don’t come to see the thing, don’t you
know ; I come on—business. I want par-
%icularly to see one of the performers.’

¢ Ah'P remarks, in deep bass, Mr. Farrar.

* Pshaw ! my dear fellow, nothing of the
sort. You might know me hetter. I have
never set eyes on one of these women yet.’

¢ Austere young aristocrat, I ask pardon !
If we are go'ngto see anything of it at all,
we had better not linger longer here, for the
rare-eshow is half over by this time.’

¢ Where are you stonping ? young Valen-
tine asks, as they turn to go in.

‘ They put me up at the Washington—not
a had sort of a hostelry. Have I ever spoken
to you of my friend, Dr. Macdonald, of Isle
Perdrix,? 1 am on my way to give hima
week or two of my delectable society.’

¢ Somewhere in Canada, among the French,
isn't it ? Yes, I remember. Stay over to-
morrow, though, won’t you, and come and
dine witb me? Thaven't seen a soul to
speak too for three weeks ! A civilized face
is a godsend here among thesooty aborigines
of Clangville,

¢ You are  a supercilious lot, ‘upon my
word, Valentine,’ observes Mr. Farrar. ‘You
always were. Here we are at last, in the
thick of the tumblers and merry-go-rounds.
I fell like a boy again. I have not been in-
gide a circus tent for fifteen years. They
were the joy of my existence then.’

They take their seats, and become for the
space of five seconds the- focus of several
hundred pairs of examining eyes. Madame
Olympe is cavorting round the ring on four

“bare-backed chargers at once, ¢ hi-ing,’ leap-
ing, jumping through lighted hoops, startl-
ing the nervous systems of everybody, and
the several hundred eyes return to the saw-
dust circle. The two new-comers look suffi-
cienfly unlike the generslity of the crowd
around them, to attract considerable atten-
tion, if it could be spared from the perform-

ance.

Vane Valentine, dressed to perfection; with
just a suspicion -of dandyism; very erect,
very stiff, and contemptuous of manner,glanc-
ing with a sneer he takes no trouble to con-
ceal, at the simple souls around him; all agape
at the amazing doings of the magnificent
Olympe. Mr. Farrar, tall, broad-shoulder-
ed, with a Jook of great latent strength, that
lends a grace of its own to his well-knit
figure; a silky brown-black beard and
mustache, hair close-cropped and still darker,
straight heavy eyebrows, and a pair of
briliant brown eyes. He is also a man of
commanding presence, looking far more
thoroughbred than his companion, distinctly

a handsome man—a man at whom most
women look twice, and look with interest.
He laughs, and strokes his brown beard, as
he watches the astonishing evolutions of
Olympe.

“1g it she? he asks ; ¢ if you want to take
lessons in rough riding you could hardly
have a more accomplished teacher. A haud-
some animal too.’

¢Which? asks Vane Valentine, ¢the
woman or the horse ¥

¢ Both. How does she call herself? Ah,
Olympe, the daughter of the Desert. Which
desert—this is vague. Whew—that was a
leap—what superb muscles the creature
must have. Now she has gone. What have
we next ?’

¢« Mlle, Mlimi on the tight-rope,’ reads
Vane Valentine. ¢ Astonishing feats on the
wire—sixty feet in the air! Oh, here she
is P

with vivid interest, and
. Far above, a shining small
, all white gauze, spangles,
balancing pole. A shout of
applause gregts her. Mimi has become a
favourite with the circas-going public, in the
last two or ¢ days. Vane Valentine looks
long and intently—his glass is powerful, and
brings out every feature distinctly. He
lowers it at last, and draws a deep breath.
¢ Take a look, he says to his companion,
¢ and tell me what you think of her.

Mr. Farrar obeys. He, too, looks long
and steadily at the fair Mimi, balancing far
up in that dizzy line—going through a per-
formance that makes more than one nervous
head swim to look at. He also drops the
glass after that prolonged stare, in silence,

];Do you think her pretty ¥ Valentine
askas.

¢ There can be no two opinions about that,
I should think., She is exceedingly pretty.’

Vane Valentine shrugs his shoulders,

¢Who knows ? These people owe so much
to paint and powdergand padding and wigs,
and 80 on. In this case, too, distance lends
enchantment to the view. I dare say nearer,
with her face washed, and half these blonde
tresses on her dressing-table, we'should find
our fair one a blowsy beauty, with a
skin and a pasty complexion. She does her
tight-rope business well, though. By Jove,
it looks dangerous !’ ’

< It is dangerous,’ the other answers, ¢ and
—T may be mistaken—but there is something
the matter. She nmearly lost her balance a
moment ago. Good! good! there! she
nearly lost it :i:m r
MThe words have scarcely passed his lips
when a hoarse, terrible cry arises simultane-
ously from a hundred throats, Thereisa
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sudden upheaval of the whole multitude to
their feet. Over all, piercing, frightful,
never-to be forgotten, a woman’s shriek
rings—then a silence, a pause so awful that
every heart stands still. Then—a dull, dread-
ful, sickening thud, something white and
glittering has whirled like a leaf through
the air, and lies now, crushed, bieeding,
brokeu, senseless—a tumbled heap of gauze,
and ribbons. and tinsel, and shining hair,
and shattered flesh and blood.

Aund now there rises a chorus of screams,
a stampede of feet, confusion, uproar, chaos.
Above it sounds the voice of the manager,
implering them to be orderly, to be silent, to
disperse. M’lle Mimi is seriously hurt. Her
ouly chance is for the audience to go, and
leave her to the care of her friends. Hers,
in any case, was to have been the close of
the performance.

The audience are sorry and horrified, and

obey, but slowly, and with much talk and

coufusion. They pour out into the bright,
chilly night ; and that crushed and bleeding
heap is lifted somehow, and laid on a stretch-
er, and the company crowd around. Some
one has already gone for a doctor,{when Vane
Valentine, who, with Mr. Farrar, has already
pushed his way into their midst, speaks :

¢ This gentleman, although not a practising
physician, has studied medicine, and is skill-
ral. Farrar, look at the poor creature, and
see if anything can be done.’

Mr. Farrar is already bending over her,
and Vane Valentine, wlig has a horror of the
sight of blood and wounds, turns away, feel-
ing quite sick and giddy. But it is his sto-
mach that is tender, not his heart. In this
moment his first thought is, ¢ If she is dead,
what a lot of trouble, and what a pot of
money it will save, to be sure I’

There is a profound silence ; even Olympe
looks pale and panic-stricken in this first
moment, in the face of this direful tragedy.
Mr. Farrar is quite pase with the pity of it,
when he looks up at last. A moment ago, so
fair, so full of life and youth ; now, this
mangled, dully moaning mass. For it moans
feebly at times, and the sound thrills every
heart.

¢ She is] insensible, in spite of that,” he
says ; ‘she is terribly,” frightfully injured.
It is utterly impossible for her to recover.
With all these compound fractures, there is
concussion of the brain. She will probably
never recover consciousness, even tor a mo-
ment. She will die.’

He pronounces the dread fist, pale and
grave. He stands with folded arms, and
looks down at the motionless form on the
stretcher., Olympe—a judge of a fine man
~—zlances at him, even in this tragic moment,

with an approving eye. Time and opportun-
ity favouring,she would iike to cultivateMon.«
sieur le Medicen’s acquaintance, she thinks,

¢Can she be moved ?’ the manager asks,
‘Poor hittle Mimi ! poor little soul! I'm
sorry for this. I’ve known her for years,
snd in spite of her little failings I always
hked her. Poor little soul.’

The manager is a personage of very few
words. He rarely commits himself to a
speech as long as this. He looks sorry as he
says it. )

‘ Poor little Mimi! he repeats ;  poor little
woman ! poor little soul !’

‘ Where does she live ¥ Mr. Farrar asks.

¢ Yes, she can be removed—she feels no-
thing ; and it had better be done at once. I
will go with you until the doctor comes, but
neither of us will be of any use.- I will re-
main if there is anything that cin be done,’
he says to the manager, as long as you like.’

‘Thank you! I shall take it as a favour.
You sce I have known her so long ; and,
poor little thing, hers might have been sach
a different fate if she had chose. It hag
been a strange life and death. Poor little
Mimi 1’

‘ How loug do you give her to hold out, .
you know?’ Vane Valeptime asks his
iriend, in a subdued tone, as he too turns to
follow.

Something in his voice, a latent eagerness,
a sort of hope, makes Farrar look at him
suddenly. The brown eyes are keen and
quick to catch and read,

‘She will hardly live—hold out, as you
call it—until morning,” he answers, coldly.
‘Why 27

¢ Nothing, except that I too woald like to
wait for—forgthe end. It is all very sud-
den and shocking.’

‘Mr Farrar says nothing. The sympathy
sounds forced and unmeant.

Vane Valentine is neither sorry nor
shocked ; he thinks, indeed, it is a very
fit and natural ending for such a life, alto.
gether to have heen expected. And what an
easy solution of the problem of the day !
No fear of exposure or blackmnil now.

¢ Will she ever speak -again ?* he asks,
thinking his own thoughts, as they slowly
follow tbe sad cortege that bears poor Mimi’
home.

‘Have I not said she would not? She
will never recover consciousness. She will
lie moaning like that for a little, and then
life will go out.’ ’

There 18 silence. It has chanced to Mr.
Farrar to see a good deal of death and the
darker sides of life, but habit has not hard-
ened him. There is that in his face which
tells Vane Valentine he is in no mood to an-
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swer idle questions, So he discreetly holds
his tongue, and follows through the starry
darkness to Mrs. Hopkins’ home.

Jemima Ann and Aunt Samantha are
waiting up as usual, sewing in silence, a/
kerosene lamp between them.

Snowball had not been taken to the circus
this evening, bat as she has a profound dis-
belief, in her small way, of the early-to-bed
system, she is still up, singing gleefully, and
playing with a couple of kittens in front of
the stove. Her song, sung at the full pitch
of her powerful little lungs, is her favourite
ballad of the ¢ Ten Little Injun Boys.’

The door-bell is rung by the messenger,
who runs on ahead ; the direful news is
broken. and in ad#homent all is confusion.

Mra. Hopkins is acid of temper, but pitifal
of heart. A great remorse and compassion
seizes her. She has spent the evening in
wordy abuse of her boarder—her smoking,
her drinking, her flirting, her generally
shameful goings on ; and - now—a bleeding
and mangled creature is borne in to die in

« I wouldn’t a-said a word if I’d thought,’
she says, crying, to Jemima Ann. ‘I kinder
feel as if she oughter haunt me for all the

_things I've up and said of her. Poor little

-” ereatur ! she was only young and flighty, and
knowed no better, likely, when all is said
and done.’

Jemima is crying too, very sincere -tears:
She has learned to like, has always liked
the light, insouciant, devil-may-care little
trapezi But then Jemima Ann would

have cried for any one in pain or trouble as
freely as she weeps over her heroines in
weekly instalments. She prepares the bed,
.and sees Mimi laid upon it, still famntly
moaning, and assists in removing as moch as
can be removed of the flimsy, tinseled dra-
pery. The beautiful fair hair, all clotted
and sticky with blood, is gathered up in a
greatknot. The face seems the only part of
her uninjured—it is drawn into a strange,
dreadful - expression of fear and pain— the
look that froze upon it in the instant of her
fall- The features are not marred, but the
face is ghastly—the blue eyes seem half
o a little stream of blood ahd foam
trickles from her lips. Jemima Aunn wipes
it and ber own tears away, as she stands
looking down.

Down in the parlour is Mr. Lacy, like a
man distraught. He has been in love with |
Mimi, off and on, since he saw her first ; he
Tike her shadow ; he has offered her mar-
riage again and again—and he is rich. That
she has not married him has surprised every-

erratic, has liked her freedom and her
wandering life, has persistently laughed at
Lhim, an taken his presents with two
greedy little hands, and eaten his dinners,
and drank his wines, and smeked his cigaret-
tes, and driven behind his high-steppers.
and said No. -

¢I’ve had enough of marriage, Lacy,’ she
has said in her reckless fashion ; ‘it’s no end
of a humbug. I wouldn’t marry the Prince
of Wales if he came over and asked me.’

¢ Which would be bigamy if you did,’
says Mr. Lacy; ‘but you might marry me,
Mimi—I've not got a Princess Alexandra at
home. You could leave off the flying
trapeze, and have a good time as Mrs. Au-
gustus Lacy.’

I have a better time as Mlle. Mimi Tril-
lon. Thanks old fellow, very much, but not
any !’ laughs Mimi. -

And she has adhered to it. No later than
this very day after dinner, a-flush with
champagne and turkey, Mr. Lacy has re.
newed his-honeurable proposals, and for the

elate with the fizzing beverage, which she is
bat too fond of, and it is this thought that
adds the sting of poignant self-reproach to
Mr. Lacy’s grief. She bad taken too much
wine, she was in no condition to mount that

fatal wire when she left his hotel, and he

| eould-he—tell *—and she would never have
forgiven him if he had, and now— . He
lays his head on the table and cries .in the
deepest depths of misery, and remorse, and
despair. So Mr. Farrar finds him later, and
stands looking at him, with that grave,
thoughtful face of his in silent wonder.

¢ 1 was so fond of her,’ the poor young man
says wiping his eyes, ‘I was awfully fond of
her always. I would have married her if
she’d have had me. But she wouldn’t.
And now to think of her lying up there all
crushed and disfigured. It’s too horrid.
And it’s dueced hard on me, by George !
Ain’t there no hope, doctor? You are the
doctor, ain’t you?’ | -

‘I am not a doctor,” Mr. Farrar answers,
‘but the doctor is with her. No—there is
no hope.’ N

He does not look contemptuous on these
womanish tears, and this foolish listle
speech. A sort of compassion is in the
glance that rests so gravely on poor 'love-
stricken, grief-stricken Mr. Lacy.

¢ How—how long will she——

Mr. Lacy applies his handkerchief to his
eyes and walks away abruptly to one of the
windows, ‘

body ; but Mile. Trillon has always been

¢ She may last the night out. She will

twenty-fifth time been refused. Mimi too is -

should have told the manager so. _But how
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not know you or any one—she is t all
that. She will never’;peak again.’ b

He pauses.

A little child comes im, a fairy in a blue
dress the colour in its eyes, with fluffy,
flaxen hair, falling to its waist, and a lovely
rasebud face. i

* Seben ittle Injuns nebba heard ob heb-
ben,’ sings the fairy, looking about her with
wide open, fearless eyes.

She espies Mr. Lacy, and peers up at him
curiously.

¢ What you cryin’ Hor, Lacy ? ’“she "asks.
¢ Want your supper ?’

Lacy is too far gone to reply.

‘ Want go to bed ?’ persiste inquisitive

nowball, the two sole wants she is ever
conscious of uppermost in her mind.

¢ Oh | Snowhall, Snowball!’ says _poor
Mr. Lacy. ‘Little Snowball, if you only
knew !’

¢ Where Mimy Ann 2’ Snowball demands,
unmoved by this apostrophe. ¢ Noball
wants her Mimy Anon.  Want go to bed.’

¢ It is her child,” Mr. Lacy explains to the
silent Farrar. ‘She was a widow, you
know. [ baven’t an idea what will become
of this little mite now. And she is very
like her, It’s dueced hard, by George !’

He is overcome again.
,._.iﬂMdlf—AFampholds‘om{ his_hand to the
c

¢ Come here, little Snowball,’ he says.

She looks at him after her fashion for
a moment, then still quite fearlessly goes
over, climbs upon his knee, and kisses his
bearded lips. 3

‘Youis a pritty man,’ she says. ¢ No-
. ball likes pritty men. Does you know
where is my Mimy Ann?’

¢ She w’rill be here presently. She is busy

up stairs.

He puts the flaxen hair back from

the baby face, and gazes long and earnestly.

‘Yes, you are like her,” he says,
‘you are very like her, my poor little

Snowball.’

. Snowball is sleepy, and says as much;
she cuddles closer, lays her fair baby head
confidingly against his breast, closes
the blue ‘eyes, and instantly drops asleep.
He fsits and holds her, lifting hightly the
long pretty hair, until Jemima, coming down
in search of ber, bears her off to her
cot. .

It is a night never to be forgotten in the
Hotel Hopkins. No-one goes to bed. Evea
the six-and-twenty hands stray afield until
abnormal hours, and meander ir and out, un-

‘rebuked.

Mrs. Hopkins retires, it is true, to freshen
herself for the labours of the dawning new

day, which promises to be one of the busiest
of her busy life. Jemima Ann retires not.
She is up stairs, and down stairs, and on her
feet the weary night through. Mr. Lacy
cannot tear himself away. Mr. Vane Valen-
tine sends a message to the cottage, and he,
too, lingers to see how the poor creature
fares, and wins golden opinions from hero-
worshipping Miss Hopkina. So much good-
ness of heart, so much condescension in so
great a personage, she wouldn’t a-thought it,
railly. She falls partly in love with him in-
deed, in the brief intervals she has for that
soft emotion, during her rapid skirmishing
up and down stairs ; would do so wholly but
that her admiration is about equally divided
between him and his friend Mr. Farrar.

This latter gentleman remains without
offering any particular reason, but mn a
general way, in case he can be of any farther
assistance,

For Mimi, she lies prone, not opening
ber eyes, not stirring, only still moaning
feebly at intervals. Up in her cof, in Jemi-
ma’s room, little Snowball sleeps, her pretty
cheeks flushed, her pretty hair tossed, and
dreams not that the fair frail, young mother is
drifting out further from this world, with
each of those Gark, sad, eariy hours.

The night-light burns low, the sick-
room is very still, the street outside is dead
quiet ; Jemima Ann gits on one side of the
bed, her numberless errands over for the pre-
sent, dozing in the stillness, spent with

fatigue;, Mr. Farrar paces the corridor with- °

out, coming to the bed at intervals to feel
the flickering pulse, and see if life yet lingers.
Mr. Lacy slumbé¥sin achair in the parlour,
and Mr. Valentine has stretched his siender
limbs on the sofa, where poor Mimi was wont
in after-dinner mood to recline, and smoke,
and chaff Jemima. The belated mx-and.
twenty have clambered upto their cots at
last ; only theblack beetles, the mice, and
Mr. Paul Farrar are thoroughly awake in
the whole crowded household.

. Four strikes with a metallic clang, from

the big wooden clock in the hall, and is
taken up by a time-piece of feebler tone, far
down in the underground kitchen. He
pauses in his restless walk. enters the sick-
room, glances at the quiet figure on the
bed,  walks to one of the windows, draws the
curtain, and looks out. The moon has set,
she morning is very dark, a wild wind
hudders down the deserted street, with a
whistling sound, inexpressibly dreary.

He remembers suddenly it is the first of
November, the eve of All Souls’ Day ; the
moaning of the sweeping blast sounds to him-
like the wordless cry of some of these dis-
embodied souls, wandeting up and down for-
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lornty,-the places that knew them once.
Another Bonl will go to join that silent
majority ’ before the new day dawns., The
thought makes him drop the curtain and
sends him back to the bedside.

Tne change. bas come. A gray shadow,
not there a moment since, lies on the white
face, a clammy dew wets it, the fluttering of
the heart can hardly be detected mow, as he
bends his ear to listen.

Jemima Ann, waking from some uncom-
fortable dream, starts up.

He hifts one warning hand, and still bends
his ear downward, his fingers on the flicker-
ing pulse.

¢ On ! what is it ? Jemimna-says, in a terri-
fied whisper ; ¢ is she worse ¥

¢ Aush—she isdying. No !’ he cries out,
¢she is dead !

The shock of sudden emotion is ir his
tone. He drops the wrist and stands quite
white, looking dewn upon the marble face.
A shudder has passed through the shattered
limbe, through the crushed trail, pretty little
body ; then, with a faint, fluttering sigh,
she is gone. -

¢ Dead ! says Jemima Ann.

Sheé drops on her knees with a sobbing cry,
and looks piteously at the rigid face.

* Oh, dear ! oh, dear ! oh, dear ! she sobs,
under her breath ; *dead ! and only this
afternoon, only this very afternoon, she lay
on the sofa down stairs talkin’ to me, and
laughin’, so full of life, and health, and
strength, and everything ; so pretty, so
pretty, so young ! Oh, dear ! oh, dear! and
now she is dead—and such a death!
She was talkin’ of years ago, and of
her husband—poor, poor thing !’ says Je-
mima Ann, rocking to and fro, through her
)aining tears, ¢tellin’ me how handsome he
v a8, and how he loved her, and how he ran
s way with her from his home and riches and
aii. And now, and now, she is there—and
dead—and never, never, wil I hear her
pretty voice again !’

My. Farrar lLifts his eyes from the dead
worman, and looks across at the homely, tear-
wet, honest countenance of Mra, Hopkins;
niece, and thinks that beauty is not the only
thing that makes a woman’s face lovely.

‘*You are a good girl,’ he says. ¢ You are
sorry for this poor creature. You do well
Yours will be the only tears shed over her—
poor unfortunate little soul !’

‘Did you know her, sir ¥ asks Jemima,

. I know of her. Hers has been a pathetic
life and death—the saddest that can be con-
ceived. Poor pretty little Mimi! And she
talked to yocu of her early life—and her hus-
band ? 'What of him ¥

*Oh, he is dead—drowned—so she said.

I reckon.

But I guess he treated her bad—at least I
think it was that, I ain’t sure. Mr. Lacy
wanted to marry her, but she wouldn’t. Ah!
poor little dear. She’d had a dose already,
What’s to be done next, sir ¥’

There is so much to be done next, it seems,
that Jemima Ann is forced to call up her
aunt. Monsieurs Lacv and Valentine, aroused
from their matutinal nap, are informed, and
start up to hear the details.

“Gone, is she ¥ says Mr. Lacy, the first
sharp edge of his affliction a trifle blunted by
slumber. ¢ It's —it's deuced hard on me, by
George ! I’ll never be 8o fond of any one
again as long as Ilive.’

¢ Did she speak at all ¥’ inquires Valentine,
with interest. :

< No, she has not spoken.’

Mr. Farrar turns abruptly away as he an-
swers, but looks over his shoulder to speak
again as he goes.

«I see no reason why you should linger
longer,’ he says, roughly, to the beir of many
Vaientines. ‘She is dead. There is nothing .
you cando.’ °

¢ Are you sure—nothing ¥’

“Nothing. You had better go. I suppose
they will lay her out in this room. She will
be buried I infer from this house.’

Vane Valentine is not used to being thus
summarily dismissed, but he wants to go, and
does not resent it. Bat why Mr. Paul Far-
rar should speak and act asone having author-
ity is not so clear, except that his masterful
character is rather apt™o assert iteelf where-
ever he goes: i

¢And you,” he says: ‘I maust see you
again, Farrar, you know, before you leave.’

“I shall not leave for a day or two. I
shall wait until after the funeral. I am in no
particular hurry.’

¢ At the Washington put up? Very well,
I will go now, and look in on you later. You
ought to turn in for an hour or two—you
look quite fagged with your night’s watch.
Good-morning.’ ’ .

Through the bleak chill darkness of the
the dawning day, Vane Valentine hurries
home, full of his news. Itis a very bleak
and nipping morning, it tweaks Mr. Valen-
tine’s thin aquiline nose rosy red, and pow-
ders his weak young mustache with white
rime. The blast he faces seems to cut him
in two, a sleety rain begins to pelt frequent-
ly, and he has no umbrella. He cannot but
thik that it is rather hard he ahould have to
undergo all this, for a trapeze performer, and
the consummate foolery of his cousin George
sevenlong years ago. Buthehas slept well,
is a good pedestrian, and gets over the ground
with rapid strides, not willing to admit even
to himself how thoroughly well satisfied he
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is with the way in which fate has cut for
him his Gordian knot. It has all been very
shocking and tragical, and of course it is all
very sad. poor creature, but then—but then,
on the whole, perhaps it is as well, and it
simplifies matters exceedingly. Here is the
child, of course. but the child will be easily
disposed of. With Mimi has died probably
all trace of that one blot in the spntless
Valentine shield. Yes, on the whole it isas
well.

. He lies down for an hour when he gets
home ; then rises, has his bath, his morning
coffee and chop, and then sends word to his
aunt that he will like to see her at her earli-
- est convenience. Her earliest convenience
is close upon noon, for she is not an early
riser.

He finds her in the sitting room of last
evening seated in front of the fire, wrapped
in a puffy white shawl, and with the remains
of a breakfast of chocolate and dry toast at
her side.

She glances indifferently up at him, mur-
glr:.rs a slight greeting, and returns to the

¢ Good morning, my dear aunt,” Mr. Vane
Valentine says, with unusual briskness of
manner.

He looks altogether brighter and erisper
than is his high-bred went.

¢I trust you slept well. I hope the—aw
—anpleasant little recontre of yesterday did
not disturb you 2t all ?’

¢You have something to say to me,’ she
responds, abruptly. “ Have you seen that
woman ?’

I have se:n her, That woman will
never trouble you or me any more.” -

She looks up at him again, quickly. Some-
thing in his look and tone tell her a surprise
is coming.

¢ What do you mean?’ sharply and im-

iously ; *speak out.’
pei'lShe is dead.’

There iz a pause. Even Madam Valen-
tine—cold impenetrable, hard—is dumb for
a moment. Dead ! and only vesterday so full
of strong, insolent young life. She catches
her breath and looks at him with eyes that
dilate,

¢Dead !’ she repeats incredulously.

¢ Dead ; and after a very sudden and dread-
ful manner ;- and yet, after a manner that

' might easily have been expected.’
mihd' then he begins, and in his slow, for-
mal way, but with a quickened interest he
cannot wholly suppress, tells the story of the
tragedy at the circus.

¢ And s0 it ends,’ he concludes ; * and with
t all the trouble for us as well.’

Aad so'it ends. Ay, as troubles of life

and the glory thcreof shall one day end,
even for you, Mr. Vane Valentine—for us
all, O my brothers —in the solemn wonder of
the winding sheet.

Io the warmth and glow of the fire he sees
his aunt shiver, and draw her white deecy
shawl close. ¢

And so it eods—in another tragedy.
George, lying beneath the bleak, sandy hil-
locks, in his wind-swept, sea-side grave—his
wife lying with life mangled and beaten out
of her, abou* to be laid by strangers far from
him in death as in life. So it ends, the
pretty love idyl, as so many other love idyls
of a summer day- have ended—in ruin and
disaster, and death.

¢ It is very sad—it is terrible,” she says, a
sudden huskiness in her voice—all the wo-
manhood in her astir. ‘Poor creature—
she had a beautiful face.’

There is pity, very real, very womanly in
her tone.

¢ And George loved her,’ she thinks. ‘Oh !
my son, my son.’

‘Yes, it is sad,” breaks in the hard metal-
lic tones of Mr. Valentine ; ‘but not sur-
prisicg.  She will be buried from the house
where she has been boarding—a wretched
place filled’ with grimy working men. My
friend Farrar was with her at the last.’

She looks up once more. It is so very un«
usual to hear the young man apply the term
friend to any human being,but a faint,angry,
incredulous smile crosses her face.

‘Who is your friend Farrar?’

¢Ob, no one you know. Man I metin
Fayal last year—manager of an immense
place there, very good sort of fellow, a Bo-
hemian rather, but a thorough gentleman.
dtoppicg here for a couple of days on bis way
to Canada. Capital company, Farrar—no
end a fine fellow, but not distinguished in
any way.

Except by the notice of Vane Valentine—
And the child,’ after a pause, ¢ what of it ?’

‘Ob—aw—the child. Exactly. WhatI
was about to ask. But need we trouble ?’
besitatingly. ¢No6 one knows anything—
aw—at least I infer not.’

Her eyes blaze out on him for 2 moment, a
flash of black lightning.

‘She is my son’s child - my grandchild.
Do you wish her sent to the workhouse. Mr.
Vane Valentine ?’ .

‘ My dear aunt——’

The flash is but momentary. She sinks
back wearily in her chair, and draws her
shawl stiil closer around her.

* It is a very cold morning; I think—TI can.
not get warm. Throw on another log, Vane.
Something must be done about the child—
she must be provided for.’

308
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Vane Valentine turns pale under his
swarthy skin. He bends over the fire and
arranges it with some precipitation.

¢ What do you wish ?’ he asks, and in his

,voice there is ever so slight a touch of sul-
lenness. o

¢ Nothing that can affect you—do not fear
it.” she retorts, scornfully. = ‘I have no de-
sire that the world should know that this
child of an unfortunate tight-rope dancer is
anything to me—has any claim upon the
name of Valentine. At the same time she
must be provided for. I do not ask how, or
where, but you must see that she is suitably
cared for and educated, and wants for no-
thing. Have you tact enough to manage
this without exacting suspicion ?’

¢1 hope 80,” Mr. Vane Valentine responds,
rather stiffly. ‘It seems a simple matter
enough.  You are a rich lady ; as an act of
pure benevolence you compassionate the for-
lorn condition —aw—of this little child, and
offer to provide for her in that—aw—state of
life in which it has pleased Providence to
place her. No one else has any claim that I
hear of. I will go and see about it at once.’

¢ Whom will you see?’

Mr. Valentine strokes his youthful mous-
tache, and looks thoughtful.

¢ The manager, I infer ; it does not seem
quite clear to whom the little one belongs
now. I can find out, however. Fariar witl
help me.  He is a wonderfully shrewd fel-
low and that.

‘Very well, go.’

Mr. Vane Valentine goes and tries his
hand at diplomacy.

. Mr. Farrar looke a little surprised when
bis young friend’s mission is made known to

, but is ready with any assistance that
may be needed.

. They see the manager, and find that that
gentleman has no claim on the little Trillon,
nor, so far as he knows, has any one else.

¢ The little one is totally unprovided for,’he
says, ‘I know that. If nothing better offered
1 would keep her myself for her poor mother’s
sake, and get one of our women to take
charge of her. . But this is better, Ours is
but a vagabond life for a child. It is very
good of your aunt, sir. She is a pretty little
thing, this Snowball, and will grow up a
charming girl.  Is it Madame Valentine’s’
intention to adopt her, or anything of that
sort, Mr. Valentine ?’

“If my aunt takes her she will be suita
provided for,’ says, in a stiff way, Mr. e
Valentine.

: ¢No doubt, sir. Well, I see no reason why
. your aunt shouldn’t.  Little un’s father is
dead ; her mother bad no relatives that I

ever heard of ;- she is as much alone in the

world, poor little thing, as any waif and
stray can well be.  Still she should never
have warted. Wait until after the funeral,
the girl at that boarding-house is good to
her, then take her away.” *

‘ When is the funeral ?’

‘To-morrow. No time for delay. We are
off Monday morning. I look after the bury-
ing myself ; all expenses, and so on. She
got her death in my service. Hope you will
attend the funeral, gentlemen, both.’

They promise and go, both very thought-
ful and rather silent.

Mr. Farrar was the first to speak.

¢ This is very good of your aunt,” he says ;
‘it speaks well for her kindness and gentle-
ness of heart.’

‘Well,’Vane Valentine replies,dryly, ‘kind-
ness and gentleness, in a general way, are not
Madam Valentine’s chief characteristics, but
as you say, this is good of her—the more so
as she is not fond of children—or poodles, or
cats, or birds, or things of that kind. She
is what is called strong-minded. The little
one has fallen on her feet, though, all the
some. Best thing that could have happened
to her ; that trapeze woman was not fit to
bring up a child.’ )

‘Don’t agree with you,’ says Mr. Farrar,
shortly. °1It is never hest for a child to lose
its mother, unless sh2 is a monster. There
are exceptional cases, I grant you, but I do
not call this one. I hope the poor baby will
be happy, whatever comes.’

‘Come home and dine with me," says Vane
Valentine, who is in"good spirits. He does
net much fear the child, and a large sum of
money has been saved. ‘You will not see
my aunt, very likely, but I shall be deucedly
glad of your company—and that. After the
rrst flush of partridge shooting, it’s confound-
edly slow down here, let me tell you ’

‘So I should infer. But you must excuse
me to-day, and to-morrow you must dine
with me instead, at the hotel.’

¢ But why, you don’t pretend to say you
have such a thing as an engagement at Clang-
ville ?” incredulously.

"¢ No. Still you will ‘be good enough to
excuse me. You will think it queer, I sup-
pose, and squeamish, but the death-bed
scene of this morning has upset me. It would
be unfair to you to inflict my=self upon you.
So good day, my dear boy—here is Mrs.
Hopking’. I shall drop in for a moment.
‘Will you come ¥ .

¢ Not for the world,’ says young Valentine,
with a glance of strong repulsion. * It up-
sets me to look at dead people, and—that
sort of thing. Until to-morrow, theu,-au
revoir.”’

The two men part, and unconscious little
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Snowball’s fate is thus summarily settled,
and Vane Valentine goes home through the
melancholy autumn afternocon to tell his
aunt

;-

\

NIN WHICH SNOWBALL IS DISPOSED OF.

CHAPTER X.

There is a funeral next day from the Hotel
Hopkins, such a funeral as the quiet little
town of Clangville has rarely turned out to
see. The Six-and-Twenty attend to a man ;
the circus people are all there ; there, too,
are Mr. Farrar and Mr. Vane Valentine.

It is a gusty November day—the stripped
brown trees rattle in the bleak blast, an
oyernight fall cf snow lies on the ground,
and whitens the black gulf down which they
lower the coffin. It looks a desolate resting-
place, cold, wet, forlorn—Vane Valentine
turns away with a shudder—death, graves,
all things mortuary are horrible to him.

_Perhaps they remind hira too forcibly that
his turn too must come ; that all the wealth
«of all the Valentines will not be able to avert
it one hour. Mr. Farrar stands grave and
pale—an impressive figure in the scene ;
standing with folded arms—dark and tall,
Jooking down at the wet sods, rattling rapid-
ly on the coffin lid. Poor little Mimi ! Poor
little frail, reckless butterfly ! What a hol-
low sound the frogen clay has as it tumbles
heavily down on the shining plate. What a
tragic ending of a shallow, selfish—psrhaps
sinful life !

It is over. :

As the dusk of the short November after-
noon shuts down, the two young men—
friends, as Vane Valentine terms it, though,
perhaps, it is hardly the correct term—finds
themselves back in Mrs. Hopkins' parlour,
with that severe lady, still moist and tearful
after the funeral, and Jemima Ann, with
eyes quite red and swollen from much sympa-
thetic weeping. Little Snowball is present,
too, and it is listle Snowball, and her future
they are there to discuss.

The child has on a black frock and
black shoes—things she has never worn be-
fore, and she eyes both with much disap-
probation.

¢ Narsy, narsy,’ she remarks, with some
asperity. Narsy black dress; narsy black
shoes, Noball not like ’em. Take em off.
Mimy Ann.” :

‘No, deary,’ says Jemima Ann, wiping
ber red eyes. ‘Snowball must wear the poor
little black dress. It isfor mamma, Snow-
ball knows.’

¢ Vz’here my mamma gone ? When her tum

This inquiry causes Jemima’s tears to flow
afresh. Snowball eyes them with consider-
able disgust.

¢ What you cwyir for ? What you always
cwyin for? Want see Noball dance ?

* Forthwith Snowball flirts out her sombre
skirts and cuts an infantile pigeon wing—
that last “ballet step poor Mimi taught her
bantling. If anything can comfort Jemima
Ann, and stem the torrent of her tears, Snow-
ball is convinced this must. .

¢ Look at that child,” says Vane Valentine,
much amused. ¢ Blood tells, doesz’t it ? Do
what you please with her that fairy change-
ling will grow up like her mother before her
—a thorough Bohemian.’

Mr. Farrar is looking, and thoughtfully
enough, at Snowball’s performance. She
dances wonderfully well for such a baby,
every motion is instinct with lithe, fairy-
like, inborn grace. The cloud of pale flaxen
hair floats over her shoulders like a banner,
the black dress brings out the pearly tints of
the milk-white skin, the sweet baby face is
like a star set in jet.

‘She is a lovely little creature,” Mr. Far-
rar says. ¢ She bids fair to become a beauti-
ful woman.’

‘ Ten to one she grows up blowsy or freck-
led,’ replies Vane Valentine, in a hold-cheap
voiee ; ‘these very blonde girls often do.
But yes—she is pretty at present. Let us
hope judicious training may eradicate some-
what the wild vagrant strain that flows in
her veins, and turn-her out a civilized young
woman,’ ’

Mr. Farrar looks at him—a look half
amused, half sardenic. ¢ You abominable
young prig ! is his thought. ° Let ushope so,
he says, aloud, dryly, ¢ to whom do you pro-
pose confiding = that herculean task?
Does Madam Valentine intend takiog her in
hand herself ?

*My aunt? My dear fellow. you never
saw my aunt, did Jou ? She would as soon
take in hand the training of a young gorilla.
I told you she detests pete—poodles and
little giris itcluded. No ; whatever is done
with the waif, it will not be that.’ -

“And yet, I should have thought, after
her offer to provide for her—adopt her, after
a fashion—she would like, at least, to see
her. We mostly are interested in that for
which we provide. But perhaps I have mis-
understood. It is your intention to take her
home with you to-night ¥

“My good Farrar,” retorts Vane Valen-
tine, with a very marked touch of impatience
—*‘no ! My aunt has expressed no wish, none
whatever, to see this Lttle girl. How could

it be possible for her.--her—to be interested
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in the child of a strolling acrobat—a vagrant
by profession ¥

* Mlle. Mimi is dead, Mr. Vane Valentine,’
says Mr. Farrar, with a sudden dark flash
leaping angrily from his eyes. * Your patrici-
an feelicgs are rather carrying you away !

¢ pardon. I speak warm!y—the idea
is 80 preposterous. It wasbad form all the
same.’

Mr. Valentine turns away, at his stiffest,
but decidedly discomposed. He speaks warm.-
ly. because, although it is true in the letter,
that Madam Valentine has expressed - no
distinct desire to see Swowball Trillon—to
have George’s danghter brought home—he is
perfectly conscious that she does desire it,
that she desires it strongly, that it is only her
pride that prevents her putting the desire in
words. And Vane Valentine is horribly
afraid of any such consummation. Who
koows what may follow ? This small girl—
as George’'s daughter, and owned as such—
has a claim on the Valentine millions far
and away bet-er than his own. And she is
80 perilously pretty—so winning—so charm-
ing—with all her infantile sweetness and
grace, that—oh ! thatis out of the question,
quite out of the question to let Madam
Valentine set eyes on her at all. She is not
in the least like the family, that is
something, the Valentines are all dark and
dour, as the Scotch say—this child is fair
a8 a lily.

¢ It is the dickens own puzzle to know who
what to do with her,’ he says, gnawing at the
and of his callow mustache, ¢ she’ cannot stay
in here, I suppose, and she cannot come to
the cottage, that is clear. She might go
to a boarding-school, or a nunnery, or—or
that,” helplessly. ¢ What would you do,
Farrar? You are a man of resources.’

¢ Iv’s rather like having a white elephant
on your hands,- is it mot? Poor little
elechant—that a man could take up be-
tween his finger and thumb---to be such
a dead weight, such an Old Man of the
Sea, on any one's shoulders ! Are you really
serious in that question, Valentine? Iknow
what you could do, but will you do it?
It would be a capital thing for the child too.’

¢ My dear fellow, speak out, I will 4o any-
thing—the little thing’s§good, of course, be-
ing paramount.’

_“Of course,” dryly.
give her to me,’

‘ What !

¢ Not to adopt—not to bring back to Fay-
al—only to take off your hands for the pre-
sent. ]| will make a handsome sacritice on
the altar of friendship, my M§4pnt your

¢ Well—yon might

small white elephant in my overcoat pocket,
and take her ‘over the hills and far away.’

1/

Vane Valentine stands and stares at him,
half in anger at hisill-timed jesting—half in
doubt whether it be jesting.

Farrar is a queer fellow, full of whims and
oddities, but, also, as he has said, fall of re-
sources,

¢ Don’t stand there looking as if yom
thought I had goue idiotic! exclaims Farrar,
impatiently. ¢ Have I notsaid I don’t want
the httle onc for myself. Look here, Val-
entine, I am going to my friends, the Mac-
donalds. Dr. Macdonald lives on an island
in Bay Chalette, if you ever heard of such a
place, Isle Perdrix is the name. He is an
old Scotchman, his wife is a young French
Canadian lady, and the sweetest woman that
ever drew breath. That is saying a good
deal, ain’t it 2?7 A

‘They have two sons, lhttle chaps of six
and.nine. There is no girl, and the desire of
Madame Macdonald’s heart is a little girl.

‘She will take this one, and b.ing her
up in the very choicest French fashion ;
if there is any possibility of changing
and improving that Bohemian’s nature,
‘yi‘ou so deeply deplore, she is the lady to

o it.

¢ As they are by no means wealthy, you
will make compensation, of “course. The
flourishing township of St. Gildas is over
the river from the island, and there is an ex«
cellent convent school, when she attains the
age for it. I start to-morrow morning ;
it you think well of this, Petite shall be
my travelling companion. There is my
offer.”

¢ My dear fellow " cries Mi. Vane Valen-
tine —" my dear Farrar ¥

He is not generally effusive, it is not
‘form ;* but he grasps his friend’s band now,
or tries to do so—for Mr. Farrar stands with
his hands in his pockets, and is slow to take
them out.

‘I accept with delight ; take her, by all
means ; nothing could be better. You
say you will start to-morrow. Sorry to
lose you, of course. These women will
see that the child is ready. The question of
ample, of liberal compensation, we will
arrange later. Nothing in the world could
be better than what you propose.’ -

‘ Madame Valentine will be satisfied ¥

¢ Perfectly satisfied. She will amply pro-
vide for the child.’ ’

Had youlnot better put it to her ? asitis
shewho is virtuallySnowball’s giardian now,
should you not ¥ -

‘ My dear Farrar, I can answer for her.
It is not n avall. Ihave full power
to act for her in this matter. She does not
want to see the little one, or be annoyed
with questiors about her.’ ;
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‘It would annoy her, would it ? That
makes a difference, of course. Come here little
white elephant—such a poor little helpless
elephant ! and tell me if you will leavé your
Mimy Ann, and come with me ?

He lifts the. fairy to his knee, with infin-
ite tenderness, and puts back with gentle
fingers vhe falling, flaxen hair.

¢ Will you come with me, little Snowball ?
I want to take you to the kindest lady in
the world—a pretty new mamma, who will
love little Snowball with all her good heart ?’

The child puts up her two snow-flake
hands and strokes the cheeks of her big
friend. :

¢ Noball like you,” she says. ‘You is
a pritty, pritty man. Noball will give you
a kiss.’

Which she does, an emphatic little smack
right on the bearded lips.

¢ Flattering, upon my word,” says Vane
Valen,tine. ‘Don’t you like me too, Snow-

9

¢ No,’ says Snowball, curling her mite of a
nose. ¢ You is not'a pritty genpymaa. You
is very narsy.

¢ By Jove!’ says Mr. Valentine, and stands
discomfited. |

Mr. Farrar laughs.

¢And you will come with me, Snowball

¢ Yes,’ nods Snowball.
you. May my Mimy Ann tum, too ¥

¢ Well—no—not unless you wish it very
much, Miss Trillon. Arnd you Mimy Ann,
I take it, cannot be spared.’
¢ You will want some one,’ suggests Valen-
tine. ‘ You cannot travel with that child
alone, Farrar ; think of the dressing and un-
dressing, and feeding and sleeping, and all
that. You couldn’t manageit. You must
have a woman.’ -

¢Not if I know it. There are always
ladies travelling—nice matronly ladies,
ready to interest themselves in helpless
manhood and childhood. They will attend
to Mademoiselle Snowball’s in‘antine wants
and wardrobe, St. Gildas is only two days

off. Iam willing to risk it. No woman,

Valentine, my boy, an’ thou lovest-me.’

¢ Wretched misogynist,’ laughs Mr. Val-
entine. ‘Some one must have used you
shamefully in days gone by, Farrar. I
wonder why—jyou are a tall and proper fel-
low enough. You must haye been jilted
in cold blood. Well, as you like it, onlygl
would _rather it were you travelling two
days and nights with a girl-baby in charge
than myself.”. .~ . .

Thus it is settled, and life opens on a new
page for hittle Snowball. The circus, with
its lights and its leaps, its riding, its danc-
ing, its danger, and its wanderings, its fla-

¢ Noball tum wiz "

vour ot vagabondism, is to be left behind
forever, and seclusion, and respectability,
and training ic the way she should go a la
Francais, begins for the motherless‘wmf,
afloat like a lost straw on life’s great tide.

-All is speedily settled, Mr. Farrar is
eminently a man of promptitude and dis-
patch. Vane Valentine is only too anxious
to get it all over and have the child out of
the town. His aunt will shut up the cot-
tage, and depart in-a day or two. Money
matters are arracged, and are as liberal as
youog Valentine has promised. He shakes
hands with bis friend late that evening full
of self-congratulation that a kootty poiut
has been so well and easily gotten over.

¢ If she had seen the young one,” he says
to himself, thinking of his aunt, ‘no one
knows what might have happened. Shut
out of the world on this far-away island, she
she speedily forget, I trust, all about her. It
shall be the business of my life to compel
her to forget. Until the fortune is actually
mine, I am dailyin danger of losing it, up-
less she forget her son’s daughter.’ i

Early the next morning the first train
bears away among its passengers Mr. Paul
Farrar and Miss Showball Trillon. Jemima
Ann weeps copiously at the parting. A
glimpse of romance has come to brighten the
dull drab of her existence, and it goes with
the going of Snowball. ,

< Good-by, good-by,” she sobs. ¢Don’t,
eh! don’t forget poor Mimy Ann, little
Snowbail !

¢What you cwyin’ for now? de-
mands Snowball, touching a tear with

one minute finger, and _ an expres-
ssion of much distaste, *Noball don t
like cwyin’. You is always cwymn

What you want to cwy some more ?

Smowball cries mot. Her small black
cloak is fastened, her little black bonnet
tied under one delicious dimple, she is kiss-
ed, and departs in high glee, acd even the
memory of good Jemima Ann waxes paleand
dim before the first hour has passed.

Mr. Farrar has been right. All ];he way,
ladies take a profound 1nterest 1n pretty
Snowball. Her deep mourning, her ex-
quisite face, her feathery, floating hair, her
blue, fearless eyes, her. enchanting })aby
smile, her piquant little remarks, captivate
all whom she meets,

*Isn’t she sweet ?

¢ Ob, what a pet !’

Mr. Farrar bears the changes rung on
these two feminine remarks the whole way.
Snowball fraternizes with every one—she
does not know what bashfulness means ; she
flita about -like a bird the whole day long.
Perhaps, too, some of these good ladies are

SO
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a trifle interested in the tall, silent, bearded,
handsome gentleman who has her in charge,
and who is not her father, brother, uncle,
anything to her, so far as they can find out
from the small demoiselle herself, whose
name she does not even know. She comes
back to him once from her peregrinations,
::fflete with cake and questions, perches her-

on his knee, gives one bronzed cheek a
preliminary peck with her rosy lips, and
puts this leading question :

‘Is you my papa ¥

¢No, Snowball, I don't think I am.’

¢Is you my uncle ?’

¢ Nor your untle.’

‘Is you my broder?

¢ Not even your brother.’

‘What is yoa, den? Tause de lady she
ast Noball.’

‘The lady had better not ask too many
questions. A thirst for knowledge, you
may inform her, has been the bane of her
sex. And Snowball must not distend her-
self like a small anaconda with confection-
ery. The lady means to be kind, but per-
haps Snowball has heard of people who were
killed with kindness ?

To which Snowball’s reply is that she is
sleepy. And then the flaxen head cuddles
comfortably over the region of Mr. Farrar’s
heart, and the blue eyes close, and the dewy
lips part, and Snowbalk is safely in the land
of dreams, . :

The close,of the second day brings them
to St. Gildas. Cold ‘Weather awaits them,
in this Canadian seaport. The snow lies
deep, winds blow keenly. Snowball shivers
under her wraps in Mr. Farrar’s arms. They
spend the night at a hotel, and after break-
fast next morning, cross the St. Gildas river
to Isle Pedrix. There an amazed and joyful
welcome awaits them. Snowbgll’s reception
is all Mr. Farrar has predicted, both from
the elderly Scotch doctor and the youthful
French wife. They accept the-charge with
delight, the two boys of the household alone
eyeing the intruder with dubious eyes, aa it
is in the nature of boys under nine to regard
small girls. Buf nature is sometimes out-
grown.

Mr. Farrar remains ten days—ten days of
transport to the two Macdonald lads, who
worship him, or thereabouts, ten days of
gladness to their parents, ton days of much
caressing and infantile love-making on the
part of Snowball, ten happy, peaceful days.
Then he goes back to Fayal, out there in the
Azores, and to the monotonous life of the
manager of a large estate in that dullest of
fair tropical islands. And Snowball re.
mains, and life on its new page, a breezy and

charming and healthful life on the sea-girt
isle, begins.

PART SECOND.

DoN CaRrLos.— All things that live have
some meauns of defence.” .

Lucas.—* Ay, all—save only lovely, helpless
woman,’

Do~ CaRLOs.— Nay, woman has her tongue
armed to the teeth.”

CHAPTER L
ISLE PERDRIX.

Far away from grimy New England manau-
facturing towns, from coal smoke, and roar-
ing furnaces and brisk Yankee trade and
bustle, from circuses and flying trapeze,
there rests, rock-bound, and bare and bleak,
a green dot.in a blue waste of waters

—Isle Perdrix. Lonely and barren
it rears its craggy head-land, crowned
with  stunted spruce and dwarfed

cedars, and runs out its sandy spits and
tongues, like an ugly, sprawling spider, into
the chilly waters of Bay Chalette. Through
the long snow-bouad Canadian winter, with
the fierce August sun beating and blistering
it, with dark sea-fogs mapping it, with
whirling ¥now-storms shrouding it, Isle Per-
drix rests placid, unchanged, almost un-
changeable, the high tides of Bay Chalette
threatening sometimes to rise in their might
and sweep it away altogether, into the
stormy Atlantic beyond.

Long ago, when all this Canadian land was
French. and the beautiful language the only
one spoken, it had been christened Isle Per-
drix.  Later with Irish, and English and
Scotch immigration,, to confound all names,
it became Dree Island ; otherwise it is an-
altered since fifty, sixty, more years ago. Its
headland light burns as of yore, a beacon in
dark and dangerous Bay Chalette—its resi-
dent physician is still resident, as wken in
that far off time it was a quarantine station,
and men and women died in the long sheds
erected in the sands of ‘ship-fever’ faster
than hands could bury them. Itisan island
undermined with graves, haunted by ghost-
ly memories. The world moves, bat it
moves Janguidly about Dree island. It
is a quarantine station still, but its hospitals
have stood empty for the past decade of
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years ; emigrant ships cg‘xe rarely now to | upon the gray sands—the gulls that whirl
dull 8t Gildas, and Dr. Macdonald finds his | and circle round the island do not even
office pretty well asinecure. He lives there | shriek.

still,.though, a gort of family Robinson Cra- Peace reigns too within the cottage, the
soe in his cottage, practises as he gets it over | doctor is from home, the boys are aé St.
in 8t. Gildas, and brings up his two boys in

Gildas, and the other distribatin;
their breezy home, and would not change ! the household is—well, Ma’a R ement of

. ; ) m W

his secluded, peaceful, ploddl{!g life to be ; not exactly know where, but Wheree ﬁem

made viceroy of all Her Majesty’s domin- | remain she devoutly hopes, for another honr

ions, toriwo, Vain hope—as the th
Dr. Macdonald’s island castle is a cottage . S Longht orossea

! the old woman’s mind, there
g e oo g N 5 3 comes the sound

ng, | e 8 of shrill, sweet singing, a quick
an attic high. But though low, it is lengthy, l\ patter of small feet, E?lﬁmt, znd th::: ];]:i:]ds
and contains some nine or ten pretty rooms,

into the cottage kit¢hen a girl of t
and always a spare chamber for the pilgrim l of breath, ﬂnsghed with rnﬁll:rin; b::l:i:. oo
and the stranger within its gates. They come l her chorus still— B Eng

sometimes to sketch, and fish, and shoot— . 5 N y

bronzed aud bearded pilgrims, artists from ! AEgrfhztsohitgeﬂ::tn &3,’ t blows,

the States officers from Ottawa and Montreal, And the lass that loves a sailor.’

and go away charmed with the doctor, the ‘Ob, Ma’am Weesy !’ cries this breath-
house, the cuisine, the sport, the sea. He | less apparition, ¢ where is J ohnny ?°

would be difficult indeed whom Dr. Angus | She stands in the doorway directly in the
Macdonald’s genial manners, and Madame | stream of yellow morring sun shine, her sailor
Aloysia’s cookery would fail to charm. Most | hat on the back of her head—a charming
kindly of hosts, most gentle of gentlemen, is | head ‘sunning over with

the dreamy doctor, and in her way ‘Ma’am | with two e

curls,” and looks
_eyes as' blue and bright as the
‘Weesy —so the children shorten her stately | July sky it
baptismal—is a cordon bien.

y itself, into the old woman’s face.

- She is a charming vision altogether, a
The cottage sits comfortably in a garden, | tall, slim girl, in a blue print dress m;de
and the garden is shut in on the north and

sailor-fashion, and trimmed with white
east by craggy bluffs, that break the force | braid, a strap of crimson leather belting it
of the beetling Atlantic winds. Behind is a | about the slender waist. Long ringlets of
vegetable garden, with currant and goose. | flaxen fairness fall until they touch this belt,
bushes flourishing among the potatoes | lhe face is bewitching, so fair, 80 spirited,
and cabbages ; in front is a flower-garden— |80 full of life and eagerness, and jo; ous
such flowers as with infinitecoaxing will con- | healthful youth. It matches the blonde hair
sent to blossom in so bleak a spot. Hardy, | and sky-blue eyes—it is all rose-pink and
old-fashioned poppies and dahlias, London | pearl-white.
pride, queen of the meadow, bachelor but- | ._Ma’am Weesy pauses in her work with a
tons, and lilac trees—these, with southern

sort of groan. She is 1 tatoes f
sunshine and western breezes, brighten the | dinner, and throwing thg;fl’;:go I;otin pan ?)?

island-garden for three or four months out | cold water beside her. The sunny kitchen
of twelve. A great picturesque trail of hop- | is a gem of cleanliness and comfort ; Ma’am
vine and scarlet-runner drapes the porch, | Weesy herself is a little brown old person of
and twines in pretty festoons round the win- | fifty, as active and agile as a young girl, and
dow of the doctor’s study. Take it for all | housekeeper for fifteen years 1n the doctor's
in all, the bearded artists, who carry away | cottage. She is monarch’of all she surveys
8o many skeiches of it in their portfolios, | at present, for Madame Macdonald is dead,
may be sincere enough in pronouncing it one | and an autocratic ruler. That kitchen ¢ in.
of the most capital little hermitages the round | terior’ is a picture, everything it contains
world holds. glows and gleams again “with friction, tin-
It is a July morning—forenoon rather—for | ware takes on the brillance of silver, the
elevenj has struck by the doctor's clock. | rows of dishes sparkle in the sunshine. In
Peace reigns on Isle Perdrix, a peace that | the place of honour in a gilt frame, hangs
may almost be fels, a great calm of wind and | her patron, that handsome young _Saint
sea, The summer sky is without a cloud ; | Aloysius Gonzaga, to whom in all her diffi-
it is blue, blue, blue, and flecked with roil- cultl_es, culinary as well as conscientious,
ing billows of white wool—a languid zephyr, | she is accustomed to promptly, not to say
with the saline freshness of the ocean, just | peremptorly, appeal.

stirs the hop vines, but faintly, as if it too | ~She casts an imploring glance at him now,
were a-weary in the unusual heat.  Little | for this youthful person is the one of all the
baby wavelets lap with murmurous motion

family, who rasps and exasperates her-
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most, but Aloysius continues to regard them
with his grave smile, and responds not.

¢ Where is Johnny ?"' repeats impatiently
the vision in flaxen curls and sailor suit ; ‘is
he up stairs? Ican’t find him. He iso’t
anywhere, and he said—you heard him your-
gelf last night, Ma’am Weesy ’—in shrill
indignation—* you heard him say he would
::ke me out in the Boule-de-neige this fore.
noon. And now it is past eleven o’clock,
and I can'tfind him. Johnony ! John-ne-eel’
the shrill tones rise to an ear splitting
shriek.

¢ Ah, Mon Dieu !’ cries out old Weesy,
and covers her ears with her hands.
¢ Mademoiselle leave the Lkitchen— leave
directly, I say! I will not be deafened
like this. You must not come screaming at
me like a sea-gull, it is not to be borze;
your voice is worse than the steam-whistle
down at the Point in a fog. Master Jean is
not here—is not here, I tell you. He went
to St. Gildas right after breakfast, and has
not yet returned.’

¢To St. Gildas ?’ repeats the young per-
son in blue, and an expression of blank
despair crosses thé sunny face.

Then she looks at Ma'am Weesy and
brightens a bit.

¢1 don’t believe it ! she says, promptly.

¢It is true, nevertheless, ma’amselle.
wanted coffee and sugar, and he offered to
go. But he must be back by now—it is
hours since he went. Go down to the Point
and call. M’sieur Rene at least issure to be
there.’

‘I don’t want M’sieur Rene,” says
mademoiselle in an aggressive tonme. I
want Johnny. I think 1t'is horrid of you
Ma’am Weesy, to go sending him for sugar
and things, when you might know I'd want
him. You might have sent old Tim. And
now it is fourteen minutes past eleven, and
the best of the day gone. You wait until
you want me to shell peas for you, or rake
clams, and yon'll see.’

‘With which dark threat this young per-
son crushes her sailor hat with some asperity
down on her pale gold curls, and turns
despondently to go.

Ma’am Weesy looks after her with a
chuckle ; it is not always she can get rid” of
her thus easily, and a gad flyabout the
kitchen would be less of a torment over her
work than mademoiselle,

Mademoiselle, meantime, recovers her
spirits with great rapidity, the moment she
is out of the house, and starts off at
racing speed, despite the blazing sun, to the
point. It is a lofty peak, at the extreme

outer edge of a projecting tongue of land,-

overlooking the bay and the town, across the

river, and all boats passing up and down. 1f
the missing Johnny ie on sea or shore, made-
moiselle is determined he shall know she
awaits him and hastens his lagging steps.
So etanding erect on her lofty perch, over-
looking the vasty deep, she uphfts her strong
young voice, and

¢Johnny ! Johnny-y ! Johnny-y-y !’
pierces the circumambient air. Even the
seagulls pause in consternation as they lis-
ten.

“Good heavens I’ cries a voice, at last.
‘Stop that awful row, Snowball.  Your
shrieks are enough to wake the dead.’

The speaker is a youth of sixteen or so,
stretched in the shadow of the great rock on
which the girl stands, his hat pulled over his
eves, trying to read. Vain effort, with those
maddening cries for ‘Johnny, rending the
summer silence.

Snowball glances down at him, and her
only answer i8 a still more ear-splitting and
distracted appeal for the lost and longed-for
¢ Johnny.’

‘They may wake the dead if they like,’
she says, disdainfully, ‘but they need’t
wake you. ‘I don’t wan’t you. I want
Johnny.’ g

*Yes, I hear you do,’ retorts the reader.
‘You always do want Johnny, don’t you?
You want Johnny a good deal more than
Johnny ever wants you.’

It is an uncivil speech, and, 1t may be re-
marked just here, that the amenities of life,
as passing between M. Rene Macdonald and
Mlle. Snowball Trillon, are mostly of an acid
and acrid character. Open rupture indeed
is often imminent, and is only avoided by
the fact that the young lady is constitution-
ally unable to retain indignation for over
five minutes at any one time. Her reply to
this particularly ungallant speech, is one of
her very aweetest smiles— a smile that dances
in the blue eyes, and flashes out of two rows
of small pearl white teeth.

¢ Look here, Rene,” she says, *I wish you
would come, too. You’ll make yourself as
blind as a bat, if you keep on over your
books forever and ever. I think Isee John-
ny and the batteau coming acroes, and we’re
going to Chapean Dieu for raspberries. Do—
do put that stupid book 1n your pocket,’
impatiently, ‘and come.’

¢It isn’t a stupid book,” says Rene Mac-
donald, ‘and berrying is much too hard
work this scorcher of a day. You’ll inveigle
Johnay into a sunstroke if you don’t take
care.’ T

‘Look here !’ repeats Snowball, and comes
dashing down the steep side of the cliff like
a young chamois. The last five feet she
takea with a flying leap, and lands like a
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tornado at the lad’s side. ¢ Just look here I’

She produces from a hiding-place a basket
—a market-basket of noble proportions,
whips off the cover, and displays the con-
tents.

‘Sandwiches,” she says, with unction,
‘made of minced veal and ham, lovely and
thin—cold chicken pie, pound cake—all stolen
from Ma’am Weesy, Rene !—biscuits, and a
blueberry tart ! The basket is full—full—I
packed it myself. 1t’s for our lunch. And
the raspberries are thick—thick, Rene, over
on the Banens. Johnny was there yesterday,
and says s0. And Weesy is going to make
jam, and says we can have raspberry short-
cake every evening for a week.. For a
week—think of that!’

She is fairly dancing with eagerness as she
speaks, her great blue eyes flash like stars,
her whole piquant spirited face, aglow and
flushed, Even Rene—Rene the phlegmatic-—
catches a little of her enthusiasm. Rasp-
berry shortcake every day for a week— and
raspberry jam forever after! His resolu-
tion staggers—he hesitates—he is lost !

‘Do come !’ reiterates Snowball, and eyes
and lips, and clasped hands repeat the
prayer. She looks lovely as she stands in
that beseeching attitude, but it is not her
beauty, nor her entreating tone that moves
the obdurate Rene—it is the sweet prospect
of shortcake and jam.

‘Well,’ he says, condescendingly, °I
don’t care if I do. It’s always easier yield-
ing than rowing with you, and papa told
me to keelp you and Jack out of mischief
whenever I got a chance.’

He is a slender, dark-skinned, dark-eyed,
French-looking boy, very like his dead
Canadian mother—not exactly handsome,
and yet sufficiently attractive, with that
broad, pale forehead, and those dark lumi-
nous eyea. All sort of misty, dreamy ideas
float behind that thoughtful-looking brow ;
he is quite a prodigy of industry and talent,
head boy of St. Francis College, over at St.
g:llld", where hé and his brother are stu-

ta,

¢ There’s Johnny now !’ cries Snowball, in
accents of exquisite delight. She drops the
basket and bounds away-as fleet as & fawn.
‘Johnny | Johnny !’ she calls, ‘I’ve been
looking for you everywhere, and calling until
I am hoarse. How could you be so awfully
horrid as to go to St. Gildas and never tell
me ?

‘Hadn’t time,’ responds Master Johnny,
resting on the gunwale of his boat, the
¢ Boule-de-neige.” * Weesy wanted her gro-
ceries in no end of a hurry. I'm here now,
though ; what do you want ¥

John Macdonald is fourteen years old, and

is at this moment, perhaps, the handsomest
boy in Canada. His face is simply beauti-
ful. He is handsomer even, in his boyish
fashion, than the pretty girl who stands be-
side him. He is not in the least like his
brother ; he is taller at fourteen than Rene
at sixteen—he is fair, like his Scottish fore.
fathers, with sea-gray eyes, and a face, per-
fect enough, in form and colour for an ideal
god. His hair light brown, profuse and
curling, his skin is tanned by much exposure
to sea and sun and wind, and a certain
simplicity and unconsciousness of his own
good looks, lends a last charm to a face that
wins all hearts at sight.

‘ What do I want? repeats Snowball, fix-
ing two reproachful eyes on the placid
countenance before her; ¢that’s a question
for you to sit there and ask without a blush,
isn’t it ¥ )

‘Don’t see anything to blush about,’ re.
torts Johnny, with a grin; ‘it’s too hot to
go to Chapeau Dieu, if that’s what’s the
matter. The sun is a blazer on the water,
:et me tell you.’

‘ Oh, Johnny,’ in blankest disappointment,
‘ dearest Johnny, don’t say so. And after
all the trouble I’ve had, too—fixing the love.
liest lunch—chicken-pie, tarts, and every-
thing ! Oh, Johnny, don't back out at the
lasct[;‘ minute.’ the biue. be

‘ears spring into the blue, beseching e
the hands clasp again, she sta.ndsh;n;g)icty::
of heart-broken supplication before him.

¢ Oh, all right,” says Johnny, who hates
tears. ‘I wouldn’t cry about it if I were
you. Where's Rene ? Shinning up the tree
of knowledge, as usual, I suppose.’

‘He’s coming too. Johnny. you’re a
darling !’ cries Snowball,in arapture ; *don’t
let us lose a minute; the lunch basket is
here. It is half-past eleven—we ought to
have been off two hours ago.’

‘I must goup to the house withj the
things,’ says Johnny, unmoved by all this
adulation. ‘You and Rene can pile in and
wait. I wz:l’f %3; minn;e.’ .

‘Don’t eesy where we’re going,’
calls Snowball after him ; *she hates me o
go berrying, because I tear my clothes and
stain my stockings.
sake, hurry up. 1t will be two o’clock now
before we get there. Do your best.’

‘Which I'm not going to do it, in the
present state of the thermometer,” responds
Johnny, leisurely taking up his parcels, and

leisurely departing. Heis never in hurry,

boy, and is thereby a striking contrast
to Snowball, who always is. Extremes
meet_indeed, in their case, for they are as
utterly unlike in most ways, as boy and
girl can well be. In all conflict of opinion

And, for goodness
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between them, it may be added, mademoi-
selle invariably comes of victorious. It is al
ways easier, as Rene has said, and as Johnny
knows, where she is concerned, to yield than
to do battle. Not that Rene ever yields—he
and Snowball fight it out to the bitter ead,
and Rene will be minded, or know the
reason why. .

The batteau is large for that sort of boat,
carries a small sail, 18 a beauty in her way,
and the idol of young John Macdonald’s
heart. :

¢ She walks the water like a thing of life,’
he is fond of quoting, gazing at her with
glistening eyes, and it is the only poetry he
is ever guilty of quoting. She is painted
virgin white, is as clean and dry as old
Weesy’s kitchen, and carries her name in
gilt letters on her stern, ‘ Boule-de-neige.’
The original Boule-de-neige, with KRene,
¢piles in’ according to the skipper’s orders,
and, with the precious basket stowed away,
git and wait his return. Snowball taps im-
patiently with one slim, sandaled foot.

Rene impassively reads, |

¢ What tiresome book have you got now ?'
demands Snowball, in a resentful tone. €I
do think, Rene, you are the stupidest boy
that ever lived, and read the stupidest
books that ever were printed.’

¢ Thanks !—I mean for self and books,’ re-
torts Rene,” ¢ yon, who never open a book,
are a jadge, of course.’

¢ What is that ¥

¢ Shakespeare’s tragedies, mademoiselle.’

¢ There will be another tragedy in this boat
infive minutes if you don’t put it in your
pocket. Look at that sky, look at that sea,
feel this velvety wind freshening, and see
yourself, a great hobbledehoy, who can sit
and read dull old English murders in the face
of it all ! I suppose you are at Macbeth ; I
think Lady Macoeth would have been a
splendid wife for you, Rene.’

Rene grunts, assent or dissent, as she likes
to takeit, and reads on.

¢ Stern, and sulky and horrid. Oh, Rene!
be good-natured for once—only for once—by
way of a change, and shut up that book and
talk like a Christian—do.

- ¢Like a noodle, if I talk to you. It is po-
lite to adopt one’s conversation to one’s com-
pany. “And I would rather not. It is triste
toli}k robbish. Speech is silver, silence is
£ Here is Johnny,’ cries Snowball, joyfully;
“now we will have a little rational conversa-
tion—for which Dieu merci! I sometimes
wonder what I should do without Johnny.
If I had to live here—if I had to live on this
island alone with you, Rene, do you kiow
what would happen ?’

7

™ ¢That you would drive me to jump over
Headland Point to escape your everlasting
clatter, I dare say,’ says Rene.

¢ That you would drive me into melancholy
madness with your silence, and your dismal
books.  Fancy yourself stalking about like
your favourite Hamlet in a black velvet dress-
ing-gown, and me like a gloomy Ophelia,
with a wreath of sun-flowers and sea-weed in
my hair, trailing after, singing tail ends of
songs out of tune.’

Something in this picture tickles the not
too easily aroused sense of humounr latent in
Dr. Macdonald's elder son.

Rather to the surprise of Snowball, who
does not mean to be funny, he throws back
his dark head, and laughs outright. And
Rene Macdonald has a wonderfully pleasant
and mellow laugh.

¢ What’s the joke ?’ asks Johnny, bearing
dowa upon them rapidly. *Got the basket,
Snowball ? Yes, I see. Beara hand, Rene,
old boy. Hooray, off she goes.’

The boat slips easily off the shelving beach,
and out into the shining waters of Bay Cha-
lette. A fresh breeze has sprung up, and
tempers the fierce heat of the noonday sun.
The sail is set, and away the pretty Bould-
de-neige flies in the teethlof the brisk breeze.

Johnny is past master of the art of hand-
ling a boat ; he and his batteau are known
everywhere for miles along the coast. He
has been a toiler of the sea ever since he was
seven years old. .

‘You didn’t tell Weesy, did you ?’ asks
Snowball, as they fly along at a spanking
rate. " She didn’t ask me,’ answers .Johnny.
‘I told her we were going out for a sail, and
would not be back until dark. She cast a
grateful look at St. Aloysius, over the chim.
ney, and murmared a prayerof thanksgiving.
Have you brought tin pails for the berries ?
—yes, I see—all right.’

They fly along. And presently Snowball,
lying idly over the side, her sailor hat well
back on her head, defiant alike of sup
and wind, breaks into song, and presently
Johnny joins in the chorus. It is a sailor's
song—a monotonous chant the French sailors
sing along the wharves of St. Gildas, as they
coildownropes, and thetwofresh youngvoices
blend sweetly, and float over the summer
waters. And still a little later Rene pockets
his book, and his clear tenor adds force to the
refrain as they rapidly increase the distance
between themselves and Isle Perdrix.

¢ Where are you going to land, Johnny ?
he asks at length. <At Sugar Scoop beach,
I suppose ?*

‘No, don’t, Johnny,” cuts in Snowball,
who is nothing if not contradictory, ‘land at
Needle’s Point, like a good fellow.’

. ——————
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¢ Shan’t,” returns Johnny. ‘I don’t want
to stove a hole in the bottom of the batteau.
Needle point, indeed ! the worst bit of
beach all along Chapeau Dien. Catch me!’
‘But I say you shall!’ cries Snowball,
sitting up. and violently excited all in a mo-
ment. ‘You must. Never mind the bat-
teau —+at least she won’t get a holein her. If
you ldnd at Sugsr Scoop we will have two
full /miles to walk to Raspberry Plains
— tiwo — full— miles,” says mademoiselle,
geatkculating wildly, ¢in this
hot sun. Whereas if you land at Needle’s
Point—’
¢ The Boule-de-neige is ruined for lifs,”
interposes Reme. ‘Don’t you mind her,
Johnny, she’s always a little cracked.’

¢ You must miad me, Johnoy! If you
land at Sugar Scoop I—I'll sit right here !’
cries Snowball, vindictively. I’ll never stir.
And I'll keep the lunch basket—it’s mine

-aayhow—I put it up. And I'll eat every-
thing ; T won’t walk two miles. It’s nearly
two o’clock naw ; it would be four when we
got there. We would just have time for
one look at the berries, aud then narch back
acain ! You shall land at Needle’s Point or
you needn’t lavd at all. There !’

Johnny shruygs his shoulders resiguedly.
Whean the torreut of Snowball’s angry elo-
quence foods him after this fashion, Johnny
always gives up. Anything for a quiet life,
is his peaceful motto. But the belligerent
fire awakes within the less.yielding Rene.

¢Johnny,’ he says, in an ominously qaiet
tove, “let us put her ashore,” indicsting
mademoiselle by a scornful gestare, *at her
beloved Needle’s Point, and you and I will
take the boat round to Sugar Scoop beach.
It will be madness to ran the battean up on
those rocks.’

Saowball starts to her feet, defiance
flashing in the azure eyes, flushing the rose-
pink cheeks to angry crimson.

* Yes, Johnuy,” she cries out, ‘put me
ashore at Needle’s Point, put me ashore
here, anywhere, but mind’—wildest wrath
flaming upon R:ne—°1 keep the basket.
. No niatter what you do, or where you put
me, 1 keep the lunch basket.’

*Oh, stow all that!’ says the badgered
but pacitic Johnny. ‘Sit down, Snowball ;
do you want to upset yourself and your pre-
c ous lunch basket.into the bay ? Let her
alpne Rene, iv's never any use tighting with
her ; you know she’ll have her way if she
diep for it. I’ll land you at Needle’s Poiat,
or on top of Chapeau Dieu; if you like,
Snowball, only for goodness sake, don’s
mike such an awfil row.’

¢ Very well,” says Rene, ‘it is you who

A ;

blazing.

will repent, not I. Tae batteau is yours.
If you like to scuttie her——’

His shoulders go up for a moment expres.
sively ; then he pulls out his book, and re-
lapses into ¢ignity—and Shakespeare.

‘I guess it won’t be 30 bad as that. It
will be high tide when we get there, and I'll
manage to rgn her up.” Thus hopefully
says Johnny, and thus, in silence, the rest
of the voyage is performed.

Chapeau Dieu—so called from its fancied
resemblance to a cardinal’s hat—is a monn*
tain of ponderous proportions, a3 to circam-
feronce, though nothing remarkabie as to
height. Its bawe is the terror of ail mariners
and coasters— rock-bound, beetling, under-
mined with sunken reefs; a spot marked
dangerous on ali charts ; a place fo be given
the widest possible birth on a dark night or
a foggy day. Many, many good ships have
lain their bones to res: forever in the seeth-

ing reefs that eocircle Chapeau Dien. Bat-

the mountain is famous, tne country round,
a8 a place for picnics. berrying varties, and
the like, though anxious parents tremble a
Iittle, even in the sunniest weather, at-
thought of their ycung people there. For
sudden sqnalls have been known te. rise,.

and gay pleasure-boats, with their mesry,

crews, have gone down in ome dreadful.
minuate, to be seen mo meore. There is bus.
one safe landing-place—Sagar Scoop Beach—
bu* Snowball will none of it ; so, perforce,

they must try the more dangerous Needle’s

Pomnt. :
They reach it—a black jagged ledge, the

.stately chff rising sheer above, hundreds of

feet—a. black, perpendicular wall ef roek.-
It is an anxious moment, as Johnny steers
the Boule-de-neige between two sheets of
white churning foam, its Lottom grating on.
the rocks as 1t goes. But there is no surf,
aud the lad is an expert, and the pretty
little bast slips in like a white snake, and is’
safe inside the churning foam.

¢ Yon’ve done it,” says Rene, *but you’re
a fool to have risked it, old boy, and a sweet
time you are likely to have getting her off.
with the ebb tide. However, it is your.
lookout. Make her fast, as far out as you
can. We will have a wade for it, and she
will be wet to the elbows—that is some
comfort.’ . )

This last brotherly remark Snowball does
not hear, being busy with her tin pails and
basket. . But she overtakes him at this point.
. *Now then ! hasa’s he done it ¥’ she ex-
claims, trinmphaatly, *anybody could do it
I coald do it—even you could do it,.

though you . can’s do much. Haurry
up, Johnny—you must jbe famished—

I am sure,’” with exaggeratell sympathy and.

e



.50
~.:‘M0n.

- mmaafuily. A mp gl

- ~Kiwe ‘got hold of a youthful virago
" Rene on principle, and for his good. = She

LOST FOR A WOMAN.

“You’ve had the whole work of
bringing us here, and deserve-your lancheon.’
‘Which is unjust to Rene, who has helped

1 , however,

is his only retort—he, too, is hungry, and

. silence is safest, until appetite is appeased.
- Snowball is queen regnant of the launch
+ basket.

¢ All right.’ says Johnny, ¢ go ahead. I'll

“ be there. Set out the prog, Smowball—I
:-am uacommouly sharp-ses.’

*Now you see,’ contioues Soowball to
Rene, ¢ how much better it was to land here
thaa at the ovher place. But that is all over

----==there is nothing more hateful than a person

always trying to have his own way. Sugar

- Scoop is two miles from everywhere, I do

hope you'll not be 8o obstinate another time,

- Rene, but let people judge for you who know
best I’

Snowball is one of that exasperating class
who never can let well enough alone ; who

. say, ° I told you s0’ on every occasion, with
- & superior look that makes you long to com.

-mit murder. Rene could throw her over the

- cliff at the present moment, with the utmost

, but still she holds the basket, and

- atill he holds bis tongue.

* Hand us those pails,” he says, grufily,

. and rather smatches them than otherwise,

Bat there is no time Snowball feels for re-
‘buke ; Johnny is bounding up the cliffs in
agile leaps. e o
¢Here is a place,’'says the small vixen,
¢ perhaps you’ll stop being sulky, M’sieu

. Rene, and heip me to lay the tnings.’

Rene obeys in dignified silence, the twain
work with a will, and spread chicken pie,

- aud pound-cake, and sandwiches in a tempt-

ing way. . Here is a twinkling tim cup to

- drimk out of, and a spring of ice cold water

bubbles near, so theirs is a feast for the

s
They fall to, with appetites naturally

healthful, and set painfully on edge by two

hours and a half of salt sea air.
Lancheon has the soothing effect of. clear-

- ing the moral atmosphere—they eat and
- dnnk, and laugh, and talk in highest good

humour. Indeed, lest-youshould think too
badly of -Madamoiselle Snowball—that we
in fact,
be said, that she only quarrels with

fools he needs pulling down, and she puts him

- down accordingly. It is rather a motherly
- ——a grandmetherly if you like—sort of thing,
. And she never (hardly ever) quarrels wi

anyone else. Aund her wildest outburst of

" indiguation never list,. as has been stated,
more thao five minutes at any one time, It
is a constitutional impossibility for Snowba

to retain anger. For Jobnny—she loves him
and bulliea him—is his cbum and comrade,
would die for him, or box;his ears with equal
readiness. She is never al.ogether happy
away from him, while Maater Jean in a gen-
eral way sees her go with a sense
of profound relief, and never wholly dare
call his soul his own in her whirlwind pre-
sence. At the present stage of his existence
he feels her overpowering affection a little
too much for him, and could cheerfuliy dis-
Pense with—say two-thirds of it, with all
the pleasure in life.

‘ Now, I call thissplendid,’ says Snowball,
gathering up the ir:gments of the feast.
‘ Rene, you have a watch, what’s the time 7'

‘ Quarter past three,” answers Rene, lazily,
looking at his gold repeater, a last birth day
gift from his father. ¢ 1f you intend to get
any raspberries to-day, it strikes me it is
time you and Johnny were at it I’

* Me and Johnny I’ cries Snowball, shrilly,
‘and you, for example—what of you, my
friend ¥ .

‘1,’ says Rene, pulling out the obnoxious

espeare, * will lie here and look at you,
snd improve my mind with Richard " the
Third.' - . .,

Snowball makes oue flying leap, pounces
upon Shakespeare; and hugs him to her
breast.

¢ Never ! she cries, ‘ never, while life beats
in this bosom ! Johnny, you heip me, Will
you come aand pick, sir, or will you ot ?

¢ Not,” says Rene ; much rather not Give
me my book, Snowball I’ in quick
alarm, ¢ Stop I’

Shmdn on the dizzy edge of the cliff,
and peare is poised high—perilously -
high—above her head. hig v

* Promise,’ she exclaims, © promise to pick, .
else’ here I vow over the ciiff Shakespeare
goes, full fifty fathoms under Bay Chalette.
Promise, or never see him more.

*Snowball ! You would not dare !’ in angry
alarm : for he knows she would dare—has
dared more daring deeds than this, And
Johnny stands and grins approval.

¢ Chuck it over Snowball,” he says, ‘or
make him help us—I’ll back you up.’

* One I —two !~—* cries Snowga.ﬂ, eyes
and cheeks aglow with wicked delight. ©If
1 say three, over it goes. One !—two l—
Do you promise, qr——’

. Oh, confound you! yes, I promise.
Give me my book ! *says enraged Rene, I
would like to ‘throw you over instead—I
Xrﬂl’_. some day, if you exasperate me too

“The spirit is willing, but the flesh is
weak. You daren’s, Rene, dearest,” laughs
Snowlza_.ll. _She hands him the- book as ahe.
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lpoaks knowing well he will not break his
‘" ‘¢ Come on. my merry men alL

Vgg will to tmya gréel;rﬁvwood hie!””
she sings, gleefully, and snatches up one of
the tin paiis and bouads away.

Rene consigns his cherished volume to his
pocket, picks up a tin pail, and prepares to
follow, whea a cry from Johnny—a low,
hoarse, agonized cry —makes him stop. He
looks. His brother stands, every trace of
colour fading from his face, his gray eyes
wide with dismay, one flickering finger
pointing seaward. Rene follows the finger,
and gazes, and sees—yards away, floating
out with the turning tide, farther and
fnrther every second—the Boule-de-neige !

Mon Dieu !’ he cries, and stands stun-

It is a moment before he can take in the
full magnitude of the disaster. The boat is
gone, past all recall, and they are here, lost
on Chapeau Dieu.

¢ Good Heaven!’ Rane exclaims, under
his breath ; ‘Johnny, how is this ?’

‘I did not make her fast,” Johnny
answers, huskily. I thought I did, but it
was a hard place, and Saowball was calling.
I did not make her secare—and now she is_
gone, my Boule.de-neige, and I may never
see her zgain !’

There is agony, real agony, in his voice,

Not for himself, in this first moment, does’

he care—not for the misfortune that has
come upou them that may end in darkest

disaster—but for his darling, his treasare,
the ]oy of his heart, his whiteidol, Boule-de-

B.ene says nothmgf"he feels for his bro-
ther’s-bereavement too deeply, and couster-
nation @@ in his soul. So they stand and
gaze, and farther, and farther, and farther
away, with the swelling tide, ﬁo;ta the faith.
lm Bonle-de -neige !

CHAPTER IL
CEAP‘EAU DIEU.

iAndR it is all Snowball's fault !’
t is Rene who speaks the words, passion.
ate auger in his voice—the first words that
_break the long silence. Far off, the batteau
is but & white drifting speck, after which
they strain their eyes until they are half
blind. Johnny’s eyes are dim.

¢It is all Snowball’s fault !’ mumntely
repeats Rene. Far away and faint, her
sweet singing reaches them, broken now and
_then—as-the fruit she picks finds its way be-
tween her rosy lips, instead of into the

shining pail. The sound is to his wrath, as
‘ vinegar upon nitre.’

‘It 1s all her fault. She would come to
Chapeau Dieu, she would land here and no-
where else. Johnny, it serves you right !
You vield to her-in everything. You should
not have let her force you to 1and here.’

Johony says no:hlng ¢ His heart is with
his eyes, and thatis far away ‘—far away, to
where Boule.de-neige, beautiful, traitorous
Boule-de-neige, floats out to the open sea.

*She is a tyrant. Everyone spoils her—
you all do—papa, Weesy, and you, Johnny,
worst of all. You let her have her way in
everything, and no good ever can come of it.
Now, we are here, and here we may remain,
And it's all her doing from first to last.’

¢It’s mo use talking now,’ says Johnny,
huskily, ¢ the batteau's gone—gone !’

*Yes, I see it's gone,’ bitterly, ‘and I
hear her singing over yonder still ! You had
better go and vell her, and see if she will
not.change her tune !’

Johnny turns away—mnot to tell Snowball,
however. The boat is quite out of sight
now, gone forever it may be, and Johnny
feela his voice i8 not to be tmated with
this great lump rising and fallng in his
throat.

The is a pause. Reue stands, a statue of
angry grief and despair, and still strans s
eyes over the blue shining sea. No boats are
to be seen ; far off on the horizon there are
sails, but none of these sails will ever come
near. All craft steer wide of fatal Chapeau
Dieu.

@ What are we to_do? he bursts out at
length ; ¢ look here, Johnny, it’s no time to
sit down and cry.’

¢I'm not crying !” retorts Johnny, angrily,
looking up, but his eyes look red as he says
ity and his voice break: short.

¢ The batteau’s gone,’ pursues the relentless
Rene, ‘and we are here. Now, how are we
to geteff?

¢ Wait uatil lometlung comes along and
takes us off, I suppose.’

¢And -how long may that be? Nothing
ever.comes this way—no one in their sensés
ever lands at; Needle’s Point. You know
that. Unless a storm drives a fishing boat
or a coaster out of their course, nothing will
ever come within miles of us, Then what
ate weto do?

‘They will miss us, and search for us,’
says Johnny, waking up somewhat to a
sense of personal danger.

A Will they ! No one knows whers we
are. More ot Snowball’s doing—she wouldn’t

| let you tell Ma’am Weesy.
'miss -us until -bedtime—then who is to
search ? She and old Tim are alons on the

“Weesy will not
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island, and he can't leave the Light. If he
feels in the bumour, he may go to St.
Gildss to-marrow, and give the alarm. Then,
by noon, some one may be ready to startin
the search, but where are they to look? Yoa
and Snowball go everywhere, up and down
the coast for twenty miles—a wide circuit
to search over—and no one will think of
Chapeau Diea until every other glce has
been given up. That may be for days, and
in three days papa will be back again, How
do you suppose he will feel ?

¢ By George ! says Johnny, blankly.

‘I su we will not starve,’ goes on
Rene, suill bitterly ; ¢ there are the berries
we came for, and here is a spring. And it
won’t hurt us to sleep on the ground. We
can roughit. But our father—it will about
kill him.’ :

¢ And Snowball,’ says Johnny, pitifully,
¢ poor little Snowball. She caa’t rough it.
‘What will become of Snowball ?

¢ Nothing she does not richly deserve. Let
us hope that i will be a lesson to her—if
she—we—any of us leave this mountain
alive. Itis her doing from first to last
Lether take the consequences ! I, for one,
don’s pity her.’

¢ Poor little Snowball,” repeats Johnny,
softly. He never argues, but he is not easily
convinced. Even the loas of Boule-de-neige
is forgotten, in this new state of things.
¢ 1'm awfylly sorry for Snowball.’

¢ You're an idiot, Johnny I’ savagely ;
think of yourself.’ ;

¢ Well—I do. I can’t help thinking of
her, though, too. Poor little thing, how is
she tosleep on the turf? And she isnot
strong. And she never meant any harm.
Don't be 8o hard, old fellow.’

‘The gentle sea gray eyes look wistfully
up -the brown, bright, angry eyes look
down. ¢Have a lttle pity,” the gray eyes
eay. And ‘You'rea good fellow, Johnny,’
the brown eyes answer. They soften as
they turn away. “It’s an awful tix, theugh !’
be mutters, and l.oks seaward again, and
lezins to whi )

Lhere is a stifled sob behind, but neither
hearit. Then like a guilty thing, Snow-
ball creepe away. It is not her went to ad-
vance unheard—she can make noise enongh
at any time for a dozen-<but the turfhas
mufiled her steps, and raspberries have stop-
yed her mouth. And she has come upon
them, unfelt, unseen, and overheard “all.
Ali! Rene’s scathing words, Johnny’s re-
gretful pleading. An awf panic of re-
morse falls upon her. The whole situation
as exposed by Rone opens before her, and it
is all her doing—hers—her willfulness,
obstincy, selfishness, frcm first to last

They may perish here. And Dr. Macdonald*

will break his heart. And she is the cause
of it alL. She would come, she would land
at Needle’s Point, where no .boat could be
safely moored ; she would call to Johnny
to hurry ! Rene is right—it is all her fauls,
from beginmng to end.

She flings herself on the ground, and

burries her wicked face in the grass. All the
misdeeds of her life—neither few nor far be-
tween—rise up before her in remorseful
array, but pale into insignificance before
this crowning crime, She lies prone, be-
dewing the dry furze with her despairing
tears, and 8o, half an hour after, when he
quits his brother, "Johany finds her. He
looks at her ruefully and uncomfortably—
even at fourteen he has a genuine masculine
horror of crying—and touches her up gently
with the toe of his shoe.

‘Isay ¥ he says, with an attempt at
gruffoess, ¢ stop that, will you?

Two lovely, blue eyes look upat him,
pathetic with heart-broken despair. g

¢ Oh, Johnny !’ she cries ofit in anguished
tones. .

Johnny has nothing tb say to this; indeed,
the situation ghi.e goes without saying. He
stands gnawirg a raspberry branch, and
looking etill more uncomfortable.. But Snow-
ball must talk—if death were the penalty,
Snowball would talk ; talking 1s her forte,
and she has been silent now for over an hour.
So she sits up, wipes her eyes, sobs a last
sob, and looks at him solemnly.

¢Johnny !’

¢Yes.’ .

¢ This is awfnl, isn’tit ?’

* Pretty awful,” dismally ; ¢ the batteaus
gone.’

‘ Never mind, she won’t go far—some-

y will pick her up. Evervone knows the
Boule-de-neige. She’s all | \right, Johnny ! 7
¢ Yes.’ '

* Rene feels awfuolly, don’t he ?”

¢ Pretty awfully. Sodo L' ’

¢But it isn’t 80 bad as he makes out. If
there is any chance of seeing the blackest
sideof things'—the innate spirit of contra-
riety rising at the bare. mention of Rene’s
name—*‘he is sure'to gée it. It isn’t half
80 bad.” N

¢I hope not, I'm sure,’ still dismally; ¢ it's
bad enough, I reckon. - We've got to stay
here all night. 'What do yon call that ?

¢ Oh !—one night—that makes nothing !’
loftily. ¢And we will be taken off to-mor-
row. I am snrbof it.’

‘I wish I was, by George. I xin't

though. And papa will be home in a day
or two, That is what Rene—both of nas—
feel bad about.” - :
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¢Aund don't you think I do ?’ indignant-
ly—¢ would, I mean, only I am certain we
will be safe home long before he comes.
Now look here. Ma’am Weesy will miss us,
won’t she, and be so0 scared she won’t be
able to sleep a wink all night?’

‘I dare say.’

‘Then to-morrow morning, the first
thing, she will rout out old Tim} and make
him row her over to St. Gildas. Da you
know who will be the first person she will go
to see there?’ ° .

¢ No, I don’t.’

¢ You might, then. if you ever thought at
all. She will go to Pere Louis. She goes
to him first in-every worry she has. And
you know what he is. Old Tim may take it
easy, and let the grass grow under his feet,
but Pere Louis won't. He'll never rest until
we’re found.’

¢ By George ! says Johnny brightening.

¢ He’ll move heaven and earth to find us,’
pursues Snowball, more and more excited,
“and there isn’t a man in St Gildasisn’t
ready to fly if Pere Louis but holds up his
finger. You know that. And besides—

¢ Well? ’

¢ 1 told Innocente Desereaux ouly yester-
day wewere coming to Chapeau Dieu forrasp-
berries this week, I wanted her to come,
but she couldn’t, Rene says, It shows all
he knows about it ! ’ resentfully.  ‘They’ll
never think of Chapeau Dien! Don’t. you
suppese Inno will hear of our being missing,
and will tell what Isaid? And then won't
they come straight here and take us off?

Rene indeed ! He thinks he knows every-

thing ! He isn’t so much wiser than other

paople, after all, in spite of his big books!
¢ You had better go aad tell him so,’

says Johnny, with a grimace of delight.

He has quite cowe over to Snowball’s
view of the question, and his spirits rise
proportionately.

¢I would in a minute,” retorts Snowball,
with fine defiance.

She does not, however ; she glances over
at him, and her courage,like Bob Acres’
oozes out at the palms of her hands. Tiuth
to tell, he does look rather unapproachable,
atanding slim; and straight, and dark, with
folded arms, his back against a rock,
his pale, ratber stern face set seaward.

«How will you stow yourself for the
night ?’ asks Johany after a pause.

“Ob, anywhere—it doesn’s matter. I
will lie under those bushes on the moss—it
js soft and dry. Besides, I don’t expect to
sleep. Johnny, if Rene wasn't so grumpy, 1
would enjoy tnis.’

¢ Would you, by George ?’

¢ And you,’ says Snowball, with some re- |

sentment, ¢if I've heard you say once,
1 have heard you ten hundred thou-
sand times say you envied Robinsoa
Crusoe—that you would fairly love to be
wrecked on a desert islaod. And now—
isn't this as good as any deser* island, only
we'll get taken off soener, and you don’c
look pleased one bit! You look as sulky as
sulky.’

‘It's not half as good as Crusoe’s island,’
says Johony; ¢ we have nothing to eat but
raspberries, and a fellow gets tired of rasp-
berries ag a steady diet, He had goats and
grapes, and i'riday—’

*‘He didn’t eat Friday. I, smiling
radiantly, ¢ will be your Friday, Johnny.’

¢ And savages—’

‘Rene will do for the savages. And talk-
ing of eating’—briskly —‘ we have enough
left in the basket for supper. Suppose we
have supper, Johnny? 1t must be six
o’clock, and eating wili be betier than doipg
nothing.’

¢All right,’ responds Johuny, who is al-
ways open to anything in this line; ‘fix
things, and I’ll go and tell Rene.’

He tells Rene all Snowball has told him,
ending with a fraternal invitation as sent by
that young person to come to supper.

‘Tell her to eat it herself,” says Rene,
shortly. ‘I don’t want any of her supper.
And you had better not take much either,
Johnny ; pick berries if you are hungry.
Snowball may be glad of the leavings of her
luncheon before we get off yet.’

‘Why?! Don’t you believe what she
u ?7 -

‘I believe she believes it. I have not
much faith in Snowball's rosy predictions.’

‘But it seems likely enough,” says the
perplexed Johuny. ‘Pere Louis will search
for us high and low, and—’

¢ Ay, if Pere Louis is at home. Half the
time, a8 you know, he is awav on missions in
the outlying parishes. Aad July and
August are his mission months. I am
positive he is not in town.’

Johnny stands blankly, his new-born
hopes knocked from under- him at one fell
blow. To Pere Louis all things are possible
—wanting him, Ma’am Weesy and old Tim,
:‘el:d Light house keeper, are but rickety

s.

¢For which reason,’ continues Rene, the
relentleas, ¢ you had better tell Saowbali to
keep the contents of the basket for herself.
I want none of it, at least.’

The dusk face, fine as a cameo, looks at
this moment as if cat in adamant. Snow-
ball, glancing across, thinks she has never
before seen Rene look so hatefully croes.

There is a long pause ; the brothers stand
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and gaze far and vainly over the ses, J ohnny
with the old patient, wistful light in his
most beautiful eyes. Rene with knitted
brows, and dark, stern, resolbte\gl;’az/e.

‘It an awful go ! says Johnny, at last.
under his breath. ~ ‘I wish you wouldn’t be
8o tremendously hard on Snowball, thoagh.
She couldn’t helpit. It isn't fair, by George !
You make the poor little thing feel miser-
able, Rene. She was orying her eyes out a
little while ago.’ N

‘Let her cry I' savagely.

¢ She heard every word you said.’

¢ Let her hrear ! Too much of her own way
will be the ruin of that girl. She is spoiled
by over.indulgence. You all pet her—I
shall not.’ :

¢ No,’ says Johuny, turning away, ‘youm
will never spoil anybody in that way, I think,
Wg;st, a fellow you are, Rene—as hard as
naile, .

With which he goes back, with lagging
steps, his newly.lit hopes ruthlessly snuffed
ous. He feels himself a sort of shutilecock
between these two belligerent battledores,
and would lose his temper if he knew how.,

Fortunately,John Macdonald outof temper
is a sight no mortal eye has ever yet seen—
80 he only looks a trifle blank and rueful, as
he returns to Snowball now,

. *Well,’ that swnall maiden demands, im-
periously, *he wouldn’t come,’

‘No,’ slowly, * he woulda’t come.’

‘ Of course he wouldn’t ! in g rising key ;
* it’s exactly like him. I think if Rene ever
does & good-natured’ thing the novelty will
be the death of him. Now, why wouldn’t
be come? ’

¢Oh—he says he’s not hungry. He says
to eat it yourself. Now, Soowball, don’t
nag—I've had enough of it—leta fellow have
:g?:d peace, can’t you. I haven’t done any-
‘%‘haﬁ else does he say ? with pursed-up
lips and brighteniog eyea, -

 He says that Pere Louis is away on mis-
sions, and -may not be home when Weesy
gets there. He says you'll be hun
enough to want that cake you're crumbling
all o pieces, maybe, befare you get another.’

¢ Have one, “Jobnny ¥ says Snowball,
politely, tendering one of those confections,

Bat Jubnny shakes his head gloomily, and
deoclines. .

‘Keep it for yourself. He won’t touch
anything but berries - ho says—no more will

Eat it yoursalf—or better still, keep it
for xour breakfast to-morrow.’

Withouta word, mademoiselle puts back’

Lcakes, pie, sandwiches, etoeters, .in the
‘basket, covers these provisions with exag.
gerated care, then sits down a little way off,

her sailor hat tilted well over her nose, her
hands folded in her lap. So she sits fora
long time, Johuny extended in a melan-
choly attitude on the grass near by. So
long she sits indeed, that his suspicions are
awakened ; he rises on his elbow and peers
under the hat. Big, silent tears are raining
down—big, clear, globular drops, chasing
each other, and falling almost with a plash !
;:l:ley look large enough—on the folded
s,

‘Hello I’ ories master John, taken aback,
‘you aint ay it sagain, are you? What is
there to cry for now ?

Silence—deeper sobs—bigger tears,

¢ Stay—can’t you.’ fretfully. I wish you
wouldn’t. You never used to be a cry baby,
Snowball.  Stop it, can’t you. What’s the
matter now ¥

‘Johnny !’ a great sob,
otlier.’

‘ Yes,’ says Johnny, ‘all right. What?

‘ Johnny I—I hate Rene I’

The vindictive emphasis with which this
is brought out, staggers pacific Johnny.
There is a ) .

‘Oh! I say. You musn’t, you know.
Not that there is any love loat,” sotto voce.

‘I—1,” increase of sobbing, * I always did
bate him.. T always shall. I would like to
get a-boat, and go away, and leave him here
forever, and ever, and ever !’

& By George !"

And then, aiFat once, Johnny throws
himself back on thg fuize, and laughs long
andslm}dﬁy. S N

*So,” he gasps’ * it is crying with rage you_
are, after aﬁ. Wasn't it Dr. Johnson vyvho
liked & good hater ? He ought to have known
Snowball Macdonald. .

- *My name isn’t Macdonald ; I wouldn't
havea name he ’—ferociously pointing—
*has | If ever I get off this horrid, abomin-
able place, Johnny, do you know what I
nean to do ¥

- ¢ Not at present,’ returns J. ohnny, who is
immensely amused. ‘Something tremend-
ous, I guess. What ¥

* I mean to write to Mr. Farrar, Monsieur
Paul, to come and take me away. I belong
to him—he bronght me here.” I wish he
hadn’t now, Anywhere would be better
than where heis. And T'll go away, and
T’ll never, NEVER, NEVER speak to Rene
again !’ ‘

ﬁthis is, a5 the reader must know, long
anterior to the days of ¢ Pinafore,’ else
Johnny might have asked just here, with
his customary grin, ¢ What, never ¥ And
Suowball, with a relenting inflection, might
have safely responded, ¢ Well, hardly ever,’
and so truthfully expressed her feelings ; for,

‘J o-ohn-ﬁy ! an-
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baving reached this powerful climax, and
gotten to the very tip-top of the mountain
of her indigoation, she proceeds, with great
rapidity aud compunctios, to come down.

¢ Not that I woulda’t be dreadfully sorry
to leave papa, and you, Johnny, and even
old Weeey and Tim—and Pere Louis, aud
Mere Muddelena, and Soeur Ignatia, and
Innoceate Desereaux, and

¢Oh, hold on ! cries Johnny. ¢ That list

won't end until midnight if you nameall the
people you know.;Besides, it will-be all ofno
use—yon will only waste a sheet of paper
and & stamp for nothing. Mousieur Paul
will not take you.’

- Why wou't he ¥ But she asks it asif
the assurance were rather a relief.

¢ Becaure yoa don’s belong to him—not
really, you know. In poiat of fact, old girl,’
says Johany, smiling sweetly upon her,
< you don’t scem to belong to any one.
gueas you sprang up one night somewhere,
all by yourself, ke a mushroom.’

¢ I must belong to the people who pay for
me,” says Snowball, rather crest-falien,
“ whoever they are.’

¢ Yes —whoever they are! I should ad-
mire to know. So would you, I dare say.
Papa doesn’s belong to him. and he woea't
take you away. You're a fixtare of life on
Isle Perdrix, like old Tim and the light-
house. When Weesy dies—shecan’t live on
living forever—and I grow and getrich,
and am eaptain of a ship, I'll take you with
me as cook. You ain't half a bad cook,
Soowball- your apple-demplings are *“ things
to dream of.” I wish LLad a few now.

¢ Are you hungry, Johuny ¥—eagerly. ‘If
wou are—— Her hand isin the basket in
& mowent

‘I’m not huungry for anything you have
thera. No. thanks, I won't take it. You
will keep all that for yourself, as Rene
eayn.’

“Jobany,’—in & drooping voice—* please
don’t mentioa Rene. I can’t bear the sound
of his name. Ob, dear me '—a deep, deep,
deep sigh—<I don’s see why some people
ever were bora !

~ Whaztshali T be at fifty,
Showid aature keep me alive,
It I fiud th: world so weary

Whea Lam but twenty-five.”
chants Johnuy, and laughs. 1t is a physical
impossibility for the boy to remain despound-
ent. After a fashion, he is trying to erjoy
Jbeing shipwrecked on the top of this tng,
bare mountain. Rene glances round in
wonder at the singing aud laughing,

< Womld anything make these two serious |

for §ve minutes? he thinks, with a contemp-
tuous shrug. ¢ Singing ! and they may never
leave this bideous desert alive.’

¢Let us sing some more,’” says Snowball,
waking up promptly to baduese. *Rens
looks as if he didn’s like it. Let us.siog—
let us sing the evening hymn.’

¢ Pious thought—let us,’ laughs Johony.
And so to aggravate further vhe dark and
silent M. Rene, these two uplift their fresh
young voices, and send them 10 unison over
the darkening waters. ‘

“4ve Sanctissima !
Wel fioursouis tsihee,
Ora pronod s,
*Tis nightfali on thesea!
Watch us while shadows lie
Far o’er the watersspread:
Hear the heart’s lonely sigh—
Thine, too, hath bled.”

Snowball glances at her foe. He stands
aud makes no sign, and his dark thoughtful
face is tarned away. A little pang of re-
morse begins to shoot through her, but she
tinishes her hymn.

“Ora pro nobis,
The waves must rock our sleep;
Ora, Mater, ora,

Star of the deep !”

<'Tis pightfall on the sea.’ Itis indeed
nightfall now. The sun has dipped long
since into the waters of Bay Chalette, and
gone down—the long, star-lit northern twi-
light is paling to dull drab. The evening
wind comes to them with all the chill of the
wide Atlantic in its salt breath.

¢<And you hsve no wrap,’ 8ays Johunny,
compassionately. Snowball has shivered in-
voluatarily in her thin dress, and he sees'it.
He is in blue flannel himself, and is the best
provided of the three, Reue being clad in
white linen, which he greatly affects in sum-
mer time,

«It doesn't matter,’ Snowball answers.
¢ Never mind me.’

Bat her voice sounds weary, and she leans
spiritlessly enough against the rough bole of
a big tamarack. o .

¢ Suppose you lie down. and take,p nap,
suggests Johnny, ‘it will rest you, and iva
of no use sitting up. We're in for it, to-
pight, anyhow—better luck to-morrow. 1 g1
fix you a bed before it gets any darker.*

But there is nothing much to ¢ fix” ashe
finde, Thereis only the dry, rough furge,.
aud long marsh grass and hard penotential
branches of spruce and cedsr. With these.

he does the best he’ canj he piles up the .
farze, strews it with the long tough grass,
es into a sort;:

twists the little spruce i
of arbour, and the rest be can dois done.
“There you are,” he says, ‘there's a bedl
and board for you. Rosamond’s Bower—
Boffio's Bower—not to be named io the sarse
day. Taurp in, and don’t open your peepets
till to morrow morning, Let us hope it Wik
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be your last, as well as your first night,
camping out. I’ll go and shake up Rene. be-
f re be is transn u srified into the rock a. a'nst
which he has leaued 8o long.  Good-wight,
ysung'un! -

* Good-night, Johnny,’ responds Snowball,
falteringly. .

She 15 afraid, but she wounld die rather
than say so. Afraid of snakes, of bears, uf
ghosts, of the wind in the tree-tops, the
sound of the sea, the awful silence, and
loneliness, and msjesty of night.

+ She creeps into her bower, but sits peer-
ing out—such a pale, anxious, pretty little
face, in the dim starlight.

She can see the boys standing together,
and still ever gazing over the bay.

‘ Will Rene ever stir?” she thivks. ‘He
laoks as if he could stand there forever.
And how cross he did look. I—wish—I—
hadn’t made Rene mad !’

The admission comes reluctantly—even in
her own mind, but having made it, she is
disposed to descend to still deeper depths
of the valley of humiliation.

‘Itis all my fault—Rene is right—it is
always my fanlt | I must be horrid. I
wonder everybody don’t hate me as well as
him. Maybe they do, only they don’s like
to show it. Yes, I alwaysdo want my own
way, and make a time if I didn’t get it. I
give Johnny no peace of his life, I fight
with Rene from morning till night. And I
don’t belong to anybody—I suppose I am
too hateful even for that! I wonder why 1
ever was born—I wonder if I will always he
bhorrid aslong as I live! I wonder,’ drag-
" gingly, ‘if—Rene—would forgive me, if—1I
begged his pardon, and promised never to do
‘it any more ?’

The ¢it ’ is rather vague, but in Snow-
" ball’s penitent mind it, it stands for all the
enormities of her life, too many to be par-
ticnlarized, so she ‘lumps’ them! ‘The
brothers meantime stand, with that sea-
ward gazo, that takes in the blue black world
of waters,

The night wind sighs around them, the
surf lape, with a hosrse ceaseless moan and
' washes over the sunken surf, far below, Rene
‘18 very pale in ths light of the stars, . -

‘You look used up already old chap,’
‘Jchuny says ; ¢take a snooz: w hy don‘tyou
acd forgeti']? I#'s no use fretting. - -Sorrow
may abide fur a pight, but joy cometh with

*the’ moroing ! Something like that wis
Pere Louis’ text last Sunday. It tits in now,
I think-—make s meditation on it, old man,
and cheer up !’. . ‘

"“If we get off before ourfather comes

']lpn!e Ishall not care,’ returnis Rene, moodily;

~#it is that thav worries me, Johnny 1’

*

¢Oh? we will—never fear. We are syre
to get off to-morrow—something tells me go.
Dou’t cross your bridges before you come to
them. Turn in like a good fellow, and let us
try to forget it. I'm as sleepy as the muse!’

A great yawn endorses the statement.
Rene glances behind him.,

¢ What have you done with Snowball 2° “—.

‘Rigged her up as well as I was able.
Twisted some boughs to break the wind,
and gathered moss and grass for a bed.
Iv’s the best I could do.

‘Has she anything to eat ?°

‘Wouldn’t eat anything when you
wouldn’t,’ says Jobnny, maliciously; ‘nearly
cried her eyes out into the‘bargain. Feels
pretty badly let me tell you, about the way
you take it. Now don’t say again it serves her
right ! It doesn’t.”

‘] am not going tosay it. She must not
be foolish, however ; if she wants to be
friends with me she 1must eat what there is
left to-morrow morning. We boys are re-
eponsible for her. We must take care of
her to—to the last.’ ’

¢ That means until we ‘are taken off I Of
course we will,’” says hopeful Jobnny ; ¢ now
let us turn in and go to slecp.”

¢ Turn in—where ?’

* Oh, anywhere. Yon pays your money,
and you takes yourchoice. All the bedsin
the “hotel de Ia belle etoileareat our
service. Here is mine. A demain ; good-
nighs.’ : ‘

* Good-night,’ responds Rene, -and looks at
his brother almost in envy.

Johnny has thrown himself down just
wkere he stood, and in less than a minute
seems to be sound asleep. Butit is along
time before Rene follows ; he sits there betic o
his big rock, his face still turned seswara,
his head resting against its moesy side, his
eye closed.

The night is far advanced; it is long
prst midn ght, ince-d, and he is hali aclecp
half awake, when a light chiil touch falls on
his hand, and awakes him with a great ner-
vous start. A slim figure, with loosely
blowing hair. pale. pleading face and pathetic
eyes stands by his side.

‘ Rene ! >—a pause—* Rene!’ tremulously.
‘Dear Rene ! forgive me.’

‘Soowball! You! I thought you were
asleep hours ago.’

* 1 could not sleep, Rene” Iam sorry !’
—=a sup) sob. ‘Il know I'm borrid,
I don’t wonder yeu hate me. 1t does serve
meright. Nothingis too bad tohappen to
me: It’sall my fault. I—I—I'm awfully

- sorry, Rene !’

¢Snowball—’ % .
‘I want you to forgive me,’ in a sobbing
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whisper. ‘Oh! Rene, don’t be mad ! I—J
an’t help being hateful, but I'll try. Oh!I
mean to try ever so hawd after this. I'll
never contradict you again! I'll do every-
thing you say. Only I can’t bear you to be
angry with me’ (great sobbing here, sternly
Trepressed, for slumbering Jobnny’s sake.)
‘Oh! Rene, forgive me ?’ N

‘Suowball, you dear little soul !’

And all in a moment obdurate Rene melts,
and puts his arms around her and gives her
a hearty, forgiving, fragrant smack—the firat
kies he had ever favoured her with in his life.
Ferhaps the hour, the scene, the loneliness,
have something to do with it. It opens the
full Aoodgates of Snowball’s tears ; she puts
her arms around his neck and cries on his
shoulder, until that portion of his raiment is
quite damp through. Conducts herself gen-
erally, in short, for the sp ce of five minutes
like a. juvenile Niobe. Then she recovers,
Rene has bad enough of it, and rather lifts
his lovely burden off his neck.

‘There now. Snowball, do not cry aay
raore ; it is all right ; I am not angry. 1 do
not know that it was your fauls, much, after
all.  Go back and try to sleep. You will be
fis for nothing to-morrow, if you spend the
night erying like this.’

And thus 1n the ‘ dead waste and middle
of the night,’ peace is proclaimed, and next
morning, to his, great amazement, Johnny
finds the twain he has left mortal foes the
night before, excellent friends in the morn-
iog. He is puzzled. but thankfal, and accepts
the face without too maay guestions. QOuly
Saowball nearly has a relapse when she finas
neither of the boys will touch the hoarded re-
maing of the basket, and propose to sustain
existence on berries.

‘ Then the things may go uneaten !’ sheis
beginning vehemently, ‘I shan’t touch them !

Rene looks at her. :

* Is this your promise of last night 2* the
8evere young eyes demand. And mademois
selle’s head droops, and the hand goes into
the basket, and she swallows a lump in her
throat, and—the last of the sand wiches,

The morning is fine—promises to equal
yesterday in sunshine and warmth, and keeps
its promise.  Buv it is & long day - a iong,
long weary day.  They lie about listlessly,
pick berries, talk in a perfunctory fashion ;
even Snowball’s fine flow of tittle-tattle flays
Rene reads ; Johnny tries t) rig a fishing-1me
and catch something, but fails. He reclines
at Snowball's feet moatly, and lets her tell
him stories—sea stories, if she koows any.
All her life she has been. an. omnivorous
reader, devouring everything that has come
in her way. Her repertoire. therefore, is

considerable. She sings to him, too. Johnny

always likes to hear her sing. She feels it a
point of honour to keep her boys’ spirits up.
1t is all her fault, but they are here ; that
fact keeps well uppermost in her mind, and
she does her, dear little best. It is easy
enough with Johnny, who is cheery and san-.
guine by nature ; but Rene looks so pale, so
troubled, sits so silent, so grave, 1t is depress-
ing only to look at him.

The long day wears ou. Afternocn comes,
and evening, and night, and still no boat,
no rescue. Still nothing but the hollow,
monotonous moan «f the sea. the whistling of
the wind, the whispering of the bracches,
the white flash of a' sea-gull’s wing, the
circling swoop of a fish-hawk - and far off.
far, far off, white sails that never draw near.

The stars shine out,alittle, slim new moon
cats sharply and cleanly the blue waste of
sky, and a second night finds these castaway
mariners high and dry on top of Chapeau
Dieu. .

CHAPTER IIL
FOUR DAYS.

Another night, another dawn, another day
—mght, a third time, and still the lcst ones
are lost in the wild mountsin sice !

With the breaking of the third day, thege
breaks, also, the tine weather that up to this
time has served them. This f:hltd day
dawns with a coppery sky, a lurid, angry-
locking sun rises redly over the water, a
dead calm holds lapd and sea locked in an
ominous hush., The heat is intolerable. A
sultry cloud rises slowly. ar d gathers and en-
larges, grows and advances, and slowly,
surely, the whole red sky glo ms over. The
surf breaks dowy below, in a dull. threagen-
ing whisper, there are fitful scughs f wind,

-from exery guarter of the compass, it seems,

at once, Sea-birds whirl and scream, white
sails, hull down on the horizoh, furl and
vamsh, the sky lowers, unti} its dark pall
te:ms to rest oo the mountain top. All
pature is gathering her forces to hurl out,
and meet, the coming storm.

These three weary days have brought
little change that can be written down, to
the hapless trio left stranded. Toey hgve
dawned and darkened, and between morning
and night nothing more exciting than rasp-
berry pieking and reading Shakespeare have
gone on. Nothing can possibly bappem
here ; no boats. approach, theve are no wild
animals, nq reptiles move deadly than garter
snakes and grasshoppers, no savages, Do any-
thing !. And they dare mit leave Where
they are; it ia the oue apot accessible on
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all the mountain; the rest is a“howling,
untrodden, inaccessible wilderness.

The most important event has been the
improvement and enlargement of Snow-
ball’s bower. From that inexhaustable re-
ceptacle, a boy’s pocket, Johnny has exhum-
ed 'z ball of string and half a dozen of nails.
‘With these he and Rene have widened and
tightened the bower, twisted more supple
branches, until the little shelter is compara-
tively strong, aund prepared to keep out bleak
night blasts, and evea withstand a tolerably
strong gale. It stands with its backto a
great bowlder, the north wind thus cut off,
and the brancnes closely enough locked to
exclade at all times the rays eof the fierce
sea-side sun. Here Snowball has already
learned to sleep on her turfy bed as deeply
and soundly as ever in the little white cot
at home. There is room enough in the
bower for her to lie at full length, but de-
cidedly none of her- superfluous turning
round, or standing up. Sne crawls inon
her hands and knees, and backs out—as
people do from the presence of royalty—but
always on hand. Here, too, the boys, who
remsin alternately on the look out a$ night,
take turns durning the day, to woo balmy
slumber. And there is nothing else to be
dome. No fishing. snaring, shooting—noth-

lie on the furze, and gaze with longing,
haggard eyes over the pitiless ses. Sails
come and go, but always afar off. They
have hoisted their handkerchiefs on trees,
they light fices during the day on the hill
side—all in vain. They dare not burn bea-
cons at night, lest vessels should ‘mstake
the signal for D-ee Island Light, and so be
lured on the fatal reefs. And itis the after- |
noon of the third day, and rescue cometh
not.

They rest in different positions on the
grass, all silent and sad, and watch, with
vague fear, the rising storm. It promises to
bea very violent one—a tempest of thunder
and lightning—a tornado of wind and rain—
& swift summer cyclone,  dealing death and
destruction upon land and ses.

*And Snowballis eo afraid of lightning
and thunder,’ thinks Rene, *and the bower,
that we have tried so hard to rig up for her
—will it stand tive minutes in the teeth of
this rizing gale ¥’

. His languid gaze turni to where. Snowball
lies, prone, and hstiess, and mute, and pale,
with closed eyes, her fair head pillowed on
one wasted arm. Yes, wasted, - although
the remains of the luncheon and the chief
share of the raspberries have been hers.
8he  has passionately protested and

i

U D——r—— ——

and stupid a8 a white owl.
| yeu, Johnny? I_«

appealed for an equal division, but Keney
the inflexible, has not yielded a jot.

¢ You will take what we give you ; do as
tell you, or we will never be 'friends again !’
hs says, in h:s mest obstinate voice, and she
has sobbed and succambed. But he is very
good to her in all else, very gentle, surpris.
ingly tender, amazingly yielding—altogether
unlike the self-willed, domineering Rene she
has hitherto known. No other quarrel has
followed that memorable reconciliation , she
may be fretful and irritable at times—she is.
indeed —but this patience with her never
flags. Johnny himself is not sweeter of
temper, in these " disastrous days. But it is
an unnatural state of goodness on bath sides,
not in the least likely to last, if they only
get off with life, But Rene has made up his
mind it shall last during their stay ‘on
Chapean L'ien, and Rene’s resolutions are as
those of the Mede and the -Persian. Hi
Shakespeare is a8 a diamond mine to them
all. The volume contains “four of the
tragedies; and Rene, a fine reader both of
English and French, reads aloud to them,
and never tires, He dips, ,too, into the
depths of his memory and brings forth such
store of anecdote, story, fable, poetry—
Victor Hugo’s and Beranger’s, mostly—that
his two hearers can only listen in gratitude
and admiration, and wonder if this most
entertaining companion can be the silent,
and somewhat grim Rene they have hitherto
had the honour of knowing.

¢ I never would have thought you had it
in you,’ Snowball says to him, with that-
charming candor, which is a distinguishing
character of their intimacy. ¢ No one would.
Youalways seemed to me about as silent
Didn’t he to

? dare say he may grow up
to be quite a credit to us yet—mightn’t he,
Johnny ¥

‘He won’t grow up much if he hasto
spend three more days on Chapean Dien,’
responds Johnny, languidly. ¢ He doesn’t
look good for over twenty-four moge hours
ofit. You don’s eatenough, Rene, old boy.
You keep all you pick for Sn—I mean you
are slowly starving. Let me go and gather
you a cupful of berries.’ -

He makes a weary moticn to rise—truth
to tell, he—they all—are almost too weak to
stir. The raspberries are not to very plenti-
fol, and an uttet distaste for their insipid
sweetness has seizod them all. Reue looks
decidedly the worst. His dark, thin face,
pale at all times, is blauched to a dall,
clayey bue-—its outline against the darken-
ing sky has the shrunk, pinched look that
only starviag gives. He is worn with anx.
iety ; he hardly sleeps, he gives, as Johnny
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says, the lion’s share of all the fruit he
gathers to Snowball, and compels her to take
1it. His great dark eyes look hollow, and
twice their natural size—they shine with a
dry, feeverish glitter not well to see. But
the light that looks out of them now, on his
brether, is very sweet.

¢ Never mind me, mon ami, I am all right.
1 baven’t much flesh to lose, you know, and
we black people show this sort of thing soon-
est. Look out for yourself. IfI can take
you and Snowball back in tolerable condition,
nothing else matters.’

Then there is silence again ; they are too
weak too speek to thoroughly worn-out
and spiritless in mind and body to care for
talking. And Rene’s voice is past reading.
It is husky and broken, and ‘prety well gone.
With a tited sigh Johnny relapses on his
“hillock, his brown, curly head clasped in his
laced fingers, his blue, gentle eyes wandering
aimlessly over tbe bay. .

e never complains, never is cross, never
wishes, audibly, even for rescue. His face
has a dull. slow, patient look of pain and
waiting. He is consumed with grinding
hunger and filled with dire forebodings. For
raspberries are giving out, and, after anosher
day or two, if help does not come—"

He never getsfurther. A fellow can die
but once, he says to himself, with forlorn
philesophy. Only this is such slow dying.
And then there is papa—always there is
papa—back by now, and frantic with fear
and grief. At this point Johnny’s face goes
down on the turf, and he lies very still for a
long time. .

¢ Johnny is sleeping,’ Snowball will say to
herself, in a loud whisper, and keep very
close to her boy, and ward off gnats and
be;f, v;ith a cedar bnncl:’.eh he k

'or her, surprising to te, she keeps u
the best of tll,ﬁs threge, is cross and fmtiong
at times, and full of loud complaints—on
the hardship of things in general, and the
stupidity of Old Tim, and Ma’am Weesy, and
all Bt. Gildas, in particular.

Perhaps this natural mentalvent has some-
thing to do with her superior physical endu-
rance ; but then she is a girl, and needs less,
and the slendour frame is wonderfully
vigorous and healthful. :

Still more, she has ‘double rations of
berries, althongh she does not know it She
eats what she picks herself, and, as has been
said, the larger share of Rene’s, . If she re-
fuses, Rene’s great, dark, lustrous, solemn,
severe eyes, transfix her.

¢ You promised,’ he says, and the resolute
young lips set.

And then Smowball knows she has found
her master, and meekly yields,

‘But if ever I get off this horrid place,’
she says, in protest to Johnny, *this sort of
thing will come to an end, let me tell you.
Rene may think-he is going to tyravize over
me like this all his life! Just you wait
until we are back home and you will see.’

‘I will,” groans Johony ; ‘I wish I was
};:f]k t’o see now., I sometimes think, Snow-
Well ¥ -

¢ That, - in a low tone—* we will never go
back !’

¢ Oh, Johnny !

‘This is the afternoon of the thrd day.
Papa must have come back yesterday.
Snowball, think of papa !’

¢ Oh, Johnny ! dear, old Johnny ! a great
sob, * T do.’

‘A storm is rising—look at that sky.
‘We have not had a storm for over two weeks
—it will be all the worse when it comes.
You know what storms are on this coast. It
may last for days.’

¢ Yes,” sobs Snowball, in despair.

¢ No boat can put off to come to us while it
lasts, even if they knew where we were. No
boat counld land even at Sugar Scoop, except
in calm weather, The surf a'l along the

‘base of Chapeau Dieu is something that re-
qiires to be seen to be believed in.’

SnowbaH is sobbing, with her face i her
lap. - .

The sound arouses Rene, who is lying in
a sort of torpor, but is neither sleeping nor
waking, and-he looks angrily at his brother.

¢ wish you wouldn’t’ hesays; ‘why do
you make her cry? What are you telling
her?’

‘Nothing mmch,” says Johnpy, surprised
at his own performance. ‘I didn’t mean to
make her cry ; T was saying a'storm is ris-
ing—a bad one—and no boat can come until
it isover. I say, Snowball, hold up.’

But Soowball, weak, frightened, hungry,
sobs on,

¢ You need -not tell her such things—time
enough for trouble when it comes. Snow-
ball I’ Rene cries out, and his voice is sharp
with nervous pain, ‘don’t. It burts me to

- hear you. Oh my God !’ he says under his

breath, ‘help us—help her! Do not leave
us here to die I’ ¢

Then, with the prayer still on bis lips, be
sinks back. too .weary even to sit upright,
and seems to sleep. Rene is in a very bad
way indeed, is the worst case of the taree,
sud somehow the knowledge comes home to
Snowball, and stills her tears. .

She looks at him—if Rene, their mainstay,
fails, what is to become of them. As she

looks, a smile crosses his worn, pallid face—

N
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Rene has a very sweet smile, the more
sweet for being rare.

¢ Give it to ner,” he says, ‘we don’t want
it Johany. For me, I will have coffee, I
think.’ .

¢ Oh, hear him !’ Snowball says, her ready
tears streaming again. ‘He is dreaming
.of home and something to eat. And look at
his face—like death, He is starviag,
Johony. Oh, Johnny, it breaks my heart.’

Johnny says nothing, he has nothing to
say. He turns away, that he may not see
his brother’s- face, and watches the rapidly
rising storm.’

‘ Here it is !’ he cries out.

A great drop of rain falls from the sullen
sky and flishes in his upturned face, then
another, and another. There is a profound
hush, nature seems to hold her breath for a
second, then in its might the swift summer
tempest is upon them. The lightning leaps
out like a fiery sword, a terrific clap of
thunder shakes the sky aud sea. The bay
wrinkles for a moment in an awful way ; 1t
crouches before the fury of the wind; and
then the hurricane sweeps down upon them
like a giant let loose. Flash after flash cuts
the sky asunder, peal after peal shakes the
amighty mountain to its base, the blast roars
down from the summit with hoarse bellow-

-ing; the sea answers back with deep and

hollow echo. Spruce and cedar saplings are
torn up with one tierca rush, and whirled
-out to sea, The bower went hurling at the
firat stroks of the tornado, torn wildly into
gshreds. . .
. Rene grasps his rock, his hat blown into
space in the first gust, and clings for his
life, his thin clothes drenched through in a
mowment. .
Johnny and Snowball are together ; Snow-
_b,.ll, with a shriek, has flung her arms about
bim at the first flash of lightning, and so

- clings, her face hidden on his shoulder, her

long, light hair streaming in the gale.

Johnny holds her hand ; he can feel her
quiver from head to foot at each flash, at
‘each clap —except for that, she is still
* So they crouch, besten down, soaked
“through, breathless atoms, in the mad barly-
burly of wind, and lightning, and —rain.
-Darkness has fallen, too, swift, derise—they
can hardly see each other’s faces, though
-but a few yards apart. 5

It lasts for nearly an hour—a. life-time it
-seems £o them. -Then slowly, as if with re-
Juctanee, to see the evil it has wronght, the
«dark cloads dight, the sky brightens, the
thunder rumbies -off ioto space, the wind
lulls, the rain ceases. Oaly the ses, like
some sullen monster, slow to wrath, is also
slow to forgive, keeps np its dull bellowing,

and breaks, and beetles, and thunders in

huge great breakers over the sunken reefs,

ia't)a'd up against the granite sides of Chapeau
ieu.

But they can breathe once more, and
Snowball lifts her head, with all its drippling
flaxen hair ; and three white young faces—
blue eyes, gray eyes, brown eyes—look into
each other, in awful hush. There is nothing
to be said, gothing to be don- ; they are wet
to the skin ; the breath is nearly beaten out
of their bodies ; the surf may roll heavily
for days around the mountain ; no help zan
come now—and the last of the raspberries
bave been beaten off the bushes and washed
into pulp by the fary of the storm. Ivis
the crowning disaster of all.

¢ So be it !’ Reue says at last aloud, as if
in answer to their thought—* we can bat
die ! _

¢ It was death before,’ Johnny responds,
¢ and no fellow can die more than once.’

¢ Snowball,” the elder boy says, and rises
slowly, and sits beside ber, ‘you are not
afraii, are you ? Dear little Snowball, I
am sorry for you?’ | ,

She makes no reply. She is only conscious
of boing very tited—very, very tired. She
is not conscious of being afraid, but Rene
sees that mervous quiver strike through her
again,

‘Are you cold ? he asks, in his weak

. voice.

4 ¢ No ; only tired. Let me rest—so—Rene,
ear.’ :

He holds her, and so they sit ; and so
night finds them, when it falls, 1t falls soft
and starlit, but very chill ; the clouds sweep
away .before the bright wind, and the moon
looks down on these three forlorn lost child-
ren sitting helpless here, waiting for the end.
For hope has died ouf. and iv is death now,
they know—slow, dragging death, far from
friendy and home. Thnere is nothing more
that can be done, or sa:d, or planned for—
no need of further bowers—nuo strength left
to make them. They only want to keep
close togather, and so let death find them
when its slow mercy comes.

Johnny lies on his face on the soaked grass,
Rene and Snowball rest against the great,
mossy bowlder, her head on his shoulder, in
stupour, or sleep. Sirange that in this su-
preme hour, with the epd so near, it is to
Rene she clings—her last hold on earth as
life slips away. Sach a feeble hold ! the
weak little arms have scarcely strength

‘enough left to clasp his neck.

So the ;night weurs. The breezs blows ;
they are chilled to the marrow of their bones.
All through the cold, bright, pale hours, the
surf thunders below—their lullaby—and life

C'\
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wanes weaker with the deathly chill coming
of the new day. But when the night has
passed, and the stars paled and waned, and
another sun has risen, they are still alive.
Alive—and but litile more. It is with a
labored, painful effort that Johnny gathers
himself together aad stands on his feet.

¢ Try it, Snowball,” he says. huskily. ‘See
if you can stand. Let us go and look for—
for berries.’

She does as she is told, but in a dazed sort
of way. Yes, she can stand, can walk, but
not easily, over the sodden furze.

¢ Will you come, Rene ? she says, ‘We
are going—to look for—berries.’

Each word comes with pain, her throat
and lips are swollen and dry. But starvation
is stronger than weakness, even with Rene,
most spent of the three, and he, too, gets on
his feet in a blind and giddy fashion.

¢ Come,’ he says, and holds out his hand.

She takes it, and they totter on a few steps.
Johnpy recovers first and most, and manages
to walk tolerably well after a moment ; but
it is hard work for the other two. .

¢ There is something—the matter—with
the ground,” Rene gasps, giddily. It is—
going—up and down, Snowball I’

He utters a cry. Earth and sky go up,
and come down, and seem to strike him with
a crash on the back of his head. With that
cry he reels forward, and falls at her feet
like the dead.

CHAPTER IV.
MONSIEUR PAUL.

¢ Au’ this-is the sixth day, an’ if the Lord
hasn’t said it, 1t’s dead they are ! It’s maybe
at the bottom av the say they are.

The speaker is Old Tim, light-house keeper
of Dree Island, and his audience are a group
of men, gathered in the bar-room of the St.
Gildas Hotel. They listen with anxious faces,
in silence, while Old Tim tells his tale. Old
Tim is a short man of sixty or more, with an
ugly, surly, honest, weather-beaten face,
* crimson with much Irish whisky and
Canadian sunshine—something of an od-
dity in his way. Old Tim never, by any
chance, listens to what is said to hum by
anybody, if he can help it, 80, judging others
subject to the same infirmity, he has a habit
of raising his vlo'r,, as he goes on, asserting
and repeating Mfmself, and so drowning all
ill'bred interruption. ..

¢It’s that siip av a gerrel. The byes is
well endugh. 1'm not sayin’a word agen the
byes. It’s that gerrel. 1 sa{)it’a that gerrel.
The divil himself wudn’t be up to her for
diviiment. She’d drowned thim in a minute

i

for pure divarsion. It's that gerrel. I say
I’'m sayin’ it’s that slip av a gerrel !’ .

¢ The Boule-de-neige was picked up yester-
day adrift off Poiot Tormentine,” says one of
the listeners.  ‘That’s 3 bad business, Tim.
Couldn’t you have given thy alarm sooper ?
Six days ago !’ the speaker fhistles with up-
lifted eyetrows. o

¢Is it give the alarrum sooner ? Sorra ha-
porth I’ve done for the last four days but
give alarums. Arrah! me very heart’s
bruk with the alarrums I’ve been givin’, an’
sorra a sowl’s been alarrumed about it, bar-
ria’ ould Wasy herself, bad scran to her! I
say me heart’s bruk wid the alsrrams I'm
givin’. Faix it’s hardly a minute I've left to
attind to the light, Alarrums ignagh |
W:sl:’a. ! ’tis wishin’ thim well I am for alar-
rum ! y ’
. ‘And gr. Macdonﬁkli away from home,

00,” another says, and looks bl

him. ‘What ar’;: we to do ¥ aokly aboas

‘Faix he is,” respouds old Tim : - an’
more betoken, some others is away thava
wanted at home. Father Loins is away
among the Injuns and the Fiinch, bad cess
to thim! Asif craters like thim wanted the
praste! I say Father Louis away preachin’
astation.to thim nagers av Injuns, Av if
be was to _the fore it’s not the likes o’ ye I'd
be thrubbling wid alarrums. Saure he’d do
more in a mioute thin the lot av ye in a
week, Isay I'm sayin’——’ .

‘Oh ! coufound you, -Tim; you needn’s
repeat your impertinence. We will do what
we can, no matter where Pere Louigis.’ .

‘1 say it’s not to the likes o’ ye,” repeats

-0l Jim, raising his voice and ignoring the
interruption, ¢ I'd be talkin’if Father Ig.onil ’
~was to the fore. And now here’s the Bowld-

naige picked up adnft. ‘Isn’t that what
ye're sayin’, ye beyant there? An’ where’s
th:arm;' th?t v;int in her—tell me that ?
ey look at one another, and are silen

Dr. Macdonald is well known, ::d bettef;
liked, by every man of them. They know
the boys too, and the pretty blonde girl with
the waving faif hair.
i#‘ It's a-bad lookout.’ )

¢ Six'days missing. Mon Dieu ! it is ter-
rible ¥

¢Old Tim ought to be shot »’

. znofwm tell the doctor this ¥ '
¢ After the storms of Fhursday too. Ev:
if ﬂhigy dfld ! land a,omewheri-; , en
*Ma foi a8 not the Boule-de-nie
found, keel three  miles the other aiﬂe%;

Tormentine ! ke land | “ The first
they made, my friend, was the bottom.’
‘Poor childfen! Two fine lads; d-
some and manly, and the prettiest little girl
oucould seel It is a great pity.’
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¢What is to be done?

¢Yes,’ says Old Tim, chiming in like a
Greek chorus, ‘I’m sayin’ what's to be
done? It’s not standin’ here like sticks o’
salin’ wax that’ll resky thim av they're any
where. Im sayin’ it's not standin’
here—’

He breaks off. There has entered gdietly
among them a stranger, so different inappear-
ance from most of the men around him, as
to be picuous at a glance. - A tall, dark-
bearded, brown, ravelled-looking man, with
a stamp that is not of St. Gildas upon him,
handsome beyond question, and having, pex-
haps, thirty or more years. .

Old Tim’s jaw drops ; he gazes, and still
the wonder grows, his mouth agape, his
small eyes opening wide. Then his wonder
saddenly bursts into vehement speech.

¢It's him ! cries old Tim. *Oh, that I
may niver, av it isn’t him ! Munsheer Paal !’
he hustles aside all who in , aad grasps
the new-comer’s bhand. *Mistha Farrar,
darlin’, don’t you know me ?

¢Tim, old boy! Yes. I know your jolly’
old figure-head, of course,” returns the
gtranger, laughing. and slapping him on the
ghonider.  ¢Dear old chap, how are you?

ud what is all this I—'

* And it’s back for good an’all ye are, I

pe, from thim parts I'd not be namin’?
haygha, but the oa.d docther will be as glad
M if somebody had lift’him a ligacy. I'ni not
28yin’ they didn't agree wid ye, though, thim
S2arts,’ peering up at him admiringly ; ‘it’s
- ne, an’ big an* brown ye are this minute.
f’m sayin' it’s fine and sthrong, and good-
Iukin' ye are, Misther Farrar.  * An’ yve're
Tback | Well, well, faix, they do be sayin’ at
home bad shillins iver an’ always come back !
- ¢ Thank you, Tim. Butthe children—’

- It's the wonderful rowlin’ stone ye ate, if
all tales about ye bees thrue, An’ ye've

"been livio’ out there in thim parts all this

time? Sare there niver come a batch o’ let-
ters to the culd docther that I didn’t go up
an’ ax for ye. *‘ I've abit av a letther, gm,"
8e® he, “ from thim ye know.” ¢
bavaye?” gez I; “how is he at all?”
¢ Well, Tim, glory be to God, an’ he doesbe
sayia’ he’ll be wid us soon.” But, oh, wirra,.
sgre I knowed bethter thin b’lave that, An’
here ye are, 1 say; I'm sayin’, here ye—’

¢But these children, Tim? For Heaven’s
sake never mind me. What of the doctor’s
boys, aud my girl ?’

¢ An your girrel ? ’Pon me conscience thin
but she’s & han’ful av & girrel.  It’s all her
doin’s from—'

Eato:’-m, and a boat accident ? Don’t you know

I'm all at sea?’
‘Yis, faith, an’ there’s more like ye.
/That's where they are, or maybe at the bot-
tom. I say that’s where they are av the
Lord hasn’t a han’ in thim,  It’s six blissid
days since an eye was clapt on thim, and the
Bowld Nagie, starn up, off the wildest point
on the coast.’

The stranger groans, and turns an appeal-
ing glance along this row of faces. Evident-
ly he knows better than to try longer to stem
the flow of Tim’s talk.

‘Tell me some of you,’ he says, ¢ the girl
is mine.” .

‘We are sorry, m’sieur,’ a small, brown-
faced man with gold ear-rings says, touching
his cap ; ‘it is all ver bad. It is now six
days since they have went away. They went
in the boy’s boat—a batteau—since yester-
day found adrift many miles down the bay.
And,-with quick compassion, ‘it is suppose
they must be lost. M’sieur will be good
enough to remind himself of the storm of two
da{’u since,” -

es, monsiear remembers, and grows
very pale.

‘And Dr. Macdonald is away !’ he ex-
claims. ; ‘

¢ An, m’sieur, 4hcﬁ that is unfortuuate. I
he had been hom§ they would have been dis-
cover since long ime. But thees Teem,’ s
shrug, ‘he say he give the alarm many time,
but my faith! no one have hear until to-day.
Ha! how that is drell 1’

‘I heard some rumour yesterday,’ another
adds, ‘but I paid no great attention. They
are often out in a little boat, and—well, I
paid no attention. I suppose others felt as
I did —that.they would turn up all right.’

“It is ver great peety,’says the Frenchman;

| ¢we will do all our possible, but what will
you? Six days, Mon Diea !’ .

¢Itis indeed a blank prospect. They stand
;or a- little, silent, deep copcern in every

ace. :

¢ Have you no idea—has no one any idea.’
the new comer, Mr. Farrar, asks, ¢ of which
direction they took? They must have had
some distinct idea of going ssmewhere when
tThg put off. Does Mgz’;m Weesy not know,

e

¢ Here she is for ve, let her spake for her-
silf,’ says Tim. Wapy woman, I'm sayin’
come here a minute, It’s wanted ye are, and
by thim as maybe ye thought was far away,’

Ma’am Weesy, her brown face one pucker
of anxious wrinkles, all wild with alarm and
vague with ejaculations, bustles in among
the men.

" *Yes, yes, yes. Tim, but what has she
done? What talk i8 this of wreck 'and

* Look at him now,’ says Tim, ‘there he is
forninst ye; an’ it’s many & long day ye'll

O e—————
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luk among thim beggarly spalpeens av
Frenchmin afore ye see he's like.’

Rat this last ofd Tim is polite enough to
add under his breath, as he points one stubby
index fiager at the last arrivai.

Ma’am Weesy dwes look, in puzzled won-
der and 1ucredulity, perplexity, recoguition,
doubt 1u her msuvauy tae. He hoids out
his hand.

*Ivis [, Ma'am Weesy, your troublesome
boarder of niue years ago, and back in &
very disastrous time, I fear.’

*M. Paul !’ the vid woman cries out joy-
fully. ¢ Ah, this is well. Un, m’sieu, 1 re-
joice to welcome you back, i one may re-
jJoice in any thing at such a ume. You have
neard ?’

¢Yes, I have heard. I isa terrible thing;
but perhaps you can help us, if 12deed 1613
not too late for all help. 4, Surely vou know
something of where they intenaed to go?’

¢No, m’sien,” with a sob, ‘I do not.
Ah, grande ciel ! they went eo often, look
you—and I fear not. What vas there to
tear with Master Jean in the boat, that has
been in aboat since he could walk alone,
They went all the days—I never thought of
arking. I rejoice to see them go—me,
wicked that 1 am, they so disarrangejme at
my work., And that day I was glad—glad
they go, for 1 have great deal to do, and
mademoiselle, she tease me much. Helas!
no, M. Paul, I know not where the dear
little ones may be. Only the good God, He
know.’

* Where were they most in the babit of

ing 7’ .

‘Kverywhere, m’sien. Up and down,
here and there, all places. They go some-
time to the Indian village for mocassin, and

. basket, and bead-bag, even. Everywhere
they go—all places.” |

<°And they said nothing, nothing at all?
Tax your memery, Ma’am Weesy; the least
hint may be of importance now.’

Ma’am Weesy knits her brown brows,
puckers her mouth, makes an effort, and
shakes her head.

¢1¢ is of no use M. Paul, they said
nothing. Oaxly they talk of raspberries the
day before, perhaps, Who know they go for
raspberry ?’

~And- where is the most likely place for
raspberries? They would naturally go where
they were most p.entiful. Ob, dear old
woman, how could you leave this matter for
six lcng days?”

¢I did my best,’ Ma’am Weesy says, weep-
ing. ‘I did tel Teem, I come to St
Gitdas two, three, five time; I tell alll
know. But what will you, M. Paul? Pere
Louis he is gone, M. the doctor he is gone,

and zfor the rest—bah! what they care.
They are beesy, it wiil be all right, they say,
and go their way ; no one can handle a boat
better than Master Jean. And now they
say to me la Boule-de-neige is found and not
my children. And to-morrow M. le doctor
will be home, how am I to face him ? I pro-
mise him I care for them, and see how I keep
my word,’

% As she sobs out the last words there is a
bustle at the door, and a man enters hurried-
ly and looks around.

¢ Have you heard, Desercaux ?’ some one
asks. ¢ What is to be ‘done?’

‘Heard ? yes,” the new-comer says, ex.
citedly. *Ikoow where they are! Where
they started to.go to at least.  1s the doctor
here? Ishe back?’

‘] am here; I am concermed in this
matter. You remember me, perhaps, M.
Desereaux? I am Paul Farrar.’

¢ My dear M. Paul!’ Desereaux grasps
his band, ‘ welcome back to St. Gildas,
You have come at amost opportune time.
‘We must set off 1n search ot these lost ones
at once. They are safe and well still, I hope,
in spite of the baticau’s having slipped her
moorings. Mes amis, they are at Chapeau
Dieu!’

A murmur of surprise, consternation, re-
lief, goes through the group. ¢Chapeau
Dieu !’ all exclam. ‘Tney are found and
on Chapeau Dien !’

‘The way I koow is this,’ M. Desereaux
goes on. * Mademoiselle Suowball told my

other day, that sheand the boys proposed
gong to Chapeau Dieu for mpberl:iel, and
invited her to accompany them. Inno could
not, she was going on a visitout of town
with me, and went. We only returned to-
day ; thatis why she did not hear aud speak
sooner. My idea is, they went up the
mountain, moored the boat, and while they
were in sesrch of berries that the batteau
floated out on the ebb tide. They might re-
main there a month, and no one chance upon
them. It will bea most diticult matter to
effect a landing at the foot of the mountain
after the recent storm. Still we must try.’
‘We must most certainly,” says Mr.
Farrar, ‘and without a moment’s delay.
Landing is always possible, even in the
heaviest surf at Sagar Scoop Beach! Men !
who of yea will come? Quick !’
There are half a dczen volunteets

in & mo-
ment,

The group disperses ; they hurry to

the shore, and in ten minutes a large boat is
launched and flying through the white caps

| to the rescue.

| Ma’am Weesy, full of hope and fear,

' hastens home across the river, to prepare

daughter Innocente, at the convent, the °

sl
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ieod and comforts of all sorts for the little
_ ones. Old Tim rows ber over, and it is per-
haps the first time in all their many years of
intercourse that they do not quarrel by the

li Deseraux accompanies Panl Farrar in
his anxious quest. Tne two men talk little;
the thought of the children absorbs them,
but Mr. Farrar informs him that this is one
of his flying visits to his old friend, prepara-
tory to a still more prolonged absence abroad.
He is going yet further afield—to Russia—
he has received af®appointment to St. Peters-
burg, through the good officesof an infla-
ential friend, and will depart for that far-off
land in a few weeks.  He is tired of Fayal,
and his monotonous existence there.

¢] am, as old Tim tells me, a rolling stone
that will never gather much moss,’ he says ;
¢ but at least I am not anxious to vegetate
for ever in one place.’

¢ How fast it grows dark " M. Desereaux
exclaims, scanning the horizon. ¢I wish we
could have daylight to effcct a landing. At
least we will have-a fall moon.’

¢ It is rising now,’ Farrar says, ‘Surely
we must be within a mile or soof Sugar
Scoop.’ . LT

‘We may search until morning before
finding them, even if they are on the moun-
tain. It is a wide circnit my friend, and al-
together impassible in plazes. Aund this re-
cent storm must have used them up badly.’

‘Do you think,’ Farrar says, with a hard
breath, ¢ that thereis really hope? Six days
on- that barren hill-side without shelter or
food —’ He breaks off.

" ¢ Without shelter, perhaps, certainly ot
without food. Ra:pberr.e; abound—not very
satisfactory diet, but equal to sustaining life
fora few days. Aund no doubt they broughs
a Tuncheon basket with them—all do who go:
picpicing or berrying there. Hope for the

mon ami. It is true we may find them
in a pitiable plight, but also, I feel sure we
shall find them alive.’

.“Heavea grant 1t. If we can but get them
home before the dear old doctor returns— °

He iaterrupts himself agaim, too anxious to
put his thoughts into words.  The daylight
18 rapidly fading out, and a brilliant night is

inning, moonlit—starlit—calm, The sea
runs high ; they can hear long Yefere they
approach, the thunder of the surf at the base
of Chatean Dieu ; but the men who bend to
the ¢ars with right good will are men who
will effect a landing, if landing be within the
limit of possibility. Sugar Scoop, teo, when
they reach it, seems fairly free of reefs and
rollers.  They steer with care ; a great in-
washing wave carmes them with it, up and|

to their waists in water and draw the big
boat high and dry on the sands. The land-
ing is effected.

¢ And no such troublesome matter after all.’
remarks M. Desereaux. ‘These fellows
kunow their business—they are boatmen born,
Now to find the children.” Here is the path,
M. Farrar—you have forgotten, doubtless,
in all these years. Follow me.’

‘ Make her fast and come on, my friends,’
Mr. Farrar says. ¢ We will disperse in differ-
ent directions and shout. If they are here
and alive, we will find them surely in an
hour.’

¢ Ah, m’sieur. Chapeau Dieu is a big place,’
one says, ‘We will do our best.’ )

Taey secure the boat with a chain and file
up the steep path after their leaders. Itisa
path some two miles long, straggling and
winding in serpentine fashion, to a green
platean on the mountain side.

. Here they pause for lr:ath. Silence is
about them, night is aronnd them—silence
and night broken only by the dull booming
of the surf. So still it is that the cedars and
spruces stand up black and motionless, iike
seatinels guarding in grim array their rocky
‘fortress over the sea.  And then M. Dese-
raux uplifts his voice !

‘ Rene—Snowball—Jean—. My children
answer. We are here.’

‘But only the echo of his own shout
comes back to him down the rocky slopes.

‘Let us go farther up,” suggests Mr.
Farrar. ¢ They may be near the summit
They may be on the other side,

¢ They will have ianded at
surely,’ Desereanx -responds
other safe--landing,

gar Scoop,
¢ there is no

nfain near the landi
thicket is over er, lebus try it. Some
of you, my men, take the other side.’

" ‘So, they disperse, Farrar and Desereaux
"going toward the right, two men to the leks,
two more mounting toward the summit, -

It is indescribably.lonely, and even in the
palid moonlight, the wild sea sparkling in
the white'shimmer, the uuntterable hush and
solenrifty of night overlying all. .

They reach the raspberry thicket
pause.

¢ Shout with me,’ ssys M. Desereaux, “it
it possible they be somewhat pear.’

They shout, and shout, untit ‘they are
hoarse, but only the melancholy echo of
their shouts come back. ;

Far up they can hear the boatmen calling,
too, and calling,also, in vain. A great fear

—falls upon them. )

The raspberry

in on its crest. Two of them spring out, up

‘ Surely if they were in the mountain at

—_



LOST FOR A WOMAN.

65

all—and alive—they would hear,” Mr. Far- !

rar says ; ¢ let us try once more.’

‘ Hush !’ cries M. Desereaux, clutching
hisarm. ¢ Listen! Do you hear nothing ?
Listen 1’

They bend their ears, and—yes—faint,
and far off, there comes to them a cry—a
human cry.

¢ Taat 18 no night-hawk, no sea-bird !
~ Desereaux exclaims ; it is a voice responding

to our shouts. Thank God ! Try it again.’

Once more they raise their veices and
shout with might and main.

‘ Rene ! Saowball ! Johnny !
you? Call?

And ooce again, distinct thought faint.
the answering cry comes back.

* They are found ! they are found " Dese-
reaux shouts exultinglv. *This way Farrar ,
this way, my men. We have them ! Dieu
merci ! It 1s all right I’

He plunges in the direction of the feeble
cry ; it comes again, even as they go, and
guides them.
¢ All right, my children !’ he calls cheerily
back, ‘we are coming. Keep up a good
heart, poor little ones—we will be with you
in a moment.’

Once again the weak cry answers back—
this time nearer yet—farther up the moun-
tain side. And before it has quite died away
—with a great, glad, terrified shout the two
men ave upon them, and have each seized
one in his arms.

It is Johnny whom Mr, Farrar has caught;
it is Snowball who 18 in the arms of M Dese-
reaus. Aund the two men are holding them
close, hard, joyfully, and—Johnny blushes

‘Where are

all the rest of his life to remember it, heis |’

being absolutely kissed by the bearded lips
of Paul Farrar.

¢ Mon Dien ! Mon Dieu !’ cries the excit-
able Canadian, ‘ how am I rejoiced ! Snow-
ball, ma petite—my angel—how is it with
you ¥ .

¢« Pat me down,” answérs a weak—oh,
such a poor, little, weak voice—but faintly
imperious still. ‘Put-me down, please, at
once. I must—hold—Rene.’

*Ah, Rene |—where is Rene? What—
Wwhat—what—" .

M. Desereaux pauses in consternation.
She has slipped out of his arms, and down

on the ground again, and lifted back inte her
lap the head of Rene.' So she was sitting

when they found her, 8o she had been sitting
for hours, waiting for death—thus—Rene in
her lap. - . .

Farrar lets go of Johnny, - and is
kneel before the prostrate boy. One
glance only hegives to Snowball, reclining
against the knoll, far too gone to support

5

herself, Rene’s dark head lyingon herknees.
She does not look at him ; she seems past
care, past hope, past help ; she sits, her
mournful eyes never leaving Rene’s death-
like face.
¢ What is it ¥ Desereaux asks, ¢ not——'
¢ No,” with a quick breath. ‘I think not

.—hope not—something terribly like it,

though. He has swooned through exhaus-
tion, I take it. He is very far gone. You
will carry him ta the boat, my good fellows
—we will carry them all. None of these
children can walk. Snowball, my little one,
come to me—give us Rene. I will carry
you. Come.’

He gathers her in his arms—a light
weight—a feather weight now. She makes
no resistance ; she lets Rene go; her head
drops helplessly on his shoulder ; her eyes
close. The men come after with the two
boys, and Johony, even in this supreme
hour, is conscious of the indignity of being
carried like a baby, and makes a feeble
effort toasserthimself, and geton his legs. Itis
of no use,however, he /is unable to walk, and
gives up, after a few yards, with the very
worst possible grace. For Rene, he lies like
one dead.

They reach the boat, get the young people
in, and proceed to administer weak brana
and water. The stimulant acts well with
Johnny, who sits ap, after a swallow or two,
and begins to fully comprehend what is
taking place. They are being rescued—a
fact that only clearly dawns upon him now.

Snowball, too, revives somewhat, but she
will look at no one, care for nothing, save
Rene.

‘We will do,’ she whispers; ¢give—
something—to him. * Make Rene—open—his
eyes.’

Easier said than done. All that is possi-
ble to do, Mr. Farrar does, the stimulant is
placed between his locked teeth, his hands
and face are bathed and chafed, but the
rigid lips remain closed, the dark eyes re-
main shut, the hands and face icy cold—the
ghastly hue of death leaves not.

‘Can you talk Johnny? Don’t try if it
hurts you. How is it that we find Rene so
much worse thau you two?’ asks Paul Far-

rar. .
Johnny tries to tell. Rene starved him.

self to feed Snowball ; never slept at all -

hardly, was thinly clad, and 8o, and so——

¢ Succumbed first—yes, I see. Brave
boy—good Rene! And he is not as strong
as you, Jobnny—never will be. But don’s
wear that frightened face, dear boy, we will
bring him round yet. Once in Ma'am
‘Weesy’s kitchen, with warm blankets and
hot grog, we will have Rene back, please

au
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Heaven, and able to talk to your father
when he returns to-morrow, and tell him all
about it.’

¢ Johnny utters a cry.

¢ Papa not home yet ?’

¢ Not home yst, old boy—for which let us
be duly thankful. Think what a story you
will have to tell him to-morrow after dinner
—after dinner, Johnnv ! You haven’s dined

_ lately, have you? What a story it will be

for the rest of your life—six days and nights
in Chapean Dieu! Wby, you will awake
and find yourself famous—find greatness
thrust upon you! For Snowball, here, she
will be the most pronounced heroine of
modern times.’

Bat Snowbali cares not, heeds not, hears
not. Rene lies there, lifeleas, and rescue or
death—whnat are either now ?

They talk no more ; Johnny, with the best
will in the world, finds the effort too pain-
ful, and he lies back and drope asleep. He
is only wakened to find himself in some
one’s ar! tima, and being carried
somewhere, wakes\for 8 moment, then is
hearily off again. Presenily he is lying on
something suft and warm, and some ove is
crving over him and kissing him—Ma'am
‘Weesy, he dimly thinks, and even in this
state 'of coma, is sleepily conscious of feeling
cross aboat it, and wishing she wouldn’t.
Then something strong and sweef, and de-

» licious, is given him in a spoon, beef-tea,

" maybe ; then sleep ouce more, sleep long,

blessed, deep. lite-giving, and it is high
noon of another day before he opens his eyes
again on this world of woe*

CHAPTER V.
SNOWBALL'S HERO,

High noon. A sunny, breezy, July day—
hop vines and scarlet runners fluttering out-
side the muslin curtxins of the open window,
» sweet, salt, strong sea-wind coming in, and
it is his own iron bed in which he lies, his
own attic room in which he rests —it is Isle
Pedrix—it is home—it is Weesy whose
shrill tones he hears down stairs, and it is—
it is his father, whose face bends above him,
as he awakes. - .

‘Papa " he cries out.

Two thin arms uplift. a great sob chokes
him, then there is-a long, long, long
My boy ! my boy! my Johun

‘My boy! my my I’ Dr.
Macdonald sags, ind then there ilyﬁlcnoe

again.
But Johnny recovers, and his first dis-
tinct thought is—that he is awfully hungry !

His hollow, but always beautiful eyes, look
at bis father, then; around the room.

‘Papa.’

¢ My zon.’

‘I want something to eat.’

Dr. Macdonald laughs, but a trifle huskily.
Instantly a china bowl and a silver spoon are
in Johnny’s hands ¥

¢ What is this, papa ?

¢ Weesy’s very best, very strongest broth.
Eat and fear not. A chicken is preparing,
Johnoy—such a fine, fat fellow—all for you !
You shall have a breast and a liver wing in
an hour. And a glass of such old pors as
you never tasted !’

Johnny rolls his eyes up in one rapturous
glance, but paunses not for idle speech. There
1s no time. All at once he pauses.

¢Ob-h ! papa—Rene ¥

¢Is doing well, thanks to the good God
and the untiring care of my good Paul
Farrar. I have but this moument left his
bedside. I am now guing back. You can
spare me, my dear ¥’

¢Ob, yes, papa,’ briskly re-attacking the
bowl, ‘I can spare you.’

Silence again for a space—the bowl very
near the bottom by this time, and Dr. Mac-
donald, smiling down on his son. Johnny
looks up. . o

* And Soowball, papa ¥

* Very well—very well, I am happy to say.
My sweet little Snowball ! Johnny, Johnny !
how can we ever be thankful enough ¥’

No redponse from Johnny—the spoon and
the bottom of the bowl clinking by this
time.

¢ Rene will not be ill ¥

*We do not know—we hope not. He

ks little—he is too far spent, but he
takes what we give him, and. aleeps a great
deal. In-that, and in his youth, we hope.
If Heaven had not sent Paul Farrar, and my
very good friend, M. Desereaux, last night,
Rene would never have seer morning.’

Dr. Macdonald’s voice breaks—he turns
and walks to the window. He is a tall,
stooping, gentle-looking old man, with
silvery hair, and beard. and face, and eyes
soft, gray, and wistful, exactly like Johnny’s.

‘Rene is a brick, papa,’ cries Johnny,
warmly ; ‘an- out-and-out trump! You
would not think he had it in him. He
starved himself to look after Snowball ; he
told us stories, he read to us while he could
speak. Papa, may I get up ¥

‘If you feel able, my son : but I would
advise—'

‘Oh ! I feelall right—a giant refreshed. I

-can’t lie here, you know, like a molly coddle.

aud have Ma’am Weesy coming in and—
‘ Kissing me every minute,’ is his disgusted
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thought, but he restrains it.
I get up, papa, and go down? I’ll be as
careful of myself as if I were eggs.’

His father smiles.

‘ Very well, my lad ; dress and go down.
Take your time about it, Johnny. M. Paul
will come to you and amause you.’

* Papa, miy I—1I should like to see Snow-
ball?

¢ Presently, laddie, presently; let her
sleep. She will be down, [ think, before
night.’

¢ And Fene—’

¢Ah! Rene—who knows? he will not bhe
down. You may see him to-morrow. We
shall have to take great care of Rene. I am
going to him now.’

Dr. Macdonald goes, and Johnny, v/,on;l1 tent tears.
urs

gingerly, aod with many pauses, and
prising sense of weakness, proceeds
himseif aad travel down stairs.

It is rather more like a ghost of Johany,
than that brisk young gentleman himself,
this wan lad, with the hollow eyes, and
pallid face.

Woesy shrieks with delight at sight of
him, and makes arush to clasp him precipi-
tately to her breast, but Johnny jamps be-
hind a table, with unexpected rapidity and
alarm.

¢No, youdon't !’ he says ; ‘keep off ! I've
kad enough of that. First, some brute with
whiskers, last night, and then you, and now
again—but you shan’t if I die forit. Let a
fellow alone, can’t you, Weesy ¥

And We:sy laughs, and cries, and yields.
The musfortunes of her children have
covered, for the time, their multitnde of
8ine,

Johnny sits by the breezy window, and
looks out over the little recky garden, the
rough path beyond, the beach below, the
ses spreading away into the sky, and sighs
a sigh of infinite counteunt.

One might fancy he had enoagh of the
ses, but not so. John Macdonald will never
have enough of the bright, watery world he
loves. 1If only the Boule-de-neige—but we
must not think of her—there may be other
batteaun in time, .

He is at home—they are all safe ; that is
enough for one day. And presently comes
Ma’am Weesy, with the chicken and wine,
and a book of sea-stories, and Johnny slowly
munches and reads, and time passes, and at
last——

Ho starts up with a weak shout, for there
is M. Paul supporting Snowball, louking
pallid and pathetic, bat otherwise not so
much the worse for her week on the barren
furze of Chapeau Dien. Her blue eyes look
like azure moons, in her white small face,

dress

¢ Please, may !

‘Oh, Johany ! she solemnly says.

It is an abjuration with which Johnay is
tolerably fawiliar, emotion of any sort
evoking it some sixty times, on an average,
per day. He laugha in respounse, and looks

‘ shyly at her eacort.

¢ Johnny, dear old chap,” that gentlemar’
says, and gives his hand a cordial grasp
‘don’t stop. Peg away at the chicken, au
give some to Snowball. It does me good 1t -
see you.’

* Eow does Rene get on. sir?’

¢Ah, not 8o well; Reneis hot and fever
ish, and a trifle light-headed. Fancy h:
giving io, whilg tnis htule, yellow-haired
lassie holds out so well.’ .

‘It was my fault,’ says Snowball, in peni-
*I know now, he starved him-
| seif for me. And he made me mind him. I
didn’t want to—now, did I, Johony ?

‘Rene is a youug geutleman who will al-
ways make people mind him. Tuere is
nothiog w cry for, Petive—he is ot guing to
die, not a bit of it. Eit your chickea and
dry your eyes—he may have rather a hard
bat of it for a week or so, but he will come
round like the hero he 18.’

M. Paul Farrar proves a trae prophet, only
the * bout’ is rather harder than even be an-
ticipates. Rene is™ quite delinous at times,
and talks wildly of Chapeau Dieu, and the
storm, and the bower, and the berries, and
gathers mcre in his heated 1magination of
that luscious fruit than he ever did in reality,.
and sings scraps of the eveoing hymn, and

together in anoisy and objectionsb e manncr,
But at no time is there much real danger, and
he is so faithfully nursed, so devotedly at-
tended, that he must perforce turn the
corner of the fever, and come around. all
cool and clear-headed, but deplorably weak
and helpless, at the end of scven or eight
days.

‘ And you and Johnny look as weli as if it
had never happened,’ he says, languidly, with
a resentfal sense of injury upon him. ‘What
a muff I must be.’

They do, indeed, look as well, as bright,
as fresh, as plamp, as though these six days
on the desolate mountain side were but a
dream. Johnny by this time is decided y
proud of his performance, though a tri fle
bored, tvo, by the questions with which heys
, plied whenever he appears at St. Gildas,
The Boule-de-neige is safe at her moorings,
none the worse for her playfal little mp:ge;
Rene is all right, M. Paul is here, and
Johnny is happy. ’

All these feverish and flightly days Snow-
ball has devot:d herseif to the patient with

A
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quotes Shakespeare, and conducts himself sle.
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a meekness, a docility, a sweetness almost
.alarming in its seli-abnegation.

She reads to him, sings to him, brings him
_his beef-teas, and chicken-broths, and toast,
.and water, and other nastiness, as Rene calls

it, and watches him eat and drink, and re-
.cover, with the devotedness of a mother !
Rene submits to be petted, and cuddled, and
made nwch of for a few days—she keeps

""Weesy out, and that 18 a great point, and ! rescue.
vhe accepts her society, iistens wich languid | among his beloved books.

boats take on a nimbus around their brown
rails, There is the faintest breeze—little
wavelets lap upon the white sand, the beau-
tiful sea looks as though it could never be
cruel, .

By chance they are alore. Johnny bas
juas left them. Old Tim is crooning to him-
self up in the light-house near, as he polishes
his lamps. It is full three weeks siuce the
Rene is himscif again, and happy
Snowball sits on

graciousness to her gossip, lets her fan off | a rocky seat, her sailor hat well on the back

the flies, and adorn his chamber with flowers,
.and then—all in & moment—turns round,
and flatly declares he will have no more of
it | Strengtn and his normal state are
returning, and this phase of his supernatural
goodness and call, comes as might be expect-
-ed, to a sudden and violent end. He1sn’t
a buby—he won’t swallow grael and disgust-
g Dbeef-tea ; he won't be tucked in o
nights and have Snowball popping in and
out of his room_like a Jack-in-a-box when-
ever she pleases ! Let her go with Johnny,
as she used to, she would rather, he knows—
she needn’t victimize herself because he pick-
ed a few raspberries for her there on the
. mountain ! And she isn't much of a com-
panion anyway—he would far and away
rather talk to M. Paul ! Which is ungrate-
. ful to say the least, alter the superhuman
cfforts she has been making to amuse him
- during the past seven days. And Snowhball,
deeply burt, but relieved all the same, does
give it up, does resume the society of John-
.ny, and 13 prepared the instant Rene is
swong enough for battle, to resuine war to
the knife as of yore,
M. Paul is a prime favourite in the house-
.hold. Dr. Macdonald beams in his presence
—he is the 1dol of Ma’am Weesy's heart ;
. the boys look upon him with eyes of envy
every-
'h;lie’ and seen everything, and place, and
people.
Snowball falls in love with him, of course
—that goes without sayiug—and is mever

. out of his presence a moment, when she can

-leinit. Even old Tim succumbs to the spell
- of the charmer, yields to the fascination of
M. Paul’s glaoce, and laugh, and voice, and
"old Tim’s battered heart is not over suscep-
tible. He has never, within mortal ken,
*been known to invite a man into his domicile
to e of a dhrop of dhrink before.
hey sit together, one sleepy August after-
noon, M. Paul and Snowball, down on the
sands, he reclining his long length upon the
rank reeds, and warm waving sea-side grass-
es, his straw hat pulled half over his eyes.
A golden haze re:ts on the bay, sails come
and go through it as through a glory—fishing

|
|

of her head as usual, her face frankly and
fearlesly exposed to sea-side sun and wind.
Vanity is not one of this young person’s
many failings ; freckles, and biisters, and
sun-burn are matters of profoundest uncon-
cern, at this period of her career. He has
been telling her of some of his travels and
adaentures in far-off lands, thrilling enough
and narrow enough some of them. No ro-
mance ever written, it seems to this small

“girl, as she listens, could be half so wonder-

ful, no hero half so heroic.

But gradually si'ence has fallen, and M.
Paul, from uoder his wide straw hat, looks
with dark, dreaming eyes out over that yel-
low light or the sea. )

Snowball steals a glance at him. Of what
is he thinking, she wonders. How very
bandsome he1s ! How brown, how strong,
how big, how manly ! Of what, of whom 18
he thinking, as he lies here, with that grave,
steady glance? And what is he to her—he
who brought her here, ali those years ago ?
Why, in all this romance of wandering and
strange adventures, has there nevar.been a
heroine ? Or has there been one, and he will
not tell the story to a little girl of twelve ?
There is something she loogs to ask him—
has often longed of late, hut she is shy of
him ; somehow, in spite of his gentleness, he
is formidable in her eyes. She makes one or
two efforts—now is the time or never !—
stops, blushes, and tries again.

‘M. Paul ¥

¢ Petite ¥
' He wakes from his dream with a start,
and then emiles slowly to see the rosy tide
mounting to her eyebrows.

¢ I—I want to ask you something, You
will not mind ?

¢ Mind ? still smiling amusedly.
I don’t understand.’

¢ You will not be mad ¥

¢ Mad ? he laughs. ¢ Offended with you,
Petite? No ; that could not be.’

¢ M. Paul’—a pause. ¢ You—you brought
me here.’

¢ Nine—more than nine, years ago. Ma
foi ! how time flies ! Yes.’

Another pause. Snowball pulls up the

¢ How?
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rank, flame coloured seige flowers waving in
the wind, and fiuds going on hard work.
The dark, amused eyes smile up at her, and
wntimidate her.

¢ I wish—I wish youa would tell me some-
thing about myself. I don’t know anything.
I think sometimes it is vot fair tome. I
think a great deal, M. Paal, about it, and it
makes me unhappy.’

Her voice falters ; she stops.

* Unhappy, Smowball? Ah ! I am sorry
for that.

‘I am not like other girls—I feel it—they
know it. Thev ask me questions over there
at school that I can’s answer. They whisper

" aboutit, and tell all the new girls—that I
bave no father or mother. or home of my
own, or relaticus at all. And I think it 38
too bad. Every one is kind enocugh, but
still it is hard, And [ want to know who I
am, ).. Paul, please.’

Silence.

The steady glance of M. Paul, out of
which all amusement had died, turns from
her and goes back once more to that amber
glory of sea and sky. The grave, bronzed
face looks as it looked before she spoke at
all, thoughtfal, and a little sad.

She asked a barder question, it may be,
then she knows. Ha is silent so loag that
she breaks out again herself -

¢ Dr. Macdonald can tell me nothiag—he
would if he could. Everybody is good to
me, but—oh, M. Paul, tell me—tell meif
you can ¥ .

¢ Snowball, my dear little cue, what shall
I tell you ¥

* Have ] a name—a father—a mother?
What is the reason I am hidden away here
—ag if the people who pay for me were
ashamed of me? Whathave I done ? They
mnever write, they never sead or come to see
me. Noone seems to know or care any-
thing about me in all the whole world !’

A sob, but Saowball checks it by a great
effort. She has thow:ht this all out, and
will net distress M. Paul by crying.

¢ Dear child, we all love you—you know
that.’

¢ Yes—here. You are all good. But
there—who are they? Why do they cast
wme off and disown me? Oh, I oannot tell
you all I feel, or ask questions as I ought,
but wou’t you tell me al. the same, please?
I have no one in all the world to ask but
you, and you are going—going—-away,’
another sudden breek, ‘and—I may never
see you again,’

He reaches up and takes her hand, and
holds it in hi= large, warm clasp. He looks
surprised. Who would have dreamed of
so much thought and feeling under that

child-like, gay, girl pature?
grieved, puzzled, at a loss.

¢ Little one,” he says, slowly, ‘I hardly
know how to answer. Some of your
qnestions cannot be answered—now—some
—what is it you want to know most ¥

* Tell me my name. Snowball is no name.
Mere Maddelena will not call me by it ; she
says it is no name for a Christian child.’

_¢It is no saint’s name, certainly,’ he
says, smiliag. ‘1 should fancy it would
shock the good mother. She should give
you another.’

¢ She has ; but what was I ealled before I
came here ¥’

¢ Snowball—uothing but Snowball, that I
ever heard. And you looked it, such a little,
white, flaxen-haired girlie! It was the
name your mother called you by’

¢Mv mother—oh !’ with a quick breath.
‘M Paul, tell me of my mother.’

He knits his brow abruptly, drops her
hand, and " stares straight before him, very
hard, intospace. .

¢ Your mother ?° a cold inflection of which
he is quite maconcious in his voice, ¢ what is
there to tell? When I saw her, just before
I brought vou here, she was on her death-
bed. She met with an accident,’ very slow-
lv ; ‘she did not speak to me or any une.
You and she were alone,’

Au older inquisitor than little Mlle. Snow-
ball would have seen, it may be, something
suspicious—a great deal held back, in this
slow and ocareful selection of words Bat
Snowball takes the statement at the face of
it

¢Then it was not my mother2who asked
you to take care of me?’

¢Jt was not.

¢ M. Paul—what was she like?’

¢Like you—very like you in all but ex-
pression. Eyes, hair, features, smile—almost
the very same.'

A pause. Snowball sits with fast-locked
hands, an intense look upon her small pale
face. M. Paul lies back in bis former re.
cumbent attitude, his hat again shading his
eyes, and makes his responses in a rather re-
luctant srunding voice.

<You do not want to tell,” she ories out
after a little, in a faint tone. ¢You would not,
make me ask ro many questions if you dic,,
But I must know more, Some one pays
for me here; Dr. Macdonald gets mouey
évery six months, Who is that ?’

“Her name is Madame Valentin -’

¢\Who is Madame Valentine?!’ Whatam
Ito her?’

¢Madam Valentine is an elder’,y lady, and
very rich—rich« »,my dear 800w pall,than you
or I will ever be our wbole lives long. Her

He looks
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ton married your mother—her only son. She
is very proud as well as rich, and it was a
low marriage. Do you know what a low
marriage is, my bttle one? She cast him off
—this proud lady. He was drowned, it ap-
pears, a few years after in a storm, about the
time you were born Ishould think. Thatis
the history in bricf of Madam Valentine’
¢Then my father is dead, too—drowned.
My father drowned in a storm—my mother
kiiled by an accident! O! M. Paul. And
my grandmother casts me off—a little thing
Jike that! Sheis a cruel, cruel woman, M.
Paul .’

No reply.

¢ Where does she live ?’ resentfully, ‘ this
proud, hard Madam Valentine ?’

¢ Everywhere ; nowhere in particular. She
is nearly always travelling about. She is of
a restless temperament it would seem.’

¢ Does she wander about alone ?’

¢ No,’ smiling at the scornful tone, ¢ she is
in keeping. 'Her nephew—also her heir—
one Mr. Vane Valentine accompanies her.
It was from him I received you.’

And then, still smiling at the angry, mysti-
fied face, he tells her easjly enough, this
part. How, knowing Vane Valentine and
seeing him at a loss how to dispose of her, he
had volunteered to bring her here, knowisg
Madam Macdonald would rejoice in her com-
ing, and Mr. Valentine at once closed with
the offer.

¢I knew you would grow up happyv and
healthful here, Petite, loved by all and lov-
iogall., And I was not mistaken, was1?
You are happy in spite of this?’

‘Happy ?’ she echoes. ‘Oh! yes, M.
Paul, I am happy—happy as the day 18long.
Only sometimes—but 1 should never be
happy with people like that—I should just
bate them. Idonow. I love everybody
here—’ .

‘Except Rene?’ laughing. ‘You give
Johnny his own share and Rene’s too—eh,
Petite ?\ Although when we found you that
night-of Chapeau Dieu, it was Kene vou
were holding in your arms, not Johnny.’

¢ Well,’ Snowball admits, ‘I do like John-
ny best—no one could help that. It is not
my fault if Rene is 8o stiff and contrary, and
8o fond of his own way——’

* By no means,’ still laughing. ¢I will say
for you, Snowball, you do your duty by Rene,
and never miss a chauce of snubbing hii —
for his good of course—always for his gco?.
It is very bad, very bad indeed, for big fel-
lows nearly seventeen to have their own way
—and you never spoil Rene in that manner
if you can help it.  'Well, Petite, is this all?
Shall we drop this biograpbical sketch bere,
and forever? It is not one I care to talk

e — o p— Y ——

about, for reasors of my own. You are safe
and happv, you love all bere, and are belov-
ed. ‘What more can you want?  All
vour life long, Mademoiselle Snowball, you
will find it easy enough to win love—more
than you mav well know what to do with,
one day. What more, I repeat, do you
want ?’

‘ Nothing more. Thank yom, M. Paul,
for telling me this much.’

¢ And you are not sorry that nine years
ago I brought you here? Rene is coming
with a big book under his arm. to call us to
supper, I fancy. Auswer before we go.’

He takes her band again; his dark,
kindly, but keen eves search her face, her
pretty blonde bright face—so like that other
fair face laid under the turf in the distant
New England town.

¢ Sorry ! M. Paul, I owe all the happiness
of my life to you! I thank you with my
whole heart !’ .

She stoops, with a quick, child-like grace,
and kisses the big, brown hand thas clasps
her own. This is the tableau that meets the
gaze of Rene, aud petrifies the gazer.

¢ Sacr-r re bleu !’ heexclaims. ¢ Do these
eyes deceive me? Spowball, trained in the
way she should go (but doesn’t) by Mere
Maddelena, making love to M. Paul, here
all unprotected and alone I did come to
ca 1 yoa to supper, but——’

¢ But me no buts !’ commands M. Paul,
laughingly, springing to his legs; ‘and
cease these jealous and ceusoricus remarks.
Has Weesy anything particularly good, do
you know, Rene ?’

¢ Any Greek or Latin roots fii:assee,
Rene?’ impatiently'puts in Snowball.

Side by side they turo their backs upon
the amber glitter of sea and sky, and ascend
to the cottage, and though M. Paul talks as
much as usual, Rene wonders #hat has come
to loquacious Snowball, so silent, so
thoughtful. 80 sericusasshe. Forsomehow,
now that the long-desired explanation 1s
over, she feels dissatisfied still—things are
not much clearer than before, and M. Paul
has reasons of his own for never talking

- of this any more. He hassaid so. 1t is not

until long after that she knows, and then
the knowledge is fraught with keenest pain
of these secret reasons of M. Paul Farrar,

CHAPT:R VL
VILLA DES \AKGE.

The summer days come, and the summer
days go ; twenty more are counted off, and
it is the end of August, the close of the long
vacation— a never-to-be-forgotten time, since

i
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M. Paul has passed it here. But with the
going of this last week M. Paul goes too,
and a strange blank is left in the doctor’s
home, and in these three youthful hearts.

‘You and I, at least, will meet again
before lony,’ he says to Rene at parting ;
‘remember when the time comes to call upon
we—if I live I will not fail you.’

For in the long and confidential hours of
his convalescence Reme, the reticeat. has
opened his whole heart to this sympathetic
M. Paul, and told him of hopes, and dreams,
and longings, and ambitions buried deep in
his own heart up to this hour. He is a
modest lad, and shy, and glances with dark,
wistful eyes at the silent friend who sits be-
side bim,

¢ Does it all sound very foolish and im-
possible to you, M. Paul ?’ he asks. ¢ Some-
ties it does to me. Sometimes I despair,
buried here in this out-of-the-world place.
And my father, you know, sir, wishes me to
be a doctor. But that can never be, I am
sure of it.’

¢ Still you might study medicine, M.
Farrar respoads, thoughtiully; ‘it will
please your tather. and a knowledge of ana-
tomy is absolutely eu/e’ntial, you know, if
your aspirations are ever carried out. And
they wiil be—you have it in you, Rene, lad.
Foolish and impossible! Not at all; I
always knew you had a spark of the divine
tire of genius somewhere behind those lovely
black brows of yours. only I did not know
the particular direction in which it was
bent. Wait, ail things are possible to him
who knows how to wait. Please your father
for the present ; keep your own counsel;
I will send you books, and in every possible
way in which I can further your condition,
it shall be my great pleasure to do it.
Abroad, you see, I- may have opportunities,
‘When the time comes, you shall go to Italy,
to Rome, the city of dead and living art. I
am proud of your contidence. I shall not
fail you, believe me.’

R:ne’s deep eyes glow, he is not expansive
by nature, but ne grasps the friendly hand
held-out to him in both hands, and his
eloquent face speaks for him. His whole
heart overflows with gratitude. Ah ! thisis
friendship ! Indeed the whole household,
with Weesy and Tim, are in despair at this
desertion. Snowball weeps her blue eyes
all red and swollen, for days before, and
will not be comforted.

¢If 1see Mr. Vane Valentine before I
Jeave the country,” he says to her, & mis-
chievous gleam in his eyes, °your benefac-
tor, you know, what shall I say to him from

,1

ou ?
¢ Say I hate him !’ answers Mistress Snow-

ball, viciously. “I a:ways hated benefac.
tors | Iowe it to you, not to him, or her
as long as I live.’

The day comes, and Paul Farrar goes.
Old Tim rows him over to St Gildas, to
take train from thence to the world with-
out. Dr. Macdonald and Rene accompany,
him, in this first stake of his long journey ;
Johnny, and Snowball, and Weesy stand on
the island beach. and wave good-by. As the
boat touches the St. (iildas shore he looks
back. Johnny and Weesy have gone, but
Snowball still stands where they left her, a
slight, fluttering tigure, her bright hair
blowing, gazing sfter throagh tear-dimmed
eyes still.

Bat Life goes on, though dear ones depart.
September comes, cool and breezy ; her con-
vent school re opens. and Snowball’s free-
dom is at an end- No more long sails in
the batteau, no more dangerous excursions
to Chapeau Dien, no more long rainy days of
romance reading up in her attic chamber.
The dull routiue of lessons recommences,
grammar and history, and Noel et Chapsel
and fine needle-work, take the place of out-
door life, and the seventy-five boarders of
Villa des Anges are her daily companions
instead of the boys. Old Tim rows her
over every morning, and back every after-
noon. Life, a8 Johnny pathetically puts it,
is no longer ¢ all beer and skittles ;' even he
has to throw aside his beloved Captain
Marryatt, and recommence mathematics and
Latin, and Rene—but Rene dreams his own
dresms in these days with a steady aim and
purpose in view, absorbs bimself in his
studies, writes long letters to M. Paul, and
is mute to all the world beside.

Villa des Anges is a stately establishment,
set in spacious grounds, on a breezy height
overlooking town aud bay. Itis a board-
ing school, and has within its vestal walls
youthful angels from nearly every quarter
of the globe. There are a dozen or wore day-
pupils, besides the pensionnariee—among
these latter Snowbal. Trillon, although as a
matter of fact there is no such name down
on the school-roll. There is a Dolores
Macdonald, and—Dolores of all names to
Mere Maddelena, and her good sisters,
Snowball is. Thisis how :

W hen the child first came to Isle Perdrix
at three and a half, the doctur’s wife took
her training and educaticn under her ex-
clusive charge. For tive years her two boys
were hardly more to her than this little stray
waif, dropped, as it seemed, from the skies.
Then came atad and sudden death. The
good old doctor was almost in despair. Tne
sight of the little girl in her black dress in-
tensified his grief and remembrance so pain.-

PAWET!



~e -

72 LOST FOR A WOMAN.,

fully that Ma’am Weesy prevailed upon him
10 send her over for a year or two to Villa
des Anges. So, at nine years old, Snowball
went, rebelliously and loudly protesting, a
pensionnaire to the convent, full of direst
anguish and wrath, at being thus forcibly
wrenched from the society of her beloved
Jobnny. Asa lamb to the shearers, she is
led into the parlour by grim old Weesy, and
there, in tears and trembling, awaits the
coming of the dread Lady Abbess. But when
there entered a tall ana stately lady, whose
pale, serene face the snowy coif becomes,
with sweet, smiling eves, and sweeter broken
English, a great calm falis on the little dam-
sel's perturbed spirit. She lays her flaxen
head on Mere Maddelena’s black serge
shoulder, with a sigh of vast relief, and sub-
mits to be kissed on both tear-wet cheeks,
and to be asked her name.

¢ Snowball Trillon, madame.’

Now M re Maddelena, having baptismals
of every sort and gize in her villa, should not
have bsen surprised at the odd sound of any
cognomen, but she decidedly is, shocked
even, at this. She gives a little cry of dis-
may, essays to repeat the name, and lamen-
tably fails.

‘But datis not a nem,’ shesays. ‘What you
call it in Freach—Boule-de-neige ? You hear,
Scena Igoatia? Dat is no nem. Was you
christen dit, my chile ¥’

Snowball does not know—does not remem-
ber ever being christened. Has been called
lS:;owb&ll, nothing but Snuwball, all her

o,

.Mere Maddelena listens in’ ever-growing
dismay. Does not know if she has ever been
christened. Has no father or mother ? This
must be seen to before she is admitted as
pupil iato Villa des Anges. Mere Maddelena
does not want children of doubtfal antece-

dents, Dr. Macdonald must be questioned
about this,

‘It is imposs dat chile shall keep de 80
foolish nem,’ she says, with some indignation,
to the attendant Sister. °I am shem of it.’

‘I zink it is zs moze fonny nem I ever
hear,” replies, smuing Sr. Ignatia ; * it mek
Pere Louis ye .mo great laugh last time he
come. We must baptize her anozzer—de
nem of some saint.’

Snowball is admitted on sufferance ; Mere
Maddelena calls her * dat chile,” and utterly
igoore the obnoxious ‘ Snowball.’ The girls
adopt it with glee, and °Snowball’ and

. ¢ Boul-de peige ’ are shouted over the play-

ground amid noisy laughter until its poor
lhittle owner is as much ‘shem of it ’ as the
good mother herself, Bat the novelty wears
offi—Snowball sounds no longer oddly, and

- ———

the little girl becomes a prime favourite with
the pensionnaires.

Dr. Macdonald is sent for, and comes, and
appears before the tribunal of Mere Madde-
lena, who there and then demands an un-
varnished history of her new boarder. The
child is an orphan, her friends are wealthy
and most respectable, but do not wish to
have charge of her personally.

Snowbﬂl Trillon—which does not sound
like a real name, he admits—is the only one
hé knows her by. Valentine is the name of
ner friends, he believes. As to whether she
h‘t has ever-been baptized or not—Dr. diac-
dobald shrugs his shoulders. Whas will the
good mother ? He kuows nothing.

The good mother, with calm but inflexible
resolution,. wills that he finds vut. Other-
wise Spowball T.ilicn cannot be admitted as
a pensionnaire into exclus ve Villa des Anges.
And if it is discovéred that she is unbaptized,
the omission must be at once set right—if she
is to remain here. It is the rule. Mean-
while she can remain, and run about the
play-ground with the rest.

Dr. Macdonald writes to M. Paul Farrar,
at Fayal. M. Paul Farrar writes to Mr.
Vaoe Valentine, spending the winter in Flori.
da with bis aunt. Mr. Vane Valentine reads
that letter, twirls it into a cigar-light, ig-
nites his weed, and sets bis heel on its ashes.

He scrawls a line in reply. He knows
nothing about it, and cares less. They may °
call her what they please, or not call her at
all, if they prefer it.

It is about as roughly insolent as a scrawl
can be ; he hates the very thought of the
trapeze woman’s child. He does not lay the
matter before Madam Valentine, as M. Far-
rar has suggested—the sooner Madam Valen-
tine obliterates from her memory the circus
brat the better.

She seems to be doing s0, she never atks
any questions—he is not likely to revive her
memory. In due course th's reply reaches
Fayal—M. Farrar forwards it in turn to Dz
Macdonald. If poor little Snowball were a
princess incognito, there could hardiy be
more roundabout correspondence concerning
her. The upshot is, Mete Maddelena is at
liberty to do as she pleases, and christen her
what she likes, and as s0on as she sees fit.

Mere Maddelena, fall of vigour and zesl,
sets to work at once. Next week is the feast
of Our Lady of Dolores—could anythiog fall
out more opoortunely >—the child shall be
baptiezed Marie Dolores. And so it is.
The convent chapel, sparkling with wax-.
lights, fragrant with flowers, is thrown open ;
the ceremony has been announced, and quite
a congregation of the ladies of St. Gildas, all

the pupils, and the sisters attend. The pen-
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sionnaires in their white dresses, the nans in
their black serge and great coifs, makes a very
effective picture. Pere Louis is there to
admit this stray lambkin into the fold.
There is orgsn music, and .chants, and
littanies. And down at the baptismal font,
in white Swiss, and a long tulle vail, and
snowy wreath, like a fairy bride, wonder-
fully pretty, and exceedingly full of her own
importance, stands Snowball, with her spon-
sors, Her boys are there in a corner ; she
glances at them complaceutly, and nearly
has her gravity upset by an affectionate and
sympathetic wink from Johnny." And then
and there she becomes Marie Dolores for all
time. T

If Mere Maddelena had striven of set pur-
pose. she could hardly have zelected a seem.
iogly more inappropriate name. Felicia,
Letia, Lucilla—anything meaning happinese,

~-joy, light, would have seemed in keeping ;

* but Dolores—sorrowful—for the radiant-
looking litile one ! It strikes eyen the spec-
tators—even Pere Louis.

¢Your new name does not seem to fit,

Mademoiselle Dolores,” he says, pulling ner
by one of her long curls. ‘Let us hope it
never may. It seems a pity notre mere can-
not reconcile herself to the other one—it
suits you, I think.’
. But the girls can tolerate’it, and decline to
change it, thus while she is Doleres from
thenceforth to the sisters, she remains Snowe
ball to the boarders.

And the months slip by, and the seasons
come and go, and the years are counted off
on the long bead roll of Old Time, and her
twelfth birthday is a thing of the past. M.

Paul has come and gone, and school, and’

German exercises, and pisuo practice, and
drawing lessons, and Italian singing, all re-
commence, and the sharp edge of parting has
worn off somehow before she knows it. She
is busy and happy—a bright, joyous, fan-
loving, mischief-making, truthful, loving,
clever, and iairly studious girl—healthful,
and handsome, and high-spirited—a grand-
danghter even haughty Madam Valentine
might be proud of. ~ Of the big, busy world
outside St. Gildas she knows nothing, and
cares very little ; she has her old world here,
her ‘boys ’ the centre of her orbit, and hosts
of friends whom she dearly loves. Wild
wintry storms howl around I:le Perdrix, and
the big waves rise in their majes

might, and thunder all abott them ; white,
whirling storms of snow fall for days, and
even the little world of St. Gildas is shut
out. Those are seasouns of bliss never to be
fsrgotten, when, with huge red fires in every
room, there three sit and devour together
the ¢ thrilling ’ novel, the ¢ delicious’ poem.

Like the little boy in the primer, Snowball’s
cry is, ¢ Oh, that winter would last forever I’
Thirteen, fourteen, fifteen—the birthdays
tread on each other’s heels, it seems to her
sometimes, so rapidly do the mouths slip
round, and they surprise her, by coming
again, .

And now it is another September, and she
i8 quite sixteen—a tall, slim, pale girl, with
only a faint wild roee tint in either cheek,
but a tint that is ready to flatter into carna-
tion at a word, a look.

¢ Our Snowball wouldn’t be half bad-look-
ing,” Johnny is wont to remark, altogether
seriously, ¢if she wasn’t so much on tae bop-
pole patterns,  There is nothing of her bat
arms and lege, and a lot of light hair.”

Johnny's taste leans to the dark, the
plamp, the rosy, as exemplitied in Mile. In-
nocente Desereau. :

It is her last year at Villa des Aoges.
Next commencement she will graduate, and
after that——

Ah ! after that life is not very clear. The
boys are going away. Rene, indeed, has al-
ready gone to New York, as a preliminary
step in the atudy of sculpture, which, it ap-
pears, is to be his vocation in life. Heis
over twenty now, and has made his fioal de-
cision, It is a question she poaders over
with knitted brows and anxious mind, very
often.

She will be qualified o go oat as a govern-
ess, she supposes, or a ;d “re;‘)f mausic and
languages, probably in Moatreal. i

Eg:cept f;p;'o this gerplexity the girl’s life is
absolutely serene and free from care, and in
after years—in the after vears so full of
strange bitterness and pain, she loqkn
back to this peaceful time with an aching
sense of wonder, that she conuld ever have
wished it over or thoughv it dull.

Bat changes are at hand, and saddenly,
when change is least expected, it comes, and
Isle Perdrix and St. Gildas, and Villa des
Angers vanish out of her existence like the
figures of a dream.

CHAPTER VIL

LA VIVANDIERR.

Away from wild and lonely-Bay Chalette,
with 1 its fierce Atlantic

es, its beetling surf breaking forever on
1ts craggy shore, ite blinding drifts of snow,
its long, bleak winters, the sun is setting in
rosy splendour over another sea, a fair,
serene, southern sea. A low white house
stands with its vface turned to this rose-
light, its windows like glints of gold, and
house and windows are half hidden behind a
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tangled, trailing wealth of cape jessamine
and climbing roses. The house is built of
stone, stuccoed and whitewashed, with a
hanging balcony from. the second story, and
a veranda below. And in tropical uxur-
iance, the grounds are ablaze with flowers
and shrubs, with the orange, the lemon, the
banana, the fig, the stately date-palm. A
soft wind, velvety and fragrant, floats up
from the ocean. In the dim background,
resting tranquil in an amber rain of mist,
lies St. Augustine.

‘Tae long veranda, which runs the whole
front of the house, is one glowing mass of
colour—one scented wealth of roses. Up
and down this veranda a lady walks, d:ink-
ing in the cool sea-breeze, and gazing at the
rich glow of this southern sunset. An
elderly lady, upright and stately, with white
hair, puffed elaborately under a cap of finest
point, a severe, silvery face, piercing dark
eyes, that have lost at sixty-seven no wit of
the fire of youth, a trained dress of dark
silk, and some yellowish face, of fabulous
value at the throat, held together by a clus-
ter of brilliants. She supports herself on an
ebony cane, mounted with gold, but carried

re, 1t i evident, from habit, than through
real necessity. A handsome and
ghty old lady, with broad smooth brow,

d thin mouth, set in a sort of hard and
habitual disdain.

Up and down, up and down—it is her
daily afternoon habit—thinking her thoughts
alone. She is always alone, this woman ; it
seems to her sometimes she has been alone
all her life. 8he is worse than alone now,
she is forced to endure uncongenial com-
Ppinionship,

Her walk takes her each time past two
long lighted windows ; she glances through
the lace draperies sometimes, and the dis-
dainful curve of the resolate mouth intensi.
fies into absolute aversion. Two gentlemen
8t in that lighted room, playing chess ; it is
at the elder of these two she looks with that
half-veilei glance of dislike. The lady is
Madam Valentine, the gentleman, Vane
Valentine, her heir.

Soveqeigns, it is said, have but little love
for their successors. Perhaps this inborn
instinet is the reason. The servaats in the
house will tell you the madam is afraid of
him. And yet she does not look lLke a
woman essily made afraid, easily cowed,
easily brought into subject to any will. Her
own is very strong, and seemingly reigns

aramount. Bat there is often a power be-

nd the throne, which the throne fears in
spite of iteelf. That pdwer exists here,
Mr. Vane Valentine, if nota man of power-
fal mind, is yet a man of profound obstinacy,

8 — ——

whether in trifles or in matters of moment ;
there is a certain doggedness about him that
does not know when it is beaten, and goes
on, unabashed until it has won the game,
And he grows impatient, like all crown
princes, to come into his kingdom. He has
hopes and plans of his own, that depend for
their fruition on this fortune, snd the queen
regnant is 30 long a-dying ! More, she looks
as much like living as the did a score of
years ago! He swears undec his breath,
sometimes over it, in the sanctusry of his
chamber, but madam’s vitality {8 a matter
in which no amount of prufanicy, however
heartfelt and sincere, can avail

She lives, and is likely to live ; she takes
excellent care of herselt, and spends her
money—bis money rather, lavishly—with
both hands, o:a://e‘ry whim. For, close
upon seventy, she#till has whims. And she
knows his feelings, and he knows she
knows, and resents it bitterly, indignantly,
silently, It seems to her basest treachery
that he should wish to anticipate hy one
moment hissuccession. But then she kaows
nothing of those hidden plans - Vane Valen-
tine is & secretive man by npa'ure, even in
trifies—knows of the patiently waiting sis-
ter Dorothea, who is to keep house for him
at Manor Valentine when he is Sir Vane,
and the American millions are his—nething
of Miss Camilla Rooth, a fair cousin, who
used to be younger, and who bas spent her
youth and dimmed her beauty, waiting,
like Mariana in the Moated Grange, for the
coming of Cousin Vane, baronct and mulion-

aire. .

Of these things she knows little—she only
knows she is growing to hate him, only
knows that he s miserly and mean, grasp-
ing and grudging, and longing for her
death, and sees in her, not- his bene-
factress, but an obstacle to his hopes and
wishes, and her riches, by right, already his
own. There isnever any opeu rupture, there
is cold civility and attention on one side,
chill scorn and indifference on the other,
buat she draws more and more into herself,
lives her own life, thinks her own thoughts.
‘What if she should disappoint him after all !
it is in her power. There is a tierce sort of
pleasure in the vindictive thought—she can
leave her wealth as she pleases—to endow
hoepitals, build churches, found libraries !
What if sha doesit! It would be justifiable
reprisal. And yet—to let it go out of the
family— to disobey her husband’s dying
wish ! There is no one else Stay, 18
there not? Nooneelse? Whatof her son’s
daughter—her only son’s only child? What
of her? Nearer in blood, her very own—
George's little child !
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The mere thought, put this way, softens her
heart. What if she should send for her?
She break: off —the idea comprebends so
mnch—it overwhelms her at first. Bat .she
broods and broods upon it, until familiarity
wears off the first sharp repugnance of the
thought. It is the thin edge of the wedge—
the ¢ rift within the late.” Once well in. for
the rest to follow is but a matter of time.
From thinking to talking is a patural se-

“ He presents an arm, but she declines, with
an impatient gesture.

with yoang Payton,’ she says.

‘Payton has gonme. I beat him three
games in succession,’ responds Mr. Valentine,
complacently, twisting the ends of the mus-
tache, It has grown in thirteeh years, is
long and drooping, and iunky black. ‘It
grew monotonous after that.’

quence—Mrs. Tinker is her confidante;
adroitly the topic is brought round, one on
which the old housekeeper is but too ready
to converse. All that she knows of the
child and her mother—of that last sad inter-
view with George, is discussed over and
over again.

It is wonderful how this going backward
softens the resolute old heart. George lives
again, she hears his voice, sees his smile,
listens to his boyish, gladsome laugh. Oh,
George, George ! how sharper than death is
the thought of her harshness now! Bat his
child still lives ; in is in her power even yet
to make compensation through that child,
‘Why should she fear Vane Valentine? why
care for his displeasure ? why not asse1t her-
self as of old, and claim her grandchild as
her right ? She muses upon it unti! she is full 4
of the thought ; sleeping or waking, it is
with her. It isof tbat she is thinking 80 in-
teutly now, as she paces up and down. It
is past her usual hour of lingering here ; a
moon is lifting its shoulder over the tall date
palms ; the star-lit southern bight, full-of
sweetest odours of flower, and forest, and
sea, lies over the land. Still she keeps on,
up and down, up and down ; still she thinks,
and dreams, and longs. Why not—why not
—why not have George’s daughter—too
long banished from this her rightful -heme—"
here? why not now, at once? Tuirteen
years ago she gent her from her—she is six-
teen now, far beyond doubt ; her mother was
that, and her father—Ah! was there ever
his like in all the world ? So much bright,
brave beauty to lie under the merciless sea
for thirteen years! Tears—very rare tears
—soften the hard brilliance of those deep,
dark eyes. Seventeen years since she cast him
off, and only now thinking of reparation !
Surely there is little time to be lost bere, if

she means in this life to do justice to his
child !

‘Is it not past your ususal hour, aunt ¥
asks a bland voice. Mr. Vane Valentine
never leaves her too long at once to melan-
choly retrospections. It is not good for her
—or-for him either. He has dismissed his
friend, and appears by her side on the
veranda. °‘Shall I assist you in ¥

Thirteen years have not changed this
gentleman much, except in the matter of
mustache. Indeed, they have not changed
him at all, have merely accented and em-
phasized all traits, persvnal aad mental, ex-
isting then.
dark, still with scant allowance of bair, with
black, restless eyes, and thin, obstinate
mouth ; still elaborate as to drese, fastidions
in the minutest details about himself, from
the glossy whiteness of his linen to the
dainty-paring and purity of his rails. He
looks like a man thoroughly well satistied
with himself—a man who could never, under
any circumstances, imagine or own himself
in the wrong.

He walks beside her, and casts a compla-
cent, self-satisfied, proprietor-like glance
over the sceme. There is the sea, bathed in
ba glory of moonlight ; there is a mocking-
bird, singing, whistling, twittering, like a

piping plaintively 1n the bracken : there are
the roses, and the myrtle, and the orange
trees, the passion flowers and the jessamine,
scenting the night air ; there is the Southern
Cross, ablaze over their heads; there are
warmth, and perfume, and bheauty every-
where. It dawns upon Mr Vane Valentine
it 18 a fine night. He says so.

< N saw such moonlight,” he remarks,
still complacently, as 1f the :o ne were
gotten up especially for his delectation,
¢And that mockingbird—listen to the fellow.
As you say, aunt, 1t is much toe fine to go
in.’

«I am not aware of having sail so,’ short-

immediately—Vane !> abraptly.

¢ Yes, aunat.’

¢ When did you hear from your friend—
what is his name ?— Farrar.

< Paul Farrar? surprised. ‘Oh, not for
ages, Not since that time, years ago, when
he wrote to know g

Mr. Vane Valentine pulls himse)f up short,
« If that girl might be christened,’ is what he
was going to say. But madam knows po-
thing of that, and it is one of the cases where
ignorance is bli i )

¢ Well?° she says sharply ; “finish your
sentence—sinoce when

o

/
/

¢I thought vou were absorbed in chess °

He is still tall, still thin, still .

whole aviary near ; there is a whip-poor-will-

ly : ‘on the coutrary, I am going in almost

FLERLY



Na N2

™

76 LOS'g FOR A WOMAN.

¢Not for years. He is in Russia—got an
appointment of some kind in St. Petersburg,
aad naturally—moving ahout as we always
are,” in a slicht tone of grievance, for Mr.
Vaoe Valentine does not like a nomadic ex-
istence—* it is not likely we should keep up
& very brisk correspondence. Besides, I hate
letter-writinge

¢ Indeed !’ sarcastically ; *since when? I
should never imagine it, reeing the volum-
inous epistles that go to England by every
mail.’

‘I write to my si ter Dorothea and my
ccusin Camilla, of course,’ rather stifily.

A pause.

Whaoat is coming? Something out of the
common, he sees, in the fartive glance he
casts at her absorbed face.  She breaks the
pause abruptly.

¢ How often do you hear from that girl ?’

¢That girl?’ bewildered. ‘Do you mean
my cousin Camilla—- -

¢ I mean,’ striking her stick sharply on the
ground, and pausing in her walk, ‘I mean
that girl you sent to Canada with the man
Farrar, thirteen years ago,’

¢ Mr. Vane Valeatine catches his
breath, The bursting of a bomb at his feet
could bardly have startled him more. * That
girl . Snowball Tiillion. Tl

° If that is what she iscalled. I medn,’
with icy distinctness, my ° granddaughter.’

Mr. Vane Valentine whitene under his
lemon-hued skin—turns the livid hue of the
moonlight on the whitewashed house-front.

¢ Your granddaughter!" with equal iciness.
¢ Who is to tell if she is your granddaughter ?
The word of the woman who called herself
ber mother was not worth much, I fancy.
The girl Svowball Trilion is in Canada still.

A frigid stare follows his answer, and Ma-
dam Valentine’s ‘ stony stares’ are things
not pleasant to meet. Then she laughs con-
temptuously. ’

¢ This is your latest metier is it, to doubt
her identity? Well, I am not disposed to
doubt it, and that [ takeit is the main point.
I mean Snowball Trillon, if yon like. Where
18 shein Canada? Be more definite, my good
Vane, if you please.’ 2

‘The plaee 18 2alled St. Gildas. She lives,
I believe, on an island near that town, in the
family of one Dr. Macdonald.’

He is recovering.  Tne shock has been 8o
utterly unexpected that he has been stunned
for a moment, but his customary cold caution
is returning. He drawa s long breath, and
bis pulse quickens a little its methodical
beat. What—what does this mean ?

* Do yon ever bear from her ?’

¢ Never directly, The money you allotted

r her maintenance is drawn semi-annually

by Dr. Macdonald—was drawn two months
ago,and she was then reported in the doctor’s
letter as alive and well. Thatisall I know.’

¢ Alive and well,’ slowly, gladly, thought-
fully, ‘and sixteen years old, is shenot? I
wonder—I wonder,” dreamily, * what she is
like ?’

¢ She is sixteen years old ,’ coldlv ; ¢of her
looks I know nothing—nor of her ’

¢It is my wish then,’ says madam, assert-
ing herself suddenly and heartily, * that you
should know something. It is my own in-
tention to know.a great deal. I have been
culpably ignorant too long. Write to this
Dr. Macdonald,’ bringing down the ebony
cane with an authoritative bang—*ask him
for all information regarding this youog lady,
my grandchild,’ loftily, and looking him full
in the face with her dark piercing eyes, ¢ her
health, habits, education, and 80 on.  Tell
him to enclose a photograph of her in his re.

y. .
» Yes, madam. Anything else? ShallI
write to night ?’ -

‘ To-night or to-morrow, as you please.
Tell him to send the photograph without
fail. I am curious to see what she is like,
Tell him to answer at once —at once.’ .

‘ You shall be nbeyed. Now, what the
edevil,’ says Vane to himself, does this

mesn ?’ o -

It means no good to him—that at least i
certain. For a very long time, hour after
hour that night, he sits smoking cigars at
his open window, and gazing blankly at the
fair southern moon. He must obey ; there
is no help for that. If baulked ia the slight-
est, this headstrong, foolish, ridiculous old
kinswoman of his is carable of going in per-
son before another month is over her vener-
able head, straight to St. Gildas, and seeing
for herself. The only wonder is, being
curious on the sulject at all, that she has
not done so already.

There s still no hope. The girl may not
in any way—supposing her even to be his
daughter—resemble the late George Valen-
tine, Like mother like son, thinks Mr.
Valentine, savagely biting the top off his
fresh cigar, as if he thought it were madam’s
head—a precious pair of fools both ! In point
of fact, he is certain, although he has never
seen George Valentine, nor even » pictare of
him, that she does not resemble him. Bat
if this old lady—falling into .her dotage, no
doubt —shouid fancy a resemblance, and be
besotted enough to send for her, and try te
pat her in his place—Mr. Valentine ex-
presaes his feelings just here by a deep oath,
ground ousbetween fiercely closed teeth.

When it comes to that—let them look toit ®
He is not to be whistled down the wind,
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after all these years, as his idiotic old rela
tive shall find to her cost !

But he writes the letter—a slow and
Jaboured bit of composition ; and as he writes

a cold, cruel, crafty smile dawns, in a|

diabolical 1.shion. around hie bard, thin lips.

*1f they answer this—if they send the
photograph atter tbis, then'—the smile in-
tensities as he folds the and seals the epstle,
‘ifthat girl has tte spirit of a worm, she will
fling this lester into the fire, and send an
apswer, per 1eturn post, that will effectually
cure madam ot her rolly !’

Now Mi-tress Snowball Trillon, or Dolores
Macdonald, as you please, has, as we know,

- the spirit of many worms—has a pride and
a temper, alas ! tully equal to Mr. Valen-
tine's own.

De. Macdonald, profoundly surprised,
deeply hurt, and a iittle disgusted with the
writer, puts the precious epistle, without a
word, into ber hauds, and the blue eyes tlash
lightoing fires of wrath as she reads,

¢ It is rather —rather offensive,’ the gentle
old doctor says. ¢ You need a0t send the
photograph if you like, Snowball, my dear.’

For a moment a storm scems imminent in
the flashed cheeks and flashing eyes, tnen a
wicked smile dawns on the ruosy young
mouth, a sparkle that forbodes 1 adness to
come creeps into the azure orbs, and quite
quenches the fires of wrath.

¢Oh, I don’t mind,” she says, cheerfully.
¢ A little impertinence mqre or less, what
does it signify ? Begears mustn’t be choos-
ers. I'llsend it. Write the letter, and
when it is ready I'll slip the photo 1, and
myself over to St. Gildas this very after-
noon to post it. By return mail, dcn's you
see, he says.’

¢ And I hope he’ll like me when he sees
me,’ thinks Miss Trillon, going up to her
maiden bower under the eaves ;  butl am
harassed by doubts.’

She takes from a drawer a couple of
photographs, tinted, and, as works of art,
worthy of commendation. They represent
a youug person in a striking, not to zay
startling, dress of a vivandiere—a short pet-
ticoat of brilliant dye, baggy trousers, and a
blue blouse, s red cap set rakishly on one
side of the dead, a lictle wine barrel slung
over the shoulder, pistols in the belt, two
little hands thrust there also. a smile of un-
utterable sauciness on the face. And the
young perscn is Smowball ! As a picture
nothing can be more effective—as a portrait
of a stately old lady’s granddaughter., noth-
ing could well be more reprehensible. Last
winter some charades were acted at the
house of Mlile. Innocente Desereaux ; Snow-
ball appeared 1n one of them as a vivandicre,

4

and the brother of Mlle. Innocente, a photo-
graphic artist, had been charmed, and in-
sisted on immortalizing her in the dress next
day. The photographs have since lain here,
too outre to be shown ; and it is one of these
under which she pertly writes, * a votre
service, monsieur,” and diggpatchce . Mr.
Vane Valentise- .

The interval between senaing and receiv-
ing isabout eight days, and eight more anxi-
ous and uncomfo-table days Mr. Valentine
never remembers to hays siect. What
is in madan:’s mind *—what does she mean ?
—why does she want the photograph *—
what change of dynasty does this torbode ?
Does she—can she—mean for one moment to
throw him overboard for this upstart ? Does
she dream be will pernit it? 1Is he a pup-
pet, to be taken up and played with awhile,
and then thrown aside, as the whnim seizes
her ? He will thow ber whether he is or
rot. Let her expose her hand, and then he
will balk her new game,

Meantime there 18 nothing to be done bat
wait, and waiting ie, he fiuds, the hardest
work in the world.

She, too, is waiting. The subject is never
resamed—it is the ‘lull pefore the storm.”
Is it to be a.drawn battle between these two
proud, unbending people from h forth ?
It all depends on this girl—this gauche, un
formed gurl of sixteen. If the photograph
should by any chance resemble ever so little
that dead George—well, if it does, and she
takes the girl up, she shall see !

It comes —the letter with the Canadian
post-ma-k, and something bard within.

His hand shakes as he opens it, and the
carte drops out.

It is a moment before he can summon reso-
lation enough to take it up, but he does at
last, and then —!

Tae letter is from Dr. Maconald, it is
brief. civil, but cool. MlIle. Trillon is well,
is quite happy, has been well and carefully
educated, and has no desire whatever to
change her home.

He incloses her photograph, by which Mr.
Valentine will see she is also extremely
pretty ; and he is his respectfully, Angus
Macdonala.

Madame Valentine is in her sitting-room.
A storm of wind and rain is sweeping over
the fair landscape, and blotting it out.

She sits watching it drearuy,~when Mr.
Vane Valentine, with a more assured look
and step than he has used of late comes into
the room, an open letter in his hand.

- It 1s the letter from Canada, and the pic-
tuare,’ he says. .

He loys both in her lap, .

His face is in good order, but there is

,,2)?»[’ LR
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an 'imperceptible thrill of triumph in his
tone.

He does not go—he stands and waits.

A alight flush rises to her face, but she
meets his look with one of rigid reserve.

*Well ¥ she says ioquiringly:

¢ Will you be good enough to open the let-
ter? The photograph is inside.’

*At my leisare. 1 will retain the picture.
You need not take the trouble to wais !’

Itisa curt dismissal; a flush of anger
rises over his sallow face. -

He has hope tosee her face when first she
glarces at the audacious phobognpf. He is
destined to be disappointed. But he knows
the 1ok of angry surprise and disappointment
thit will follow, all the same, Without a
word he goes.

Thnen, with fingers that shake with eager-
ness, gshe snatches the picture out, looks at
15, drops it witk an exclamation of anger,
amszs, dismay. .

Whiat ! another dancing girl! A juvenile
copy of tae bold, blue-eyed circus woman,
who had confrooted her that September af-
ternoon, thirteen years ago.

And what outrageous ¢ostume is this ?
what defiant smile? what per$ words written
u sderneath ?

Is this, indeed her grandchild? Hers ?
Does the proud Valentine blood flow in the
heart of such"a frivolus creature as this?

. What insolence to send it—it is a direct
affront. And yet—what a pretty face!
What a brightly pretty, piquant face. Not
a bold ore, either—only saucy, girlish, full
of fan and healthfui glee. :

She looks at it again, reluctantly, at first,
relentingly after a littl>—then; long and ear-
nestly.

No, there is no look of George—none
whatever ; it i8 a youthful repetition of
that other face she remembers so well—only
with the brazen recklessness left ont.

She must be very pretty ; she might, with
proper training, become a lovely girl. What
a wealth of rippling ringlets ; what charming
features ; what an exquisite dimpled mouth!
Only the dress—end yet—that might be only
a girl’s thoughtless joke.

The letter is all that can be desired, for-
mal if you will—a trifle cold, but perfectly
respectful. What if Vane Valentine has
crouched his request in impertinent words—
be is quite capable of it, and this defiant
picture is sent in reprisal? She hits the
truth, and suspects that she hits it ; she
guesses quite accurately, what her heir is
feeling on this subject.

‘I will disappont him yet,” she thinks,
vindictively, ‘in spite of the picture.’

She meets him at dinner, some hours later,

B S—————

without a trace of any emotion, except her
usual severe reserve of manner, and hands
him back the letter.

‘Well?” he asks, with rather a grim
smile. *‘And the picture—how do you find
that ¥

¢] find it a trifle eccent-ic,’ she returne,
¢No, James, no soup. Taken in a fancy
dress, 74 1magine. A pretty girl, and very

| lige bir mother. Yes, James, the rock-fish,’

to thp man-servant, ‘If you please, my
goodi¥ane, I will keep it.’
No\B‘»\re is said. But the edge of the

wedge is well in, and, with afeeling akin to

despair, Vane Valentine reslizes that his

letter and fatal photograph are but the be«

ginning of the end.
)

CHAPTER VIIL

(,‘/ - A FLYING VISIT.

Aun April evening. Westward the sun is
dipping in Bay Chalette its very red face,
and the cool, greenish waters take on roseate
haes in consequence, that by no means be-
long to them. A soft, pinkish, windless
haze, indeed, encircles as1ua haio bay and
town, Isle Perdrix, and the boats of the Gas-
pereaux fishers, out:in force ; for is not ths
* Gaspereaux Month,’ the suver harvest of
these toilers of the sea? ¢ Ships, like lillies,
lie tranquilly’ at the grimy St. Gildas
whatves ; the. gmaint hilly town ltgelf rests
all aflush in ther baih of ruby sunlight, the
sound of evening bells—the Angelus ringing
out from Vila des Anges—tloats sweetly
over the hush, uniil listening, you lmagine
yourself for the moment in sume far-off, old-
world city of France. - X

Isle Pedrix rests, like the rocky emerald it
is, in its lapis lazoli aetting, iss beacon al-
ready lit, and sending its gulden stream of
light far over the peaceful sea. .

1t is a$ this wiwching hoaur, of an April
day, that a traveller stands on the St. Gildas
shore, and waits for the ferry-boat to come
and take him over to the island.

*You see, there ain’s no regular ferry, as
you may say, betwixt this and Dree Island,
the Jandlord explains, at the little inn where
he stops to make known his wishes ; *and
there ain’t no srafiic. There’s only
the ductor’s family and old Tim, that lives
on the place for good like, and they rows
over themselves when they come back and
forrid, which is every day for that matter.
We blows a horn when strangers come, and
then old Tim, if he ain’t too busy, comes
across and takes ’em off. I’ll blow the horn
for you, now, sir.’

‘Ican call spirits from the vasty deep,’
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mour.

quotes the gentleman, with a touch of hu- | who keeps the inn, blcw theblast that might

¢ But will they come when we call | have raised the dead, but it bas not raised
them ? It's a toss up then whether old Tim | the ferryman of this river.’

comes or not, madam ¥

‘Jest so, sir, You takes your chance.
But the light’s lit I see, so he ain’t like to
be none so busy that he can’t come.
he’s that near—old Tim is, and thas fond of
turniog a penny, that he never misses a fare
if he can help it.’

She lifts to her lips a sea-shell, and blows

a blast that might wake old Charon himself

and bring him across the Styx.
‘You wait here a little, sir,” she says.
¢Old T:m will hear that, if he's a mind to

you won’c 8ee him at all.’

¢ Humph !" says the traveller, ¢ primi-
tive customs obtain here upon my word !
1 wonder if thé cther aborigines are like
these two ¥’

But be stands and waits. Many boats

on brown oar blades, or white sails. One
boat in particular he notices ; so pretty, so
white, 8o dainty 1 it—a name in gilt letters
cn the stern ; he cannot read it from where
he stands. It is manned by two youths;
young men, perhape, and one girl. The girl
and one of the young meu row, the thurd
steers, all are siuging. Tne spirited refrain
of the Canadian Boat Xong reaches him
where he stands :

¢ Row, br)thers, row, the stream runs fast,

The rapids are near, and the daylight is past.

At the sound of the horn they turn simal-
taneously to- look, and the traveller in his
turn takes a long look at the girl, who hand-

long practice can have given. A pretty, fair

‘girl in a suit of yachting costume of dark

blue flannel, and broad braid white trim-
mings, a sailor hat of coarse straw, and a
redundance of very light, very loose hair.
She rests on her oar, after that look at him,
and addresses the steersman. A brief dis-
cussion follows—the twain who row seem to
urge some point, to which the third objects,
but the majrity carry the question. In-
stinctively tne traveller feels ne is the sub-
ject of the consultation ; perhaps they know
he wishes to visit the island, and are good-
naturedlv disposed to take the place of the
tedious Tim. His conjecture proves to be
c t ; the pretty white boat is headed for
th% St._ Gildas shore, is run sharply up on
the sands, and the steersman,.raising himself
from his recumbent position, somewhat in-
dolently touches his cap, and speaks.

¢ Beg pardon, Sir. You want to goto
Dree Island ?

“If1 can get there—yes. The good lady

For | self with alacrity of the offer.

glide swifcly past, the red sunlight glinting“

les her oar with a skill and ease that orly.

¢ If you like to come with us, we will take
| you.’
| ¢“Ah! thamks very much,’ availing him-
‘ You are
most kind. But will it not tage you out of
your way ?'

¢ On the contrary we were justgoing there.
‘We have only been driftiug about. Rush off,
Johnny. If you like to steer, Snowball, I’il
take your oar. You ought to be tired by
this time.’

Soowball ! The traveller gives a great

come. 1f you dou’t see him in fifteen minutes | and sudden start, and sits down om the

: thwart with more precipitation than grace.
‘ Toank you, Rene dear,” respouds_,the
pretty girl, in the yachting suit, with ihch
‘l demureness. ‘I would rew urtil my arms
; dropped off, I am sure, sooner than tire your
poor dear muscles. No. Johnny aud I
will take Boule-de-neige home. Come on,
Johnny.’

Johnny comes on. The boat glides off
like a great swan, out into the river, pro-
pelled by two pair of strong, wiiling young
arms. The sun has quite dipped out of
sight by this time, and the moon, * bright
regent in the heavens,’ floats up in pearly
lustre. The long, mystic, siivery twilight
of northern climes wraps them in 1ts dreamy
haza,

¢ A blazing red sunset, Snowball,’ says
the young gentleman addressed as ‘Johnay,’
a strikingly handsome big fellow of eignteen
or more, with a pair of large, deep, sea-gray
eyes. ‘You will have a capital day for
your trip to Moose Head to-moréw. Is
Innocente Desereaux going.’

¢ Of of course,” responds the pretty girl,
promptdy, ‘and Armand—but he goesasa
matter of course.’

¢Why a m ter of course?” demands,
rather peremptorily, the other young gentie-

man, darker, slighter, older than ¢ Johnny.’

T ¢ You must be tond of the society of fools,

Soowball, when you take so readily to the
continual companiouship of Armand Deser-
eaux.’ -

¢ A fellow feeling makes us wonderous
kind,” quotes Mlie Snowball, still demurely.
‘I get 8o overpowered with intellect and
¢ tall talking,’ Rene, when you are at home,

| tha!, do you know, Armand’s mild imbecili-

ties are a positive relief. Besides, he is 80

very, very good-looking, poor fellow. Did

you ever notice his dark, pathetic eyes ¥’
There is a disgusted growl from the

austere-looking M. Rene--a smothered laugh
from Johnny.

_*Exactly like the eyes of a pathetic

»
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' The head is small, and set with the much-

" Hang his impudence ! Snowball I" authori-
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when he stands on his hind legs I’
this latter says. ‘1 have ncticed his dark
pathetic eyes, Snowball, and always feel
hke taking him gently and sweetly by the
coliar to the nearest butcher's. They're ever
s0 much, in expression, like old Tim’s little

ier’s, Brandy.’

Et is an 1mportant speech, but, her back
being turned to Rene, the young lady re-
wards it with her sweetest smile.  And her
smile is very sweet. She is, without ex-
ception, the prettiest girl, thestranger thinks
he has ever seen*

Whatever other opinion may be held of
Snowball Thillon, there can be but one on
the sabject of her beauty. No eyes more
coldly critical, better disposed to find fault,
coula easily be found ; but fault there seems
to be none. He sits at her leisure and takes
the picture in. She appears to regard him
no more than the thwart on which he sita.

admired ‘stalk-like’ poise on the fair, firm
throat—a head crowned with a chevelure
doree, such as he has never looked on her
before. The figure is tall, very -erect, very
slender, as becomes sixteen years, its oon-
tour even now giving promise of getting well
over that with a dozen more years. The face
is oval, the eyes of .turquois blue—blue to
their very depths; feailess, flashing, fun-
loving, wide-open eyes. A complexion of
flawless fairness, white teeth,and a rounded,
dimpled chin. Aund—he thioks this with an
inward shuadder—it is also like a living like-
nessof a waXen, dead face, and rigid eyesof the
same forget-me-cat blue, secn once and cever
to be forgotten, years ago !

As he sits and stares his fill, he is quite
unconscious that some one else ir staring at
him, and staring with a frown that deepens
with every instaut. It is the young man who
steers, whose dark brows are knitted angrily
under the visor of his cap.

¢ Confound the fellow !" he is thinking,
with inward savagery ; ‘one would thlinngk
she were sitting to him for her Portn.it r

tatively ; ¢ vou have handled that oar long
enough. Come and take my place, and give
it to me.’

Snowball looks at him, and reads in his
face that he means to be obeved. In hiaj
place she will be out of eyeshot of the ill-
bred stranger, unless he has eyes in the back
of his head. .

There are some tones of Rene's voice Snow-
ball never cares to disobey , this is one. Per-
haps, too, she suspects. She gets np obedi-
ently, smiling saucily in his darkling face,
and takes ti.c stern seat.

once, and is conscious that he has given the
dark and digaitied young Monsieur Rene
cause of offecnce. He hast by pl t
commonplaces to make his peace.

¢ Very intereating t..wpn, St. Gildas—quaint
old world, and that. 1ls that a Martello
tower he sees over yonder, on these heights ?
Ah ! rare birds, these round towers—built,
no doubt, in times of French and British war-
fare. Reminds him of Dinan, in Brittany,
with its Angelus bell, and 1ts convents, and
priests in the streets, dressed in soutanes.
Yes (to Johnny), he has been abioad : has
been a great traveller now for years. Charm-
ing scenery, this ! ls that Isle Perdrix, with
the beacon lights shining? A pretty island
very pretty, no doubt. They know lsle Per-
drix well ¥

*Well enough, since we live there,’ .Iohnn{
answers ‘' with a shrug; °too well, we thin
sometimes. Life o2 an island, be it never
80 charming, is apt to grow a stale affair after
a score of years. We are Dr. Macdonald’s
sons, and he is at home, if ‘you want to see
him. It's not much of a show-place, Dree
Island, but tourists mostly do it. If you
don't wish particularly to retarn to-might,
sir, my father will be bappy to offer you a
room.’

Johnny makes this hospitable proposal, in
much mmplicity, quite ignoring his brother’s
warning frown.,

Bene has taken a sudden dislike and dis-
trust of this dark, staring stranger, and his
patronizing talk. He may spend his own
shining hours—and he does spend a good
many of them—in judicious repression of
Miss Trillon, but he is singularly intolerant
of any other male creature presuming to take
the smallest liberty.

He sits abeotutely silent, until they land,
and vhen restrains Snowball, by a look, from
leaving her place.

“We will row down as far as Cape Pierre,
he s3) 8, per.mptorily, ¢ the evening :s much
too fine to go in. Tim,’ to that aged retainer,
appearing on the shore, his pipe in his moath,
hga hands in his pockets, bis dog Brandy, at
his heels, ‘ show this gentleman up to the
cottage, will you ¥

And thea Mr. Vane Valentine finds him-
self on the shore of Isle Perdrix, old Tim in.
“specting thim, with two rheumy, red eyes,

Brandy amelling in an alarming manner, at
the calvef of his legs, and the Boule-de-neige
floating like a fairy bark down the mooulit

‘Two handsome youung fellows, my friend,
he rewarks to Tim, foliowing that faithful
henchman up the rocky paths. .

‘Faix ye may say that. I'm sayin’, ye

Mr. Vane Valentine comes to_himself at

may weil say that. Divil their aqul ye'll
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find anywhere in these parts. Av ye want
to stan’ well wid the owl docther, ye'll spake
a civil word for the hyes. I say ye'll—’

¢ And a very pretty girl,’ interrupts the !
stranger, carelessly. ¢ Their sister, I take |
1t ? although she doesn’t resemble them.’ |

Timothy groans. : :

‘The gerrel ! O well, thin, 'tis nothin’ bad !
Tll be sayiu’av the gerrel, but upon me
hounour and conscience, ’tis nothin’ good any- |
body cansay! Thne divilment av that gerrel !
—the thricks and the capers av her—mortial |
man cudn’t be up to. No. thin, she isu't |
their shister, not a dhrops blood to thim, but |
a sort of foulin the ould docther’s bringin’
up. I'm sayin’—arrah shure here’s the:
docther for ye himsel.’ ‘

Dr. Macdonald appears, and Mr. Valentine !
approaches, aud presents himself.

The presentation is not so facile a matter
as he usaally finds it, for the reason that he
has made up his mind not to give his name.
But the genfle, genial 8ld doctor is simpli-
city itself —he sees a stranger at his gate,
and asks no more. To give nim of his best,
and ask no questions, 18 his primitive and
obsolete idea of hospitality. r. Valentine
is invited in, is refreahed and pressed to
spend the night. and accepts graciously the
invitation. Dr. Macdonald personally.offers
to show him over the island, seen at its
picturesque by this light, relates his history
—a tragic histofy too, of bloodshed once
upon a time, of plague later, of terror and
sudden death. Nine tolls from the steeples
of St. Gildas ; the little island, all bathed in
moounlight, lies as in a sea of pearl—a sea 80
still that the soft lapping of the incoming
tide has the sound of a muffled roar. :

The hour, the light, the silence, has a |
strange charm even for this man,
and sordid, and but little susceptible to
charm of the kind.

¢ I capnot think what keeps my children,’
the doftor says, as they turn to go back;
‘ they geldom stay on the water so late. The
beauty" of the night I suppose tempts them.
Ah ! they are here.’ )

His face lights. The white boat grates on
the sand, and the three young peaple come
up the craggy elove, the gay voices and
young langhter coming to where they linger
and wait. ! .

“Prithee, why so sad, fond lover, prithee
why s0 pale?’ sings the girl, and oligi her
bhand through Rene’s arm, and gives him a
shake. ‘Sare if looking glad won't win
her, will looking sad availi’ I dont know

whether I've got it right or not, but that'’s

the sense. Johnny, do you know if Inno- |

cente Desereanx has been trampling on our :

Rene more thag nsual go-dsy ? Because—" ;
A

‘ Hush ! can’t you?’
giving her a fraternal dig with his elbow,

[ ‘don’t you see? The Marble Guest !’

¢ Con-found him !’ mutters Rene. Snow-
ball, have nothing to say to him! Go up to
your room and go to bed. You must be up
at dawn to-morrow morning, remember.’

* Good little girls cught to be in bed at
nine o’clock anyhow,’ chimes in Johnny,
severely, ‘do, Snowball. Get some bread
and milk in the kitchen, like a little dear,
and Rene will go up and tack you in !’

Snowball receives this’ proposal with a
shout of derisive langhter, which if a trifle
louder than Mere Maddelena would approve
of, is altogether so sweet, s0.joyous, that
the two men waiting smile 1uvoluntarily
fromn sympathy.

¢ My little girl !’ the old doctor says, and
lays a loving hand on her curls. She has
snatched off her sailor hat and is swinging it
as she walks. ‘My boys, and my little
Snowball, Sir,” he says to the silent man
who stands beside him, * but you have met
before. You rowed this gentleman over,
didn’t you, Snowball ?*

Snowball drops the son’s arm, and takes
that of the father. The stranger falls back
with Johnny. Rene walks on ahead, wish-
ing his father and brother were a little more
ttiilapriminating in their unbounded hospi-

i

ty. B

I don’tlike that fellow,’ he thiuks, ‘and,’
rather irrelevantly this, ‘ Snowball will be
asked to play and sing for his amusement,
no doubt! Hospitalivy is a virtue, perbaps
—but even a virtue may be carried to ex-

! cess.’

He is right—Snowball is asked to sing and

. play, and does both, and quite brilliantly

too for a schoolgirl of sixteen, but then they
are musical or nothing at Villa des Anges,
The instinct of coquetry is there, and flashcs
out—no, let us be correct; nov coquetry,
malicious mischief, and not for the captiva-
tion of the stranger, but for the aggravation
of the édilent and watchful Rene, who sits in
a corner with a ponderous tome ‘Lives of
Artists and Sculptors’ held up as a shield,
and keeps watch and ward jealously behind
it. -

¢Did you ever read the thrilling romance
of the ‘Dog in the Manger,” Snowball ?°
whigpers Johnny, in the pause of one of
their concerted pieces ; ‘ just cast am eye at
Rene, snd behold the tablean vivant !’

The stranger observes as well as the
speaker. His keen, half-closed, blazk
eyes, take in everything. The pretty,

| homely, lamp-lit parlour, whose only costly
piece of furniture is the piano, the white, -

benign head of the doctor, the stal-

retorts Johnuoy,

FARER!
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w rt, handsome Johnny, like a model for an
athlete or a Greek god, as you choose, the
silent, grave, intellectual Rene, and the bn}-
liant young beauty, with the golden main
falling to her slender waist, the white hands
flying over the keys,and the blue eyes laugh-
ing over at Rene’s ¢ grumpy ’ face.

¢ Is that glum-looking youth in thecorner
in love with her 2’ Vane Valentine wonders ;
¢ it 80, why should she not marry him and
stay here all her life? That would be a way
out of the difficulty ; madam would never
trouble herself with the wife of M. Rene
Macdonald, and he is handsome too, if he
would ooly light up a bit, in a different way,
of course, from his brother. Why not ¥

There seems to be no why not. It seems
‘the most natural thing in the world, sitting
in his room later on, thinking it all over—
that the girl should marry one of these Mac-
donald lads, and become socially extinct for
If left to themselves it would
inevitably happen, but who is to tell whither
this new craze may not lead Madam Vailen-
tine® She still retains the picture of the
dashing little girl-sailor, still broods iu se.
cret over her new-found dream. The woman
who hesitates 18 lost—she is but hesitating,
he feels, before taking the final plunge that
may ruin his every hope for life.

He is here now without her knowledge.
He has found the spring heats down there at
S:. Augustine too much for him, and has
come’north, ostensibly to see that everything
is gotten ready for her reception—in reality
to pay a flying visit to Isle Perdrix, and be-
hold for hunself this formidable rival. He
has 8:en her, and finds her more dangerous
ti1an his worst fears, If Madam once
looked on that winning face, that enchanting
smile, that youthful grace, all is over—her
old heart will be taken captive at once. She
does not allure him—he is not suceptible,
dnd his heart—all the beart he ever had
to give—went out of his posaeﬂhion many

years ago. ,

He 11ses late, descends, and finds break-
fast and the doctor awaiting him, "\m%t?
o'clock.  He apologiz:s, pleads late habits, ]
and the evil custom of sitting up late. The
doctor waives all excuses—his time is his
guest’s. . .

1 must be going before noon,’ Mr. Valen.
tine remarks; ‘there isa train leaves St
Gildas about eleven, I find. I owe you a’
thousand thanks for your kind hospitalitv,
my dear doctor. My visit to Isle Perdrix
will long remain delightfully in my memory.’

¢ Very pretty talk, but where the duce,’
he is thinking, * are the rest?’

The doctor sees the wandering glance.

down the bay at daylight,’ he rays, ‘and will
not return before night. They left their
adieux with me.’

Which is a polite fiction on the doctor’s
part, no one having given the stranger with-
in their gates s0o much as a thought, Well,
it does not signify—he has seen her, and
found her 4 foeman worthy of his steel.

He departs. Old Tim prosaically rows him
-on the return trip, and he takes the eleven
express, and steams out of St. Gildas with the
memory of s sparkling. laughing blonde face
to bear him company, ‘a dancing shape, an
image gay, to hauut, bewilder, and waylay’
all the way he goes.

Two weeks later. Madam Valeuntine and
her attendants are located with their penates
in that luxurious domicile that is called for
the time, ‘nome’ But the end of May has
in store for Vane Valentine a still greater
change—Sir.Rupert Valentine dies. It has
taken him maay years to do it,dut it is done
at Jast,

The baronet isa dead—live the baronet!
Sir Rupert is gathered to his fathers, and
other relations, and Sir Vane steps into his
shoes—bis title—his impoverished estate, his
gray, ivy-grown, ancestral manor. Itissud. _
den at last—is death ever anything else ?— ~
and Miss Dorothea writes him to come with-
out delay. The family solicitor also writes,
his presence is absolutely meeded—things
are in a terrible tangle—Sir Vane mnst
come and see if the muddle can be set
straight. He lays those letters—his brown
complexion quite chalky with emotion—be-
fore his aunt and arbiter.

#° Certainly, my good Vane. certainly,’ that
great lady says, with more cheerful alacrity
than the melancholy occasion seems to de.
mand ; ‘go by all means, and at once. Any
money that may be needed, for repairs, etc.,
shall be fortkco ning, of course. Remember
me to your sister and Miss Camilla Rooth.’

Time bas been when Vane Valentine
would have hailed this as the apex of all his
hopes. That time is no more. He is torn
with doubt, To leave Madam Valertine and
her fortuae for many weeks—months, 1t may
be, who can, at this critical juncture, tell
what may not happen in the interval? She
may do as he has done—she may visit St.
Gildas, Ouce let her see that girl and all is
lost! What is an empty title, a handful of
barren acres, a mortgaged Manor house,
compared with the fortune he risks? Bat
the risk must be run. Madam herself is
peremptory in urging him to go.

‘The homnour g;ngbe famif‘; demands it,”
she says, severely. ¢ You must go. Why do
you hesitate ¥

€Ah! Why? He looks at her almost

* My young people started on an excursion

b — " —
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aerily, and would ‘talk back’ if he dared.
B.% ciscretion is the better part of vallu —
the risk must be run. 'With a gloomy brow,
and a foreboding spirit, the new Lord of
Valentine and his portmanveau depart.

And then, what he most fears, comes
straighs to pass, Ere the good ship that
bears him hnas plowed half the Atlantic,
Madam Valeutine, attended by her maid, is
on her way, as fast as express trains can
whirl her, to St. Gildas, tosce with her own

eyes the original of the danng photograph
sne looks at every day.

CHAPTER IX,
‘LA REINE BLANCHE.”

¢ A lady for you, ma mere.’

So says Sister Humiliana, and lays a card
betore Mere Maddelena, who sits busily
writing in her bare little room. The mother
looks up, and at the card, and knits her
brows.

¢ Valentine ?” she says, ‘We have no one
of that nane, my sister.’

¢ Nou, my motner. Perhaps it is some one
who comes concerning a new pupil. Sbe is
in the tecond parloru. 1t i:June grande dame,
ma mere.’

¢« Ii is well, ma scear, I will go.’

Mere MaudeleLa lays down ner pen witn
some reluctauce, for she is very busy. To-
day there are the closing exercises, of the
school, distribution of premiums, addresses,
gradulation speeches, awarding of gold
medals, wreaths, etc., with music, aud a
dramatic performance. Aod * His Grandeur’
is coming, and many other very great per-
son ges, luy and ec:lesiastical, amon s themn a
wawistieguished Euglish ¢ milor ’ and his lady.
Al tuese dignitaries Mere Maddelena has
to receine and entertain; her gils are to
have one last drilling in their parts—a thous-
and things are before her. And now she is
callel to waste her golden moments, in
fu ile talk, it may be, in the second parlomr.
But she yoes, wath her slow, stately step, a
very ideal lady abbess, sereme of tace,
gracious of manoer—a very gracious manner
—quite the mien of a princess. And with
some right, too, for Mere Maddelena once
upon a time was a very great lady. Solong
ago, 80 hke a dream it seems to her now,
when 1t flits for a moment across her memory.
In the days of the Second Empire, when the
glory and the splendour thereof filled the
earth, no braver soldier marched to the
Crimea, among the legions of Lounis Napo-
leon, than Culonel, the  Count de Rosiere.
Among all the brilliant ones of a brilliant
court, féw outshone Laure, Countess de

Rosiere, either in beauty, in birth, or in
high-bred grace. Ske let him go, and mourn-
ed for her Fernand, gayly—he would return
with the Croes of the Legion, a Marshal -of
France. He did retarn—in his ccffio, and
his fair young wife took her bruised heart
out of the wortd and into the cloister. As
first 8 e only entered en retraite, in those
early days of death and despair, and there
peace found her—a new peace, that no death
could take away. That was in the dim past
—Mere Maddelena is here now, but under
the serge of her habit, uuder the hanulity of
the religeuse, the old court mauners, the old
air noble, still remain. Itisa very inspir-
ing and graceful presence that enters the
* second parlour’ and bows protoundly to the
elderly lady, so richbly robed, who sits
therein.

Madam Valeatine rises, and returns that
profonnd obeisancé, impressed %at ouce by
the stately mien of the nua.

‘Upon my word,’ she tioks, ‘these French-
women, whether nuns or society belles,
have beauiiful manners, I only hope she has
managed to insiil a lutle of her nigh-bred
into this gl 1 have come to see.” ~ -

* Be seated, Madame.” Mere Maddelena.
says, and stands until her guest has done so.
¢ A granie dame, truly * she thiuks, as their
;yes ,meet;, ‘aud & handsoms and striking
ace.

* My name, perhaps, may not be unfamiliar
to you, reverend mother,” besins the lady,
glanciug at the card ; the mnother stili retains
‘Valentine.’

¢ It is uvpardonable of me if I forgot, but
—Valentine? No, I do not recall that, ma-
dame.’

¢ And yet you have had a pupil here for
mn’v years, bearing that name, have you
not ?’ ~

¢ A pupil? But no, madam—no one called
Valentine.’

¢ Perhaps then she is called,’ with some re-
luctance, * Trillon.’ :

‘Trillon? Stay! Ah! butyes,madame,
it is the little Dolores whom you mean. The
protegee of our good Dr. Macdouald.’

¢ Doloros ? Sue never was called Dolores
that I kuow of. Snowball if you hke—a
silly name,’ .

¢ The same—the same! But madame fails
to recollect —it was by madame’s perwmission
we christened her Dolores, She was written
to on the subject.’ .

¢Was I? And when? Who wrote? I
rnmember nothiug of it,’ says Madam Valen-
tine, rather abruptly.

‘It is mavy years ago now, fully six at
‘east, Madame Macdonald died, and the
sittle one was sent to us. She had no name

S AN
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but the 80 foolish one of Snowball, and had
never been bapt z:d. Madame is aware,” de-
reciatingly, ¢we could not tolerate that.
%r. Macdonald wrote to his very good friend
M. Paul Farrar, then at Fayal, and M. Paul
—he wrote to you, did he not? Ora mem-
ber of your family, perhaps, for the requiaite
permission. .

¢ Hh-h ® to a member of my family ! I see,’
- says madam’s sarcastic voice. .

¢ Permission came we might do as we
pleased. And we called the cnild Marie Do-
lores. Is it possible, madame, that this is
the first you have heard of it ?’

¢Quite possible—the very first, my good
mother. But it does not sigaify at all. I
prefer Dolores to Szowball, which in point of
facf is no name at all.  Well it is your Do-
lores then, that I have come to see.’

¢ Madame is ?

¢ Her grandmother. I have never seen her
in my bfe! You will wonder at that, my

. mother, but her father, my only son, married
against my will, and to my great and bitter
grief. He is dead many years since,’ (this

. conversation is carried on in French),‘and his
death I cease not to deplore.  But toward
his child I did not relent ; I banished her
from my sight. I sent ber here. I fatigue

_ you, I fear, my good wmother, with all these
family details.’

She speaks with a certain coldness, a cer-
tain haughty abruptness of manner, that she
18 apt unconsciousiy to assume when forced

- to unveil ever 8o little of heart to strangers.

- But Mere Maddelena’s gentle, sympathéic
face makes the task easy.

¢Ah! but no madame. I am interested.

" Iamsorry. 1t'sall very sad for you.’

¢Igrowan old woman, I fiod,’ Madam

". Valentine resumes, still in that abrupt tone,

‘and I am lonely. She—this girl—is nearer

{ to e than anything else on earth. It is
natural 1 should wish to see her, at least.

. That’s why I am here.’

¢ Ah ! madame ! 'ia profoundest sympathy,

* ¢and ouce haviug seen her you will love her

- 80 dearly. Iuis a heart of gold—itis a child

of iofinite talent, and goodne:s and grace.-
. Alittle wild and jealous, [ grant you, but
what will you—it s youth. And a paragon

" of beauty. We do not tell her that, you un-

. derstand, but it is a loveliness most an

ing. All Villa des Anges will be desolate if
madame la bonne maman takes her away.
And next year she is to graduate, Surely
madame will not take her away !’

¢If she is what you describé her, I surely
will !’ replies la bonne maman, decisively.
* You paint a fascinating picture, my mother.
‘Why, a girl like that with a fortune such as

I can give her, may have the world at her
feet. S:xteen yearsold, you say?’

¢ Nearer seventeen, 1 believe, and tall and
most womanly for herage. An! ma chere
Petite ! how we will be sorry to lose you!
Shall I send for her, madame, that you may
see for yourself?’

She stretches out hor hand to the bell,
but the other stops her.

‘No,’ she says, ‘wait. I do not mistrust
your jadgmeat, my mother, but I prefer to
judge for myself. Let me see her, hear her,
myself aoknown, first. H.w can 1do this?’

* Most easily. Honour us with your pre-
sence at the exercises this afternoon. She is
to be crowned for excellence in music, and to
receive the second medal. She afterward
performs in a little vaudeville we have dra-
matized from history, ‘La Reine Blauche’
we call it. When all is over, the papils
mingle with the guestsin the parlours. You
can tnere see and hear, and talk to her as
much as you like.’ ’

‘Toat will do admirably,’ madam says,
rising ; ‘and now, as I am sure you are very
busy, reverend mother, I will detain you no
longer.’

¢ Let me present you with one of our ad-.
mission cards,’ says Mere Maddelena, rising
also ; *so many wish to assist at the closing
exhibition, that we are forced to protect our-
selves against a crowd. Until this after-
noon, then, madame, au revoir.’

The portress glides forward with her key,
the big convent door opens and closes, and
Madame Valentine is out, driving in her cab
through the streets of St. Gildas to her hotel.

Her calm mind is almost in a tumult of
hope, of fear. If this girl only proves to be
what Mere Maddelena makes her out, or
even half—what solace, what companion-
ship may yet be in store for her ! For even
in her reparation—and she honestly desires
to make it—madam’s first thought is of self.
She grows, as she has admitted for the first
time, very lonely in her desolate old age.
Vane Valentine is no companion, She half
fears, wholly distrusts him. She rebels
against the,sort of power he is beginning to
exercise over her. His impatience is too
m’znlife.:..n t die good

‘I s not die yet, my Vaue,’
she thinks with a littlyo bitter smile, *even

7 to oblige you. How will you look, I wonder

when you hear in Fngland that a graceful,
golden-haired granddaughter has usarped
vour ? George’s child—George's little
d:ugl ter ! Tothink that she is over sixteen
and I have never seen her yet !’

A pang of self-reprcach passes through
ll:or—a. pang that yet holds a deeper pity for
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‘¢ How bhlind I have been! All these
years—these long, lonely, wasted years, she
might have bern with me; I might have
won her love. What if now she refuses to
come, or, if coming, comes relu:tantly?
‘What if she prefers her friends here—this
doctor and his family, who have cared for
her always? It would be quite natural
But I would feel it! George’s child !

Still she does not fear it greatly. She
has 80 much to offer—so much ; they have
nothing but Iove. And how often does love
n it kick the beam when gold is in the other
scale? No one ever says ‘no’ to Kitherine
Valentine. Soshe dreams on—of a future
in which she will live over again her own
wasted life, in the bright young life of this
young girl How happy she wil make her !
How wholly she will wir her heart !

‘It will atone,’ she says and her eyes fill
with slow tears, ‘to the living and to the
dead—oh ! most of all,.to the dead ! What
I refused the father shall be given,fs shousand
times over to the child.’

She ccunts the hours with impatience until
the hour she can retarn to the villa. She
does not wish to go too soon, and be forced
to bear her impatience under the eyes of
hundred people. Her maid stares at her.
Is this her calm, self-repressed, proudly

silent mistress—this feverish, flushed womar,

walkiog restlessly up aad down her room?

The bour strikes at last ; the distance is
but fshort, a carriage is wailing. She de-
scends, and is driven back to Villa des
Anges. A stream of people and carriages
for the last half hour has setting in the same
direction.

A waiting sister receives and escorts her,
and several other arrivals to aa upper seat
in the long and loity hall. Itis rather like
going to the theatre—there is the stage, the
green drop curtain, and silks rastle, and
fans wave, an { plames nod, and an od . ur ss
of roses and vivlets abounds. Here is the
eccle-iastical element, a bishop, aud numer-
ous priests, here is the British personage and
his lady—an imposing assemblage as a whole.
Sisters in black vails and white coifs, flit
about, and all alongone side, tier upon tier
of ionocence, white Swisse, blue sashes, and
carefully arranged tresses, eit the ¢ angels’
of Villades Anges. Silent and demure' they
sit, wreaths on their yorthfal heads, white
kids o their angelic kaands, dancipg light in
their bright eyes. It isaa effective picture
altogether. and so thinks madam, takiog it
all in through ber double eye-glass. The
_graudéather of many Valeatines might be in
a very much worse place than this Canadian
convent, after all. Madam has been given a
conrpicacus seat among the nobility and

gentry, and in an excellent position to see
everything. Bills of the performance, white
satin, gold lettering, attar of roses, are dis-
tributed. She glances eagerly at hers, and
sees the name for which she looks. ‘La Reine
Blaoche—A [ rama in Three Acte ! Marie
Stoart Mille, Do o es Macdonal i I )

There is a list of other nzames—madam
cares to read no farther. That name occurs
in two or three places, as performer of a
¢ Moonligbt Sonata, as soprano in a quartet,
as second medalist. She hears the mnurmur
of voices about her, she sees a sea of faces,
but she takes in ne details—cares for none.
Yes, once she is slightly awakened. Two
young meu in aseat uear har are discussicg:
the coming entertainment in vivacious tones.

¢ (ult lettering—ess, bouquet—white sat-
in,” says one, smfflug at his programme,
< when Mere Maddelena does this sort of
thingshe does it.
their parts, and you will see they will do
ber honour. She does not forget, she once
took hér patt in private theatricals at the
court of Napoleon Third.’

<] see Suowball down for the ¢ White
Queen,’ 8ays the second voice ; ¢ sne will
look the part very fairly, at least, if she can-
not act it. Sheis not unlike the picture of

the Queen of Scots—the same oval type of-- -

face, the same alluring sort of smile, should
fancy. Snowball will not make. half a bad
Marie Stuart. Isaw Ristori in the partin
New York not long ago.’

¢ Well Snowball won’t equal Ristori cer-
tainly, but my sister Inno says, she does
herself and Mere Maddelena much credit by
her rendering. Look at this venerable party
on our right,’ says M. Vistor Desereaux,
the photographer, lowering his voice, * her
black eyes are going through u:—you par-
ticularly—like gimlets.’ .

Rene “acdonald, still half smiling,
glances carele-sly. The *venerable party’
looks both haughty and displeased - he sees
that, Who are these young men who are
discussing her granddaughter—).er grand-
daughter ?  Our Snowbalt, forsooth ! Then
it dawns upon her—one of thesz may be,
must be the doctor’s son. What if—a quite
new and altogether unpieasant idea strikes
her—what if Dolores—pshaw ! the child is
but sivteen, and with no thought, doubtlese,
beyond her piano playing and school-books.
But her keen eyes linger on his face. “le
this young man handsome? Well, harddy,
and yet it is a fine face, a stnking fage, &
clear-cut olive face, full of promise and.
power. .

¢'Who ever loved, that loved not at firsd
sight ¥ quotes Vietor Desereanx. ‘ltisa
case, Reue, my friend. The elderly party

Dalled the girls, too, in -

FASEL!
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has succambed to your charms, she can’t
take her veoerable eye-glasses off your too
captivating face. If such is the havoe you
work with a glance upon sixty years, what
—>h ! what must it seem when the victim is
but sixteen ¥

The orchestra burst forth at the moment,
and drowns his persiflage, and the perfor-
mance commences. Ces demoiselles, in airy
white Swiss, tlash on and off, ‘speak pieces,’
#ing songs, play the piano. make lovely
courtesies to the audience, appear and dis-
appear. Madam Valentine sees them, and
sees them not , they are not the rose, they
but grow near that peerless flower. She is
hot with impatience—her nerves are pulling
hard. Why does not this foolery end, and

the drama begin ? Itis the piece de resis- |

tance of the day, and is kept until lesser
matters are well out of the way. Butits
turn comes at last, and Marie Stunart, the

_ child-widow of the Dauphin, in the snowy

robes of her royal widowhood, ‘worn accord-
ing to. custom by the queens of France,
hence called reines blanches,” stands before
them. There is a murmur—a whisper—
¢ Saowbali’— sort of vioration all. through
theaudience, fairly taken by surpriseatsudden
sight “of all that blonde beauty and grace.
Ta those ‘trailing pearly robes (white silk),
her flaxen ringlets falling to her waist. with
blue star-like eyes, but delicate rosebud face,
those lousely clasped hands, she 1s a vision.
Not Mary Stuart herself, in the days when
her radiant loveliness was aworld’s wonder,
could—it seems to those who look—have
outshone this,

¢ My faith !’ says the lowered voice of M.
Dosereaux. *That hittle sister of yours is a
dazzling beauty, my friend, Rene! How is
it? I have only thought her a pretty
litule girl, hitherto.' ’

Is Reng Macdonald asking himself the same
question?

He leans forward, his dark eyes kindling,
watching every motion, drinking in every
word, .

Is this Snowball—little madcap Saowball,
with whom he has been qaarrelling all his
life; whom he has pelted blind with her
namesakes, every winter; whom he has
suabbed and contradicted, and put down on
every occation?! Thais fairy vision—this
radiant Reivo Blanche, the mocking, exas-
perating mischief-maker, whose breath he
has halt-shaken out of her body ¢ratwhile,
for her prauks, whose ears he has tweaked,
whose misdeeds on the high seas he has re-
grob;ted! He feels dazed.” Has he been

lind—or is the dress she wears - be has
never seen her walkingin silk attire before

.

—is it his three months absence in New
York—what is it ?

He has never seen this girl before,
seems to him, in his life—never, certainly,
with the same dazzled eyes.

Will she be his commonplaze, every-day
Soowball to-morrow, and will this glamour
bave gone ?

He almost hopes 80; he does not know
himself —or her—in this mood.

And still the play goes on—other people
seem to be under the spell of the siren,
too.

She is singing, now, with °tears in her
voice,’ in a vailed, vibrating tone, that goes
to the heart :

** Adieu ! O plaisant pays de France,
O ma patrie !”
And 8o on,

She is leaving that sunny land for a Lleak
land.

How low, how hushed is her voice! She -
seews to feel the words she sings. You may
hear a pia drop in that long and crowded
hall.

And now the curtain is down, and the
music is playing, and the first act is over,
and Rene Macdonald, like one who wakes
from a dream, leans back, and passes his
hand across his eyes, as if to dispel a mist.

‘My word of honoar, Macdonald,’ says
young Deseresux, *she is a marvel. She
never looked like that before. How do you
suopose she does it ¥

The whole audience is in that flatter
and stir that invariably follow the dropping
of a staze curtain,

All are discussing ¢ L Reine Blanche,” her
beauty. her surprisingactiog of the par, her
vayue resemblance to the lovely Scottish
queen, .

Rene Macdonald sits nearly sileat, lost in
a surt of . dream—waiting with a tingling of
the pulees, a thrilling of the blood, a guick-
ening of his calm heart-beats, altogether
new and inexplicable.

‘Why should he care—like this—to see
Soowball ? He never has cared before?

The orchestra are playing something very
brilliant—in the midst of it the curtain rises
again, Yes—there is Mary Stuart, widow
once more— exiled—imprisoned. She stands
on the shore of Lochleven, and Willie Dou-
glas stands at her feet. .

The white robes are gone—the Hoating
curls are hidden away under a velveét ‘tnood *
—the face is sad and pale. Willie Douglas
kneels there, urging her to fly. : )

M. Victor Desereaux, with one eye on the
play, keeps the other well on other thimgs,
and notices especially the rapt attentien of
the diguified elderly lady, whose hard stare
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at Rene caught his attention from the first.
He sees her now, all through this act, sitting
erect, & flush on her thin cheeks, an eager
light in her tine eyes.

All present are interested, but none to the
same extent. Who is she? he wonders.
Snowball has no relatives that any one
knows of. Whosoever she may be, she is
vividly absorbed in the fair little heroine
o° the drama.

And now it is the third and closing act—
the very last scene. She might be called La
Rene Noir as she stands, all in black—
black velvet—(een) —that trails far behind,
and gives height and dignity to slim sixteen,
a stiffly-starched ruff, a dear little Marie
Stuart cap on her blonde head. In that
sweeping robe, that ruff, that cap, Mlle.
Trillon feels a very important little person-
age indeed, and trcads the boards every inch
a& queen. She stands—her queenly head
well thrown back, her royal eyes flashing,
her royal cheeks. flushing, voice ringing—
confronting and denouncing her great
enemy, Elizabeth of England. One of the
good sisters, with more love for the memory
of Mary Stuart than strict fidelity to his-
toric facts, has written this drama, aod
here, face to face, the rival queens stand and
glare at each other. [Elizabetb. a tall, stout
young lady, in ruff and farthingale, and
conspicuously flame-coloured hair, cowers.
stroog-minded though she be, before the
outraged majesty of that glance, and is alto-
gether crushed and annihilated by the elo-
quent outburst of regal wrath and reproach
with which the royalty of Scotland finally
quenches her. But marry ! what avail re-
proaches? Marie Stuart is sentenced and
doo ved to die, .

The last scene; dim light; mournful
music ; selemu, expectaut hush, and Mary
Stuart, still in trailling velvet—black, wear-
iog a o1g v.il, carryi g a crocifix followed
by her maids ot bonour, with lace mouchoirs
to their dry eyes, is led forth to die. It is
ooly & school play, but there is the block,
sable, and suggestive, there is the heads-
man, in a frightful little black mask, and—
most dreadful of all—there is a_horribly
bright and cutting-looking meat axe. Itis
only a school play, but Rene Macdonald is
pale with vague emotions as he sits and
looka. If it were real? How white she is,
in that black dress—how tall it makes her
look, how mournful are the blue, steadfast
ever, that neverleave the symbol she carries.
The low wailing of the orchestra gives him a
desolate sense of loss and pain. He wishes
they would stop. There is deepest silence,
‘Into Thy hands I commend my spirit.’
How despairingly the "solemn words fall.

3

She kneels, her eyes are bandaged. ¢ with a
Corpus Christi cloth, by Mistress Kennedy,’
saith history.

The sweet face droops forward, the golden
nead, rests on the block. The headsman
lifts in both hands the glittering axe ! Toere
is & sound —a sound as of hard-drawa breaths
-through the hall, then—it is the curtain
that falls, and unot the axe. Music and light
flash up !

Mary Stuart has had her head comfortably
off, and her manifold troubles are over !

‘Parbleu !> says M. Decsereaux, and
laughs.

Rene falls back ; he has been leaning
forward in that almost panful tension—he
is thoroughly glad it is over.

¢ Why Rene, old fellow,’ his friend says,
‘how pale you look. If livtle Boule de-neige
were really getting her pretty head off, yoa
could hardly put on a more tragic face !’

*I find 1t close here.” Repe says, with
some impatience. ‘I wish it was over.
What comes pext?’

He looks at his satin slip, but when the
next comes he hardly heeds.. How lovely
she looked ! Who would have thought it
was in her to throw herself inte a powerful
part like that? A clever little head in spite
of its wealth of sunny curls ; odd he should
never have found it out before: She will
appear again presently to play—zfterward to
sing. She will do both well ; he knows her
mu-ical power at least.

She comes - this time in the white Swiss
and wreath of the other pensionnaires—a
school-girl—no longer a white queen. She
receives her crown and medal fioin Egpisco-
pal haads, and has a few gracious words

spoken to her Ly that very great vice-regsl

personage, and that other distinguished
visiter, ¢ My Lady,’ by his side,

Then there follows the general distribu.
tions of prizes, and the bishop and the per-
sonages are kept busy for awbhile, and
literally have their bhands full. T, too,
ends, and meeting and mingling in the
patlours, and couugratulations and mild re-
freshments are to follow.

Everybody rises and moves away. Siste
Iguvatia, second in command, comes tc
Madam Valentine, Mere Maddelena is of
course devoting herself to her patrons, and
the personage and my lady.

‘ You will come to the parlours, maiam?’
asks smiling Sr. Ignatia. ‘T fear you must
be tired. It was rather long.’

‘I did not tiud it so. 1 uave been deeply
interested,” replies madam, trathfully,
‘ they acquitted themselves excellently, one
aad all. The performance leaves nothing to
be desired.’ .

AN AN
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‘ And Dolores ?’ says the sister, gently ;
‘ pardon, but Reverend Mother has told me
all.  How do you find your grand-daughter,
madame ?’

‘So charming, my sister,” says madam,
smiling her brightest in return, ‘that my
mind is quite made up. When I leave St.
Gildas my grand.daughter leaves with me !’

CHAPTER X,
ADIEU ! O PLAISANT PAYS DE FRANCE!

- Three long parlours,en suite, are filled with
admiring, éongratulating, pleased papas and
mammas, as S, Iguatia with Madame Valen-
tine, make their way through. Many eyes
follow curiously the distinguished.looking
elderly lady so elezantly simple of dress, so
proudly severe of face—a face that seems cut
in ivory—bearing unmistakably the stamp of
‘the world.”  There are introductions— the
two titled people, the bishop, a few others
of the more elect—and is then escorted to an
easy chair, slightly raised, whence, at her
eass she might sit and view the rooms. A
very brilliant picture it is, very animated —
all the smiling papas and mammas, and the
¢ sisters and the cousins and the aunts ;37 the
papils chicfly in Swiss and rosebuds, but the
actresses all retaining their fancy dresses.
Taoe FEmpress Josephine, in the costume of
the First Empire, her waist-belt under her
iros, balloon sleeves and puffed hair, is
sauntering arm in arm with that imaginary
young miss, who but now, in a scatlet blouse
and black velvet mask, chopped off a royal
kead. Joan of Arc is present in a helmet of
shining silver paper, a shield of the same in-
vincible armour, a tin sword by her side,and
valour on her lofty brow.

Marie Antoinette flits by pretty and
Ppiqaant, and looking none the worse for her
misadveatures, all and tundry in the temple.
All the sugar plums of French history are
there—Blanche Castile, queen and saint ;
Genevieve, peasant girl and patroness ‘ot
Paris.  And last, but not least—ever charm-
ing Mary Stuart, in full feather, black velvet
cap, ruffs, and stomacher, all dotted over
with sham pearls. Blue eyes sparkle, long
ringlews flow red lips smile - a dainty fan of
black aud gold flutters coquettishly—she
looks to the full as alluriog as her bewitch-
ing prototype. .

Malam Valentine sits, unable for a
moment to take her entaanced eyes off this
brilliant little yueen of the revels.

¢ Shall I bring her up now, madam?’ asks
deferentially, Sister Ignatia.

¢ If you please, sister, stay ! who is that
young man ?°

’ 1

‘That is M. Rene MacAdonald, the elder
son of our doctor, of Isle Perdrix, and the
brother—comprenez vons—of mademoiselle.’

‘Isee. Yes, bring her up.’

The brother—comprenez vons—of made-
moiselle had just stopped her, by catching
oue yellow curl and pulling it out to a pre-
posterous length,

‘ Will it please your decapitated majesty
of Scotland to castaneye on the most un-
worthy of your subjects ?* he inquires ; and
Snowball, turning quickly, gives a little ec-
static scream,

‘Rene !’ Both hands go out to him in a
rapture of welcome. * Dearest boy! When
did you come ?’

‘ Dearestboy ! Ah ! happy Rene!’ sighs
M. Desereaux and takes hinaelf off.

*To day, couple of hours ago,” answers
Rene, inwardly much gratitied by his recep-
tion, outwardly nonchalant, ¢just in time to
see you beheaded. You did it very well,
Snowball. I dare say we shall almost be
proud of you one of these days. So
Johuay’s gone !’ i .

‘Yes,’ says Soowball, and a sigh; hig,
deep, sincere, heaves up from the depths of
her wha eboned stomacher, ¢ J ohnny’s gone,
And oh!how I bave missed him. * The
heart may break, yet brokenly live on’—
was it Byron who said that? It is dread-
fally true, and I am a living example. My
heart broke when Johnoy sailed for Liver-
pool, and even the pieces went with him,
Dear, dearest boy! (I mean Johnny this
time, not yon.) Life 15 a waste and howling
wilderness without him. And_to- think he
will not be back for two long months to
come !’ -

Another sigh, deeper, if possible, than the
first. And avery real one ; Snowball is as
deeply desolated as Snowbail well can be, at
the loss of her Johuny. John Macdouald has
gone for a sailor, has accomplished the de-
sire of his heartto plow tie ‘raging maio.
He is going to do his plowing however, under
anusually  f.vourable circumstances—the
captain is his cousin. No duckiing ever took
to water from its hatching more naturally or
lovingly than he,

‘ And it is but the beginning of the end
think of that,’ says unsympathetic Rene,
‘now that hehas got a taste of tar and bilge-
water you will pever be able to keep him
on land while he lives.’ .

‘As if I needed yon to remind me of
that !’ reproachfully. * As if it ever was
out of my thonghts. First you went—al-
though that was only a happy release—the
island was like paradise for awhile after.
And then came Captain Campbell for Johnny
and he—' -
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¢Jumped at it,’ says Rene, as Snow-
ball falters and actually places a lace
pocket-handkerchief gingerly to her eyes,
‘only too thankful to get away from the
ceaseless hen-pecking—chicken- pecking, per-
haps I should say. that he has been suffer-
iog from all his life.  You see I judge of
his feelings by my own. You don’t ask
me what sort of time I have been havingin
New York, Snowball.’

‘Because I don’t care. Because I know
selfieh people who only think of themselves.
epjoy life wherever they go. Of course,’ re-
sentfully, ‘you have been having a good
time. while I have been breaking my hear.!

* Broken hearts become some people, I
think,’ says Rene laughing, ‘and yours need
ba very badly broken, indeed, to enable you
to act Mary Stuart«o: amore, as you did.
I know it nearly broke mine tolook at you.
Yes, Miss Trillon, I have been having a
good time. [ like New York ; I like sculp-
ture; I like my taste for Bohemia. And I
am going back next week.’

*Next we k! Seven whole days—one
hundred and sixty-eight hours! Do yom
mean to tell me we are to be afflicted with
your society all that time ?’

These little customary amenities have been
going on while Sister Ignatia makes her way
through the moving throng. She smiles and
beckons to Saowball, at this juncture catch-
ing her eye.

‘There !
on.

» She shoves her white kid hand through
Rene’s arm, and walks him captive in the di-
rection of the Sister.

‘Sister Ignatia may want you ;shemay
not want me. Thereis-Innocente Desereaux,
too, looking lovely as Queen Blanche. I
haven’t spoken to her.

¢Oh, come on! Never mind Innocente
Desereaux ! She will survive, I dare say, if
you never speak to her. I am sure you
never have anything so agreeable to say.
Sour things always keep well! Inno can
wait.’

Saowball may !bicker with him, but she
holds him fast, a not unwilling captive. Per.
haps this sort of repartee is the spice of life
to them, the sauce piquant, the lesven that
lightens the whole. At this moment Soow-
ball is proudly thinking there is not Rene’s
equal in the room.

¢And how npicely he is dressed,’ thinks
this demoiselle of sixteen, though tortures
would not have wrung the admission fromn
her. *That-is a most becoming suit—New
York, I suppose. Aad that assamed man-
ner—his lofty way of carrying himself. A
young man should always walk well, New

Sister Ignatia wants me, Come

York again. But no—Rene always had an
air of distinction, the air noble Mere Madde-
lena says she hkes. You beckoned to me,
Siater !’ (Aloud) ‘Did you not ?’

*Yes, cherie. Do you see that lady yon-
der, in black, with the cashmere shawl and
lace bonnet ?’

‘My old lady, by Jupiter !’ ejaculates
Rene. ¢ Lady Macbeth returned to earth !’

¢ Looking all that there is lofty and unap-
proachable—yves, I see,’ replies mademoiselle.
“Who is she ¥ .

¢She is Madam Valentine,’ anawers the
Sitter, looking attentively at her ; ‘and she
wishes very muach that I should present you.’

Snowball has many things at this moment
to think of—the name conveys nothing to
her mind ; but it strikes Rene with a certain
uopleasant consciousness—surely it is a name
he has heard somewhere before!

‘ Wants to know me !’ exclaims Snowball,
with open-eyed surprise. ‘Now why, I
wonder?’

*Come,’ says Sr. Ignaﬁg and leads the
way. Still she clings to her captive knight,
who now makes a second effort to break his
bonds. '

‘Let go, Snowball.  The severe old lady
in the gorgeous raiment doesn’t want me. I
will take you home whenever you want to

0.’

“Don’t be foolish !’ is Miss Trillon’s only
reply. ‘The old lady will not keep mea
moment. *‘ Distance lends enchantment to
the view.” She will be glad to dismiss mein
about a second and a half.’

They stand before her with the words.

* Dolores,” says Sr. Iguatia, briefly, * this
lady 18 Madam Valentine.’

Soowball drops her blue eyes under the
fized gaze of the piercing black ones, and
makes a sliding school obeisance, without a
word. The Sister perforce presents the
young gentleman,

¢M. Rene Macdonald, madame.’

Rene, standing very erect, clicks his two
heels together, and beuds his body ferward
profoundly. The whole performance is so
Frenchthat Snowball gives him a mischievous
smile, and side glance from under her long
lashes. Madame Valentine stretches out her
hand, to the girl’s great surprise, and takes
one of hers in a close clasp.

‘My dear,’ she says, and in the resolute
voice there is a tremour, ‘ you do not know
whol am?’ .

Snowball is not embarrassed ; if she is, at
least, she does not show it.  She lifts her
eyes and looks at the lady.  Sr. Ignatia, at
the moment, feels a thrill of pardonable'pride

—the young lady’s composure is admirable.
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¢ No, madame,’ she says, ‘I have not that
honour.’ e

¢ My child—I am your grandmother !’

There is an exclamation from Rene—it all
rushes upon him. He bas heard the name
from his father. Snowball’s fainily are call-
ed Valentine, For her, she turus quite
white.

¢ Madame !’ she says faintly, and stands
—stuoned.

* You are surorised, dear child. Itismno
wonder. Yes, I am your grandmother. I
have come here expressly to see you. Iin-
tend to take you away.’

She lifts her eyes to Rene standing beside
her ; his olive complexion has blanched to
that dead white, dark faces take under the
influence of strong emotion. .

Iovoluntarily, anconsciously almost, her

_hand seeks his. But on the moment he
turns, and with a low bow to the lady, goes
hastily away. Sister Ignatia, too, turns and
leaves them alone.

Madam Valeuntiue looks, with a sudden
sense of fear and pain atphe face beside her,
from which her words have in one instant
driven colour and life.

¢ Dear little one,” she says, ‘you say
nothing, Have I been too sudden, or is 1t
—that you do not want to come ?’

Soowhall wakes as from a dream. Sud-
den! Yes. She feels as if for a moment
her heart had stopped beating with the
shock of the surprise, She draws a long
breath, and the blue wistful eyes look
steadily into the dark ones bent upon her.

¢ Ab, madame !’ it is all she finds to say
for one tremulous moment. ¢ Yes—it has
been sudden—sudden! Mon Dieu! my
grandmother | Oh, madame, are you in-
deed that !’

It is & very cry of orphamage. ‘I am
sixteen and a half years old,’ it seems to say,
¢ and in all my life I have known no one of
my blood. Why do you come to trouble me
now ?’ )

‘I love them so dearly,” she goes -on,
without wsiting for a reply, *so dearly, so
dearly. They are all I have ever known.
They have been’so good to me—so good !’
Her voice breaka.

¢ Whom do you mean by ¢they’—that
young man for example ?’ asks madame, a
touch of her old, cold imperiousness in her
wvoice.

¢ My brother Rene ?* Yes, madame '—the
fair head lifts suddenly—* he as well ae the
rest. Imean all - Papa Macdonald, Mere
Maddelena, the Sisters, the girls, Johony—’

‘ Who is Johnny, my little one;’ with a

-
* My other brother—Rene’s brother, I

-

love them with all iny heart. I have been
with them all my life.’

¢ I know that. It sounds like a reproach
to hear you say so. It should never have
been ; for you are mine. Dolores—you under-
stand ?>—my very own !—my son's daughter !
Ah ! my httle girl, I am aa old woman ;
there is no one in all the worid 8o near to me
as ycu. See! I plead—badly, I fear. for I
am not used to words of pleading—1I plead
for your love Do not give it all to these
good friends to whom I, too, am grateful.
Shall 1 ask in vain? Look at me, dearest
child ; give me your haads; let yoor heart
speak ; say ‘I king at my father’s
mother, who wishes in her old age to make
up to his orphan daughter what she denied
to him.” It is reparation, my child. If you
come, it must be willingly, else not at all.
I could not take with me a reluctant captive,
Speak, my child ; it is for you to say how it
shall be.’ -

They are in & crowded room, but tn all in-
tents and purposes they are alone. No one
observes them—if they do, what is there to
see ? An elderly lady in an arm-chair, hoid-
ing the hands of a graceful girl in the dress
of ;the Queen of Scots—both faces earuest,
o:ia pleading, one drooping, aud startled, and

e, -
i I shall not hurry you.’ the elder lady
goes on. ‘I know that you are half-stunned
by“the surprise and suddenness of this, now,
You shall have days—weeks, if vou will,
You shall consult your friends—this good
doctor, this-wise mother Maddelena. I will
not tear you irom your dear ones ; yon shall
always love them, an|i visit.them : but you
shall not leave them all your heart. See !
my Dolores, I am & very rich woman ; but
that is not to weigh with you. You are to
be an heiress, and my darling. All that
wealth can give you shall be yours—the
pleasures, ‘the brightness, the fairest things
of life. Love, too—the love of these good
people you  possess already, and there awaits
your acceptance all that my heart has to give,
How strangely it sounds to me to hear my-
self plead ! I, who, I thiuk, never pleaded
before. Bat Jyou must come, my dear one,
when I go, and willingly. The life you leave
is good —you shall go to a better. Tne friends
vou quit are kind—you shall still find kinder.
You shall travel the whole world over, if you
choose ; you shall see_all those fair, far-off
lands of which I know you must have dream-
ed. Your education shall be completed by
the best masters. I am proud of my grand-
daughter to-day—I shall be far prouder of
her years hencs.’

‘ Oh, madame !’

It is 4l poor little Snowball can say, over-
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¥ rsuasion. Her !
eves are flilled with tears, bat it a .
the handsome, earnest old face bending over |
her they rest. They follow R:ne’s tall figure, |
far away in the crowd, and see him through a
mist. ,

‘I will not détain you now ; you want to '
return to your friends,’ madam says, very
gently. She hardly knows herself in this
mood ; her heart melts as she gazes on this
girl beside her, the last of her line. ¢ Men,
like pears, grow mellow before they drop :
off,’ says a wise and witty Boston poet ; the ;
mellowing process must indeed bave ret:
strongly in, when hard, haughty Madam Val.
entine can use such tones and words as these! !
But to this girl—George's daughter—it is
easy.

¢There is the doctor,” Suowball exclaims. |
A tall, white head and benign face appears at
the other end of the room, and she brighteas |
at onoe.

‘Ah! the doctor. Well, my dear, go
thep, and send him to me. I.have much to
say to him, and it may as well be eaid here |
as elsewhere.’ .

Soowball darts off with alacrity, pauses, |
looks back. : !

¢Shall I—' hesitatingly, ¢shall I return,
madam ¥ f

!
1

‘ Surely, child, before this company breaks

up.
P, Shall I—' the fair head droops again. |

Saall I have to go with you—to your hotel}?”

‘There must be no have to in the case. |
You shall do as you like best— guite freely, '
remember that. But I do not even wish it. |
If you come with me it will be only when 1 l
go ““for good. "’ ’

¢ And that will be, madame.

* Say graodmamma, my hitle one, Oh!:
not for weeks to come, I forsee that. You'!
must be thoroughly reconciled to tke change !
before we leave St. Gildas. Now go and |
send your doctor.’ !

Soowball goer, and the doctor comes and
takes a seat beside madam, and it is a very
prolonged and earnest conversation that fol-
lows. For Saowball, she goes to Rene, i
straight as the needle to the north star. He
is leaning against a pillar in an aogle of the
room, and glances gloomily as she comes up.
A small pale face and two pathetic youug
eyes look up. .

‘Rene !’

¢ Yes, Snowball.’

¢*Is it not awful—awful !’—a long, bard,
tense breath. ‘Oh ! Rene, do you sapposp
she is my grandmother?’

¢ I see no reason to doubtit. I really can-
not believe any old lady, however eccentrio, |

» !

. although his tone and lock are nnmﬁtih-bly\\

., me away?’

~ 8ort.

would come in, in cold blood. and claim you,
if stern duty did not drive her to i’

ven-in this supreme moment R:ne cannot
quite lay aside the famiti xle of snubbing,

dreary.

¢ Rene’—pathetically—‘don’t be horrid. I
know it ia not in your nature to be anythiog
else, but just fur once, ¢ assume, if you have
it not.” Do you know she is going to take

‘ Poor old lady !’

‘Rene !’ °

‘I mean,’ Rene says, laughing bat ruefully,
‘I am awfully sorry, upon my word I am,
Snowball,  Cf course, | am going away my
self, it may be for years and it way be for

. ever, as Kathleen Mavourneen says—'

‘ Kathleen Mavourueen says nothing of the
It was—'

* Well, the other fellow ; the fact remaius,
whatever Irisman said it. But while away

_enjoying life in New York, aud going in for
_ sculpture as a profession, and anatomy asa

study, and artists and ductors in embryo for

' chumy, it would have been soothing to re-

member that you were pining in your loreli-
ness here, the last ruse vf summer, a sort of

, vestal virgin on Isle Perdrix, growing up for

me expressly, and counting the hours uatil
my return.  Now all that is at an «nd, and
you are going to start in lLfe on jour own
houk, and set up, 1 dare say, for an
heiress, I don’t with your long lost
grandmother any barm, Suowball, but if
we ever get her on Dcee lsland, she shall
never leaveit alive !’ ’

A pause.

Soowball stands, a youthful picture of
pallid woe ; Rene stands nervously twisting
the ends of a still i.nocent anu youthful
looking mustache, and fecling sore and
savage, although his manuer of expressing
these emotions is degage enouyb.

‘I wish she were at the bottom of Bay
Chaleste !’ be bursts forth, at last.  *Con-
found the old dame! After deserting you
all these years, aud never concerning herselt
in the slightesc degree to know whether you
were dead or alive, to come now and claim
you ! Snowball, don’t go !’

¢ I must,’ mournfuliy.

 \When does she propose to take yon ?’

¢ Not until I am ready,’ she says, ‘which
wiil be never if I have my own way. You
should have heard her, Rene; ore would
think I was a prize—sometbing piecious and
peerless—so hear her go on

*AhY’ ibg into cyniciems, °‘sne’ll
get over that, She doesn’t know you, you
see. I say, where does she live when at
home?*

AN R
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‘I don’t know. 1 never asked. What
does it matter ?’ despairingly.

¢ It does matter. Ifitisin New York I
could see you. Find out will you the next
time you talk to her! For me—I will ad-
dress myself to her no more. I am only
mortal—my feelings might rise to the sur-

. face, and there might be a tragedy. I am

all at home in my anatomy, Spowball. I
could run her under the fifth rib, and she
would be out of the world and out of mischief
before she knew what had hurt her—’

* Rene, don’t talk in that dreadful way,
please. Are you going home after this is
over ?’

¢ Of course. You don’t mean to say you
are not going, too ?’

¢ Certainly I am going. 1 shall remain on
the island until— , Ob, Rene, what shall
Ido? Ihatetogo. How shall I leave you
all? And when Johnny comes bazk—-’
emotion chokes further words.

¢ Never mind, Johony ! There are others
in the world, though you never seem to
think so! Snowball,’ earnestly, ¢if you
really don’t want to go, don't go. She can-
not make you.’

But Snowball shukes her head, and wipes
her eyes.

‘It is my duty, Rene; I belong to her,
not to anybody here. But it b-b-breaks my
heart ?

“It has been so often broken !’ begins
Rene, from sheer force of habit, then stops
remorsefully. ¢ Don't cry,” he says, ‘I hate
to see you, and you will make the pownt of
your nose pink !’

A pause.

‘ You will write, I suppose?’ gloomily.

¢ Oh yes.’

The pink suggestion has its effect. Snow-
ball dries her eyes, and represses a last sniff
or two.

Another gloomy pause.

“And, Snowball !’ struck by a sudden
alarming thought.

-. *Yes, Bene.’

‘There is that fellow—the nephew, or

eousin, yoa know, M. Paul t51d us of him.

He lives with this old lady—hang her ! and"

was to be her heir.’
- ¢Yes’

¢Well—He ien’t married.’ R -

‘No !’ not secing the drift,

¢ No, Snowbail 1’

¢Yes, Rene.’

‘You won’t marty him 1’

‘Ob-h!’ avery prolonged Oh!’ of im-
mense amaze. Then suddenly Snowball
‘bursts out into her clear, joyous laugh.

‘No, of course not,”says René, not look-
ing at her ; ‘besides he is as old as the ever.

new-opened from the moment she shone

lasting hills. Very likely he will ask you,
though. Yon had better not—not—’
¢Well 2’ imperiously, ‘not what?”

¢ Mairy any one, in fact ! Fellows want
to marry an heiress, don’t you know—for-
tune-hunters- and others of that sort.
But you won'’t, will you ?’

¢No !’says Soowball, and it is the old
saucy, defiant Snowball all in a moment.
*No, Rene dear. Having known and
loved you allmy life, how could I ever look
twice at any other man? I wiil wait for
you. mon frere, until you growup!’

And then laughing over her shoulder,
Mary, Queen of Scots turns her gretty
shoulder to this darkling young Bothwell,
and flits away to join her royal sister,
Blanche of Castile—in every-day life Mlle.
Innocente Desereaux. * * *

It is the, evening of the last day, two
weeks later. Her boat is on the shore, and
her bark inight be on the sea, only they hap-
pen to be going by the 4.50 up express.
And Spowball and Rene are pacing the
sands of Isle Perdrix for the last time. All
adieux have been arranged ; Dr. Macdonald,
with tears in his eyes, has bidden her go,
Mere Maddelena endorsss his words, her
trunk is packed ; madam la bonne maman
waits impatiently, jealously, to bear away
her treasure-trove. In these two weeks she
has grown passionately fond of the child—
it is Snowball’s sunny nature to work her
way into people’s hearts.

For Rene—well, he has ‘looked at her as
one who awakes '—looked at her with eyes

forth La Reine Blanche !

¢ My path runs east, and hers runs west,
And each a chosen way;
But now—oh ! for some word, some charm,
By which to bid her stay.”

Something like this is in his thoughts, a
cold ache and fear of the future fills him.
She is going—going into a world, brighter,
fairer than his, far out of his reach. She is
to be an heiress, a belle, a queen of society,
And he—well, he will have his heart's desire
—he will be a sculptor if it is in him—a
marble-carver, at the‘least, and dwelling in a
world of which she will know nothing. He
may retarn here, but there will be no Snow-
ball to meet and welcome him with »adiant
eyes and smile. And he feels he would give
all his hopes, the best years of his life to keep
her bere, to know she remains
waiting his coming, rejoicing in his snccess—
his very own. A selfish wish it may be, but
a most thoroughly natural and masculine one.
He thinks of the story of the Arabian genie
who carried his pfincess about the world with

e
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him, safely locked up in a glass box —he un-
derstands the genie, and his sympathies are
with him, gAfter to-day who 18 to tell
whether he will ever look upon her more?
It is a jealous old grandmamma that who
waits, one who wiil kuow how to guard her
own. .

They walk n silepce.  Old Tim and the
boat wait, their good-by ‘will be here, where
no eye, ualess the the fish-hawks are on
the look @, can behold. And they are si-
lent. In lite’s supremest hours there is
never much to be said ; the heart is too full.
The yellow haze and hush of a sweet summer
day lies over the sea and land, the bay g.it-
ters, the eky is deepest blue, the little oily
waves lap and whisper.  Isle Perdrix looks
a very haven of peace and rest.

Adieu ! O plaisant pays de France,
ma patrie !
La plus cherie, ’
Qui a nourre ma jeune enfance ;
Adieu, France, adieu !’
sings Spowball, softly, not knowing she
sings, She wears a travelling snit of pale
gray, lit with ribbons the hue of her eyes, a
gray hat and feather, all the bounteous pale
gold hair falling free, She speaks, and her
words break the spell. -
¢It will be lonely for Johnny when he
comes,’ she says, in the same soft voice,
‘you and me gone, Rene,’
¢ Always Johnny !’ he says, impatiently.
‘I believe you care a thousand times more
for Johnoy than you do for—for any one else
in the world.’ ‘
¢ 1 love Johnny,’ she says, gently’; *don’t
be cross, Rene—now, I like you, too.’
¢ Love—like! Snowball, you always cared
for Johnny most.’
¢Did1? Icare for you too, Rene.
Rene, Rene, 1 am sorry to go !’
¢ Are you, Snowball? Really,truly sorry?
He stops and catches his hands, a swift
flush rising over his dark face, a quick fire
flashing in his brown eyes, ‘sorry to go?
Sorry to go from me ¥’
¢ Sorry, sorry, sorry! Don't -you know
I am? It has been such a good life,every day
of it—all happy, all full a8 they could hold of
pleasant things, and thoughts, and people.
And I go from all that. Rene, nothing that
can come—be is what it may—will be half as
dear as what I leave.’
¢ You mean thati! Snowball, Snowball,
you will not forget us—you will never forget
me——'
¢ Never, Rene | Never while I live. Youn—
you all—will be more to me than the whole
world besides.’ :
¢Ah! you say so now, but you don’t
know. And people change. And it is such

Oh!

a different life you are going to.  Snowball,
if I thought you would forget——' He
stops, his heart 18 passionately full, full to
overflowing, but what is there he may say ?

* I pever will. I am not likethat. I will
write to ycu often—often, I will come
back here whenever I may. Ard we may
meet, Rene—you and I—outin that world
beyond Dree Isle. Give my dearest love to
Johnny, when he comes back, if you see
him betore I do. And Rene—my brother—
forgive me for all ths things I have said, for
all the times I have made you angry in the
past. Iliked you, dearly, dearly through it
all !’ . .

Forgive her! Old Tim is waiting im-
patiently—it will be full time to light the
lamp before he gets back from the other
side. Will they never have done standing
there, holding hands/and saying good-by.
1t is a blessed release, Timothy is thinking
in the depths of his misanthropic old soul,
as he sits and smokes his dudeen, sure there
was iver an always mischafe and divilment
wid that gerrel, and nothin’ else, since she
first set fut in the island.

¢ An’ her an’ Master Raynay —sure they
did be fightin’ like Kilkenny cats mornin’,
noon, an’ night,” raminates Tim, ‘an’there’s
for ye now, afther it—houldin hans as if it
was playin’ ring-a-rosy they wor, instid%’
jumpin’ out o’ their skins wid joy—in their
sleeves. Dear knows it’s many’s the dhry
eye there’ll be atther the same Miss Snow-
ball.’

It is over. Snowball is here, running
with red eyes down to the boat, and Rene is
standing where she has left him—motionless
in the twilight. Old Tim shoves off ; the
boat glides across the luminous river, St.
Gildas side is reached, and gitandmamma ina
carriage awaits her darling. One backward
glance the girl gives. Rene is standing
there still, ‘with that most desolate of feel-
ings, *left behind.” ‘She can judt discern
him, a lonely figure on the island shore;
Then she is8 in the carriage,in grandmamma’s
arms, her tears being kissed away, and Isle
Perdrix, and Rene, and St. Gildas are
already as ¢ days that are over, dreams that
are done,’
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PART THIRD.

¢ With weering, and with laughter,
Siill is the svory told.

A

CHAPTER L

¢ NOT AS A CHILD SHALL WE AGAIN BEHOLD
HER.’
\)’

An old-fash’oned Roman house, the por-
tone entratce anl stairs palatial in size, a
ne court, where a tountain tosses its
spray high in the sunshine ; grained arches,
ablaze with colour, trees, vines,birds, butter-
flies ; great pots, and vases of flowering
plants everywhere, and statues gleaming
waitely through a glow of warmth aud colour,
green and gold. Between the draperies ot
one great window there is & last glnt - f
amber light. You see a loggia, overrun with
ro es, a sky full of leaves, a glimpse of orange
tree3, with their deep green leaves, and
sprinkie of scented-snow, and jessamines, in
profusion, rearing their solid coues of flowery
gold. An old-fashioned Roman s=als, with
rather faded screens, of amber silk, set in
finely carved frames, walls nearly covered
with dark oil paintings, a great glossy cabin-
et, a miracle of wood:carving, and that last
pink and yellow giint of sunshine lighting up
all

A peaceful picture, a rustle of myriad
leaves in the beautiful twilight, whose air
Italians so jealousy shut out and fear, a
twitter of multitudinous sleepy birds, work-
men and women going home, a crescent moon
rising, like a rim of golden crystal, and Ave
Marias yinging, uatil the evening is full of
the music of kels, from storied campanile
and basilica, to uttle arches set up against
the sky. It is all a dreamy old-world pic-
tare, and the girl who stands heedless of the
dangerous evening air, leaning against the
tall_arched window, gazes over it, with eyes
that drink in with delight the guaint still
sweetness of it all. She is theflast and faint-
est touch of that fair picture, as she stands,
tall, Supple, straight as a dart. slender as a

‘young willow and as graceful. The last light

lingering there, in the fading west, falls full
on her face, and fails to find in it a flaw, so
fair, so fine is the lustre of her skin, so deli-
cate the small features, so perfect in its faint
colouring, the tinge of rosy light in the oval
ch:els Her abundant hair, of palest gold,
is diawn back from the broad forehead ; a
few cloudy pearls, and a knot of jasmine, in
the amber glitter. She is in evening dress,
a trailing lusirous silk of so pale a blue as to
be almost silvery—pink roses loop the rich

lace of the square cut corsage, form shoulder

knots, and drop” in clusters here and there
among the lace “flounces. She wears no
jewels, except the large starry pearls in her
hair and in‘her ears, and clasping the girlish
throat and large beautiful arms. Dress and
woman are lovely alike, as she stands with
loosely clasped handshanging, leaning against
the gray stone, the clustering vines framing
her, dreamily listening to the music of the
Ave Miria bells, .

A servant entering with candles arouses
her presently. Shelooks up with a start.

¢ Already, Aopnanciator ? Is it so late’
And the signora—bas she not yet returned ?

‘ Not yet, signorina.’

Toe young ladyMoves away from the win.
dow, and the Italian servant closes the shut-
ter and shuts out at once the exquisite eye.
ning picture and the malarious eveaing air.

*How very imprudent grandmamma is,’
the signorina says, glaucing at the pendule
on the chimney piece, ‘and 1n her weak state
of beaith, Sir Vane at least should know
better.’

Sue beging slowly. walking up and down
the long sala, 1t now by the wax-lights and
oae large, antique, bronzé lamp. Her lustrous
yard-long train sweeps behind her, her pear!s
shimmer with their milky whiteness in the
amber 8‘rands of her harr, in the silvery blue
of her dress. Sopacing, in pretty impatience,
she is a charming vision, Now and then she
glances at the clock, and pauses anxionsly to
Listen for carriage wheels in the court-vard. .
¥4 Grandmamma ought not,’ she eays, half-
aloud. half-impatiently. ** Does she want a
second Roman fever, before she is fully re-
covered from the first? Sir Vane is prudent
envugh where his own comfort and health
are concerned—he might interest himse 1f, a

‘listle at least, in- hers,’

There is a tap at the door.

¢ May I come in, dear?’ 8ays a voice, and
the door is pushed a little way open, and a
pleasant old faGe—not Italian by any means
—peeps in, .

* Oh, come in, Mrs. Tinker—come in, of
course. Itis too early to go yet, and even
if it were not, I could not go until grand-
mamma come8 back from her drive, She
promised to return early, and here itis quite
nine o’clock, and. ?

‘ Eb ? My maid, what is it yon are saying *
Not back? Bless thy pre{ty he-rt{m u?y
deary, she has been back these two hours,
and 1s in the drawing-room with company,
Leastways, may be not company, 80 o say—
iv’s her lawyer, Mr, Carsos.’

The young lady pauses in her walk to
regard the old lady with blue, surprised
eyes.

‘Why, that is odd? Back these two
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hours, and I—— Did she not go for her
usual drive on the Corso with Sir Vane,
then, after all

¢ Not wi’ Sir Vane, my deary. She gave
him the slip, so to speak.. Madam doesn’
like to be watched and spied on, you knoy.
Yes, she went for her drive, but not wi’
Vane, and not on the Corso. She wel
her lawyer’s, and brought him back
here. And there they are in the
room ever since.’

¢Well, Mrs Tinker?

The young lady says this interrogatively,

ir | rights has he, alongside o’ yours,
to | George’s own - bonnie daughter? Don't’ee

awing- |

rightful heiress, and have what was left to
fin before. And right it is that it should
e 80, Idon’t hold“with giving the chil-
dren’s portion to the——’

¢ Tinker !’

¢To a far ont cousin’s son, then! What

Master

look at me like that, honey; it’s the old
madam’s own, to do what she likes wi.’

¢Ne, no, Mrs. Tinker, it is not. I mean’
this new will is uofair, unjust. What ! all
these years Sir Vaune bas been led to expect

for Mrs. Tinker looks wistful and important, | that he will have the lion’s share—has been
and as if charged with a heavy load of in-;l told it should be 8o, and new, st the eleventh

formation. and anxious to go off.

—Tinker, I must go to grandinamma. I%

‘Eh, Dolores, my maid ?—can’t ’ee guess , must not be.”

what’s the business? Maybe I oughtn’t to ;

tell—but it's good news, and I am right
glad to have it to tell. The madam’—
coming closer, and dropping her voice to a
whisper— ¢ is making her will I’ -

¢ Her will!" The girl repeats the words,
turning pale. ¢Js -is grandmamma worse,
then? Ob, Mrs. Tinker, surely she is not
going to——

‘Bless my tender heart, my deary! No—
it isn’t that. But she is old, you know,
and eh! my dear, we none o’ us can go on
living forever, and it’s well to be prepared.
The last will left everything to him. It
wouldo’t do to die sudden-like, and leave
a will like that. So there’s a new one to-
day, my deary, and me and the butler,
we've put our names to it. And seeing that
I’m that long in her service, and have
tried to do my duty faithful,
my good mistress, she’s kad it read
tome. And, oh! Miss Dolores, my maid,
thanks and praise be!l all’s left to you, or
nearly all. Aund who has a right to your
own grandpapa’s money, that he made him-
self in lawful trade, if not his own son’s
child ? .

She lifts one of the slender white hands,
and fondles and kisses it.

‘Eh, my sweet, but there’ll be a great
heiress, when old Tinker’s dead and gone.
I’ve been sor¢ afeard, my birdie, that death
might come before I would: see this day. I
couldn’t ’bide the thought of all that riches
going to him. I neverconld ’bide him, from
first to last. All for himself, my deary, and
longing for the day to come that would make
him master over us all. But that day wil

. never come now, for whieh praise and thanks

forever be !’ .

The girl listens, silent, startled, pale.

¢ And Sir Vane ?’ she asks.

¢ Gets a share—not so much, but enough
for him. But you are a great, great heiress,
my bairnie. You are your grandmother’s

‘Eh, my maid, that you can’t. The
lawyer is still there, and no one is to go in
until she rings. And you would not get
poor old Tinker into trouble, would you, my
bairn, because she is.too fond of you to hold
her foolish tongue? The madam did not
mean me to tell you ; she wants to do that
herself. Wait, my deary, until she does
there is no such haste. But I say again, and
will always say, that it is a right, and just,
and proper will)’

¢ There is the bell now !’ the young lady
exclaine. ¢ Go, Mre. Tinker, and tell her I
want to see her. Tell her I must see her
before I go oun*.’ *

Some of the old imperiousness of Snowball
is in thie tome, and her ‘must’ rules the
household. Snowball it is. and yet no such v
person as ‘Snowball Trillon’ any more
exists, not even ¢ Dolores Macdonald.” This
fair and stately young heiress, in pearls and
roses, and silvery silk, is Miss Valentine,
granddaughter and idol of wealthy Madam
Val'entine. a beauty and belle by right divine

among the English-speaking circle of the
Eternal city. . )
Three years have gome since that July
evening, when Snowball’s blue eyes looked
through her tears on St. Gildas. Three
years, and those blue eyes have looked on
half the world, it seems to their owner since,
but pever more on that chiidhood home.
Three years, in which many masters, much
money, great travel, pplished society, have
done all it lies within them teo de for the
island hoiden, the trapezeist’s daughter.
This is the resnlt : A beauty that is a mar-
vel; a grace that leaves nothing to ;be
desired ; a well-bred repbse of manner, that
even ex:oiing madam can fitd mo fut
with. Sometimes fthe old tire and spark e
strike through. but raely 3 n grandmamma’s

presence. It savours of the past, and the
| past is to be forgotten—is to be as though 1t

of her own lovely face, and a power here -
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had néver been—persons, places, all. She
is to forget she ever was Snowball —ever was
anything but a graceful blonde princess-
royal, with servants and courtiers to bow
‘down and do her homage ; an heiress, with
the world at her feet ; the peerless daughter
of all the Valentines, with thg#ang azure of
greatness in her veins. And the girl does
her best, not to forget, but to please grand.
mamma, by appearing as though she did.
" They love each other with a great and strong
love—grandmamma’s,' indeed, waxes on the
idolatrous. Since tife loss of her son, hers
has been a lovéless life, a dreary and bar-
ren life, a sandy desert, without one green
spot. She has tolerated Vane Valentine,
never, at the best, any more—of late years
she has distrasted and disliked him., But
this girl has coine, and all has changed.
She loves her with an intensity begotten of
those many loveless years, and her pride in
her is equal to her love. Even Vane Valen.

tine protits by this softening change ; she

can look upon him with quite kindly and
complacent eyes now. Perhaps a little of
this is owing to a marked change in him.
He has made up his mind to accept the in-

evitable, in the shape of this fair rival; he-

absolutely takes pains to conciliate and
please. But that is within the last year
only ; he was literally furious at first. No
word of the change bad reached him,
busied with a thousand things foliowing
the death of the late baronet—paying off
mortgages, establishing his sister. at Valen-
tine Manor, making arrangements for having
that ancient ancestral mansion repaired and
renovated four months had flown pleasantly
away. Nobt once in that time had madam
written. She scarcely ever wrote letters,
certainly not to Vane Valentine. Then, the
English business *settled, in fine health and
spirits, Sir Vane set out on his return
journey. If madam would but make haste
and die ! He hardly knew where'to find her,
so unsettled and wandering were her erratic
habits; but Mrss Tinker was mostly a
tixed star; he could aiways find her. He
went to the honse in.the suburbs of Phil-
adelphia, a sort of headquarters always. He
found Mrs. Tinker there, vice-regent, await-
ing him, and a letter. -

Such a letter! Short as to the number of
lines, brief and trenchant as to words, strong
and idiomatic as to expression. She had
gone to St. Gildas, and seen and been
charmed bysher " granddaughter.  They
‘were together at present, Miss Valentine
must see a little of the world. She loved
‘her very dearly—more dearly than anything
else on earth—already, and meant to part
with her no more ! As to their return, quite

impossible to tell when that time might
come. Her good Vane was to amuse him-
self well, and not be anxious.

He sits holding that letter—that cold,
crushing, pitiless letter, that blasted his
every earthly hope. Fle was ousted | Tae °
trapeze woman’s daughter in his place. After
his years of waiting, hoping, schemiag, this
was the end |

He sat silent, still, the fatal letter in his
band. And if any passing artist, wanting a
sitting for Satan, had chanced to look in, he
would have found a model with the right ex-
Pression. A rage, of bitterness beyond all
words, filled hita, To be beaten and baffled
like this ! Of what use now the title of
“baronet, with nothing left to keep it up ; of
what use all these barren ancestral acres,
the ivy-grown, tunclied, halt-ruined manor,
with the great Valentine fortune gone ! For
all will go to this new idol—the wording of
the accursed letter he holds ieaving little
doubt of that, Farewell to all his hopes—- ~
his hopes of that fair English home, freed -
from tne thrall of debv, restored and im-
proved ; farewell to those ambitious dreams
of a seat in Parliament, a house in "London,
fifteen thousand pounds a year, and Camilla
Routh for his wite. Adieu to it all—this
girl, this usurper, has mounted his pedestal;
he has béen shamefully, cruelly deceived—
swindled as no man ever was before. Per-
haps he has some right to feel all this rage—
it certainly is a frightful fall. What is worse,
it is impossible to pour-out his wrath, and
wrongs upon the head of the woman who
has used and flang him 'aside with such
merciless ease. She has gone, her upstart
with her, whither no one knows. He strives
in vain to discover , they might have vanish-
ed out of the world, for all trace of them he
can find. )

Months pass in the quest, and these
months do him this good—zhey cooll his first
blaze of wrath, and bring those second
thoughts that we are told are best. He
thinks it over—he has ample time—and with
a soul filled with silent bitterness and gall,
resolves on his course. Nothing can be pos-
sibly gained by aager, much may by re-
signation, He will accept disaster with the
best outward grace he may, he will accept
“defeat with dignity, he will resisf nothing,

he will conciliate the old woman' and the
young one, he will warily bide his time.
And if that time ever comes’! -

Sir Vane Valentine sets his teeth behind
his long black moustache, and his eyes
gleam with a passiouate,’ baffied light not
good to see. They must return sometime—
all is not lost that is. in danger ; perhaps
she may be induca(to yield him the larger
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share yet. It is his right—his right in
view of all these years of waiting and
expectaticn. If all sense of justice 18 not
dead in Katherine Valentine, she must see
it herself ; she must be made to see it. And
sein grim silence and resolution Sir Vane
establishes himself in the Philadelphia
hnuse, and waits for them to come.

They come—tifteen months from the time
they left-St. Gildas. Aad fifteen months of
travel, of masters, of madam’s society, have
done much for the wild girl of Perdrix. She
.has shot up, tall and graceful as a stem of
wheat, with hair like its pale sitken tassels,
all that is best and brightest in her made
the most of, the blonde beauty enhanced—a
lovely, womauly girl of eighteen.

A vision thus to dazzle any man—gilt as
it is with retined goll.  Sir Vane Valentine
looks on with uidazzled eyes. Heis too de-
fective in circulation ; too cold-blooded, too
wrapped up in self, to be a susceptible man,
nd his heart—such narrow and contracted
heart as he ever has had—was given away,
many years ago. The immature of eighteen
has p6 charms for him. The lady who
waits for him in Eagland can certainly not
be slighted on the score of immaturity, but
she has lost her youth waiting for him. And
to do him justice, his allegiance never for |
one hour has waned. Stillif in this way for-
tune lies—if there is no other, he is prepar-
ed to make the sacrifice even to_Miss Camil-
la Routh ! The best of his life has been
wasted in the pursuit of this igous fatous—
the Valentine fortune—without it the Val-
entine name, lands, titles, are worse than
worthless. No matter what the pride, it
must be paid. Come what may now, it isa
road on which there can be no turning back.

CHAPTER II.

¢ THERE CAME A LADDIE HERE TO WO00.’

And she is a pretty girl | He looks at her
with those cold, critical eyes of his, and ad-
mits that much. Suae is a pretty girl at
eighteen—at eight-and-twenty she will be a
most beautiful woman. Hemight do worse !
Sne will do him honour. And he prefers
blondes naturally. All this fair, fresh, young
beauty will fittingly adorn Valentine Manor ;
all men will admire his taste, and envy his
luck. Even if she had been ugly, she would
still have been a gilded pill—to be takenwith
an inward grimace or two, perhaps, but
st 11 t> be takea. Aud he and Camilla Routh
need not part—quite. His home is with his
sister, as it has nearly always been , they

- are installel at Mancr Valentine now, wait-
ing for the golden age to come. Even 1if he
7

marries this Dolores, it follows, as a matter
of course, that Camilla will still remain as
much apart of his home as the ancestral elms,
or Dorothy herself. “She has no other home,
poor girl ; it would be brutal to turn her
adrift upon the world because the hard
chances of fortune bave forced him to marry
Madem Valentine’s heiress. His sister will
manage the housekeening as she has alway.
done, even after Sir Vane and Lady Valen-
tine return from their wedding tour. Thn
petted beauty knows nothing, naturally, o.
the manifold duties of house mistress. Axc
Cousin Camilla will remain—prime minister.
He grows quite complacent as he settles it
thus—after all, matters might be worse ; it
is the consummation that will present itself
as most desirable to the mind of Madam Val-
entine.

It has already done so. Tae truth is,
madam, strong-minded though she be, has
been a little afraid of the meeticg with Sir
Vane—her grand-danghter by her side. But
he has disappoifted ner agreeably - if there
can be such a thing ; he is dignified, it is
true, and silent, but not sullen, and not
more than the situation justities.

‘1 do pot pretend I was not indignant at
first,” he says to her, ‘and deeply disappoiut
ed. You see, I never thought of such a
thing as your going to Si. Gildas and falling
.in love after this fashion with the pretty
girl there. She is charming encugh to make

almost any one fall in love with her, I admit,.

but then that sort of thing did notseem in
the least like you. $:ill it is natural, I sup-
pose,” with a sigh, ¢ and my loss is her gain.’

‘It need not be your loss—unless you
wish,’ says madam. Sae is seated at a table,

playing with a pearl paper kuife, and does.

not look up.

There is a pause.

‘] thlnk 1 understand,’” Sir Vane says,
gravely. ¢ Of course, I don’s exactly claim
to be disinterested in’this matter—it would
not be in human nature—and after all these
years of waiting. The best of my life is gone
—I am fit for nothing now, - atter yield-
ing up all these years in the ex.
pectation of being a rich man in the
end. Without wealth to support it, the
title must sink ; Valentine Manor and park
must go. All this you know ; compensation
is due to me in justice. 'We might combine
our interest, as you say. I might marry
Miss Valentine.’

¢As you say I’ madam retorts, quickly,
almost angrily. I have never said 1t.’

‘No? I thought that was your meaning.
Does it not strike you as the simplest—the
only way of reconciling the difficuliy ¥

Another pause.

L.
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Sir Vane stands, tall, cold, dark, passion-

She rises with a smile as she says it, and

less, by the mantel. . Madam sits at the ! holds out her hands more gently than he has

table, and taps with the paper-knife. The

thought has struck her betore, but 1t strikes |
her with a sort of chill now—a presentiment, | says kindly.

. it may be, as she looks at the man. She
. shrinks fiom it with a sudden aversion for

which sl e canuot account, and his face dark-
. ens -8 he sces it. c

‘Wnat 18 your objection? he coldly

. asks,

* There is a great disparity,’ madam says.

¢More thanjswenty years. It 1s too much.’

*You wul be good enough to recoliect 1

. have spent those twenty years in your

. service—by your desire. Do you think it is

the life I—any man—would chocse,if left to
himself ?

There is suppressed passion in his tone,
fire in his eyes, anger in his voice. Madam
looks ip. A spark has been struck from
the manhood withia him, and she likes him
none the less for it.

* I forget nothing, my good Vape,’ she an-

. swers, not ungently. ¢ Compens®ian is due
_you. I admut it. My granddaughter 1s
young—she has seen nothing of the world in
-one sense, in spite of her fitteen months of
travel —nothing of men. She is a child in
heart and years—a beautiful and innocent
- child. Give her time, let her see a little of
" life before we trouble her with questions of
marriage, or fortunes at stake. I love her
very dearly : there 18 nothing 80 near to my
heart now as her happiness. If you can
make it, I am willing—after a time—to re-
- sign her to you Indeed, in many ways, for
nuany reasons, I should prefer to see you her
husband. 1 know.you. You are of one
rice—the honvur of our name is in your
" k.eping—you two are the last of a very old
f miy. But in spite of this, I shall never
.turce her heart, her inclination. If—in a
_ year from now say—you can win her, do so,
#I shall favour your ewit: Should she accept
. yuu, all questions of conflicting interests
"~ wikbe at 1e8t forever. Snould she refuse
you, you shall not have wasted those best
years Yo ak of in vain. But she is to be
. my herNif=—that must be understood. The
- bulk of her grandfather’s fortune shall go to
; her. As your wife, it wil' come to you 1n-
directly, through her, but the income only
—the tortune itself shall be settled upon her
and ber children. She is George’s danghter ;
her interest must ever be paramount now.
Meantime your chances are good ; you will
- be with her; she will see you daily, and
Jearn to care for you—I hope. For you—

. you ren e nber the words of Shakespeare :

* The man trat hath a tongue I say is no man
If with that tongue he cannot win a woman.’

«

~

ever known her before.

‘You have my wishes, my dear Vane,” she
‘I believe it 18 in you to make
a good husband ; and my Dolores is a mat
for a king!’ .

“Shalt I speak to her, aunt?’ he asks,
bolding the hand she extends in both his,
‘orghall I —'

¢ No,” she interrupts ; ‘not yet—not for a
year at least.  Let her enjoy t hue year
of girlnood unfettered and trge. n%alt this
one more year and woo aund win, ;and wear
ber then it you can.’ )

So the compact is made, and Sir Vane
Valentine, with stately and old-time gallant-
ry, hfts the jeweled hand to his lips and so
scals it.  lnueed Sir Vane is stately, and
slow, and stiff, ana solemn, and sombre by
nature, and walks through life in tall dress,
as though it were a perpetual minuet.

Miss Valentine meets him and gives him
one slim white hand, and looks him over
with the frank impertinence of eighteen.

¢ Tall, lean, yeilow, sourish ; hittle bald
spot -on the top of his head ; eyes like jet
beads—don’t think I sball like him,’ say tne
saucy, blug, fearless eyes. “Oh! to have
Johnny here—my owu ever dearest Johnuy!
—or even Rene! Life would be too delight-
for anything if only 1t wasn’t quite 8o prim
and' ceremounious, and 1f only 1 nad my two
boys.’

. ‘And it seems to me I have seen Sir Vane
Valentine somewhere before,’” she adds, tak-
iag a second survey of the baronet, But she
fails'to place him. Indeed, she had but bayé-
ly honoured the passing guest o Isle Perdnx
with the most careless and casual of glances.

Miss Dolores Valentine has certainly not
got her ‘two hoys;’ but one cannot have
everything. She has her fill of the good apd
pleasant vhings 6f life. She does nos 1ncldde
the professors who still visit her— her mausic,
and German, and arawing mpasters —in thas
category, but she does- her best to please
grandmamma, and takes to dancing and sing-
ing by instinct, a kitten takes to mulk,
French she is proficient in, of course ; Ger-
man atd Italian follow in due order. She is
apt and ready, a ¢ quick study,’ and bids fair
presently to be a very accomplished young
woman indeed.  Madam instils the habit of
good society, the repose of manner becoming
in the daughter of a hundd i
She reads a great deal—history,
ograpby, fiction, poetry—she ig#quite raven-
ous 1n the matter of book¥; Jearns riding,
and delights in daily galiops over the hiils
and far away, with a groom behind her. In
a quiet way she sees gradually a good deal of
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sociely ; goes out more or less to youthful,
innoxious evening parties, the theatre, the
opera ; i8 admired wherever she goes as a
beauty and an heiress, and leads altogether
quite a charmed life. It is a very different
lLife in every way from that old one, so far
off now that it seems like a dreanr, but in
its different way, to the full as good. ’

Every day, every hour, is full to over-
flowing with-bright and pleasant life. She
regrets hiér boys,’and writes to them when
she has time to think—to Mere Maddelena,
acd her friend InnocentefDesereaux, but’their
memory is a trifle dimmed by time, and ab-
sence aud new delights. Even Sir Vane,
seen with daily familiar eyes, grows less
gruesome, less elderly, becomesindeed rather
a favourite cavalier servant, a friend and
cousin, without whom the smoothly-oiled
wheels of life might jar a little.  He so sees
to the thousand and one little hourly com-
forts~=the plrasant petitejsouvirs that go to
meke up life, that she finds herself wonder-
ing sometimes how she -and grandmamma
.would ever get on without him. When he
rides out with her he is a much more agree-
able escort than the groom ; he attends them
everywhere ; half tne good things she
so much enjoys would be unattainable with-
out him. And he is really not so elderly—
_and then he has a title, and is treated with
deference, and is, taken as a whole, the sort
of cavalier one can be proud of. And the

* summiug-up of the whole thingis that Miss
Valentine decides that she likes Sir Vane
very much, aud that if he leaves them, and
goes to England, as he talks of doing, she
will m ss him exceediugly.

How it comes about that the trath dawns
upon her it would be hard to say. He ad-
heres to his contract with the madam, and
says nothing directly.  But there are other
ways of saying than in spoken words. In a
hundred ways he makes her see his drift.
The blue-bell eyes lift in a sort of consterna-
tion, Marry ! sue has not begun to think of
it. She has literally had no time—she has
seen no one—to be looked at twice at least.
She is busy thinking of a hundred other
things. Marry Sir Vane! he wishes it,
tonne maman wishes it—she has found that
out, too. Sir Vane looks upon the Valentine
fortung as his right, and bonne maman
means to give it to her. That she also learns

*—who is to say how? If she marries him
everything will arrange itself as everybody
wishes ; if she does not, there promises to be
worry and disappointment, and a great deal
of bitter feeling. Marry Sir Vane Valentine !
‘Well, why not?

Why not? Miss Dolores Valentine hae
been brought_up in all the creeds and tradi-

tions that most obtain in French demoiselle.
hood of the haute noblesse. First an

foremost among these i8 the maxim—
mademoiselle marries without murmur
the parti papa and mamma select. To have
a choice of her own, to fall in luve—could any-
thing be in worst taste, bemore vulgar, more

glaringly outre and indelicate? Papa and -
" mamina decide the alliaace, there is an inter-

view at ter; under maternal surveiiance during
which monsiewr is supposed to s, and
look and glong, and mademoiselle to be mute
and demure, and ready to accept the goods
“her gods provide.

80 much the better - 1f he be old, sans teeta,
sans hair, sans wit, sans eyerything bug
money, so much the worse. But appeal there
can hardly be any from parental authority.
There is always the cloister ; yes, but wnag
will you? We all caunot have a vocation for
the nun’s vail, and the convent grille. And
these very old husbands do not live forever 1}
She has not thought much in all her bright
summer-day life, she has never had occasion
for anything so tiresome ; others have done
it for her. She knits her delicate blonde
brows, and- guita irowns  her Lrotty
forehead into wrinkles over this. Sheeven
writes, and lays the case— suppositionally—
before her infallible oracle, Mere Maddelena.
Mere Maddelena has been married herself
and knows all about it. The answer comes’
But certainly, my child, says notre mere, x;;
is all 1ight—that. If the 80 good bonne ma-
man wishes it, and great.family interests are
involved, and he is worthy as you say, and
you esteemmhim, then why hesitate. A daugh-
ter's first duty is obedience, always obedi-
ence ; le bon Dieu blesses the ‘dutitul zhild,’
—and so on through four pages of pea.k’y
writing and excellent French advice. Esteem
hn? Well'yes. But the pretty penciled
brows knit closer than ever. How about this
love, her poets and novelists make so much
of, Tay such stress on ; positiv:ly insist on
indeed, as the first and most important in-
gredieut in the matrimonial dish ? Is thig
kindly, friendly feeling she has for Sir Vane,
love ? Who knows ? Notre mere says here,
it is not necessary, it may be most foolish and
unmaidenly ; esteem and obedience are best
and almost always, safe. And then what
does it signify ? She likes him well enough,
better than any other. Since one must bé
married, better marry a gentleman one knows
and likes than a stranger. A strange gentle-
man would be embarrassing ; one would not
know what to say to him after marrying him !

But one could always talk to Sir Vane, Apd

be is never tiresomie, at least hardly ever !
Since marriage or convents are states girls
b

<

If monsieur be tolerably
| young, and agreeable, and good to lovk upon.”
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are born to choose between, by nature, and_
as sparks fly upward, why make trcuble and
vex one’s friends ? Why not accept the in-
evitable aud the bridegroom chosen

There is her {riend la Contesaa Paladino,

* only niceteen, the count nearly; sixty, quite

feels it incumbent upon her to apply a match
‘and touch it” off, and with one grand explo-
sion clear away the vapours forever.

‘ Mrs Tioker,” she says, pausing in her
meditative~walk, ‘go to grandmamma,

fat and gouty, and she does not seem to
mind. Abpd la contessa, who was altogether
poor and obscure, and a little nobody be-
fore her marriage, is a personage of import-
ance now, and sister-in law to a great mon-
signore, who, in his turn, is a great friend of
€ > . - L
il Papa-Re. She lives in a big palazzo, and
drives on the Corso every day, and says she
did not begin to live until she was la con-
tessa. .
Oa the whole one might do worse, a
Milordo Valentine, as they call him here, is
far better than a Conte Guigi Paladino of
‘sixty, all fat and gouty. Oune need never be
ashamed of bim at least. Her decision, you
perceive, is much the same as the bride-
groom’s own ; it is not what one would
most desire, but it might easily be worse.
So the fair brows unbend, and the inconse-
quent girlish mind is made up. Since it
must be to please dearest grandmamma she-
will marry Sir Vane Valentine !

CHAPTER III

¢TO LOVE OR HATE—TO WIN. OR LOSE.’

So matters stand on this bright evening,
when Miss Dolores Valeatine walks up and
down the lamp-lit Sala in lustrous evening
robe, and listens to Mrs. Tioker and her
talk of the new will. No one has ever said
to her directly one word on the subject
matrimenial, but it is in all their minds,
nevertheless, and mademoiselle knows it.
Why not take the initiative herself, come
generously forward and put them out of
their misery. It is through a sense of aeli-
cacy and consideration for her, no doubt,
they hesitate. Well, she in turn will show
them she is not lacking in nice perception.
One must marry it seems ; it appears to be
a state of being no properly regu'ated young
lady can hope to escape—since it must be
done, then it were well "twere done quickly.

Of late Sir Vane has been looking more
than comwmonly black and bilious, and
Eugene Aramish; has talked in moody
strains of returning to England, and rather
committing social suicide, thaun otherwise.
Bonnemaman has been rather silent and
grave, a little perturbed, and as if in doubt,
and has contracted a habit of regarding
them both with anxious, halfeclosed eyes.
The moral atmosphere is unpleasantly

charged with electricity. Miss Valentine

please ; see if the lawyer has gone, and if

‘she will admit me.’

‘Mrs, Tinker goes.

In all things, great and small, this young
princess’ will is autocratic. In a minute or
two she 18 back. Madam is alone in the
drawing-room, and bids her come.

Gathetring up her lustrous, shimmering
train, Miss Valentine sweeps away, bearing
herself Like the regal little personage she 1s
—golden head well erect, slight figure held
straight as an arrow. B

‘ Bless you, my pretty—my pretty !’
murmurs adoring Mrs. Tinker, ‘look where
I will, among contessas, and marchesas, and
them, I see no one fis to hold a- candle to
you.

Swinging lamps sparkle like fire-flies
down the lofty length of this blue drawing- .
room. Madam, in black silk and guipures,
sits enthroned in a great blue and gilded
chair, with rather a weary, care-worn look
upom her pa;ke face. But it changes to a
quick, glad, welcoming light, as her grand-
daughter enters. :

¢ Dressed, my dear ?’ she says; ‘have I
kept you wart.ng? It is sull to) early, '8
it not?’

For they are due at a party at the big, grim
palazzo of the laughing contessa—not one of
the great Paladino state balls. Miss Valen-
tine not beitg yet properly - out’—a rather
small reception—madame’s weekly At Home.

‘Too early? Yes,” Dolores answers ab.
sently. She draws up a low seat, sits close
to madam’s side, folds her small hands on
the elder lady’s silken lap, looks up with
two, wide, blue, utterly unembarrassed eyes,
and plunges at once into her subject.

‘Grandmamma, Mr, Tinker says you have
been making a will.’

¢ Mrs Tinker is a foolish old gossip. Bat
it is true. - Mr. Carson has just gone,’

¢ Mrs, Tinker says it is a will in my favour,
leaving me almost all your money.’

‘Tinker is worse than a gossip ; she is
an old fool. Butitistrue again, I have.’

One jewelled hand rests lovingly,dinger-
ingly on the fair head. She looks down with
worshipping eyes on the fair, upturned, sweet
young face. . :

» My pretty Dolores,’ she says, “you will

you are—a very great heiress. You are
dowered like a princess, do you know it:?’

‘I know that’, You must be very rich,
grandmamma.’

‘And it is a very fine thing to be very

'
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rich, my dear. It brings the world to your
feet. Have you found that out in these last
two years?  All our Eaglish circle here in
Rome—ay, and these titled Italiaus also,
falk of the rich and beautiful Signorina
Valentine.  And you have known poverty,
t50, there on your island. Which do you
think is best2’ -

She puts back the strands of yellow hair
witn a complacent smile, and waits, sare of
the answer. But that answer is not quite to
order when it comes.

‘Idwas very happy there on my island,
gaandmamma—ah, happy ! happy! ey
vody was good to m?:‘gg@od .P And I loz-
ed them all deariy: 1 never wanted for any-
thing. I never thought of being rich —never
wanted to be.  But, yes, I suppose it is a
fine thing ; it gives me music,%and books,
and pretty dresses, and jewels,-and handsome
horses and carriages, and parties, and pleas-
ant people, and it makes the beggars shower
one with blessings ; but somehow, I think I
could be quite happy without so much money.
It’s not everything. I suppose I am not am-’
bitious. At least,’ secing madam’s brow
darken, it’s not worth quarreling over, and
having hard feelings about. And I am afraid,’
nervously, ¢ there may be much hard feeling
about this new will.’ '

‘What do you mean, Dolores!’ a little
steroly.

_ ‘Don’t be displeased grandmamma. Only
i3 it quite fair to Sir Vane ?’

‘It is quite fair—it is perfectly fair. My
money is mine to do as I please with ; to
dower hospitals, if I see fit. 1 see fit to give
it to my granddaughter. VWnat more night
or natural than that?

*Yes, grandmamma, but still you know
Sir Vane expects .

-‘My dear,’ sarcastically,  ‘Sir Vane ex-
pected I'would die some fifteen or more
years ago and leave him my ducats. I be-
iieve he considers himself a wronged man,
that I have not done so. Perhaps'he is no
more mefcenary acd selfish than the ma-
jority ; perbaps it is hatural encugh he
should wish me oust of the way, and my for-
tuoe his, but you see even Sir Vane Valen-
tine cannot quite have everything to suit
him. Ido not think he has much to com-
plain of, on the whole. I do not fetter him
any way. If he remains here constantly, it
his own wish. I think he finds me liberal
in all ways. And if [ have re-made my will,
and left you my heiress; Thave mot forgotten
him. Something is due him—much 1is dae
him. I grant that, after all these years of
waiting and expectation. Noblesse oblige, .
my dear—I forget nothing. I am as desirous

old name, a power in the land once more.
Your inheritance would amply do that.
Dolores, you plead his cause—plead against
vour own 1uterests. It is possible—child,
let me look at you—is it possible you care
for Vane Valentine ?

Red as the heart of a June rose, for a
moment, grows the upturned face, but the
blue, frank eyes neither falter nor fail.

* As my very good friend and yours, gtand-
mamma—yes* I see him every day, you
know,’ naively, as though that was a reason.
‘I am sure I don’t know half tihe time how
we would get on without him. *Oh, yes,
madre carrisima, I like him very mucn !’

‘Ah ¥ grandmamma laughs a sarcastic
little laugb. ‘in that way—I understand,
As you like the family cat ! Vame is a tame
cat in his way-. too. But as a husband,
Petite, we have not time to mince matters
—it grows late. As a husband, how does
Sir Vane strike you ¥

The blush fades, the little hands fold re-
iigm.dly —a deep sigh comes from the pretty
ips. . -

¢Oh, grandmamma, I don’t know. It is
very tiresome to have to marry. Why need
one—at least until oneis quite, quite old
—four and twenty say? Grandmamma, I
wish—I wish, very earpestly, this, that you
would destroy this last will. Let it be as
it was before—let Sir Vame have the great
Valentine fortune, and then it will nnt be
necessary for me to marry bhim, or anybody.
Money makes so much trouble—it is so hard
to make enemies, and bitterness, and family
quarrels just for its sake. If I am not an
heiress, no one will want to marry me. I
could live with you, for years an
years to come, pleasant iife of ours, and then
—may be—by and by—'

‘Well? and by and by ? says grand-
mmams, balf amused, half provoked, ¢Oh !
you great baby ! how differently you will
think when you come to that antiquated age
—four-and-twenty ! You would hardly
thank me then if I took you at your word
to-night.  No, my dear, asitis, soit shall
remamn. You are my heiress—it 18 your
birthright. If you have a mind to marry
Vaoe Valentine, well and good ; you might
easily do worse, and great interests jwill
then be combined. It1s what I would de-
cidedly prefer. If you have not a mind,
then there is no more to be said—your in-
clinations will not be forced, and he must
take what I give and be content.’

* Bat he will not be,’ says the young lady,
ruefully, ‘thatis the worst of it. And he
wil L 1e a8 his rival and enemy,
and be bitter and angry, and feel wronged.

as he is to see Valentine restored, and the ! If [ have a mind to, indeed ! 1 wonder at

.,
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you, grandimamma ! Of course, I have no
mind to him, or any one else, but right is
rizht, and if you wish-it—’

‘I do wish it

¢ And he wishes it—why, then—’

¢ You consent, my deare.t Dolores, is
that your meaning ?’ '

Mademoiselle rises hastily to her feet,
with a little foreign gesture of both hands,
palms downward, bup—she makes no answer
1n words, for at the moment enters Sir Vane,
ready to escort thefn to the party.

They go in gilence. The Corso is all
ablaze with light, and thronged with people
and carriages, as they drive slowly through.
Overhead there is a purple sky, golden stars,
a shiniog half-ring of silver ; and Dolores,
lying back in a corner, wrapped to the chin
in snowy cashmeire and swan’s-down, looks
up at it, and thinks of the moonlight nights
long ago. Bay Cholette. one great sheet of
polished silver ; the black crags of Isle Per-
drix tipped with shafts of radiamce ; the
little white cottages, looking like a minia;
ture ivory temple. Where are they all—
they who dwelt together on lonely Isle Per-
drix, now? Old Tim is there still in his
lighthouse ; Ma’am Weesy dwells alone in

her cottage ; Jobnny is among those who go !

down to tie ‘great water.’ in ships;eni
Rene is—somewhere—studying his beloved
art. It is more than a year ago sioce she
keard from him. He too was traveling ;
and that too remiods her, she has mever
answered that last letter. Mere Maddelena
is still at Villa des Anges, and Dr. Macdon-

. ald—ah ! Dr. Macdonald’s name is written in

marble, and he has gone to be a citizen of
that City whose maker and builder is God.

The great, grim stone front of that tall
palazzo is all a glitter of light ; music comes
to them as they enter. A dashing young
officer, "in the glittering uniform of the
Guardia Nobile, meets them on the thres-
hold, and devotes himself with empressment
to the fair Signorina Inglese from that mo-
ment. He is a handsome lad, and a gallant,
a cousin of the Paladin, and deeply, hope-
lessly in love with Meess Valentine.
suspicion that it is 80 dawns on Miss Valen-
tine’s mind this evening, but she is not sure;
she is quite pathetically innocent, for eigh-
teen, of the phases and working of the grande
passion.

‘ May I, grandmamma ?' she says, looking
over her shoulder gayly, as, permission
grauted, shie flits away by his side. ‘

or 8ir Vane—he is distinctly cross. He
takes his stand near madam’s chair, -with
folded arms and moody brow, looking darker
and thirner, and older than usaal and
frowning on the gay company before

i for all the world to read.
i end ?

A dim-

him. He watches with jealous eyes, the
golden head, pearl-crowned, of his youthful
kioswoman with her glitt«ring Noble Guard
vy her side’“ Is this to be the end ? The
young fellow will be a marchese one day ; he
13 in the deepest depths of the sovereign pas-
sion. It is patent in his liquid Italian eyes
s this to be the
And Carson was at the house to day,
and a new will was made—a final one this
time. no doubt, and the Valentine foitune
has been left irrevocably to this amber hair-
ed girl.  After all his wasted years, s lost
youth, his hopes, is this to be the end ?

¢ Is there anything the matter with you,
my good Vane ? madam asks at last, struck

‘as no-one can fail to be; by the dark look

his face wears.

‘ There i3 nothing the matter with my
health, if that is what you mean,” he an-
swers, shortly enough.

¢ Ah ! that is satisfactory. Your illness
then is a mild disease, I take it.’ :

* Does it foilow,’ still curtly, ¢ that I must
be ill at alB becaase I do not cheose to talk
in ghis din

Sir Vane has often been irritable—so dis-
tinctly as this, never before. But she isin
exceptionally good humor herself, and great
allowance is to be made for dir Vane, she is
aware, cos

¢ If you do not choose to talk, that isan- &,
other thing,” she says, coldly , when you ~’
do I have a word or too to say to you, you
may like to hear.’

“Inceed ¥ *anything pleasant will
bé rather a welcome change. My let-
ters from home to-day were»most con-
foundedly unpleasant. Everything is going
wrong, everything from the manor to the
cottages tumbling to preces. I must go over,
Dorothy says, if agything is to be dove. L
can go, of course, although I fail to see cf
what particular benetit my going can be. I
feel rather hipped, I must confess, in the
face of ail this. And that does rot add to
one’s comfort.’

Ee motions to where Dolores, still on his
arm f the N b e Gdard, is waltzing over tLe
waxed floor, to the music of Gourond.

¢ It is of that I speak. Come closer, my
good Vane, we can talk here as securely as
athome. You saw Mr. Carson at the house
to-davy, I infer ¥ .

* Yes,’ curtly. .

‘I have made a will—a new—will—my
tinal disposition this time. - The bulk of my
f(l>lrtnne 18 left to my granddaughter—natur-
ally. . s

* Naturally,” he repeats, with a half sneer,
setting his teeth behind his mustache, and
biting back a sullen. oath.
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. ‘ Dolores discovered, and, strange to say,
objected. She wished you to have the targer
share. She conerderséd 1t due to you. She
pieaded your cause most urgently. - ;

‘I am inlinitely obliged to my fair cousin ’
—the fu ure Marchesa Saivin’

‘She 18 not youar cousin—at least, the cousin-
ship is 80 remote that 1t need not count. I
object to the marriage of cousins, And there
‘is-_a guestion of marriage here, Vave. We
spoke of 1t, she and I. I told her I wished |
1t, you wished it, and she——’

¢ Well ¥—breathlessly.

¢ Consents. Dulores will marry you, my
good Vane.’

There 1s silence. He stands erect, and '
for a moment diaws his breath in hard. It
is a mowment before he can quite realiz: what ;
he hears. Marry him ! Then that tall fel-
low in black and gold 1s no favored lover ;
after all. He looks at her with kindlidy |
eyes, triumuhant eyes. At last? The for- i
tune is secured ! And she js preity—very !
presty—yés, beautitul—a bride tofbe proud |
of ! "Aad sne is dowered likd a grand-duch- |
ess ! Oaly a moment ago all seemed los
and now — Lamps, flowers, waltzes, music, |
surge ground him as things do in a dream.

¢ You say nothing,” madam says, sus-
piciously, and in some anger.
derstand ?

«That a man may bLe dazel, stunned, :
speechless, from sheer good fortune—yes.
There are shocks and shocks, my dear aunt. °
You have just given me  one.—
I was in despair—I may tell you now—one
moment ago. I meant to throw up every-
thing tc-morrow, to go back t2 England, and
return here no more. I thought she cared
for that fellow. And now—to know this g

‘Do yom mean to say,” demands madam,
and looks up at him earnestly, ‘that you
care for the child apart from her fortune—
that vou love her, in short ¥’

“ You need hardly ask that question, I
think,” he answers, calmly. ‘Could apny
man see her, in her beauty and sweetness, as
1 do day aftér day, and not love her ? You
hardly compliment our lovely Dolores by the
doubt’ ..

*Pardon. T thought—I mean—well, I am
very glad. Yes, she is lovely enough to - !
spire love in‘any one. There is a great dis- '
parity of years,” with a sigh ; ‘but that must '
b: overlooked. You will be good to her,
Vane ? —mv pa6f little tender one !

Aam Sir Vane protests, and takes a seat by '
her side, sud while the music swells around |
them, ‘and the dancers dance, and the rosy '
hours fly, they two sit there and plao, and ;
talk of the future, and the restored fortumes
of the house of Valentine.

!
|
t
|
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CHAPTER IV. -

*NOTHING COMES AMISS SO MONEY COMES
WITHAL

There is a picoic three days after, and they

g0 to the Ville Ludovis. It is jovely pic-nic -

weather, aad the gay little contessa 13 never
happy but when in the midst of snmething of
the sort. T.-lay they a e a vart! caie—3ir
Vane, madam, la contessa, and Dolores. Aud

" to day Sir Vane determines to pus his fate to
" the touch—to speak to Dolores definitely.

Not that there 1s any real need of such a pro-

" ceeding, but Sir Vaoe i3 pot a [Frenchman,

and believes in doing this sort ot thing pro-
perly and jo order, and 1n Eughsh fashion.

Tney d%ve through the suuny streets,
where nhpoded capuchins, and picturesque
arsis 8 ahd fl wer girls, and fruit-sellers, and
friars of orders gray, and cavalcades with

| jingling bells, and brown beggars lie in the

sun, and the sharp chirp of the cicala cracks
through the green gloom, and flowers and
oranue trees, and roses. and Roman violets,
and Vict or Emanuel’ssoldiers are everywhere.
Overhead there is a hot, hot sun, but with it

i there is a breeze, an air like velvet, the streets
. are a blaze of light, and life, and colour. It

is not the old picturesque, papal picture, of
cardinal’s carriages —il Papa‘Re—benigh and
white robed in their midst—but a glowing

Thaey a-cend to the heizhts amenz ruias,
and the red petticoats of c.ndati: a 1nto the
dense gloom of olive and ilex woods, where
luncheon has been ordered, and waits them.
There is hard brown bread, and crisp, silvery
lettuce, and tigs that are like globes of gold,
and ice-cold wine. And & ter dinper as they

. stand uuder the shade ot theilex for'a mo-

ment alone, Sir Vane tinds his opportunity,
and sp uks.

She 1s looking very fair, and very youog—
too young, the man of forty beside her thinks
—impaticnt of those forty years. Sheis
dressed in white, crisp, gauzy silk, as spot-
less as her own maiden heart. The amber

" hair falls long and loose over her shoulders
"in girlish fashion, tied back with a knot

of pale piok ribbon. Her cheeks are flushed

with the heat to the same rose pink glow.’ )

That glow deepens to scarlet a3 she stands,
with white drooping lids, and listens,

S je wishes he would not—she shrinks fram
His wo dsof loveand piissm
sound forced, cold ; they repel ree No
answering sympathy awakes withi n hr.r—she
shrinks as she hears. 'Was it pecessary to
say this ? Grandmamma bas told him Love?
no, she feels none of it—she d-.es not believe
he does either,  She i3 reliv ved when he is
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silent, and looks about her., half inclined to
run away. But he has caught one of her
hands, and so holis her.

¢ Dear little hand,’ he says, clasping it be-
tween both his own, ¢ when is it to be mine,
Dolores ?’

*Grandmamma will arrange all that;’ |,

answers mademoiselle, acd bastily with-
draws it, ‘it is a matter in which 1 desire
to hase no choice. [ should hke it to be as
far off as possible—’

‘Ah! that is cruel—the first .unkind
word you have spokea to-day.’

‘Otherwise,” quite calmly, jgnoring the
interruption, ‘I wm prepared to obey. . And,
meantime, I should be glad, Sir Vane, if
you will not speak of this again. It is not
needed, and—I find it embarrassing.’

There is no necessity to say so; her deep-
ly flushed cheeks speak for her. -

Sir Vane promises with alacrity. He is
not at all sorry to be rid of the bore of
wooing. Her wish renders it easy to make
a merit of his own desire. He lights a
philosophic cigar, and strolls .ff to enjoy it,
as la contessa comes up with madam,

Later that afternoon, strolling down the
hillside, Dolores fiads herself alone; the
others have paused to admire a ruin farther
up. Where she stands is just beneath a
shrine—a shrioe set in a tall, precipitous,
flower-crowned cliff ~a Madonna, in a little
blue grotto, with clasped hands aud up
raised eyes, and a tiny lamp burning like a
star at her feet. Some devout client has
wreathed the feet with flowers. but they are
withered now and drooping, after the noon-
tide glare.

1t occurs to Dolores to say a little prayer
and remend the floral offering. Wild roses
are in avundance ; she breaks off some long,
spiky branches, wounding " her fingers in the
effort, and mounts some loose laage rocks to
reach Our Lady’s feet. ’

Standing so, two white arms nplifted, the
gauzy rleeves falling back, both hands filled
‘with rose branches, she is a picture. So the
young man lying quietly on the tall grass a

ifew feet cff, watcning her at his ease, him-
. self unseen, thinks,
.~ She stauds on the stones, and essays to
= twine the rozes round the base of the statue.
*But her footing is. precarious, the topmost
-stone—Iioose always—ships, fails her She
&ries to grasp something, fails in this too,
and is toppling ingloriously backward, when
unceengratcher springs from the grass,
and with ont leap catches her in his arms.
8he drops into them with a gasp, a horrified
¢ Ob-* ther draws precipitately back.
‘Scuse I’ begins the rescuer, trying to un-

) cover, but at the sonnd of his voice, with a

second lcok in his face, there i3 a quick
little scream of ecstasy; two milk-white
arws are flung round his neck, and hold him
tight, tight. and a voi:e brimful and running
over with transport, cries out :

- ‘RENE Y

-

- ec.
L e

CHABTER V.

¢ NOTHING COMES AMISS, SO MONEY COMES
WITHAL.’

‘Rene! Rene ! Rene !’ cries this ecstatic
voice, ‘dou’t you know me? Oh! Rene,
how glad—how glad [ am !’

‘Snowball I’ he says, blankly. Intense
surprise is his first feeliog—his only feeling
for a moment—mingled with doubt. “Is 1t
Snowball ? =

‘Snowball, of course. Oh! my dearest,
dearest Rene ! how good it seems to see you
after all these ‘vears once more !’

She loosens her arms by this time, and
looks at him again. He stands half laugh-
ing, half embarrassed, wholly glad, but not
glad in the same effusive way. And with
that second look, it dawns upon this impul-
sive young person that she has been em-
bracing a Rene very different in appearance
from the Rene of old. This is a tall young
gentleman, and, in a dark way, an exceed-
wgly good-looking one. Aund he wears a
mustache. And he isaman ! And all the
blood of all the Valentines arises up, in
deepest coutrition and confusion, in the fair,
pearl-like face.

1t is Rene, and not Rene. And he is
laughing at her—that is to say, there is a
swile in bis dark eyes, and just lurking at
the corners of ‘that new mustache, though
be is evidently making a decorcus effort to
efface it. Wnat would grandmamma, and,
oh, what would Sir Vane say if he had
seen. Red as a rose is she—the sweetest, .
the prettiest, the most charming picture of
confusion—and Rene longs to take her in
his arms this time and return the hug
with compound interest. Ouly he does not,
you understand. Oa the contrary, he
st4nds, hat in hand, and looks as though
he could never grow weary of looking.

‘It is Snowba.l,” he says; ‘and to think
that for ten full minutes I bave beem
watching your efforts to decorate that
statue, and never knew yow. Mow you
have changed.’ .

‘Not balf so much as yow, F think. I
haven’s grown a mustache. Buf yow always
were rather stupid about recojmising your
old friends, Rene.’

He laughs outright—her tone i so exact~
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lv the disputatious tone of wild Snowball
Trillon.

¢ Have you never given up your habit of
vituperation? he asks; ¢ or is it only me
you favour with it? I am glad if you keep
anything exclusivelv for me—even yeur frick
of finding fault. But my dear little Snow-
ball, how glad I am to see you.’

€0-h-h! it bas taken you some time to
find it out. You are like the man who had
so much mind it took him a week sometimes
to make it up. Iknew I was glad to see
you at first sight.’

¢ You don’t quite sound go,’ still laugh-
ing : ‘mafoi! how tall you are, and how—’

¢ Well,” imperiously, ¢ what 2’

¢ Pretty. Pardon my out outspokeness.
We never etood on ceremony with each
other, you may remember.’

‘I remember. I am sorry I cannot re-
turn the compliment,’ gravely.  You have
not grown up at all pretty, Rene.’

¢ No?’ laughing once more. ¢Ah! how
sorry I am to hear that. I never regretted
being ugly before. But handsome is as
handsome does, you know, Snowball, and
I am doing most handsomely, I assure you.’

¢ Are you ? At sculpture, I suppose: Do
you know, I don’t think much of sculptors
and artists. Oone sees 80 many of them.

And they are all alike—smoke grimy pipes, |

wear blouses, and never comb their hair.’

¢ Mine is cropped within half a quarter of
an inch of my head. I have none to comb,
my dear Snowball.’

¢ Aad Johnny,” says Miss Valentine,
‘ where is Johnny ? Ah! how homesick I
have been many a time for Johnny. I
never can sleep stormy nights for thiuking
of him. Does he still go to sea ?’

¢ Still goes to sea—happy Johnny ! Gone
for a three years’ cruise to China. I don’t
see how you can reconcile it to your con-
science—1f you have any—+to like Johnny so
much better than me. He never liked von
best !” ’ |
¢ Oh ! but he did,’ criee Miss Valentiue,
warmly, and flusbing up, ‘a great deal the
best. You never cared for anybody in your
life—well, perhaps, except Ma'am Weesy,
when she was cooking something particalar-
ly nice !’ .

¢ How unjust,” says Rene, ¢ how extreme-
ly unjast. Iam have concealed my feel-
ings, but I always had—I have at this mo-
ment,’ lifting two dark, langhing, yet
earnest eyes, ‘the very friendliest regard
for you.’

¢ Your power of concealment then, past
and present, do you infinite credit, mon-
sieur., I rejoice to be able to congratulate

you on anything.
Rowe ?’

‘ What do all who aspire to carve their
names among the immortals in sculpture do
in Rome ?’

, Among the immortals! Let me con-
gratulate you once more ; this time on your
modesty. Since when are you here 2’

¢ Since four months ago.’

¢ Did you know I was here %’

¢My dear Spbowball, there are some
fortune-favoured people, who can no more
hide themselves than the sun up yonder.
You are of these elect. Ev:n to my obscure
workshop the fame of the fair, the peerless,
the priceless Signorina Inglese has been
wafted !’

‘How priceless, please ?’

‘ Need you ask ? Need the heiress of the
great Begum—’

She stups him with a motion, and a rising
flush.

*And, knowing I was here, you never
came, never cared to see me all this time!
Was I not right when I said you were made
of the same stuff as your own statues?

What are you doing in_

You never cared for anybody, my friend .

Rene, in your life.’

¢ But, Snowball, think. Ycu are—what
you are; I am Rene Macdonald, obscure
and unknown to fame, with the poverty of
the proverbial church mouse, and

¢ And the pride of Luciter ! Yes, I under-
stand. Ah! they have missed me ; here is
grandmama,’

Grandmamma ascends the slope, and ex-
claims somewbat at the sight of her m:ssing
granddaughter, standing quietly here, in deep
converse. with a ° rank * siranger,

Dolores springs forward, and offers her
strong young arm.

‘See, grandmamma ! an old friend—the
oldest of old friends. You have heard me
speak of Rene Macdonald, This is he.’

€1 kiaow M. Rene Macdonall very well,’
says madam, smiling, aud bolding out her
hand. ‘I have bear. his name on an average
ten times a day for the last three years., I
think I may claim him as an acquaintance of
my own, however. I am almost certain I
have met him before.*

¢ Very likely, madam. I have been in
Rome several months.’

¢ Not in Rome—at a certain school fete, at
a certain quaint little Canadian town. A
young person we both knew played the vole
of Marie Stuart, and two young gentlemen,
sititing near a certain elaerly lady, very fully
and freely discussed the actress.”

¢ Pardon,’ Rene says, laughing ; ‘I recol.
lect, Madam bas excellent ears and eyes, to
remember 20 long and so well.’ :

- ’

L 1



Ty o N

[ 3

[N

106 LOST FOR A WOMAN:

¢ Grandmamma never forgets a face or a
name,’ says Miss Valentine, quite proudly ;
¢ she is gifted with a second sight, I think.
Dear me ! how very, very long ago that day
seems now.’

¢ Life bas dragged so wearily, you see,
monsieur,” says madam, pinching one rosy
ear, ¢ with this young lady since she has been
torn from her island friends. Three years
appear like a.little forever, do you hear?
But I know to my cost, that, ‘though lost to
sight, to memory dear,” Jobhony, Rene, Ino,
Weesy, notre mere—the changes have been
rang on those beloved names every day, and
miuy times a day, since.

¢ And madam has been bored to extinction
by us all,” says M. Rene. *I fear so much of
us in the past will naturally prejudice you
against us in the presest.’

‘It will not be difficult to make ycu an
exception, young sir,” grandmamma says,
graciously. She is in high gcod humour with
herself, her heiress, and all the world to-day,
¢ Here come Sir Vane aud la contessa.’

. They come up, surprised in their turn, but
in a moment la contessa has recognized an
acquaintance.’

¢ Il Signore Scultore !’ she exclaims. ‘My
dear Dolo, I told you I was having a bust of
myself done, did I not ? No! Then I am.
I go to the signore’s studio every day. You
must come with me to-morrow and see it.

The signore does the most exquisite things, I
assure you.’

Sir Vane, standing a littleapart, comes for-
ward at this moment, and there is a presenta-
tion. Rene bows rather stiffly, and in a mo-
m:nt recognizes the dark, nameless stranger
whom he, and Snowball, and Johnny rowed
over from St. Gildas that evening years ago.

.“So you are the man,’ thinks Rene, eyeing
bim with but balf-hidden disdain ; ‘and you
cihe as a spy.’

Next day, what be has hoped for, but
hardly dared expect, comes to pass. Wkhen
a aontessa arrives to sit for the bust, Miss
Valentine is with her. Buat—his workmen
around him; the double doors of his studio
open to the world, the sculptor at his work
is a dreamer of ‘dreams no more. On the
contrary, he is rather a despotic young
—autocrat.— He places la contessa, gives her
her directions, requests Miss Valentine
rather peremptorily to amuse herself with a
volume of desigps in the recess of a window,
and not talk. That young lady opens her
blue eyes at the tone— it is one she has mnot

been used to of late—then’ smiles a little to |

herself, and proceeds to examive every
article in the studio. In due course she
reaches the statute called *Waiting,” and

-

twitches off the covering unceremoniously.
There is a faint feminine exclamation.
Rene, chipping and cutting in silence, is
thrilled by it. Then she stands, as he did
last night, a very long time looking at it.
She glances at him once, rather shyly, but
his eyes—dark and stern they look to-day—
are fixel on the marble features of the
Contessa Paladinn. At last she obeys his
first command—goes to the window recess,
takes up the big book and tries to interest
herself in the pictures. But she cannot—
her thoughts interest her more. She lies
back dreamily, and looks out of the window
instead. A flcod of quivering sunbeams, the
sound of bird voices, the tutter of multi«
tudinous leaves, an odour of roses and
jasmine, the plash of a fountain down in the
stone court—that is what she sees and hears.
She is in a dream. Rene is yonder—the
brother she loves ; she wishes she could sit
here and go on dreaming forever !

The sitting ends. A shower of silvery
chatter from the vivacious young countess
proclaims it as she rise-, and flatters her
silky skirts. She admires il Signoie
Scultore very murh—!a contessa. ' He is
handsomer, she thinks, than any work of
art in his studio—she admires those lus-
trous, beautiful, dark, grave eyes of his,
that reticent, stately manner. 1f only one
could have all this and that, too, she some-
times has thought. All this means the
glory of the world, and the splendour there-
of—a big palazzo, family diamonds, weekly
balls, ali that comes when one accepts a
noble busband with sixty years and much
gout. That stands for. a tall, slendour
artist sposo, with Faidsome eyes and grave
glances, a dark Saint Sebastian sort of face,
and a perfect manner. Only these things
never go together, and one must take which
one likes best—no mortal is so favoured by
the gods as to have ail. . :

Majam Valentine, going home from her
afternoon outing on the Corso, drives up in
state, presently, for her granddaugbter, Sir
Vane in attendance as a matter of courre,
and offers him a commission. Will he make
her a bust of Dolores? She has wished for
one for a very lobg time, but never could
induce the restless child to sit. She ex-
claims-at the heauty of la contessa’s;~and
some others, for though Rene dislikes por-
traits, he accepts commissions as yet, being
much too poor in fact to decline. One or
two rather great people have sat to him, he
! is beginning to be known and talked of, and

\ to swim away to the gelden shore of success.
Will he execute a bust of Miss Valentine,
and will he so very good ? It is a blank
cheque madam offers in her most empress-
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like manner. ‘and M. Rene will fill it up to
suit himself.’

An angry glow suffuses the olive pallor of
his face for a moment ; then his eyes liit,
fall on the young lady ‘in question, and the
reply on his lips—a rather haughty reply,
too, dies. 'What business have impecunious
young marble carvers with pride ? it is a sin
jor their betters. Let him take his blank
cheque. fill it in handsomely, and put it in
his pocket. If madam deais with him as a
queen, is she not the Great Begum he called
her? Does she pot s0 deal with all trades-
men whose wares she purchases ? Let him
pocket his pride and his price, do his work,
take his wage, and be thankful.

Snowball will be here daily, and for many
hours each day ; she looks asif she would
like the sittings to begin this moment.

Anud so M. Rene Macdonald bows in that
grande seigneur manner of his la contessa so
much admires, and which would be much
more in keeping with the eternal fitness of
things madam thinks, if he wrote his name
Don Rene; and it is settled that Miss Va-
lentine is to be immortalized in marble, and
that the sittings are to commence at once.

CHAPTER VI

¢ WHATEVER'S LOST, IT FIRST WAS WON.’

Sir Vane Valentine stands a little apart,
and strokes his mustache, aud looks cynical.
‘What a fool the old, grandmamma is, after
all! And the fellow is so picturesque in
that dark green working-blouse, with his
. four-and-twenty years, and old acquaint-

anceshiptoo! Well! it is not a question in
which he is going to iateriere. He is not in
love—let her take care of herself. She has
promised, and will keep her promise—he
knows her well enough for that. What
does the rest signify ? .

Thesittings begin. Sometimes-la contesea
comes, and plays propriety ; sometimes
Mrs, Tinker; sometimes grandmamma her-
s-1f.  There 1s nothing to alarm any body ;
they seem on the verge of an open quarrel
half the time, these two., Dolores is espe-
cially and perversely contradictory and
disputatious. Monsieur Rene does not
say muchj hesmiles-in-exasperating superi-
ority at her perpetual fault-tinding. But the
sharpness, the acidity is only surface deep ;
la contessa at least, sees that. Even Mrs.
Tinker has an inkling that the feud between
them is not deadly—that it is not absolute
hatred that flashes out of the blue eyes when
they meet the brown. - A
. “My pretty !’ that good old person says,
‘ what a handsome pair you two do make 1+

Ohb, my dearie, if it was only him and not
t'other one I’ Fer Mrs. Tinker does not like
‘t’other one,’ does not approve  f the coming
aliiance. ¢ Eh, my maid, ’tis but 1l always
to mate May and December,’ she says, with
a dismal shake of her head. Never in her
life has she Jiked Sir Vane Valentine : never
has she forgiven him for stepping into the
place of her lost Master George ; never has
she swerved from her first affection. He is
in love with old madam’s money, not with
this sweetest maid under the sup, and she
could find it in her heart to hate him for n:.,

‘Don’t ’ee, my lovely ! don’t ’ee, dearie !
she has said, over and >ver again—*don’t ee
marry Sir Vane ! he is no match for thee, my
pretty ; he is old enough to be thy father,
and he is dour and dark, inside and out.
Don’t ’ee, my maid !—don’t ’ee marry him !

¢I maust, old lady,” Dolores answers, sigh-
ing ; ‘it is kismet—it is written.  Grand-
mamma wishes it ; I must please grandmam-
ma, you kuow. And I have promised—it is
too late now. Sometimes——’

‘Yes, my maid. Sometimes *—’

‘ Sometimes,’ dreamily, half to herself, ‘I
have wished—of late—I had not. If I had
only waited another day even—'

“Ii was the day youm promised like, you
first met Mr. Reeney ?” says, with arttul art-
lessness. Mrs. Tinker, -

And Dolores starts up from her dreams,
flushing to the roo-s of hér fair hair.

‘Hush, nurse ! What #m I saying? You
must not talk of such things. Is:s wrong—
wrong !’ She lays her hand on her heart,
beating wildly. . A
#:¢ You must not say harsh things of Sir
Vane, He is very good, and—and I have
promised. Itis too late now.’

There is a pathetic ring in these last worde;
they end in a stifled sob, as she hurries from
the room,  But it is only that she is very
tired, perhaps . she was up at a party, the
largest she has yet attended, last night, and
the weather—Lent is drawinlg Dear, and the
weather grows-oppressive, 1t is so oppress-
ive, inde%r‘, that she does met_go out at all
that day, althongh M. Rene Macdonald ex-
pects her, and la contessa, who is more than
willing to do chaperon duty, drives up

puactnally for-her.. She.has a headache, she_

says, and lies in her darkened room, and

sends away grandmamma, under pretence of

trying t§ sleep, and lets Tinker sit be-
side her instead, and bathe her
bands and head with cologne. ~ She does
not go to the studio for a week,
although the bust is nearly completed now,
and only a few more sittings are required.
‘Weeks have passed since that meeting on the
hill side, and madam is talking of quitting
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Rome immediately after Easter, and going
to Florence. They have lingered, indeed,
more on account of this work of art than any-
thing else ; and this last whim of Dolores is
rather trying in consequence. Itis not quite
all whim, though.-The girl really droops this
warm spring weather, and all her bright,
wild-rose colour deserts her.

Grandmamma is very impatient for the
completion of the work. To have this marble
likeness of her darling will be such a comfort
to her whea Dolores 18 far away. It is not
a'bust, as was at first intended; thejidea and
the tigure have grown, and the sittinga have
bheen mostly standings. It is called ¢ At the
Shiive.” It is a slender girl, with uplifted
arms, hands filled with rose branches, head
thrown back, face upraised, trying to reach
and adorn a shrine of the Madonoa. The
pose is grace itself ; every outline of the
beautiful hands and arms, every curve of the
slight, supple form is tbere in the marble.
The fair, youthful face, like a star, a flower,
a rose, is filled with the sweet seriousness of
whispered prayer. Madam is charmed—is
lavish of praise. .

CHAPTER VL

*You have caught her very trick of ex-
pression when she is in church—or looking
at a holy relic—or listening to the grand
music of a mass. I can never thank you
sufficiently, my dear M. Rene, for this trea-

sure.’

7 “M. Rene has all the talents,’ cries la con-
tessa. *I think I like best our Dolores
when she is a little mutinous—coquettish—
what you will. Not with that look of the
angele. Sheis everything there is of the
most charming, but she is only a girl after
all.’

She glances keenly at the silent artist.

¢ How say you, M. Rene? she demands,
gayly ; ¢ is our Dolores most charming as an
angel—a saint tike this,’ tapping the marble
face with her fan, ‘oras we know her—a
bewitching, alluring little coquette ¥’

¢ A coquette,’ repeats grandmamma, not
best pleased. ¢ Dolores is never that. The
child is a perfect baby where that fine art is
concerned—who should know that better

~~thamyou, contessa mia—past mistress as you
are of the profession.’ .

Bat the little countess only laughs at the
rebuke, still looking at the sculptor.

¢ Signor Rene declines to commit himself.
Well, he is very wise. You will have an ex-
quisite likeness at least, madame, of our
dearest Dolores when—by the by,’ innocent.
ly.’ ¢ when is it to be ¥ '

¢ In the autumn,’ madam answers, absent-

ly, her glass still up, exclaiming critically
the statue, °thry will spend the winter in
travel, and go to England in the Soring, I
shall remain 1o Rome, I think.” She sighs
and drops her glass. ¢ When will you send
me my treasure, Mr. Macdonald 7’

¢ In a very few weeks now, madame.’

He answers gravely, but 1. coutessa still
keenly watching, is not much the wiser. He
is always so grave, this austere young M,
Rene ; it becomes him, she thiuks, One
cannot figure him frivolous, or frittering ms
time away with foolish talk and teeble
platitudes. Silence 18 golden on such lips'as
his. But all the same hgjs%gelesslv, irre-
trievably, despairingly in lové~with Dolores
Valentine.

It chances—for the first time in all these
months of meeting—that next day Miss
Valentine and M.. Rene find themselves alone
together, in the studio. Mrs. Tinker is
there, itis true, in the flesh—in the spirit
she is countless worlds away in the land of
dreams. It is a very warm afternoon, there
18 that excuse for her. And the slumbrous
rustle of the leaves, the twitter of tne
birds, the heavy perfume of the flowers out-
side the open window, are soporific in their
tendencies. The sitting is almost over;
Rene has chipped away in the drowsy still-
ness, without a word, Miss Valentine too is
half asleep in the perfumed greenish hush,
It is near the hour of Ave Maria and the
time to go. And there is to be but one more
coming after this.

¢ Oanly one more,” he says aloud, as if in
answer to her thought. ¢Can -you realize
that i1t is almost threé¢ months since we met
there at the villa Ludovisi? When have
months so flown before?’

- She sighs, and is silent. Yes, they have
flown—Nife’s best days always do tly.

‘You leave Rome sodn ?’ [lene asks.

¢ Next week,” another sigh. ¢ 1 suppose
you stay on, Rene ?’

¢ At my work—jyes, I have all I caun do.
Snowball,’ suddenly stopping in his chipping
and looking at her full, ‘you are going to be
married ?’

It is the first time, the very first, that the
subject has ever been alladed to.
has been there many times, of course. . And

-it-i8 no secret, and la contessa has discussed

it freely: Of course he knows, has always
known, but no syllable has ever passed his
lips before. His eyes, his voice, are stern
now ; . she feels arraigued gurty. Her
head dronps, her eyes fall before his,

¢Yes, Rcne.’ ’

¢ To Sir Vane Valentine ?’

¢ Yes.’

A pause,

Sir Vane _
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He works again; Mrs. Tinker sleeps.
. Slanting sunbeams quiver about them ;

Doloree droops a little 1n her chair.

‘Do you remember,” he says, presently,
‘the way we parted en lsle Perdrix? Do
you remember our last walk—our last talk ?
I asked you then not to marry this man, and

¢And you-'said you would not. en | Ha

then, you'see, T was among the prophets, I
felt it would come. Snowball,” suwddenly
again, in deepest, tersest tenes, * why do you
marry him?’
¢ Rene ?
¢ Why do you marry this man ? You do
not care for him ; he cares pothing for vou.
‘wl here is the fortune—yes. Is money every-
thing, then? are you, tou, mercenary,
. Snowball 2’ .
¢ Rene, listen ’
¢ Ah, what is there tosay? I know—I
know.* Your grandmother wishes it—you
owe her mnch—he wishes it; a fortune is
at stake. Yes, I admit all that. Buat there
is something else in marriage besides money ;
there is love. Where is the love here?
There is love of riches; Sir Vane has that,
I grant you. But are you to be so bought
and sold, Snowball ¥
Her answer is a sob ; she covers her face
with her hands.- He ieaves her nothing to
say. Love! What is this rapture that fills
her as she histens—tiils her with ecstasy and
agony at once? He throws down chisel and
mallet, and comes and stands beside her,
with all that is in his heart.
¢Is it too late? he asks. ¢Srowball,
listen to me—look at me. My heart’s dar-
ling, don’t you know that I love you? How
can I see you given to this mai—so old, so
cold, so mercenary, so unworthy, and not
speak ? I have no right—no, I am poor, a
struggling artist ; you are an heiress, but
you are my Spowball too, whom I have
loved always—always, always !’ ’
¢ Always ? she repeats, and tries to laugh ;
¢how can you say so? Wé have been quar-
relling all our lives.’
¢ Ab, there are quarrels and quarrels. I
have loved you always. How can I stand
- by-in silence and see you givento-this love-
less marriage—this unloving man? It is
never too late, Spowball; draw back while
there isyet time.’
¢There is no time ; it is too late. No one
urged me, only I knew it would please them
all. That very day of our first meeting, not
an hour before you came upon me, I gave
him my word.’
¢One hour before—onehour too late !’ he
says, bitterly. ¢ YWell, perhaps there is a

-
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late in these things, 'What hope couid there
be for me, at the best? Your grandmother
would never have given you to me. Ithe
were but worthy—if he but cared for you,
you for him, ever so little. I would die before
I would speak. I would have bidden God
to bless you, and gone on my way, my
secret in my heart, to the end. But it is be-
cause I know you will not be happy.
appy ! he starts up, and begins walking
uap and down, with flashing eyes ; ‘you will
be miserable! That man is capable of any
baseness—of being brutal, even 10 you.’

‘ Rene, hush ! you frighten me. You must,
pot, Oh, how wroog all this is. Do not
say another word | How can yon make me—
make me

She covers her face again, and cries aloud.’

‘Forgive me!” he says. He is by her
side in an instant, stricken with remorse.
‘You are right. 1 will say no more ; Ishould
not have spoken at all. But your hadppiness
is so dear to me—so dear. I would give my
life to secure it. Avd after to-morrow we
may meet no more. The thought o’ that has
been maddening to me all these weeks; the
thought that so soon —as soon as you will be
that msn’s wife, and gone out of my life for-
ever! Fate deals hardly by some of us,
Snowball.’

There is silence for a little. He stands by
her chair. Has the weeping ceased ? The
drooping face is hidden still ; the looze
bright hair vails it, and falls across his
arms, as he leans lightly on her chair-back.

¢ Snowball,” he says, *little friend, tell me
this. T will ask no more, and it will be
something—everything—in a1l the years
without you, that are to come. If I had
been sooner that day on the hill-side—that
fatal first day ?

He breaks off, he can see the quiver that
goes through the bowed figure as he speaks,
but man-like, he will not spare her.

¢ Tell me,’ he pleads, ¢ one word only, it is
so little—so little, Mon Dieu, and I lose so
much-—~’

But the word does not come. Thereis a
movement instead, a small cold hand slips
into his, the slender, chilly fingers. clasp his
close. He is answered. -

-¢Miss Dolores, my maid,” murmaurs a
sleepy voice, ‘it is nearly over? I’ve been
dozin a bit, I'm afeard, ia the stillness like
and the heat. There’s them evening hells ;
it must be time to be going.’

So Mrs. Tinker brings them back to the
world, and out of "their dangerous dream.
Ave Maria is ringing from campanile anua
belfry, up against the purple Romansky,
and 1t is time to go home to grandmamma,
and dinner, and Sir Vane.__It is very warm
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still, the air quivers with a sort of white
after-glow, but the girl shivers as she rises.
It is going straight out of paradise to—well,
to a gray, grim, old-fashioned house, and
gray, grim, old-fashioned people. But duty
calls, and there 18 a silent hand-clasp, and
she goes. The carriage is w iting outside
the wide stone court. and they enter and are
driven away. Long after they have gone,
long after the workmen depart, long after
Ave Maria ceases ringing, long after golden
clusters come out, and burn in the purple.
Rene Macdonald stands there with folded
arms, and stares out at the gemmed, flower-
scented twilight with blank eyes that see
nothing of the beauty, with blank mind
that holds but one thought—a thought that
keeps iterating itself over and over again
with the dull persistence of such things,
putting itself into words of its own volition,
and ding-dinging through his brain :

¢One hour too late! One hour too late !

CHAPTER VIL

¢ FIRE THAT IS CLOSET KFPT, BURNS MOST OF
ALL.

Madam’s treasure, ‘At the Shrine,’
comes home duly, and Miss Valentine goes
no more to the studio. Whether la contessa
has dropped a hint, whether madam herself
suddeuly awakens to a sense of latent
danger, whether Sir Vane has sneered
auditly in spite of himself, who knows?
Miss Valentine goes no more to the studio,
and by grandmamma’s express desire. She
looks rather keenly at the young lady, and
madam’s looks at all times are exceedingly
keen, piercing, sidelong —none may hope to
escape them—as she speaks, but she sees
little. The girl is very pale, she looksa
trifle fagged and weary, and out of sorts,
but it 18 oppressive spring weather, and
what is to be expected in these sultry
weeks? She says nothing—nothing at all,
except in a spiritless voice, strangely unlike
the clear ringing joyous tones of Dolores.

¢ Very well, grandimamma,’ and so turns
and walks slowly anl 1silessly up to her
room. .

Grandmamma decides she is not in love
with the dark and picturesque M. Rene, the
fortuneless sculptor with the Vandyke face,
and grave brown eyes, but all the same the
child needs change, needs it badly, and must
have it at once. So they prepare to go.

On the day but one before their departure
for fresher fields, and breezes new and cool
a surprise comes to good Mrs, Tinker. She
accompanies the family of course. Msdam
gces nowhere witaout her, and she is busy ia

the midst of much packing, when she is sam-
moned to her own particular sitting-room, to
see a visitor. Going in haste, and rather
breathles:, she tinds awaiting her a youung
woman, whose face and dress proclaim her
nationality before she speaks a word. Tnat
tirst word puts it beyond doubt. *

#°] guess you've forgot me likely, ¢ Mis’
Tioker, says this young woman in a nervous
tone, rising as she speaks. *Itis a pretty
considerable spell since we met afore—nigh
onto tifteen years, I reckon.’

¢ Why, lord bress me! exclaims Mrs.
Tinker, adjusting her spectacles in direst
amazement. ‘I do declare if itisn’t Jemima
Amn I -

¢ Yes, Mis’ Tinker ; I'm awful glad you
ain’t forgot me. I'm over here with a fumily.
Bosting folks they be, and now, the lady,
sne up and died. She was;scrs o’ prrky and
pinin’ Iike all the passage. And so I'm out o’
place, and hearin’ you was here, Mis’ Tinker,
I thought, for old time’s sake, and poor Aunt
Samanthy ——’ Here Jemima Ann pats her
handkerchief to her eyes, and Mrs. Tinker
sighs responsively. Aunt Samantha has gone
the way all landladies, eveo the best, must
go sometime—the way of all flesh.

At this moment the door opens suddenly,
and a young lady—an apparition, it seems to
Jemima Ann—in gray siik and amber ring-
lets, comes 1n, and pauses at sight of the
stranger.

+ *Ob, comein, my dearie I’ says Mrs., Tink-
er. ‘1 was just going to you.to ask your
advice, You've often heard me speak of Je-
mima Ann, who was so guod to youwhen you
stopped for a week at her aunt’s, acd who
waited on ’—lowering her voice— ¢ your poor
ma? ‘Well, this is Jemima Ann, Miss Do-
lores, my Jlovey, and she is out of a place,
aond ’

But the young lady waits for no more.
Her fair face flushes up, she crosses the room
and holds out both hands, .

¢ And you are Jemima Ann ! Oh ! I have
heard all that—of your goodness and affec-
tion—all that you did for me, fot my poor
mother, in the past. I was a baby then, too
young to know or thank you, or feel grateful
—bat I feel all now. I thank you with my
whole heart. If there is anything we can do
for you—anything—you may be sure it shall
be dona.’ )

Jemima Ann gasps, stands, stares,

‘You ]—you !—why, Lor’! You never
air little Snowball, grown up like this !’

‘ Little Snowball—no one elze—to whom
you were 80 very, very good. 'Nct so little
now though, you see. And what are you
doing in Rome, of all places, Jemima Ana ¥
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Jemima Apn explains, with considerable
confusion, caused by the shock of finding
little Snowball in this graceful young lady.
Aunt Samanthy Jdied, the boarders dispers-
ed, Jemima Ann went down to Bosting
(strong nasal twang on the first syllable,

(vook service there with alady out of health,

Be'n livin’ with that Jady right along sence.
Lady ordered to Europe by doctors for
change of air.  To )k Jemma AWr
as kind ¢’ nurse-tender, Up and died; Here
in Rome, a week ago, after all her trouble
crossin’ over. And J.muna Ann tinds her-
self a stranger in a strange land.
By chance she had heard the Valen-
tine family were here. and allowed Mis’
Tinker might be still with them. On that
chance his come, and—is here, .

¢ Aud here you shall stay ? cries impetu-
‘ Why should ycu
think of going back all that way and friends
who owe you 8o much here ? Some day I
wiil go back myself "if I can,’—a wistful,
lcuging, homesick look comes into the biue
eyes—*' and I will take you. Meantime,’
—3zayly—‘consider yourself my maid.’

‘And that is little Soowball !—little
Saowball ! So peart, and chipper, and
8assy, and cunnin’-like, as she used to be!
Little Soowball growed up into such a
beautiful and elegant young lady as that !
says Jemima Aunnb, still dazed. ’

Sh: acceps theoffer, of course, ‘¥ 'ghtglad
to getit,” as she says, and is especially de-
tailed off into Miss Valentine’s particular
service.

Sir Vane puts up his glass, and stares at
her, the first time they chance to meet, as
though she were a monster of the antedelu-
vian world come to light here in this Roman
household. Certainly she is as unlike as
possible their Italian servants. He has for-
gotten, of course, the slipshod handmaid of
she Clangville boarding-house, but Miss
Hopkings has not forgotten him.

* Oh !you may stare,” she remarks, men-

“tally; ¢youaint so much to look at your-

selt, when all’s said and done, - You never
weie a beauty the best o’ times, and fifteen
years standing to sour ain’t improved you
much. I’'m awful sorry to hear Miss Soow-
ball is going to throw herself away on you.
Don’t know what she sees in you, I'm sure.
I woulda’t hev you if you was hung with
diamonds—‘hough you mayn’t think so.
Madam Lfis her eyebrows over this latest
whim of Dolores, but laughs and makes no
objection. She will be an unique maid cer-
tainly, but if it is the child’s rancy—and a
servant more or less in an establishment like
this matters little. She is an American,
friendless in a foreign land ; it is like the

i the fair head droops in her la

dear girl’s gentle, generous heart to compas-
sipnate and care for all such. Bat if madam
knew—knew that this stolid, homely,
rather clumsy Yankee woman hadclosed the
dying eyes of Mlle: Mimi Trillon, had min.
istered to her- for days before,
the whole well-hidden secret of the
trapezist’s life and death — be very
sure the massive portone of the old
Ruman house would never have seen her
Pass in, an1 many leagues of blue water in-
tervened between her and the fair, stately
daughter of the house,

But grandmammas are not to know every-
thing ; the long, long conferences of the past
are held with closed doors, in the dim, fra.
grant dusk of mademoiselle’s boudoir. Ly-
ing back, her slim figure draped in t
pale lustroys silks and fine laces madam
to deck her darliog in, her tingers laced be-
hind her golden bhead, Miss Valentine
nestles in the blue satin depths of her low
chair, and lis‘ens by the hour to Jemima
Ann Hopkins, felling of that time so long
ago, when hittle Snobwall Trillon came sud-
denly into her life to brighten its dull drab,
and of the beauty and brightness, and tra.gié
death of the young mother. Of the belated
suppers, of the many lovers, of the hilarious
state in which poor Mimi sometimes came
home, she discreetly says nothing,

kuew

hose
loves

Jemi
Ann has a _delicacy and tact of ]:ler':‘:);{:na
ander her ginger coloured compléxion anci

down-east draw L.

‘At the Shrine ’ comes hom
in madam’s most private a
ting-room, with a pink,
draped as to throw a
over it, and friends come and gaz2, and ad-
mire, and other orders flyw in upon the
talented young artist. Qaly the young lady
herself says nothing—she stands and looks
at it, with loosely clasped hands, and a misty
far-away look that madam has an especial
objection to in her great star-like eyes,

‘Well, Dolores,” she says, sharply, ¢are
you asleep—in a dream—that you stand
there, and say nothing? Do you not admire
this exquisite gem ?

:Ivc is very pretty, gga.hdmamma.’

ery pretty, grandmamma,’ mimicki
the listless tone, ‘and that is all yonmtl‘l‘;]tlilzg
say. I must tell this to my clever Mr.
Rene, that you are the only one who has not
seen his statue and not been charmed. I
say he has canght your Very expression—it
is the most perfect thing of its kind I ever
saw. It will be a great—the greatest com.
fort to me, when I— when you are gone.’
* ¢ Dearest grandmamma,’

The girl comes
and puts her arms about her, ag shgel:its, and

p. ‘You are too
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good to me. You love me too much. No
one will ever care for me again likethat. - It
is not well to be spoiled. Grandmamma, I
wish I were not going away.’

¢Nonsense, my dear. An old grand-
mother,” however-fond, cannot expect to
keep her little one to herself always. And
what do you mean by one loving you again ?
Sir Vane ? L

¢ Ah,’ says Dolores, and something in the
sound of the little word makes madam
pause a moment. - ‘

¢ You doubt it? You need not my dear.
He is fond of you—very fond of you, believe
me. He is reticent—reserved by nature—it
is not his way to show it, and heis older
than you—it is the one thing I object to in
this union, but for all that, my dearest, T
am confident he loves you wi-h ail his heart.’

¢Ah!’ repeats Miss Valentine, and
Jaughs, ‘hashe told you so, grandmamma ?
It is more than he has ventured to tell me.
With the best inclinations in the world to be
credulous in such a point, I fear the effort
would be too great. But what does it mat-
ter afterall,’” a sigh here, that is half a sob,
¢ it will be all the same fifty years hence.’

¢ My darling, that is a dreary philosophy
from youthiul lips. Why are you so sad—so

-listless, of late, so weary of all that used to

set you wild with delight? Is it that you
are out of health—that this heat——

“Oh yes, grandmamma | ' rather eagerly ;
¢ that is it—this heat Any one would wilt,
with the thermometer up among the nine-
ties. And thespring is so long, so long. I
grow tired of this perpetual staring sun.
shine, and the smell of the roses and orange
trees. 1 would givea year of my life for one
day of poor old Isle Perdrix, and its sea fogs,
and bleak whistling winds.’ )

And then, to madam’s infinite dismay and
distress, all in a moment, the fair head is
buried low, and the slender form is rent and
shaken with a very tempest of sobs.

+* My child ! my child !’ iz all madam can
say in her deep consternation. ‘Oh! my
little one, what is this?’

But with a great effort, the summer tem-
pest ends a3 quickly as it began; a few
hysteric sobs hurriedly suppressed, and then
a great calm. .

 Forgive me, ra..ndmamma.—dea.r, dearest,
best grandmamima that ever was in the
world— ve me for this! I did not
mean—only I am so tired, so tired out with

‘it all. If I were away, I would be ‘better,

Take me away from Rome, grandmamma.’
¢Is there anything in it ?” thinks madam,

in dire dismay, a little later, and alone,

¢ Did she go too much to that studio? He

* is very handsome, and she knew him always,

How foolish, how extremely foolish and
rash, I have been !’

But it is not too late yet—at least madam
thinks 80 ; one may always hope so much for
yvung persons under twenty and time and
distance are such capital cures.

They depart at once, with their maid ser-
vants and their man-servants, and the house
in Rome is shut up for the present. Madam
proposes, drearly enough, to occupy i with
her faithful Tiaker this Wmt‘.e: a.loue.*

* *

S

M. Rene Macdonald, among his clay casts,
and plaster figures, and brown, dark eyed
Roman models of saiuts and brigands, works
away alone these sul ry M,y}lays. He does
not mind the heat, he likes 13 ; he is absorb-
ed in his work, feverishly so, indeed. He
grows shin in these long, lonely, hard-work-
1ng hours; his brown eyes—¢eyes like
golden Genor velvet,” la coutessa has once
said—take a deeper, darker orbit; hisolive
cheeks grows hallow. So la contessa, who
flits in and out at times, like the birds of
Paradise she is, tells him gayly. But he
grows no less handsome, she thinks—pining,
pouf ! for la bambinella. Pretty ? Yes; la
contessa could make a prettier face in pink
and white wax, any day ! And itis for her
this Signore Rene, who looks like one of his
own gods, and carries himself like a king ;
who has the face of a Ruphael, and the
geriis too—grows thin and silent, and stern,
ang shuts himself up like a hermit in his
cell.

La contessa does Siguore Scultore the
honour to be deeply interested in his face,
introduces him to half his patrouns,” lavishes
invitations upon him, and meets withthe
usual reward of goodness ia this world—in-
difference, ingratitude. M. Rene wishes,
irritably enough sometimes, this flirting
little butterfly would spread her gorgeous
wings, and fly off to other victims and leave
him alone. Buat la contessa thinks other-
wise—she can plant her sting ike a wasp,
butterfly though she be. )

If this artist —marble like his own crea-
tion—will not fall down and admire, she will
at least awake within him some other. feel-
ing. He must be human at least in some-
things—human enough to feel pain. All she
caniuflict he shall have as his punishment.
She flutters in to tell him in her vivacious
way when the Valentine’s leave Rome ; she
flusters in to tell him one sparkling October
day, justfive months later, of a fashionable
marriage at Nice. -

He has spent these months in the solitude
of his workshop, and sculpture at its best,
is not a sociable art. He has been working
hard, commissions have’ been plentiful
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enough, and a fair
and gold has been won.
woo friends, too, friends well worth the
winning, had he so chosen. But he is un-
social 1n %hese days ; even among his
brothers of the chisel he cares to cultivate
few friendships. But he is in fairly good
spirits on this particular day, for the early
post has brought him a letter fromafriend,
long living in Russia, but now en route for
Rome,

Paul Farrar is on his way to Italy, and it
is to Paul Farrar, Rene 'owes everything,
the recognition and cultivation of his talent
—his studio 1n R me, his tirst success. In
a couple of weeks at most Paul Farrar will
be here.

8o Rete is whistling cheerily as he chips.
and for once the haunting ghost that seldom
leaves him is laid—a ghost in °©sheen of
satio and shimmer of pearls’ with bright hair
and biue-bell eyes, Taen, like a scented,
silk-draped avparition, the Contessa Paladi-
no stands before him. ‘

She 13 not alone—a Neopolitan' marchese

She has Leen abient from Rome nearly all
summer, and is full of sparkling chatter and
silvery talk as usual.

‘ And the wedding is over—milprdo’s —
but you have heard that, of course, signore
mio ? she says, gayly, apropos of nothing
that has gone before.

¢ I bear nothing, madame. News from the
great world never pierces the wallsof my work
shop, except what you are good enough to
tell me.’

The little touch of sarcasm in the last
are not lost on la contessa. Neither is the
gunck contraction of eyebrows and lips, and
a perceptible paling of the dark face.

‘Che ! Che! then it is for me to give you
the good news. But I surely thought—such
friends a8 you seemed —that she would have
done it herself, And it is all quite two
weeks old, and you bave not heard.’

She has her victim, as naturalists impale
beetles, on a pin, and watches with dancing,
malicious eyes the effect of her words, But
he works on, and gives no sign.
‘La Signorina looked lovely, exquisite—
every one said so; and Dio mia! how she
was dressed ! It wasthe wedding-robe and
jewellery of a princess. The bride-maids—
eight of them—were all English ; four in
pink and four in Blme. Milordo was solemn
and st.ff, and black'as usual—blacker thap
uswal, I think. They are to travel until
spring, and then return to their native fogs.
onne-mamma comes here you know. Of
your charity go to see and console her, Sig-

and a British attache form her body-guard.’

guerdon of both fame } nore Rene; the poor grandmamma ! She is
He might have{ desole sconsolato.”

He says something ; it is brief, and sounds
indifferent, and still works on.

‘I saw Sir Vane and Lady Valentine,’
says the Englichman, who is examining the
figure * Waiting ’ through his glass. *Saei
very beautifui, quite the most beautiful per-
son I bave—’ he checks himself just in tim
for 1a contessa’s eyes are already looking dag
gers—’ this face resembles her, I think. 1~
1t a port-ait ?’

And Reoe works on, only conscious of on
thing—an unuttered wish that they woul-
go. But they do not. They linger, ab -
look, asd admire, and criticise, until he feels
as if the sound of their voices were drivipg
Kim mad. La contessa remains until she is

petulant sense of disappointment under her
gay * Addio signore.” Sne really cannot. tell
whether this exasperating young sculptor, as
cold, as hard, asany of his own blocks of
| ' marble, cares or not.

. Cold, hard ! If she could only but have
seen him. when tbe atelier doors closed,
locked, he stands there alone with his love,
hig Insa. his despair! Married, and to Sir
Vane Valentine! Ah ! la contessa, even
your outraged vanity, from feminive spite—
the hardest thiog under heaven to satisfy—
might have had its fill and to spare, could

and seen.

CHAPTER VIIL

NOT STEERED.’

It is the afternoon of araw and rainy
October day. An express is thundering
rapidily Romeward in even more of a harry
than ueual, for it is t:ying to make up half
an hour lost time. ..

In a compartment there sits by himself a.
man, bearing upon him, from head to foot,
the stamp of steady travel.- He is big, be is
brown, he bas dark resolute eves—eyes at
once gentle and strong, kindly and keen.
The mouth suits the eyes; it is rquare-cut,
determined looking, with just that upward
curveat the corners that telis you it would not
be necegsary to explain the point of a joke to
him. His hair is profuse and dark, sprink-
led a little with gray, though he looks no
more than forty, and ig inclined to te kinky
aud curl. His square, bread shoulders and
erect mien give him a little the look of a
military man. But he is not-: he is only a
successful speculator, coming to Réme after
! a prolonged sojourn in Russia and the East.

absolutely forced to depart, and goes with &’

you have looked through those locked doors.

¢ FORTUNE BRINGS IN SOME BOATS THAT ARE.

Jd& A



114

LOST FOR A WOMAN.

A few days ago he landed at Marseilles,
now he is speeding along at a thundering
rate toward the Holy City, and a certain
greatly esteemed, young friend he expects to
. tind there.
‘Rene won’t know me with all the beard
. off,” he thinks, stroking from custom the
place where a heavy mustache used to be.
< Tt was a pity, but it had to go. It was so
. confoundedly hot there in Cairo I would
have taken off my flesh as well, if I could,
and sat in my bones. Let us hope no one
who ever knew me in the old days will be
loafing around Rome. If so, I shall be found
out to a dead certainty.’

For itis Paul Farrar, mious that silky
black-brown beard and drooping mustache
thst became him so well. The change alters
him wonderfully. It is the George Valen.
tine of two-and-twenty years ago ; somewhat
bigger, somewhat browner, much more man.
ly and distinguished-looking, but otherwise

- so much the same bright, boyish-looking
- George that auny one who had ever known
him in those old days—before he was drown-
- ed in the Belle O’Brien—must have recog-
nized him now, despite that melancholoy
- fact, almost at a glance. ) )
¢ 1f 1 were going to the New World now,’
he thinks, half smiling, as they fly along,
- ¢instead of the very oldest city of the old
world, it would never do. I don’t covet re-
. engaition at this late day. No good could
come of it. T am unforgiven still, and every-
thing is disposed of, as it should be, to the
little one. Pity she married Sir Vane—
never will be half yood enough for her, let
., him try as he may. But I don’t thiok he
will trv. Rene would have suited her—
pity, again, they could not have hit it off.
Not that madam would ever have consented
—her hopes and ambitions are the same to-
day as they -were when her only'son dis-
. appointed her, like the headstrong young
fool he was. Ah, well, these things are
written in Allah’s big book—it is all Kis-
- mev together. Whom among us is stronger
-.than his fate ?’ .

The train stops at a station and Mr. Far-
rar gets out-to light a cigar and stretch his
legs. A drizzling rain is falling, a chilly

++wind is blowing, he pulls down his felt hat,
pullsup his coat collar, and strides up and

- down tne platform during the few minutes
. of their stay. Doing so he glances carelessly
.into the carriages as he passes. One, a
first-class compartment, holds two elderly
women, a lady, evidently and her maid.
The lady, a grand-looking personage, of
serene mien, and silvery hair ani face, rests
against the cushions with eyes half closed.

. The servant sits near the window and gazes

|

I3

out. At sight of these two Mr. Farrar re-
ceives such a -.shock that for a moment he
stands stands stock-still, a petrified gazer.
His face pales startingly under his brown
skin, he looks as though he could not be-
heve his own oense of sight. That woman
looks at him, sits up, looks again, with a
low, frightened ejiculation, and glances-at ...
the mistress. A second later, she looks out
again—in that second he is gone.

¢What is it, Tinker? asks,
Madam Valentine. .

*Oh madam! my dear mistress, I saw a
man, only a glimpse of him, but it made me
think of—of ?

¢ Well 7 pettishly.

‘Master George. It was that like him.
Dear heart, what a start it did give me, to
be sure.’

‘ Nonsense,” madam says, sharply. ¢ How
can you be such an old idiot, Tinker. You
should have more regard for my feelings than
to speak that name ia~that abrupt way.
Does’ it stilt rain? wearily. ‘Tinker, I
wonder where my dear .child is by this
time ?

‘In better weather than this, poor lamb,
wherever it is,” responds Mrs. 'linker, with
ashiver. ‘Lawk, my. lady, I feel chill to
the bone. I do hope now Anselmer will see
to the Bres all through the house. It would
be the very wust thing that ever wus, for you
to go into damp rooms after such a journey
as this.’

‘Do you think she looked happy, Tinker,
when we left ¥ pursues madam, unh:eding
the weather, absorbed in the thought of her
resigned treasure. ‘She cried, of course, at
the parting, but do you think she looked
bappy, and as a young bride should ? I grow
afraia sometimes—afraid ?

‘Well, ma’am, to speak plain truth, Sir
Vaneain’t neither that yvoung, nor that plea-
sant a8 he might be. I always thought him
a melancholy and sad gentleman, myself.
But tastes differ. Maybe Miss Dolores is
happy.” Mrs. Tinker’s face, as she says it,
is dismal bevond expression. ‘I'm sure I
hope and pray so, poor sweet young lambh—
;o wore tit to be msed bad than a baby.

ut. ! “

She breaks oft as her mistress has done—
untinished sentences best express their fears.
Both are filled with foreboding and vague-re-
gret, now that-thé deed is done beyond all
recall.  Her darling 18 not haypy—she sees
that at last. And the fault is hers—she wio
would give the remnant of her old life to make
her so. She has, indirectly at least, forced her
into & loveless marriage, with a man double
her age, a man ill-tempered and mercenary,
a man no more capable of valuiug the sweet-

wearily,
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3 ness, beauty, youth, he has woun, than he ¢ Clear the way ! let me through !’ cries

3 has of doing a great, . generous, an unselfish | out an impetuous voice, and a man strides

v deed. Her child wished to remain with her, | between the affrighted throng, suddenly
n and she forced her from her—thrust her 1nto | huddled here on the wide Campagna.

3 the arms of Vane Valentins. And now that 'l” Overhead there is the black, wind swept

n the remorse, and sorrow. and fear, come ' sky; beneath there is the sodden, rain-

a upon her, it is too late—for all time, too . swept grass, the wrecked train, women and

t.. R late! ! children, terrified, hurt, talking, sobbing,
t The train rushes alongon its iron way; screaming—confusion dire elsewhere.

evening closing, foggy, and windy, and wet. | Those who are safely out are tiying to

7 She doses a little as she lies wearily among ' extricate those who are still prisoners, fore-

the stufy cushions, but she is too fllled wita | most among them this tall, sunburned man,

a unrest to sleep. It is three weeks now since | who forces his way to ome particular

3 the wedding-day, and she apd her. faithiul { wrecked carriage, and wrenches open the
old friend are journeyipg back to Rome, . door. >

there to spend the winter. . Next spriuyg ! ¢ Mother !’ he cries; “Mrs. Tinker!

. the newly-wedded pair are to go to the Valeu-4 Are you here? For God’s sake, speak !’

0 tines ; in the summer she is to join them for, Tnere are groans; they_ .are—there, but

a prolonged visit. Thnat is the programme, . past speaking:—Mrs. Tinker is not past

w if all is well. But will all be well, be happy * ~hearing;-however. - Through all the shock of

»u The look of pale, shrinking fear of hum, : pain and fright, she hears and trembles at

n with which her darling clung to her,.just at | that call. ’
7 the parting, haunts her—wiil hauut ber | Help comes, they are brought out, both
1 ight and day. until they meet again. Is | hurt, Madaoy Valentine quiet insensible.

is she afraid of Vane Valentine? Mrs. Tinker looks up through the mists

' *Oh, my dearest, my sweetest !’ the poor | of what she thinks death, and tries to see

b, old lips murmur in the darkness, ‘if I had ! the face on which the lamp-light shines, the
‘h vou back—all my own once more—no man ; face that is bending over her mistress.

to should take you from me, unless you went ‘Bid him come,” she says, faintly; ¢bid

se with a glad and willing heart.’ him speak to me again before I die! It was
14 And then there rises before her a man’s , the voice of my own Master George ! ’

M face—a dark, delicate head, a grave smile, He is with her in a moment, holding he
3y deep, serious browm eyes, a slender, strong {-in his armms, bending down with the hang»
youug figure, -a broad, thoughtful brow, | seme, tender face she knows so well.

2 altogether a face unlike Sir Vane’s, a fitting * My dear old friend !’ is what be says.
g mate, even in beauty, for the golden-haired ¢ Master George! Master George | m~
ap heiress. own Master George! Has the great ds
at ‘Shf loved him,” madam thinks, with a | come, then, and the sea given np its deac
-ed pang; ‘and he is worthy of her. If I had | that I see and hear you this night ?°’
W given her to him she would have heen ¢Dear old nurse—no. 1 never was
happy. And I might have had her near me | drowned, you know. It has been a mistake
Sir always—always ! What will life be like | all these years—it is George Valentine in
2a- without her 2 Poor? Yes, he is poor ; but | the flesh. Do not talk now—lie still—we
im he has talent ; he will win his way ; and as | will take care of .you. I must go back to
a1f. she said to me, with her pretty baby wisdom | my mother.’ -
is —is money everything? My listle love ! ‘ My dear mistress | is she mach hurt ?’
it, why did I'give you to Vane Valentine ? Bat ‘iVery much, I fear; sheis seaseless. Take
el he ‘will not dare to be unkind to her. Na; | this stimulant and keep quiet. You are not
Yy— the fortune is hers; there is too much at | going to die—do not think it.’
by. stake,’ But Mrs. Tinker only groans and shuts
) Bat this is sorry comfort, and her heart is | her eyes. - She is bruised, and broken, and
2— [} very heavy, as they speed along through the | crushed, and hurt, but no bones are broken,
s, wet, wild night, and the windy darkness, | and her injuries are not serious.  She is s0
re- || toward the many towers, and palaces, and | stunned and bewildered with fright and pain
all B bells of Rome. that she can hardly wonder or rejoice to find
2e3 Suddenly—whatisit? Tbereisaswaying | her Master George after all these years
io | of the carriages, & dull, tremulous vibration, | alive. ) . L
ske [ the sound of many voices, of womer's |- The accident, afterinvestigation,turns out
her [ screams, a shock that is like earth and | to be comparatively slight. ~ A few persons
ble [ heaven striking together, and then—nothing- | are hurt more or less, all are badly scared.
ary, J Dess. Madam Valentine secms to be the only one
‘e€t-

* »* » *

seriously injured. That she is iujured there



i

~
1l
(]

TN

F

‘she opens her eyes and moans feebly, and

_ not let her breathe.

- at the statue,
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can be no question.
travel slowly into Rome in her son’s arms,
without signs of life. They reach the great
city, and she is driven slowly through the
streets to the Case Valentine,but all the while
she lies like one dead.
recovered already 88 to be able to sit up,
chafes her hands, and cries and moans dully

to herself, and alternately watches Master !

George. ‘Grown such a fine figure of a man,
God bless him ! she thinks admiringly.
Anselmo, the major-dumo, awaits them ;
the rooms are warm, beds are aired, all is in
order. Madam is undressed and put to bed,
the best medical skill in Rome is summoned,
and when the sun is two or three hours high

struggles back painfully out of that dim land
of torpor,where she has lain so long. S:rag-
gles back to life, and pain, and" weariness,
and a sense of stiflag oppression that will
Madam’s life is drawing
toa close —¢it is toward evening, and the day
is far spent.”  She will never look upon her
darling’s face in this world again.

She lies, while they !

Mrs. Tinker 8o far | it said mother !

} them again with the same earnest, wistful
' gaze.
!~ ¢ Tioker, it is strange, but just at that
! time, when the crash and the darkness came,
i I seemed to hear a voice, and 1t called me—
| It was the voice of my son,
i Tinker—my dear, dead son.’
, Mrs. Tionker is on her kuoees by the bed-
! side, with clasped hands and streaming eyes.
¢ Not dead ! mis*ress ! On, praise’ and
thanks be. Not dead—not dead ! Living
all this time, and with us now. It was his
voice you heard call—his own dear livirg
voice. Mistress ! mistress I’ with a scream
of affright, ¢ are you dying? Have I killed
you ?’

She has fallen back among the pillows, so.
white, so death-like, that Mrs. Tinker starts
from her knees with that ringing shrizk. The
doctors fly to the bedside. It isnot death,
but a death-like swoon.

‘I told her, Master George, I told her, and
the shock killed her a'mnst. On ! do’ee go
away, before she comes to again. The sight

Mrs. Tinker sits by her side—it is on that |
tear-wes face her eyes first fall. A glint of !

of you witZkill her outright for sure.’
But George does not go. His mother’s
eyes open at the moment, and rest on his

suanshine steals in between the closed jalous. ;| face—rest in long, solemn, silent wonder.

jes—it turns the rose silk curtains to flame, |
and hathes in a rubv glow the marble fage of
the fizure, ‘At the Sarine.” Her eyes leave
Mrs Tinker, and rest on that.

* My darling |’ she whispers, ‘never again
—aever in this world again.’

For she knows the truth. She is quite
calm, and a sort of smile dawns on her lips,
as she looks at the weeping servant by her
side.

* My good old friend,” she says, ‘you will
see the last of me after all. I used to wonder
sowetimes, Tinker, which of us would go
first.” - S

¢ My dear mistress, my dear mistress |’ the
old servant sobs,

¢ A hard mistress, I am afraid, sometimes
—an imperious mistress.” She sighs, glances
looks back wistfully. “I
should like to see that young man before I
die,’ she says, ‘I liked him,’

¢ Mr. Raynay, ma’am ? The young gentle-
man that made that ?

¢ Yes ; send for him, Tinker, will you
Tell me '—a painful effort—* how long—how
long do these doctors give me ? I se¢ them
in consultation in the room beyond.’

¢ Oh ! my dear mistress,” crying wildly,
¢ not long, not long—till to-morrow, they say,’
sobs choke Mrs. Tinker,” ‘till to-morrow,
maybe.’ .

A spasm crosses the strong old face, She
shuts her eyes, and lies still. Then she opens

¢ Mother,” he says. gently, ¢dearett moth-
er, it is I—George. Do you\not know me ?
Mother !’ - o

¢ My son,’

She hfts one faint hand by great effort,
and lays it in his hand. 8%e lies and looks
at him with wide, dilating eyes, that have in
thom as yet only solemn, fearful wonder—no
joy.

¢ Dear mother,” he kisses the other hand
lying on the quilt, ¢ are you not a little glad.
I love you, mother. I have wanted to come
back all these years, but I was afraid—I was
afraid I was not forgiven. Dearest mother,
say you forgive me now.’

¢ His eyes, his voice, bis worde, Itis my
George—mry George—my George !’ .
¢ You are glad then, mother ? You will

say it, will you not ? If you only knew how
I have longed all these years for the words: I
r forgive you.” Let me hear you say them
now.’

- Forgive you !" she repeats. ¢Oh! my
God, it is I who must be forgivap. I have
been the hardest mother the world“ever saw.
Forgive you! My best beloved, I'orgave
you long ago. 1 forgive with all my’heart.
Oh ! %o ¢ hick of it to think of it ! d-wan-
derer and an exile all these years, and all the
while my son, my heart has been breakiug
for the sight of your face. If it is death that
has restored you to me, then death is better
than life. My son! my son ? kiss me, and
say you forgive me ! -




+ds: I
them

! my
have
*8awW,
‘gave
1eart,
-Wan-
11 the
aking
1 that
Jetter
, and

LOST FOR

A WWOMAN. ns

H: d?es as she bids him, aad his teafs fal
on her tace.

‘Icw lee now,’” she says; teil them all
to go while we bless Gol.  “ For thf my

son wag dead and is alive again, wasdost and
is found.”’

It 1s noontide of another day.

They are

again together, there in that darlfened room.
Te rose light flrods the puregpissionless,

marble face of Dolores.  The dying woman
so lies, propped up Wwith pillows, faat she may
see it to the end. For even the don who sits
by her side cannot drive out of hér heart her
other darling.

¢ Aud then it is only loving you fn another
way, for she is yours,’ she savs.
for your sake as well as for her own, my
George.’ )

He says nothing.  His brows contract a
little—there is something he would like to say,
but the eni draws near now, she is titted for
no new shocks.  Aad she loves the child.
No, he will not speak.

¢ That reminds me.’ she says, faintly, ‘you .

are the barouet, not Vane.
of that before.”.’

‘ Do not think of it now.
matter? Let it go.’ i .

¢ It does matter. It shall not go. Right
is right,’ some of her old imperious command
flashes io her dim eyes, rings in her feeble
voice. ¢ You are the baronet, not he.
must claim your right, George.
you will when I am gone.’
¢ Mother, is it worth while
‘It is worth while—a thousand times worth
while. Rightis right, Isay. Heis a just
mia with all his faults ; he will ackaow-
ledge yoursuperior right. He hasno shadow
of claim-on toe title while you live. And the
fortune is yours too - yoar daughter will re-

sign it. It must be 8o, George—promise
me.’

¢ Mother !

‘Promise me, if I am to die content.
Through my fault, through my cruelty, you
have lost both title and fortune. Let me do
what I can to repair it.  Before those doc-
tors in the next room, before my lawyer,
my servauts, I have already acknowiedged
you ; promise me you will make the world
ackuowladge you, that you will resume your
rightful raok, your place in the world.
Promise me before I die. You cannot refuse
the last request of a dying mother.’

No—he cannot, but he looks infiaitely dis-
turbed as he reluctantly gives the pledge.
‘I promise —to let Dolores know,’ 18 what
he slowly says,

*You hear this?’she asks, appealing in
terrible earnestness tothe two silent witness-

I did not think

What does it

Promise me

o

“I love her |

You |

1
" her, Rene Macdonald staunding at the foot of
' the bed. ‘You are hstening, Monsieur
lene ? You will witness for me that ‘he
~ keeps his pledg~? He must assert his rights.
Dolores i8 your friend—I commission you to
tell her this.  Sae will do what is mgtt, T
know—it is a heart of gold.  And it 18 her
own father. How glad the child will be.
You will love her very much, George, and
care for her? Do not let her husband be un-
. kind to her. He is a just man—Vane—out
" hard, and a little grim. When I am gone,
. Monsieur Rene, go to Enigland and tell the
- little one. Sne will gladly give up a fortune
. aad a title for her father’s sake.’
¢ Mv dear mother, you do wrong to agitate
, yourself in this way. Do not talk. R=2ne
.18 going nmow. Will yousay gcod-bye to
: him. and try to sleep ?’
i *To sleep, to sleep,’ she murmurs, heavily.
' ¢I shall sleep scundiy soon, my son—sooo,
.soon. 1 am sorry to leave you. Do not
' go away, stay here with me uatil the end.’
‘I am not going motner—it is Rane.’
¢ ¢ Addio signore,” she says with a wan
. smile, ‘I like rou, I always liked you.
And you will tell my Jittle one when 1 am

. gone. She liked you, too —she liked you
~best. I know it now. Do pet tell Sir
. Vane ; he would not like it. Yes, she

. Liked you best.’ ’
‘Her mind is wandering,’ her son says,
i hurriedly, but he glances questionicgly at
. R-ne as he says it. In the dim gray-green
' Iight of the death-room, he sees the profound
. pallor of the dark face. So, poor Reve !

. They watch by the bedside during the
long, slow hours of the afternoon. She
! rambles sometimes, and murmurs broken
| sentences—generally, though her miund is
. quite calm.” G :2orge sits by her side, holding
| her hand; administering stimulants and
{ medicines, watching every breath. And so
. death finds her when it comes, quite peace-
i fully and painle-sly, her last smile,
" her last look, her last word, for him.
: When Ave Maria rings out in the pearly
 haze of twilight, Katherine Valentine lies
i dead.

CHAPTER IX.

¢ IN HIS-DREAMS HE SHALL SEE THEE AND
ACHE.’

The studio, the late afternoon lights filling
gayly its Dbig chill length. The sculptor
stands busy, bis fingers deep in molding wet
clay, two swinging brobze lamps sparkling
like fire-flies in the half light. The autuma
day has been damp and dark, the sky out

es of the scene—MTrs, Tinker, kneeling beside | there, seen between the wet vines, is the
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colour of drab paper, a fog that London
could not surpass shrouds the Eternal City.
Looking rather moodily out at it, sits
George Valentine, ensconsed in a great
carved and gilded chair, and encircling him-
self with a second fog.ef his own making—
the smoke of his cigar.  Both are silent, the
vounger absorbed in his clay cast, the elder
in his thoughts. A week has passed since
the funeral. Presently George Valentine
leaves off staring at the yellow fog, and turns
his attention to the artist, still busily ab-
sorbed in modeling his wet clay, and stares
at him.

‘ What an odd fellow you are, Rene !’ is
what he says.

It strikes Mr.

Rene looks up. Va.

lentine, as it has not struck him
hitherto, that his young friend is
altogether too worn and hollow-eyed

for the number of his years, and that he has
grown more taciturn than he ever used to
be 1

¢ What is it you say " Rene asks.

‘I say you are a queer fellow. Why,
look here. For the _past sixteen years or
more yonu have known wme as Paul Farrar.

in a moment, as it must seem to you, I
start up, like the hero of a melodrama, not
myself at all, but somebody else ; not Paul
Farrar, bnt the long-lost son of alady you
very well knew—a Tichborne Claimant No.
2. You are summoned suddenly to a death-
bed ; you meet me there. under another
name and identity, and you accept the
metamorphosis without question or comment.
Over two weeks have gone since then, we
have met daily, s*ill not a word. It may
be delicacy of feeling, it may-be indifference,
it may be good breeding=—1I don’t know what
immt.e you give it, but it is queer, to say the

east.” |

. ‘It is_good breeding,’ says Rene:/laugh-
ing. ‘I have been always taught that it
is impolite to ask questions, Besides, mon
ami, how could I intrude on your secrets—
painful recollections, -perhaps? You knew
me; when you saw fit, you would tell me,
Meantime—’

¢ Meantime, absorbed in secrets of your
own, you dou’t burn with curiosity to hear
those of other men. You look hipped, my
You work too hard, and you don’t eat enough.
T've watched you. No wonder you grow as
thin as a shadow. No touch of Roman
fever. I trust, my boy ¥’

¢ Well—who knows? There are so many |

kinds of Roman fever. Yes,” Rene says,
half jestingly, half seriously ; ‘I suppose 1
may call it that, I certainly caught it here
in Rome. Never mind me,’ impatiently ; ‘I
will do well enough. I am a tough fellow,

lean though I be. I'll pull through all right.
Tell me of yourself, tres cher. You give me
credit for less interest in you than I possess,
if you do not see I am full of curiosity—
though that is not the word either—to hear
your story. It should be a romantic one.
As to being surprised—I don’t know. You
always seemed a man a little out of the or-
dinary to me—a man with a history. Noj;
I was not much surprised to find you were
somebody besides my father’s friend, M.
Paul Farrar.

George Valentine has gone back to his
scrutiny of the weather; he watches 1t
through the blured panes with dreamy, re-
trospective eves. There is silence; he
smokes, Rene plunges his fingers into the
soft clay, and an angel’s face breaks through.
The elder man’s thoughts are drifting back-
ward to that other life, that seems now like
a life lived in a dream.

‘What a little forever it is to look back
upon !” hesays, ¢ and yetlike yesterday, too.
That old time at Toronto, when I led the
luxuricus, idle life of a youthful prince, as
spoiled, as flattered, as headstrong, as self-
induglent as any prince—how it comes back
as I sit here, and I am no longer the George
Valentine of forty years—battered, world-
worn, gray—but the lad George, who rode,
and dacced, and dreamed, and thought life a
perpetual boy’s holiday, and who fell in love
at nineteen with a trapeziste, and ran away
with her and married her.’

Half to himself, in the tone of one who
muses aloud, half to Rene, who listens and
works in sympathetic silence, he tells the
story—the story of the one brief love idyl of
his life, .

‘I came back to my senses more quickly
"than I lost them,, he says, ‘as I suppose most
people do who make unequal marriages. I
bad simply made utter wreck and ruin of my
life. She is dead, poor soul, this many a
day—she was Snowball’s mother. I will say
nothing about her that I can leave unsaid.
Only—when I left her, after ten months of
marriage—you may believe me when I say I
was justified in doing it. She was not in
love with me. I found that out soon enough ;
she was not of the women who fall in love,
She was so utterly wrapped up in Herself, she

for any other human creature. Perhaps she
may have been fond of her child, but I doubt
it.

¢ You left her after ten months,” Rene re-
peats. Something in the statement seems to
tit badly with some other fact in his mind.
He regards his friend with a puzzled look.

¢ Just ten months, my young friend—we
parted thus for our mutual berefit. I never

z

had no room in her poor little starved heart -
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saw her again until I saw nher fall from the
slack-rope in Badger's circus, one day some
six years after.’

* 31X years after,” again repeats Rene, the
puzzled look deepening in his face. ©And
Snowball was but three years old then £

¢ Precisely. I.s a deuce of a busmess.
Repe—

¢ Well ¥

¢ Saowball is not my danghter.’

A stuoned pause. "And yet—Rene could

not tell you why -the shock of astonishment
18 not 8o great as it ought to be.
_ ‘I thought you would say that,” he says,
in a bushed tone. ¢ And your mother—we
all, she herself, her husband—have been de-
ceived.’

¢It’s a bad bausiness, old fellow, I don’t
deny, and all owing to.the false report of my
death. Bub the merest accident—a slip on
the ice, a sprained ankle—I did not sail in
the fatal Bclle O’Brien, Another man took
my place—a poorer devil even than myself—
80 poor that to keep him from freezing to
death that bitter winter weather I shared my
scanty wardrobe with him. He, George Val-
entin=, as his clothes led all to tbink, perish-
ed that stormy night, and the Paul Farrar
who lived, and had a hard ficht with fortune
for many a vear, was a castaway about whom
no one was likely to be concerned. I did not
kaow I was forgiven. I only knew zuother
heir had been found for the great Valentine
fortune. I did nst know Mimi, my wife, had
married again, in good faith emough, Tom
Raodal. I was engagedin a hand-to-hand
tight for bread in those éarly days. When I

" did know, 1t was too late. I came to Clang-
ville, henestly resolute to see my mother, and
obtain her pardon. Time might have softened
her, I th ught, and condonzd my offerc: |
It seemed such a very extraordinary |
thiog that Mimi, my wife—Tom Randal’s
widow, if you like —should be there at the
same time. There she was, with little
Snowball, and I soon discovered, from Vaue
Vaientine, that he knew all about her) ex-
cect the fact of her second marriage; that
very few people ever knew) that she had
visiced my mother, an | threatened to make
public her marriage with me, unless bought
off Vane Valentne only knew me as Paul
Farrar, of course. I had met him at Fayal
soma time before. A new thought struck
me. Without presenting myself mn person L
could judge of my mother’s fecligg toward
me by her conduct toward the child suppos-
ed to bemine. If, after Mimi’s tragical fa e,
she showed pity for the child, I would have
come furward at once, and revealed myself.
I longed f r forgiveness, R:ne; I longed to

go back in the world of living men, from

which for years I bad seemed to b thrust
out : I longed to be unce more my mother’s
son. Oae kindly, womanly act toward the
child—I would ~ have asked no more—I
would have come forward, pleaded for par-
don, and striven in the future to repair the
past. Bat that act never came. The chuld
—uaseen, uncared for, as though she were a
doyg or a pet bird of the dead woman’e—was
banished, and @ven over to the hands of
strangers. She thought her her . grand-child,
and still bauished her unseen. Perhaps it
was the doing of Vaune Valentine—Heaven
koows. It secured to kill my last hope for-
everr The heart that could be so bard to
the child was not likely to soften to the
father,

] accepted the decision in silence and
went my way, taking the little one with me.
Of course I tell in love with the child at
sight—every one did that.. She was the
most bewitching baby in the world ; but you
remember her, no doubt. You know my
life since then, the life of a wanderer always.
But for the accident that night on which we
met there never would have been either re-
conciliation or forgiveness. I bad made up
my mind, you see, after the episode of Snow-
ball, that there was no hope for me. But it
has been decreed otherwise.
mother ! her’s was a lonely life. She wrapp-
ed herself in silence and pride, and shut out
the world. Tan a mother forget her child ?
On her death-bed she told me I had been
forgiven always. It will comfort me when
I am on mine 1o remember that.’

Reuoe stands silent. After a pause George
Valentine goes on :

¢ Perbaps there, just at the last, I should
bave told my mother the truth. I think I
would, but that I knew the explanation
would be too great a shock for her to bear.
And she joved the girl so dearly, as I do, as
you, as—we~al do. Dear little Sonowball !
what does it matter? If she were my
danghter in reality I could never be fonder
of her than I am.’
¢ It matrers a-gread deal,’ Rene answers,
+and so Vane Valentine will think, and say,
when he hears it. It robs him at a word of
title and fortane, How do you think he
will take that?

¢He had better take it quietly, or it may be,
worse for him, If he is harsh to that chila
he shall rue it. . And you, too, my friend—
you have become involved in this family
tangle. It will devolve upon you; I sup-
pose, as yeu have already promised, to go
and tell Somowball. I wish—I wish my
mother had not insisted upon that. gfThe
expnse, if it must come, will be the duce
and all to stand. :

-
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‘ Right is right,’ says Rege.

‘Tobe sure;but if a man prefers the
wroog ? Supposing he is the only one to
suffer ? It s rather a vuisance, fsu’t 1t to be
foced intoa court of appeal whether or not.
Look here, Rene, Vane Valentine will not
resign what he has waited fr so long, got-
ten so hardly, without tighiing it out to the
bitter end. Do you know what thao means
for me ? It means taking the whole world
iato my confidence—telling what a con-
founded ass I have been, all my hfe, seeing
my name, aud hers, and my mothers, in
glariog capitals in every Knglish and Ameri-
can newspaper I pickup Do you kuow
what it means for Siowhall ? The exposure
of her birth, as the daughter of a Jawless
circus woman—an heiress under false pre-
tenses—a wife whom Vane Valentine no
more would have married, knowing the
truth than—— Good Heavens ! Rene, don't
you see the thing isimpossible ?

Rene.stands silent. Right is right—yes,
but to hold fast to the right through ail
things, simply because it is right, sometimes
requires a courage superhuman.

‘It will break her hears, it will brand her
with infamy,.it will blight her life, it will
compel her to face an exposurs, for which a

“crown and a kingdom would not repay. No,

'R0, Rene; go over and tell her, if you like,
. -Since the promise was extorted on a death-

bed, but there we will stop. Sir Vane shall
be Sir Vane to the end. It shall be no new
Orton and Tichborne affarr, this, with the
ame ultimate endiug, no doubt. It is a
thousand pities it must he told at all—it
will make the child miserable all her life.
Rene, npeed it be told

‘Undoubsedly, since I have pro nised.
Better be miserable, kuowing the trath,
thaa happy i a fool’s paradise of ignorance.’

¢ A fool's paradise . Ah, poor little Suow-
ball! I doubt the paradise, even a fool's,
with Vane Valentine. If hebe unkind to her
—then, Rene, I will face all things, and
haveit out with him. Let him look to it, if
he is harsh with her. Come what may I
8.a’l not spare him.’ -

Still Rene is silen*. He stands with
folded armsand knitted brows, staringmoodily
out at the pale flood of moon-rays silvering
the stone court. George Valentine has
risen, t0o, and is pacing up and down.

¢ You will see for yourself,” he says, ¢ when
you go there. There need be no haste ;
They do not return to England, I be ieve,
unfil spring. Go over then, and see, and
tell her, For myself, I shall remain in
Rome this winter. Qae look at her will tell
you, more than a score of letters. whether or
0o she is happy. I seem to have a sort of pre-

sentiment about it, that she is not—thatshe
never will be’ I distrust that fellow—1I al-
ways have. He has the soul of a miser,
grasping, sordid, cruel; and ke was in love
with “another woman, a cousin. Snowball
never cared for him, I feel sure. How
could she 2—old, cold, relf-centered, unfitted
for her in every way. Dear little Snowball,
so fresh, so bright, so joyous—bow svon he
wiil change all that. It isa pity, a thou-
sand pities, mon ami, that you

‘For heaven’s sake, hush!’ Rene Mac-
donald cries out. fiercely. ¢Do you think I
am made of this?’ striking passionately the
marble against which he stands—¢that I
can listen to you? Do you think there is
ever an hour, sleeping or waking, in which
she is absent from me? ,1try to forget
sometimes—I force myself to forget, lest in
much thinking of what might have been bus
for this fortune and that man, I should go
mad.’ ' .

George Valentine lays his hand on his
shoulder, and stands beside him—uwute.
S mething of this .he has suspected. How
could it be otherwise? Buat h2 speaks no
word. The voice that breaks the silence is
the voice of a girl singing, to a piano, in the
apartmentabove. An English family have the
second floor. The voice of the girl, singing
an Eaglish song, comes to them through
the open windows, through the slumbering
sweetness of the night.

“In the day-time thy voice shall go through
him,

} all cee thee, and ache,
nguhggg lt.,el?irxl:csllgighnight, aud suvdue mm
Asleep or awake.”
‘If you would rather not go,” George
Valentine says, at last, ‘it may be too hard
u— .
fm.‘?)wﬂl go,” Rene answers, between his
teeth ; ¢ [ must see for myselt. 1f he mnakes
her happy—well, I shall try and be thaok-
ful, and see her no more. It he i1s what you
think him—what I think bim—Ilet him lovk
toit. Say no more, tres cher, there are
s me hurts that simply wll not bear hand-
ling ; this is one of tnem.’

- N
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PART FOURTH.
CHAPTER L

MY LADY VALENTINE.

¢ Marriaga is a desperate thin i
g. The frogsin
Aesop were extrem ly wise ; they had a f;rat
mi.a to some water, butih>y would not ie-p in-
to a well because they coud not get ous again.”

A spring evening--April stars beginning
to pierce through the blue one by oue ; a
silvery haze over yonder above the tirs, show-
ing where the moun means to rise presently.
Aa air like velvet, a sofc_southerly breez:
stirring in the elms and chestnuts, and bend-
ing to kiss the sweet hidden violets and ane-
mones as it flutters by. Down in a thorn-
bush, near the keeper's gate, a nightingale is
sthging, and everything else that flies and
twitters, holds its breath to hear. So, too,
does the stooping,unromantic-looking woman,
who leans across the gate, watching and wait-
ing -and rather anxious, but charmed as well
by the wonderful flow of bird-music.

Anxiety, however, soon gets the better of
her_ again, and she peers down the long white
strip of -wood, bending her ear to catch the
sound she listens for. But only the nightin-
gale’s song breaks the sylvan stillness of the
sweet apring evening.

¢ Late again,” shesays to herself ; °I gness-
ed she would be. And Miss Valentine she’s
such a one to nag if the poor dear is five min-
utes past the time. I wish the cross old cat
was furder—I do.’

Sae glances apprehensively over her shoul-
der as she says it, not quite sure that Miss
Doxothy Valentine may not pcunce upon her,

apidly and soundlessly. as the feline to
which she has compared her. Baf she and
Pailomel seem to have it all to themselves.
The lofty trees and broad acres of the park
spread around her ; down here it is a lonely
spot where even Miss Valentine, who is om-
nipresent, never comes. Over yonder peep
the gables of the house, Manor Valentine,
sparkiing all along its sombre brick fiont,
with many lights,

It is an ugly, old-fashioned mansion of
Queen Avne’s time—once red, of a dull,
warmish brown tint now, that contrasts very
well with the green of the ivy that overruns
most- of it, and softens and tones down the
gaunt grimness of its stiff and angular out-
lines. It has pointed gables, and great stacks
of chimneys; and quaintly timbered porches
—in summer time, very bowers of wild-rose
and honeysuckle. It has old-fashioned, prim
Duatch gardens, kept at present with care,
but left to run riot in the days of the late
baronet, and all the old-fashioned, sweet-

Y

smelling flowers that ever bloomel, grow in
beausy side by side. And here in the park
are magpoificent copper beeches, great ereen
elms, branching oaks, and a world cf fern
and bracken waving below.

‘This primeval forest of untouched timber
is the delight of Sir Vave Valentine’s hife.
Poor as Sir Rupert ever was, all those won-
derful woods of Valentine were undesecrated
by the axe. He held these familv Dryads
sacred, and left them in their lofty beauty
unfelle.  Fallen from its ouce high estate no
doubt it is, but even in these latter days of
decadence, Manor Valentine is a heritage to
be proud of.

Its preseat lord is proud of it—of every
tradition of the old house, of every black
aud grim family portrait, of every tree in
the stately demesne, of every queer, un-
fashionable flower in the Queen Anne gar-
dens. These quaint gardens shall grow and
flourish undisturbed ; he has decreed it.
There may be orcherd houses, and ap acre
under glass, and ferneries to the heart’s
content of his sister and cousin, but _all else
shall remain, a standing memorial of by-
gone days, ard dead and buried dames.

And bere in the park. leaning over the
gate, looking at the moourise and listening
to the nightingale, stands faithful Jemima
Auvn, waiting for her sovereign’s lady to
come home. Something of the fideiity of a
dog, of the wistfulness of a dog’s eyes looks
out at hers, as she stands, with her face
ever expectantly turned one way ; and all
the loyalty, all the love withcut question
and without stint, of a dog is there.

¢] wish she would cume’ she keeps
whispering to herself, ¢ Miss Valentine
will jaw, and Sir Vane he’ll scowl blacker'n
midnight, and that there dratted Miss
Routh, she’ll sneer aud say, ‘Bogged again?
Ab, I thought so!’ and laugh that nasty,
aggravatin’ little laugh o bern. ~An’
scoldin’, an’ scowlin’, an’ sueerin’ is what
my precious pet never was used to before
she went and throwed herself away—worse
luck !—on sich as him.’

Again she glances back apprehensively
over her shoulder. Miss Vulentine bas an
uncomfortable way of pouncing upon her
vietims at shert range, atipopportune mo-
ments, and in the most unlkely places.
Jemima Ann would not be surprised to see
her glide, ghost-hke, out from among the
copper beeches down there, all grim and
wrathful, and primed with rating to the
muzzle. An anstere virgin is Mistress
Dorotby Valeutine, even with her lamp
¢ well trimmed and burning,’ and the house-
bold hLere at the Mauor is ruled with a ves-
tal rod of iron.
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A stable clock, high up in a breezy turret
among the trees, strikes nine. But it is not
dark, a misty twilight, through which the
moon, like a silver ship, sails, vails the
green world, Jemima Ann, however, hears,

-and anxiety turns to agony?

‘I wish—I wish she”would come,’ she
cries out, in such vehemence of desire, that
the wish seems to bring about its own ful-
fillmens. Afar off, comes the rapid tread
of horses’ hoofs down the high road, and in
a momen*, dashing up the bridle path, the
horse aud rider she looks for comes. She
has just time to dart back, when both horse
and rider fly over the low gate, then with a
laugh the big black horse is pulled down
on his hind legs, there is a flourish in space
of two iron front hoofs, then the rider, still
laughing, leans over to where, under the
trees, Jemima Ana has sought sanctuary.

¢ It is you, Jemima Anp,’ she says.

fMe, Miss Saowhall,” answers a panting
voice, ‘it’s me. I thought you’d never
come. I wish you would not jump over
gates, Miss Siowball. You’ll kill yourself
yet. I declare, it gives me such a turn
every time you do it —

The young lady laughs again, springs
lightly down, and with the bridle over her
arm, gathers up her long riding-habit with
the other hand.

¢ Bogged as usual you see, Jemima,’ she
gays, ruefully, “and in her black looks as
usual, if I am caught., I won’t be caught.
I’ll steal up the back way,” and into your
sanctum, vou dear old solemn Jemima, and
you shall fetch me down an evening dress,

-and I will prepare damages, and no one will

be the wiser. Have you been waiting long ?

‘ Nearly an hour, Miss Snowball. It’s
just gons nine.’

‘Isit? You see I carry no watch, and—’
glancing up with a quick look of aversion at
the house ¢ Iam never in a hurry to come
back. Have I been missed ? carelessly.

" “Yes, miss. Miss Valentine asked me

where you was, and looked cross.’

¢ It is Miss Valentine’s metier to look cross,
my Jemima. Any one else ¥

¢ Well,’ reluctantly, ¢ Sir Vane

‘ Yes. Sir Vane go on.’

¢ He kind o’ cussed like, between his
teeth sorter, when heerd you’d gone with-
out the groom, He said folks hereabouts
would think he’d up aad married a wild
Jojun—always a-gallopin’ break-neck over
the country, without so much as s servant.
He said,” hesitatingly, °he’s put a stop to
sich goin’s oo, or know the reason why.’

_“Ah ! slowly, €did he say all thisto
you ¥

¢ Kind o’ to me—kind o’ to himself. But

g

you

1 a]l;\wed he wanted me to hear 1t, and tell

* Which you are taithfully doing,’ says
Sir Vane’s wife, with a laugh that has rather
a bitter ring. ‘ Aod Miss Dorothy—was she
drinking 1n all this eloquence ¥

* She was there. Yes, Miss Snowball.”

¢ And Miss Routh *—the family circle
would not be complete without the lovely
Camilla.’

¢ Miss Camilla was in the drawing-room.
She has company—the kirnal. Don’t you
see all the front windows lit—snd hark to
the singing—that’s her at the pianper. I
guess that was why Sir Vane was put out at
your being away—the kirnal came promiscus
with some other officers, and it made him
mad- ’cause you wan’t in to dinner. Toe
gentlemen is in the dining-room yet, drink-
ing wine.’ '”'

¢ Officers—Miss Routh’s friends—odd that
Sir'Vane should invite ttem to dinner. How
many are there, Jemima ?

¢ Three. I heard Miss Routh eall one of
them ‘my lord.” If you dress in. my room,
Miss Snowball, what shall I bring you
down ¥

‘I don’t care a pin, Jemima—it does not

matter. With the beauteous Camilla
to look at, my most ravishing toiles
would- be but love’s labour lost.

Bring down anything you chance to light
on—the dress I wore yesterday, for instance.
But tirst, a8 I have missed my dinner, it
seems, and am hungry, you shall bring me
some coff:e and ch:cken, or pate, or anything
gnod you can get—there isno use in facing
misfortune starving. Lock your door, and
admit no one for the next three quarters of
an hour, though the whole Valentine family
should besjege it"in force.’

Sne takes a side entrance, runs lightly up
a stair, along 3 dimly-lit passage} and into
the small sitting-room reserved for the use
of my lady’s maid. For the use of my lady

herself, often enough it is her harbour of re- -

fuge in troubled times, the only room among
the many the
she feels even remotely ‘at home.” Ia the
long and frequent hoursof heart-sickness,
home-sickness, disappointment, sharply
wounded pride, bitter regret, she comes here,
and with all the world shut ouv, bears the
bitterness of her terrible mistake, her "love-
less marriage, in silence and alone.

It is but a small room, cozy and carpeted,

and there are books, and flowers and
piotures, and mpeedle-work, and the few
relics of the old life, Dolores, Lady Valentine
has brought with her from Rome,. It sall
the cosier now, for the wood fire that burns

and sparkles cheerily, and the Lttle rocking-

5

big house contains, in which
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chair that sways invitingly before it.
Dorothy has uplifted voice, and hands, and
eyes in protest against'so luxurious a chamber
beiag given to a waiting-maid, but though
Miss Dorothy is the sapreme power behind
the throne, and mistress of the Manor, Sir
Vane’s young wife has shown that she can
assert herself when she chooses.
‘Jemima Ann is my friend.
stand, Miss Valentine ? Something more
than my maid. Her sitting-room—mine
when 1 feel like it as well—iz tobe pretty.’
And pretty it is. As a rule, Lady Valen-
tine lets things go ; it is not worth while,
she says, wearily, Iife will not be worth the
living, if it is'to be lived in a perpetual
wrangle. Let Miss Dorothy do as she
pleases. When one has made direct ship-

You under-

wreck of oue’s life, it is hardly worth the.

trouble of quareling over the flotsam and
jetsam. And Miss Dorothy does as sbe
pleases with a very high hand. And so it
comes that Sir Vane’s bride flies Iere as to
the ¢ shadow of a great rock in a weary land’
oftener and more often, or mounts her black
horse and fhes over the hills and far away,
out of reach of Miss Dorothy’s rasping
tones. B

Safe in this harbour of refuge, Jemima
Ann leaves her mistress, locking the door
after her according to orders, and goes for
the coffee and accompaniments. Dolores
stands by, the fire, holding her riding-whip
in her hand, her long, muddled habit trail-
ing behind her, her eyes on the fire. She
has thrown off her hat, and the fire shine
falls upon ler, standing quite stiil, and very

- thoughtful here. Look at her.

It is seven months since her wedding-day
—as many years might have passed and not
wrought so striking a change in her. She
looks taller than of old, and it seems even
more slender, but that may be due to the
long, tightly fisting habit. Her face is cer-
tainly thinner, with an expression of dignity
and gravity thatit never used to wear. All the
old sparkling, child like brightness is gone,
or flashes out so rarely as to render its absence
most conspicuous. A look, not quite of
either hardness or defiance, and yet akin to
both, sets her mouth—the look of one whom
those about her force t¢ hold her own, the
look of one habitually misunderstood. All
the bountenus chevelure doree that of old
fell free, is twisted in shining coils tightly
around the small deer-like head. The gold-
en locks, like the fair one who wears them,
have lost their sunny freedom forever. She
has tasted of the fruit of the tree of know
ledge, and found it bitter. The old sparkle,
the old joyous life of love, and trust in all
things and creatures, is at an end forever.

Miss ]

Sovowball Trillon—Dolores Macdonald—have
gone never to return, and left in place this
rather proud-looking, this reserved and self-
poised Lady Valentine. The fair head holds
itself well up—defiantly a stranger might
thick ; the blue eyes are watchful as of one
| ever on guard. But pride and defiance
‘ alike drop from her as she stands here alone,
a great fixed sadness only remains. The
| blue eyes that gaze at the leaping light are
' strangely mournful, the sensitive lips lose
‘their haughty curve and droop.. She has
! made a great, a Bitter, an irreparable mis-
| take. She has bound herself for life to a
tyrant, a harsh, loveless household despot,
| a man whose heart—such as it is—is now,
. and ever has been, in the keeping of Camilla
+ Routh. She has made her sacrifice, and
made it in vain, {that a man, mercenary
and money.loving, might bave the Valen-
| tine fortune. She has thought to learn to
. love him, she has thought that he loved-her
; —she knows that love never has, aod never
will, enter into the unnatural compact. She
has made, a3 many women before her have
made, a fatal mistake ; she has done a wrong
in marrying Sir Vane Valentine that her
whole Life-long can never undo.

CHAPTER IL
¢ FULL COLD MY GREETING WA®, AND DRY.’

Standing here, waiting for Jemima Anpn,
her thoughts go back—back over these last
seven months that have wrought so great a
change in her, that she sits and wonders
sometimes if ‘I be 1.’ Those months rise up™
before her, a series of dissolving views in the
fire, the slow, first awakening to the fact
i that she has made a life-long mistake, that
! Sir Vane has married her fortune, that in

his secret heart his feeling for her is more
akin to hate than love. Two months of
marriage sufficed to thow her this much;
'1 slowly but suvely it has come home to her,
| through no one particular word or act, but
simply from the fact that truth, like maur-
' der, will ont. The innate bratality of the
! man has shown itself in spite of him,
| throngh the thin’ ouver veener of good
' manners, from the very beginning. The
! fiast overt act was upon the news of the
| death of Madam Valentine in Rome. Stun-
ned by the suddenness of that tragic death,
wild with all regret, Dolores’ first impulse
was to fly back at once—at once. But Sir
| Vane, quite composedly, quite authori-
ta.t(iively, put the impulseand the hysterics
aside.
¢ Nonsense, Lady Valentine,” he says,
{ coolly, ‘she is buried by this tame, or is cer-
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tain to b= before you can get there, If your
friead, Macdonald, the Marble carver, could
not have seat you word in time to see her
living, he need not have sent you,word at
all.  Aud she was a very old woman
—it was quite to be expected, even withouv
the intervention of the railway. You did
not suppose she woald live forever, did you?
Taough gad,’ Sir Vane adds, sotto voes, ¢ it
is lf;h,e conclusion I had about come to my-
self.

There are tears, a very storm of wil 1 weep-
ing, prayers, supplications—an agony of
grief.  <Oa, graadmamma, grandmamma !’
the poor child sobs —a sense of utter desola-
tion rending her heart. It is a vehement
scene, and Sir Vaneis extremely bored. He
bears it for awhile in silence, then the temper
that is in the man asserts itself suddealy.
¢ Eaough of this,” he says ; * Don’t be a baby
or a fooi Dulores. Madam Valentine is dead,
and you are her heiress. Whaat is yours is
mive. and I have waited for it for twenty
years. Oue m3y buy even gold too dear—
I sometimes thiok I have had to do it. Itis
mune at fast, and it is a noble inheritance,
and I am not disposed to grieve, or let you
grieve too deeply over this accident that has
taken her off. ~ It was quite time she went

)?ﬂ;o a habit of dragging out

life over sixry, tHey seldom know where to
stop.  Dry your eyes, Lady Valentine;
there is the dinner-bell. —We are to dine at
the table d'hote,/it is less expensive, I find,
“than dining ia one’s own apartments, and a
great deal less dull.’ .
-~ That is how the death is received. Indig-
naat fire dries the tears in Lady Valentine's
blue eyes. $1e shrivks in a sort of ~horror
from the man she has married, the man who
has spoken those brutal words. From
thenceforth her tears flow in secret, they’
trouble Sir Vane uo wnore. But from thence-
forth, too, a strong repulsion she has never
felt for him before, fills her, makes her
shrink from his sight, his touch, with a sen-
sation thab is littie short of loathing.

Her socond repulee is on the subject of her
mourning. Lady Valentine naturally wishes
to order it at once ; it seems to her she can
find no black black enough to express the
loneliness, the sorrow, that fills her at the
loss of her best friend, who loved her so well,
Here, too, martial authority steps in.

‘I hate black !’ 8ir Vane says. petalantly;
*I abhor it. Crape and bombazine, and
all the other ugly trappings of wos and
death.  I'll have none of them! I object
to mourning garments—on—conviction. I
conider it wrong, and—er—flying in the
face of Providence, who—er—must _ know
best about this sort of thing, of ‘course l

.

—when to remove people, and all that. It
would give us the horrors to go about with a
lady looking like an ebony image, a perpetu-
al mementi mori./~You shall not do 15, Lady
Valentine ; it is'of no use firing uo, or look.
ing at me like that. I am not easily annihil-
ated by flishing glances, and I mean to be
obeyed in thfs and all things. Aud if people
make remarks I'll explain. And a mourning
outfit,” this added iawardly, °costs a pot of
money, 80 Camilla writes me.’

The decree is spoken from which there may
be no appeal. D lores does appeal, passion-
ately, vehemently, angrily it is to be feared
—it cannot be that Sir Vane meaus these
merciless words. He does mean them. As
veinly as waves dash themselves against a
rock, she beats her -undisciplined heart
against the dogged obstinacy of this man.

‘I never change my miad, Lidy Valen-
tine,’ he says, grimly, ¢ when once I am con-
vinced I am right. I am coavinced here,
Aad tears and reproaches are utterly wasted
upon me—you had better learn that ia time.
Let us have no more of these ridicalous,
under-bred scenes—these hysterics, and ex-
clamations, and reddened eyes. It isall ex.
ceedingly bad form, and coarse and repulsive
to a disgusting degree. You shall not return
to Rome, you shall not put on black. If you
force me to use my authority in this way, you
must take the consequences. Be as good as
to dry your eyes, and iet all this end.’

And Dolores obeys—fiery wrath dries up
the tearsia the blue ¢yes, and in her passion-
ate heart at that moment, she feels that she
abhors the man she has married. The feeling
does not last, it is true ; Dolores is nos a
good hater—it is a loving little soul, a ten-
der, child like, contiding heart, that must
of its nature cling to something, that would
cling if it could to the man who is her
husband. Duty points that way, aad Do.
lores has very strong instincts concerning
duty, but try as she will, she cannot. Oa
every point she is repulsed. He wants none
of her confidence, more of her wifely duty.
He has married her because otherwise a for-
tune would have shipped his grasp ; ne has
been compelled to “marry her, and he hates
everything by which he is compelled. ¢ She
cared for that other fellow—the marble
carver in Rome,’ so run his thoughts, con-.
temptuously, and he is base enough to set
that down as the mainspring of her desire
to go back. Without cariug for her him-
self, one jot, He is yet wrathful th.t it
should be so. . She married him to please
Wér grandmother, agajnst every girlish in-
clination of her own ; he will make her
feel that %o his dying day. He bears her a
bitter grudge ; she (¢ame between bim and
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the fortune for which he had served for a
weary score of years—let ber look to it in the
days to come ; let ber not hope that he will
ever forget, orspare, or yield, or forgive !
And so alone, forced ruthlessly to wake
to tbe bitter trutb, Dolores has had the fact
that her life is spoiled, brought home to her
well, before the first two months of her
*honey moon’ are over. Alone! A dreary,
a depairing sepse that she will be. must be
alone for the rest of her life, fille her at
times with a blank sense of borror and fear.
Alone ! with Sir Vane Valentice, t1ll death
shall them part. Alope! A strapger in a
strange land, ar intruder in her busband’s
house, a home withcut-love, without cne
friend. A panic of terror seizes her when
she tbinks of it, a fear ‘hat is like the
tear of a child left alone in the dark. She
clings to Jemima Ann, at such times, with
a passionate clinging that goes newr to break
ing that faithful creature’s heart.
‘Do npot leave me, Jemima,’ she cries
out, ‘promise me you will not, promite
e you will not stay with me as long as
I live. Ihave no one, no one, no one left
but you.” Ard Jemima fondles, and scothes,
and promises as she might a vemntalble
frightened child, She sees, and understands,
and resents it all, butshe 1s especially care-
ful not to let this resentment appear. Sir
Varne eyes ber, bas e)ed, ber from the first,
with sour disfavour, mingled with contempt ;
be bas. striven to dissuade bis wife from
taking with her =0 outre a maid. Her
honest heart aches for her pretty young miis-
tress, who grows paler, and thinper, and
sadder, and more tilent day by day, who
pever comilaing, and who clings to her as
the drowuing clitg to the last straw. Itis
her last stiaw, her last hold upon love;
everyone else seems to have slipped forever
out of her life. She stands alore .in the
world, at the mercy of Vare Valentine,

All these montks of post-nuptial wander-
ing, Sir Vave keeps up a voluminous corres-
pondence with the ladies of Manor Valen-
tine. Lengthy epistles from his sister and
cousin come to him with each post. His
wife, of ccurse, reads voue of these, the has
no desire to read them. His womankind
must of pecessity be hke himeelf. Shelocks
forward with uospeskable dread to the re-
turn to the house that is to be her home.
The present is-bad enough ; v ith a eure pre-
science she feels that avy change—that most
of all—will be tor the worte. Now, at lca: t,

_there is the excitement of new sceres, new
faces, kindly stranger voices, there a mono-
-to1 y worse than death will set in. There,
there will be three to find fanlt with her in-
stead of only cne. For Sir Vane seems to

-

.ed amaze.

take a rancorous, vemonish pleasure in girn-
ing at his yourg bride.  1f she is silent, she

18 sullen ; 1f she lavghs aloud, as ficm pure ’

jouth she sometimes dces, she is a hoiden ;
if she talks to Jemima, she is addicted to low
and vulgar tastes, ln all things lLer man-
pers lack repose, and are childich and gauche
to a degree ; altogether unfitting the aignity
of that station in life to which 1t bas pleased
Providence to elevate ber.

What wonder that she looks onward in
blavk cismay and saffright to the dirmal
home-goirg to Valentine Manor. With eyes
of passiovate longing and envy she looks at
the pessant giils in the streets ; at the
grissettes, who go to their daily work, at
the wandering gipsy women, with their
brown babies at their backs. Oh, to be one
of them—to be anything free, and happy,
and belcved sgain.  She looks back in a very
passion of longing to the lie of long
ago—the life of lIsle Perdrix, with her
boys, and her boat, and her hosts of
friends, and the gentle old doctor—to
that other later lite, with grandwamma
—grandmamina induigent and best beloved
—and even Yir Vare—a very different Sir
Vane from this—the suave, guarced, defer-
ential suitor. A strange. mourrful, iccredu-
lcus wonder fills her, Was that man and
thig the eame?  And Reve—Lbut she st ps
bere; that way madness lies.  She covers
her Jace, and sobs rend their way up from

her heart ; tears, that might be ot Llced,
they =0

Rene ! Rere'! Rene !

*I have lived\and loved, but that was to-day ;

Go bring me my grave-cluthes to-meriow.’

Her heart bfeaks over Fleckla’s sad song,
Life seems to/bave come to an end. Itcame
to an erd fol(her on the day it begins for
other girls—Her wedding-day.
. And now the revoiving lights in ihe fire
charge ; another series of picturesrizse. 1t
is a rainy March afternoon, and 1the express
is thundering along the iron road to the sta.
tion where the carriage from Valentia is to
meet them with the sister and cousin so much
dreaded, Sir Vane hus telegraphed to Lon-
don. He 1sina fever of neivous, 1estless
imy atience ; his sallow cheeks wear a flush;
his black eyes glitter ; his clean fingers twist
his moustache. He can only construin him-
self to sit still by an ¢ffort, he canuot read
his *Times ;’ be keeps putting up and let-
ing down the window, until jother people
in the compartment look at him iexasperat-

Lady Valentine sits pack in a

corner, and a more utter contiast to his rest-
less figitiveness it would be difficult to
tind.
« She is very pale, she is cold, the March

hr)ﬂam’i blister, and burp, and fall.

P
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breeze blowing in through the window Sir
Vane opens at intervals chill her through, in
spite of her furs—a silent great dread looks
out of her eyes. She sits quite silent, quite
motionless, quite white. The wind goes by
with a shriek, like a banshee’s, she thinks,
with a shiver, the rain falls in long, slanting
lines. It is all in keeping with her hearf—
this dark and weepiag day—her heart that
lies like lead in her breast. This is to be dll
of life for her, coldness, darkness, storm,
—S8ir Vane Valentine !’

They rush into the station. Her hour
come !

* Is the carriage from Valentine waiting ?
Sir Vane demands, authoritatively, and tae
reply is crushing. o

* No, there ain’t no carriage from Valen-
tine.’

Nothing is waiting but one forlorn, deject-
ed, bedraggled railway fly.

The baronet is furious, but the fact re-
mains, His telegram has been unheeded, no
carriage i8 in waiting, the lord of the
land and his bride must perforce go
in the stuffy fly, or walk through the
rain. Sir  Vane swears — anathemas
¢ not loud but deep’—it is another of the
objectionable things he never used to do, or
if ne did, ‘1t must have been in his inside,’
as Jemima Ann putsit. Dolores shrinks
within herself, more and more repelled.
There is no help for it, the fly it must be;
he helps her in, follows, and so through
mire and rain, in silence and gloom Sir Vane
and Lady Valentine ignominiously retura to
the halls of their ancestors.

Within those halls it is worse. No one
awaits them—no one expects them. No
train of retainers is drawn up in the en-
trance-hall to bid their lord welcome, no
fires blaze, no smiling sister or cousin re-
ceives them with open arme. Black fire-

. places, cold rooms,surprised faces of servavrts

alone meet them. What the —— does it
mean? Where is Miss Valentine? Whaere
is Miss Routh? Where iz his telegram ?
Sir Vane is savage beyond all precedent.
Then it appears that the telegram is lying
on M:ss Valentine’s table, still unopened,
and Miss Valentine and Miss Routh went up
to town yesterday, and are not expected
back until to-morrow. Direst wrath fills
Sir Vane, but it is wrath expended on empty
air, The servants fly to do his bidding,
fires are lit, dinner is laid, my lady is shown |
to her room—a very pallid, and spiritless,

. —--and-fagged my Iady.

The servants look at her furtively and are
dsappointed. Tney bhave been told that
master married a great beauty and heiress—
she looks neither in the wet dreariness of

this dismz] home-coming. Left alone, she
sinks down in the nearest chair, lays her
arms on the table, droops her aching head
upon them and so lies—too utterly wretched
even for a relief of tears.

Next day the ladies of the Manor return,
full of dismay and regret atthe contretemps.
Sir Vane is bitter and unreasonable at first,
bat these being the only true creatures on
earth he cares for, he allows himself to be
suftened gradually, and forgives them hand-
somely.

A prolonged family colloguy ensued,
Dolores takes no part in it, but from a dis-
tance she has seen the meeting—seen Miss
alentine kiss her brother primly on the
fdrehead, seen Miss Routh offer first one
chgek, then the other, seen her husband

statNl with both her hands clasped in his, a
look Ag his dark face that is altogether new
in his Wwif€’s experience of him. She dreads

the ordeal of meeting these two women, and
wishes it over—it is something that must be,

-but it is an ordeal that sets her teeth on

edge.

She dresses for dinner in one of the pretty
trousseau dresses, that she has grown to
hatei since she never puts them on without
feeling it should be black instead, and goes
down stairs. Itis a cool but fine March
afternoon, and meeting no one, she gathers
up her train, and descends to a terrace that
commands a wide viéw of the country road
and she village beyond, and paces to and
fro, mustering courage for the coming ordeal.
The ordeal comes to her in ths person of
Miss Dorothy Valentine, in sad coloured silk
not a confection of Madam Elise—Miss
Dorothy Valentine, as grim as a grenadier
and as tall. She is as upright as a ramrod,
and nearly as slim—she is a duplicate of Sir
Vaue, in slate coloured silk, and false front.
She-ig lean like Sir Vane, she is yellow like
Sir Vane, with a moustache that the very
highest breeding cannot quite overlook, she
has small black eyes iike Sir Vane, she has
a rasping bass voice, and-a rigid austerity of
manner, and she has—at first glance—some
seven and fifty years. On her false front of
bobbing black ringlets, she wears an arrange-
ment of lace and red roses. And she holds
out two bony fingers in sisterly greeting to
her brother’s bride. T

‘ How do you do. LadyValentine
what she saye—
~‘The black eyes go through the shrinking
figure before her—they read every quivering,
nervous, tremulous throb of her childish
heart. ¢ You are nothing but a baby,’ that
stern, black glance seems to say. ‘You
will need a great deal of bringing up, ard
keeping down, and training in the way you

e
1)
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should go, before you are fit for your position
as my brothe;’s wife. You are a spoiled | flash cousin Vane’s wife from head to foot.
baby—a foolish, frivolous, flighty voung | Then Sir Vane comes forward and offers he;-
thmg) ; it shall be my business to changeall | his arm, and they all go in to dinner.
thfxy. . . It i3 dioner in little but namne and form to
The black, grim eyes say all this, and a | the bride. She sits in almost total silence
chill of despair creeps over the victim. She | seldom addressed ; the talk of the othe;-
fcels crushed, as the captive of the iron | three 18 of place and people uuknown to
shroud may have felt,”watching with hope- | her. There is a good deal of laughter and
}ess eyes the @ead ly walls of his prison clos- bddinage on the part of Miss Routh, who is
ing, ever closing down on his devoted head. | fairy-like and kittenish, as it is in thé pature
ot Shall we go into diuner ?’ is Miss Valen- | of some young things of thirty odd to be,
tine’s second austere remark ; ‘thatis the | and Miss Dorothy ballasts her with a soh&
last bell. We are always puactual, most

and unsmiling observation, now
punctual at meals in this house. It is one | All vhrough fhe eveni;xg it is al,lixi :::12.
of my rules, and my brother approves.’ Miss Valentine “¥etires to a corner and ;
*And do you presume to be late at your | table and adds up accounts with a pair of
peni, young woman,” add the black, snap-

v : spectacles over the black eyes, th i
ping cyes. Insilence Dolores turans to follow. o4 il il

i Miss Routh, who, it appears, i

laine? She feels she will never be able to-| musical, adorns the piagﬁtogl,wan?t::zﬁg
talk up to her awful level as long as she | them with silvery sounds. Sir Vane en-
lives. thrones himself in an easy-chair uvear by, and

* We are very sorry-—Camilla Routh and | [istens, and reads that day’s Times at'l’nter-
myself—at our misfortune in being absent | vals. Dolores shrinks away iuto a seat, as
yesterday when the telegram arnved. It | remote from them all as possible, in ’the
was our duty to be here, and welcome home | deep embrasure of a window, aund lo’oks out
my brother and his wife. My brother, with | with eyes that are blind with teais. Sae
his customary goedness, has consented to | is lonely, homesick, heart-sick—she is far
overlook it. I trust, Lady Valeutine, you do | away kneeling beside a new-made grave in
likewise.’ Rome. Oh, dearest grandmamma, friend

Lady Valentine bows. ~She would like to | of friends—generous heart that pou’red out
grasp out something—something conciliatory | love upon her lavishly,
~_but the command of language seems to | stint!
have been froz=n at its source. If she lives
for a hundred years, she thinks desperately,
she will never be able to talk to this terrible
Miss Doruthy Valentine.

A gay voice is sioging blithely a merry
lilting Scotch song, as they go in. They are
in time only to catch the retrain:

*Then hey for a less wi’ a tccher,
_ Thoe bright yellow guineas for me !

Sir Vane is standing beside the piano, a
smile on his face, as he looks down at the

In is a dark, moonless ‘night ; outside the
window there is little to be seen, but a
patch of clon_dy sky, and tall trees rocking
to and fro, in a neing gale, like black
phantoms. * Miss Routh's singing, more
shrill than sweet, if truth must be told,
pierces drearily through her sad dream,

—

¢ 014 loves, new loves, what
Only a song ! Tra-ia la-la !a.re they worth?

Old los e dies at new love’s birth,

i She i i im—mi Give him a song. T s-ia-la-la !
.gay singer. She is Jooking up at him—mis- . . a !
chief, malice, coquetry in her uplifted eyes. hmrg‘fo‘:?;i {g::s,mght and a day,
Sne rises as the two ladies enter, and comes | Mocks at all fears,

torward—a small person in paie pink silk, Fies laughing away !
with a most elabox?ate train, a?nd aIs)lil more Tlfé‘ﬁv;ah:’; ;‘:,l;vgi:ﬁ':;%l
elaborate structure of chestnut putls and | Only asong. ‘Ara-ia-la-lal
___ringlets on her head—a small, rather plump -
young lady—that is to say, as young as some-
thing over thirty years will permit—with a
pink and white complexion, and the very | tI
palest blue eyes that ever looked out of a | risés and throbs in the girl’s throat. Her
blonde woman’s face. i beart is full—full to overflowing of loneli-
My cousin Vane’s wife,” she exclaims | uess, and heart-break, and pain. She bears
artlessly, and holds out the small, very |it—as long as she can—then with a hysteric-
Tinged hands, ¢so very happy I am sure I al feeling in her throat, she gets up, passes
Tae pink lips touch, tne slightest touch, | swiftly from the room, ard rums down to
the pale cheek of cousin Vane’s wife ; the | J :mima Auu’s sanctum. Ther alone, Jemi-

B

The song is a foolish one—it cannot be
that—perhaps it is the desolate sighing of
the night wind, but a hysterical feehng

light, small eyes take in one comprehensive.

accross the room in an quite awf
What 18 there to say to this terrific cbanta- . S trenae -

and without

- e
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ina Ann sits, placidly sewingby the light of
her lamp, and there her youthful mistress
flings herself down on her knees beside her,
in all the bravery of her silk dinner dress,
and baries her head in her lap, and cries—
cries as if her very heart were breaking

-‘Jemima! Jemima! Jewima !" she cries
wildly out. And Jemima holds her fast,
and kisses the golden hair and murmurs
broken words of fondness and caressing
between her own tears of sympathy.

¢ There, there, there, my lamb, my pretty,
my sweet youug lady, don’t, don’t cry like
that I krow ycu’ehon esick—and thev’re
all old, and bard, and not what you’re used
to. And you're thiuking of your grandma,
you ain’t nothin’ but a ¢child when all’s said
and dove, and he’s—ch! my dear! my
dear ! my dear !’

That 13 Lady Valentine’s coming home.

" CHAPIER IIL

¢FOR ALL IS DARK WHERE THOU ART*
Nort.’

The last picture fades out of the red glow.
a3 Jemima's key again turns in the lock, and
the re-enters from her foraging expedition.
Lady Valentine wakes from her dreain with
a sigh, that ends in a smile, as she Jooks at
the laden tray. Chicken, raised pie, toast,
tart, jelly, fruit, gream, coffee—it is a me-
lange, but Jemima Ann knows her young
mistress had a beadache at luncheon, and
ate nothing, and has indulged in a ride of
many hours since then.

‘lhe geuntlemen have gone up to the
drawing room,’ she says, panting under he¢r
load, ‘and Mr. and Mrs. Eccleman, ard the
two Miss Eccleman's has come, and that
there young Nquire Brooghton.’ *¢Indeed’
responds my lady, hfting her eye brow,
* well—they say there is safety in numbers
—among 80 many. I will not be missed.
Besides, is vot the charming Camilla present
t7 do the hooours. Neither she nor} Sir
Vane really wants mg—all the same, I am
certain of a reproof for my absence. I am
glad Mrs. Eccleman is there, good motherly
old soul. 1 can shelter myself and my ¢ios
for an hour or two, under her broad mater-
n.l wings.’

Sne says this to herself, as she partakes of
Jemima’s spoil. Mr. Eccleman is the rector.
Mrs. Eccleman is everything that’s true. is
most plump. aud genial, and matronly, and
with both the rector and his wife Sir Vape'’s
pretty, graceful, youthful, half foreign wife
18 a pet and a favourite.

‘And now to dress,’ she says, getting up,
‘and to face my fate. What a bore it all

is, Jemima Ann. I would much rathet
epend the evening here alone with vou.’

‘ But it would not be right, Miss Snow-
ball. They talk as it is, in the house,
about you’re spending so mruch of your
t me with me, and bein’ so free and friend-
ly like with your maid. Sir Vane doa’t
like it, and Miss Valentine gives me black
looks whenever- I meet her, and Miss .
Routh ?

*That will do, Jemima; we will leave
Miss Routh’s name ont. Button my dre-s,
please, and keep out of Miss Ruuth’s way.
She is not my keeper atleast. Now fasten
this spray of honpeysuckle in my hair. How
old and ugly it makes me iook, wearing my
hair twisted up in these tight coils. Miss
Dorothy #culd have a tit,I suppose, if 1 ever
let it loose as I used.’

*Ah ! very old and ugly ! assents Jemima
Anp, standing wigh folded hands, and loving
eyes, and thg at the fair, girlish beauty
; even Miss Dorotbhy looks ycung
ly beside you. How can Sir Vane
bave eyes for that simperin’ white cat up—
stairs,” gbe thinks, inwardly, ¢ with that to
look at. \And yet !

But even to herself she is loth to put ber
thought into words. Nir Vane’s partiality
for his couv\in, his coldpess ifor his wife, are
‘patent to all the household. And Jemima
Ann is not the only one who wonders. For
they kpow Miss Routh in that establishment
—and she is not a favorite. *A green-eyed,
prying, tattlingcat I’ that is the universal

verdict below stairs. ‘And what Sir Vane
wants either her, or ’tother old "un, now that
he’s got a pretty wife, nobedy knows.’
In their eyes she is neither useful nor orna-
mental ; my lady is the latter, at least, and
gentle and - haffable’ as she is pretty. But
Sir Vane is in love with Miss Routh, has
always been in love with her, and can
see peither beauty nor any other charm in
his wife, now that she is his wife,

How is it under our cortrol

To love or not to love ?
he might have demanded with the poet.

For Miss Routh - well, she is in love with
the excellent mepage and menee of anor
Valentine, with the allowance Sir Vane makes
her, with ber pretty rooms and ¢ perquisites,’
with being franked over the road whenever
she travels, with the old, ivy-grown, ponder-
ous Manor House in every way as a home.

‘Will I de, dn you think, Jemima ? de-

mands Jewima's mistress, looking at berself
Vin rather a dissatisfied way in Jemima’s mir-
tror. ‘I am dreadfully tavned riding in this .
March wind and sumn, and Sir Vane will be
sure to notice and disaprove. And I don’t
think this eau de Nile dress becoming.
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Porhaps we had better go up to my own
room, and do it all properly * = .

¢ You look as pretty as pretty, Miss Snow-
ball,’ cries Jemima. warmly. ~Go up jestas
you be, Miss Camillar will have to to be born
ag:in, I reckon, before sHe takes the shine
off you !

Aad Jemima is right. Dolores is in great
beant this evening, despite sunburn and eau
de Nil: green The pale, lustrons train sweeps
behind her ; its tryiog tint is toned by a pro-
fusion of tulle and lace. A lttle knot of
fairy roses is twisted with the woodbine
spray in her hair; she wearsa blushing
brea-t knot of the same sweet flowers. I:is
a combiuation that only first youth, a per:
 gect complexion, and golden hair, can carry
““off. So, in her fresh pearly Joveliuess,
bringing her silken trail of lace and fl u.ces
behind her, ike Lit:le Bo Peep’s sheep, the
culprit ascends to face the foe. -

She means to enter by a portiere that
opens from a cuol, green fernery, filled just
now with silvery light, and twinkling with
the fall ¢f a fountain in i*s marble bagin.
The tall, green fronds nod to her as she
passes. Wishin the piasno is going; Mies
Routh, as usual, is charming the .company
with a song. Sae has not much voice—what
she has is thin and shrill —itis ¢ linked
° sweetness long drawn out.’

Dolores’ hand holds back the heavy cur-
tain, while she takes a preparatory peep,
but a pair of lynx eyes note even that, in a
moment her hugbind stands before her, his
hand hard on hér wrist. and she is drawn
backward into the fernery, and Sir Vane’s
dark, hard fate looks down upon her, dark-
er, harder, than ever.

¢Well!’ he says, and his voice rasps
every nerve in the girl’s body, ¢what have
you to say for yourself, now ?*

She uplifts two blue, pleading eyes to his,
eyes 80 innocent, so youthful, that they
might have moved even him. Bat Sir Vane
Valentine is not easily moved. .

‘Do you know you have been missed—
your singular absence comimented at? Do
you know I am looked upon with suspicion
because of them? Do you know people say
you are unhappy —have something on your
mind—that it 18 because you are wretched as
my wife, that you go careering over the
country like a mad woman? Do you know
you negle-t every social and household duty
for these insane rides?’

She is in for it with a vengeance, and her
spirit rises to meet the assault.

¢Social and household duty !’ she re-
peats. ‘I did not know Ihad any. I am
relieved from ali cares of that sort, in this
house.’ 9

‘Do you know, in a word, that your coa.
duct is disgraceful—disgraceful !’ goes on
Sir Vaane, twisting his ‘mustache with those
long, lean, nervous, brown fingers of his.

The colour flushes up in I olores’ face.
The blue eycs uplifts again, very steadily
thils time, -and meet the irate black ones
full. : : -

¢ Disgraceful !’ she repeats once more,
the slender tigure very straight, the white
throat held very high, ‘that is a strong
word, Sir Vane Valentine. Since when has
my conduact been disgracefal ?’

‘Since I have known yon! In Rome you

spent half your time-ia-the-workshop-of-that ——

marble cutter, Macdonald—a fellow in love
with you, as you very well knew—as he took
care to let you know, no doubt. And you—
how was it with you in those days? Here,
you ccntemn my sister, ‘ignore “my cousin,
set at paught my wishes, slight my guests,
spend your time in the saddle, or by the side
of that atrocious Yankee woman, the very
sight of whom with her nasal twang and
gorilla face—I have always detested. You
defy fjme and public opinion by galloping
breakueck across the country, heaven knows
where, without so much as a groom. B
what name are we to call sach conduct as
this?’

The flush has faded-from her face, faded
and left her strangely pallid and still. She
stands, her hands clasped loosely before her,
her steadfast, scornful gaze still fixed upon
him. v

¢ You make out a strong case,’ thereis a
quick catch in her breath, but her veice is
quiet. ‘Is the indictment all read, Sir
Vane, or is there more to coma ¥

* Your bravado will not avail you, Lady
Valentine, It is time all this ceased. It
shall cease from to-night, or I shall know
the reason why.’

S'he bows.

¢As the king wills. What are your wish-
es? Itis notin form to lose our temper, is
it? Ba good enough to signify what you de-
sire—no, command—me to do, distinctly,
and I will endeavour to obey.’ L

‘Yes, I am aware of the kind of obedience
I may expect. Why have you dismissed
Lennard; the groom ?’

¢ Simply because if I must creep along at
a snail’s pace to accommodate Lennard’s rate
of riding, I prefer not to ride atall.  Ap-
point a man to keep me in sight, and I shall
submit to his surveillance. I ean give up
going out altogether though, if you prefer
i 2

¢ And have the country set me down as a
tyrant, keeping my wife under lock and key.
The rals of martyr would suit you no doubt.
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. No, you may ride, with a groom, but not at
the pace you induige in, nor till such out-
rageous hours. For the rest, I desire you to

. dismiss that woman.’

¢ What woman ?’ startled. ‘You do not

; mean—no, impossible ?—Jemima Aun?’

‘] mean Jemima Aun. Her presence is

" . odious to me. It always was. You have had

. her from the first in open defiance of my ex-
i pressed wishes. And only to-day she insult-
«ed Miss Routh.” _
~ Insulted Miss Routh! Jemima Ann in-
-ault any one! Oh, pardon me, Sir Vane, I
.cannot believe that !’
¢ Do you insinuate that Miss Routh says

.>-what 18 not true ?’

¢ I think Miss Routh quite capable of it,’
_retorts Dolores, calmly, though her heart is
beating passionately fast. *‘Miss Routh' is

- -capable of doing a good deal to injure a person

. she dislikes. And I know she dislikes poor

. .Jemima. I she says my maid insulted her,

1 believe she says a thing deliberately untrue.
¢ Upon my soul,’ the angry baronet exclaims
¢this 18 too much ! To my very face you tell

. “me my cousin lies | But this 18 no time or

place for such a discussion. We shall settle

At present if you mean

. to appear among my guests at all this even.
ing, ivis high time.’

He holds back the portiere, smooth as
. he can, the black temper within him, and

follows her in. She is still perfectly pale,
but the biue eyes are starily bright, the de-
She isin a
dangerous humour at this moment, she holds
herself as a princess torn might, All timid-

B ity has vanished ; she stands at ease; and

surveys the long room. And she is a picture
as she stands. One of the Eccleman girls has
the piano now, an attendant cavalier, the ex.
tremely youag Squire of Broughton, beside
her. Miss Dorothy and the rector’s wife sit
on a sofa and wag their cap ribbons in con-
cert over ponderous household matters. Miss
Routh in a shadowy recess, if shadow ex-
ists in such bnlliant light, lies back ina
dormeuse, and looks with that artless, in-
fantile smule of hers into the face of a rather
dashing-lovking military man beside her,
He 18 ahandsome man, and a distinguished
one, of Sir Vane’s age, and as swarthy as a
Spaniard. Miss Routh is improving the
shining moment with blue-green glances, and
alluring smiles, and sweetest chit-chat—in
the very depuhs indeed, of a most pronounced

+ flirtat.o .

Sir Vane looks, and his gloomy eyes grow
baleful. Miss Routh is lgst boyhilyn, gr:e;

~ all the same he glowers at her and this
other man. He knows she is only here,

. pending what time she may bring down a

golden goose of her own and fly away to
another nest. Sue is quite ready to say
‘Yes, and thank you,” at this or any other
moment Colonel Deering may see fit to throw
down his heavy dragron glove. And Sir
Vane knows it, and 18 gloomy, and wrathful,
and jealous accordingly.

Standing here, Dolores sees it all; her
husband’s frowning brow ; Miss Routh’s
absorption ; the careless smile with which
the -dashing officer attends. What if she
tries her hand at reprisal—plays at Miss
Routh’s owa game, and beats her on her
own ground ? She is in a dangerous mood.
She 18 younger than Miss Routh; she is
duite as pretty ; what if she show her hus-
band she can be as attractive in the eyes of
otner men as even the captivating Camilla?
She is no coquette ; the game is beneath her,
and she feels it, but she is sore, stung,
smarting, hurt to the very heart. And
Camilla Routh is the mischief-maker, and
direct cause of itall. Very well, let Camilla
Routh look to is, for this one evening, at
least, ’

* They shall take who have the power,
And they shall keep who can.’

Her fixed gaze perhaps magnetizes the
handsome colunel. He looks up, across, and
sees—a.goddess., Asit chances, although he
has been here before, it is the first time he
has seen this face. A face, it looks to him,
in the sparkle of the lamp, a radiant vision,
all gold and green. and starry eyes, an ex-
quisite face, He looks and fairly catches his
beeath.

¢ Good heavens I’ he says, under his thick
tmfper moustache, ¢ what a perfectly lovely
gicl?

Then he turns to Miss Routh, too much
absorbed in her own vivacioas tittle-tattle to
have noticed, and says, in his customary
tones :

¢ There is a new arrival, I fancy. Who is
that young lady in the green dress ?’

Camilla looks, and her face changes for a
sacond ; a sort of film, it seems to Colonels
Dee i.g, ccm 3 over the green eyes. ~

¢Lhat,” she answered, colder, ‘iz Lady
Valentine.’ :

‘Lady Valentine? Ah! in accents ot
mrked surprise, ¢ Sir Vane’s wife ?’

¢ Sir Vane’s wife. A wild American who
ousted him out of afortune, and whom he
married aft:r to—secure it,” says Miss Routh,
and some of the bitter hatred within her
hardens her dulcet voice. ‘Her youthful
adorer, Harry Broughton, is leading her to
the piano ; we are to hear as well as see her,
is seems. She spends her time galloping
over the country, like the Ind#ns on her
native plains ; thatis why you have not seen
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her on any previous call. *She is called
pretty,’ carelessly, ¢ do you think her 8o ¥

Colonel Deering’s reply is of course to
order ; he is much. too mature a bird to be
caught . with Camilla’s smiling chaff. His
answer smooths away the rising frown ; he
does not even take the trouble to glance a
second time at the group surrounding the
piano. Maud Eccleman has given place to
her hostess. She, jas well as the youthfal
Squire at Broughton, is the ardent admirer
of Lady Valentine. :

‘Sing that lovely thing of Adelaide Proc-
tor's, you sabg at the rectory the other eve-
ning,, says Miss Eccleman ; ¢ the plaintive
air and exquisite words have beea ringing
through my nead ever since.’ ’

¢ Where I fain would be * asks Dolores.
+ The smile leaves her face, lost in a sigh.
Ixa moment the long, lamp-lit drawing-room
fades away, and the sunny shore of Isle Per-
drix rises béfore her. Rene is standing clasp-
ing her hands, trying to say good-bye, the
boat waits below that is to bear her away
to her new life. All her passionate, sorrow-
ful heart is in the words she sings :

*Where I am the halls are giided.”
Stored with pictures bright and rare ;

Strains of deep melotious music :
Float upon tne perfumed air.

Nothing stirs the dreary silence,

» Save uhe meisncaoly sea,

Near the poor and humble cottage
Where I fain would be.

Where I am the sun is shining,
And the purple windows glow,

Till 1heir rich armorial shadows
stain the ma- ble floor below.

Faded autumu leaves are trembling
On the withered jasmine tree.

Creeking round the little casement,
W here I fain wowld ba.

Where I am all think me happy,
For so we 1 1 play my part,

None can guess, who smile around me,
How far distant is my heart—

Far away ln a poor cottage,

Listenin< to the dreary sea,

‘Wacre the treasures of my life are—
There L tain would be.

There istilence.  Something in the song,
in the voice of the singer, in the suggestions
f the words, holds all who hear quite still
for a mnoment. Ln that moment she rises—ia
tnat moment Colonel Deering, stroking his
heavy moustache withchis hand, thrilled by
the song and the singer, sees the brow of Sir
Vane black as night, sees the malicious smile
and glauce Camilla Routh flashes across at
him, and in that moment knows that Sir
Vane’s wife is as migerable as she is beauti-
fal. ‘God ! I don’t see how it could ‘be
otherwise,” he thinks, ‘married to that
death’s-head. Miss Routh,’ he says, aloud,

but still carelessly, * Lady Valentine has a
voice, and knows how to threw soul into
worda, Do me the favour—present me.”

Mies Routh rises an once—it is no part of
her plans to show reluctance. She casts a
second mocking, malicious glance at Sir Vane
as she sweeps by —he is seated beside the el-
der Miss Eccleman, but. Camilla knows, loses
not one sight or sound that goes on.

Colonel Deering is presented in form, and
bows alinost as profoundly as he does to her
majesty when he attends a drawing-room.

“Yéu sang that song with more expression
than I ever beard thrown in a song before,’
be says: ‘ We are all fortunate 1n having
caged a singing bird at Valentine. I wish I
could prevail upon you to let us hear it once
wore.” - :

¢ Sing a Scotch song, Dolores, dear,’ chimes
in Miss Routh, sweetly, ‘Sing Auld Robin
Gray.’

The malice of the suggestion is lost on Do-
lores. Harry Broughton adds his entreaties
and she goes again to the piano, guarded by
Colonel Deering. She strikes the cords, and
sings forth the sweet old song.

¢ And Auld Robin Gray was a gude man to me.’

<She means nothing personal, I hope,
Vane,’ laughs the artless Camilla, fluttering
down by his side. ‘Nineteen and forty-
three—it is a disparity. I wonder you a -
not afraid. It is a pity—it is so suggestiv
coming after the other,’ .

‘Far away in a poor coftage,
L stening to the dreaty sea,

‘W here the treasures of my life are—
There I fain wou d be !’

That means the island, of course. ‘ Wheg e
the treasures of my life are,” chief AmOL,
them the.handsome boy lover of those bliss-
ful days. He is handsome, Vane. I saw
his picture, by chance. one day in her album;
his name underneathb—Rene. He was her
first lover ; Colonel Deering bids fair from
his looks to be her latest. Now there is
really no nesd for you to scowl in that
way, my dear cousin, I am but in jest, o
course. Of course she cannot help being

pretty, and exciting admiration wherever
she goes.’

*1 dinna think o’ Jamie now,
For that would. be a sin.

She laughs ; it is & laugh that makes her

victim writhe and grind his teeth, and rises
to flutter away. Sir Vane twists his mous- .
tache in the old angry, nervous fashien, and

.looks up at his tormentor, and makes a

feeble effort to strike back.
¢ Are you jealous, Camilla? I do see that
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Deering is evideatly swerving in his allegi-
ance. Land him Camilla, if you can, he is a
fish worth even ) our bait ; he has ten thous.
and a year, and will write his high name in
the peerage when his uncle goes.’

¢ It would suit me very well, ten thousand
a year,” responds Miss Routh, coolly,
¢ whether it suita bim or not, cela depend.
Ay present Lady Valentine seems rather to
have the game in her own hands ; you per-
ceive she 18 going with him to visit the or-
chid house.’

The blue-green eyes flash balefully, then
she laughs.

¢3uppose we too goand look at the orchids,
Vane?’

They go,Sir Vane still moodily gnawing his
moustache, irritated with his wife, Colonel
Deering, Camilla Routh,all the world.

¢ Eave you spoken to your wife about the
impertinence of her maid ?’ she asks, as they
cross the room.

‘Yes. She declines to credit it ; her mxid
is incapable of impertinence to any one. So
shesays.’ .

¢ Which is equivalent to saying I have told
a falsenood. A I to endure this, cousin
Vane?’

¢ What do you wish.me to do ?’ sulkily.

¢ If that incolent servant remains in this
house, I shall quit it. Insults from persons
of that class are not to be endured. I shall
not remain under the same roof with her.
My mind is made up’

What the d. ¢: did she say ?’

¢] made some remark, a harmless one, of
course about her mistress. She resented it
at once, in a manner insolent to outrage.
She said.’ the words coming sharply between
Miss Routh’s closed teeth, ¢ that when Miss
Snowbal!, ridiculous name, was my age, she
might perhaps be as “set like and settled.”
It wasn’t to be expected,” Miss Routh grows
dramatic, and snuffles in imsgination of un-
fortunate Jemima Aunn, *thst a gal of nine-
teen could be as solid and prim as an old
maid !” Those were her odiots words ; she

did not mean me to hear them, but I did.-

Do as you please, Vane, but—if she stays,
I E]

g-oWhat the—what’s the use of losing your
temper, Camilla! You know she will go.
I dishkeher a8 much as you do. Sayno
more about it, She shall leave,’

‘Thanks® dear Vane.” Tears fill Camilla’s
pale eyes, she preases 5o gratefully the arm
on which she leans, ‘I am foolishly proud

and sensitive, I know. And you are, as you"

ever were, the best and dearest of cousins.’

The tall colonel, and the eau de Nile robe
are away in the midst of the orchids, like
* Love among the Ruses’ when the other pair

eater. Dolores’ clear young laugh greets
them—she is in greater beauty than ever, her
cheeks flashed, her eyes sparkling, a sort of
reckless gaiety in every look and word.
Why not!  Life’s roses and champagne are
here—why not take her share and defy the
fates she cannot propitiate ? She has made a
shipwreek of her life ; the ruin looks so dire
to-night, that no reckless act of her own can
ever work greater woe., A fatal doctrine,
and one quite foreign to all the instinets, all
t1e training of her life, to every innocent and
pure impulse of her heart. The past is dead
and done with, the futureis hopeless, the
present is a dire anguish and pain. Why not
try at least to laugn and be merry, and for-
get.

‘I have put my days and dreams out of
mind—days that are over, dreams that are
done,’ she thinks, with a pang of cruelest
pain. Colonel Deering looks at her at least
with human,iriendly eyes—eyes that admire
and praise, and that soothes. One grows
weary of the stony stare of gorgons after
awhile. Colonel Deering is agreeable, and
Miss Routh is piqued—alas, poor Dolores !
That suffices for to-night. But when itis all
over presently, and the colonel, more deeply
epris than he has been for many a day, has
said hisreluctant good night, she goes wearily
up to her room, trailing her sheepy silk and
lace as though it weighed her down, and
sinks into the depths of a downy chair, with
a long, tired, heartsick sigh. -

¢ It was all dismally stapid, Jemima Ann,’
she says; ‘1 would have been a great deal
happter down in the snuggery with you.”

‘I heerd you singin’. Miss Soowball,’ Je.
mima says, letting down the long hair. ‘I
-hoped you was enjoyin’ yourself. But I see
easy enough you do look jest as white and
worn cut as—’

Send this womanaway, Lady Valentine,
says an abrugt voice, ‘I have a word or two
to say to you.’

It is Sir Vane, forbidding and sullen.
BJemima Aunn gives him a glance of unmis
takable fear and aversion, and goes.

¢ Wait in the dressing-room,” says the

.sweet, clear voice of her mistress, ‘I shall
I want you again,

Jemima, Now then, Sir
Vane?’

She looks up &t him with the gAme stead:
fist glance of a few hours earlier.  If it must
be war to the knife, she thinks, is she to be
blamed for trying to hold her own ?

¢I desire you to dismiss that woman !’

¢1 have dismissed her. We are alone.’

¢ I mean out of the house, out of your ser
vice. Why>do you pretend to misun ler
stand ? She has insalted Miss Routh. Her
presence is not to be tolerated.’
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‘Iam sorry if she has insulted any one.
She must have been very greatly provoked.
Ishall speak to her about it,and if Miss
Bouth has not made a very great mistake,
Jemima Aon will apologize.’

‘I want noapotogies. My cousin has given
me her ultimatum. Either your maid leaves
or she does.’

¢ That would be a pity—Valentine without
Miss Routh—one fails to imagine it ! But
I do not think you need be seriously
alarmed by that threat.  Believe me, Misa
Routh will think twice before she quits your
house.’

‘We do not require your beliefs. I have
not come to discuss this question or to ask a
favour. 1 demand that you send away that
woman, and at once.’

¢ And [ distinctly refuse.’

¢ Madam ?

¢ Sir Vane,’ she says, rising, *listen to me.
I have borne a great deal since I became your
wie. Thave yelded in all things since I
came here, to your sister and your cousin,
for the sake of peace. But even peace may
be bought too dearly. You ask too much
to-night, or rather the mistress of your house
—Miss Routh—does !’

‘ Lady Valentine,’ furiously, ‘do you-know
what you say ? Tne mistress of my house !

Take care, takecare! You may go too far! .

¢ She is that, is she not? his wife responds,
proudly, not quailing, standing pale and
erect. ‘You do mnot imply for a moment
tnat [ am?" Jemima will apologize to her if
she has offended her. she will keep as much
as possible for the futare out of her way and
vours. More than that I cannot promise.
Sae is my one friend, I cannot part with her.
I cannot—I will not !’

‘By Heaven, youshall! Your one friend!
And what of the marble cutter in Rome, to
whom you were 80 anxious to return a few
months ago? What of your new lover of to-
night? Your one friend ! She shall go—I
8 wear it—though you go with her!’

He turns from the room hoarse with pas.
sion, and confronts Jemima in the dressng-
room door.

‘I give you warning,’ he says; ‘do you
hear? You leave this house, and at on
Pack up and go, and until you are gone,
dou’t let me have to look at you again

¢Oh, Miss Snowball ! dear Miss Saowball!
gasps the affrighted Jemima, ¢ what—what-
ever have I dove ?

¢ Nothing—that is, you have displeased
Miss Routh. Sir Vane is excited to night;
keep out of his sight and hers for a few days
until this storm blows over. He will forget
it—I hope. Go to your room, Jemima, dear,
I shall not want you again.’

¢ And you wi'l not send me away? Oh,
my own Saowball ! how could I live away
from you, my own dearest dear !’

‘And I—vh !’ the girl cries, catching her
breath with a sob,‘what—what have I left in
ali this world but you? No, you shali not
go. Leave me now—jyes do, please—I would
rather. Never mind my bair ; I will twist
it up. Good night, good night.’

Jemima goes, crying behind her apron.
Her mistress 1 618 the door, and dropson her
knees, and buries her face in the cushions of
her chair.

‘Rene !’ she sobs ‘aloud, ‘Rene! Rene!’

-His name breaks from her lips in despite
of herself. His image fills her heart as she
kneels ; his voice i8 1n her ears, his eyes look
upon her. She loves him ! she loves him !
In shame and misery, in remorse, she realizes
in this wretched hour how utterly, how ab-
solutely, how sinfully,

‘Rene ! Rene !’

For this she gave him up, her heart’s dar-
ling ! for this man she resigned the heaven
on eartb, that would have been hers as his
wife. Lower and lower she seems to sink in
the passion of impotent longing, and love,
and regret within her, Her loose hair falls
about her ; great sobs tear their way up from
her heart and shake her from head to foot;
the velvet is wet with her raining tears,
And so, while the dark hours of the sighing
April night drag away, while the household
sleeps, Sir Vane Valentine’s wife keeps her
vigil of tears aund despair.

CHAPTER 1V.

¢ OH ! SERPENT HEART BID WITH A FLOWERe
ING FACE !’

‘Lady Valentine,” svys a sombre voice,

“be good enough to let me say a word to
ou.

v Dolores, leaning over .the wire rail that
separates one of tte atif Queen Anne
gardens from the park, turns carclessly, but
does not ctaernise mcv: She holds inh.r
bands a great bunch of yarden roses and heli-
otrope. Her 8.raw hat lies cn the grass be-
side her, her glorious hair falls in its old un-
constrained, fashion, rippling down her back.
Sane wears a crisp white dress, for the May
morning is warm aud eunny, and in the blue
ribbon that clasps her thin waist 18 thrust a
second bunch of pick and purple sweetness.
In this muslin dress with all that feathery
hair, she looks so girlish, 80 fair, 80 much of
a child that even grim Mistress Dorothy Va-
lentine pauses for a moment, struck by it
with a sort of pity and compunction for what
she is about to say.  Suill she will say it.
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that way duty lies, and Miss Dorothy would
march up to the stake and be boiled alive,
sooner than forgo one jot or tittle of duty.

It is mid forenoon—eleven o’clock—and
these two ladies seemm to have the place to
therselves. Sir Vane and Miss Routh are
exceptionally lazy people, and rarely appear
before luncheon, to the silent exasperation of
Miss Valentine. To her silent exasperation,
for what she may be nominally, she is no
more mistress of the house than is Sir Vane’s
wife. She stands in very considerable awe
of the baronet, and if the truth must be told,
of cousin Camilla also.

¢ Good morning, Miss Valentine,” my lady
respouds, going back to her roses; ‘yes—
say on.’

But the ease of manner is but surface deep,
an impatient sense of pain and irritation fills
her. Can she never be free, morning, noon,
nor night ? Is she to be nagged at, girded
at, taken to task, on all sides? What is her
crime now?  Miss Valentine wears the ex-
pression of the Judge on the bench, at the
moment of rising and putting on the black

p.
¢ And the sentence of the court is that you

‘be taken hence, and hanged by the neck un-
til you are dead,” thinks Dolores, filled with
dismal apprehensions. *I wish they wonld
—it would shorten the misery, and not hart
half so much as this perpetual fault-finding,
from dawn till dark.’

‘Lady Valentine,” resames the sombre
voice, ‘do you know how many days it is since
you met Colonel Deering first 2’

‘Oh-h !’ thinks the culprit, ¢ that is tke
indictment !’ Aloud. *¢No, Miss Doroth¥,
I donot. T take no mote of time. In this
house the days fly on sach rosy wings, that
they come and go before I am aware of them.
And I never could count worth a cent, as
they say over in my country. You are mere
corcectly informed, no doubt. How many
ig ik’ ?

1t is a fliy p wnt speech, it is meant to be so,
She is stun ., rert1:ss, at bay. Miss Valen-
tine looks and feels unaffectedly shocked:
She adjusts her 3pectacles more tirmly on her
1 olished aquiline nose, with its shining knob
n the middle, and regards her young sister-
in-law through them with strong and stony
di approval,

¢ You take this tone with me, and on such
a subject? Dolores, I felt inclined ‘to be

sorry for you a moment ago, you looked so
young, so—’ Miss Valentine clears her throat,
¢ 8o child.like, I may say,so almost irrespon-
sible. If you answer me like this, I shall
regret what I am obliged to say, no longer.
It is precisely nine days then, since Colonel
Deering first saw you in this house, and in

those nine days how often, may I ask, have
you and he met ?’

‘ You may ask but I doubtif I cin answer;’
her tone is still light, but a deep flush has
risen to her cheek. A flush' of ccnscious
guilt, it looks to Dorothy Valentine, of im-
potent anger in reality. 