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DO

C HAPTER 1.

A PRETTY -WOMAN LAYS A PLOT, AND HIRES A GARDENER.

Y Jove 11 have missed her; you are a very Circe,

152 Mrs. Tompkins."
The speaker, one of the handsomest men I

have ever seen, started tg his feet as a beau-
tiful Italian mantel clock rang in silver éhimes thé hou:ù.%0
ot midnight.

"Sit down again my dear Captain, I have not told you
all, and am a wilful woman and must have my way. I

know whom yoti have missed," she said trulyfor Sir Tilton
Everly has informed her, out-come ber woman wit to

prevent the meeting. «'Is she anything to you
.P30 No. and yes, as all women beautiful or fascinating are,

I love you all."
You have large capacities, Captain Treval on, but I

must make you love one woman and only one, or I cannot
sleep content," and the black amorous eyes rest on his
face. 1

'Ye gqds ! a confession;" thought Trevalyon. " Awk-
ward for me as I want Haughton, to have the innings. ;
she is good fun and doesn't bore one, but I've. missed

Vaura again, fool 1 was to come."
You dont seem leurious continued Mrs:-- Tompkins,
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rolling a small table on which was the débris of a petit
champagne supper, froin between them.

Curious 1 a prerogative of your sex, fair madameJ,ý
though any of your secrets would be chic enough to temPý
a man to eneroach," he answered gaily, drawing a chair
near his own.

Especially when 'tis of a woman who lives for him
alone," and the handsome wealthy widow sank into the
chair opposite him.

Yes, for an hour, for a day, and'tis pleasant so: you see
I know you gay butterflys," he said, lazily placing a foot-
stool under the pretty feet of his companion.
qot so,» she said slowly., and with a new tenderness
in her tones. N c« so ; but first I brought you here to
tell you your &iendýColonel Haughton made me an offer
of marriage this mcý'ning. What say you; would you re
gret my fetters and wish me free ? It shall be as you

say.
Only that Mrs. Tompkins' atten*tion was wholly given

to her companion, she would have noticed the heavy-cur-
tains opposite her and separating her boudoir from a smali

moming-room pushed aside, and a pair of wrathfül blaz-
ing eye-s watching her every movement; bad either been
near enougb, they would have heard a muttered oath -at,
her last words.

As I wish 1 'tis well 1 am*his friend, chère madame,
there are not many men would bid you to the altar with

another., but I say take him, there is not a better fellow
in the kingdom, and here is, my benediction," and he laugh-
ingly fifted her hand to his lips.

And is that all you care for me làeavens 1 what dif-
ferent stuff we are macle of, you can bid me to another,
while I could kill. Nay, don't start-- --Yes, could, kill a

wom4n you might love. And the speaker looked her
words, while-there was almost a sob in her voice as her

-rî bosom heaved convulsively.
My dear Mrs. Tompkins, you honor me too, raueh be-

lieve me 'ti9 but a paissing fancy on your parL"



Passing fancy, never 1 Listen; you say vou love no wo-
man in especial, wed me; lovebegets love; 1 am the wiboer 1

know, bùVou are as handsome a à,a god, a have been al
ways one to as 1 fýýýea and get what I want most

days," she added, leaning forward and smil'ncr into his
mesmerie eyes. Come to ine," and her heart was in lier

words. Côme, you are poor in wealth, nien say I have-,
millions in jélà,_ try and love me and _YY »And-and what next-Kate-by çrad, a pretty speech,
allow me to congratulate yon. How do, Trevalyon ; at

your old game of slau ghtering hearts ? The speaker had
come froni behind the curtains and was the owner of ethe

wrathful eyes; a heavily built man of niediùra weight, a
bold man with a handsome black beard, though the top of
his head was bald. Yibu were always a cfood shot,

Trevalyon, when the target was a heart,'ý lie repeated sav-
agely.

"'Twas you, who bagged the delicate (rame, if 1 remein-
1 'ber you aright, Delrose," said Trevalyon, with the utmost

sang-froid as he. -leaned backwards and with his right
i hand fondled his long tawny moustache.

George Delrose., what makes you here? -You are Lucifer
1 himself, I believe," said Mrs. Tompkins wrathfülly, push-
t ing his hand from her shoulde*r a- fi à starting to her - feet.

1 gave strict orders to Peter to admit no one to my pre-
r sence. I shall discharge him, and at once."

h "Take it easy, Kate, 1 have promoted hini to my iîçýrvice.)j
VIF From gold 10 brass is no promotion; he knowâ not the
1_ value of metals." 1

Il Jove 1 how like they are, the same bold handsome siyle',
reckless to the last degree," thought Trevalyon.

,r, They are both a pa.ssport to society 1 all a man wants
a to-day 1 so, my pretty Kate don't look so severe, 1 have

oné, you have the other," said Delrose audaciously, and
.er attemptin,2 to take her hand.

No, I won't take your hand, go away this nionientye'

A PRETTY WOMAN LAYS A PLOT. il
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and a decided foot went down, «'Ieave Captain Trevalyon
and myself to conclude our interview."

You forget the proprieties, Kate, and though I like
not the fruit, Fll play gooseberry," and seating himself he
coolly poured out a glass of champagne.

Shall 1 make iny adieux, Mrs. Tompkins; it grows
late ? " said Trevalyon, about to rise from. his chair.

No, st-ay awliile," said his hostess slowny, for she
0 thouerht Delrose might go and she inight so act on the

feelinor.4 ot Trevalyon by the magnets love and gold as to
win. In the meantime he thou lit as he stroked his

moustach.-a. lazily, II a dashingly handsome woman, pity she
has let that dare-devil Deirose get some hold over her."

Major Delrose drank like a thirsty man, then folding
his arms glared defiaiitly at Kate who returned his gaze

while trembling with wrath, her eyes flashing.
George Delrose, you are a coward to force yourself

into a woman's presence. Go this momerat! I command
you, or I shall summon the household. Are you goijag

«, No, by the Horse Guards I am not and the flush of
ancrer deepened on his cheek. " I tell you, Kate, I am not a
maii to be made a football of; don7t, if vou have a rem-
nant of pity in your heart, drive me mid by talk of mar-
riage with another."

And why not, pray? inquired Mrs. Tompkins, reck-
lessly, the next instant regretting her foolhardiness, and S'Jl, befol' the eyes of the men, one of whom, she had a passionre
for; the other who had a passion for herself, that she bad U'
outlived ; and now with quick resolve and latent meain- rE

el ing, knowing the intruder's love for coins, tontinued fc
Even did the Sultan of Turkey fancy me to adorn his

harem, when I pined for freedom, he would not despise
the American eagle done in gold as an- exchange for my
liberty."

Cold, glittering metal versu,8 warm, loving heart of W_
woman, and such an one as you, never- 1 " he answered fol-

lowing her eue anct looking her in the eyes, br
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111 care not, he cannot afford to offend me," thought
Mrs Tompkins, and so only showing a velvet paw, mak-

ing a step towards him, ber rich crimson robes of velvet
trailing after ber, now offered ber hand. 'gHere is my
hand George, bid me good -night, and like a omood fellow
go at once, and 1 forgive you."

C'Dismiss Trevalyon first, I am an older friend than
he," he answered sulkily.

1' 1 shall not ; this is my boudoir, eind, thank fate, 1 am
my own mistress."

«'Then, by the stars, I stir not one inch'.."
Both reckless, both determined, how would it end

and so Trevàylon thought, aý he said, coolly:
«« What is the use of actinom like this, -Delrose You

certainly made your entrée later than 1, if you are mak-
ing a point of that; but a soldier is usually more yielding
to woman's wish."

tg Not often, Trevalyon, when ber wish is the will of a
rival," he answered hotly.

.9 The fancy' of a woman à present," thought Trevalyon.
But I must end this, for he won't. 1 am in no mood for

trifling, 1 bave again missed seeing Vaura. -Mrs Tomp-
kins is charmîng in a tête-à-tête, but with the entrée of a

soldier on the war-path," and stepping towards his hostesss
he said gallantly: "' So- fair a foe, dear Mrs. Tompkins,

surrounded by soldiers, is unfair ; I beat a retreat. -May
I carry a comforting message to the gentleman who called

upon you this morning ? " and the blue mesnierie eyes
rested on ber face as hebent his handsome Saxon head
for ber reply.

Her dark eyes met his in a pleadinor way, but she read
no weàkness there, and thought as she gave him ber
hand :

ci A man with an unsatisfied lènoging for anothere)
womau is difficult to subdue, but if'George had not in-

truded hinmIf, I should not have let him go till I had
brought him to m'y feet, -but I shall be revenged on

13 -
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and win my 1oýý,'e yet," and her band lincrered in his, while IÏ 1

she said
«, You May, be is your friend; ýou will be much -with

u .
Thank yo for the two-fold kindness. Now orladl-v

sha,11 1 be your Mercury. Good-night, and lifting her
band to his lip,ý, he was gone.

Thén yôu rýally mean to wed Colonel Hau(«rbton?" en-
quired Delrose 'in unsteady toùe.

Come and sit beside me, Kate; you sat beside that other
man. Gad'. I fýe1 like shooting the follow."

Mere bravad gentlemen only meet their equals."
Don't take t at tone with me Kate, or by heaven he

shall suffer."
Good-night Major Delrose," she said mockingly.

leave ýyour prese ce, sans cérénwnte as ou entered mine."
And with the omasliomht lighting up red-robes, jewels,

coal-black tresses and a smile all cruel she was about to

leave 
him. 

et

Stay, Kne, I mmand you. Ho w will it be. when I
set the London w rld on their earpver your parentage,
daughter of a nobèdy, your gold -&om. the Cosmopolitan
Laundry."

P1 1' Kate winced.
It would be then a Haughton's turn to leave sans

cérémonie ; make up f riends, Kate," and his face softened,
and going over he led her, though unwillingly, to a seat
beside his own. 1

What a bore a persistent lover with a long memory
But I cannot afford to uarrel with

is," thought Kate. a

You are not serious, Kate. You will-uever sever the tie
that binds us?"' -he was, Jùs-VUU trembled as

And bold man, thougý ce
le forward he strove to, read the inmost thoughts of
the woman who bas played weth his affections at wilL

You said you loved me once, Kate, but 1 féar your
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heart had no part in the matter, my devotion amused you,
my bold wooing was a novelty, the: soldier in me was a

change after the King of Laundry ? ",
ci How dare you name the source of my wealth and to,

me? " she said haughtily.
Because, m'y dear, 1 know your weak point; and çven

though I anger you, anything to turn your thoughts to
myself ; you must admit, Kate, that it is hard lines for me;
marry me, dear, and I am your slave, my love for you will

never change; it is as fierce and passionate as ever."
And leaning forward his hands on her knees, he strove

in vain to imprison hers.
'I Wh ile mine has changed," she said coldly; "« love would

indeed be a tyrant, could we not roam irt wilV'
And a vision of mesmerie eyes with a smile, sweet as

a womanys came to her. At her words Delrose buried-his
face in her hands and groaned heavily, as though his beart
would break. Then looking up into her face, he said in
thick toues.
" Have you no pity for me ?
'(None, you bave crossed my path, you have clouded

niy sky.)y
Had she pity for him, fool that'he was to ask. Has the

owner of the favourite at Goodwood pity for the jockey
who swoons iii a death-ýickness, causing the next to come

in a head's length? Has the eagle pity for the young
mother's wail for her babe as he carried it aloft to feed

the young ? No, she told herself she had spoiled him,
allowing him, the entrée to her presence for the past seven
or eight years at will. She cared for him too for his boldy
fierce, passionate naturethat is-in ow çvay, if only he would
not insist on monopoly, Iýut she would -lie wiRing to barter
one clasp of the hand, one -Io-ok fiom the eyes of gay,

genial, handsome, fascinating Captain Trevalyon for the60
total banishment of her bold w'ooer.
"" I have crossed your path, clouded your sky, and is
tbis à11 the comfort you give me for years of devotion? "
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he eaid slowly, and in a broken voice. Crôssýd your
path because mv love- lives, while yours for me is dead

crossed your path, clouded your sky, because I am
constant and wish to have you for my wife ; wish. to keep
you in my arms. Lincoln Tompkins never knew; our

world nevër'knew ; crossed your path . By the stars, Kate,
1 will not give you up 1 And there is a sudden fierce-
ness in his tones, while his breath comes hard and fast.

Crossed your path 'tis Trevalyon who has again crossed
mine. Gad 1. how 1 hate him." And he set his teeth.

To think, too, that with your high spirit, you should
plead to him for his love."
George Delrose, dare to repeat one word of a conver-

sation you played the sneak to listen to, and you shall
Come to grief."
And she started to her feet, recediing several places from

him in rage and morti-fication.
« Kate, dear, forgive îne," and he is beside her; and

strong man that he is, he holds her b' force in his arms
until she is still.

it is mv love for you that maddens moe. My queen,
my beauty, come back to me. C*v -your thoughts to me

-You Must, yqu shall."
What shall Ido with him ? " she thought. I love the

other man,but if I cannot win him 1 shall gratify my
ambition by marrying Haughton Hall, and 'in petting my
idol gratify myself ; and so to- pet my old love until it's C
all over."

And now puss begins to, purr.
c' There, George dear, I give -in; you leave nb room for

other fetters than your arms. Let me go."
my beauty, in a minute. You have been so cold

to me of late, I am famished. You will only m!irry me, 9
Kate, only me. Say yes, dear; Haughton would never'
suit you. But 1 cannot speak m1mly of or of any

Other man in connection with yourself."
And he grew again feaxfully excited.6
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1« As for that fellow, Tre-ý,aIyon, the club gossips have
it tbat for years he has had a hidden wife, and, depend

upon it, it's true, these eurled darlings generally do, that
sort of trick."

«I Stop; I may turn this to, my future advantage,"
thought Kate,' quickly ; "let me go, George, and --- you

may sit beside me. There, that is better. 1 wonder if
this story is true; 1 remember you told it me at New

York as false; but I dare say at that time, not being
jealous of himyou weÈe, after the manner of men, letting

him, down easily. Yes, we shall take it for granted it is
true. He is bandsome enougrh to have got into some
matrimonial scrape ere now."

1 am regaining my old influence over her, thought
simple Simon.

Listen, George, a minute longer; you have seen this
Miss Vernon, Vaura Vernop, niece to Colonel Haughton.
Describe her."

«'I-lang it, Kate! Leave the Haughton connection
alone," he said, jealously. "' Talk about ourselves."

I am just starving for a kind word."
Whieh you won-t get till 1 please. What makes you

here ? Just think of that, and then say would any other
woman*be as kind. Now run over the Vernon charms.,

if any."
«'When she will, she will.." he said sulkily. I have
only -seen her in the ' row 'and that once, she was ah ead
of me so I did not -see her face, but she sat her horse
well and her figuiei is perfect. I overheard Wingfield at

the " Russell' club rooms, telling Chancer of the Guards
(who is wÏ]d to meet her) that there is nothing to com-

pare with her mi- the kingdom, that she is . a perfect
goddess. Now are you satisfied.

'« Yes, yes ; let me think a minute."
Just the woman to attract; I must get her oui of My

«Bath and separate her from. my haughty 4andsome idol, my
k4, my love, she thought slowly, her black eyes wearing

A PRETTY WOMAN LAYS A PLOT.
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an intent look, her large lips tightly compressed. Her
companion did not break upon her reverie, he sat quiet,

studying her profile as he had often done be re; there wasrfo
certain witchery in the hour, the latene s, the stillness,

el the roseate, lights above 'them, then what e have all felt,
the sweet bliss of sitting in enforced. q et besiàe a loved
one ; our brain is quiet, our hand s id le ; we dread to break
the spell, we then as at no other time literally live in the
present.

Delrose scarcely moved a muscle; from, shoulder to
elbow the red velvet of her gown mingled with his black
coat sleeve. For some time she had seemed to be drifting
away from him, and their present téte-à,-tete, though come-
pulsory on her part, was to him paradisè. During the
season when the London world knew no monarchsave
the king of revels. She had laughed at his prayers for a
quiet half hour, tossing him instead, as she did to her
parrot, now a few careless words, now a sugar p um. At
present the season is waning, and a great dr'ead has taken
possession of himi lest she should slip away from, him

altogether, for Dame Rumour has given the widow of the
American millionaire, in marriage to more than one. TheFil
demon of unrest hath gat'hold on him and every night

ere going to, one or other of the many distractions open
to him he paces the square opposite her windows to see
who is admitted., More than once Col. Haughton and the

man hÊ most fears, Trevalyon, have alighted from the
handsome dog-cart of the latter; to-night as we kno w, he,
*th the madness of jealousy upon. him, on seeing his
hated rival enter at eleven p. m., bribes a servant to ad-

mit him, one hour later. Eve had not confided in him. that
Trevalyon had come only on a writteil 'invitation froin

î herself couched in such terms as he could not refuse. And
the woman beside him. thought silehtly, seemingly obli-
Vious of his presence. «" I fear I have no chance with hiîm;
he Ois pre-occupied with her; a man always is until he tires
of one. 1 must marrv the Colonel. Household goâ, are



i.r 1 - permitted in Christendoin; he is my god and sball beIty then as now my idol."as And with a little laugh and a sigh she turned her faceýsý ýI
t quickly, brushing bis beard (he was so near), and had laid
id bis hand on hers as she sighed.

«' My 'queen,-" he whispered eaomerly of whom haveà Il" 0
le you been thinking all this time? Say of me, and not of

him."
'c You men all go in for monopoly, George dear, butto who is the obnoxious & he -' this time ?

Ï Trevalyori, of course; did I not hear youW "Stop! or we shall quarrel; if you must know, Mythoughts were of you; and I thought you were not sueh,he a bad fellow after all as Treval on; it would be a terribleeve ýI
% a thing, George dear, did he inveigle Miss Vernon, for
ier whom he seems inclined, into a marriage with him."

What the deuce need you care ? She is nothing toAt you. Ah! begin to, see," he continued thoughtfully,en Ccyou would not regret had be a taste of the Tantalusïm
he punishment:

1 have some conscience left," she said merrily,'n whiehis paying you an indirect compliment, and if you wish tog-ht C
n please me you will revive this old seandal, so as to pre-)en vent this naughty fellow posing as bigamist; and nowsýee promise me and tell me good-night."
t e «'And you forgive me everything and restore me tothe favour, my queen, while I swear he shall never marryhe, Miss Vernon nor any othe'r woman he covets."his , «'Yes, you may come to me for your reward, if youad- effectually prevent Miss Vernon * iIat posing as bis wife. I
100M shall be sweeter than boney in the honey-comb to, you
Ind then. But till then, plemant dreams!'

Before I leave, you must tell me, when I m'ay see, youalone, for this banishment is killing me.-"lm; " Killing you! indeed; all gammon; never saw a man-,ires look as thou9ý he en oyed bis beef and beer better; no,are
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go do my bidding, and in your effort to -keep out Mormon-
ism, you will punish your foe and I shall reward vou."

"But when, Kate, when; yon don't tell me; may I
come to-morrow ? " persisted her lover, eagerly.

No. 1 am steeped to the lips in engagementsý."
c'But I must, Kate ; a soldier is accustomed to daily

pay-
Don't be, persistent, George, or you shall be off duty

forever."
«" You know yon have your foot on my neck, dear, and

you take advantaome."
"Most men would not object to its shape or weight,"

she said saucil drawing her 'robe, exposing a very f
preýty foot encased in cream hose, and a black satin boot

fitting as perfectly as any Madame Vestris ever wore.
«'l am conquered, my queen," he said softly; " only

let me come, and in your own time."
«c Well put, and nüw be off; l'Il write you, as the letter qL

writer says, at my earliest convenience."
Good-night; may it come soon."

c" Remember your mission."
I shall 'revive it with a vengeance."

Î. And bending down something very like a lovers' part-
ng took place. Passing into the hall he stepped noise-

lessly out into the night; the closing of the door roused
the sleeping footman, who, as he locked the door and Isaw
his mistress pass from her boudoir to hèr sleeping apart-
ments thought sleepily as he put out the lights- V
toc Peter won't get the sa A for letten' him in after all

my lady is sweet on him, Vm thinking, and 1'm not in for
Pete's place."

ti
or.

of



A RARE SOCIETY BOUQUET. 21

CHAPTER Il.

A RARE SOCIETY BOUQUET.

OME now and unroll with me one corner of
the still, the silent past, and I shall read you
a few pictures in the old time life at

Haughton Hall, County Surrey, England.
This one, a twelvth night scene of 1854, will interest

us: Scene is one of the drawing-rooms at the fine old
stately mansion of grey stone, Elizabethan in its grandeur'
of tower and pinnacle, its spots of decay lovingly draped
by the hand of Dame Nature, ivy constant and clin iging
as though its robes of green loved the old grey stone.
The south wing, built, by a Haughton two hundred years

ago (for his Spanish bride noble as bea-utiful, an
Espartero by birth) alone is lighted. We shall glance

through this window. Ah 1 a priest of the Anglican
Church ; before him s- tands a girl beautiful as an angel
beside her a handsome man, dark and bronzed; on the
third finger of her left hand he slips the ring of gold

which binds them as closely as its unbroken circle. , A
sweet woman lying on a lowage with the seal of death

on her brow before whom-they kneel and receive. her
'blessing. The actors -are Éthel Haughton, Captain
Vernon, -th Light Cavalry, and the poor - invalid who
only lived to, give her daughter in marriage. « On the

27th March, same year, the British Lion and Russîan
Bear met in combat ; ôur troops went out and among

them Captain Vernon, when, sad to relate, his namé was
one of thé fi, nt of our brave soldiers on the death-roll
at Petropaulovski; we met with a repuIse and he fell.
Ifis sweet voune bride did not Ion' survive him, dying
of a bitter «loneÏ;i;ýness called heartache, leaving a lovely
infant, the eMId Vaura.
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TABLEAUX VIVANTS.

No. 2.

Fourteen years later, bringing us by the hand of time
into 1868. Same scene-Haughton Hall, morning

and ah! What a dream of, beauty, a child, woman now,In the sweet, 'Omewhat sad pleading of her expression
one catches a glimpse of the tender, loving woman of

later years, and so her companion, to whose arm she
clings, sees her, judoring from the half wondering, wholly

loving sympathy in his eyes. Her movements are rapid,
graceful and lithe as a youncr gazelle; she bas evidently
expected a loved guest who bas disappointed her. For

now her eyes are suffused with tears ; she looses his arm
and clasps her hands appealingly as she points to an open
letter on a table. A vacant chair slippers, and a petit
dinner untasted. He eonsults his ' watch, strokes
caressingly the bright brown hair reaching to her knees,
and fiuffy as the coat of a water spaniel. Now taking
her hand in adieu, bends his noble head, and with a smile
sweet as a woman's, would kiss her, but sheis no child

this morning and he draws back with a look half wonder
in bis eyes. The sweet girl too, after turning her
flower face upwards, droops the large luminous brown
eyes and with a pretty blush takes instead his right

hand between her own and presses her rose-mouth to it
in a farewell greeting.

The actors are Vaura Vernon (the infant of last scene)
h hàs been expecting her loved uncle, Colonel

Haughton, who is at Baden-Baden held in the fascina-
tions of its gaming' tables. The - handsome man to

Ewhose arm she clung is Lieut. Trevalyon of the -th rMiddlesex Lancers, but lately returnedd from the East,
where, at Delhi, &c., his many daring acts of bravery are

still in the publie mouth. By invitation he is at
Haughton, but his friend cannot tear himself ffto fGkermany-it is his ruin anýç1 ho yiolde to the im;; t



tunities of bis bewitching little friend to go and bring
him home from, this evil.

TABLEAUX VIVANTS.

No. 3.

Treýalyon gone ; Vaura, weeping bitterly, is discovered
f by a handsome youth who, bounding in at the open win-

throwing himself at hér feet with many caresses,dow,
bids ber be consoled, points to the dilapidated hangings,

seems to contfeast ber surroundings with bis own wealth,
displaying bis diamond jewels, his watch, his. well-filled

r purse. She seems to be half frightened at bis words
when gazing up at a portrait of ber uncle, showing him a
little worn and sad, a sudden resolve seems to seize ber;

ace glows andet she evidently consents to his wish, for his f »13 he embraces ber, while drying ber tears. She now leaves
3) the room, returns in out-door costume; he, laucrhing and

excited, braids ber lovely hair; ber sweet face is a trifle
e jale; a jewelled comb bolds together the heavy braids.

he now pets two or three dogs, feeds ber birds from. ber
-ait of berhand, climbs on to a table, kisses the porti

T uncle, the tears starting afresh, picks a few blossoms from
n her favourite flowers., and they-make their exit.
t TABLEAUX VIVANTS.

No. 4.

A few days later---:-Same scene.

Enter a lady, purely the Gaul in face and gesture,

h excited though decided in manner; with her two French-

ty men, the one.,a, priest, the other a' man of law. Following,
e and looking grief-stricken to the last degree, comes the

t youth of last scene. Vaura follows pale and sad, her
unéle's arm. around her; priest takes a ring from Vaura's
finger; with a sharp instrument cuts it in twain. Lawyer

takes a paper, rude, holds it in view of all, then teare
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into smallest fragments. Youth grows fearfully excited,
tries to snateh it. Lady says a few words to him, her
teeth set; he yields in despair. They all then kiss the
Book, evidently making oath.

The put is again veiled, and we loveNthe actors too
well to endeavour to solve what they have apparently

sworn shall not be revealed. The following eight years
of Vaura's life have been spent chiefly at Paris, at the
Séminaire of Madame Rocheforte, bringing us to 1877,
the intangible present, a mere cobweb dividing as itdoes
our past, as it silently recedes from, our winged future.

CHAPTER Ill.

THE FATES SPIN WITH TIRREJA S OF BLACK.

E now return to Captain Trevalyon, as he leaves
the residence of Mrs. Tompkins,.Ný o. - Eaton
Square. He quickly seats himself in his dog-

cart, still standing at the door. When grasp-
ing tâè reins from. his servant drives rapidly to Park
Lane and the town house of his friend, the Lady Esmon-
det, who loves him well, as all women do who have his
friendship; and with whom, now that he has left the

army he spends (during the season) much of his time.
But now his thoroughbreds, King and Prance, have sped
sol quickly through Belgravia that their destination iis
reached.

«'Just as I feared, Fate îs against me,'-' he thought,
glancing at the house; "' nothiný has àelayed them., they
are off, I have again missed her.'

Aloud he says to his servant: '« Sims, go to the- door



and enquire if Lady Esmondet bas really gone; -if so, has
T she-left any message for me.".

Yes, sir."
Returning, he hands a letter to bis master, saying:
«« Her ladyship left this with the housekeeper for you,

y sir, and Grimes says, sir, they waited 'til the last minute
MS for you, sir."

ke Not delaving to perusé the written words of bis friend,
he drove with all speed to the Great Northern Station,

is only to, learn that the train had left on time at midnight,
when, tuiming bis horses' heads once more, and for

hotely he bas soon reached the " Langham." On gàining
bis own apartinents bis great dog Mars gives a whine of
satisfaction at the return of his master, who, throwing

himself wearily into a favourite chair, while the smoke
from bis cigar curls upwards, takes from his pocket the

delicate epistle with the. perfume of violets upon it, and
which reads as follows

Lionel., mon cher ami, Ffeel it in my heart to, scold
you. How is it you are not with us ? The Claxtons will

-às hear of no further delay. So while they get into travel-
ling gear, must have a one-sided leave-taking with you,
as we must needs leave Park Lane without a band-clasp.7- Vaura, always lovely, is more bewitching than ever to-

night, as she talked earnestl to Travers Guy Cyril, youy
will remember him. She looked not unlike -Guido's
Beatrice ; (I don't mean the daubs one sees, but Guido'sý
own), the sanie soul-full, eyes, Grecian nose, and lovély

le full curved lips. Guy, always melancholy, Vaura, always
e. sympathetic, the reflection of bis sad eyes lent to hersid.0 a deep tenderness; that he loves her hopelessly, poor fel-
is low, is only too evident, he bid us adieu for a New

York trip, thence, he seemed to, think, no one cared. And0ti so, lives are parted; one is inclined to quarrel with Fate
,à4y at times ; she- bids you to the " Towers " and elsewhere

Vaura'and self to, the Scotch Lakes, afterwards to gay
Brighton. I would you were with us, cher Lionel, but

B
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your long-deferred visit to your place is an absolute neces-
sit ) S02 much as one regrets the moves of the " mis-
creator circumstance one must submit. And now for a
note from Dame Grundy, with our ay friend, Mrs. Eus-
tace Wingtield, as mouthpiece. 'Posey Wyesdale openly

aflirms that when she again plumes 'herself in colours you
will play Beinedict; moreover, that 'tis for her sake you

are a bachelor! Mrs. W. laughingly commented thereon,
sayijag, 'If astonishnient could resuscitate a çorpse, the
Duke would be an unbidden guest.' Poor darling, 1 shall
miss his kindly face in our, Scottish tour. I should like
to see you range yourseif, citer amz', but your hands are

too full of tricks to play a losing game. Apropos to your
wish to see me agai*n at Gods altar, again to link my fate,

my life, with another. Liken, for 1 know youwill not
belray me. In my youth 1 loved, in my prime I love the

same man; my dead husban(J comesin between ; my love
does not know he has my heart; nor did he when a girl.fi 1) at the command of stern parents- said him nay; he of

whom I speak is the kind, unselfish, warm-hearted, trust-
ing Erie, Colonel Haughton. 1 write this as 1 cannot speak

af it, and so that you will understand my resolve to,
remain single; alsoVaura tells me that on her arrival, from.

Paris on this afternoon, her uncle informed her that he bas a
made an oflèr of marriage to the wealthy Mrs. Tompkîns. F

Vaura is full of regrets, as from what our fiiends say, his eS,
choice is extremely autre. For myself 1 shall try and be dl'

content. And now adieu to th8 subject, the pain at My M
heart will be more keen, my smile (for a time) forced, that

'Tis well that our life teaches us to wear a mask. fais aIL 
thAdieu, the bustle of depaý ' rture in'the hall bids me basten.

Trusting yoii wîll find your tenants-'ihore satisfied (for wi
'tis their comfort we must think of to-day), and I reaRy ME

W habelieve under Simpson they will not grumble. FarewélL *eVaura bas just appeared at the door to bid me come. I
asked her'if she bad any message for you. ý'TeR Df
she fflùd lauzhinzl « to, think of me sometimes if he bw



t aime, and then perhaps he himself will travel by the same
road his thought has one before, for 1 should dearly love
to see him agai y ýor myself, do not forget me, for I

feel particularly lonely to-night; Erie loist, and you not
here. Ah, well> the cards bave been against me, that is

all.; join us somewhere when you can; au revoir.

'Il ALICE ESMONDET,
Park Une, 1.5th June 1877.

CArr. TnEVALYONY
The Langham, London City."

Jove ! how sorry I am" he exclaimed thoughtf ully
as he fInished reading, then puffing hýis cigar, now

vigorously then allowing it to die out, he thought
silently l« Detained on this afternoon by Simpson, my

new steward. Then my club dinner having guests I
could not go to Park lane, afterwards the crush at the

Delamere's when I missed them in the crowd, then the
preremptory summons to Eaton Square when I went,

tbinking it would be to Ilaugl;ton's interest. Yes, the
Fates are decidedly against me, and that gay little
message fýom. Vaura Vernon. 1 shall conquer destiny
and meet them somewhere next autumn. And Alice

Esmondet! confessing a tender passion for Haughton.
She would have been just the woman for him. How

dull of him not to see it; but for a soldier and a society
man he knows less of the women than any man of my

aequaintance. Now for a man who has, I may say,
forsworn matrimony, I take pride in my knowledge of
the &ex, the swieetest bit of humaini t'y we ha-,Ve. 1 -výonder

what manner of remembrance Vaura has of me, if
merèIý as an old-time friend of her uncle and herself. I

ha" not seen her, I may say, sinceas, a young officer, I'
went to the Hall as to my home, a returned. « hero of
De*,' i4 ne*spaper parlance. She was the loveliest little

-wormm at that time, 1 had lever geeiL Jove 1 how

THE FATES SPIN WITH MREADS OF BLACK. 27



MI a M

28

lit
A ]REART-SONG OF TO-DAY.

fast one's thoughts travel backward eight, years. 1
remember Haughton Hall was heavily mortgaged and

my friend at Baden-Baden getting ýeeper in debt; the
life of a country squire palled upon him, when at his
father's death he returned at his mother's wish as heir;

pity he obliged to leave the army. The outcome ils
this marriage for gold to redeem the place from the Jews,

lost for distraction's, sake. However, a-something oc-
eurred on my yielding to dear little Vaura's wish to go
and induce him to return, and he has been a saved man

ever since, giving up the dice from the time of his
hurried return in conseqence of a telecyram he received

before I - reached him ; I don"t know what the motive
power was, as he did not confide and, as a matter of
course, 1 did not force his confidence. The Hall i8, still
in debt but he manages to keep the Jews quiet and to

make a decent living out of a few tenants. The lovely
Vaura has her mother's portion. 'Tis an ill wind that

blows nobody good, and his becominom a slave of the ring
will be for my good as the old place will again be open

and Vaura Vernon, the woman now, will agorain grace it
by her presence, and until sbe marries, lend a new bright-
nesg, a new distraction to my lifé. Joye! now 1 come to
think of it she will surely marry next season, and 1 shall
not have her long; with her face, form, colouring, eyes
and the sweet syren voice that the men axe raving of,
some one of them will make her say him yea; then the

spice of originality about her ils refreshing, also having
had so much of the companionship of Lady Es'ondet,

she ils a woman of common-sense and of the world, no
mere conventional doll. Rad 'Haughton not been blind

and have married my friend what a paradise the - Hall
would have been to me ? Until Vaura married 1 must

al ways remember that contingency. 'Tis absurd of dear
Lady Esmondet wishing me to range myself, she knows

my resolve not to wed is as eamest as though I was in
the gaxb of a monk. 1 feel bothered and unsettled ; -how

ÏI'

tL
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Lwish I had been at Park Lane to-night; a trip to theHighlands would have been the ver tonie I require.y
3 Sir.Andrew Clarke could not prescribe betýer, but it istoo late now, its a horrible bore to go up to Northumber-
3 land and the 'Towers'alone, though when one has hadas much trouble with one's tenants as 1, one mustvictimise oneself, 1 suppose. 'Tis a grand old place,picturing as it does the feudal times, if only it were notso desolate. I wonder what Lady Esmondet or Vaura

.s would think of it, how lovely she would look standing,1 in the Tower windows with the fresh air blowing her
e beautiful hair and her gown close about her; but I forget
f it i8 late, and I am dreaming, her hair will be confined in
.1 some womanly fashion and she is not for me, no, Mars,0 you and I are lonely wanderers," and the doop is patted,

the lights are out while the weary man throws himself
--t on his couch to pass a restless night with heavy sleep atci sunrise.

it
j-
.,0

CErAPTER IV.

OF MADAM E..ie
ig T eleveh o'clock the following day Mrs. Tom1't - pkins leisurely sips lier cocoa as she breaks her
id W 7& fast in the pretty morning room at No.

,jl Eaton S(j u are, her step- dau orhter, an Arà erican
--st 1-born and bred, is lier companion, a tiny young woman alipale tints, colourless face, Sharp féatures., Sharp little eyeàsa,ar always watery,- always with a red rim about them gi vingws t e -paleness of their blue a pink shade. When off guardin ute 0 0)w the mouth. is resol , the eyes weanng a stealthy cunninglook; the wask on, %is an old-child face with a wonder-
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ing-expression of innocence about it. The grasshopper
in the Park yonder might claim. kinship and Darwin y
there find the missing link in the wee figure clotbed in
its robe of grass green, all waist and - elbows. She had
no love for her step-mother. whom. she had been taught d%by hirelings to consider her natural enem'y and with
whom she could only cope with subtle craftiness. 9

Mrs. Tompkins' maid now enters with a note upon a w'
salver; on reading it her mistress simply writing the

word' tg come Y) on tbe rqýerse side of one of her cards, T
seals with her monogîîý,ý,'-:ýddressinom the envelope to '0'(11-1 Zn

"Colonel Haughton" she 1, -sm!S& às she thinks «Il shall arsoon seal with my crest."
Take this to, the servant Masýk and give my strict

orders to Peter to admit only Coloneîý1ý-ýaughton or Capt. yc
Trevalyon until after luncheon."

W.L.Yes, madam." 
beAnd, Mason., bid Sarah be in readiness tdattend Miss TrTompkins, who will drive to Bayswater in hàR an hour anfor the day. John will have the close carriaëý.at the
bedoor." 
wiIl Yes, madam." thEHere is the heart wish- of Blanche fulfilled, but sle, friýdoes not show it, saying: lik

qb Il ny must I go to that stupid place, step-momma r
Such a mean crowd." «"' Beeause I wish it; at all events, you pretend such ha-VI

affection for your old school-teachers when with them, cor
that to cover your aversion to visit them. it is my duty to (th
insist on your going there when a drive would benefit bc,

you. Should their nephew, Sir Tilton Everly, be with heï,
them, tell him (as I want him. to-morrow) he may as well a W
return with you.". Con

herBlanche made a moue, saying poutingly, while feeling cruthat a billet-doux was safe in her pocket : de.I was due at the Tottenhams this mornm*g: Cis w&s-bcoming shopping;" which was a romance of the moment.
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,et Tell John to drive around to Gloucester Square, and
you can take her with you."

ci No) 1 shall n6t. Whai do you want Sir Tilton for?
Might be Vanderbilt, the fuss you make over him.'e
cl I know you dislike him ; mere envy, Blanche, for his

devotion to, myself, which is absurd," with a-'satisfied
glance at the mirror opposite. Men beinom born hunters
will hunt you for the golden dollar; me, for myself. So

as you have breakfasted, away; try and be civil to Sir
Tilton, and bring him, back to dinner with you at eight

opelock ; ta-ta." %
As Miss Tompkins paced the corridors to her own

apartments she muttered:
Il Fll be even with you some day, Mrs. T.; didn't see

you fool my popa nine years for nothincý and take all
his kisses and more than two millions of money from. me,
when you didn't care a cent for him; 'twas the black-

bearded major, not poýa's leanjaws tben; now, it's Capt.
Trevalyon, who is as andsome as the Prince of Wales.,
and too awfully nice, --Èor anything. Never mind, you'Il
be sold as bad as one of Barnum!s. I handfe my million
when I come of age, whieh will be New Year's day, 1878;

then you'Il see if all the men -love you, and think me a
fright just because I havn't your big black eyes and cat.
like ways." 1

Two footmen in dark zreen livery, with yellow facings,
having removed the éléb7rîs of breakfast, Madame, alone,.

consults her mirror, whkh reflects her rose-pink gown
(the reds in al] shades being her colour), which, fits her em.
bonpoint figure like a glove; slightly over the medium
height, black brôwed, determined, daing and impulsive;
a woman who will have her way where her appetites are
concerned; easy-going when steering her own way with
her own crew down life's current, while with a coldly
cruel smile her oar crushes the life-blood from, any obsta.
cle in her course. She touche a bell, her maid appears,

VP
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Mason, what do you think ; am 1 paler than usual
C(No ma'am, you are lookiing very well."

So my mirror tells me; nèvertheless, as I am to say
yes to a second husband this morning," and the large
white teeth show as she smiles> Il I think a slight blush
vould be becoming."

Perhaps so, ma-am, but I like your white skin, it shows
off your black hair and eyes real well, better than al] the
English colour; and so you are going to marry again,
mayam, weil, I thought the gentlemen' wouldn't leave you

alone long, ma'am."
And the confidential, maid applies with skill a slight

touch of rouge to the cheek, which only has colour when
the somewhat fierce temper causes the blood to mount.

There, that will do; don't prate of what 1 have told
you.

I have kept your secrets for ten years, ma'am."
You have, and may you keep them. as many more,

and here is a gold dollar for the term;" and her mistress
tossed her carelessly two fives in the precious metal.

«« See that 1 am not disturbed and only admit as I have
given orders."

Alone she moves towards the hangings, through the
opening in which Major Delrose had stealthily watched
the night before, and through whieh she passes, giving
him as she does only a passing thought. 'Tis a pretty
room, this boudoir of Madame, with its gaily-painted

hangings, its windows in stained glass, letting in the
sweet 3 une breath from the park. Too great a display of

wealth, perhaps, but in the taste of the best New York
artistswho revel, in the gorgeous, and who have bad full
play for their talents at No. - Eaton Square. The black-
brow2 mistress picks up a novel (Mrs. Southworth's last);
when throwing herself onto a lounge, her well-shaped
feet encased in her favourite black satin boots stretched
out, she endeavours to get the thread of the tale; but



thought is too busy, the book falls' to the floor as her
reverie grows deeper. 1
,,, No2 he will n ot come; mjr-,idol, my king. 1 saw it in

bis eyes; he is pre-occupied with Miss Vernon, and I
hate her;" and a cruel look comes to the mouth and

eyes. «« But stay, perhaps he does love me, but is unsel-
fish enougorh to let bis friend win; if 1 was even half sure
of this 1 should make short work of stately CoL Hough-
ton; but no, a -man would not love me by halves," and
for an instant her thoughts flew to Major Delrose. " Let
me see now what is my plot or game; with George, my
ambition would not be aTatified, for he bas no estate;
nor could 1 ever bask in the presence of the man 1 adore;

by marrying the Colonel I gain both ends. Then his
d niece, Miss Vernon, is in my path; she is haughty; I

shall so act upon this trait by showing her my dislike to,
her presence as to rid myself forever of it ; let her be

ware! vitriol and Mason would do their work; yes, I
3S must keep friendly with Delrose; her haughty spirit will

aid me here ; this ' hidden wife' story once afloat, and a
-e royal princess would as sovn sign a contract with a pro-

phet of Utah. I fear the fierce, passionate temper of
le George; but my woman's wit will be brought to, play to
'd keep him quiet; Trevalyon will, necessarily have a surer

ig !ooting at Haughton than he, as- in this case I shall see;
in an underhand way the Colonel has ý his wish, and

D'd t4 pith of all my musings is that if George will not
aid"ý,,me in reviving the Fanny Clarmont, hidden wife

of seandal, 1 ishall do it u4thout him. One thing in m@0
favour is, that as he swears aggrainst matrimony, people
will sýy the secret reason is out of-Why 1 Eleven forty-

ir- five; my future -spouse should soon appear; how my
heart would beat, and every pulse throb and burn, if it

ý,d were my king; now, I am as cool as the czar of Wall
,d Street. My sleeves fit well ; th is make suits me," and
-jt she pushed to, the wýist her bracelets of the golden dollar.

«« And my boots also; I do take as muâ pride in my foot
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as the meh do -in their moustache. What am 1 gainin
in return for myself and my gold ? A great place anâ
name, and also revenge on my father, whom I may meet,
and who kept me from position, not allowing me to know

even his whole name Vivian only, this and nothing
more; he, a, British officer, in a mad impulse (I am like

him) marries my mother, nobodys daughter, and a ballet
dancer, during a run he made to New York city just

thirty-five years ago; my sire repents in sackeloth and
. dragging us wî th hi m ; sells out ; living by his wits

anyhow and anywhere, chiefly at gaming places abroad.
At a ' German suburb"Qnce he had left us, my late hus-
band came to our cottage to enquire his road; as he NOas
an American, my mother nearly swallow'd bim whole; I
did, on seeing his - diamonds and knowing of his wealth;
Lincoln Tompkins., beautiful 1 cognomen, ahd a 'cosmo-
politan. laundry' millionaire ; my proud father nearly

offered to, kill me on his return,_ but in spite of the
haughty Vivian we were married; and at his dèath he

left me à rich woman. A year or so ago I came here to
gratify ambition; and so, yes I think I may be satisfied;

my capital ils over two millions in gold, besides good spe-
culations, quick wit, tact enouggh for my purpose-blood,
I was going to, say-and American confidence, pet name,

cheek. Yesy I shall be able to hold my own with the
best of 'em. Rad I married George, he would have beén
savagely jealous of other men; had it been my idol, he
,would have been my ruler; as it is, self shall rule." frPeter here announces Colonel Haughton. Madame
arises, appologising for her recumbent position, but not
before her future husband has had time to admire her SE
foot, ankle and shapely arms, for, though her love is not S'E
for Ihim, he is a man and she an inbred coquette, and as
a man he admires her; he has loved but once the fair- dihaired Alice Esmondet, who éhilled his heart'by her hlrefusal, he tells himself she is -alwayii so calm. and
freezing she could never love and so, he goes to his fate

MM
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who meets him, all smiles and out-stretched hands
saying

Il You are finding out my little weaknesses too soon,
Colonel, you will not now have the courage to repeat
your words of yesterday."

«I If all women looked as charming, indulging their nap
over a\povel we should never scold." And ber band in

his he led ber back to the sofa. '« My friend Trevalyon
as well as your own card bid me ýcom.e -; it is then, as I

wish, dear, your consent to honor me with this band ? "
«« Yes if you do not tell of how ýnearly you won a pair

of gloves."
Il Instead ; I shall tèll -of winning this fair band on

your wakingr, when we wed as now." And his dark
moustàch e* is on ber lips vour kisses are all Mine, is it

not so, My * fe ? ',
«11 Can you -doubt it ? you have conquered."
«« Yon will think me impatient, dear, but I want you to
take my name at once!'

«I At once 1 and still, have your own way, my lord.
I) like yourself, have only myself to please."

Il At last, 1 shall feel settled, Kate; the dear old place
will again ring with happy'voices, old friends wîll be

there," and he whispered low and tenderly, «« In time, I
trust, an heir will prattle at our knees, how happy would

my dear mother be could she see our union consummated,
my life arranged for."

" This Lady Esmondet, Colonel, is she a vel-y old
friend ?'-

'« Very; and I am one of those men who must lean on
some woman; I fear at times 1 have tried ber patience

severely." -
« What kind of woman is she ?
" Well, I can scarcely describe ber; how do you mean,

dear. In personal appearance ? no, for you have seen
ber ? "

Yee, we have met; I mean in other ways, saint or

OF MADAMIE.
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'« Neither; a happîmedium, quite the woman of the
world though; exclusive in her choice of friends, but true

as steel when she does care for one, gentle, kind and1
SyMpathetic,

«'-How is it she has not repeated the experiment
matrimonial? "

" Well, I do not know; with me she invariably changed
thç subject, and 1 did not press it, for I fancied she loved
her husband so well she had no beart left for another."

ci 'Tis all very well to love a husband, Colonel, but to «be
faithful to his corpse. is unnatural, while men with beat-

g )r hearts'are above ground."
True, -and now about our ow-n plans, how soon may 1

claim, you, dearest, say this day week ?
It was just her wish,-she would be nearer Trevalyon,
while Delrose would be effectually shut out unless he
consented to a friendly alliance, when he could aid her in

forever separating the man she loved from, the fascinating
Miss Vernon."

Is not à weèk from, to-day too awfully soýQn,
Colonel ?

Not a day, dear ; everyone is leaving town, we can take
our trip together."

" When he will, he will; you may have your way, but
I have a will too., my lord, which, you will find out some
day " she said *ith a hearty laugh, "' for the present'it is
that we, during the week, say to-morrow, take a run
down to Surrey and your place. 1 can then see what

changes I shall make, and everything can be in readiness
for us by November.'*

"' Delightful 1 how I wish Lady Esmondet and my niece,
Vaura Vernon) were here to come with us."
Iià spite of herself a cloud. came to Kate's brow, and

she said carelessly
"' Oh., I don't know, this trip is just as well taken by

ourselves."
Anythi you please, dear ; they are far away at aU

givents.'ý, buit sighed as he spoke.
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Your niece shbuld, marry, Colonel, my step-daughter
-iie shall; A is a great bore to have young ladies to settle in
nd life.7y 1%0

Il Vaura will have London at her fýet next season;
ent ýeiresses all go, so will Miss Tompkins, and for her own

sake, I do not doubt."
ged Il Now that you have given me the idea of making up a

ved party to run down to Surrey, I rather like it. There are
.» the little strawberry blondes, Mrs. Meltonbury with her
) be sister, Mrs. Marchmont my step-daughter, Sir Peter Ted-

ril (who goes down to "' Richmondglen," to-morrow at all
evepts), your frieÜd. Captain Trevalyon, and mine Sir

.,.y 1 Tilton Everley ; we would be as gay as crickets. How do
you like us 2. "

yon) C'A pleasant party; but, as I should like to, make sure,
3 he if possible, of Trevalyon, 1 fear 1 must leave you at once

m,r in for the club, as after luncheon he drives out to Richmond
ting with some friends to dinuer."

Il Yes, yes, make sure of him; there, that will do, you
men are all alike in your taste for affectionate good-byes."

And in a last caress, her heart beats as it has mot done
take to-day, for, her idol may be with her to-morrow.

II You have not told me, my wife, what train it would
but be rnost aomreeable for you to take."C »Oh! any that will suit Captain Trevalyon she said
-'it is hurriedly, Il I mean you and he, I leave it to you, only be
run quick, else yon iiiay miss him."

hat Il lf I were a jealo . us man, youÉ eagerness." he said
Îness merrily

Il But you are not, and you know, 1 only do it for your
liece, sake, you are such friends." 9

" Thank you, dear, and he is so fond of the Hall.
and And as you have not seen him lately you can wish him

bm voyage as he leaves sooner than we do, but I fo:ùget,
3n by you must have seen him last night to, give him your wel.

come message for myself."
at au 'Yés, at the Delamers for one minute; l' hoped to sS
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you there, for your doleful faceî haunted me since morning,
so 1 just had time to bid him se to you « come,' which

we know was a romance!
l' What a kind little wife 1 am winning; Trevalyon

deserve' that 1 sÉould deny myself by leaving you too
soon, for the content he brought me in your message,
especially as he is feelingr out up about baving missed see-.0 Lady Esmondet and my niece yesterday afternoon
and evening."
', Just so, we must pet him and make sure of him; dine
with me to-night at eight, the rest of the party *Ül be

here, you can then state your arrangments ; ta, ta."
Seeing from the window the tall, soldier-like figure safe

down the steps and making rapid strides through the
square, she throws herself on to a lounging chair, with
both her hands pressed to her side, says whisperingly -

" These heart throbs are all for you, my idol; oh, that
he will be in time. How stupidly tame he is, but you
will be the elixir of life to me ; I shall be a Haughton of
Haughton, and you shall be there, and I shall keep you

out of matrimony, and my life will be all bliss."
cheon is served, maam."

CHAPTER V.

MADAME SHUFFLES THE CARDS.

HE !ollowiýg morning the weather perfect,
with not a cloud in the sky, the party, after

her own heart and all accepting, while iiniiijy
at Eaton square, the previous night, in

robe à, la dernière, mode, Mrs. Tompkins is content and in
ber gayest spm*'>ts; two âxge hampers cou * * choice
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19) wines and dishes to tempt the palate of an epicure had
..eh been sent down by earliest train in case ýhe cellar and

larder at Haughton sbould fail.
on Il For Hèaven, save me froui a hungry man," she had
-00 said in the ear of the strawberry blondes; " I doWt want

to, see him before breakfast after dinner 1 love- them."
At the station were Colonel Haughton with Captain

Trevalyon, the former less calm than usual with just a
pleasant touch of excitement and eagerness about him in

ne the having won the wealthy Mrs. Tompkins for wife ; he
be must wed gold, and so with his aristocratie name,

belorigings and air dàtingué as bait, the angler had
-fe caught the biggest catch of the season. -Captain

he Trevalyon's handsome face is lit up with pleasure, his
th mesmerie blue eves now smiling, would draw the heart

from asphinx; Éor the friends have been congratulatinor
each other over.,the coming openluçr of Haughton Hall,

)U over the intense pleasure of again being under the same
of roof daily with Lady Esmondet and Vaura, with their
)U charming knowledore of human nature, causing a great

charity and plea-sant cynicism with no malice in it of
the shams and pet weaknesses of society.

di Take my word for it, Trevalyon, there is nothing to,
equal Vaura in the kingdom. I wissh you had been at
Park Lane the night befère last."

Il Don't na-me it, Haughton, I have been quarrelling
with fate ever since ; promise me tbat the next time you
see an opening to my joining them you vrâl let me
know!' 

1

Il That you are in earnest your face tells me; though
fén years my junior, you loved my darling " a child as
much as 1ý and I promise. But eyes right, old fellow,,

here comes, the carriage and the green and gold livery of
ybride-elect ; attention is the word."
ci,"d enty of it," laughed his friend, as they steppedPl

to the éde of the carriage and shook ds with the four
bkes as they alighted.



Madame could not have chosen better foils for her owm c
voluptuous style than the three wemen, all angles-look- fc
ing as she always did, as though she had been visiting
Vulean, and feeding on the red-hot coals beneath his ham- p
mer, while quenching her thirst from, a cantharus given
her by the hand of Bacchus hiinself The strawberry
blondes " (as Mrs. Tomýkins made th;ïr hearts glad by

ming them) are decidedly red-haired (in common par- is
lance), and robed in sky-blue suits and hats, all smiles, eýY
frizzes, bustles, elbows and pin-backs. Blanche Tomp-
kins, poor little thing, looks cold and pinched in her steel-
grey satin suit and hat, with silver jewellery, the red rim sa
around her eyes more pronounced, than ever. As the-Y
drive into the station yard she peers intently about, and
a wee smile just comes to her face as her hand is taken

by Capt. Trevalyon. al,
I - need not ask you how you are, dea;r Mrs. Tompkins, Ri

your looks tell ine," said CoL Haughton. &%,
cc No> 1 am not one, of the ill-kine, Colonel.," laughed ma

his bride-elect.
Nor yet one of the leanekin-e," said Trevalyon gai-ly.

As the other ladies ered about, a small London
swéll.. who haod come forward with a beaming fýce, say-0 1 : e to

I' Ilere we are again," and whom Mrs. Tompkins pre-
sented to Col. Haughton and Capt. Trevalyon as " Sir yor-

Tilton Everly." cc 1 cc

'« Excuse me, sir ; the carriages are filling up, sir."
««, My man is rizht ; we had better secure seats ; allow noly

me," said Col. Haughton, giving his arm, to Mrs. Tomp-
kins.

The otherswere at the steps waiting for her to take-
her place, but a quick glance had let her see that 'Une of eye.
the six seats is occunied; and determined to have the berr
man shé loves beside Ler, she says quickly

Never mind precedence, 'tis only a pienie; ev
un(

40 A IIEJRT-SONG- OF TO-DAYO
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of you secure seats; 1 shall wait here with the Colonel
for Sir Peter Tedril."

Ohe yese like a dear thing; we shall die without -Sir
Peter," cried Mrs. Meltonbury.
il Oh, yes, we must have dear Sir Peter," echoed her

twin.
ic Oh, yes, we must all have dear Sir Peter until there

is a lady Peter; good time, you all remember him, though,"
exclaimed 3L-s. Tompkins.

Here Tims comes forward, saying:
II Sir Peter Tedril's ýservant is yonder, sir, with a mes-

sage for Mrs. Tompkins, sir; may 1 briu op him, sir?
II Certainly, and at once." ýD

The man approaches, touching his hat, saying:
My master bid me meet you here, madam; a telegram

arrived last night, ma'am, calling him by the early train to
Richmondglen; but master will meet you at the Colonel's

place, ma'am, and return with your party to London,
ma'am."

Very weR ; and b ere is a gold bit to drink to the
healtb of your 'girl."

You are very good, ma am.
And with a grin of satisfaction, he clrank English beer

to American liberality.
On stepping to, the door of the carriage Capt. Treval-

yon offered his seat to, his friend.
<'Not so; we cannot spare you," cried Mrs. Tompkins.

I should have all these ladies as cross as bears, Sir Peter
non est and ou away; no, the Colonel is gallant enough
to leave you to us; he will have so much of some one a
week from yesterdaY-
«I No belp for it, I suppose," said the victim, ruefully

eyeing Everly seated comfortably . between the straw-
berriesthe stranger having vacated his seat for anothe

coach. Everly was blind andd the Colonel's wish,àëioph ur's. who had said in au
undertone:

c -



"' Don't stir, we are afraid of him, and you are so agree-
able and nice." 1.

And the guard locked the door, say'ÎÏ-ng respectfully:
No help for it, sir, MI find you a seat."

f

CHAPTER "VI.
a.

LOVE AND LOVE-MARING.

weep over the exit of the Colonel?" said

;MHIS is just too lovely; you are not going to

Mrs. Tompkins rapturously.
And the sleéve of her jersey brushed i

T-revalyons arm, as. she whisperéd above, glancing side- a.
ways. h,

«« Enforeed exit, you mean with so éeductive a neigh-
bour one cannot but pity the absent." a

But Mrs. Marchmont must be given an occupation, as rr
she is immediately her op'osite neighbour; TrevalyonP 9will then not feel it incumbent on him to notice herand f..
will then be bers as though in a tête-à-tête; and so with

the imperiousness that newly-acquired wealth lends to
some natures, she says: si
" Here, Fairy, is A nes Fleming's latest; as I warn you

i shall monopolize ýapt. ý Trevalyon until we reach the
Hall of ý'Haughton,' whew some one else will go in for

monopoly of me."
«I Yes,.you poor dear thing, he will;" and she tittered'; rE

«I but when the cat is away mousey can play; consider dE
me asleep over my novel." w

The absurdity of her remark struck Trevalyon so for- hE
eibly that he could not restraln, a laugh. h'

42 A HEART-SONG OF TO-DAY.
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e- I don't believe you pity me one bit," said Mrs. Tomp-
kins in a low tone, looking into his eyes reproachfully.

c< Not one bit."
Even after what I have told you
Even after that," he answered., in lowest of tones;

for they are in such close contact she can see what he
would say as his lips frame the words.

You are the only man who has been cruel to me."
How so ?
Oh, because," and the eyelids droop, for the lashes

are long and black, though she would fai 1 k forever
into the blue eyes above her. Oh, beeause t is simply a
woman>s reason; give me your own."

to Il You are cruel, because to whom much is given, of him
-id is much required."

ed ci You flatter me; but let us look on the reverse side
I am à, lonely man, I may say without kith or kin; I ara

e- a
almost sworn against wedded ties, but I love you all,

have given much and require much."
h- And the easy -sang-froid habitual to him, gave place to

a sadness of expression, a tired look, that ere -now had
as made women weep. Mrs. Toffipkins, impulsive to a de-
Dn gree, would fain have ordered everyone from the coach,
.id taken his head to her breast, and bid him rest; a tremor
.th is in her voice as she asks :
to Il Why will you not marry ? And for one moment

she is willing to eut her heart out so he is happy; the
ou nexti ready to tear the heart from any woman who could
lie make him so.
.or He sees by her tones the effect he is producing; he

must again don his mask, and not excite he. -Pity by
d'; reference to the sadness of his inner life, caused by his

er dead fathers griefs; he bad-been foolish, but he had
wished. her in an indirect way to know that as no woman
held his whole heart neither could she ; and so, almost in
his old easy tones, he says: %

Why not marry I prefer you to frame some pretty
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im-ag**ngs to bore you on our plea-sure jaunt with my
own; and here we are at our English Frascati, Richmond

the enchanting. Have you ever sunned yourself in
ltaly, fair madame »? "

cc No, nor should I care to; the Italian is too lazy, too
dreamy for me."
Il Then you cannot enter into the spirit of Thompson%

Castle of Indolence?"'
Il There is no spirit in it ; no, 1 had rather sell peanuts

at a -Broadway corner, roast chestnuts on a Parisian boule-
vard, or flowers in Regent Street, than wade through one
stanza of his sleepy poems."

Trevalyon laughed, saying:
Il How full of active life and vim you are; now, 1, at

times) could wîÎte of dreamy idleness con amore. Do you
neveriýveary of our incessant hunt after some new sensa-
tion ? "

i- Never ! 'tis the very main-spring of my eitistence,
'tis what I live for."

How will you manage to, kill time at l' Haughton' Hall
out of the season ?

You will be there" and the black eyes meet his un-i
flinchinorly. And if not I am a great wanderer." 1

Some distraction shall dull my senses till youi
come. i

Il But, you poor little fire-eater, supposing your likingi
for me to be- real," and no ear but hers heard his
whispered words "' with my knowledge of Haughton's
noble nature, Ishould curse myself did I cause him one
jealous pang." Il

She pressed close to him as she breathed tenderly -
Il Trust me my idol he shall never dream of my

idolatry."
And the passionate face is transfigured in a tenderness

new to it, for her passion has grown doubly strong in tb
drive from London, and she hugs to herself the thought
that her love will beget his, all shame for its avowal ài



LOVE AND LOVE-MAKING. 45

ny foreign to, her breast, reckless and impulsive, her wish is
nd her will.
in I Your heart is as loving and untamed as Eve's, you

ust not tempt me to forget that he is my friend."
boo mmt." And the jewelled fingers (for her gloves are

ff) cling to, his as hè assists her to alight, for Richmond
ns assed they are at the village of " Haughton,' and the guard

as called -
.Uts 69 Ladies and gentlemen for the Hall please alight."
ýIe_ A covered carriage and dog-cart are down in answer to,
:)ne he têlegram of Colonel Haughton who has already,

ghted and meets his guests as they emerge from the
age. 1

at Here we are again," says small Sir Tilton Everly,
vou Such a jolly drive, I am glad you invited me, Colonel

isa- aughton ; nevef Was past, Richmond proper before."
" No ? " said the Colonel carelessly, and, î3tepping

nce, uickly to Mrs. Tompkins, says, It has been dreary
anishment to me,; allow ma."

laIl cc You look like a man who has missed his dinner or,
John Bull, outwitted by brother Jonathan," said his

un- ide elect with 9, latent meaning as laughing heartily she
e-s his arm to the carriage.

you Or had a John Bright man step in before him at the
ection."

ling Confound his impudence," thought Colonel Haugh-
his n. saying, «, I am not, a Mark Tapley,,"

-on)s Any man with a spice of gallantry " said Trevalyon
one ing to, his friend's aid, «« would féel as if Siberian

nishmeDt had been his portion, had he been separated
m so fair a group ofladies."

my «' Are the men doing anything to " Rose Cottage
rimmer," enquired his master of a shrewd looking man

.ùess brown and buff livery.
tb Yes, sir, it's in good order no w.

'Igh cc-This lady is my new tenant,- anything you can do
-ai mmer to meet her requirements will oblige me."cc ye8
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Thank you Colonel Haughton, you are very kind,"
said Mrs. Marchmont.

" Don't mention it, anything 1 can do will give m
pleasure."

" It is a sweet spot; my darliùg child, Miranda, is a
naturalist and will-collect many insects."

« From, the Hall ? "' said Blanche with her innocent air.
Noy no, dear, from, the grounds."

Drive on, Trimmer, I shall take the doop-cart."
Yes) sir."
What a sweet s ot and how quaint the shops look,"

said Mrs Marchmont as they were rapidly driven through
the village.

" Not quaint, but vacant laughed Mrs. Tompkins,
the whole thi-ng has a vacant air about it, the inhabitant

looks as though he was born yesterday and wonderinor
wnat day it was; I'd rather see a yankee whittlinc

a stick with his saucy independant air ; hat on the back
of hi6 head so he can see wliat is going on, than any one
of 'em."

" 1 could buy out the whole lot myrelf," said BlanchE
jeerin 1 , with her small head turning qs if on a pivot.

"VMtýa elightful feeling," said Mrs. Meltonhury, ad.
miringly, " Yes it's just too lovely. If my poppa was her(
he'd throw no end of dimes and pea-nuts among'em; al.
ways had pea-nuts in his pockets; how they stare, it'i.

just too funny for anything."
" How wealthy he must have been, I just adorE

money 1 " said the Meltonbury.
«" 1 believe you '-' answered Blanche laconically.

'l Pity you have that husband out in Ontario, Melty,'
said Mrs. Tompkins, " or I should soon find you anothei
millionaire, you ought to, get a divorce, plea; he is

Casiadian Government attaché not your attaché."
What a dear thing? you are ; it would be too sweet.ý

«'Which, the millionaire or the divorce," at which ther
was a peal of laughter,



Id) Il I am afraid sister referred to the man " sighed Mrs.
Marchmont, Il but how sad for poor Jear Meltonbury."

me He'd suryive it " said Blanche, sententiously.
As I live there is Lord Rivers and a man worth

is a stopping for. Halt, boachman," cried Mrs. Tompki
eagerly.

air. And they stopped in front of the D'Israeli Arms where
a group of gentlemen were watering their horses.
. 1, Ah 1 how do Mrs. Tompkins " said Lord Rivers

lazily wheell*-ng his handsome bay and lifting his hat tp
the group.

ugh Il Whither bound
For 'Hauo-hton' Hall, you are coming 1 hope, now

,ins, don't say no for 1 shall not listen if you do."
tant Too bad, but I am due at Epsom, a little trotting race
ring is on and if not the lord of Haughton, whorn 1 met u
.1 b p
Ïnc the road did not give me an invitation."

)ack But 1 do said Madame with emphasis.
one Hè is a lucky fellow he said slowly and taking in

the situation.
néhe « So I think she said laughina, and rememberin

-ot. she had Trevalyon for to-day, continued hastily, Il we
, ad- open the Hall for no end of revels at Christmas, I must
here have you then." P

al- Il I shall slumber and dream, of you until that timeý"
it's and with a long side, glance from hi' sleepy eyes the

Epieurean peer put spurs to his horse to overtàke hîs
dore friends.

Drive-on, coachman."
What deep eyes Lord Rivers has; he quite looks one

.,lty)" through. What a pity such a sweet man should have
)ther such au ugly, disagreeable wife, I never thought she would9 yyis be even a possible choice for any man, said the March-

mont.
ett.' Better for us, it makes him, sigh for the impossible,"

,he %àd Mrs Tompkins.

47LOVE AND LOVE-MAKING.
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And 'tis such a sweet mission for a woman, that of
consoler," sighed the Marchmont.

To a man," said Blanche with her innocent air.
Of course to a man; a woman would suspect a latent

pity for which she would re-ward you with her claws,"
said Mrs. Tompkins.

Sweet consoler, 1 shall send to Pittsburop for a cast-iron
heart and buy out some druggises court plaster," said
Blanche. " You shall console a husband next season, 1
am determined in this."'

" Indeed ! who, have you got me ticketed for ? " and
the pink eyes turned towards her step-mother.
"' Little Sir Tilton would be just her height, dear Mrs
Tompkins," and Mrs Meltonbury clasped her hands in

eestasy. 0
'« Mrs. Tompkins will tell you how I love him," said

Blanche disapprovingly.
. " Yes Melty, Blanche cannot endure him and besides he
is my little beau," said Madame with an airof proprietor-
ship.

But the Hall of the Haughtons is reached, and the
carriage rolls through the wide open gates. At the pretty
lodge door stands the keeper and his wife, he pulls off
his cap W'hile she curt'ies low, their future mistress
tosses them a gold bit at whieh more curtsy and bow.

What a magnificent'avenue through the great park, the
oak and elm mingling their branclies and interlacing their
arms overhead, through whieh a glimpse of blue heavens
with golden gleams of sunlight are seen. A turn in the

road and the grand entrance is before them, on either
side of which are flower bedîin full bloom. A conserva-
tory is all around the octagon south wing, now bereft of
its floral beauties excepting its orchards and ferns. It is
really a fine old place, large and massive, Mi grey stone and
with the grandeur of -other days about it ; the arms and
motto show well in the sculptor's work over the entrance ;

the words " Always the same " and 'I Loyal unto deathI'
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of standing out brave and firm, as the Haughtons have for
generations unnumbered. On the steps Stand the master

of Haughton, begide him his friend of years, Trevalyon,
A behind them their acquaintance, small Sir Tilton Everly.

In the background, on either side of the Hall, are the
household, only a few for their master has an uncomfort-

)n ably small income, but they love him and will not leave
Âd him for filthy lucre's sa-e. But they are glad of the news

that their master will marry and that a good time is
coming for them.

id «I Thrice welcome to Haughton Hall, my dear guest,"
said Col. Haughton, taking the hand of his bride-elect

-rs and leading her up the steps ; " your future mistrm, and
in if you are as faithful to us both as you have been to, my-

self you will do well.'*
îd Thank you kindly, master," said the old butler.

We will, we will., Sir," was echoed from, all sides.
he - After a substantial luncheon, at which they were very
)r- merry, Sir Peter Tediil joining them ab table, there was a

scattering of forces, Col. Haughton giving his arm to his
ie future wife in introducing her tu her future home.

.ýty cç You say I am to make all things new if I please,
)-ff Colonel."'

3, S S Even to, remodelling myself, my dear Kate."
W. Wise man, for I am accustomed to, get my waý, Most
lie days," she added, with a side glance at Trevalyon.
2.ir And in her inspection she admired or ridiculed, laughed

,ns at or condemned, old time-worn tapestry and fumiture
he mouldings and decorations, as ruthlessly as though mere
ier cobwebs. « It was finally decided that their tour would be

-a- at once, and to New York and Paris, from whence reno-
of vators and decorators should -be imported ; two or three0 apartmentsonly were to be held sacred; old things wereis
nd to pass away, all was to, become new. The future mis-

id tress tbrew a good deal of vini intb her walk and talk,
doing all in a business-like manner, determined that

Haughton Hall should be unequalled for luxurious
1
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comfort. Moreover, doing her duty in allowing her future
husband to, monopolize her for two or three hours; so

earning her reward in Trevalyon in the drive by rail
home to, the city. The derfaeanour of Haughton in these
hours pleased her; he was not lover-like, but properly

admiring and tractable. Once before his mother's por-
trait he was very much affected, regretting she could not
see his happiness, while she inwardly conoTatulated her-
self that the stately dame only lived on canvas.

«" And now, 1 suppose, we have ',done' (excuse the
slang) the spacious, and I must say, the very complete
home of your fathers, Colonel; and ' I may close-my note-
book)" she said, with a satisfied but somewhat relieved
air.

" Excepting the north towerwhich you would please
me very much by making the ascent of ; it is selfish, but
1 shall have you a little while longer to, myself, especially
as I agree with you that I had best stay here until to-

morrow evening to set some of my people to work."
"' Two heads are better than one, Colonel," and her

pulses throb; another tête-à,-téte with her idol made easy.
cc Yes, dear, 1 should have been obliged to run down

within the week had 1 not remained."
True, and now for the tower; which is the door?

Up a dozen steps; 1 shall have to leave you while
go back for the open sesame."

In here ? 'tis dark ; but never mind, run away."
It is my àrmoury, and should be locked; but the negli-

gence of the servants gives you a resting place, it is so
near the tower; this lurge leather chair you will find
comfortable."

" Thank you, that will do; lift over that box with the
dynamite; lèok about it for my feet."

"« Beautiful feet 1 and my wife's," he whispered low.
cc Ta, ta," I have plenty to, occupy my eyes.ý"
cc Yes, I take quite a pride in my armour, from our own

and foreign lands; with the 8abre de mm père, Indian
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Te idols, Highland targets, and many relies of my happiest
so days.-ly -

-ail Il There, there, that will be very com'ortable; by-by."
DW S e His footsteps bave scarce died away when she is con-%ly scious of not beinom alone, and though in the dim light,

:)r- ber nerves are strong and do not give way ; still she
lot slow1y arises humming an air, and as if to have a nearer
er- view of an Inclian cunosity. Scarcely bas she done so

than she is clasped in the strong arms of a man who bas
_jhe come from behind ber, and pillows ber face closely to,

ete his breast to, prevent a scream, and so she shall not
)te- recognize him. She dreaded the return of Col. Haugh-

ved ton, now that events are shaping theinselves fairly well;
ber immediate fear is lest any escapade should cause him.lase to return with ber to London, which. wotild perforce pre

but vent ber immediate escort by the man 'she loves. So she
illy allow-ed a tremor to pass through ber, thinking to, excite

to- pity-whieh she did, for he slightly loosened his tight
hold.

her " Let me go and I shall not seream; you may have my
asy. money or jewels," she said in gasps.
)wn Il I only want you, my beauty," said a voice*she knew

well-the voice of George Delrose. -And ber face is rudely
kissed again and again.

le 1 hope you are satisfied ; I shall not ask ý you how vou
came here, for as I have beforé had occasion to, remârk,You are Lucifer himself," she said in cutting accents.

Kate, don't, or you will kill me; I must know your
is so moves or I shall go mad."
find And the strong man groans for his weakness, pressing

his forehead with both hands.
the, «'Tedril met me ' at the 'Russel Club' after dining with

yoti last night; he then told me he was coming here at-
W. your invitation. Seeing how dreadfully eut up I waïs he

changed his plans, and to give me a chance 'of a word
own with you ran down on first train to his place; we then

dian rode over ; he managed an entre to the Hall and se-
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-cured me a retreat here, loitering about the park himself
until luncheon. He tells me you axe to marry Haughton;
1 reeled at his words, and would have fallen; 'but " cour-
age,' 1 told myself , 'she is not so cruel'; tell me, my beauty,
that they lie; you could never love such an iceberg."

I' You know me well enough for that, George."
Had it been that othèr to whom, 1 heard you
Overheard, you mean; but one word of that, and I

seream out."
""I repeat," and his voice grew fierce in its intense

rage; " had it been even said - you were to wed him, 1
would have shot him; the other you would be wretched

with, so 1 am safe there."
"' I confess to the being curious; did you hear the whis-

pered D othingss of the Colonel as he left me? "

" No> I was behind the coats-of-mail at the end of the
foom; but I should not have been jealous; a man must

make love to you ; it is yours for me 1 dread will chan e ;
your words to Trevalyon are burned to, my memory; 91d
heshall never have you, I have mtorn it."

And in spite of herself she trembled, not for herself,
but for the man she loved; but recovering herself qûlckly,
and wishing to quiet him, bèfore the Colonel retÜrned,
said :

" How could I possibly marry a man with a hidden
wife 1 ',

Delrose, taking her face in his hands, tried in vain to
read her heart; sighing heavily, he said :

cg Oh, Kate, could you love me faithfülly, devotedly, as
1 do you, what a life ours would be; but you are a slave
to fancy, a creature of impulse, and I am now a mere
barrier in your path, to, be kicked aiside at will; yet

knowing this, I love you as ever, with the same old mad
passion; and should you desert me, Reaven help me;"
and the ring of truth and despair in his tones would have
touched the heart of another.

But Kate, accustomed to eat greedily of Ufe's sugar-
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plums, only stamped her foot impatiently at his persist-
encet saying

Yon are just a great big monopolist, George, and don't
want our world to look at me, even through a glass ýaV;

the, idea of youebeing jealous of a man whom we both
agreed to sit on if he play bigamist; you forget our par-
tizmaanship.')

Il See how quickly a kind word from you calms me
my queen, but its too bad, beauty, I must hide again. I hear

him returning." '
I shall go and meet him. so he shall not lock you in."

You were not long, Colonel, but I am quite rested and
now for the tower stairs key, whieh way ? "

Il This way, but I need not have left you ; Trimmer tells
me là the-door is unlocked and our guests in advance of
US.J

Il Oh. how lovely, it will save time looking them up
'tis four-forty-five now, and at seven the up train is
due."

In twenty minutes the ascent is made and madame
stepped among her friends, her short navy blue satin

skirt being j ust the thing to get about in easily; 'twas a
handsome robe too with it§ heavy fringe and jets with

'bonnet to match, black silk jersey,.heavy gold jewellery
and jaunty satchel with monagram in gold slung over
her round shoulder. She lobked well and carried her

head hioph and had her under
jaw and mouth been less

square and heaý,y she would have been handsome.
«'What a band of idlers you look," she said " after my

bard minage.ci pilg > I should say," saidRefreshingly d1olée far nien&,,
Trevalyon lazily.

«'How do you like the view, ladies?" enquired the
Colonel, *which gave Sir Peter Tedril his opportunity.
99 Have you seen him. ? he said in au undertone,
;'I have."

LOVE AND LOVE-MAKING.



'« Thank Heaven, it's over! you look so calm, I feared it
had to, come."

'« I don't wear my heart on my sleeve."
«I The Colonel did not see him." he again asked.

No j 1 did and alone in the armory."
Where I left him, poor fellow." _' 1 .

«« That will do; the otheo may hear."
't'Allow me to adj ust thIQ"tele-cope for you, Tedril," said

Trevalyon. 't I know it Well, now, Mrs. Tompkins, you
have a fine view taking in: as vou see a ravishing bit of
Richmond a very embodiment of rest, at least where you
are gazing, with the music which you are to imagine of
the Thames at its feet.y>

Enough she said, '« I am in o poet, and with me a little
of that sort of thing goes a long way; turù it on some-

thing practical- if it will range'so far."
Shall it be London, Guildford, or chic little Epsom,

fair Madame?
ii Give me London." r

«' Our gilded Babylon, versw ethereal skies, with lights a
and shadows that would send an artist wild," said Tre-
valyon, gaily readjusting the telescope.

M7hy, Trevalyon, such sentiments from you," exclaim-
ed the Colonel, while the othe' gathered around. f

""Tis a practical age, I like his view," said Everly.
" Do yoti, well take it; my eyes pain me," cried Ma-

dame. SE

'« I wish I could take the pain too," he answered gal-
lantly. c
"' You have taken both, sweet child; we had better all

be off, every body. Time flies." st«« He does ; it tires one to think of him,'I said Trevalyon,
consulting his watch. U.

'Tis 8o sweet up here," sighed the Marchmont. «'I am PC
féasfing mv eves on Rose Cottage."'Tis near dinner time, Mrs. Marchmont," said Blanche. el

When you will S*Lh, fish of sea, fowl of air ver&m
Rose Cottage.pi,
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«I Though following Sir Peter-s lead from the depths to
the heights, 'tis only to feed the inner-man, therefore as
we grow prosaie we had best descend to the level of Rose

Cottage," said Trevalyon.
For he felt that he was losing hiinself in memories of

the past, here he had sat many liours' with Vaura and
his friend, now everything would be so changed; he knew
it was foolish, but since he had seen a colored miniature
of her in her unele's possession in all the beauty of wo-
manhood, he craved for her living presence, and he felt

that the first step aàs he now made it down the old stairs
brought him nearer the consummàtion of his wish. He

wais glad his arrangements to leave London at sunrise
were complete; he wished the up trip was over; he did not

pine for'another tête-à-tête with Madame; she was capital
company, but she belonged to his friend; he ouly hoped

he would be able to hold her that was all. On their
descent, after a few minutes adjournment to the dining-

room, where delicious tea with walnuts in 's-weet 'butter
and salt and scraped*Stilton cheese in rich Freinch pastry
were duly relished, besides cold ham, chicken with spark-

ling hock and Malmsey. And now again, merrier than
birds,,away to the station; this time Mrs. Tompkins and
the Meltonbury take the dog-cart with Colonel Haugh-
ton. - They outstrip the carriage ; but now all alight.

«« Gentlemen and . ladies for the carriages, please take
seats at onçè," sang the guard.

How are yqu off for roo% guard enquired the
Colonel.

«' Seats in this one for two, sir."
«« Sir, Tilton, might I trouble you to take charge of roy

step-daughter; 1 know it will be a bore," she added in an
undertone, but I shall reward you my dear little
popl)et."

Seats for' five more, guard," shouted Tedril, for the
enpue wa-s almost'off.

ý"This way, sir."



The strawberries with hasty good-byes' are on board a
with Tedril. c

«" Dine with me to-morrow evening, Colonel. By, by," said
Mrs. Tompkins pleasantly, for he was so easy and she c
would have Trevalyon up. 1

But the latter, lifting his hat, said C'
" it is not au revoir with me, dear Mrs. Tompkins, but

bon voyage; and, " he said, lowering his voice, " imagine a.
the rice and slippers, for I heartily wish you every hap- à
piness."'

" What nonsense, " with a frown and little stamp of e,
foot. " Wish me your wishes up; you are coming," and her &

eyes showed both anger and disappointment. rE
Carnages, carnages; shouted the guard, and with a fa

pardon Madame almost locked the door on the skirts of SI
Mrs. Tompkins as the Colonel was saying hurriedly: ic
«'I persùaded him to wait for the midnight and keep Sc

me company." rE

la.
h
si-

CTTAPTER VIL st
Soý

ORESTES AND PYLADES. in.
H

ND how glad I am you did, dear old fried," said ar
Trevalyon warmly, as they took the dog- (9

cart for home, talking by the way long and
earnestly as they drove slowly and absently.

After dinner they stretched their limbs on rugs on the yc
lawn under the peaceful June sky ; they had not been In:

here many minutes when their mutual friend the'rector,
Mr. Douglas, strolled across the park to, smoke hiz pipe tr
-with them.

You see it did not take me long ýo hear of your
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advent, " he said taking the easiest of attitudes on a gar-
den seat.

Il And 1 need not say I am glad of- it, Douglas ; I am
only sorry you did not come over and dine with us; had

Trevalyon not been with me I should have found you
out ere tbis."

Leaving Haughton and Douglas to talk of old times
anct the new, Trevalyon lay perfectly still, alternately
dreaming and smoking, now there is a luïl, and he says:

Neither of you have the remotest idea of how I
enjoy this rest; I have been a good deal bothered lately
and have had an unsettled feelinor," here he noticed the

rector give him a searching look, «ýand this is paradise; in
fact I doubt if we earn Elysian Fie s by comparison; we

shall find the restful peace more ené anting we only long
for (I suppose as long as one is tno 1 one longs for a

something), a few charming women, tÊen we would have a
realm for Epieurus himself, Evening,,, and pure, soft tints
everywhere, the long 'hadows blendipg to disappear in
the dark, like the last waves of unrest, the young moon
languidly rising to lighten Io-ing faceà of those in this
haven of peace, the fragrance of onder blossoms as thev
sip the dew, the gracetul forms from the sculptors, hand
standing in theïr whitenessamid the green grass, and the
soft sighing leaflets stirred by the air above tbem, seem-

ing to breathe to them their evening song of love.
Haughton dear fellow, you have a magnificent place here,

and God grant, " he added with fervor, «'you may be full
df content and happi*nass."

Il God grant it," said his friend earnestly.
«'Amen,"' said the rector:'Ithen the gossips are right,

you are about to, come to, God's altar, to join yourself in
matrimony with a we4lthy American."
"' I am; do you think 1 am rîght; tell me as an old and
trusty friend," he said gravely.

Every man should marry, you should know whom to
D



choose, being a cosmopolitan as you are ; the Hall
should be occupied; you are a good and faithful steward, 4.
giving to the poor with no niggard hand, and out of your
present small income; yes, you should decidèdly marry
and you should as deci4edly have, an Éeir," he added smil-
ing. - j i.
"' As you think it wise, I wish I had put on the shackles

before, especially as a home for my darling Vaura is my
strongest motive, and now she will marry and I might
have had her -with me all these years; as for an heir 1

bother myself very little about it ; in my early manhood
1 loved, and had I been loved in return," he said bitterly;

heirs w*Ould now, 1 expect, have been numerous, and
now it is aU her fault,"' -he said weakly, " if my ventur
does not bring me happiness."

" Never mi'd the past, my deax fellow, we have done
-vvith it," said the rector kindly, " be true to the wife you s-
are taking; 'Loyal unto death' (your own motto), or dis-
honour, which, God save us all from, we have nothing to q,
do with; the man who is loyal to his wife has a right to yexpect equal devotion on her part." D-

" Your own wedded life has been very happy," said yTrevalyon earnestly.
" It has ; heaven grant you both the same ! Trevalyon, 01

you will pardon an old friend (and a friend of your father's ü
also) ; you have said you have been a « good deal bothered

lately,' is it anything you can confide in me-it lightens
care to share it ?

- " I thank you, Douglas; you are very kind. I have a
Visit to my place on the tapÏ8, and when this is the case 0',

my heart is full of sad memories; my tenants, too, under
my late steward's régime, have been extremely disaffected; &

so I take the Great IN orthern at sunrise on to-morrow for
Northumberland. I have been feeling very much lat.ely fe
the burden of my lonely life, the outcome as it is, of my r
dear father% borhted hopes grief-stricken; desertio'n,
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Pardon me, you are under some promise, of celibacyd) to your father, I believe."
ir I am." ,

9 ýY It was no oatli,?
No> I wu glad by a promise to relieve his poor

troubled mind, and m knowledY> y ge of women made ites easy. ;ID
ly ci Grant me still another question. I am not, 1 need-ht scarcely say, actuated by mere idle curiosity 2.

Any question you like, Doucrl&s.'-'
Dd tD«' Have you never met a woman who bas caused you toy regret your promise."
nd di Never ! "
ire But a new and strange féelinom stirred bis lieart-strir)o-q,
ne tbat per aps, bad he met the chi'lnd Vaura, now the woman
,ou he could not answer so. There was a pause on his an-
Às- swering Douglas, with the single word-«i NeVer.»

« It is due to you, that I should give a reason fdr myto questions. My son, Roland,,Writes me, that the story of,to your elopement with Fanny Claremont, haý; been revived
and with a good deal of vim. and sensation as to her beingaid your hidden wife thrown in.)»

'I' Indeed," said Trevalyon, carelessly, cc what a dearth
of seandal there must be in Dame Rumour's budget,S that she must needs revive one of a dozen yeàrs ago.?y

,red " Ah ' " thought the rector, cc whàt a it it is true. Butens not so Ilaughton, who, starting to a p g posture, said
excitedly : sitti

'e a «' You take it too coolly, Trevalyon, stamp it out at3ase once, and for ever! you know you never married ber.Y'
-der «« Dame Rumour says I did'," he answered Nnoth theeed; utmost,8aiij-froid, k
for '« Nonsense; saddle it on the right man, my dear

-4Y fellow ; mark me, 'tis his doing ; whateý#er may be his
MY prwent muon, he is now, as, the:ýi, thoroughly unpri 0 n.

and always your foe."



ci 'Tis true, Haughton; but the weather is too warm for
a brawl," he said, lazily.

III Eleven 1 o'clock,"' exclaimed the rector, Il I must bid

youboth good-night; Haughton, you ýave mybest wishes ;
we shaU be more glad than 1 can say to have, you among

us again, and the other dear ones, Lady Esmondet and

our sweet Vaura ; godd-bye, Trevalyon, 1 am full of re-

grets, that in giving,.you Dame Rumour's words ) I-have

lent an unpleasant tone to your thoughts.
You have nothinom to regret, Douglas, I am too well Ic

accustomed to Dame Rumour's pleasantries; she only serves st

poor Fanny Claremont up in a new dress; as 'hidden si

wife,' she has never been presented before. Good-bye ; ti

I wish 1 could remain at the dea old place all night, h.
0"

t 01
then we would both stroll across th park with you." h «That would have been pleasant oping soon to méet 10

again; good-night, and fare you both . eIL"

The rector gone, the dog-caxt is again in requisltion; MI

at the station, Haugghton says heartily re

Good-bye, dear old friend; 1 am sorry you will not be mi

with me to the last, but I shall look forward to your nc

spending a couple of months with me in the autumn, ere W,

going «Up for thé, season ; good-night, I fe él all the better le'

since our talk." ca

«I Good-bye, Erie, good-bye; my heart is to full for eN

many words. God bless you 1 Farewell.",
And with a long, fim pressure of the hand and look îs.

from, the eyeg, the friends, with the, friendship of Orestes

and Pylades, part. Pl
Si

W
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61MADAME AND HER GARDENER.

CHAPTER VIII.

MADAME AND HER GARDENER.

NE word of Mrs. Tompkins, on tbe up trip to
the city, a few hours previous, ag she cares
for ber little plot diggring with smiles as sun-

beams ; frowns as showers. On the guard
locking, the door, she was astobished to:ând, besides the

strawberries and Sir Peter, ber head opardener, who
smiled as he str-ked bis beard in satisfaction; he loved

this woman (so like himself) with the strongest passion
his heart had eV-er known, and here she was coming in to

him, making bis heart throb with joy, while she, more in
love W'ith bis rival than ever, by this day's social contact,

,êtill, in pique- at bis falling into Haughton's plan to re-
main, and so (though he knew she loved him) lettirig ber
return in other company, gave ber a certain relish for this
man's bold love-making, and whom she could also use in

nourishing ber plot to keep Trevalyon free. So now,
while instructing Delrose in the manner of, the plot, she

let him love ber with bis eyes, while with smiles and
caressing words, she bound him. in stronger chains than
ever.1 Y

- When may I come, my beauty he whispered fever-
* b shly, at the door of No. - Eaton square.

«, NowI' she said impulsively, she would so perfect ber
plot; cc and you, my dear little strawberry blondes, with
Sir Peter and little Tilton, tý -whom I owe a sucrar-plum,
for taking care of Blanche,"' who yawning said *

I just hate an Enorlish rail-car, locked up like Oscar
Wilde's blue china, with only Sir Tilton to talk to."'
Major Delrose was in a fool's Paradise, all night, and

swore to leave no stone untui-ned -in effectually prevent-
M-a the marriage of his rival with Miss Vernon Madame

OiýÏ him, such was the wish of Trevalyons heart
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Tedril favourpd Delrose's suit in every possible 'way;
Iffaughton Hall was four times the size of Richmondglen.

Sir Peter represented his division of the county oDly on
suffellance ; and, he knew it right well, should Haughton

marry money, he wouldbe persuaded to, stand for Surrey,
he had refused, heretofore, on the plea of absenteeism and

lack of gold; and so, he, Tedril, grêatly preferred that
Delrose should win ; but his fierce passions would not

brook his, Tedril's, coupling any man's name with hers
but after this run to, Surrey, he knew she would wed
Haughton, while, as now, throwing dust in his friends èyes.
And so it was in four days, the announcement of the
marriage of 'Kate Vivian Tompkins, relict of the late,

Lincoln Tompkins, Esq., of New YorkeTJ.S., to, Erie, Col.
Hauzhton, of Haughton Hall, Surrey, England,' appeared

in thé Court Journal and Times, at which Major Delrose
raved and swore, said some queer things, whièh went the
round of the clubs, for the usual nine days, Oen for îhe

time) it was forgotton in, the newer scandal of Captain
Trevalyon, one of society's pets, having a '« hidden wife."

«« Well, the darling is handsome en'ough to have half-a-
dozen," said gay Mm Eustace Wingfield.

ci I am, ready to bet a box of gloves (twelve buttons)
that a dozen women have as good as asked him.." laughed
another butterfly.

'« Forestall'g the advanced method in Lytton% 1 New
TJtopia,"' said Mrs. Claxton.

" There would be an absence of the usual mother-in-
law difficulty,"'' lisped a young' Goçernment attaché,

meekly, who hýd recently married the only child of her
mother. 

1

6« Or, if so, she would pose not aà Mark Twain's, but as
M. Thiers'," said Wingfield, jestingly.

«I I don't believe a word of it * ;» said Posey Wyesdale,
weeping profusely; «" it is inveCed by some person who,
is ealous of his overwhelminicr love for me; -'but l'Il let
them see 1 shall marry him all the same."
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Give me you attention, young ladies'," said Madame
de Lancy, private and with a business-like air, to her

eight daughters, who were out. «l It is commonly reported
that Capt. Trevalyon bas a l hidden wife;' but as it may
be a complete falsehood, I wish you all-all, remember-
for we do not know his style, and one of you will doubt-
less suit him ; I repeat, I wish you all, to be. tenderl
sympathetie and consolmig in your manner towards him;

it is unfôrtunate that the season is just about over; but
much may be done lin one meeting, and I shall tell your

father to invite him to, dinner to-morrow; 1 shall have
no one else to, distract his attention from yourselves."

And in her own mind she decided that Mrs. TrevaJyon
should bave at least four of her sisters on her hands to
settle in life.

CHAPTER IX.

VALMA IN A MEDLEY.

IIE mighty ' god, Society, having descended
from his London throne, and with a despotie

wave of the hand bid his slaves forth to, sorae
resort where fashion reigned; as a matter of

course, you and I, mon ami, must go with the stream if
we would not be ostracised a1together; we should dearly
love to take a lazy summer jaunt with some of them;
our dear Lionel Trevalyon, in his lonely pilgnmage, to, theNorth Countree, would be glad of companions ip ; I wish
it had been his pleasant fate to, màke his exodus with his

old friends, the Lady Esmondet and Vaura Vernon; but
it w as not -to be. And so, through themoves of the Il mis-
creator circumstance we are all separated until no w

ýwhen 1 am uore than glad to tell you that Lady Esmon-
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det, with Miss Veimon, have arrived this day, 2nd Nov.,
'77, at Dover, having come up from gay Brighton, and
are hourly expecting Col. and Mrs. Haughton, who had
left by the White Star Line for New'York immediately
,on their marriage; thence, on sending home the most ar-
tistie of American fresco workers and decorators, they
spent a month amid the gay revellers at Long Branch
and Saratoga; back again tý the old shores and Paris,
choosing from this 'great storehouse of the beautiful, gems
in art, both to please the senses and delight the cultured
and refined. With the face of Trevalyon seldom absent

from her thoughts, Mrs. Haughton unconsciously chose
much that would have been bis own choice also. A page,

in the hotel livery, tapping at the door of the sitting-
room en suite with the sleeping apartments engaged by

Lady Esmondet, coming forward, bands a telegram.
This bas just arrived, your lad ship; any answer,

your ladyship ? "
«INo; it merely states they have left by one of the

new lines."
Il We are looking for one to come in very shortly, your

ladyship."
That is convenient; it will allow of their drming

dining with comfort; and, boy, see thaÉ their rooms
are warm and lighted."

Il Will it please your ladyship to dîne here, or at the
table crhdte ?

ccHere the room is large, warm, and will answer our
purpose very well.'-'

Yes, your ladyship."
How delightful, Vaura dear, that we shall not be de-

tained, but can leave on to-morrow."
le Yes, godmother darling the fates have golden threads

on their distaff for-you and I to-day."
Il I trust your unele will not deny me," said Lady Es-

mondet, a little absently; fdif so, I -shall feel doubly
lonely juét now." f



Il. He bas married a wife ; therefore cannot refuse to
lend me to, you until we both go to Haughton Hall hand
in hand; do not think for one moment that I shall allow
you to go alone to Italy."

You belong to, your uncle as well as to me, dear."
T Yes," she said, slowly ; Il how much I wish.," and she

was beside ber godmother caressing the smooth bands of
fair hair; «'how I wish you and he had had enough of

s love between you tollend your lives in one.",
1 Il Do not even think of what now is an impossibility,
t dear, >y she answered hurriedly and evasively, while a

faint flush came to ber cheek as she pre&sed ber hand to,
ber side.

Alh, poor darling," thought Vaura, " she cared for
y him;" and with a latent sympathy she. said tenderly:ci Iffow oft in one's journey through life one closes one's
,Èl eyes to the shimmer of sunbeams on the grand, majestie

ocean, or the calm, and peaceful. lake; only opening them.
ie to the glare of the gulight, the song of the night bird."

ci How often, indeed," said her godmother, sadly; -but'
ir by the prancing of steeds in the court ' yard," sËe éon-

tinued, smiling bravely, l'one must conclude the steamer
19 bas arrived." 1
ns "'Tis well one can don society's mask at will," said

Vaura.
,he ce Yes, dear, and 'tis quite unnecessary to bare one's

hèart to the million.." she answered, with ber usual com-
)Ur posure. '« You are looking charming, dear; that seal-

brown velvet, fits you exquisitely." 10
"Worth. 'says 1 am eurves, not angle%". said Vaura,

îe- gaily ; &Ihe says he would prefer to fit a grasshopper, à, la
mode, than many women who pine for his scissors!'

ads 1 11 You should always bare your arm to the elbow; the
sbape is perfect, and your old gold jewelry blends both

Es- with the warm. brown of your Leyo and the roses and
bly lace at your throat. I wonder àlittle what Mrs. Haugh-

ton, how strange it sounds, but one grows accustomed to.
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anything, I wonder what your unele's wife will think
of YOU."

«« It matters not, " replied Vaura, her beautiful head
erect. " 1 know she is no fit mate for a Haughton, and an
innate feeling causes me to wish most fervently that
she, with the golden dollar bequeathed to her, had never
set foot on proud Albion's shores." 1

«'They are in the èorridor, dear; make the best of her
for your dear uncle's sake, " said her god-mother, breath-
lessly.

" Do not fear for me, dear godmother, especially as poor
misguided uncle has wed so that 1 forsooth, shall fmd in

Haughton Hall a fitting home, and yet, 1, above all,
should not speak in such tone, our race are capable of a
noble self abnegation, even I at fourteen, but I dream

aloud, dear godmother, for g-*ve me.5)
'« Surely, dear, with me alone, you may think audibly."
«'In a few minutes during whieh Vaura's eyes idly rest

on the last beams of the western sun as they kiss the soft
Umds of hair and bring out the mauve tints in the rich

satin robe of her now silent companion, when the door
is opene(ýo wide, a page admitting Col. and- Mrs.
Haughton, with Miss Tompkins, followed by Sir- Tilton

Everly.
«« My dear friend and darling Vaura, how glad, glad I am

to see you both; yDu give the place quite a home look;
Mxs. Haughton, Lady Esmondâ and my niece Vaura,
and here is my wife's step-daughter, Miss Tompkins, a
devotee of the A.merican Eagie, and Sir Tilton Everly."
'« I should Uy so," said Blanche, "' our Eagle would
make short wqfrk of the furs of yoU Lion and not lose

a feather."
He would fxst be obliged to turn dentist and claw-

remover, Miss Tompkin " said Vaura merrily.
"Miss Vernon," saia Mrs. Haughton stiffly, " allow me

even thus early in our acquaintance to, make a requéat
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of you which is that you ignore the odious sirname of
my step-daughter, simply calling her Blanche."

«I Certainly, Mrs Haughton, though it is out of order, if
your step-daughter also wishes it.

«I Oh yes, it don't make five cents difference, Miss Ver-
non; popa had to give up Annabella Elizabeth my reaJ
name; Mrs. T. didn't take to it, she only took Tompkins

because it was set in diamonds."
This was said with the most child-like expression on

the wee white face, but one could detect venorn in the
tone of voice. For answer there was a frown and an
impatient stamp of foot as her step-mother says coldly.

'« Lady Esmondet will excuse us, Blanche, while we
change our travelling dresses.

ci Certainly."
Sir Tilton flew to open the door; the Colonel seeing

them to their appartments, and their maids in attendance,
returned to the loving rest of his home birds.

Cc Well, une le dear, how do you feel after your run to,
and fro ? " salid Vaura, affectionately, and going behind
his ehair, drew his head backwardý, kissing his faèe in
welcome.

«" Passing well, dear; here, take this chair besidp me,
and let me look at voû; the Scotch lakes and sea-bathing
have agreed. with you, and with Lady Alice also, " he
added kindly.
ic Erie, what did you think of New York," enquired
Lady Esmondet, to divért his attention from, her person-
ally.

" Oh$ it is j ust a large handsome city, -with_ cosmo-
politan eut in its very corner store, representing much
wealth in its many fine buildings; there is a good deal of

taste displayed in its burying grounds, and parks, and
nearly all has a look of rapid growth about it, so différent

to our London."
As our old slow-growing Oak mi comparison, with

their Pines," said Vaura; «« and what of the people gener..
allyf

1

67



68 A REART-SONG OF TO-DAY.

«'Just what we know them to, be, dear, full of energy
and active life; sleeping never, 1 do believel, or if so,
with eyes open."

«'So full of mercury that it tires one even to think of
them," said Vaura lazily, .

" A great people though,-Xiss Vernon; strongly imbued
with the spirit of the age, Progress," said Sir Tilton, who,
from his corner, had never withdrawn his gaze from
Vaura's face since the exit of the other ladies.
'l« True , but what a spirit of unrest is Progress, always

flying, only resting on the winçr to scatter to the winds a
somethinom new to take the place of îhe old said Vaura

thoughtfully.
,,, But, Vaura, dear," said Lady Esmondet, it'is aston-

ishing how tomfortably we en nimse keep pace with your
,,flying spirit, eager to pick up its novelties."

'l True, ladies, and elbow each other in the race," said
Sir Tilton.

" I know I am old-fmhioned," remarked the Colonel, a
little sadly; '« but our life,- of to-day does not come up to,

my ideal, as when a soldier on furlough 1 used to return
to my deax old home;,there, if anywhe" on this lower

sphere, peace and happinessreigned."
«You may well say so, 4rie, with your noble father,

sainted mother, and Vaura's mother, my dear friend, your
sweet sister, Ethel, as inniates;" and in that instant their

eyes met, full of sympathy. And be it what it may, an
elecùic spark, the true speech of hea# to heart, or- what;

the knowledge came to him for the first time of what he
bad lost, and a nervous tremor ran through- him such ffl,

he had never ýfelt ' at Delhi or Inkerman under shell or
rifle fire. And the woman who had been toq proud to
show her -love unasked, did not know whether she was

f lad or sorry that he had at last tasted. of the tree of
owledge.
Muon here threw open the door for her mistreu ancl

Tompkine, who enter, both baving made elaborate
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toilets, the*'former in a gown of rgse pink brocade, the
latter wearing sky-blue silk, each lavish in their display
of jewels.
ýIt Dressed before you, after all, Miss Vernon," cried
Mrs. Haughton, with latent malice. Even small Sir Til-

ton raised his eyebrows; for one moment Vaura was
non-plussed; '« underbred poor unele," was her tho.ught
as she said quietly: "« I have dined in salons at Brighton
in this gown, Mrs. Haughton ; I have listened to Patti
robed as you see me."

«« How mean of step-momma," thought Blanche.
'« Nevèr saw - anyone to compare with hèr," thought

the little baronet.
Il Is it possible, Miss Vernon? You must excuse me,

but I really thought it your travelling dress."
Waiters were now busy with the dining table at the

end of the room, partially separated by folding doors ;
temptiDg entrées, steaming dishes, with delicious dainties,

are now arranged.
'l Sùrely, we dine at the table d'hôte," said Mrs. Haugh-

ton,,hastily; 'l you should have seen to it, Colonel ; yoia
kjîow I prefer 't."

"Pardon, Kate; I was unaware of this arrangement,
dear."
-.1 «1 1 am the culprit, Mrs. Hauahton," said Lady Esmon-
det.- " I thought we should all be warmer here; the air
is chilly this evening."

" Oh, certainly, as you wish it; only when I take the
trouble to dress for the ta6le d'Ute, I like to be seen"' she

answered, -stiffly; " but we go to, the theatre afterwards;
and now, Sir Tilton, yony arm." And clearing her brow,
shetseats herself at table, her husband opposite, with.his
friend on his right.

"Tou have no hotels at London to compare with oun
of New York city, làady F-£mondet," she said. ,

«« You have, Mm Ha: nhton, I believe, the verdict of
the ority of the trav public with you; though I

VAUIU IN À MEDLEY.
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have found the Langham, and others among our leading
hotels, most comfortable!' sai(

" The diflêrence between our system and theirs," said cc

the Colonel, " is that ours savor of the British home, in ton
the being chary of whom we admit., and a trifle pompous; pre,
while the French and Ame'n*cans, as a people, are better cou

adapted to make hotel life a pleasant success." cc

" Beeause you are too awfully too, and we are free and nar
easy; that's what's the matter," said Blanche. tonsf ci

"' Also," said Vaura... " the hotel and Am erican are both
of to-day." agg

«'You havn't given us the newest London scandal, Sir Mo:
Tilton," . said Mrs. Haughton, thinking of her plot. -'e> wit.

Political or social ? " he asked, somewhat oni ardedly. ci

Social, of course; I don't care a fig for tVe country." gra«
well> to, lead off with, the pretty Miss Fitz-Clayton, knçwho was to have married Lord Menton, instead fell in 6c

love, with her paters tallest footman ; and on her fortune Ma(they have been cooing all summer et the Cap de Ju'an; ic
next," he hurriedly said, '4 Capt. Trevaly'n's hidden wife saicis on; lest, two separations and a new beauty."

There was a moment's pause, each thinking of Treval raor
yon, whèn Vaura said carelessly, to cover her quickened uni

heart-beats: 
ci

«'Here he comes, withIis mouth full of newsý' one
0 andThis story about Trevalyon is a lie direct, Everly,"

said the Coloinel, hastily. sue(
ý"' Dare say, Haughton. >'% it -.

«" The prettiest bit of your news, Sir Tilton, is Cap de pieî-
Juan,-" said Vaura, apparently absorbeý in the delicacies riva
on -her plate ; but, think mig can it be true of the ideal beec
kni ht of my childhood!' Prk

"«ýoor Lioner, how disgusted he will be,» said Lady to I
ondet2 weaxilye

"Stffi, men do do such things; why not he?," said Mrs.
«.E[aughton, daringly; "' and after aU, as nQne of us axe go-

Ing to marry we nSd not mee's

70 A REART-SONG OF TO-DAY.



.. , P-,

VAURA IN À Mi:DLEY. 71

"One feels for one' s friends when. maligned, that is all,"
said, Vaura, carelessly.

«I Well, supposing it be false," continued Mrs. Haugh-
ton, with morbid curiosity, watching the beautiful, ex-
pressive face of her rival-" which 1 don't believe, how
could he clear himself . 'y

" I cannot say, M'. Haughton; it would be easier to
name an antidote for the sting of the snake than for the

tongue of Dame Rumour."
" AU I can say îs, I believe it," said Mrs. Haughton,

aggressively ; "' he is handsome enough to, have indüced
more thau one woman to, make a clandestine marriage
with him.'-

" I regret to hear you say so, Kate," said her husband,
gravely.

" Mrs. IE[aughton is to, be excused, Erie; she doei3 not
know Lionel as we do."
41 The animal man is the sarne everywhere," continued

Madame, recklessly.
«'The serious trouble I see in it for Capt. Trevalyon.)y

said, Lady Esmondet, "is, that did he contemplate matri-
mony, thIs. scandal afloat would be a' barrier to his
union."

" If he were not so careless, he could stamp it out at
once," said the Colonel., impatiently. But he is carelew,
and Mrs. Haughton exults as she remembers it, and at the
success of her plot; for does not_ Lady Esmondet admit

it would be a bar -to -hî!-ý--u n--1'o"n- ; she feels a morbid
pleasure in noting critically the varied charms of her
rival, as an innate feeling tells her Miss Vernon might
become; and she thinks: "For you he scorned my love;

pride, though vou die, will keep you apart; he will come
tome yet."
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CHAPTER X. baVE
LanE

VELVET PAWS CONCEAL CLAWS.-

RIC, 1 have a favour to ask of you," said his havf.

frieind; «'I am going to Rome for a few Squ.
are E-

weeks, and want Vaura with me.'ý' cc
'« 1 had rather you had macle any other thintrequest of me, Alice ; when, and why do you go ? 'y at tfCi On to-morrow, after I have had an interview with abor

Huntingdon, my lawyerý (you will know him), who comes (amc
from Ldlidon by appointment; and by the advice of My if so.9

physician, who declares, 1 require change." or se
"Change, change, that is always their cry," he anàwered, ci

regretfülly; lc take my advice, Alice," hý continued, take
eagerly; Il come to Haughton insteaýcl."- r

Rome first, Erie, thank you; home and Haught6n Our
afterwards; a few weeks will soon pass, as you say," she that%-

continued, taking his arm from the table. 'l I wonder what this -
amount of change we @an digest; we get nothing else; we a,

never at home; what, with the season at London, water- have
ing places, or abroad, home only at Christinas, and some
of us don't even do that.; but you .will lend Vaura to

;me Hau,"' Yes,'-' and lier arm is pressed gently as he finds her a the .
seat; " though it is hard. What do you say, Vaura; but COID4
your face tells me you like this change also." ce

" I regret this catching only a -glimpse of you, dear ffirt
uncle; but we, butterflies, are here to-day, gone to-mo'r- ci

row. 1 love Ha Üghton, and long for Rome; poor human- said
ity, how unrestful; yet with all our change, the most cold

ennuyée of mortals." breaz
c« You Willy I su pose, take Miss Vernon up with you ]cc -

for the season, La Esiùondet asked Mrs Haughton, toni
etager to know if her wish to rid herself of Vaura com- me i
panionship would be gratified. am
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Il Yes, if her unele will give her to me; for myself, I
bave set my heart on having her with me, at Park
Lane.ý)

Il I am glad of that, and the Colonel must agree, for I
have not my plans matured ; if we are at No. Z Eaton
Square, my house will be full as' a box of sardines. You
are sure to come for the season, I suppose ? ',

ci Oh, yes 1 habit, habit; I could not miss my- every-
thing (I was opoing to say) that London gives ; the crush
at the balls,-seated comfortably with some plWant people
about me, chatting of the newest flirtations, if those
(among the unmarried) of last season ended in matrîmony;
if so, what then ? a pleasant yokedom.or no? What divorce
or separation is on the tapîs ; bits of club gossip, &c."

Il With some racy seraps, political, which you would
take to as for your dinner entrées," criéd faura gally.

Il True, Vaura, and any new passage af arms between
our good Queen Victoria's prophet, Earl Beaconsfield and

that earnest defender of the Liberal faith, Gladstone 1 ; and,,
this winter, if I mistake not, we shall hav4 stirring-times,
we are getting ourselves into a tight place;ý England will
have to, keep one, eye on the East, the other on her
Armoury."
l' I wish the war party were stroûger," said Colonel

Haug ton, earnestly., Cc we shall have no soldiers among
the rising generation, if Brights policy be carried out
colatinuouslY."

Il War is too horrid for anything; one has, no one to
airt with%". cried Mrs. Haughton.

ci You-,f 'et our older men and boys, Mrs Haughton,"
said Vauie,-gaily, Il who, when not given a chance for the
cold steel of the battle field, are ever ready to bere the
breastfor the warm dart of Cùpid.

l'« Wouldn't give five cents for'em,"' c*ed Mrs. Haugh-
tony 'ý I want the soldiers; so if this man Bright pleasea

me in this matter, though I care nota' dirne for politics, I
am with him,"



Il Hear 1 hear 1 " exélaimed Everly. Il 1 was beginning U 41
to tbink I was alone in the field, and, thouggh a Bright P_
man from the crown of mý_head, to the soie of my foot, 1

was commencing to feel rather flat, in fàct, anything but V
bright. What is theý use of civilization ? if we are to go va

on'butchering our ý1ý neighbours, or allowing themi to make
targets of us for every imagginary cause. Why be civilized V
in some matters, and in others remain savagres ? ý' If a man
strike me I shall knock him, down, if he strike someone

else even, in wh'm 1 am interested,, he must fight his own
battles, and let me look- after my own interests. So, with

England; 1 don't want to see the sous of the soil turned th
out to fight like dogs. , when there is no occasion for, it, by
so doii)z allowirig the commercial and agricultural inter- Eý
ests of the country go tô ruin, and saddle us with an -br«

enormous, debt. No! a ýhousand times no."
li You grow eloquent, Sir Tilton," said Vaura Id and were à

you only with us, I àhould congratulate you on your power
of speech. As it'is,'l can only lament that so much earn-
estness is lost to us; do, Sir Tilton, go in an unbiased OP
mood to, the EÊouse next session, give close attention to

the arguments of Beacofisfield on this question, and then, Si--1 have, no doubt, a man of your sense will come out in
the riorht colours next election, and you will laugh at the

time you did not want to see the dear Czar, or Sultan, a
blister their hands, or sdil mother earth, while our brave
fellows gave it them in the Balkans, or at Constanti- b&
nople." C. 1 - 9

No, no, 1 believe, 1 am a Whig; I know I am a Liberal, h%
and it is the right side for our day."

«'Now I think, »-continued Vaura, II one should be a
stronger Tory than ever to-day; what with Fenianism, abc
Socialism, Nihilism, if we would see a monarchy left lî&
standing, our peers with a voice, we must, even though P-Z

mwardly acknowledging the other opinions to suit the
progressive spmt, we must stand fim ;. we -are not yèt oz
advanced, or you, or not I should say, Sir Tilton, to gîvîe

ç
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us anything as perfect to take the place of our British
Parliament!, 1

Il You bave taken your first step towards -us, Miss
Vernon. I congratulate you on being a Liberal-Conser-
vative," exclaimed Sir Tilton, gleefully.
Il Ah ! 1 should not have named my flying spirit," said

Vaura, laughingly.
49 No, that's where you were weak, dear," said her unele,
96 you forgot your party."

The carriage is waiting, sir," said the Colonel's man.
Very well, Tims; tell the maids to bring wraps for

their mistresses!)
ti The warinth of the fire is inviting," said -Lady
EsmondetY for they bave been sipping their coffee by -à

-bright fire.
Which means you think the opposing element outside

the reverse, godmother mine."
Yes, Vaura, what do you say to, keeping me company."

With pleasure ; I dare say we bave seen whatever is

Twelfth night," said Blanche; "' I guess Fll stay too;
Sir Tilton; a game - at euchre."

With pleasure, Miss Tompkins, though the game is
new to, me he said, seating himself where he could have

a good view of Vaura,
«, Kate, dear, do you care to go ènquired her hus-

band.,
Il No; the pNy ia not to my taste; Shakespeare is

heavy.pt
Heresy, heresy 1 " exclaimed Vaura s urely, Mrs.

ghton, you don't condemn, «As you like it,' 1 Much ado
about nothing,' and the bill for 'to-night-and with bril-
liant Neilson 1 for their heaviness-1 doubt if .0 1 le dy
Beatrice, or Viola would agree with you, unless it be
,Vîola, who may have found the Duke; so, th -Fate.,
our loven are more quick witted.'ý'



1should have jilted him, at once and for ever! " cried
Mrs. Haugh ton.,

«' On'e would think the keen eye of love could have fpenetrated her disguise," said Mrs. Haughton.
".Especially in pleading the love of an imaginary ssister said Vaura our men would have suggested

making love to the lips that were by." r'«lîýAll 1- have to, say is," said Mrs Haughton, suppress-
ing a yawn., «« that the way the Duke *went a wooing
would never have siÉted me; 1 like a man with a spice Mof 'boldness in his love-making; a sort of stajid and deliver

fellow."
Who would inot take no,"ý said the Colonel.

Yes, not like the poor , victimised Quakeress we hear h.of a man looked her way for seven years, then said grace tbefor6 he took the first kiss."
What an abstainer, laughed her husband; «' as for

the lazy Duke, he should have stormed the castle and ran w

off with Viola." &
w«'After which, J should have wished him. a good nighf s

rest; as I do all and eaeh of you," said Lady Esmondet, Ic
rising, and moving towards the door.

N ot à bad idea," echoed the Colonel,!' as we leave for le
Surrey in the morning, that is, if you can manage the
early, Kate 9

Yes, though, rising eaxly is a relie of serfdom still it
is better than vegetating here all day."

«,, Th you; turning wisfully to 'eau=, he con-
tinues

I am really sorry you are not going with us, dear
but, promise me, Alice, that you will both be with us for
the baU and Christmas festivities?'-'

If sa long 1;ok till Christmas, Erie; but, should the
-0reator circumstance ' not Prevent; consider us with

you; now good-night, you, and aU; and a rStful
aleep,"

Ck)od evtryoneyp Va1111aý ea--am__t 8;
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my own dear nele, good night," and with a soft, white
band ouýa cheek, her beautiful face is turned upW'ard8
for his" 188.

Blanche, you little gambler, away with you," said her
step-mother.

'« Good night, Sir Tilton, think it over: and what mer-
riment you will miss, and of how I shall miss you, if you

don't come down with us."
l"Don't think it possible just yet, but first day I can;

with thanks, yours, good night."
And now the small baronet alone, and n'ot yet in-

'elined for rest, throws himself back in an easy chair', ýis
.hands in his pockets, and shoulders in his ears, thinks
himself into such a deep thought that the clock striking
two causes him to start.

So late," he murmured mechanically winding his
watch. "' What a reverie I have been in ! three-quarters of
an hour since they left me .. Ah, Tilton, this wandering

will never do, one cannot have everything, and the otber
one is true, and makes sure of me. What a ripe, rare

loveliness; tgt, tut, keep your eyes from, lier, my boy.'ý'
And he, too, bas gone to the quiet of his chamber and

leaves the room to silence and gloom, save for the fitful
gleam of an expl*ria coal in the grate.

ÇHAPTER XI.

ON TUE WING.

HE god of slumber did not long hold sway over
the scirtses of our friends, but even so., tin2e, the
r lent stridingeveraloncr, did not leave them
any spare minutes. Breakfasting'at nine, with

the exception of Lady Esmondet, and hîrs. Eàughton, who
partook of theïr first meal in their own apartmenta, the



78 À REART-SONG OF TO-DAY.

one being rather delicate, the other accustomed to indulge
the body; all tvere more or less eagerly active; poor Lady

Esmondet in sympathy with her old love, each now
thinking by change, Îý divert the mind from the might
bave been; Mrs. Eaughton loved the prospect of her throne
at the Hall) and of daily wooing the love of her idol to be

domesticated there. Blan' che, the wee white mouse, longed
for the greater freedom to be alone, or to play detective ove .

others, that a large estate would give her.
Everly just now had so many conflicting emotions he
scarcely knew whieh was uppermost. As for Vaura, she

looked forý'va'rd with intense pleasure to a lengthened so-
journ in the immortal city; knowing life at Haughton

under the present régime would be distasteful to her.
«'The gentleman from London, my lady," said Someris,

entering and preseinting the card of Mr. Huntingdon.
«« Very well; he is, I suppose, in our sitting room
cc Yes, my lady."
«'Now, Va r WW chère, take flight to Poppiîn&ýay S', and
bring your maià, who can carry my parcels. x ou will

find what I require at his shop. I am so glad to, know
you are Nvith me -for some time, dear."

Au revoir! I shall be fleet as a deer."
N ow Lady Esmondet, turning her steps in the direc-,

tion of the Haughton apartments, entering, said:
«I I have come to, wish you bon voyage; my lawyer is

here; I know there will be a general exodus of you all
snon. while I am cloàeted with him-he is a little bit of
a tyrant gnd cross as a bear, if interrupted."

14 A man would be a bear if he coù1d be cross to, "youe
Alice," said 'CoL Haughton, noting, regretfully, how defi-
cate she looked.

" So that he does not give me a bear's hug, I shall sur-
ViIe it." ,

,11 It would be very pleasant this raw moming. Fare-
wé% Iàa4y Fismondet, a gay trip to you," said Mrs.

Haughtoue d %
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'« Good-bye, Alice," and ber band is held tightly; "' take
care of yourself; I know you will of Vaura. Remember
Christmas at HaughtorL"

le FarewellY Erie; I shall not forget," and the blue eyes
met bis kindly.

«Awful fuss you make over tbat woman, Colonel."
le She is a -ý,erY old friend, Kate." 1 ý 1
ire Yes' 1 know, and as cold and polisbed aQ, your grand-

mother's diamonds. If she does respond to your warm in-
vite, she will freeze us all, so (we shall have to use all the

timber to thaw out."
Il You do not know ber yet, dear."
Vaura only returned in time to say a few hurried words

of part-ing. The carriage in whieh Mrs. Haughton and
Blanche are seated is waiting ýer uncle at the doo'r, wlàteh
in band.

il Only a minute, and we -are off," he cried, on seeing
Vaura and ber maid appear. Il God bless you, darling;

goëd-bye, good-bye," he said, kissing ber affectionately;
Il do not ý fall in love with any Italian, I want you to,
marry at home." 1

Il Not even Garibaldi," said Vaum archly, though a
tear glistened. Il Just fancy my home, a lone isle of the

sea. Good-bye, dear uncle ; take good care of b im, Mm
Haughton. Good-bye, Blanche;" there is -a mine of plea'-

sure in store for you at Haughton; bon voyage all."
l' She is lovely enough to win even Garibaldi from,

thoughte of Italy, past and presentý' said ber uncle, lov-
ingly.

Il ColoneI, I wish you would press Sir Tilton to come
with us," said bis wife; le 1 have grown so/accustomed to

him, I could do without Mason e,ýsier,"
It was ratber of a bore to, the Colonël, this, ruùn*ng in

couples ; when he married a wife, he did not marry thîs
acquaintance of bers; but just now he feels that he him-
-self deserves the laish,, u the fair face of the lost Alice
arises before him, and knowing that ther Hall would not
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now be open for guests only for bis wife's gold. So the r
answer the son and inheritor of the estate makes to the rà

daughter of the ballet-dancer is,
Certainly, dear; anyone that will give you pleasure

and turning to, Sir Tilton, who is driving to the station
with them, says: " You had better run down with us,

Everly, if you have nothing else in view." t
Thank you, Colonel; have pressing business at Lon-

don;" to quiet bis dunig, which he did not deem, necessary
to communicate ; "but can and will be with you a 1 month a«--

from, now', ir
ji You are very disagreeable, Sir Tilton, and not worth

a cent."
«I You are right," thought the small baroneL
'« I want you to teach my pug tricks," continued

Blanche poutingly. v
«' Conle soon., dear baronet," said Mrs. Haughton by-

by; remember mè."
'l Could a man do otherwise Pleasant trip; good- y

byea ý) S"
And the iron horse is off., ieaving the man about town
who plays bis cards with a winning hand, aloneà on the e.

platform. a E
« I shall hasten back to the hôtel) tht:ý may not yet

have left;" meaning by 'they,' Lady Esmondet and r-
Vaura, ', It will look quite natural to see them, and say n

the others are safely away." Hurrying aJong, he reached
the hotel to hear they had left 'I' ten minutes previously; y

just leaving twentýr minutes till she sails, sir," said the d
porter.

Railing a passing cab, Everly offered doublé fâre if in
time. Fortune favoured him in allowing him, to be in

time to, assist another 'gentleman (whbm he thought to be
eoft tantalizing intimate terms) in lookifig after the com-

fort of the travellers.
]Dèlighted I'm in time to be of aýay service, Miss 'Ver-



non," he said, heartily; II afraid you are going to have
rain."

Il I am protected, Sir Tilton," she said, smilinc,,rly, and
holding up her arm ùÎwater-proof ulster.
ý cc Many women, when they don the armour of protec-

tion, so ill become it that we are fain to, see them unpro-
tected; but you are born to wear anything, and look -so
well we don't want anyý new fashion."

«'Always allowinom, Sir Tilton, for the natural change-,
aýleness of man, which wouW assert itself in spite of a
momentary wish." " he said, pickinor up a roseYou could hold us at will, c

that bad fallen from her bouquet; Il may I ? " and it is
carefully put on his coat.

Il Trust me, Sir Tilton," she said, gaily; «« 1 have made
vour sex (loving, it, as I do) a study. Charles Reade was

ïiaht; you are 'born to, hunt-something;' it certainly is
not the old . which is pAst, but the new ; yes, say what
you will, an innate love of variety-even to our gpwii,"
she addied, merrily, " is an inherent part of yoù*r nature."

«'Vaura, cor4e, or you will be left on the doèk iii the
enforeed guardianship of Sir Tiltom Everly," said Lady
Esmondet. 1

Ci Adieu, Sir Tilton," said Vaura breathe a prayer to
Neptune that our wardrobe is complete without day or
night caps."

" Bon voyage; shall bc at Haughton Hall to welcome
you;" and, lifting his hat, he was again left to his own

devices, whilé Vaura, taking the arm. f Mr. ]R'land
Douglas, went aboard the boat. 1%

Who is your handy little man, Vaura ? " asked he.
Sir Tilton Everly.--

"Of where ? "'
II Of - everywhere, my dear boy."
«« 3ýUght be goinom there now, judgoing from the way he

is teariong up the street."
Perhaps he ï-s on a mad tear after Mrs. liaughton."

8101M THE WING.
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It's all very well, Vaura, to try, now the dear littlefellow is away, to shunt him off on to Mrs. Haughton, monhe's not on a mad tear after them ; you niow 'em down, ci
tares and wheat, toorether." knoI feel quite agricultural," said Vaura, laughing, as pve,they joined Lady Eçnnondet, who was talking to a Gov- bani
ernment attach, from London. Mr. Douglas calls me a âre 1mowin g machine." 1 flic
Ilere, Mr. Bertràm came forwar4 to shake hands with rInVaura. mowI wu beginning to think you would not cross to-day, ci
Vaum," said Lady Esmondet. Sir Tilton seemed unable bein,to tear himself away." Verir«« It's getting too much for my feelings, Vaum,"' said life'Douglas, in serio-comic ton#ý; "tares agaiti." menCi What'b the joke ? " asked Bertram-; " the fellow hâd a womgreen and yellow melancholy look about him, 1 noticed." mustdi Again! pile on the agohy, tares and w* heat are green find,and yellow." tioni« Tares, and wheat," remarked Bertram. i' If that's Your muetext, Doualm, I shall tea r- myself away, and pace the deck man'alone, if Lady Esmondet, or Miss Vernon, won't, take pity enoron me; 1 don't care for sermons, nor to be classed with line-qthe tares. Who is the mann'ikîn, Douglas," continued tÈisBertr-aua.

499 What's his name, and where-s hi.s hame; she d*. na plewchoose to tell," said Douglas. cc 1«' You are 4 greater tease than aver, Roland;' I did tell beenyou, but on -the way you lost it; but now again giveear- Vaur" Not only mine ear," he interrupted, «'but my, whole 4(ilbeing, fairest of. Surrey enslavers." 1 HaufiWell, Roland', the irrepressible, from the lips of thewomen who love hinà, the mannikin is, dear or cara mia untibëfore Tilton ' Everly to his men 1riends, and Sir Tilton to Mý
Everly to àociety ; *art satisfied

Èy -*o-meanÈ," he eaid slyly
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Il Re is only a gay little sunflower,-" said Lady Es-
mondet.

ci Sunning himself in woman's smiles, and perhaps, who
knows, laying up somewbere out at inferest, the smiles he

gives in return., but, Roland mon che?-, Vaura is not his
banker (she bas alway,4 a hand full of trumpý, and they
âre hearts). pp # b

flic Yes, there are many bankrupts on your hands, Vaura.
Fm, beginning to think you've no heart, that's why the

mowing business is done," said, Roland, half jestingly.
Ha py thought, my dearest boy; at my birth, , Oupid,

being sLort of bearts, sent word by Mercury thatVaura
Vernon would have to go without, until such time in her,
life as she was able to win the hearts of some half dozen
men as it would take so many to make a good-sized
womanly oràan called a heart. 'Mercury further said ILmust send so many men away heartless, I would suddenly

find myself in possession, of that lovable -piece of pýlpita-
tion; I would thenfind that piece of feminine sighs too
much for me, and would immediately exchan 'ge it for a
manly one; so you, see, Roland, 1 cannot have worked

enough yet with the agricultural. implement; it's hard
Iijie-9, you cruel boy, and you only jest about. the mower,"

this she said in mock earnest tones ; and continued laugh-
bg1y., l'but th en, I shall love only one; now, it is awfully
pleasant to love you aIL"

"' From. àll I hear at home and abroad the mower bas
been in sure ha;nds," rem.hrked Bertram smilingly.

'Dame Rumour hath many ears to fill, replied
Vaura.
4«By the way, Vaura, did Sirý Tilton Everly say the

Ra hto tookethe 10.30 asked Lady Esmondet.
ITest Do vî- er bas been deserted for Surrey ; and the

untiring little, baronet follows in a, month, and confided
to me that he wduld be at my uncle% to welcome us."

«'T.he plot thie',kens," laughed Roland.pý CcBut,.Itoland Douglas, said Iàady Esmondet, he1 ý 1
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should be there ; he belongs, in some sort of way, to the
wife of the Lord of the Manor, in a « do-as-I-bid-you' kind

of way; in their relations towards each other, one seee the
advertisement for -a person to 'rnake himself generally

useful,' clearly defined ; fashionable women of to-day
affect such relations with men, and I suppose it is all

right, as fashion bas made it orthodox."' f
We find it a too pleasant fashibn to object to it,' an-

swered Bertram'; still rumour bas it that Mrs. Haugh-ton bas been a great fîirt, and if I were in Haughton's 1
shoes, I should. turn the cold shoulder to, this Everly, or
any other man; should they stay much at the Hall, tirne
may, with the ponderous hospitalitieý of the-cQtmty, hang

heavv to one who bas lived at New York pace, and just
for pgstime, she may flirt."

I should think no' wornan married to Col. aughton
could, or would, think to kill time with any other man,"
said Vaura warmly, a slight curl on her perfect lips.

Bravo, Vaura,"' said her godmpther; '« a woman is of
very slight value if, when she -marry a man worth going
to the altar with, she, after a few moons wane, looks &
about like Moore's « Lesbia,' for some one to keep ennui
af bay." T
«'Hear, hear," said Bertram; «I but to-day we have so

many marriages of convenience that the society of some Sc
affinity is sought for distraction's sake." it

«I It's awfu]Jy nice to have au affinity for some one
else's "wife; but, by Jove," said Douglas, "if I were married,

and caught a fellow hanging about my wife, I'd just want
to handle one of Vulcan's beaviest, and tap him on the y
head." h.

Spoken like a Briton on his preserves" laughed
Vaura.

How these fellows without au income manage, to keep
to the front is more than I can tell," said Douglas; «'now,

this Everly, though he doesn't exactly wax fat and
5hùýei he isn't one of the lem kine either."



le «'I bet niy life," said Bertram, Il he is angling in fiis
d aunt's flower garden for a old-fish.--'

le A boarding school, wou d be a good field," said Lady
-Y Esmondet.
Y Il Just the spot," cried Douglas; Il and the gilded fair

who would pay bis debts would win all the school prizes
ftom the gushing aunts."
Il 1 read," said Bertram, " the other day, a good story in

the Scottisk American, entitled 'Endless Gold.' A fellow,Brown hadn't a sou, but always declared he would win
an heïress; bis friends laughed at him; but one evening,on a great cotton lord, Sir Calico Twill, making a speech 'ig he put in 1 hear, hear' at theright time. The old man,

st pleased, invited him home to supper; there he met bis
heiress, fell in love (to make a long story short), proposéd,

M and was referred to papa.
What is -your fortune ? enquirbd the pater.

«"Well, 1 don't exactly know,' said Brown; being un-
-if certain whether it was a three-penny or four-penny bit

39 under bis tobacco, jar. 'But, give me your daughter,
and 1 promise she shall have endless gold.'.ýdi cÀ - Come, don't exaggerate,' Brown"' said the tickled
Twill.

àNO Scarcely ïn my case,' said Brown; las be we ever
ie so extravagant, we should never be able to, get through

le « Are you telling me truth V
î 9 Truth ; I swear it.'7 

1 Then take her my boy, and her eight thousend aA
le year; how pleased I am she hm been saved from fortune-

hunters.'
,d Il They were married; Brown made thé money fly; bills

came in. Scene : Sir Cal ico in a rage.
Whjere is the endlew gold you promised V

Here,' said Brown, C00113i, taking his wife's hand
d and ishowing her wedding-ring; 'and what just flis one
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of my wife's taper fingers I am -quite sure we could never
get through."'

" « There is one thing in our favour, papa,' said his
daughter; 'no one 'can say 1 have married a fool."'

I' Not bad," laughed Douglas.
ic'Henceforth said Vaura, merrily I shall, in l*macri-

nation, see small Everly and his kind labelled " Endle&s
Gold."' 1

I' Thàt little Tompkins will be in the market again
this coming season," said Bertram I wonder who the

successful angler will be."
t& Unhappy heiresses," said Douglas, mockingly-; Cu-

pid's darts are not for thee." >
&C Thank heaven, ý), said Vaura; '« the man who takes

my hand for the walk through life will not take it for
the gold he will find in its palm!'
é.t The knowledge that the soft hand in his .'was his
own," said Bertram, <« would so ffil him with eestacy,
with one look at the face, that the precious metal would

be only in his thoughts as a setting, for the pearl he had
won.)y

cc Bravo, Berti-am," said Douglas.
ci Merci, Monsieùr," said Vaura,'smiling you flatter

my poor charms; but wé cannot deceive ourselves; this
isi as Mark Twain says, the 1 gilded age,' and in going to

the altar one of the two must have the yeHow sovereign."
64 Yes, Vaura, you axe right; one or other, it matters

not, must have a full hand,". said her godmother.
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CHAPTER XII.

SOAREýG!-T11ENCE TO TIBINGS OF EARTIR.

es-8 Y the way, Roland, cher gar*con have your

in people yet returned to Surrey?" enquired

.ie 
Vaura.

ÏM " The first detachment, consisting of the
governor, with mother, now delight the flock with their

U_ presence; and the paters, pipe, fiock and sermons again
occupy his attention. The dainsel Isabel is still at Paris,

.es whither yours truly is j'urneying to carry the child home
or to our parents."

" I suppose Robert is still at Oxford ? " said Lady Es-
mondet.

.0y) No, at Rome; by the way, you and Vaura will see
Id him ; he is incumbent of St. Augustine's."
A '« How strange it will be to see my old playm)ate (Sad,

wound up in himself kind of boy he was) doinom clergy-
man's duty," said Va'ura. 4 t5

«'You shculd havé heard," said Douglas, eagerly, " the
lis pitched battles he and I fought at. vacation over the

to vexed question of High and Low Church. I just went
for him; and anyone overheàring would have thoulght rue

Irs an itineÈant pedlar of theolo'gy-in the vulgar tongué,
street preacher-scorning all form as Pàýal; one would

h4ve thought 'me encased in-,Gladstonian armour of Dis-
establishment, to, have heard my harangue. Poor Bob; *

vain he expaýtiated on the glories of the ancient fathers;
in vain he took all the saints out for, an a*r*ng; in vain

he talked of the ritual com F n to us from, the Jews of
old; in vain he asserted that, litualism had brought life
and vigour into a slumbering chureb; in vain he talked
of the old fox-hunting clergy ; in vain ha talked of what
a glorious thing for our church to give in a little, and
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Rome to give in less; of how union would be strength, to t
and of the brave front we would show to all Christendom; fom
of all we could do in stampinom out infidelity and ration- that

alism; in fact, he was sanguine of takingin everybody; Posi
all dissenters were to join us en mmse. Upon my word, COU&

Bob was eloquent; I assure you, he was so enthusiastie, thei
that in my minds eye 1 saw the whole human family- of W
black white and eopper-coloured, London belles and of W.

factory girls, swells and sweeps-all with one voice othe,
rsinging the most pronounced of Hiçrh Church hymns,kD -Worth ora cross in every hand, and all elotUed, not by vaul

-.a London tailor, but in the garb of nionk and nan. His both
earnestness so, carried me away that 1 did not awa«ke to Dise.-
myself and things of earth until 1 felt the pins, sticking me.

.A: into my flesh under my monkish robe. I then thought
it time to don the armour of the Low Churchman, and meri4 - -

come to the rescue of the human family, engaged, clothed
and ornamenteil as above. So, to slauàliter the vision, 'staný-red to the Anorlo-Catho- 

bad

fell to by telling him he belong C
lies; was as one with the Greek Catholics, and anylib- cc S
eral Çatholics in the Latin Church who did not accept Vaur
extreme Roman Catholie views." Even

«« And what ânswer did you receïve £rom Father Ïng ub..
Douglas'? enquired Bertram did he acknowledge the indee(
truth offyour charge V*' seemIE

I« Yes, by Jove, he* did; -he acknowledged thaï the woul(
union of the lican with the Roman communion was pleasa
the dearest wish of his heart; that he would strain every thing

nerve in the struggle to bring about its fulfilment,; ce y

that though, no doubt, infidelity was making rapid strides, partin,
still churefimen generally united in thiuking that before they T
long, and for the common good, petty differences would land
be aunk in thé grand magnitude of the act of the union cc Nc

of the churches, when infidelity would. be drowned in tbe whete
waves of iruth." ý wonde.

And a grand, 'estic scheme," said Vaum; «I but we anythi
are too- easy-goùlg in our religious pacles to carry it out; buttèr



SOARING!-TRENCE TO THINGS OF EARTH. 89

to be sure, we all go- to church to-day; but why ? Beeause,
forsooth, it is respectable and fashiônable. But, I believe

that where the ceremonial is conducted in the most im-
posing manner-and the worsWp of the King of Kings

could not be conducted with too much spléndour-that
there, we gay butterflies of to-day, are compelledto think
of whose presence we are in, are awed Into the thought
of whose honour all this is done in. Yes, one there has
other thoughts than one's neighbour's tout en,,-qemble."

«I There is something m what you and Robert say,
said her godmother - '« but, to tell the truth, I

bother myself very little as to, our church differences.
bisestablishment, by Hon. Glestone, is a real unrest to
Me!)

Oh, I don't know; let it stand or fall by its own
ýaerit," said Douglas.

Yes, I go *ith Gladstone," cried Bertram , ' that'
istand and deliver' tithe business has given the.church a
bad odour in the nostr'ls of dissenters!'

il Still: I fear, should we seer Church and Stàte," said
Vaura, 'l' that other old institutions will topple over.

Events seem every day to be educatinomus up to, prepar-
Ïng us for greater -changes than disestablishment. 'Tis,
indeed) « a parting of the ways! The Church Established
seemed'a strong wall or. fortress supporting other (somq
would say) old fancles. I must confess in this, our very

Pleasant age of noveltieâ, I like to know there, is some-t
thing old still in its niche of -time."- , --i
" Yes, I see ; -L'must now 's'mg a requiem over the de-

parting for* s of Miss Vernon and Father Douglas, as
they pass into the armâ of Popa Pius at Rome," said Ro-
land, jestingly-

'« Not over me, my dear boy; I am too comfortable-
where I am. I expect you, Mr. Bertram, are this moment
wondering that a woman of to-day can interest herself in
anythàig so old as the Church; but methinks even the

butterfly (that we are named after) is in a quieter mood

v -



when the sun is behind a cloudand he cannot see tbe Wh(
beauteous flowers; we, too, have our dreamy quiet." fort.

Yes, yes; you, at all events, are not a soulless wo- ada
man," said Bertram, earnestly. Ple-

CC There are many of us, Mr. Bertram," said Lady Es- did)
mondet, «I wlo actually never think of - anything old wol
unless, it be our old relations." thiscc only, if they are on -the top rune " laughed ciAnd then,
Douglas. and

«,, You people are for once forgetting our old china," ici
mid Vaùra, gaily; cc our love's all blue." Proïc

Ii The governor told me to ask you, Ber.traýni," said and,
Douglas, how ou (y t on with Royalton at Saint Dydi-
mus y one

invi
C" We don't get on at all ; he has ilo more inclination for 0

the church, than 1 have; 1 pity these younorer sons j wst in a
e5 gem.

ran into some fat living as a dernier resort." merE
CI He is j ust the fellow,"' said Douglas 1' to hail as a god- wele

send disestablishment, when he will be compelled to worr
graze in more palatable pastures." 'I aiwhen Church and State are severed' eni-Oh , primog bivw

ttire will follow; then he will get a slice of the estate of cing
the pater," said Vaura. one

«« And -for the younger sions a more, comfortable dinner thin
than of herbs," said Bertram.

Then you the," stalled ox' brings one more con-.
tent în our age of comforts," said Lady Esmondet. neve«

«, TTndoubtedly." godur
And I am at one with you,"- continued Lady Esmon- ÏCI

det, '«-for -it means a full hand, a full purse, without follo -
wliiehone t as well be extinct; for one,'could, not frien(
Society's tolls; yes, the -yellow sovereign is al] po * er- wher

fy one may do as one'pleàses if one fills, Grundy's- alâso -
mouth with sugar-plums; she will then shut her eyes so ha

see with ours, for have wýB not paid Pur tribute- does
Money Yes, gold is the passport to societyý; a chimney (IU.

Bweep Iýùts of gold, would find a glad welcome P=t
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where the bezzared son of a belted earl WOUld be drivenforth. But, ý?îer all, 'tis an amusing age, and one mustadapt oneself ýto one's time. I own there are some un.pleasantnesses, as when one meets, as Mrs. Ross-Hattondid, a maid-servant from her mother's household; onewould grow used to, these mongrejs in time, I suppose, asthis is the ageýof progress."
If no secret, where wu the field of action for mistressand maid:, godmother mine 2.

le No secret whatever, dear; they inet at the Lord El ton's.,Prospect Hall; ou know th are considered exélusiveand, as usual, there were some of the best set there., Atone of their dinners a Sir Richard and Lady Jones *ereinvited; my friend did not see their entrée, being seatedin a deep recess with Lord Elton, admiring some raregems in bric-à-brac. She was so intently engaged that,merely alancing upwards as her host stepped forward inwelcomlýýiig', them, to her amazenient a coarse, underbredwoman stepping towards her., offered her hand, sayin'I am Lady Jones; 1 have rýict you somewhere beforge.'bly friend, giviiig her a calm British stare, without nôti-cing the hand, said haugh tily Y-es, I have seen you asone of my mothers household; as under-cook, or sorne-thing in that Y"
te By Jove, what a send-off," laughed Douglas.tel expect at the moment she devoutly wished she badnever, climbed, to a higher run'/-'ý; but'for the clénouement,godmother."
'Lady Jones beat a retreat immediately, Sir Richardfollowing. Lord Elton.,,after a word of ý apology to myfriend, told, her he wa-s aware they were muveaux riche,#when invited; but that Jones, a newly-fledged M.P., hadahio mu'ch ' influence, and he wishèd to make use of ýhimso had persuâded Lady - Elton to send them -cards, & Itdoes not signify, my déar Lord Elton',' m'y friend replied ;'I -have before now met tfie most outré people with com-pamtive indifference - if 1 thé woman had been silent -ahe



would, with her viilgar preten-sions, be with You now; im
too bad for you that I have been in the way, dear old Fr

friend ; I have hopes I shall outgrow this class prejudice,
though somewhat faint ones."' f

«I « You will., dear Mrs. Ross-Hatton, should you keep g, e t
pace with our age,' Lord Elton replied." lov-

«'Your friend showed a'good deal of courage," said
Bertram, " to, give so direct a eut. I forget who she was. > bel

I was abroad at the time of Ross-Hatton's marriage!' fey
«'She was a Sutherland; Fido Sutherland, a beautv di

and a belle and priud as Lucifer," answered Lady E;- ci

mondet. y %, be
li Aýpd brave as a lion," said Vaura; «« for'tis the fashion you

to- fall down, as the israelites did in days of yore, and Io-st
worship the golden calf." ine)

cc ci1 fear we are not going to have a passage altogether 1
free from storm," remarked Bertra.m, séé to the west, .w

that black cloud rolling towards us." saïc
«I I think we shall have passed. its line of travel ere it pre.

catches uP to us," said Lady Esmondet. ci

il By the way, Bertram, did you hear that Capt. Liddo, owr
of the Grenadiers, made this trip *'s*x hours in a small ci

canoe. What do you think of that ? II asked Douglas. prid
Il Good enough; though I'd rather make the run in 6C

the usual time in our present company. Whén did Liddo Aarç
do it Vl phe

On last Derby day."
Soi so. How long a stay do you make at Paris, Lady the

Kýmondet-?" 4 

9 di

il I have not decided." MME
ci Ah. that is too bad; I enjoy antièipation, and should a bu-

like tb dwell on the thought of many pleaisant hours with Ci'r

' d Miss'Vernon." bu-'you an 
char,«'We shaU be able to manage many hours toqether at

all eventa, %for we eàn patron'ize the same hotel,' replied
I;ady Esmondet.
«, It is eat I know such pleasant arrangement to be

92 A HEART-SONG OF TO-DAY.
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impossible that 1 speak, some friends having taken a
French flat for me."

Ah, 1 do regret this is the case) Pl said Lady Esmondet.
At all 'events, Bertram, we can eni er, the gates to-

aether hand-in-hand four-in-band; so cheer up, old fel-C ýý cried Douglaâ.low) r
II Roland, wwn cher," saîd Vaura, Il you must bring Isa-

bel from Madame Rochefort's to' our hotel, even for a
few days, ere your return to Su.Pey."

tg Exactly. my plan, fair demoiselle."
id That is she continueà, merrily, l'if you promise to

be submissive, and not become a monopolist; for when
you, Isabel, and inyself are toçrether, 1 feel- as if I had
lost myself ; I, don't k4ow to wbom 1 belong ; you want
ine, Isabel wants me, until I don't know where 1 ain."
1 " Belong to me, Vaura dear," he said, earnestly, and

only heard bv her, "and all wili be well;" aloud he
said: II Submessive 1 yea', as a lamb; by the beard of the
Prophet 1 swear it."

" It would not be such a long look to swear by your
own; you have a vêry bands-ome one."

', Merci, dear Lady Esmondet; I shall take gopreater
pride than ever in it, now it bas developed a new use."

" Or, being a true believer, you might have used
Aaron's," said Vaura; Il only that then would the Pro-

phet have no rest, even in the tomb." '
One requires rest there," said her gmodmother; '« for

the demon of unrest bath got us'in this lower sphere."
tg And it's quite right that it 'hould be so, godmother

mine; and in keeping with our ceaseless song of « I'd bé
a butterfly."' 1 C

«'You are a clever actress, Miss Vernoii," said Bertram;
«'but I am inclined to think there is a latent depth of

character, a womanliness in you that our gay butterfliès
of fashion' la&"

« You flatter me, Mr. Bertmm."'
," Not BoY «Vernon; in our day there is much to
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make even a woman think; you are a thinking woman;
still one lhas but tro look at your eyes to know that in
spite of your graver moods you have a keen zest for what
is pleasant in

In this ' Vale of Tears ut in Douglas.p
Vaura's bright expressive eyes smiled, as looking up-

wards, she said, feelingly:
Yes even though « much salt water here doth go to

waste,' one must-some think, not I-support the wee P_
ing human who named our pleasant world a 'Vale of
Tears.' No 'tis better to let one's thouerhts dwell on the

song of the nightingale than the voice of the night-bat;
We feartoo much and: hope too little ; 'tis best to dwellý5

in the sunlight while werniay-"Yes be cry'ing., said Lady'tis better to laugh than
Esmondet; "' and though one must go through life with
one s eyes open., one need not follow the example of Mat-

À41 thew Arnold's 'Sick King in Bokhara,' and keep them
only open to the saddening sights -of sin, sorrow, and

depair, that the world we know, somewhere, bas-so, much
of; one can only do what one can for those in distress;
oive one's mite, anil give it with a kindýy smile, in our

worId of so much to do."
«« go many worIds so much to, do, so little dont such

thinos to be half sang Vaura but here we are at the
French port, and so soon.'

One does not often find this a short tdp," said Lady
Esmondet; " but time has flown, all because of conomenial

1! companionship."
«" Yes he has gone too quickly for once," said Ber-

tram ; «" everyone for his own pleasure; so, as 1 have
a-through ticket 1 trust none of you wish to linaer."

By no means, with fair Paris our goal," cried Vaura.
Why, sur*ely, Bertram, you heard the solemn compact

entered into on our arrival at Paris hand-in-handand
the bearded oath I sworè to be as amenable to the wishes

î
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of la belle Vernon as though I were a Jack on wires; and,
1 appeal to all, could 1 promise more ? "

Il Yes," laughed Vaura; II you could promise to be quiet
for five minutes, and endeavour to bear a slight sem-
blance to a stolid, deliberate, dignified, wrapt-up-in-him-
self Britoil."

Il Alas 1 and alas 'for a transformation scene," sighed
Douorlas.

Vaura, dear said Lady Esmondet, Il I forcrot to tell
you I received a note from Felicité, sayinry they have not
as yet left for Normandy, and that we shall find them at
their house in the Avenue de l'Iiiipératrice."

"Ah! that will be pleasant ; I love the de Hautervilles
root and branch; and wondered-a little at their medita-
tinct a trip, with the ball for Eau Clair on the ta-î',8.

CHAPTER XIII.

ADAM.

UR friends being safely in the rai 1 coach en
route for the city of cities, a word of Roland
Douglas;-,he is eldest son of the Rector of
Haughton (Whose acquaintance we made in

earlier days on the lawn at Haugliton, in chat with Col.
Haughton and Trevalyon); his father isa Scotchman,
who had accepted an Enorlish living at the request of his

English wife. Roland, heïr to a fine -property from a
Scotch uncle had, since leaving Cambridge, beený left to
his own devices, they all frequently spending their holi-
days at his- place, Atholdale, Dunkeld; but his homewas
with them, he telling them, «'he was too gregarious a fel-
low- to live alone," that if the ghosts at Atho4dale would
be agreeable and change their hours of liveliness from

9 5
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midnight to midday, he might manage to live there."
And the rectory was glad to have the life of its cire in
its midst.

The three Douglas children, with Vaura Ve 61nhad
been playmates, and the days spent at Haughton Hall

were among their most pleasant reminiscences.- Bright,
merry Roland, with courtly Guy Travers, were favourites

of Vaura, each vieing with the other to win ber favour,
fighting ber battles with biped and quadruped, both boys

coming to love ber with the whole strength of manhood,
only to, eat their hearts out alone, as ôthers, now in ber

womanhood, were doing; while -Vaura would tell herself,
not without a heart-ache, that, " it grieved ber to say
them nay, but she cared for them only in the dance, only

in the sunsýine ; that in the quieter walks of life, she
would long for a spirit more in kinship with ber quieter,

ber higher nature."
Vaura had spent so much of ber life with ber unele

and godinother, that the men they loved to have about
them had probably spoilt ber taste for the very young,

men of to-day. Both she and ber godmother, had many
friendships among men, believincr the interchange of

thought to be inutually improving. indeed, in most cases
they- -trusted theirfaithfulness, their sinéerity, more than

that of their owh -ex. And, àlas 1 with good reasoÉ,
men havinom a larger share of that oTeatest of glifts,

-charity 1 their knowledge of human nature making them
rarely censorious, their educý>tion giving the-M larger,

broader views; bow many women, alas, are essentially
censorious, uncharitable and narrow-minded. Yes, nature

bas been lavish in gifts to Adam, as opposed to Eve.
Roland Douglas had not as'-yet told his love to, Vaura,

a great dread masteriing him lest he had not won ber love,
for her merry banter and kind sisterly manner ' led him to
fear ber heart, that he coveted beyond all that earth

could give, was- not for him, but he t-Id himself he must
speak, and that soon, forlonger suspense was more than
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he could endure; he hoped that 'her sympathetie nature
miomht tell in bis favour, and that in pitying his great
loneliness, she would come to 'him.

CHAPTER XIV.

OF LIONEL TREVALYON.

EANWHILE our friends are rapidly nearincr
Paris, and, even as we speak, théir train is at
the, dépot,
4( Ah, heré we are., and our pleasant journey-

ing pour le présent a thinc of the,.past," said Lady Es-
mondet.

How long a stay do you make here ? " asked Bertram,
goiving her his arm to a carrosse.
-"-The Fates only know - la belle Paris offers so many

attractions, that I have decided not to make up iny mind
in the matter, for 1 alwa sam seduced into stayinom a
much loingor time than I bad previously intended; there

a ikays §o much to amuse one."
"And such a legrion of people to see," said Vaura

there is no place like Paris for enchaining ont, and caus-
ing one to love one's chains."cc Look, quick," cric«d Lady Esinondet, hurriedly, "' some
one; ILS- that Captain Trevalyon over there, evidently look-
iùg for some one, or Is it his, spirit .

It is he in the flesh; and looki-ng anything but
8pirituel said Vaura. as she thought, "Yes, she would
know* him anywhet'e - hýr' knight5; -so -different to any

otfier man âbe meets."
Yeý, Vaura, so'we all thinkwhen oûr king comeg; be-

wikre, euard your heart, if -you would not yield to' this
faseinàting man who slays at will.
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Stay, foolish heart," thouomht on Vaura, you are even
now feeling less, interest in Roland, who would die for

you; fill. thy whole beinèr with a careless gaiety, and leave
no room for a softer feeling to master thee remember
the 'hidden wife,' and even should she not exist, remein-
ber hearts are bis rsame.ý)

Ah)the dear fellow sees us and is pushincr his way
towards us," said Lady Esmondet.

£'The dear fellow said Douorlas that's the wa allZ-D y
you ladies speak of Trevalyon, lucky fellow."

And he, from whalt I hear, takes their homarre as 1iis
rici-ht," said Bertram.

Oti-. yes, as coolly as possible," said. Vaura, gayly
he's a bit of philosopher, you. know ; 1 rernember I used
to wonder if he had féelincrs like common mortals and if

all bis loves were platonie; I vow I have ag-reat notion
to blecbme a disciple of Plato myself 'twould save one a

world of'heart-ache,"
"Treason, treason lanched Douglas-; better be a

follower of Epicurus.
What nonsense you people do talk," said Bertram, in

mock reproof, " and neither of you mean a word of what
you say. 1 now prophesy i that out of revencre, Cupid

will wound your large heart, Miss Vernon, and vou will
give up to some thrice fortunate man; as for you bou alas
1 piôphesy many à bumping heart-ache."

And how long, oh prophet, do you glive us of free-
dom ; how long before our chains are forged enquired
Vaura, jestincrly.

Ere the chill of winter is felt in our land, Bertram
answered in mock earnestness.

And the cry of the -farmer is heard, as he sees tlie
black frost on the spring wheat," laughed Dougi-as.-
Delighted to see you, Lady Esmondet," said Treval-

yon, taking off bis bat and shaking hands; and you also,
Miss Vernon, it is more than ages since I have had any
more than a glimpse at you. A Illow nie to welcome you
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all to fair Paris; Colonel Haughton assigorned- me the very
pleasant role of attendant cavalier durinor your stay here,
as also body omuard to your royaý higlinesses on yourC

Journey to, the Immortal city, *Whithe*r I too am bound
why, Douglas, you here, and wherefore I thought you

had not yet deserted your winored loves at Atholdale ; any
opood shootinor this season

Yes, pretty fair,') answered Douclas disappointeil at
tbe wa things were turning out, and wishinor Trevalyon

at South Africa, or any where, so he was not by Vauras
side. He knew Trevalyon to be a man of cultivated in-
tellect, with a fascination of manner all women suci-,umbed
to, with fully ten years more experience of life than his
own, and with a nice knowledge of all types of women.
He knew him to be the dread of all niâliers with-ina-rriacre-
able dauomb.ters both for theinselves as disturbing their
calm resignation as to what husband Fate bad given them,
as also the sad havoc he made amonom their brood ; of ho w
they plumed their feathers at his coming and drooped

them. at his going, causing many an eligible suitor to re-
tire from. the field. Society wondered that Trevalyon did
not range himself, seeing so many beautiful women his
conquests. He, shrugged his shoulders when chafl»ed by

his men friends as to his flirtations and cruelty, and would
say:

«'A slave of the rinry is not a Ale I have any wish to
play ; at all events none of the pretty women I have flirted
with so far have had the power to hold me as ber own.
And until I meet a woman who can hold me, and keep
me from, a wish to rove, I shall keep my fi-eedom."

Then he would laugh and sa : " After all, mon ami, I
am not as cruel cold, or flirtinor as yourself. - Your motto

af ter as well as before marriaope is : Si l'amour a des ailes
n est-ce pas pour voltiger. Better to act on that princi-
pal prior to (as yç)u say I do), than after marriage, as 1C
know ypu all do; better not put the shackles on until one
mééts a woman who will cause one not to feel them. As



to, your charge of heartlessnesq against me, trusM8ýnè ; you
say I know thern ; under the amiable exterior of some of'
the most gentle-voiced and loveliest, there throbs a crûlel
heartlessness.

À,ý Ce After all there ils a good deal of the féline in woman;
witness the many marriages, ninety-nine out of everv

hundred are, made bý our fashionable women, for inoney
or position Yes, they like the warm corner, it matters
not who gives it; and the man who loves them, and whom
they love-in a way, may eat his heart out alone; for no,
the will not listen to his pleadings, he bas no gold. And
the marry a man to whom they are perfect-ly indifférent;

not so to his belongings, these they love -ith all the love
of their feline hearts. No,I am not cruel 1 only amuse
myself as you do, and in the way each likes best."

He acknowledcres there must be Women who are
heroines and perhaps he may yet meet them but as yet,

he Ce only knows in God's vy orld there must Ve women
men might worship."

Sans doute," he says Ce When petticoat does remain
'tender and true, it is hard upon her that her lord should
prove false and fickle, oliveil the warm corner our fair
C Zn

sisters., cousins Jl and our aunt Jl' a* re content to, purr ; they
shine in society, and have gained what ils the very end

lit and aim of their existence) a wealthy marriage."
It ils no Wonder that poor Douglas, knowing the manner

of man Trevalyon was, dreaded his companionship for
Vaura; what if she should cbarm, as she certainly- could
if she wou Id, the garne would all be up for him ; and even

should Vaura knowinc bis reputation as a successfiil male
flirt, be on her guard. If Trevalyon determined to win
her, the many fascinations of manner he was master of,
he having made woman a study, would cause her, he
feared to succumb at the last. He felt unmanned and
decided to leave them. and go at once'for Isabel, and pro-

ceed back to England. For of one thiiig he felt sure, and
that was that Trevalyon would be attracted by Vaura, if
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CW it were only for ber originality, the freshness of lier
of' _.thoughts, ber gay droll cynicism with no malice in it,
iel merely showino- she went throuorh life with open eyes

her sunny teniperament and gay conversation, to say
'n; noth ling of lier dear-loveable self, and as lie turned to look

Xv at herher laucrhimr zrey eyes lookinor like stars -and a
ey smile on ber perfect lips, as she chatted gayly, he inwardly'

r s moaned at what e micr t never call his own.
:)M «, Come, Roland," Vaura cried, " there's room, for thee,
no, most grave and reverend seigneur; for you do look as
.nd grave as an owl this moment. Is thy favourite pipe
.1t; missing, or hast lost thy pet brand of *that panacea for thy
)Ve every M. tobacco ? "
Ise c(NO) 1 am not bereft of my old friend, my meerschaum,

pipe; but, being only a mere sham," he addýed with a
r e forced laugh, "' I don't expect it to develop qualities tbat,-

ý7et, will console me at parting *ith you and Lady Esmindet,
len whose remembrance of me, I hope, will prove more than a

sham!'
ain "A pretty speech, Roland," said -- aura, stepping from
Ild the carriage to speak to him but I protest against thiýs-

"air partinom."
.Iey You forget, Vaura, what, my mission, at' least my

n d avowed mission, was.," he, said, àran undertone, «' in coming
to Paris; I shall now go for Isabel. And away, you bave

ner a man with you now who never thinks or cares for the
for hunger and thirst of the'men near him; he drinks the cup
uld of sweets to the dregs himself. Good-Uye; think of me
ý7en sometimes, for you must know you are always in my

iale thoughts."
:ýin And stepping forward with Va'ura, he place& ber in the

of) carriage, and wishing all good-bye and much enjoyment,
he saying to Vaura and 'Lady Esmondet: «"Don't fail to

make the Hall blithe and gay at Christmas by your
)ro_ prmnce;'-' lif ted his bat and was gone. Trevalyon was

-. nd not slow to see this little by-play, and his mental conclu-
if sion was:
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Another fellow gone, stricken by a fair woman face;
well 1 don't wonder, by Jove; for the beautiful liffle girl

has developed into a lovelier woman; a man need not be
àshâmied to be the conquest of a face figuré,, and I've

--- heard men say, mind, like Vaura Vernon possesses;
heavenbepraisedfortheretreatof the Douorlasthough

had the Douglas been wise he'ý*have kept the field, or

but ü-ow I while guardinor my heart, shall talk to
her; it will be a pleasant way to kill time, and her- viva-

city, merry banter " chit-chat, or grave to, gay, or who
knows, tender humours, will be a pleasant study in Rome
for the next month or two."

cc Well, here we are snug at last," said Lady Esmondet,
as they rolled along to their hotel in a comfortable car-
riage and I am not sorry, for je suis très.fatýquèe. But
I am really sorry Roland has gone; you will have to exert
yourself, Lionel, if you ddh't.want us to miss him, for we
shall be altogether at your tender mercy.y)

It is such seductive happiness the knowincy you are
leaning upon me, that I, Trevalyon, warn you both 1

shall do all I can to cause you not to regret the Douglas."
" You forget, ma chère godinother," said Vaura, " that

wje also have Mr. Bertram; he is a man of weight,," she
added laugrhingly, " and can surely share the weighty
matter of our amusement with Captain Trevalyon."

" Mr. Bertram has his weighty agency on his mind, you
know ; he is one of the agents sent by government to

attend to our interests at the' coming exposition, and as
the Prince of. Wales, heaven bless him., has personally in-
terested himself to, make the huge show one great success,
they will all vie with each other in their different depart-
ments; indeed, I expect Mr. Bertram will only now have

time to fly in occasionally to have a look ât us. How
about your lazy club life, Mr. Bertram ? "

" Yes, Bertram, your luxurious go-as-ýyou-pIease exis-
tence is at London; you à Paris," said Trevalyon gayly."

«'I fully expect my gossips at the club won't know me
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on my return; 1 shall be a skeleton frame, rack and bones,
and my aldermanic rotui-.dity will be in the streets, and
audience chambers of Paris."

"A man of your size, Bertram, won't re(yret a f ew
pounds of flesh weiç--rhed in the balance as arrainst the
success of our exhibits," said Trevalyon.

Not whilël remember," answered Bertra ad-
stone's rema1ýks in -the Fortni htl!j Review, ilils al ii st

prediction (unless- we bestir ourselves) : That En an
ij ýDdaughter, the Great United States of Ainerica, m-%

the ne-ar future wrest from. us our position in manufac-
turinçr of Head serýýant to the househdld of the world.

.Many of we Britis ' vaut a rough reminder like that."CC -Y ý> W£9es, said Vaura, some of our manufacturers forget
that younger nations are wide-awake and eager to pass
us by at a hand-galop, while we cro dozincr throu(rh time

with oür night-caps on."
We are Englànd, thats enou A and we cannot realize

that the world moves. We plume ourselves uporr the
time when we handed froin our docks everythincr to pooreD

indolent Europe, or only for the ignorant ëolonies," said
Lady Esmondet, ironically.

N'importe, chère Lady Esmondet," answered Trevalyon,
merrily. Our manufacturers will wake with a start in

1878, and foregro, both night-caps; they won't have time te
brew the one or don the other in surprisie at exhibits
from the poor colonies and the increnious Americans."

1 have no doubt our mantifacturers with myself will
not be off with our old loves., while we can keep them ; my
comforts are safe., for I seduced one of tiie cooks fi-om the

club to come here with me; so iiicylit or day caps are to
the fore," said Bertram.

1 thought," repÊýd- Trevalyon, - for a man of your
taste, you had a most contentedlyjolly look; no wonder,

when we know the way to the aldermanie heart is
through the aldermanie sUomach."

"Capt. Trevalyon" laughinorly said Vaura, 'Ilbesides
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the recýerché little ' dinner Mr.-Bertram has bid us to, I
want you to cater to-another sense and let us see the

immense Hotel Continental!"
Consider the Continental on the programme my.dear

Miss Vernon; Mr. Bertram's chef de cui-si-ne will cater to-
the inner man," answered Trevalyon.

'* Women sometimes eat," said Vaura, demurely.
Cc How gay the streets look," remarked Lady Esmondet;% Éit is always a fête day à aris."

A month or two a(yo the bands in the parks filled the
air with music," said Vaura; " now it is filled with the

murmur of many voices, see the little chesnut-seller doing
his part."

Here we are, Hôtel Liberté, le Soleil.." said Trevalyon,
as the carriagme stopped.

And here we part," said Bertram, " not, in the lan-
guacye of the poet, ' to, meet no more,' 'but to meet on
to-morro,11 eve at my appartments, and I shall inform my
cook that three of Enorland's epicures honour me, and to

get up something* better than frogs' legs."We shall expect ambrosia, Z«)lauorhed Lady Esmondet.-
Très bien, I shall not forget," said Bel-tram, as he made

his adieux.
«'Au Ïevoir, Bertram," cried Trevalyon. And for your

life don-t forget a dish of turtle's liver from. Voisin's.
«' We have teased him enouorh at all events said Lady

Esmondet; '« but as for turtle's liver, I am rather chary
of it as yet. But do my eyes deceive me, or is it petti-
coat government here ?')

Cc Yes, feminine rule ig the order of the day," replied
Trevalyon.

How important we look in possession of office, desk
and stool -- I was not aware we had mounted so high

anywhere outside the, United States," said-Lady Esmon-
det.

Here a M'an in neat livery stepped forward to show
them to their suite of apartments, which Trevalyon, at



1 the written request of his friend, had secured, who now
le seeing his companions en route for their rooms, bent his

steps in the direction of the office to complete the necçs-»4,
ir sary business arrangements.

_e CHAPTER XV.
le 00
ig REART-STIRS.

S our friends followed the 'Servant, a èhild's, cry
proceeded, from one of the salons -a-s therpassed; the page had a 'èomedy face., and

n & Vaura thinking his reply might amuse,
Y asked:
A «'Do the babies take care of -each other ?

With a farcial expression, the man answered unIocking
the doors:

le «" Oui, Mademoiselle."
" Women crow everywhere, for men are no *here, and

.ir babies anywhere." The maids seeùýg to bath and toilette,-_
theïr mistresses, met in the comfortable Ballon which was

y entered on either side ftom, each sleeping chamber and
.Y small boudoir; soon in pleasant converse, or pauses of
ji- quiet, as friends who know and love each other can in-

dulge in; Lady Esmondet and Vaura passed the time
'd -until the entrée of Trevalyon to, escort them to the êQalle à

manger and table d'hôte as he sees them. he thinks,
3k how charming they look refreshed and -re-robed, eachwearing gown and neck'irh -gear, artistic in draping and

colour. 1 Ilow is it that some women have (Vaura always0had it)% some innate ift in robing, causingr ones eyes to9
w rest on them and not tire, again both possess a subtle
zt charm of manner; Vaura has aa well a voice that wow
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one aà she speaks. Haughton, shàll bave my warinest
thanks for Lylvinop me such companionship; dear old fellow,
ho did not - forge'i my request." And stepping to, Vaura,
ho hands her a bouquet of sweet tea-roses., saying:

"You seet Miss Vernon, your Knight of the Lion Heart,
as in days of yore you dubbed me, has not forgotten the
button-hole bouquets you used to make aç3 child hostess ;
it is not aesthetic, as from. your fingers; this is only from
the basket of one of the people."

bc Merci;ý as your unfashionably retentive memory
bring me so much of sweetness, then am 1 happy in your
being unfuhionable." And as she fastened a few to her
corsage, placinom the remainder in a vase, she continued:
«' See, god-mother dear, my sweet tea-roses with their

perfumed voice ivill remind us of our usual excursion on
« to-morrow.1) lb

And may I know what this usual excursion is asked
Trevalyon, as he seated himself between his companions
at table.

I' Surely, yes," said Vaura; "' one we almi;st invariably
make on coming abroad, should we be located at an hotel
for many days, where they don't as a rule, cater to, one's

olfactory nerves, we journey to some of the conserva-
tories and rob them, of many odorous blossoms, to, brighten
our temporary home ; this time we carry a large order for

Haughton Hall, so, large indeed, that I should not wondet-
did the vendors take us for market gardeners; robbing
sweet sunny Paris to brighten and perfume our London

fog.»
'I Or perhaps," said Lady Esudondet, '« as there is so

much discussion is Canadian newspapers over Free Trade
vers" Protection; the great unread may mix us so up

that we buy before duty is laid."
Take my word for it, Lady Alice, dicI the Frenchman

look upon you as despoilers, in the long run, he would
not éven try to resist making your purse as trash for to-
day. y$ 1
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Were I a flower vendor," said Vaura, 14 1 îshould be a
follower of Bastiat, and gather my roses while I may, by

sellincr cheap as I could and buyincr cheap."
Are you feeling better, Lady Alice, though to my eyes

you are lookino, much ws when last I saw you; Haugh-
ton tells me you are going to Italy for chancre he said
kindly. I don't feel q uite myself, Lionel ; and I taly willci Yes,

be sun-warm, what 1 require, my physician tells me; but
the air on the water has given me such an apetite, I feel
better already."

" The very scene we are in is enough to cure one; so
bright, so gay, chic in every way," said Vaura.

Il Yes, 'tis brimful of animation," said Trevalyon ; and
the 8alle à, wwnger is preferable to privacy; when one

travels, 'tis more of a change to livé its life, the continu-
ous noise, bustle and excitement, take one out of oneself."

" Whieh is a panacea for all one'i3-ills," said Vaura.
«'You have not yet told us your experience in the

office; wa-s the major-domo very peremptory?" asked
Lady Esmondet.

"No; on the whole she bore her bigh seat meekly
enough." - - " said Vaura, «lit is more preferable to, asIl Now to me,

women did in days of yore, buckle on the armour for
some brave Knight, see that helmet and breast-plate, ee

secure, and send him forth into the world's turmoil; yés.,
I am content to, live my woman life!p

Il Because yo» know your power and feel it sweet, is
ýwhy'yoù are content," he said in low tones, letting his

esmeric eyes rest on her beautiful face.
But is it true, Lionel," said Lady Fismondet, (as they

1 the table, followed by many eyes), Il is it true that
at Bordeaux, Lyons, Marseilles, &c., women fill manly
Offices t »

'l' True, 'tis true, and I must tell you a funny incident
beaàig on this question. My friend, EÀm 1 wae



over at New York immediately after their recent monster
elections; a friend of his was deféated; his agent telling

him there was foul play somewhere, for numerous votes
promised him. were eventually polled for the other side;

passing the house of a party man, out of curiosity he went
in to ascertain if he had been true tot, his colours ; on
asking him, the man looking sheepish, hanging his head,

said: 'The wife's democrat, sir,' while a quick determined,
little woman steýpped forward, saying: ' he,' pointing to
her husbanà, 'sees you or your agent once a year, when

you come to buy his vote ; he lives with me 1 "'
"' Whither are we drifting said Lady Esmondet, iink-
ing into a chair.
«,, Whither are we drifting," echoed Vaura, with anima-

tion, "- as sure as Fate, i nto the "Gy' and « An' of
Bulwer's New Utopia; but talking of woman's rights,
reminds me of the rights of man. Did you say dear
uncle gave you your charter to meet us so opportunely,
and loéate us so pleasantly.".

I did, ma belle; but you scarcely heard, as at the time
you were listening to, the adieux of the Douglas!'

yes, poor Roland," and Trevalyoaý'saw thât a
little sigh was given, but there is no sadness in the dark
eyes turned again to him, as she says, 1« and poor unele;
I wonder what the county people will think of C
Madame." 1.

" She can make herself popular if she will; she atall
events has the wherewithal to buy their vote," said Lady
Esmondet, as she buried herself in Londm Truth.
«I Yes, that's true, I suppose she will take," said Vaura, d

musingly.
" You don't know how delightful I find the belner again W

with you, Miss Vernon:'said Trevalyon, earnestIe -Ûch 1
a lapse of time since the old life at Haughton."

«« Yes, I remember well," and the rose deepened in her
soft cheek, «« so wà the last- time I saw you there."

«I Do you; I am glad you do not forget what I never

108 A HEART-SONG OF TO-DAYé



HEART-STIRS. -log

shall," and he lemed forward, looking at her almost
ffravely.

Vaum too, in her long look backward, had a tremulous
softness in her expression, with a far-away look in the

eyes, vividly recalling the ' lovely child-woman to his
memory. Rousing herself, she says: " Udy Esmondet,
ma chère, youshould bury yourself in your couch instead
of Truth, it grows late ; and 1 am to take- care of you."

«I In a few moments, dear, I am on something that in-
terests me," she said, without raising her eyes from the
paper.

1' And I." said Trevalyon, " am forgetting a friend in my
apartments; lonely and alone in a strange place."

«'Your friend," said Vaura, with à swift thougbt to the
hidden wifé., " must think you the extreme of fashionable

to receive at the witching hour of midnight."
" My ftiend does not care whether I be fashionable, but

worships me, and would be with me morning, noon and
night.9y

«'You speak as if you believe," she said, veiling, her
eyes, and idly picking- off the leaves of the roses.

" Yes, past doubting; not being a Christian, I am the
only god m ' y friend worships."

" Women have spoîled you, Capt. Trevalyon; you boast
of our idolatry." For the first time he partly reads, her
latent thought; and saying, hurriedly, " Stay here five
minutes," rising quickly, left the boudoir.

«' What has he gone away so hastily for? " enqulred
Lady Esmondet, turning from the newspaper. Lionel,
dear fellow, is usually. so easy in his gait."

To see some one -who worshîps at his shriné.ý-%said he
would return es she answered, carélessly.

'« Oh 1 he did not say who."
cc Noý it might bave been awkward."
«' Why ? what- do you nlean, ma ché re 2.
« It might relate to the hidden wife story."
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oe
Nonseme, Vaura; mark my words, he has no more a

hidden wife than you have a hidden husband."
Yes, yes, I know, and should, not be hasýyfor errare

egt humanum." she said quickly, brushing something very
like a- tear from her bright eyes.

àm go glad, dear," said Lady Esmondet, apparèn r
not noticing her emotion, " that your uncle bit upon this

plan of Lionel being our travelling com'panion, there is so
much adaptability in him, he gives one quite a restful

feeling!'.
«« Own at once," she answered -recovering herself, «' that

'tis pleasant to have a man about one, and that we have
not drawn a blank in our present squire des dame8."
«'Just my thought, dear; but he is coming, or it may be

the , for Lionel is talking to some one."
The deity and big votary ; now do you forgive my

faith and credulity, Miss Vernon," he said, sauntering in
with a noble Idog at bis heels.

Splendid fellow," cried Vaura, impulsively, drawing Vbis head to her knee laying hér cheek against ît; looking VIup at bis master she said Forgive me, I '*sunderstood
you; remembering you only as my old-time . Knight of
the Lion Heart, I feared the world of women had spoiled Io-

t tyou.
«« You know ho w to heal when you wound," he answered Pd

gently.
is he not a Leonberg said Lady Esmondet, as the be
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dog went to her side fo be caressed.
Yes, and they are the best dogs in existence; dear old wlMars it would be strange indeed were I not attached to,

himp he never tires; in all my wanderings is always lif
4 jyfaithful. an

And « man is the god Of the dog,' which, a moraent off-ago I didnot remember; you will not have, to remind us
of the old adage, « love me, love my dog,' forwe shall love1 tocthe dear old fellow for bis own sake,'ý'- said Vaum M

vi(
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«I Ves, indeed, Lionel," said Lady Esmonçlet; «« you need
have no fear of banisbment on hiý account."

«« Thank you," he said, receiving and giving to, both a
warm hand-elasp. «" Depend upon i-t, if Mars h&s "T

battles to fight for you, he will not put to shame his
name ; and now we leave you to woo the god of slumber."

CHAPTER XV1.

LIFTING THE VAIL.

c&_4NC22!3ý aE foll'wing morn the sup ' arose and smiled his
greeting on gay Parisýýýethinks Old Sol
weeps, when clouds com*e between his beams

19 and tbe gayest of cities. Lady Esmondet and
Vaura enjoyed their drive through the beautiful boule-

vards out into the suburbs, and to one of the largest publie
conservatories; the gardens were a scene of enchanting
loveliness, laid out in the perfection of artistic taste;
the friends roamed whither their will led, revelling in the
perf umed air and beauty of colouring.

" Here," said Vaura, "' one could be content to sing, 1 I'd
be a butterfly,' all day long."

«Yes, but only,, ma chère, for a summer day."
I am afraid you are right, godmother mine, and that

when winter with the gay season came on the boards of
life, I shotild prove faithless and sing, Oh ',fo«r the sighta

and the sounds of the seasôn for me 1"
1' But we cannot linger longmer, Vaura; we must go to the

office -and leave our order."
HavinWIeft an order that astonished the élerk, they

took à reluctant leave of this lovely floral nest. They
ordered the man drive towards the city in the immediate

vieinîty,, of whieh Vaura alighted at a neat cottage to visit
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a blind protégée, one Marie Perrault, daughter of a one-
time-actor of no mean repute, who had taught elocution
at the Séminaire where Miss Vernon ]ýad finished her
e ducation. Monsieur Perrault had agsisted Vaura in the
,getting up of theatricals, she having developed such
excellent histrionic powers. Perrault secretly hoped she
would yet make her début from the boards of his favourite

Lyceum Théàtre Français. ,
Marie was overjoyed at the pleasant surprise of a visit

from her benefactress, whose face, lovely ae it was, and lit
up with the joy of living, gay chit-chat, and sweet-scented

blossoms she carried seemed to brighten, as with sun-
beams, her darkened life. Vaura stayed long enough to

leave her gifts of -fruit, flowers, and kind words for M.
Perrault; and left for the Séminaire of Madamýf Roche-
forte, there she lunched, and learned that Isabel Douglas

had left for England, immediately on the arrival of
Roland.

" Isabel is a sweet girl, and her brother a noble fellow,"
said Madame, earnestly - " and I conclude from what she
tells me that her brotÉer loves youwith one great love.
I feel for you like a mother, Vaura so you will under-
stand my speàking, and 1 hope love will creep into your
heart or him."

«'I trust you are mistaken, Madame, for it would grieve
me very much; more indeed than I can express to cause
him, pain.2y

" 1 hope you will change, ma chère; woman is fickle;
and when he pleads, as 1 am sure he can, you will not look
on his handsome face unmoved." 1

«'He has made a conquest of you, chère madame," said
Vaura, gravely kissing her on, both cheeks in adieu.

«« Oui, ma chère, but,--for you."
"Yimporte, madame; remember « that men bave died

and worms bave eaten them, but not for love."'
«'You know better, Vaura."
And as she walked in the direction of her hotel (at-



one- tended by one of the school servants) she told herself that
ition there was not always truth in the -words, witness dear

her Guy and others; poor Roland too; she hoped.he would
i the not take it to heart. On enteringthe hotel ber maid

such niet ber with a message from Lady Esaiondet biddiing ber
she dress at once for Mr. Bertram's dinner. Vaura, telling

urite SauDders to be expeditious-she would wear ber biscuit
colored satin, old lace, coral ornaments-is soon robed; ber

visit fluffy hair, almost bronze in its brightness and so luxur-
id lit iant giving ber maid no trouble, is as an-old time saintnted, r,' while the warm tints of berhath it 'a glory to hè
sun- rich beauty is set off by the colour of ber gown.
-h to «'You are altreasure, Saunders," said ber mistress I
%r M. find you have dressed me so quickly 1 shall have time for
khe- qll*ttle reading; go tell -Lady Esmondet I now await ber
iglas Pleasure to leave.") -

of '« You are so easy to dressmiss-; you see, Mademoiselle,
your eyes and complexion don't want doing up; now

-OW9 when I was maid to the Misses Ver1iýgbam__
she " Spare me the mysteries of the toilette, Saunders, and do

ove. my bidding; mysteries indeed," thought she, half-laugh-
Uer- ing, " what would the poor men say could they see the

-our war-paint putting on for their slaughter," and picking up
one of W. H. Mallock's novels she sank into a cosy cor-

Ïeve ner. In half an hour Saunders returned saying that
.. ,ise Lady Esmondet with Capt. Trevalyon were waiting in

the salon. Enveloped in a carnage wrap of white wool,
kle; with the dainty hood of satin ofher gown coveredwith old
.ook late, she joins ber companions, with a "may, L" Capt.

Trevalyon loosens the fleecy wrap and fastens with a dia-
aid mond pin some damask-roses and yellow pansies to ber

corsage. As they roll speedily along, Lady Esmondet
calls on Vaura to give an account of herself in the bours

lied of ber absence.
I wu beginning to, think, dear, that M Perrault was

renewing bis entreaties that you should take to the
boards of the ThèMre Frangais."

113LIFTING THE VAIL.
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cc 1 did not meet him) else doubtless he would," she an-
swered.

On Lady Esmondets remark, she thought (in the flicker-
ing light) a cloud came to Trevalyon's brow, and now
that a converse sweet, brokèn and changeful. wm taking
place between Vaura and he; Lady Esmondet gave her-
self up to thoughts of the past engendered by ilýe-cloùd
on the brow of her friend, usually so, calmly careless, and
she thought he naturally would dread one so, lovely and
gifted living the life of theatres, if it were only that in
his interest in her, she would drift away from them ; and
home life in the fascinations of an actress existence. And
a divorce suit of some thirty years ago, whieh as a Very

young girl of fourteen, she remembered now came
again, to her memory,-in which the principal actors

were LionèI's father, Hugh Trèvalyon and his beautiful
Iwife Nora. Both were passionate lovers of the drama; the

Trevalyons frequently wintered at Paris, where they
-made the acquaintance of one of the principal actors of
ihe day. He was a handsorne man with a charm, of man-
ner none could resist, and as fate would. have it, living at
the same hotel, he so ingratiated himself into favour with
both, w,ho in their admiration of his 'talents almost deified

him, that he was the recipient of an invitation in his idle
days to the Towers; while .there, an ý>ôverwheIming pas-
sion for his beautiful hostess completely mastered him.
She, always fascinated by his seductive manner, when he
pidaded, gave way, feeling that she had met her master;

accustomed to worship his talents, she simply felt she was
his if he willed; finally at the close of a night of revelry,
ball and theatricals at the Towers she gave up, consent-
ing, nay willing, to, elope at his wish, with only a passing

lhought to, her little boy and once loved husband; she
was his; he was her god, and she never dreamed of the

man she had taken for better or for worse; her husband
sued for and obtained a divorce, the actor m-arrying his
-love at once, but she only lived for two short years pae-
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sing in her beauty and frailàty from the judgment of so-
ciety to the judgment of high heaven. Poor fool,»

,aid many a fair- -dame with a contemptuous shrug of
shoulders, "why--a" she so verdant as to elope ? with a
husband- as adoring she might easily hav'e kept herplace
in society and her actor too." And so when they met
they passed her by, she not having the wisdom, of the
world. And Lady Esmondet from the corner of the car-
riage thought on; of how Lionel's father on his wife's
desertion of him had gone to, the dogs, rushing into all

kinds of mad dissipation up to the time of his wife's
death., when he became a confirmed misanthrope, living

in absolute seclusion until his own death some two years
agone; whilegoling to, destruction for distraction's sakepoor
Maný he had reduced his incorrie to about £8,000 per an-

num. Be' re his death he had imbued Lionel with a
distrust of women, endeavouring to extract an oath of
celibacy from, the son whom. he loved, and who loved him.
1« Never trust one of the' frail - isex with your name and

honor., - my son," he would never tire of saying. Lionel
did not make an oath as his father prayed, but said
wearily, "' Never fear, father, I st all trust none of the gay

butterflies further than 1 can see the brightness of their
wings; much less gîve them, Why one of them, the chance
to Sully our escutéheon with another blot," and continui 1he would woo his poor father to quiet by saying, «« No.1

know them too well ; our motto is - theirs, they are «« al-
wàys the same, always." TSdet tandem eadem fecime.$"
and again he would woo him. to quiet by " No, do not
grieve for me, father, 1 shall not, wed unless an angel de-
scends for my benefit; but Fdid she, she would be tben a
fallen angei" and the poor, broken-hearted man died in

his son's arms, contented in his wish. But even now
Lionel feels that as the child «Vaura had a charm, for
him) so the fair woman opposite him has, and that if he
buf 36elds to it, it may master him; for Mis race are ciral.
wayi; the same, aJwayg" in one. thing which îs, a love last-
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ing as, time for one w* oman; though ýaving many affairu
de cSur; they feel one grande _passzon, one wedded love,

never marrying a second time. And the carrosse rolls
along, and Lionel with an irresistible craýing, even if he

comes to, grief, which he tells himself there is no fear of,
feels the pulse, as it were, of Vaura's heart, to see if the
world has left unspoiled the tender, sympathetie, true and
loving nature oî the ý child he knew so well. '« You are

right, Capt. Trevalyon, sympathy, true, soul-felt, and earn-
est, never dies; it is the root of wedded happiness; alas,

how many lives are wrecked through the absence of it,"
she says sadly, but he feels, and not without a heart-
ache, that she is oblivious almoQ-t of his presence; her
lovely face in its frame-work of lace is turned from him,
a.9 she thinks, "and yet, pity is divine 1 yet; knowing this,
what have I shown poor Guy." The erratic life poor Lionel

led, and which had been almost compulsory, the weary
cynicism whieh was the outcomé of the'life enforced

upon him, by his mothers fiailty and his fathers lasting
grief thereat, often palled upon his real nature. But as
he never expected to meet a woman who could hold him,
he frequently gave himself, epicurean-like, to the pleasure
of the hour. -

After leaving the army, and when the glittering
wings of butterflies and their surroundings wearied him,

he would leave the gay cities, and travèl much in foreign
lands, in cold bleak northern latitudes, or sunny Climes,

studying human nature, and 'eiving some thought toits
many phases, with the different creeds men hold at times

on seeing the self sacrificing lives of the sisters of
charity, on witnessing noble deeds whieh should be
written in characters of gold, but which they did in the
most humble self abnegation. When he looked upon

these and knew them to, be the outcome of the Roman
Catholie Church he would think surely the Church that

gives birth to, such lives must be the Church for the sav-
ing of men. But then some glarin@V*nconsistency of those
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within her pale would recur to his memory, and he would
turn with a sigh from, some pictured Christ, or the peace-

ful beauty of the madonna. Well micht Lionel exclaim,'
In this age of seeming, what is truth 1 for what grade of

society has not its shams 1 in what church are there not
hypocrites as saints! in what goyerument is there not
imperfection! in what political campaign is there nota
bribe given 1 in what age were there so many Churches."
In what age W'as religion so fashionable 1 Yes, to-day, it is
not charity which ç9vers the multitude of sins, it is the
cloak of religion, and yet 'tis not the fault of creeds, 'tis
errare est humanum. Ah me! we gay nineteenth century
butterflies are a favôured preneration; W'e are-so respect-
able you know; we give the Church her innings, and that

-ancient firm of Bacchus and Comus have their inningoms
also. Such thouomhts as the above often came to Lionel, in

his lonely wanderings far away from. the gay cities, a life
which he adorned with such gay abandon when one of
them,

And now-lady Esmondet awakes to the present with
-)a start (as the carriage stops,) and from, her silent thoughts

on the past, as she had jathered it from, Erie Haughton
and from Lionel'himself.

CHAPTER XVII.

CHIC AUJOURD 1 Hul.

APTAIN TREVALYON assisted his friends to
alight in front of a handsome house in a fash-aÏonable avenue.

M § Il Can this be the riaht address," said Lady
Esmondet. It is a private resiànce et regardez, by the

m-4ht in the entrance one can see the arms of a noble
house eut in the stone."

CHIC AUJOURD ) HUI
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Yes.1 " answered Trevalyon," we are allright; apatrician
mansion knocked down b the hammer now simpl
numéro trii.8ièine, Avenue de l'Impératrice, and if Bêr;ý-
tram is as comfortable inside as he is fashionable outside

then we may expeet turfle's livers à la Frhncai,8e, the
choicest of wines in this hot-bed of grapes, this land of

vineyards, dishes that would tickle the palate of a
Lucullus, the cosiest of after dinner chairs, French coffee,
which means a good deal, the brightest of fires, and

faces sweet notes of soing," with a glance at Vaura, "I arid
the most delicate of cigarettes, so delicate as not to entail
the punishment of banishment from two ladies fair."

What a luxurious picture you draw, Captain Tre-
valyon, y> said Vaura gayly, " and what an epicure 1 you
dwell with such pleasure upon each dish, your livers,
your-"

Pardonnez,," answered Trevalyon, lauomhing not mine,
the turtle's " and continuing with mock gravity, " 1 never
expect mine to, be dressed at Voisin's.'

Horrible . a too warm anticipation of torment," cried
Vaura.

Torment! " said their host stepping- forward as a ser-
Vant announeed them, and tortures are obsolete words *n
gay Paris and even in the reign of terroir, such a fair
vision would surely have escaped. " A huridred thousand
welcomeà-," he continued, shaking hands with all, " ànd 1

feel sure no bachelor under the MeMahon régime is so
highly favoured as Edward F. Bertram to-night."

Listen," cried Vaura, " Mr. Bertram will put to'shame
the gay gallants'of -'Paris in the màku*ag of ý pretty
speeches; I believe the air of this room is conducive to
that sort of thing; I feel inclined to say somethig com-
plimentary on the beauty and comfort of ourhoeCs sur-
roundings myself.

Reheve my curiosity, Mr. Bertram, and tell me where
you are . » said Lady Esmondet, aa she leaneà buk and
placed her feet on the softest of fender stools; we Sme
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cian to dine with a bachelor in something of bachelor, live-
-nPly by--rayself style, and we find ourselves in a noble man-

Biot)."
-side «'Yes, Bertram," said Trevalyon 1 was aware of the

the eapacity of a London alderman, in catering to the com-
d of fort of-bis pampered body; but, I repeat Lady Esmondets
)f a question of where are you."

ffee, '« And 1 answer," said the voice of gay Mrs. Eustace
and Wingfield, as she entered, "in one of the most faýç3*hion-
and able of French flats on Avenue de l'Impératrice, the fourth
itail flat of said number Eustaee and 1 are fortunate denizens

of, and 1 can assure you, the inmates are such pleasant
Tre- people that, yours truly, with Eustace, are oftener to be
you foand in these sunny quarters tha-n at Eaton Square,

-ers, London."
«" You are happy," saiýdVaura, '« never out of the sun-

ine shine."
n,ver 'Yes, 1 like it," said Mrs. Wing-field I can't live in

the shade, and Mr. Bertram, bas me to adore for giving
ried him the sun-light of this dwelling. 1 saw by the papçrs

he was to make bis exodus from. London, so I telegraphed
ser- him to come here, and bring on a box of French novels
.s in we had forgotten."
fair "« One does sometimes forget the most important part

of one's luggage," said Vaura.
But," said Trevalyon," 'I I'11 wager Bertram did not

so forget your mental food,
«'Not he, with his aldermanic toýg;te for spicy dishes,"

Me said Vaura.
1 "' No, the temptation would be too m'uch for him, with-.Otty the pièce de rési8tance, an uninteresting husband, sid:eto

dishparagon lover, entrée, neglected wife with flavourings
,ur- thrown in, 8candals, duels, etc.," said Trevalyon.è " làow well he knows the cond*ments,,"' remarked theïr

3re host in sly tones, and rubbing bis hands softly ; -"« but
nd talking of cSdiments, reminds one of dinner, and that
me Everly should be here."
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1 hear a féotstep on the bill whieh doesnt grow
fainter, fainter still," said Mrs Wineeld.

Bere we are again," said Sir Tilton Everly, entering,
and shaking hands with all, continued: 11 1 hope, Bertram,
I havn't kept your dinner waiting."

«« Né, no, my dear fellow, my dinner waits for no
man.

CI You see our gallant host makes an epti'n in our
favour, Sir Tilton," said Lady Esmondý:7

He considers the length of our toilette," said Mrs dir
Wingfield.

CC And train laugheà Vaura, as Treval on caught his
foot in ber trailing skirts, in crossing behind to offer his ma
arm.

CC Go where one wiffi said Trevalyon, covered by the
hum of voices ; "'one is sure to fall in with Everly." ton

II «Yes, uncle Eric says he reminds him of tht clown at slar
a circus, with his cherry cry of 'here I am again!

He seemed to me to be a sort of pet monkey of Mrs. saic
Haughton; I hope he will not deein it necessary to trans-
fer his little attentions to, you, or I shall feel inclined to and

të1l him that I am your knight pour-le présent, and show
him my colours, in shape of telegium from, your uncle thre
(if I may not wear yours)," he added in persuasive
tones. rùee'

You can still be my knight errant," and ber soulful tg
Teyes turn to his face, "' he, one of my retainers,"

Cg No divided honours for me, mt-z belle."
Here their chit-chat is interrupted by the subject of Mrs.

their converse, addressing Miss Vernon, acros,19 the table. houn
Il Just come from Haughton Hall, à ý'ernon? ence.-

Ye CC f
well 1 hope ? more especially my unele." perle,

Never saw him. looking better; Ljust ran down for 4C «L

twenty-four hours." 1 de C
How is the place looking I don't meau the exterior, CCP

Haug.,



the park and grounds are always beautiful (and thank
heaven cannot change), but the interior."

" Gorgeous! never saw apything to equal it."
The festivities were brilliant, 1 Presume ? "

Should sày so; the county were tongue-tied in ad-
miration ; couldn't find words."

"' You bad no time for the birds, Everly, I suppose,'»
said Trevalyon.

"Yes, a couple of hours of it; and what with the ball,
dinner, fireworks, hurrahs, &c., and killing of birds-
" And young women," cried Mrs Wingfield.
«' Butin the time," laughed small Everly, " we really

made some fine running on the feathered tribe."
" Ostrich feathered ? " said Vaura.Ci Nay, let him alone for that ; else would Mrs. --Haugh-

ton have made some running or'gQne for him ? excuse the
slang," said Mrs Wingfield, mischievously.

" Many of us would be spoýtsmen in the .case of a ri val,"
said Vaura.

«' The divided skirt would come to the front with Pistols
and coffec for two, YY cried Bertram.

', Yes) 1 sbould give her all the mud my tongue could'e
throw," said gay Mrs. Wingfield.

«'There will be sport in Hall as field, when the hounds
raeet, if I'm not mistaken," said the newsy little baronet.

«'Why, how so ? Sir Tilton," exclaimed Vaura,
cc Well, you see, Miss Vernon, there was a lively dis-

etissîon at luncheon one day as to, the next meet; when
Mrs. Haughton announced, herintention of following the

hounds, the Colonel objected on the ground of non-experi-

'« No," said Lady Esmondet; " Rotten Row is her ex-QýIperience, and 'tis scarcely a hunting field."
4c Unless for the praise of men,"' said Vaura.
«' Or a husband," cried Mrs Wingfield.
"But aboÙt the field, Sir Tilton; do you think Mrs.

Haughton will take it » agked Vaura.
H 1 i

CHIC AUJOLTRD y kfui. 1 '..2il
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I am sure she will for I overheard, her the same day
make a bet of £500 that she'd ride grey Jessie with the

hounds next meet."
So sol" exclaimed Bertram "the lady means it."

And who might the favourfè participator in her bet
be Everly enquired Trevalyon carelessly.

With Major Delrose, late of the -th Middlesex
Lancers."

With Delrose exclaimed Trevalyon, now fully
aroused ; «« is Delrose at Haughton and as he spoke h le

gave a swift glance at Lady Esmondet, who thought
silently, «'Delrose, the man who was, mixed up in some

way with Lionel in the Fanny Claremont scandal; there
will be mischief."

No left same train as 1 did very unwillingly though;
extracted a promise from Mrs. Haughton, that if time

hangs heavy, he -may return; amusing fellow., though the
Colonel doesn'fp seem to take to him."

Not the same stamp of man," said Bertram.
But Haughton is right about the field, Everly," said

Trevalyon; l'one 'requires other experience than -the
Row."

'« Better not curb her, though," answered Everly
MLgely.

She Ithinks it as easy to run dow-n the hare as the
men ; but the hare wants other bait, than gold," said Lady
Esmondet.

So do we,'-' said Bertram, decidedly.
«I Yes, I do not think by any means that men, as a rule,
are sordid."

Before I met Eustace," said Mrs. Wingfield, Il I made
up my mind only to marry a horsey man, to make sure of

one common interest, which there is ofthn au absence
of",

" Mrs. Wingfield! Mrs. Wingfield 1 " cried Bertram.
" Mr. Bertram 1 Mr. Bertram 1 were you a benedict, you

would say my forethought was sweetly touching."

le,
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Iý And here have I. a lonely bachelor," he continue*d ;
Ilbeen regretting the non-existence of my ý1adame Ber-
tram, though none could grace the head of my table better
than the lady now seated there."

Il Merci," said Lady Esmondet, Il you are such a host in
yourself that you leave us nothing to, regret in the absence
of Mrs. Bertram

Il Why," said Trevalyon sadly, in a low tone to, Vaura;
49 why, will we continually make a jest over those poor
matures unequally yoked together."

Il Very frequently, I thi-nk," she said softly., Il to hide a
deeper feeling; though it hurts uspainfully to, do so."'

«II vow I'd rather be a jolly old bachelor like Mr. Ber-
tram, with plenty of money, than husband to the Queen of
Sheba, were she not -defunet," exclaimed Mrs. Wingfield.

Il «Vnat a boon to, men and society is a woman without
marriageable daughters," laughed Vaura.

ci Pt sctid Everly; «'she eau air her private opinionsesý
on the marriagme question."

With the right one, what a restful paradise it would
be, » said Trevalyon toVaura's ear alone. And there was

such a weariness in his tone, that she gave him one swift
sympathetic glance; for in spite of herself her heart-

strings were, stirred, but she must not give way, so says
lightly, as following Lady Esmondet's signal, theyleave the

table, the gentlemen réfusing to, linger:
Il To say < marriage' under ar&y circumstances to, be
blissy' is rank heresy to, your well-known views; but 1

understand your present impulse is engendered by seein
Our dear friend playing hostess."

"« Not so, a1together; you also are near," and her arm is
involuntarily pressed to, his side.

I' Well, la4ies fair and gallants gay," said Mr. Bertram,
as he found a comfortable lounging chair for Lady Esmon-
det, "' we have just time for a cup of coffee and a ci*ga-
rette, ere we roll away in a carrome to the Théàtre

CHIC AUJOUReBUI.
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To the theatre! " éxélaimed. Trevalyon; "' I was not
aware this was on the tapis for this evening."

c' «Yes." said Lady Esmondet, «« Mr. Bertram and 1
arranged it; M. Octave Feuillet's play, the " Sphynx," is
on. -1 begin to think it was selfish on my part, you all
iook so comfortable; perhaps we bad better ùýandon it."

"'Put it to the vote," cried Mrs. Wingfield.
"' And no bribery," echoed Vaura.

CC I fear if it is put to, the vote," said Lady Esmondet,Ci mine will be bought, by the beseeching look of Capt.
Trevalyon, for a stay at home."

CI See what it is to have an expressive face, Trevalyon,"
said Everly; " it bas crained you one vote, in spite of the

rule Miss Vernon made of no bribery."
"' I thank you for your sympathy, Lady Esmondet; but

I fear yours wonld be the only vote recorded in my favor,
so the' Sphynx' must needs make us her own."

de As she did many an unhappy mortal in day§ of yore,
-in her Theban home. 1 wonder if they looked as resigned
in their maityrdom as poor Capt. Trevalyon does," said
Vaura, ti

«CI used to think Rdipus finished her," said Trevalyon.
CC Only for bis day," said Vaura; twas too long a look Ic

till Octave Feuillet; he should have asked Lynceus to
give a glance." in
«I The Cyclops might have lent him an eye," said fa

Bertram. S V
CI Are you always as mdifferent to, the stars of the stage

Captain ? Y' enquired Mrs. Wingfield, as she gently puffed be
away her delicate cigarette. CC What Eustace would do ar

without bis distractions in that way, heaven only knows." sw
'I He will outgrow it; most men have stage fever,,as an

most babies have measles," he answered evasively. an
"And now for our mantles and away,'-' said Lady alc

Esmondet, r»si*ng-
CC And may the mantle of resignation faU on the shoul- va

ders of poor Capt. Trevallyon," said Vaura, taking bis grhi

124 A BEART-SONG OF TO-DAY.



THEATRE FRANCAIS. 19 MIZD

offered arm, and as -the hand leaning on bis arm, pressed
closely, she said in low tones «I you had my unregistered,
vote.".,

Merci," he said, pressing her hand.

CHAPTER XVIII.

THEATRE FRANCAIS.

HEY found the theatre crowded from pit to
dome. And the advent of our little party, as

they took ppssmion of their box, caused no
little sensatïon'eveii in that galaxy of beauty

and fashion.
«I By the lilies of France," said a Parisian, putting up

bis glass; Il' though not the three graces, one of them is
tbere."

«« Yes, by the memory of Bonaparte, she is worth a long
look," said bis companion, gazing at Vaura.

And two of the occupants of Mr. Bertram's box were
indulging much the same thought. Lionel's handsome

face wore a warmer look tban ordinarily, as he chatted to
Vaura, leaning on the ý back of her chair.

" She bas the vivacity of the French woman, with a
beauty all her own," he thought. '« Her voice holds me,

and my love of the beautiful is satisfied, as I look on her
sweet mouth and warm eyes; but, pshaw, she is a flirt,2 .9.9and I am almost in her toils ! what is eoà.&AL*&." er me

and he gave a start as be almost spoke the Lt thought
aloud.

Why, what is the matter Capt Trevalyon 2. » aaked,
Vaura; '« you istarted just now as though you had seen a

ghost of the departed; a moment ago you seemed to, be
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enjoying the play, but now you look melancholy; go over
to Mrs. Wingfield. You see, cher ami, you do not credit to

my powers of pleasing; so avaunt. But," she added, " you
may come back some other time."

You deserve better company than I, just now, ma
belle, and Everly is aching to be with you." And rising,
he took the chair Everly vacated, near Mrs. Wingfield.

What have you done to Trevalyon ? Miss Vernon,»
said Everly, as he seated hiraself beside her. In five
minutes bis expression changed from unelouded happiness
to the blackness of despair; queer fellow to wear such a
look beside you."

«'What a fiattering tongue is yours, Sir Tilton; but I
shall not be astonished at any outpourings of that sort

from you; considerincr you have come froin Haughton
Hall, and the practice you have had in soft nothings
while there." ,

Had you been there I should have been inspired toi
say somethincr original."
It would be a treat, for compliments do grow so

hackneyed; 1 sometimes agree with the poet" slie
added gaily, «" that there is nothing original in us, except-
ing original sin.

Your unele wished for yqur presence often."
1 take it quiet as a compliment, and his bride so new."

«'And many others wished to sun themselves mi your
presence."

I am glad the y remember me, and if Old Sol will give
England plenty of bis gleams, and we have a mild winter
to suit Lady Esmondet, we shall be at Haughton Hall for
the Christmas festivities."

"'If the clerk of the weatheiý be a decent fellow, who
will take a bribe, Tilton's the 'boy to stuff him, and my
r eward will be a waltz at the ball, and do please lçt me
make sure of it now." Taking out bis tablets 'Just write

your name and the date here; oh, thanks abundantly, and
1'm sure, the weather fellow will be all square."



ver - '« And now 1 incur the jealousy of woman; cruel man
- to to bring upon me such puaishment, but I forgive you as

Tou you know nothing of womanly sweetnessý to woman, so
here is my name for number four waltz. But regardez, we

,ria have missed a point, every eye is turned to the stage, Mlle.
ng, Croizette looks for the moment as though transformed into

one of the Furies. " So fierce her looks, such terrors from
n:, her eyes."

ve «'%Poor thing, so she does," said Sir Tilton laughing.-
But really Sir Tilton, I wish we could guess what its

a about. Another riddle from the Sphynx, you must be
a second Rdipus and guess for me; or go over and ask
some of the others, they look as though they have been

feeding ravenously of the tree of knowledge."
,gn " Draw your chair a little this way, Vaura, ma chère,"
OIS said Lady Esmondet, who came over as Sir Tilton arose.b " We shall all form one little group then, and it will be

to more pleasant.'* -,
Here Sir Tilton coming up, decidedly objected to the

80 move, wishing to monopolise Vaura.
lie t< You are cruel, Lady Esmondet; ask Miss Vernon, if I
)t- have not been more amusing than the Sphynx You know,"

he said audaciously, " we actually did ûot see the little
by- play between the rivals Mlle. Croizette and Sara Bern-
hardt, which, is a proof we were not doing badly in the

ur way of entertaullng each other." 0

\" Fie 1 Sir Tilton," saidVaura merrily,'ý, acknowledge the
ve compliment paid you, though our gay friends have had

cr the Sphynx, they also have had time to long for our
.or society," and as she drew near a few paces, Everly had

time to say softly:
10 "" One thing to, be thankful for, we did not miss them."
iy «'Small men inake large boasts," thought Vaura amus,-
ne edly.
.te «'. Miss Vernon," sà*d Bertram, " you missed the best
id thing of the eve or I suppose so by the fact of Everly
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having come over with his fingei in hm' mouth to, ask
what the house came down for." 0

«c You will relieve my woman euriosity," she answered
smiling, ý'c qf course Sir Tilton will not own to the being10

curious, save on my account."
No man could refuse a request of yours, else you de-

serve a punishment for," he added in a low tone, cc makincr
game of small bearts."
«'Vaura dear, you have missed such a passage-at-arms,
between Croszetteand Bernhardt," ýsaid Lady Esmondet.

'c Oh, such fun," exclaimed Mm. Wingfield, «'in the middle
of a telling speech by Mlle. Croizette, the wicked little
Bernhardt,'eaine coofly up and uked her « wher4e she
lived t'or soinething of that sort; Croizette, livid with rage,
forgot her part-something we never saw her do before,
but answered Sara in -words that told, for though triumý,
phant she trembled?'

«c Her sister Fury trembled and retired," said Trevalyon,
de strange freaks rivalry leads its victims'into--"

"' I could almost imaffine," said Vaura, "" you all to, be
mistaken for the Croizette has immense influence at the

Conservatory, where they both studied, and is a complete
child of the stage, but if your ears have played you no
tricks, if 1 mistake not, Sara has had her fun,"

4f. Not a doubt of it," said Bertram. -
cc Oh) that is too real," said Lady Esmondet, turning

pale and looking froin the. stage, referring to the death-
scene by poison of the wicked heroine of the play.

ci Yes, her struggles are so natural as to be anything but
pleasant to, witness," said Vaura.

ccIf it were ood, form for a woman to retire for a sti-
mulant," said, irs. Winoeld, "' then would I make my exit,
for 1 feel quite overcome at the sight."

What inestimable privileges lordly man enjoys," said
Vaura,. «I What a talented little mrmu is Sýarâ," said Treva-
lyon.
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1 «« Sbe is smaller since la Croizette looked to kill, »Y Sadd
Lady Esmondet.

The fire from the eyes of Croizette was too much for
her; she has gone to hide within beràelf," said Vaura.

« wonder she doesn't show even through a glass,"
'ý4-ithe little baronet.

Else,"\ýontinued Vaura, " the rdle of 'ForgivingVirtue
is too much for her; she 8hrinks from it

She might be more expansive in the other rdle,» laughed
-Bertram.

She isa handful of the essence of talent," said Treva-
lyon, '« and alwavs Lood form. whether the form of a Veýus

or no.yy
49 True," said Lady Esmondet, though she cannot quote

in a personal sense of the " beavy cloak, of the body still
as weighed against a cultivated intellect, roundness'of
fârm is a mere bagatelle."

I humbly appeal to, you all," said Bertrara in serio-
comic tone., i« is my rotundity a mere bagatelle

Lady Esmondet says so, and it must be true," said
Trevalyon laughingly.
«" Of course it is; anyone to look at you would say the

same," said Everly.
"My advice, Bertram," said Trevalyon, is. on your

return to England, to retire to, the cool shades of oblivion
and try the 1 Bantam ' system. : that is if Owen Cunliffe
does not send you there, for having while in Paris been
-attentive to the fair sex instead of to, the interests of our
Isle."

«" Dodt follow any such advice, Mr. Bertram, 1 " ex-
chdmed Mrs. Wingfield.

" Your fat makes you so jolly."
Ci Fat 1 did you caR me fat, Mrs. Wingfield ? If the play

was not opportunely over 1 should be obliged to, tear
myself awav from your fascinating pr ce, in grief, at

such an epithet hurled at my devoted head, I-I mean
body. I may well exclaim, C save me from my friends'



130 - A REART-SONG OF TO-DAY.

when these are the unctuous, compliments they pay me,"
the victim exclaimed with averted face and uplifted
hands.
. On our friends risinà to leave the theatre, Sir Tilton,
makiDg sùre of escorting Vaura to the carriage, was in

the act of - Èûtting her cloak over her shoulders, when
Lionel offered his arm; Vaura taking it turned her head
smiling her sweetest, with a word of thanks to, small
Everly, who returined it with a look of half-comical dis-

appointmént, and with one long step was at Mrs. Wing-
field's side, saying:

Il Never mind your cloak, Mrs. Wingfield; cool and easy
does it; take my larm, Mr. Bertram will probably come
up at -an opportune moment and robe you, this is the

latest and most successful manner of escorting a lady to
her carriag-e."

Il There is many a slip 'twixt cup and lip," said Mrs.
--,,.Wino-field, laughingly; cc you had your innings the early

part of the evening, _it is only fair her preux chevalier
should have his revenge."

Il Yes, I've been bdwled 'out this time' but Don Juan
isn't going to bave any more onn*ugs if Tilton knows
anything."

Il What couracre the atom has." thought Mrs. Wingfield,
but she said., " bon Juan, indeed, < Satan reproving sin,'
what about a certain Mrs. H., that you sîgh to the in-

constant moon for. But we are nearing the others and
the carriage; so a truce to confidentials. Adieu."

On the ladies entering the carrosse., the gentlemen bid-
ding adieu pour le présent, saying they would walk, Sir
Tilton stepping back a pace enquired of Vaura "' If he
should have the pleasure, of seeing her on that night
week at the de Hauteville ball ? "

"Yes, we are due there, and make an exception of their
ball, we are such frieinds, but go to, no more crushes pre-
sided over by Terpsichore while d Paris. Au revoir."
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CHAPTER XIX.

FOR A FAIR WOMAN FACE.

UAT an irrepressible fellow Everly *s,"
thought Trevalyon, as he sauntered along
the avenue towards bis hotel; avingbeard
'bis question to Vaura (as to the ball), di he

manages to cret a card for everything. I should not re-
gret bis departure for'anywhere; our little coterie was
Perfect without him. Vaura is extremely lovely and
fascinatincr, she,,of course, is the magnet that dr'aws him;
what a presumptuous little poppet he is, a mere fortune-

bunter, hanger-on of society to dare turn his eyes in her
direction. But am 1 not taking too deep an interest
tbis sweet Vaura Vernon. 1 mpst gliard my heart; she

is ji flirt, I must beware. Another tender billet from. Mrs.
Haughton, and full of this hidden-wife falsehood ; 1 have
been careless, never even having told Haughton the truth

of the " atter. Every seven years., it seems to me, there
is a rehash of by-gone villifications; one must only grin
and bear it, but I do feel it terribly just now not because

it is what it always was, 'a lie direct,' but because of my
close companionship with my dear friend and bewitching
Vaura."

Ut us now follow small E rl and read some of bis
v yythoughts; with rapid stepsZ soon at bis destination,

where, seating himself in a huge easy chair which almost
bides bis small body, dmws a table to bis side, on which
are placed bis pipe, glass of punch, with some letters.ic Gad, a missive from. Aunt Martha," he exclaimed.
«'Whether it be sugar or vinegar it will keep until I do jjj
the others."

One was from, bis lawyer teRing him. the Jews were
after him; with a muttered exclamation of «'tley must
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wait)" he threw it asidé. The others were from acquain-
tances-mere chit-chat ; " and now for the old girls," he

thought, which. on opening -a bank draft for £50 dropped
out. " Gad! almost'a holoeàwýt,')_ he said,'picking it from
the dyingembers in'the grate. And now -for the letter."

« My DEân NFPIIEW=Enclosed you will find a draft
for fifty pounds; it is extremely iiiconvénient to remit you
even such a small sum, but 1 promised your mother on her
death-bed. to give you all the assistance in our power, as

also did your sister Amy; and w please heaven we shall,
as we are quite aware that the trifle you inherit from yoùr

father is extremely small for -the maintenance of an
English baronet. Moreover, con-idering it an honour to

the house of Morton that an Everly should have linked
himself thereto, we have decided to let you have @John-

ston'srent for the future, and regularly. But, dear nephew,
remember you cannot afford to make a mere love-match;

you must marry an heiress. Your setter Hecate has hâd
pups, whieh we shall nur ' se tenderly for you, as they,,re-

present money. But the sch'bol bell rings me away, and,
dear nephew, from you I go 'with my pu pils into the mys-
teries of pounds, shillings and pence. You will laug4 and
say you and they are always associated in my mind ; and
it is so, "for, you are both things of worth. When you

marry some rich young lady (you know whom 1 tell you
you can win), I shall pay a master to take the arithmetie
-élass. Make your old aunts glad with the news of a

wealthy marriage being arranged for you. Acknowledge
draft.

With much love, from yourý-afféctionate Aunt,
MARTHA MORTON.

«« Sir Tilton Everly,
"Paris, Hotel European,
2nd Nov... 1887. YY

It will please the aunts if 1 write -instanter, i3o here
ty

goffle
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11-DEAR AUNT MARTIIA,-'Draft received, came in handy,
ie can assure you. You are a jolly pair of relations for a

fellow to have; never wanted the needful more. 1 knowd
I shall have to marry; money; 1 expect I guess correctly
as to the girl you inean, but tallow candles are out of

fashion. I know the gildin« is thick, and -debts are a
bother. But you never fear for. Tilton, he may yet- win a

)U glorious beauty, and great expectations from a titled rela-
don. Eureka! 1 can tell you;.,aunts you have no idea

as what a fuss society makes *o'ver me. Glad Hecate bas
done something for a living, or rather for mine. Good-

Ir night or morning, for it is one a.m.
..n Your devoted Nephew,
to TILTONEVERLY.
.Od Miss Morton's Seminary,

Bayswater, Suburbs London Eng.WY Nov., 5th., 1877e)y

À Yes, 'pon my life, the old girls are right, I must have
-e- the sovereign for my name; pity 1 was born with a taste

dy for the beautiful; my father was wanting in forethought
s- on my account, or he would never have wed penniless

id Rose Morton; here am I over head and-ears in love.with
d apeer1essbeauýywith not much or not enough, of tlÎe need-

)U ful to, keep us both in style; there is not a doubt though
)U that she will inherit ftom that stately godmother of hers.

ic Never say die, Tilton, my boy; she smiled on you to-night,a go in and win; why, the very thought of her sends the
p blood dancing throùgh my veins; splendid fýgpure, perfect

as a Venus. She knows -naught- of my relations to, that
Young schemer, and if my love, by a stern fate says nay,
she is too much accustomed to, conquests té boast; and
the other who is ready to marry me an day will . never

know ànything o erect her s about - ý a week from to-
ï-nt the de Àautevil'e ball, I shall the know the best

or worst ; if 1 fail it . woWt be be of aught want-
mue ing in mysolf, but because I cannot win vei the Lady of
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Esmondet; then, if so, I shall hide myrgroans u-ader an
M.P., and the gold of my lemon-face, to w4oin I shall not
exactly play count to her, Miss Kilmansegg, for I could
not act such a villain'a part; but I must have-,some hobby
to ride, tg make up for the sacrifice of self eaiid now to
bed and sleep or dream."

CHAPTER XX.

QUICKENED HEART-BEAIS.

N the morning of the de Hauteville ball, Tre-
valyon broke his fast sômewhat earlier than
usual, purposing to indulgg in a long ride. ln

passing the salon of Lady Es"Mondet and
Vaura, the door of whieh had been pushed open by his
dog Mars half an hour previously. Trevalyon made a
mcànentary pause, he could not see Lady Esmondet

throUghý the opening, only our sweet Vaura, who listening
to her godmother, idly ate of some fsesh fruit, whfte the

other fair hand caressed Mars. She looked a very child
of the morning, so charmingly bright, in a pale blue
quilted satin dressing gown, with low turned down collar;
not wishing to interrupt her godmother who read aloud
an English letter she spoke to Trevalyon silently, stand-

in the oýenhig door-way, only with the eyes and her
ownsyren mile; tlie temptation to linger was too much

for him, and he was about to enter -when turning, as he
heard a step comm'g quickly along the corridor from 'the

visitors grand elevator, saw Sir Tilton coming towards
him carrying a huge bouquet. And knowing for whom it
was intended, preferrimg not to be a witness to, the pre-

sentation with a à B&njour, Everly, Pt and I' How do, Tre-
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QUICKENED HEART-BEATS.

valyon they went their different ways, the one into the
light of woman's eyes, the other into the lights of the
streets of Paris.

Sir Tilton, with a laughing " Any admittance to a de-
voted subject," and a gay entrez from Vaura was in the
boudpir.

f'« r'thought I heard'Captain Trevalyon's voice ; was he
not with you ? " enquired Lady Esmondet as she shook

hands with Everly.
«« Yes, Lady Esmondet, he was outside and lingered a

moment, but was able to resist the temptation to enter
to which I had to succumb," with an admiring glance at
Vaura.

After half an hour spent in gay chit-chat, Lady Es.niondet, consulting her watch, reminded Vaura of their
purposed drive; and with a promise asked by Sir Til-
ton, and given by Vaura, that she would wear one of
his flowers on that evening, they parted.

In a short time Lady Esmondet and Vaura were seen
driving along the fashionable parks and streets of Paris,

and no carriage attracted more atte*tion than the ône in
which they were seated. They met many friends and

acquaintances among whom were Mr. and Mrs'. Eustace
Wingfield.

'f'One does not often see them, together," said Lady
Esmondet. «'Still, I am sure, they-suit each otherbetter

than most married people."
What a queer world it is," remarked Vaura ; «« even

ma chère godmother is rather cynical as regards the happi-
ness of most married lives. What is the reasan of it all ?

Is it that man who, as Charles Reade says, is ' born to
hunt something,' is no longer happy when the chase is
over. And woman, what of her Is it that 'tis only the

excitement of the hunt we care for, that our heart has
no part in the matter."

You know the world. Vaura, and yéu know you are
right-still you will marry, and be happy; for your heart
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will go with your hand, and you know your power to
make the man you will love bappy."

" Sympathy, soul-felt and *earnest, is 'More than love
which sometimes changes, or passion and fancy which,

always evaporate,» answered Vaura, seriously; '« but," she
added, " who, among the butterflies of to-day, cares for all

this: A. marries B., because he can give her a title; B.
marries A., beeause she brings him money-it's all a
debit and credit system."

«, Yes, Vaura, dear, Tennyson says truly, " we men are a
little breed."'

But a warmer light deepens in Vaura's eyes as a vision
of a handsome face, wearing at times a weary look, flashes
across her memory, and she thinks some men are worth
loving, and are not of the " little breed."

" What a bold-ïooking wonian; 1 wonder who she is,"
said Lady Esmondet. "' She's passed us several times;
that was an aristocratie man beside her, and quite a

youth. She wears her rouge too extravagantly."
She has yet to come to the knowledge thàt shes any-

body," answered Vaura, contemptously; " looks to me
like greed and vice, and man is not the worse animal of
the two."

" Tlianks, Miss Vernon," said the voice of Trevalyon,
riding up beside the carriacres as he lifted his hat.

Thanks, though it is rather a doubtfül compliment,
for 1 am all at sea as to what animal you are so kind as
to give us the preference to,"

«'I don% know that 1 shall tell you, Captain Trevalyon,
for you men make it your boast, that we only are
Curious.',

Here the same smart turn-out, with its pair of beautiful
bays -come again towards them, and to the surprise of

Lady Esmoûdet and Vaura, the woman smiled and
nodded to Trevalyon. Vaura turning quickly towards

him, saw that be took no notice of the recognition and
that his face wore a stern look.
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Everly driving with a friend, passed them at the
moment, saw the nod and smile and of how the were re-
ceived. That little smile from Ninon Tournette, puts a
spoke into your wheel, my fine fello w," he thought no

matter though your face did, look as though hewn out of
stone,," Aloud he said) Il Miss Vernon will see he is don-

ingy- the garb of modesty in her honour."
IlSo Vernon is Mademoiselle's name," said his friend

de Vesey; Il I saw her at the theatre the other night, and
by the lilies of France she is lovel ènoug

y 
gh to, make

man play the saint for one look from her eyes."
There was a second or two of rather an awkward

pause which. Lady Esmondet broke by saying
The bays are lovely, but I'd rather keep the woman

at bay, Lionel; or perhaps she thought you au acquaint-
ance.

Yes and no, chére Lady Esmondet; a dozen years or
so ago I was going throuffirmy stagç fever, which most
men take to in a natural sort of way, though 1 scorn to
make it any excuse for my folly ; for you, dear Lady

Esmondet," he added with a weary sigh, Il are aware I,
above all men, should have giveii way to, no such weakness,

it was not that it bore any fascination for me, on the con-
trary, 1 was as one who never lays his opera glass aside;
but, Old Time WàS leaninogr on his staff just then and every-
thingwent slow; so to make thîngs more lively, I wasper-

suaded by some men to goïn with them into a ne w scheme
iz.) > - the woman who has -ust past then, aV lease a theatre

handsome young woman, w&Q one of the adresses ; I sold
out at the close of one season since, goïncr very occasion
ally I have seen this woman, la T'Ôurnette, act a few

times. She has severed her connection or rather the
management did with her some six orUeven years agro.

know nothing of her life no w ; she is outrée in style and,
presumingto bow to me, especially in your company."

Her bow was a feeler to find out where she is, in so-
cieff, or out," said Lady Ekmondet; Il and," she continued,
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Ci we are to blame; we show her every day that the mighty
god society accepts gold."

CHAPTER XXI.

LA BELLE VERNON.

RE suite of apartments at the de Hauteville
mansiop in which the family received, were

mm a scene of almost unrivalled splendour. The
qmwa-m~, -M host, Monsieur Uenri Eau Clair de Haute-
ville, as he stood beside Madame, receiving and welcom-
ing their guests, being a very small and very pale, quiet-
mannered man, was almost Jost beside the large, handr

some woman and merely bowed like a Chinese Mandarin,
looking like a tired school-boy, who wanted to be in bed
and tucked in comfortably.

,,,, -Poor little man, how refreshing the summons to sup-
per will be," said Lady Esmondet, as they waited in the

crush to go forward to the smile, bow, and contact of
finger tips.

" See how Madame stands it all," remarked Lionel.
«« It's astonishing what vim gentle women can throw into
fatiguing social demonstrations."

"« The fragile mature knows society is large-eyed,"
said Vaura.

On our friends turning to, leave the reception room,
Eait Clair, the eldest son of the house, for whom, he

having attained s majority, this entertainment was
given in honour o, came towards them to welcome his

mothees old friendand to tell Miss Vernon of how glad
he was at her return to, Paris. (He had met Trevalyon
Wore).
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I must congratulate- you, my dear boy," saiîd Lady
Esmondet, «'as well upon your coming of age as upon the

.brilliancy of the ball."
ý"Jé vous remercie, Lady Esmondet; maig," he added,«
I have-just come from your Cambridge University, and

shall speak in your tongue, whieh I like well."
Here some old friends came up, and several gay danc-

ing men, Everly amongst them, and Vauras programme
was soon full. She tried to secure a few dances for rest,

by this means to glive a few minutes to chat with Lionel,
but no one would allow it.

" Donl Ibe cruel," said one.
«'Your flower-face inust go to, the ball-room," said ar4-

other.
Take pity on us; we d on't carry a bouquet," said a

third.
«" So we will that you are near," said another.
At last she was car*ed off by Eau Clair.

«'How beautiful your ball-rom is, Monsieur Eau
Clair," said Vaura. "What multitudes of flowers; how
many green-houses have you laid bare ? There will not

be one rose-bud in all Paris for the Marshal, MeMahon's
fête, but that will not grieve you, a Bonapartist."

Of this I am sure, M'lle. Vernon, if 1 have left him
any roses they are not the sweetest, for well. I know the
beauteous butterfly of to-day loves their sweet odour."

Dance succeeded dance, and all went merry as a marriage
bell, to divine music by two of the most perfect bands in

Paris; and now Everly claims his irinings, and is

ci a mercy on me, Sir Tilton," laughed Vaura, «' and
forgive me this dance (besides, we have another to-

gether), and you don't know how sweetly amiable 1 shall,
be, if you'Il find me a seat besideLady Esmolidet"

"Consider yourself seated, and your martyred subject,
not far off, fair Mademoiselle." - %
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They found Lady Esmondet with Mrs. Wingfield and
Trevalyon in an ideal refreshment room.

" Glad you've found us, ma chère," said, Lady Es-
mondet.

" I need not ask how you are enjoying the ball," re-
marked Trevalyon, ««your eyes tell me."

'« And they say true; how could it be otherwise, Sir
Knight? witb music that thrills one, and a light foot

treading a measure to the sweet notes answered Vaura.
Is not this a charming room, Miss Vernon? invisible

music, birds and flowers; the Parisian is born for this
kind of thing."

It is just a poem, Capt. Trevalyon."
And Bob Fùdge in the flesb, brings, us back to reality,"

said Mrs. Wingfield ; and followinor the direction of hep
eyes, they saw a very young man devouring with admir-
ing glances, the deUcacies around him.

"I am quite sure," laughed Vaura, 'he/All go through
the bill of fare just as Moore's Bob, 1 e paté o larks,
just to tune up the throat; one's small li' bs of chickens,
done en papillote, one's erudite cutlets ressed all ways
but plain, &c. Oh, dear, he fatigues one,"' she added

gaily; icyes, an ice, Sir Tiltoin."
«" Depend upon it," said Trevalyo' laughinor, Dick

will receive a letter from Bob, tbat, " there's nothing like
feediDg.9 à)

Here Eau Clair joined- them, having missed Vaura from
the ball-room.

"" Ilave you seen the Claytons this evening, Vaura ?
enquired Lady Esmondet.
. aitYes, god-mother mine, and dancing with vigour and

a sublime indifference to time that wass amusing.)»
"« They exchanged partners with another Quakerish

looking copple, and have been in the heat of the fight,
ever since," said gay Mrs. Wingfield.

«" « Merrrily danced the Quakees wife, merrily danced
the Quaker, sang Vaura.
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Here a Spanish noble eame up, and with a courtly bow,
reminded Vaura that this was bis waltz, and in animated

chit-chat) they left the room.
"'A band-some couple,"' said iNfrs. Win' field; and 19

inoticed the Spaniard bas bad two dances wit-h la belle."
News not too utterly deliorhtful to Treval 'on and Sir
Tilton.

The Marquis admires Miss Vernon, so mother says;
and no man can find him at fault said Eau Clair risino,
and leavingthe little group.

Would you, ladies, like to cro tothe ball-room asked
Lionel, anxious to be near Vaura.
Thank you, yes," ariswered Lady Esmondet, divining

bis motive.
«' And will you take pity on me, and a risk on my
waltzing Powers ? " asked Sir Tilton of Mrs. Wingfield.

ci I would not risk anything so important as* a waltz,
Sir Tilton; but as I have already tested your capabilities
as a d-ancer awa I go on your protectino,,arms."y tD 1Or into them," laughed her partner, as enterinom theC

ball-room. they went careerinor at full speed down the
s mal 1 spaces.

"Beg pardon, Lord Lisleville," cried Sir Tilton, as he
dasbed aomainst an ancient beau with a long rent--roll, who
with his fiancée, a pretýy little French girl, who had been
trying to put him, o -it of step in order to dance with her
youing Lochinvar. Sir Tilton, knowing the circumstances,
pitied the little Parisienne who had been dolefully doinom
her duty all the evening; so determined to come to her
aid., hence the collision, ývhieh throwing the noble lord
almost on his back, sent,- his wig flying several yards off
which the dancers swept with their trains. The gay petite
was wicked enough to put her handkerchief, not to her

eyes, *but to her mouth, to vail her smiles as she gave
herself up to her young lover who had )Deen eating his
heart out all the evening. Lord- Lisleville, with inwaxd
eurses.on Everly and his own temerity in attempting to
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dance on a waxed floor, with his gouty leg and -bought
eurls, was a droll figure, as witl) his handkerchief tied
over his head and his face a whirlpool of wrathhe was

knocked hither and thither by the dancers in the vain
attempt to recover his gay tresses. I
Vaura and ber partner laughed heartily over the

amusing scene.
ý Cc How innocent Sir Tilton looked, and one could see it

was intentional," laughed Vaura; "no more dinners at the
ancestral home of Lord Lisleville ; no more shooting for
the culprit," she continued. ""'bks now," said Del Cas-"' How happy the betrothed Io
tello, " Cupid's bow is powerful."

«' I know myself," said «V aura, " of several cases where
young girls have been persuaded to marry old men froin
the fact being pointed out to them of the happy marriage
of M. Thiers. Madame Dosme' poor little Emily's mother,

wasthe woman born for him, only she, unfortunately,
was encumbered with a husband."

" It was a most singular household," said'Del Castello.
Thiers, though undoubtedly à' superior In- an, had no

claims to divinity or to be enshrined on the Dosme altar
with three adoring women ever worshipping, while there
are many men, could they gain one woman, would bejto
ber alêne as constant as the sun. Parddn, Mlle., but I am
Spanish and cannot be cold with you. I ever think of
'Venus and my ýçeast is bare for Cupid's dart."

«'The boy is blind," said Vaura, archly.
"' I feel him an unerring marksman, though," he said

pagsionately. 
'iHere Sir Tilton, with Mrs. Wingfield, passed them,

,when Vaura called out ly:
'« Don't you tremble, ri Tiltôn, wben you think of the

wrath of the wigless Adonis ? "'
Like an wpen leaf, fair belle, but never mind, I'vp

given him a wigging."
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They are now beside Lady Esmondet, and the strains
of music changiýg from the waltz,

«'That means our waJtz is over, Marquis Del Castello,
and 1 have enjoyed it thoroughly, thanks to your perfect
step.:Y

«'Your own fairy step had much to do with making
our waltz one 1 shall never forgoret may I call tè-

morrow?
1, You May."
Trevalyon coming up at the moment, and seeing Vaura

in all her lovliness, for lovely she was in cream white
satin, sleeves nièrely a band, neck low, a circlet of gold of

delicate workmanship round the throat, fastened in front
with a diamond large as a hazel nut, bands of gold in same
design, on perfect arms midway between shoulder and
elbow; and the poor fellow hungered to, have her all to
himself for even a few minutes, so with forced, gaiety he

said
cc Now, Mademoistlle, I., as your guardian, must insist

on your taking a little rest and under my protection, for,
should 1 allow you to take it with any other, the gay
gallant would have the queen of the night back amidst
the revelry.
41 But what am I to do, Lady Esmondet-,Captain
Trevalyon,," she said with a sweet sense of willingness
about her 1 belong to M. de Vesey for the next
dance

Gro and rest," said Lady Esmondet; Il and if your
partner cannot find you it will be his loss."

Lionel had roamed about a good deal during the eve'-
-ing thinking much of a letter he had received that morn-

ing from, Colonel Haughtoù, and of the love he was
battling against in his own breast, for Vaura. In his

walks to and fro, he had come across a small conservatory on
the other side of the bouse, far from. the busy throng, and
entered as well from the grounds as from a. boudoir of
Madame's; thither he led Vaura, not unwillingly, a sweet
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sense of being taken caré of, a nanieless feeling of passive
languor, a sense of completeness pervaded ber whole
being, as Lionel, putting ber hand through his arm, and for
a moment holding it there in a protecting sort of way, led
ber through long corridors until théy reached the luxurious
boudoir of their hostess, where seating Vaura in a loung-
ing chair, the perfection of comfort, and placing a soft
foot-stool for ber dainty slippered feet, he quietly seated

himself near ber.
He longed to take ber to his heart, and tell ber of his

great love for her, whieh had gTown so strong as to com-
pletely výaster him, he could scarcely refrain from crush-

ing ber in his arms and telling ber she must be his; he
bad suffered much this ' evening in seeing ber, even in the
dance, in the arms of other men;,ever since he had left
Lady Esmondet's side, an hour ago, he had done nothino,
but pace through. lonely corridors thinking of the letter
&om, Erie Haughton, which. ran thus:

Trevaly on, cher ami,

Il Must go to the point at oncè, as what I hear bas
troubled me. Mrs. Haughton tells me there is no doubt
you are married to Fanny Claremont, and as Delrose is
frequently here and lounging about with ber, I suppose

he has told her - I know he was mixed up in the affair;
I'm sorry for you if -it's true, old fellow. She also says,

but its a woman's mistake I am sure, that you are half
enzazed to, Blanche; be careful that you don't make Vaura
love you; you were alwaysi a sort of bero with her; she
is too lovelyand lovable to have her tife ispoiled; take
care of my two loved women in your charge.

Youýrs as ever,
Il ERic HAUGHTON.

Captain Trevalyon,
«'H.etel Liberté le Solei4 Paris."
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Ci And now 1 have passed the Rubicon," he thought,ci and know Past doubting that she bas the lov -e of my
life, and that life witliout her, will bé worse than death,"

this he thought, seated near this fair woman; near, anct
far, for he must not speak to her with this eloud upon

his name; he knew it was false and only spread for re-
venge, but would not society pity Vaura ; pity ?. and he

w-rithed with inward pain, at the thougopht that bis wife
would be pitied for having gone to God's alt.tr with a

man, whom Dame Rumour said, had- a hidden wife; one
moment he thought he would fly to England and make
Delrose tell the truth at the point of the sword, but he
knew bis man, and that threats would not avail; again,

if he left Vaura now, there were many meý about her,
one of whom she might choose, and the thought wa-s
maddening. If he could only getthem into Italy, they
would be quieter there. He must mature bis plans,- see

how it was best to cope with bis enemies; would he
write Haughton the facts ? no, he must try and find out

Fanny Clarmont's address, and gei, her to write such a
letter as he could publish, exoneratinom him from all act or
part in her elopement; but how to, do it, unless be could

1Ig
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work on Delrose, but the m'an n&V1"ýany feelin S

save for himself ; he must see. And as h on
Vaura, as she sat, her head thrown badk among the

cushions, lips slightly parted, and looking at him froni
,dreamy eyes half closed; a pain came to, his heart as he

thoueht, if he could not get Fannys confession,' Vaura
wourd never rest in bis armsJor she would not go to him
with the truth unproven. And still he thought she shall
love me, for, look what she bas done for me, she bas done
what no woman heretofore bas been able to, do, she has

inflamed me with a passionate love for her as untamable
as the lion; she belongs to me." And as he thought this
he rose, but almost stagggered with conflicting emotions,
as he stood close to, her. .1

«'Vaura, my darling, are you rested ? he said,, his voice
-anything but steady-

LA BELLE VERNON.
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«, Yes," she answered dreamily ; 'I but why .did you
break the spell ? it is so seductive here, 1 half thoùc:rht
vou a magician and this a scene of enchantment."

1 broke the spell, darling, because I could bear no
longer the

Here footsteps were heard, both on the gravel walk out-
side the small conservatory and in the corridor by which
they bad entered the boudoir. And though the occupants

did not, see Del Castello, he saw them at the same time as
Everly with De Vesey (a gay Paris beau to whom Vaura

bad been engaged for this dance, noýv over) crossed the
threshold. DeVeseyon seeing the situation, and not caring

to be de trop, was for retreating, but Everly was in no
mood for this, now that his dance and his only one for

the night was on the tapis. He, like any other man,
would bave feared to leave the woman he loved with a

man so fascinating as Trevalyon. Vaura, in the second-
on two of their hesitation, had time to recover outward

composure. Lionel folded his arms, moved a pace or two
backwards, and stood, like a statue; the *muscles of his

face throbbed, but in the dim. rose-tinted light Everly
and De Vesey coming from. the glare of the lustres and
torches of the ball-room. did not see clearly. 9

"Pardonnez, Mademoiselle, but Sir Tilton Everly
would continue his search until our belle of the evenino,

was found," said De Vesey, apologeticilly.
"' Not so loud, Monsieur De * Vesey," Vaura answered

in a whisper. " This is the temple of the god of Silence,
and Captain Trevalyon and I have been wors*hipping at
his Ébrine, 1 perceive you are both," she added, moving on

tiptoe towards them, "'feeling the influence of the place,
and you don't look as though you care to pour incense.
So let us back to Comus and revelry. Ait, revoir, Capt.

Trevalyon."' à
Vaura managed while speaking to âetach from her

corsage some violets and a crushed rose, which, when
Everly and De Vesey were not observm*g, she dropped at



Trevalyon's feet; and turùing her' head as she took Sir
Titton's arm, gave him her own syren smile from eyes
and lips-and Lionel was alone. Del Castello who had
been a witness to this scene from the outside of the con-

servatory ùow entered, and coming forward stood facincr
Lionel.

One would look far before meeting two as handsome
men as these two rivals for the love of one woman. Capt. i .1
Trevalyon, with some of the best Saxon blood in his veins,
of digtingué bèarinom, tall broad-shouldered blue-eyed,
blonde, tawney mustache, short side whiskers, face some- e

what bronzed by exposure on the battle field and in à
travel: a man, a manly man every inch of him, a man

whom womaa adored and man leaned on, unless when his
foes and rivals.

Del Castello truly the nobleman, tall, dark, and hand-
some.

The Spaniard was the first to speak.
Pardon my intrusion Monsieur but I cannot rest until

I know the truth; I have seen Mademoiselle Vernofi
several times walking and driving at places of publie

amusement, but never have been fortunate enough to ob-
tain an introduction to her until to-night, though 1 have
made repeated efforts so to do. Her beauty and grace
had made a deep impression upon me, which now that 1
have had the great joy of conversing and dancing with
her has ripened into love so stroùg as not to be subdued,
and which, excuse me., Monsieur, for saying, I believe only
a Spaniard or perbaps an Italian could feel. You Ehg.-
lish are so cold; Mademoiselle is noi, but reminds me of
the vomen of my own love-warm, sun-lit land. 'It was
my intention to have called upon Mademoiselle Vernon at

her hotel on to-morrow ere the sun bad set, to ask hei if
she would be the light of my life by doing me the great
honour of acceptîngý my name, hand and fortune. 1 had
been roaming through the grounds meditating upon her
many charms, and of how best I could make my offer so

eý11
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as not to agitate ber by its seeming prematureness, when
1 was very much troubled on coming to the conservatory hç

(meaning to enter) to see ý you, a powerf ul rival, in the t-
blissf ul retirement of this boudoir with the woman I bave, w

perhaps unfortunately, conceived--such passionate love for. lit,
I was as if chained to the spoe; and, when you were alone,

determined to enter, and ask you if my worst fears are
true. Are you a suceessful suitor Ibr the hand of te
Mademoiselle Vernon? Are you, Monsieur, ajiythincr to ag
her

This had been, to say the least'of it, a very trying night
for Lionel-and it seeined his troubles were not yet over. Sei
He knew the Marquis De] Castello to be a parti the bluest
blood in his own land would be more than satisfied with. sh-
He was the possessor'of a noble and princély estate, and bi--
this man, with all these adva'ntage4, was a suitor for'the of
hand of the woman he loved with an overwhelming pas- to
sion. And the Spaniard had said she could not be loved as ar-
he loved ber. Ah. well! what does man know of man? sh,-

Only this, what -he chooses more tban '« language," as
Talleyrand says, " was given us to conceal ýur thoughts;
for we smile when the beart is breakinap; we weep to WIL
conceal the joy we are feeling; and Lionel listened and tuil,

suffered. He had never been a man to make his raoan Shl-
into the ear of men and women, for the sympathy of OTa-curiosity 1 and man listens and forgets, andsociety is e,

woman listens and talks; she cannot help it, poor thinor. ing
Can the snake do other than charm-then sting Ma

And Vaura had conquered and enslaved him, but was
still -unsùbdued-so, be thought,-and though peerless
among ber sex, she is only a woman. And how will it
be if 1 allow this man to pour his love tale into ber ear

with the impassioned eloquence -bis countrymen pos-
sess. Oh, darling 1 " and he groaned inwardly, "" I can-

not put you to the test; I cannot speak yet » and he
must not. AR this poor Iiionel thoughý, as with folded
arms he listened to the Spaniard, and tb his concluding
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words of "« Are you anything to Mademoiselle Vernon ?
he merely bôwed. The tertiptation to, dismiss this smooth-
tongued Southerner, with the warmth of the south in his
words, with the looks of an Adonis, ere Vaura should

listen to, his pl ings, was too much for him. Ah, well,
though we love him much, this Lionel Trevalyon, lie is

only mortal. After I have made her love me, 1 shall
tell her of this man's proposal of marriage," lie said to, his
aggrieved conscience. After all is there not an instinctive
leaning in the hearts of most of us towards the Roman
Catholie doctrine of penance? Immediately on our con-
science becoming seared as with a red-hot iron through some

act its sensitiveness shrinks from, we, feeling this inward
shrinking away as if from our lower nature invariably

bring out the whip and lash our poor weak flesh by way
of atonement. And so Lionel thought now as he bowed
to Del Castello's question of «« are you anything to her ?
and thought while doing what hurt his conscience---ý'I
shaJI tell her after."

«« Then my ývorsI fears are realized," said Del Castello-to Lionel's bow. "But Monsieur, you cannot expect me3 'Ç
* îth my heart's great loneliness fresh upon me to congra-

tulate you on being before "me in your wooing. Adieu, 1
shall leave Pari& at sunrise, and it will be a sorrowful

fflýtificat.iý*on to me to know that the incompa'rable Mlle.
Vernon výiIl., from. your lips, leam why I fly." And say-

ing this,, theî. Marquis left Lionel to the solitude of
Madaime's boudoir.
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XXII.

THE BLIND GOD TAKES SUR-E AIM.

FTER leaving TrevalyonVaura, with her atten-
dant cavaliers, bent their steps in the direction
of the ball-room, the sweet sounds of distant
music soundiDg louder and yet louder as they

moved.
ic Woe be to that incarnation of selfishness in yonder

boudoir," exclaimed Everly; "'if he be the means of my
losing this dance with the fair Queen of the Revels,"

looking admiringly at Vaura's full and rounded neck,
throat and arms. '

Ci «You *won't call it petty larceny, Everly, when yon
pour maledictions on his head. Ton my heart it's too bad
of him to carry off the most precious freight of the ball-
room; thereby causing two forlorn individuals, whom he
bas defrauded of their rights, to wonder about like dis-

embodied spirits with distended eyes, and white of visage.
can assure you, Mlle. Vernofi, Everly, in -our search for

ýour fair person, peered into passages where the darkness
ight be felt, it was in this way. Passing one of the

8alons I saw a group of ladies and gentlemen, and think-
ing you might be one of the number, and the music * ust
striking up for my dance with you, la belle cle la nuit,

I entered the salon, gazing oagerly amongst them, cominor
away, as you know, disappointed. Sir Tilton in this way

distanced me. I took. no thought of the whereàbouts of
such an insignificant atom. as he, continued De Vesey,

laughing; but, continuing my search for you, came sud-
denly upon a queer bit of architecture, a many-sided sort
of landing wherefrom there were three staircuesand three
landings; which'was I to choose ? I was meditati-*ng. when
from the wall close beside me proceeded -a most ýfàýtive
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wail, rather, on my honour, like an infantine donkey. I
listened going close to the wall, when I discovered the

mellifluous accents proceeded from, the throat of the mis-
sing giant, Sir Tilton. I put my ear to, the wall and told
the poor boy to, speak in accents loud; he confessed that
seeing a spring in the wall he touched it-it opened, he
entered where he was mantled in Egyptian darkness, and

could not make his exit. I was his -deliverer. When he
emerged, he looked like a ghost, and in feeble accents told
me of wh ' y he had gone into solitude, which, as 1 see my

partner seated like patienée on a monument waitinom fer
me) I sball leave him, to be the hero of bis own tale; and
as I hear) fair Mlle., that you are going to, desert Paris and
turn your face south, I must needs say bon voyage, though

my heart aches at our loss; " and lifting her hand to bis
lips, the gay Parisien left them to claim. his "partner.

«, At last saià Everly, with fervor, and almost u n*con-
sciously bis face full of an agitation he could not conceal.
Vaura's practised eye told her what was coming, and

fain to escape it, said gayly:
Yes, at last, Sir Tilton to relieve my euriosity by

explaining M. de Vesey's- words."
Here a lively air from a Frenc1ý clock attracted her

attention.
Listen, Sir Tilton, two o'clock."

«" Yes, fair queen of the revels, 'tis tim'e 1 told' you
another story, my beart is aching for yoiir sympathy," he

said brokenly.
You ýhave m ' y sympathy, Sir Tilton; nay, we must

not linger," she added, on bis turning into the dreamy
light of an ideal little flirting room.cc i pray you to, do so, Miss Vernon. I bave something
I mu8t say to, you," he said feverishly.

«c Wait until time sa a now, Sir Tilton, for with the
war notes we have just heard in my ears, I should
not be a good listener."

«« You are tired of me, and want to, give your sweetness
to some other man " he mu4 de ingly, yet fiercely.
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«« Carita! Carita! Sir Tilton,ý" and pitying him, she said,
knowingjust how he was feeling; " see there is one couple

you have made happy to-night," as the little prospec-
tive bride of Lord Lisleville with her lover passed, with
miles to Sir Tilton.

«" Fools' Paradise, she belongs to Lord Lislevi-Ue; that
wouldn't satisfy me."

You are a spoiled boy, you want too much."
I want you, my enchantress!'

«« But you can't have me, Sir Tilton, I belong to the heir
of the house for the last dance she said, wilfully mis-
construing his meaning, so, gaining time, lost to him.

You are cruel, you gave up my dance for Trevalyon;
you won't give up De Hauteville's for me."
«« Eau Clair made me promise faithfully," and with

pretty persuasiveness had her way to the ball-room.
ý"DroP all sentiment, Sir Tilton, I like you best, your own

gay care for naught self; see," she added, kindly as tbey
neared the music ý and revellers, '« see the gay butterflies
are as chic (even if their wings have lost some of their
blôom) ; the scent of the rose as sweet as at the first
dance; be your'own. gay rollicking, self once more,"

«' I cannot 1 for my star of the night 1 love you ; don% E

start, it is no new story to you that a man%' heart lies
crushed at your feet. Since it was my fate to meet you,
your face is ever before me. I followed you here, run-

ning away from, Haughton Hall. I have dreaded Treva-
lyon as a rival, as well as others, but he in especial. Oh!

my heart's light, say you are not going to give your loveli-
ness up to a- man they say has a hid-well, well, no more
of him., only don't shrink from, me, I shant name him; c
but my hèart only beats for you, beaven." And Vaura
feels his whole frame tremble as he says feverishly,:

",, Pity me, and make her love me; and now what have you t
to say to me, you can make my life what you wiII; for
heaven's sake give me hope,"

«" Poor fellow, your words grieve me more than 1 can
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say; I had no idea of anything of the sort; you have my
warmest friendship.

Don't ; don't speak of friendship 1 " he said excitedly,
when it is you, you with your warm heart-beats, you..
love 1 want; great heavens, wby did you ever cross my
path .

I shall regret the doing so if it has caused you pain,
Sir Tilton, but in time you will forget me."

You are cruel; and speak as a surgeon to a physically
sick man."

My words are meant kindly, Sir Tilton, though they
seem, as the lance tô the sick man."

"Men say women are cruel, so they are; do you know,
for your beauty 1 have -' layed the traitor to another; but
heaven help me," and poor little Sir Tilton groaned; <ý, I

could not marry her while I was free to ask you to be my
ànd now I am just good for nothing, and never shall

be ; God help me 1 
4l

Vaura% heart was full of pity for this gay boyish little
Sir Tilton, and looking into his face pityingly, eid:
Poor'fé1lowý, go back to your bethrothed, and be happy
in time with her; she., nor noue other shàll know you
ever had a roving fancy for me, and this is a butterfly age
and our wings were given us to fly; so n'importe, you
need only send your bride to me if she ever scolds, and I
shall tell her she has the gayest, kindesý little baronet in
all Britain.ý"

And so Vaura ebatted to give the poor littlè man time
to catch up to, his heart-beats.

Here Lionèl passed them. on his return from the boudoir
of Madame, where he had been since Vaura was taken
from hýîm, and Del ý Castello had left him ; he heard part
of Vaurds remarkand seeing Sir Tilton's downeast atti-
tude, took in the situation at a glance; -and as he passed
with a grave smile to Vaura and a pressure of his hand on

the crushed rose and violets'at his breast, he mentally
observed:-



" Another life given her to do as she wills with, another
heart, crushed as she has crushed the life from. this rose;
ah, Weil, the saints hath it that they are the weaker vessel,
but they are stronker than we after ail. Look at me,

year af ter year I have boasted of my strength, and now I
am as wax in her hands; I, who thought to bask in her
loveliness for an idle hour, only as I might bask in the
loveliness on canvas, the creation cf some hé'aven born

painter; I, who thought toi coolly criticise her acquaint-
auce with this'actor who has tried to Win her beauty and

tglents to the stage, ere I aýked her to be my wife ere I
put away the prejudices of a lifetime against wedded life.

Prejudices! that were the outcome of my mothers sin,
my father's bliahted life; I know 1 a1wayý loved her as
a girl-woman, for she was always womanly. Now I
adore her with the love of a life; with a love that has
never been frittered away, for I have never loved the
soulless creatures whom, I have amused myself with."
And hasteninçr his steps he was soon by Lady Esmondet's
side. a L

1' What a wanderer you have been," said his friend,
welcoming her favourite and pleased to see (as she sur-
mised) some of VauWs violets in his coat.
Il Where is Vaura ? truant that she is, you were the

one to take her away, and I hoped you would bring her
back." 1 '1ý» JE

She noticed he wore the exhausted 1ooký of a man hav-
iop gone through some very powerful emotional feeling,

whether of joy or sorrow she could not tell. His eyes
ever wistfülly towards the grand entrance to, the

bàll-room, and he wore her floNvers, so she could only hope
there had been no trduble between them. She felt half
in loýre, with him herself, as most w'men clid who came 0

under the-/mtiuence of his rare fascinatian of manner 'tg his
eyes possess sème mesmeric power," they said, II to draw

their hearts at wiU." Have we not all felt the wonderful
power of such eyes, at least, once in our -lives, eyýs that
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once having, felt as it were, we always feel; eYes that
charm-us and bid us look and note forget.69 He is learninga to love her," thought Lady Esmondet,

as she saw that his eyes turned ever towards the door;
and it will be the happiest day of my life (none too

happy)y she thought with a sigh, "' if I see these two
lives blend in'one ; Vaura is diftciM, so is he, but she can-

not resist him, and their lives would be full of complete-
new. They would be the happiest couple in London;

why did he start as through fear, when Everly mentioned
Delrose as a visitor at the Hall; I know there was a scan-
dal some twelve years ago, when they were both mixed
up with Fanny Clarmont. I do hope there is nothing in
it to cause bim real uneasiness. Vaura will make a great
sensation this coming season ; she has made some conquests i

to-night, that cream-white satin with her diamondsand
the8e old fashioned gold bands, suit her to perfection. She

enjoys wielding ýhe -sceptre and she does it with sueh
seerning unconsciousness, and absence of vanity that is,

verycharmingnever boasting of herconquests even to me."*
But where can she be aâ this time, 1 wonder, and with
whom ? so breaking mi upon Lionel's reverie, she repeated

her quýstion of, 1' Where and with whom is Vaura ? she
has missed two or three dan'ces."

Everly was the happy man not two minutes ago," he
said,

«I Thst bird of paasage 'tis a wonder she wastes her
sweetness upon hîm."

«" Poor Everly 11 am ,Yery much inclined to think his
heart will be heavy aftér to-night," said Lionel, thin

of his downeast look as he passed.
"«'Tis his own fault; little men are so-aspn*mg,-aJwaystoe 'JO answered Lady Esmont? -7 det.

4;* es, I suppose he bas himself to Maine, the bat cannot
at e sun, unless to his own detriment."

One tbinks of an angel and Io! she appeam," exclaimed
£au Clair, up, and theres no doubt as to whose

M mm - ý 1
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colours Everly wears, but by, the Mies of France had he
detained La Belle Vernon from. her rightful sovereignty
of ýthe ball-room, five minute'longer, 1 should have hunted
the Everlie-in-wait-robber, and have taken from him our
belle. But see how énervé, embarrassed, the robber looks;
the enchantress has been exercising her fatal spells."

Here Vaura with Sir Tilton, lookinop palé and haggard.
approached all three, guessed his whispered question to

Vaura, of " Can you give me no hope ? " and saw Vaura
shake her bead as her lips framed the word cc iio.'%" Then

there was one long pressure of the hand, a look from
Everly, as of one looking on the face of the dead, and he

was gone. Alone, or to wed. without love., and for gold.
Ah. me 1 this life of ours teems with bitterness, but on to
the merry-makers we do not care to follow Everly, We

grow cynical perhaps as to the good there iý in life, but
we get used to it in time; to this something we have lost

as we get used in time., to the unloved partner by our
side. Suèh is life.

Vaura was looking very sweet and lovely, as with a
tender pity she took leave of her eonquest, Sir Tilton ; her
face had a soft paleness, and her lips looked a deeper red
than usual from the contrast; there was a languor in her

movements, and she felt she would like to rest in the easv
chair, beside Lady Esmondef, with Lionel near; and dream
waking dreams af ter all the excitement of the night. But
there were the conventionalities, her dance with Eau

Clair., and tben, home, so she said:
"' Weil, dear god-mother, here at last; are you dying of

ennui? I feel very wicked, and it hais been selfish of me
to, remain so'long, but this is the last, I shall soon be with
YOU."

And taking Eau Clairs arm. she was again m9ving to
the enchanting music of the waltz, which tends more, to

bewitch. the souls of men than the music of any other
dance, its gentle swayiýg mot-ion, its soft bewilderingly
"ductive strains of music, are wmethirw to have felt the
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plea.surable ensation of. As they were moving the
length of the room, Vaura noticed Lady Esmondet leave

it, as also that her footsteps" were slow and languid as
though she was weary; so- saving:

l' 1 really must tear myself away, Mousieur Eau Clair,
Lady Esmondet has left the room, and I am sure she is
fatigued. You will laugmh at me for suddenly remember-
ingý my dear chaperon at such an opportune moment
when our dance is a, thing of the past. There seems to be a

general exodus, 80, she added gaily, '« if we follow them,
even two such important personages as we are will not be

noticed in our absence!)
We shall go with the stream. and all will be well."
But whither do they lead. ? what is on the tapi8 ?
They go to, take part in an old family cùstom that to-

night must be dme.
And if when done 'twere well,'twere well 'twere done

quickly," answered Vaura.
And they followed the stream and Vaura could not but

see that Eau Clair and herself received a good deal of
attentioli as they moved, many eyes following them. They

soon reached a suite of elegantly furnishedsalow gay
with flowers, gems of art from the deft fingers of the

c3culptor, master-pieces, from the artistie brush of some of
the greatest painters living and dead, decorated the walls
or stood in their respective niches, foreign and domestie

bi-rds of rare beauty and throats full of songy with the ex-
quisite scent of flowers about thein, the brilhant ;îcene,
the soft laughter of the incoming guests soundiiig so simi-
lar to, some of theîr own notes, causing the feathered

songsters to burst forth into melody, adding another
charm. Vaura and Eau Clair were among the last to enter,

and they walked up to the end of the room, the cynomre
of 411 eyes; as they neared a chair placed alone at the
head of the room) Vaura saw Lady Esmondet with a gay
coterie mof friends with Lionel in the group. Yaura turned

Wý - - - - __
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her head, as she Passed with a smile, and the lines to Venus
from Pitt's Virgil flashed across Lionel's memory:

And turning round her neck f3hé showed
Tnat with celestial charru divinely glowed.

Vaura was adeustomed to admiration, so this whieh
looked so much like a march of triumph did not disturb
her self-possession; she laughed and chatted with her

companion all the length of the salom.
" Th ese servants of yours, Monsieur Eau Clair, remind

one as they pass in and out so noiselessly among your
guests laden with the champagnes and ices they carry so
deftly of the automata Mýî the new TTtopia they are per-
feèt; but what is not perfect in the de Hauteville mqn-
sion.". «« Take this chair which I hope will be the perfection of
eomf ort for the belle of our bail." 1

fi Give me a Fienchman for a gallantry," said Vaura
gaily, and seating herself comfortably. To her surprise
Eau Clair, standing beside her, said as follows:

«« Charmante8 Demoi8elle8, Mmdame8 et MeW£ur8: It
bas been a time honoured custom in our family for gener-
ations) that on the heir to the estate attau*n'ng bis :major-
ity, on bis throwing off the careless garb of garcon, and
donnmig the somewhat grave habiliments," taking up the
corner of bis dress-ceat with a smile, "of the man.
It bas been the custo', I say, at the revels given in
bis honor, that he should elect as the belle the fairest of
the ' fàir-a custom, that-has my warw-est appi*> oval; à dieu
ne plai8a that any one of my descendants should be un-
gallant enough to discontinué it; indéed-rather than our
fore-fathers should father such an one," he said in gay

tonesx ý"I Prefer that -I, Eau Clair, should be the kat of
our name. I admit that my predecessors may have at
times found the pleasant task of choSing somewhat

diffw Ù& But for me, Dieu, wwrei, Mlle. Vernon7s advent
in Paxis bas left me no choice. without paying any
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point-blank compliments to ber charms, I now present to
her as is usual on this occasion, tbis bagatelle, at the
same time' expressing the hope that loving our city as she
does, she will soon return to us, come with all ber beauty

and grace, and sojourn among us, leaving her-own north-
ern clime," and kneeling on one knee, Eau Clair handed
a small box of rare Japanese workmanship to Vaura. He
then drew a small, elegant stand to ber side and gently
taking the box from ber band, laid it on the table, touched
a spring when the lid flew open, disclosing to view a
bouquet holder and fan, both works of art. The handle of
the fan was of gold inlaid with precious stones, the fan
of feathers of brilliant hues. The bouquet holder'was of
elegant design in gold, studded with diamonds and on one
side the words " To la belle Vernon, 1877 " inlaid in
diamonds of larger size, the whole one glitter of bright-

ness. A small bouquet of delicate odeur was here hande,&
by a servant on a salver to his voun 'g r master, and ]ýaù»'
(ilair saying, 'l Let me be the first to, fill the holder with
fragrance," put the flowers into, the golden receptacle.

Vaura rising and taking Eau Clair by tbe band made
a step or two forward now loosing his band said:

Cher ami Monsieur Eau Clair, Mesclames et Me8-'
,wieurs, I feel that a mere conventional je vous remercie
would be too cold and liféless and in every way distaste-

ful to, me, on this occasion* and though 1 have nwever made
a speech heretofore and this being literally my maiden
speech, please forgive me what pleases you not. Though,'
fair demoiselles, 1 have been chosen the belle, I feel as I
gaze upon the galaxy of beauty around me that I," she
added in gay tones, ««.have no occasion to blush at my own
lovelinessfor 1 féel that the gods have been so, lavish,
in intheir gifts of e«,ýerything that is lovely that they
have surely become bankrupt and have kaapt no charms
for me, and that Monsieur Eau Clair must have looked at

my poor graces througL rose-coloured spectacles when he
cOed me la belle and made me the recipient of giftS flt
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%for a queen. 1 little thought, cher ami," she continued,
turning slightly towards Eau Clair, «' when saying to, you

,.,a few monïents. ago that this had beeD an ideal evening,
that two such ideal gifts were in store for ipyself 1 need

pearcely tell you that they will be always among my
'èmost valued treasures, recalling as they will suth plea-

'ýant reminiscences to my mind of one of the most
ýelightfùI evenings 1 bave ever spent. And a word to
ýjyou, fair demoiselles turning towards the assemblage of

guests with a smile never turn your bright eyes frorn
ýyour own land for your lovers and husbands, for your

ýmen carry the belt from the universe Yes,, from the
,ýýworld for gallantry, and seme of the kindest and best

usbands 1 have met are from among the so-called ' fickle'
Yrenchmen. Thanks for your kind wish, Monsieur Eau

.Clair, that I shall soon return to fair, bright Paris. I do
ove your city and your land so, much that he to, whom I

ay yet give my heart and life will I know, if he love
me, come often to your dear shores and Paris.' Ere many

imore suns have risen I turn my face southwards to that
Y old ar worId,---,ýnny Italy, which I love well. But there

one soinetimes bas a feeling of sadness in thinking of what
was, especially ber Rome, whièh one does not ex-

,,perience here. I am at one with your great Victor Hugo
j when he says, ' It is in Paris that the beating of Europe's
eheart is felt. Parisis the city of cities. Paris is the
kity of men. There has been an Athens, there has been
à Rome, there is a ' Paris."'

Here- Vaura' seated herself. ile speaking in ber clear
tones with'a depth of feeling î%r manner and varying

expression of face, ber beautý, wu felt by all. There was
now a brighter hue than usual in ber cheeks, and ber

dark eyes shone like stars with the excitement of the
moment. The immediate family of de Hauteville now
came foriWard offering their congratulationg, and many of
the Lyuests did ber the same honor.

«'Will la belle permit one of ber most humble admirers

f 1
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to offer bis congratulations and ôffering? " said the voice
of Lionel besidé ber, and wit- a warm. pressure of the
hand, he slipped into the holderleside the bouquet three
small sprays, one of white pink, one of Peruvian Helio-
trope, and a small bit of black thorn. Vaura, an ardent
lover of flowers was also mistress of their langùage, so

she read silently commencing at the white- pink. «' 1
love you, « fair and fascinating,' but there is a « difficulty."'
le Where and what is the difficulty, I wonder," she thought,
and turning ber large bright eyes to, bis ý face with a mile
in them. and on ber lips, was how she answered him.

Il I must congratulate you on your maiden speech,
Mlle Vernoia," said the smal.1- host in his small voice.
le When you can make such an excellent impromptu one,
I feel sure we men in our efforts would be put to shame,

were we to listen to a studied one from, la &elle," and the
little man retired behind madame'sdrapery.

Me-rci, monsieur, my poor little speech did not show
you half my gratitude for such undeserved honors!'

The guests having drank the bealth of thefieir and la
belle d£ la nuit, began to, disperse and soon after waztn

farewells-to -the.,family, and heartfelt, wishqs that the1ý &* y
should soon meet again, our friends were in their carriage
and rapidly.driving to their hotel.

Lionel was very quiet, saying little, but ever and anon
with a careful- hand drawing Lady Esmondet or Vaura's

wrapsaround them., not tlat the night, or rather morning,
was cold but Vaura had danced so often and there had

been so much of excitement, in the night for ber, and be-
sides it was delightful to, him. to have ber at last near
him where be could feel ber presence and know that the

others were all away; to, feel that when bis hand tou'chedaber cheek, neck, or arm. in bis loving care in keeping ber
from the night air, tbatshe did not shrink from bis touch,

but rather leaned to it. And he was happy, and so, was
she, but he did not know it, he only 4new he wu near

her.
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CHAPTER III.

THE WEB OF DIFFICULTY.

HE morning after the de Hauteville ball Lady
Esmondet and Vaura met at the breakfast-

table, at noon, Lady Esmondet not - looking
paler than usual. Vaura waà pale for she had

slept none, her eyes looking larger and her dainty and
flexible lips a deep red. She was quite like her own
sweet self though, in spite of fatigue, and her soft cardinal
silk morning robe, loose at the throat, and turned down
collar of white muslin and lace. In her belt the pink,

heliotrope, and black-thorn sprays; and Lionel was con-
tent with the picture as he opened the door and came for-

ward. Vaura waâ-pouring out a cup of coffee for Lady
Esmondet, her shaKly hands, so soft and white, commg

from the euffs of muslin and lace (she never could be
seduced into wearing 0 the odiouis stifr linen coUar and

cuffs some women's souls delight in).
Lionel thought: Shall I ever call Éer wife, and when I

come in have a nght to take these two dear hands in
mine and press them to my heart as I bend down to kiss

her sweet mouth." He said, «« Bonjour, ladies fair. I
have come to see how you are féeling after the revels of
the past night.-"

'« And to refresh your own poor tired self with a cup
éf coffee," answered Vaura, handing h'm one, -
'« You see, Lionel," saîd Ijady Esmondef, ci we are

waiting u n ourselves, the maids are doing the necessary
packing, as we have not aliered our plans to, lea-Y..,e Paris
at sundown; I hope we are not hurrying you awày V'
«' Not at all ; did you leave me, I should, follow by next

express; there would be nothing to, hold me here, if you
were gone."

if-No y " said Vaura softly and Paris so full of
beautiful, bï-ilBant women,"
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«« Not nowJ" he answereéý looking into her eyes with a
grave look.

Vaura gave one little sigh as she let her eyes stay on
his. And this man felt that he must feel this womaü in
his arms or his heart would break.

There was a tap, tap, at the door and Somers entered,
bringing her,mistress, letters; there were several from.
friends, with one from. Colonel Haughton to, his niece and
one from. ý4ý. Haughton tô Capt. Trevalyon, which ran
thus

«" MY HEARTS IDOL=

«I The Colonel has written by this mail to Miss Vernon,,
stating his wish that she and Lady Esmondet come with-

out fail to the Christmas festivities. I am not partial
to either of them (this is under the rose) they are too
high strung for me; but, my king, I must have you; you

don't know how jolly 1 can make life for my pets ; il
Blanche won't look at Sir Peter Tedril and I know it is

you she wants, you may have her and her million, you
will be near me then; the Colonel, poor sedate oid fellow,

would not like it, but that don't signify, because hè wishes
(now that your secret marriage to, Fanny Clarmont has
become publie talk) that there were a thousandmiles be-

tween your handsome person and Miss Vernon; I wishý
you had some of the love for me that the black-beatded

Major has; I cannot keep him, away, but he shall if you
wili only come, my king; my king, if you were only with

me I should tbaw your proud heart in spite of Yourself,
my haughty, handsome god; come at onS on receipt -of

this ; hýw can yoü stay wlith two iceberg8, when burniiW
lava like my beart, is aching with its long waiting for
you.

'«In love, yours,

"«P.S.-Persuade the icebergs not to come here; tell
them. Italy was made for them."

0
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On writing and mailing above, Madame was content,
as she sat in her own 'boudoir with feet on a high stool

stretched out. That will bring him. ; my plot is spreading;
ha! ha! ha! I planted it well; nothing like getting
scanda] well rooted; he bas been careless, and society
doesn't forgiveý that ; had he only paid tolls, married

somebody's daughter, given dinners and balls; society
would have snapped her fingers at this story, and -though

Delrose had said to her " but he never wed her Kate, at
least he said so, but I daresay he lied! But she used the-
scandal, as we have seen, employing the usefuil firm of
Mesdames Grund & Rumour; giving them also whispers
of how poor little Blanche wa-s half enomaged to himt2>-if

she could-,bring him to her feet she would love him; if
not., she would make her revenge tell. He should not

wed Vaura Vernon, if a woman's tongue sharp' as a two-
edged sword could eut their lives apart. She would be

content to repeat the little act of barter that the young
man did for Marguerite with Mephistopheles, for Lionel's
love. She had learned and practised society's creed, and

paid its tolls; surely now she was free to have her pets,
and love them too; whether it were a poodle dog or a
man, whether it were a trip to her pet club at London of
the cane and cigarette, or a drive to Richmond."

And Lionel thought, as, he again glanced over his
letter :

" What a bore it is that 1 did not years ago clear myself
delays. are âangeroüs ; this woma'n hw; already planted a
doubt in Haughtons minýd; anid. heavens, if she'succeed
in doing it here, my life will be aý lonely as was my poor

father's,," and unconsciously, he gave a deep sigh.
Vaura lookek up quickly from a letter from, Isabel.

Douglas; and Lady Esmondet said
No bad news, I hope, Lionel."
No, and yes, dear Lady Esmondet; my opponents hold

some good cards, and the play is against me that is all.b
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But Miss Vernon has something pleasant to tell us from
her home batch."

Lady Esmondet had seen that the letter for Lionel was
from Haughton Hall, and guessed Il his opponerit is that

woman, and the cards are against him, poor fellow." Aný
Vaura said:

Isabel Douglas says firstly that she is going to wéd
the curate, Rev. Frederick Southby; secondly, they are
as gay as butterflies at Haughton Hall; that Madaime,

newly installed. though she be, leads the fashion to the
old gentry, who were, when she was not, both in the eut
of her garme, ts, and in the novelties in the manner of her

entertainmeni. She gives me Roland's opinion. Mrs.
.,,.ghton is one of society's sky-rockets, a higoph, flyer,
determined to make her world. stare ; bold in her daring
ascent; but by her glittering colours leàding their gaze
from, the steady quiet shine of the heavenly bodies;

though she says all the country people cannot elaimto
be héaven-born.'

«'.But I think Rolands a good criticism," said Lady
Esmondet.

'«She. goes on to uy," continued Vaura, Il the Hall is
restored to its ancient magnificence, the ball and dinners
on their return were grand or rather gorgeous, for

gorgeous is Mrs. Haughton's style. Am often there
-we are to dance some new dances at Chri.%tma%

and there is an importation at the HaIL from London,
ofe as Roland says, 1 a pocket edition of the light

fantastic toe really, Vauii, my feet are somethinff
to fold up and put away I am so much ashamed
-of the flesh and bon* nature haý given them, when I look
at his they are too small; but he could easily carry him-
self in his own violin case. What are you doing with Sir
Tilton Everly At liméheon', yesterday, at the Hall,

wmeone sai(J they had heard from a friendat Paris that
the wee mon had been mn insame box with you at'the
t1ieatre. Mrs. Ilaughton looked as black as, night at the
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news, as he was wanted for to-night, to represent Cupid
to her Venus in the tableaux; don% weave your spells
round the truant, Vaura, dear, else you will gain the dis-
like of Miss Tompkins and her mother; he beloings to

them., one would think they had bought him in the city,
as they did their pug dogs. The other day I heard Mn.

Haughton say to Miss Tompkins. 'If Everly did, not
come up to tiine for to-night, after his tight dress and

win,", bqw, &c., and my flesh-coloured, spun silk dress,
all 0. K. from. London l'Il play him, a trick at Christmas;
l'Il write him we are too full, and can't put him. up."

"« WiJl you ? you ain't going to play all e tricke,' said
Miss Tompkins, as Mrs. Haughton left ehe room, they

Idid not see me, I was buried mi a great big chair reading
a note from FredL But I must close, dear; write me a
long letter, and so give pleasure to,

Yours lovl'iÎgly,
ISABEL DOUGLAS.

MISS VIE"ON,,
Hotel Liberté le Soleil-, Paris."

How changed the dear old place must be," said Lady
Esmondet, as Vaura ceased reading, «'I would that the

place could'have been restored by some other means, but
if your uncle is content, I, needn't moan."

Whatever else inay be - said, one'thing is sure: that
Limýco1n TompkIn 8 gold could not have been put to bet-
ter use," said LioneL

Here Somers knocked and informed her mistrew the
waited.

Briko me my wraps here, Somers, and then continue the
packing, and when callers come, Mim Vernon and myself

are not at home until dinner hour,,"'
"ý'Yes, your ladyship."

'I', Anything important on the tapis for to-day 1 " uked
Trevalvon.« «Y F, es," amwered Vaura, consulting her tableta '« Worthys



THE WEB OF DIFFICUVrY. 167

studio comes first ôn the list ; he sends word he haz some-
thincy aesthetic thence to purchase music, «I Les Folies"

Galop, by Ketterer; duet -from, "' Il Trovatore," "« Vivra
Contende il Guibilo," «I Mira di Acarbe," etc., you must

sing with me when we fold our wings for a while in some
temporary home at Rome, Capt. Treval ' von."

'« 1 shall, it will gîve me very great pleasure."
«" Thank you; oh 1 yes, I must not férgýt to look into

Monsieur Perrault's cottage, and leave a parcel for Marie."
Sof3ayingVaura entered the adjoining-room to robe for the

carriage.
«" And what will you do with yourself, Lionel, un til we
meet at dinner ?

I shall devote the hours to t * ing to find out the pre-ry %sent home of Fanny Clarmont, for" mid Lionel, éom ing
beside his friend, '« 1 inmt clear my8elî; my enemies are
on the war-path. Haughton's last let - ter 'shows by its
tone, they have influenced him; Delrose never liked me,
and

Vaura entering ended the confidences.
This letter;' said Vaura «« my maid tells me, was given

to your servant, Capt. Trevalyon, by a man in livery, to
be handed to, me; it ils in an unknown hand, I have not
one minute to sparé'it now, will you kindly pocket it, and
on our journey you and it will be near me and I can read

it at will. Thanks, but you look very weary," as she put
the letter into his hand, she laid her other hand for a mo-ment on his,,à ace, ý" for Lîtdýnd looking kindly into hisEsmon*det aýà my sake, go and rest until oùr return!

I cannot, dear Miss Vernon; do you remember be
miid in a low tone, with his handson the flowers in her
belt> " the silent language these flowers speak

49 1 do."
««Well., I now go out alone to try-and unweave the web
Of difficulty.')

Vaura returned the close premure of his handis, and the
look in his eyes, and he was gone, while able, turning to

.. à
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her god-mother, said quietly, «'We had better go, dear.')
They also, left the boudoir. ý

Lionel, without loss of - time, walked quickly to the
lodgings he knew had beenoccupied by Fanny Clarmont
some years before; but on reaching them, the landlady

informed him that five years previously, Madame Rose
(as she was known), had left her comfortable quarters,

remittanSs not being so frequent, and had takén cheaper
rooms., numéro cinq, Rq4e St. Ba&ilé; thither Captain

Trevalyon journeyed, only to find that Madame Rose had
-a.omain shifted her quarters: after some difficulty, the ad-
dress she had left in eue Major Delrose should either
call or send a cheque, was found ; it directed Mm to miser-
able lodgings in one of the poorest streets of Paris ; on bis
enquiring for Madaine Rose, a woman told him she was
gone ; she had been very'ill and he could gain further in-
formation from. Father Léfroy, and she directed a little
urchin to go and show the gentleman the priest's house;
Trevalyon putting a sovereign into ber hand, thanked
ber and foRowed the boy. - They soon reached their des-
tination, a small, white, maiay-gabled old-fashioned

windowed bouse, with bright flowers in boxes attached
to, the window-silL Father Lefroy was full of hospitality
and wélcomed Captain Trevalyon, telling him, he was
ready to tell him of Madame Rose and ber movements
for the past three yeam - "Three years ago, the woman
with whom you spoke, Monsieur, and who directed you

to me, sent for me, ýsaying, « Madame Rose is very ill and
she -and-her -httlë boy-h-à-,ië- n-o ----o n_èy f or f ood.' I went
at once, and fouuýd her words true; the child was crying
for bread, and I coWd see it was want that had brought

illness to the poor mother. I had food brought and gtim-
ulaniLs to give her temporary strength, then conveyed ber
and her little son to our convent of St. John, where she
was nursed by the good sisters; while there she became

a 'inembei of our holy faith. You are a friend of hers,
Mýmieur 2"'

'« Ye&"
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Well, she told me her history, and of how nine years
ago, this Major Delrose, with whom she eloped--2'

Lioners heart leaped ; -et Here is proof," he thought.
'« Deserted her, she then lîft her comfortable lodgingoms,

went to, others and gained a seanty support for herself
and boy by giving singing lessons. She has given her
boy to us to be educated for the holy priesthood; she her-
self has taken the veil and is now Sister Magdalen in a
London convent, not cloistered, but is one of the sisters
of mercy; and now, Monsieur, before 1 give you her ad-

dress, tell me truthfülly why you want it, your reason
will be safe with 'me."

Trevalyon told him. faithfully, and the priest's answer
was to write on a slip of paper aa follows:

«I To the Mother Superior of the Convent of St. Mary,
«« London, England.

Grant Captain Trevalyon an interview with sister
3&agclalen (Madame Roseý, and assist him, in every way

in your power to gain his end, which is good." -

LEFIROYI

Priest of St. John's Chapel, Paris."

Here a tap, at the door called the priest; returning he
Udd: ,

" Captain Trevalyon, I must bid you adieu, my time
belongs to the church, and I trust you will find that the

church will aid you in making the truth tell."
«'I thank you, Father Lefroy; accept this gold for Goes

poor.>,)
" Merci, adieu."
tg Adieu."

Lionel returned to his hotel with a lighter heart,
though as yet he did not quite see how to, cope with his

enemies, how to make the truth, as the priest had sudd,
tell. lâe must think it out. The three friends met at the

1 ýe 0ý4>
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table dhdte in travelling costume, all Mi- good, spmï ta, each
antici ating pleasure from, the month's sojourn in Italy.1

IAdy Pzmondet was in hopes ber health would be mater-
ially benefitted, and was go*2, as we know, also for
distraction% sake; - Col. lIaug*htýon, as a benedict, was a
nèw situation -she bad yet to grow accustomed to. A
man who is in a woman's life for many years as he, chief

fiÏend, chief adviser, to go out from one iuddenly into
another life with -anotber Woman., givés one a terrible

feeling of lonliness; ëard, yery bard to beàr. «
Vaura just now had a-sweet sense of c-mpleteness in'

being near and leaning on, as it wereLionel. every d '
.thou!rh a latent feeling told.her with warning voice that

she louid not give way, This very morn, an English
gipsy in the pay of Mrs. Haughton, having gained ad -
mittance to the hotel and to herself ; a fierce looking

woman richly dressed in the garb of the Bohemian, ber face
very much muffled, having caught cold she said, crossing
the channel, had told ber "« A man with a wife -ývil1 sue
for your band. / Beware of him leddy, for danger and
death I read in your band." Not that she paid much, if
any, heed to the mere words of a gipsy, only this, that the
hidden wife story ' would récur to, ber pemory; but ber
dear old-time knight waïs drawing ber nearer to himself

every day, and beeause of the mental suffering he wu
undergom*g on account of this very story; and it could

not be otherwise with ber intensely sympathetic nature,
together with hér pity for his put griefs; and so she

gave herself up to the delicious completeness'of ber pre-
sent, hourly deferring to him, leaning on bïm more and
more. «'It pleues him, poor fellow, but it will be a
terrible awakening for me if this story be true; but I
must easé his peesent pain even though I suffer; it is aa lb
PeSfflity of my being " she told herself ; 80 eving up
to the hour, she, epicurean-like, let the present suffice.

Èdore -leaving thé hotel for the depot, puttàng a
sovereign into the hand of a porter, she desired him to see



that the eauteous flowers in their apartments were:,côn-
veyed t . Perrault's cottage. On arriving at the depot,

' . ehe electrie light made bricrht as the whitest moon-
liorht) they saw many friends come, to say farewell.

1« Such an important exodus froin our city cannot take
plàce without many a heartfelt bon voyage," said Eau
Clair de Hauteville crallantIv.

And while oùr heart weeps at oui loss, we anticipate
with jDy your speed ' y return" said another, holdiom
Vaura's hand in a tight pressure.

Au Plaisiry tout à vous)" said another brokenly in a
whisper. 

1-My tabIe will be lonely," cried Bertram, «'until grace,
beauty and wit dine acrain with my emaciated self."

You fill one end of your table, Bertram," said Tre-
valyon, "and your cook the other ; to, be sure, you have
the sides, but wings are not bad when tender, and I have
no pity for you with la Winorfield near."

Ha-., ha! ha! " laughed Mrs. Wingfield and Bertram,
the former saying:

'« Though 1 am always ready, Captain, to be side-bone.
wing or Wingfield to, Mr. Bertram's soup, turbot, or mut-

ton, Eustace is nevêr very near, as now, but » he is absent
here'because 1 told him, he must show with me at a crush
in an hour's time, and as he mortally hates slQw crushing,

he is, truant and I shall have to appear alohe."
" What a tyrant the mighty god . Society - is," cried

Bertram, ', ignores a man's fas ' tes; expects him to, flatten
himself at aýcrush immediately after a good d*nuer.ý'
c'.Try and be ours again at Chrý,stmu," de ýVesey was

savine to Vaura.
«"Witheut fail " said another " our city is glorious at

the birth-day of the Chrost,"
"« And 1ý belIe Vernon. sh ould not fail to, lend us her
beauty at that time," said Eau Clair, thinking as did the

othm that her rare loveliness in the white light kaw
as of an angel.
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1« She goes with the golden suiiimer," said a southerner.
«'The beauteous birds go south in your company, Mlle.may they sing sweet son for you as they wingVernon, gs ZD

their flight, echoed a poet.
" 1 love the birds as 1 do your sunny climes, and as we
journey, shotild 1 hear their sweet notes, shall remember

your words," she said softly, ber syren voice full of
music, as with a last band-clasp and wave of handker-
chief the guard shut the door and the fire horse dashed
on his way and froni.. gay Paris.

CHAPTER XXIV.

SLAIN BY A WOMAN.

UR travel ers havpg a carriage to themselves
maâe each other as comfortable as it is possible

for human natùre of to-day to be, accustomed
to the cushion, footstool, and lounge of life.

"Farewell, once more, charming Paris," saïd Lady Es-
mondet, «'was Lhere no England with its laved associations

and many friends, then would 1 live my life in thee."
, "So should I," said Vaura'« the French are a deardelight-

ful peUle, really living in the flying moments, their gay
chee-- -i ness actinc> on one as a stimulant; the veriest
trilles are said, by them in a pleasing manner aU their

own; yes we have much to envy the versatile Gaul ý'-fqr."
«« I fear," said Lionel looking tenderly into ber f dice,

I fear you will feel, in our ble together once more, a
little dull, as if a cloud, had crossed the sunbeam§, after

your recent gaiety, triumphs, conquests, and what not."
You do not know my nature " sbe said, ber large darkCc tis 0eyes looking at lhim reproach Y) like commq home.

4-.mEven the py song"ers ipethinks love to know thelr neste6
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await them ; one's life spent in the cold glitter of
triuinphs and conquests would be most unsatisfying, un-
less one knew of one heart, one ) s hoine to rest at even ;
one other nature ak-in to ones own to sliare one's inner
higher life, that to the world is closed."

et Yes, natures akin, what bliss," said her godmother,
dreamily partly takincr up-the refrain of Vaura's words;

partly going with thought whieh had quiékly ýsped the
injurious distance to, Erie and the woman he has

married.
«« Just my conviction, 1) said Trevalyon with feeling

99 natures akin; 1;aen talk of mouldin(y some woman after0
marriage to their views of life ; women talk of leaning on

their husbands, I do' not mean physically, for this is
womanly, and I love a womanly woman; but uientally,

what a dracr; now I do not refer tp education, for each
could in that case give to the- her, the information
acquired from books being differe t; but to have con-

stantly to instruet one's wife into one's tastes, habits,
opinions in natures akin; each is perfect, 'in the other;
each goes out in thefulness of sympathy, heart to heart."

" What ! a rest ! " said. Lady Esmondet, with a sigh.
A grave yet tender look met- in the mesmeriie eyes -ol

Lionel and the soulful eyes of Vaura, as she said softly:
,« Yes, only in natures akin can there be that fulne-ss of

sympathy which- makes mariiage *One's eaithly heaven; "
and now that same far-away look comes to her eyes, as
she tbinks te poorfellow, poor.,poor Guy; " and yet,'tis only
pity. 111\

There was a lull in the conversation for a few moments,
each busy with thought, when Lady Emnondet said, fol-

lowing her reverie,
"Tell us, Vaura, somethingor more of Haughton news

does Isabel mention any of the noveIties introduced ?
«C Yes, godmother mine, and prepare yourselves at

dinner, for Hebe, who waits, will be an equàl."
«« Never 1 sifid her companions in same breath.

.41
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id C Tis true, 'tis pity, and pit 'tis 'tis true ; ) at some
signal or given tinie, Isabel say the ,%ervants are (lis-

missed when some of the ladies it, bearing the cuj)ý 01-ý
etc.11

I must say 1 should object, 'however bricyht, however
youncr' my Hebe," said Treval on; '«her train would

surely become entangled, and I defy Jupiter to be sweetly
calm with iced champagne spilled down his neek or on to
his knee."

«'I should say not," said Lady Esmondet; " a most pre-
posterous novelty to introduce.

" Isabel says everything at table takes the usual
routine when there is a state dinner."

"' 1 should hope so."
«« When alone (that is with merely the home guests),

she says they frequeuily wear some fancy c'stume at
ditiner."

«'Wbat. chainge-s; but 1 suppose -I am old-fashioned,"
said Lady Esmondet.

'« And so am I. for I should feel as ill at easç, as the
family portraits, could one invest them with speech and

hear their lamentations' " said Trevalyon.
a «, Yes, you both for,( gret thisý is the age of noveleies; 1 am

incliýed. to think could Solomon of -ld cro to and fro some
evening even through our British Isles, he would draw a
pen through his time-honoured proverb of ' There is,

nothing new under the sun.' ý)

'd Haughton tells me we shall scarcely know the olà
place; 1 confess I sh4uld like to see it much, as it wu full-
of loved associationsý"

" Parts of the ilall did really require the toils, of the
workman; but I hope my dear mother's rooms have been

left undisturbed to any great extent. It is well for us
who have not gone to, the extreime in -our craze for the

novelties that those ýwho have cannot plant their ladder
to the sky and retint in Ssthetie, or aecorcling to Oscar
Wilde, colours.""
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More letters, Lionel; your friends have not forgotten
to remember you."

«I No. nor my foes, for by every mail comes something
anonymous, tellig me kindly of my blackened reputation;
but I should not trouble either of you so much above and
beyond the petty scandal, making and loving.herd; but it

is very wearying and wearing to me; I sometimes think
I should leave you on account of it, and grapple with tbis

difficulty at once and forever; " the moisture was a
Vaura's eyes as he looked at her wearily with a long
drawn sigh. 0
Il You must not play into their hands, poor fellow, by

seeming to notice their game," said Lady Esmondet,
musingly, Il until you see your o-wn way clear to face

them, by telling them and proving it a I lie direct!
Yes, dear Lady Esmondet, you are right ; I shsll

not." 1
'« And depend upon it," she continued, "" unless in very

exceptional, cases, there is -a woman atý the bottom »'of
every particle of scàndal."

" What do you sa7y to this charge, Miss Vernon
" In the words of one who has written much my senti-

ments 1 shall tell you. « In days of yore, when the world
was young and men were as brave and women fairer than

-they are to-day, when men to men were as a fu 1 U
Orestffl'to, Pylades and women as sisters; when men and

women had a simple faith which kne-w'no 4%

and believed as children in the fairy wand of th-e
in the ýower over meWs d ' estinies of the gods and god-
desses; in those days it came to, pus tbat Juno, who
was jeaJou's of her husband, Jupiter, and quamlled

with him over his many escapades, one day said unto
him, : Behave thyseg and a ' hall throw the apple of dis-
çerd and scandal to, earth, d it shall come to pim that

= &MO CW the mortals my -se not yours (for tq woman, not
ýýV'e we given the u dying gift of curiosity), shaU

-ýe&tch it 'as it falls, and it sWl come to pass that as, many



as shall eat of it shall bunger and thirst for scandal, and
fmdi*ng noneshall form themselves into clubqand meetnot
in the Temple of Truth, where Minos, son of Jupiter, sits as
supreme judge, and where falsehood and calumny can

never approach ; but where she who has eaten most
greedily of the apple shall throw most mud at all outside
sisters who have not eaten, whichi. the listeners with itch-

ing ears shall catch up, and repeat on the wings of the wind,
and Boreas, Âuiter, Eurus, and Zephyrus shall carry the
refrain over all the lajid, and so we, with the other im.-

mortals watching the strife among mortals, shall learn to
live happily together.' « And what then, fair Juno ? you

forget it will surely coma to pass that the women who
eat shall transmit to their offspringm an undying thirst for
scandal and power ôf invention therein.' «AmenO all-wise
Jupiter; but it shall corS to pass also that she shall
only transmit this taste to her own sex; so, n'imioWe,

here goè,%'and with , gay " bon voyage,', she threw the apple
to earth and us; you see, Captain Trevalyon; but thank
the fates there are some of us who have not eaten:" -

«« And ýyou stand out so bright in the loveliness of true
women that one forgets that your se.ýÈ do bespatter them-

selves with the mud they throw. What a pity it is;
how many lives are severed by it," said Lionel, wearily;

'l« but -to something sweeter than my worries. Here is
ibe lètter yo u* left 'in my. charge, Mîss Veïýnon, and a few

lines to myself from. my cousin, telling me she 4'nd 'Uncle
Vincent hirve arrived at London and the Langham."

«' Indeed 1 said Lady Esmonýibt quite a change for
,yoýr cousin.

«'Quite so; Judith has lived her life, I may say, at
New York."

«I Ras Sir Vincent's health improved
««I ' regret ngt materially; though he says, so, Judith

tells me, that he already feels. the benefit of the change> )y
he said, somewhat . absently, *fér 'he' is watching VaurWs

gm sion as she reads. Her head is bent

176 A IffRART-SONG OF TO-DAY.



toward the letter, the fluffy brown hair in its natural
wave meeting the brow the lovely lips sof;t and full with

a slight quiver in them the small bonnet'is off; the lux-
uriant hair in a knot behind fastened by pins of gold ;

her cloak, which he -himself had unfastened and removed,
leaves her figure in its perfection of contour, robed in its
gown of navy blue velvet, a sculptor's study; her heart-
beats are quicker and- her cheeks wear a deeper rose as
she reads the farewell words of the Marquis Del, Castello.

«'Peerless Mlle. Vernon, allow me, one of your most de-
voted admirersi the sad consolation of a last word of

farewell. ' 1 bave silently adored vou for several months,
and your own heart will tell you that now, suddenly
coming to, the knowledge that another life is to be inade
happy in yours, I cannot yet bear to look upon your
loveliness as belontrincr to another. But I want to ask
you to, accépt (from one who W'ould give you all) the
shelter of my villa Iberia for yourself and companions,
during your stay at Rome; yoù -will find it pleasantly

situated, and at such time in the future that I may visit
it, there will be a melancholy pleasure to me in the
thought that- thé fairèst of Saxon -Mies, the ràost beau-
teous of English roses, with the warmth of the South
in her nature, with the poetry of my own land in lier
beart has beén amongr my flowers, paiùtings, and my
books. I feel sure, dearest Mlle. Vernon, that-your heart

wfll not deny me this small favour, and may your life be
peaceful as an apgel's, and joyous as a butterfly in a
garden of roses.-Another captive.

Yours,
«« FERDINANDDEL CASTELLO.

'«e8ris, November, 1877."

Vaura was more' than slightly agitated on reading the
farewelllwords of her Spanish admirer. It was so unex-

, and she, -so sympathetie, fee for him, in his
èaTt-ache,'also feeling that had there been no Lionel
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Trevalyon this Spaniard might have won ber heart; and
glancinom up she saw that the Saturd4j,?j Review was laid

aside, and the tired blue eyes on ber face-when is it
otherwise now?-ando-ivina one little sigh as she smiled,

the sigh being for Del Castello, gone out in bis loneli-
ness and the smile for him. But poor Lionel did not

know ber heart. Man cannot fathom, the depths of
woman s nature. They both may stand on the brink of a

deep clear river, a.ý he loôks with ber into its transparent
rror he only sees the reflection of ber loveliness, for

her heart is deep as the bed of the river; but when she
sees his face reflected, his heart is laid bare. And so
Vaura Vernon, being only a woman, knew. Lionel had
come to love her, for bis eyes followed her every move-

ment. The strong_ man was slain and she wu content
while he craved foig more, he would fain be sure, by feel

ing ber in bis arms, and bis lips on hers; and so he
sighed, for had not ber uncle forbidden him on his honour
to speak ? And she smiled, for she knew before long she
wbuld be held to his heart.

Shè thought it best to tell her companions at once, in
part, the drift of Del Castellds words; so sayinom,'« Neither
Of you can guess whom the writ-ten words 1 have j ust per-
used are from, so I shall tell yoii. They come from, the
Marquis Del Castello..

The rose deepened in ber cheek on meeting Lionel's
eye, for she thoýght, «« I wonder if the Marquis suspected
the truth ? And a sharp 'ain came to Treval on's heart

his dread of what ber answer would be.
In bis billet," continued Vaqra, " he very kindly offers

us the villa Iberia during our stay at ' Rome; of course
in the mbst gallant and poetie manner of speech, as befits
one of bis race. During our first dance at the de Haute-
ville ball he told me it was his intention to go at once to

hisjtalian villa, but it seem he has changed his mind,
for in his letter he speaks of going there at some futurr
time. And so, what think you, god-mother e; do
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you feel inclined to be a guest of the abseni lord and
master ? "

«4 It is for you to, decide, ma chère."
Be it so ; 1 feel inclined to please him in this matter

but perhaps our kind escort bas made other arrange-
ments," tUrDing to Trevalyon, 1
«' No, ma belle; 1 had intended sending a telecrram from
Lyons to the proprietor of my favourite hotel (securing

apartments), knowing him to be a very decent fellorw;
but now, perforce," he addded with an intent look, trying
to read her «'my would-be landlord must çro to the wall,
while the doors of the villa obey the open sesame of

yourself and its master."
While we make our entrée," said Vaura.

And now as to our route," said Lady Es'ondet.
I should say," said Trevalyon, " through the Mount

Cen-is pass, to Turin, thence, by easy rail stages down to
Rome) so that you will not be too fatigued; we should

spend a day in the vi in-white, the spotless, cathedral
at Milan. Florence would be another rest, all among it-9
flowers and time-honoured works of art; also resting
a few days at the foot of the mountains, where we cQuld

enjoy walks and drives up the magnificient 'mountain
slopes, and through ravines too wondrous in their beauty
to be ever blotted from one's inemory."

Oh, yes ; your route would be delightfül," said Vaura
eazerlv; '« by all means, god-mother dear, let us linger by

the way."
«'Yes, we can afford a few days to the pure lôftinew of

the mountains; the life of to-day is so practical, if full
of snains that a da e with nature is as a tonic to one's

higher, inner, self," y
ci Just as I have felt, dear Lady Esmondet, when the

social atmosphere at Londoù bas become too 'nar-
row for me; you both know, how at times, what bas

been sufficient for one, suddenly devel4s the bars, as it
were, of a cage, which one naust burst to breathe freely.
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How many months have I spent in these woods upcn the
mountains, with only my good dog, leaving my man

domiciled, at some pension below; the ternific grandeur
of the peaký resting against the blue heavens, the ma'

jestie crags, restful valleys with verdure clad, or awfully
steep precipices, all speaking to me of a higher power,

were company enough. The beautiftil lake of Bourget,
bas charmed me so that 1 must stay my steps, an'd did

gazing long into its rairrored surface. Then from its
calm, the mighty torrents, wildly dashing and fbaming,
beld me, when my mood was so; the many views from

Chambéry, too, woo one. to linger. There waýs one old
ruin, which, if we come upoii, I think you would greatly
admire; it was on the ascent, down ' near Genoa, and

where we could reste Some- Brothers of Saint Gregory, 1
think, is their order; such a quaint little chapel they
have, which you should sketch, ina beUe."

"I shall; and m.«,tny other artist bits, I have ever
longed to be so placed as to be able to do so."

Lionel, have you ever tastéd the Alpine trout To
me they are excellent."
Yes, frequently, and always with an appetite. Their

home is in a laké 8,290 feet abové the sea level."
«,*No wonder Roland Douglas, bas spoken so highly of
them,', said Vaura opaily; '« their relations of the sea are
quite under-bred. )ýhat stupendous pieces of work the
rnountain passes are,". she -êontinued I wonder, could'-

Hannibal see them, what he would think og dynamite
verew vînegar, to, blast rocks with."

Or oor, untiring Napoleon and his weary soldiers
said,,LJY Esmondet.

«" What men* there were in the bygone," said Lionel
îth twice our strength, twice our endurance; we are

.y ; thoù iùaking the run cushion at back, stimu-
lant m band."*' ce

We want backbone; our spinal column bas , given
way, by reason of ourýfore-fathers' energy," said Vaura,
lAughingly-
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«'We certainly could manage an extra backbone very
well " said' her god-m oth ei ah ! what strength 'I had.
when 1 journeýed South in seventy-five, I remember we

went by rail from. Bà,"'le to Milan via the St. Gotthard
roýad - -words are lifeless in describing the scenery along

this route being grandly, magnificent; one winds in and
out among the mountains; at times in gaz'ng out the
coach Windows, one s breath is a prayer, one trembles so
at the terrifie peaks soaring âp and up so far above

CH-A PTER XXV,

IN THE SUNBEAMS.

UR friends having reaéhed Lyons, where they
had business, and would rest for the night,

we shall leave them and meà them again on
-the-moantains. Suiffice it to, say th-ey en-

joyed the varied grandeur, beauty and magnificence of
the scenes through which. they passed, as natures alive to
the beauties of natural scenery alo ' ne can ; the weather

was charming, the coach lot uncomfortable, and tbree
happier-in each other, or handsomer faces, had never be-

fore looked out upQn the many charms of landscape. The
snow-topped mountains, the small white fleecy cloucis

èhasing each other âcross the blue sky, and looking as
though gathered from the snow-flakes on their peaks.

The -varied tints of the trees, lookin ' -e from a distance like
a huge bouquét in the hand %of Dame Nature; again, a
mountain stream dashing beadlong down, down, gather-
ing strength as it rolÉs until lost in some sudden curve or
wild projection. A gleaming crag with belta of pine now

burst upon the view, in its rich dàrk dress,,výhi1e here we
bave the delicate tinta of the vallev. Let us kneel here
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aa we gaze on the giants of the forest, as they spread
their huge arms and rear their proud heads to the sky,
and thank heaven that in some favoured spots the timber
is not the prey of the ruthless destroyer, man. What
new country in God's world but has been shorn of its

beauty to gratify mau's unsatiable love of clearing; and
the ignorant elod is not the only despoiler, for peer
and peasant rival the great Liber-al Leader in wielding
the axe, the one to pay his debts, the other because he is
only a clod; and Mother Earth "is made baýfen, and ber

heart dry and hard, and she cannot give nourishment to
the seedlings committed to ber care.

For a few days »of pure mountain air and scenery, we
agaîn meet Lady Esmondet and ber companions, lingering
at a small town east of Genoa; on the last day of their
stay, they have taken a conveyance and, Sims as driver,
in descending by another road they came suddenly upon
one of those medi.-eval castles, or rather its ruins,.the
eeater part having fallen to decay.

Eureka exclaimed Lionel the quaint spot I have
*i.qhedto see again ; and which you èhould sketch, Miss

Vernon.", 1 9
The Brothers of Saint Greo,-ory bad, with tool and ham-

mer, made the most of the ruins remaining; and here
some twenty lived, sheltering the weary traveller. Our

friends were almost close to. the ruin ere observing it, it
being hidden partly by a magnificent belt of pine, partly

-by a freak of nature, in shape of huge upheàvals of rock,
ýhrown up as it were from the earth's bowels, and in the
clefts oÉ which rocks, beautiful moss, hardy trailing plants,
and ferns grew luxuriantly. Here the Brothers had built
a tiny chàpel, one side and part of roof being formed of
these rocks, the other side, remainder of roof, and western

entraIâce, were ýof stone and marble. Thé eastern en#d of
bèautiful specimens of Italjan marble, the altar of pure.

white, ita many coloured I . . ound throvjng it out in
all ita purity; seats of rude stone; the floor strewn with*
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sweet scented leaves and twigs, sending up when crusbed
by one:'s fbot, a sweet odour'as of incense. On our travel-
lers nearing, a magnificent voice full of melody, fell upon
the air.

What a grand singer'.." exclaimed Vaura, as they withdeserted the cariiacre.one consent, e>
It was a Christmas anthem, Regina eceli lStare,

alleluia, quia quem meruiWi portare, alleluia, etc."
«"Tis a beautiful spot, and a great and rlýeli-voice,"

said Lady Esmondet; «I I wonder if petticoat-9 are ad-
mitted."

"' Even if not," said Vaura, " we can sit on the rocks
or grassy seats and fill our ears with music, which, after

we descend, will lift us to the heights once more.»
In foll-owing a narrow, irrerrular path, whieh led to, the
iron gate of the garden, Ldy Esmondet, becoming

separated from, ber companions, Vaura cliîmbed to a rock ;
just a foot-hold, to endeavour to, ascertain ber where-
abouts; Lionel overtook ber, as beçoming, dizzy, she
would have fallen.

cg Spring into my arms; there, that -is it ; do not fear,"
he said breathlessly.

«'I was foolish to attempt it when you were not near,"
she said softly, as he loosened his hold on the level
path.

«« How glad Lwas to, be in time, and ýou cannot know
how my heart leaped when you bad to com-e. to- me and I

held yoir ia, my arms, even for a moment," he says bro-
kënly.

They come now to a few yards ýof narrow'path, a steep
precipice at one side. _With a whispered " may 1 ? " his
arm is around ber in guiding ber steps; no word is spoken
and we all know the silent ecstasy of such moments.- A
turn in the path and they come upon Lady Esmondet,
seated on a rocky seat (she baving taken a safer way) and
Ibotening to>the sweet voice still singing. 0

1 wondeï if they will admit us," said Lady Esmondet.
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can try," answered Lonel and moving down the
few, natural steps to the iron gate of the garden, rang the
bell.

The gate was opened by a priest, an elderly man, severe
of aspect, but courteous in!manner, and a man of letters
from. his intelleetual cast of countenance. -In very good
English, hè said:

In the name of Saint GregoryI welcome you;,ç!hether
you come for food for the soul or body, our prayers are

yours, and our poor fare awaits you."
Thank you, sir priest," said Lady Esmondet; «« we shall

just admire your chapel and garden and go on our way."
Wé were attracted from the direct path by a magùi-

ficent voice within your-walls," ç4id Vaura.
«I Yes, Brother' Thomas is greàtly gifted; well for him

that bis 'reat powers are given to, good ber than to
evil. ' The sacred festival of the birth of the Christ is so
near, and our brother sine at- Paris the joyful songs of
his nativity. This being a Saint's day, some of the yourwMr
brothers of our order have begged our sweet' smger of the

churches to, pour forth the notes of his melody, that, they
also, may feel as the Parisiens, the wonderful porwer and
charm of his song.

Such mélody stirs onés very soul! said Vaura earn-
estly, ber large eyes full of moisture as the music thriEs
ber.

Il What a lull there seéms, 1 ýaid Lady Esniondet., now
that his voice is still.)"

«« Yes! 11 said Vaura, «« as if nature herself had been list-
ening.

Lady Esmondet now introduced to -Fatýer Ign-atius
herself and comi anions, and to they followed the windiùg

path. *from the eu apel to, the ruins, whither to, the habi-
table wkag they are bending their steps to partake of

somé slight refreshment, they come suddé4ly upon the*
owner of the throat, full of song,', who is now kneeling be-

side a large urn, in whieh are some live coals, upen which



IN THE SUNBEAMS. 185

he ha-s just laid some elegantly bound volumes; he is pale
and emaciated, but with the remains of wonderful beauty;
with folded hands and eyes closed turned heavenward, on

hearing footsteps he looks and would have started to, his
feét, and flown, but by a visible effort restrained himself.

On observing his agitation, Trevalyon suggeste ' d the turn-
ing into another path, but the stern priest objected.
ý '« Yes ! Pray do' " said TMY Esmondet, there is a lovely

shrub I should like a nearew view of."
Be it so I perceive, Monsieur I mean," checking her-

self, " Brother Tho'as lis not yet free from the.pride that
lacks humility, that you being of the world hce bas left for-

ever, have still power to stir his feelings he was ashamed
ç)f his garb, but must steel his heart against such emo-
tion."

«, Poorý" fellow," sa'id Vaura, in pitying tones, «« he lookà
iii, and is perhaps weak and neryous, his habiliments look

stiff and new., not seeming, a part of him, as yôým, he haé
perhaps but lately joined your bràtherhood, and all iàg
stranze ffl yet."

You'are right, Mlle. Vernon, his garb is as new as it is
new for him. to lift up his voice in the church, and while
you partake of our poor fare, I shall pass away the time
in telling you something of him."

They now èntér the noble vaulted stone entrance withýip and massive proportiýns, se
its ancient workmanà emm

ing iin its substantial, bùüd to, defy the detroyirig band of
time. The;sp 1 us hall haý been convertéd by the brothers

into a refec the priest býddib& ithemto the table
on which weÈe dried fruits from, the nérthern, with fiwh
from the southérn climes, English walnutig ànd biscuits,

-with a bottle of old French wine. Before his guesta par-
tÔok of the food, the priest kneeling, made thes*gn of the
cross, asked a blessing, then-seating himself a little apart,
spoke as follows-:

L

wxj
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CHAPTER XXVI.

A MOUNTIIN IDYL, OR AN ALPINE ROMANCE.

BOUT eight months ago at last Easter-tide,
and while the ladies of Sainte Mârie were at-
tending mass in their little chapel, situated
about a quarter of a mile eut from the road

by which you descend to Italia, a traveller wu carried into
their micW more dead than alive, in a faint, having been

struck down by the fell hand'. of disease suddenly, and
while making his way over the mountains; the hireling

who drôve th,,a, conveyance had carried him in, well know-
ing the convent and haspital to be a harbour of rest for
the sick and weary, baving deposited his living freight
upon one of the rude benches of the chapel, bringinom also

his luz ggag , leff him in God and our Lady's hands. The
mother superior at the &ose of mus, hastily summoned

the strong-armed portress, who with the assistance of the
officiating priest, caiTied him to the adjoiniing hospital.

You aJI doubtless observed traces of unusual beauty in
Brother Thomas,'but in the emaciated form Sou have seen,
can form, no conception of his comeliness, ere wasted by

Blow lingering fever; yes 1 he was handsome, wondrously
80. In critical eLses, of illness., the mother is wont to call

me to aid, I having studied the science ofhealing in the
great schools of Europe and England, ere takinom the vows

of our order ; in the character of 'Physician I saw much of
Monsieur-I mean Brother Thomas. As a penance for

evil, wrought by him upon mankindhe has permitted me,,
t6ýte11 his story, but as he is dead to his own former world,nishment to no "Mo k his name. Sufficeand as a pu re speaait to say he is a man of culture, a man of letters. You

have heard his VoiCe, and he was born among the great.
Alas 1 when one sees to what base ends eduéation is ap-
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plied, one îs inclined to regret the early days. At one
time in the strangers illness, he was so nearly passing

through the valley of the hadow of Death, as to make it
incumbent upon me to ope his luggage in onder to ascer-

tain his name and address, whereby to communiçate with
his friends; in an iron box I was horror-s'truck ta find
volume after volume, his own work, whieh rivalled Vol-
taire in its teachings. I trembled to think of such god-
less productions within the walls of a holy convent, and
oÉ the awful responsibility resting upon mys&f ; sh'ould -I
aflow such instruments of evil to exist ? did it not seem
providential, my being placed in such a position as to be
able, in a few minutes, 'by the aid of fire, to destroy the
labour of yeàrs, and so give to, the church another victory
over Satan ?

" I saw him trom time to time, and as it proved to be a
low, wasting » fever, he wa*s with the -sisteis four long

months. Amdng the nuns who 'attend the -sick, is -a
beautiful yoting English girl, of pàtrician face and mien.

And now a word of her; eighteen years agoit was a élteday
at Rome, and among the seductions offéred to the sènses
of man, was that of the stage; one of your most gifted of-
English stars held men chained in fetters wrought by

her beau Ly and talent, night aftér night, in their boxes
at the theatre, while the priests of the Lord wept at the

altar, beèause of the deserted sanctuary; but it was car-
nival time, and men,,at thât season, forget the God who
gave them pôwer to, enjoy. In onè of the churches, at
id-iiUht, a lady elosely yeiled, entered, carrying a.bundle,
and going up to the ý!tar, without reverence and in haste,ý

deposited her burden at the foot of the cross. The
officiating priest directed one of the sextons to follow.her
in haste, but the lady was too quick for him., A carriage
was in waiting, which a gentleman with hatoover brow,'

and muffled about throatspeedily drove off, almSt lie-
fore the lady was seated; they were soon lost in the

4ý»Adeni4g crowd, for hilmanity held high revél; the

0
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jester was abroad, and theatre, with amusement and
music hall, poured forth their devotees, though the'ball,
both in palace and street, would be kept rolling all night.
The emissaries of the church learned that our star of the
London stacre left Ronie closely veiled, and attended by
a stranomér a (rentleman at midnigorht. Ehough. said; only

this, that ber business manacéer and wa'ting woman had
been sent on to Venice, the next scene of triumph, the
morning- of the same day. The child, a lovely girl in-

fantwore robes of wealth rich muslin and lace and was
rolled. in a carriaue rucr of the skin of the seal; five hun-,csý,
dred pounds, in Englisil crold was pu-shed loosely into the

bosom of ber dressand t1reé lines of writing were found
there also, which Vead as follows: 'Commufficate in
case of infants deathwith giving name of bank-
ing bouse at London; « until that time we have instructions

to pay £200 yearly, for ber benefit, if not annoyed by
efforts to ascertain ber parentage.' That child is the

young Saxon nun, now at the convent of Ste. Marie; a,
convent bas been ever lier home and she loves its life

pi early showing a strong inclination for the study of medi-
cine, for the past five years she has been an apt pupil of
mine; iwith orreat beàuty, cleverness, and persuasive

manner, she, at the sick-bed, -bas gained already many
souls within- the true pale. And now, to continue of the
illness of Monsieur now Brother Thomas as I have
already made you aware, a low fever caused him' torijý

Iý !ý I remain at the convent for the space of four. months.
j! Sister Fidèle, a French nun, shared the fatigue and duty
i l i 1î; of ministering to the sick man's wants, with the young

Saxon sister, *hSe life 1 have Itold y-ou of. She is with
us Sister Faith; a name given' to her by his Holiness,
Pope Pius, her child-like belief and peaceful beauty of
expression, %suggesting it.

« But to'proceed, Sister Fidèle, seeing ber patient was
ever restless and unsatisfied during absence of Sister
%th --informed the Mother Abbess, saying: 'He is a
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heretic, iùother, and if you permit Siste r- Faith to be more
with him. her prayers, zeal and gentle pious converse may

impress his godless soul.'
" Thus it was that Sister Faith spent all her time not
devoted to, necessary rest at the bedside of Monsieur.

But, alas for the -ýveakness of man, instead of the piety of
her teachinors impressinor his soul, or the sacredness of har
office shieldincy her from, such passions, her great beauty
had kindled in his heart the flame of a moral love. I as
her father confessor learned of the unlawful words spoken

to her; my indignation and sorrow were great. But
when she assured me that to her he was only a soul to be
saved, that her life was only happy in doing crood for the

beloved Church, that no earthly love could ever enter her
soul; moreover, that she firmly believed the strancier was
beorinniný-to feel the beauties of our holy faît'h I aban-
doned my resolve to briiig him, hither, and'instead left

him. in, her hands. Atfirst he tried every fasçiiiaCon of
which he was master to inake her love him and fly with

him. I need not tell you without avail. Then her gentle
piety seemed to have totiche.d his heart. --He permitted
her to send for me. 1 obeyed the summons loyfully, for
I well knew whaf. a triumph over -Satan lis conversïon--------

would be., and his own wish ý or consent to see me made
me hopeful. We conversed by the hour on knotty theo-$10gical questions, hè- talking well andeseeming at times

half persuaded to be a Cbristian, but as if too proud
to humble himself. The blessed saints made intercession
for himfor our prayers were heard and I had the c-reat
triumph of baptising and administering to him, the blessed

sacrament of the Holy Eucharist. Aîter he h-àd received
he begged of me a private interview, and then iimplored
of me to give him Sister Faith to wife. He sai& her
great faith and gergt-le converse bad made him think, 'If
these things be, how, great is my condemnation.' It was

she who had taught bim, to say or think it possible he
might ever say: 'Whereas I was blind I now see.' He
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said he had great wealth, and if she wàs his they would
give much gold to the Church.

But I could not grant his wish. Six montlis before
his advent amongst us our swéet-faced sister had taken,
the black veil; had she been in her -novitiate I might by
personal application to his Holiness have graifted his

prayer. -He bowed his head in grief. I told hini of the
unchanging vow of celibacy of priest and nun, and of the
immovableMrss of the Church; I féared he would bave a

relapse and removed him hither, where he bas since taken
our vows and is now a brother. You bave heard his

wondrous p9wer of song, and, as I told you, goes soon to,
Paris. He grièves yet to the very heart that Sister Faith
cannot be his but his penatices are sévere, and I am in
hopes the saintswill strengalthen him to subdue the flesh
altogether to the spirfi'; 'tis so new, to him to sing the

ýsongp of the Church that he practices at whatever hour
allowed him ; bijt «has been anxious to destroy Iiis infidelhav him an hour to-da and to-writino-s that L' le ivenC 9 y

night at midnight for the work.
Sueh, -noble guests, ils a plage in our new

concluded the priest-_
And -a mosf interesting page, reverend father," said

Lady Esmondet.
What a cheçkered life bis has been said Lionel
thoughtfully, às they wended their way from the quiet

seclusion of the monastery ont to the carriage which was
to convey them once more to the busy life of the

world.
Yes, none more. so,' said the priest hôw kind is

Providence to lead this wa ward soul- at last and iiYits
9 'ireat pi-ide to the cross, and through the piety of a young

maiden."
Here the heavy, iron gaté of the garden is-rea;ched and

the bid the hospitable, though aijýstere, monk adieu.
«' Could we see the beautiful Sister Faith enquired
Vaura; if we -in our descent into Italy, call at the con-



vent of Ste. Marie, I feel so interested in her, she deserves
perfecthappiness ; do you think, reverend Fàthér, that she
is so ? ',

" Your ow-n lovely face, Mademoiselle, looks as if it had
never been elouded 1 by sorrow. The face of Sister Faith
is unelouded *as your own, and we kno'that the trials of
the world can in ever reach her, the protecting - arms of the

church eàfold her ; I'am full of regrets thet you dannot
see her, she is now prayinom devotedly- tolhe saints that

Brother Thoinas may be given strength to banish her
image altoorether from his lieart, as well as attending two
cases of fever amona- the inmates."

Are you not afraid, in her great self-abnegation, that
her own héalth will' give way inqured Lady Es-

mondet.
et No, she is g gthrifted with wonderf ul health and stren

one quiet hour in the cell restores the vigour lost in days
and nights of fatigue; and how adieu, and may the bles-
sing of St. Gregory go with you, and I &ank you in the

name of Christ's poor, for the gold you haveý given."
" Adieu, adieu, farewell ! " ý ývý e

And our friends are again en route.
D(ýpend upon it," said Lionel, " in ages to come, the

good Sister Faith will be Ste. Faith of the Alpine moun-
taiins."
" Poor youing creature, 1 caùnot, but think," sâid Vaura,
her eyes suffused with tears, " that she would be happier
in the bright world, loved and loving, tban in the dois-
tér.

cc What a giffed couple the-y would have been," ob-
served Lady Esmondet.

Èrother Thom"' has lived and kn(>,.Wjs, whàt life is
and I cannot help - thinking the cloister . will not bring

him peace," saïd. Lionel.
-What a power in the chürch the nuns are, said

Vaura;' «'not in her grapd coremonial, not In I;er'pnity,,
o'in her much gold dwelleth her greatest anýd mcéi-

powerful arm, but in her gentle sisterhood."

Il
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True," said Lionel; though I cannot but think, that
the church would have gained more had they united the
Saxon nun with the now Brother Thomas; what a power

their united lives, and with much gold; his influence will
not. tell iînmurred in a celle"

a m sure we shall not scion foromet the story of poor
Brother Thomas and Sister Faith, remarked Vaura.

«'There was a time," said' Lionel when 1 used to
wonâer that soi many fellows gave up this life of ours and
buried- them selves in a monastry, buL as 1 listened toi the

priest I felt that if a man is feeling that the love of the
one woman he -craves can never be his, that, as an escape
from, the speculative eye of Mrs. Grundy, a cell might look
inviting."

So you give Mrs. Grundy credit for a speculative eye,
Lionel,"' saiîd -Lady Esmondet, amusingly.

cc What else is she but a speculator ? she is ever busy,
always alive and speculating with some unfortunate be-

Li 1 0 e or fame said Lionel bitterly.
«'I am glad we have run away from ber; shecannot be

with us on the mountains., soi rest easy for to-dày, Lionel,"
answered Lady Esmondet.

No. said Vaura, earnestly ; "the Alpine heights are
too pure and too lofty for ber, she loves the heated gaslitwith'the music of Éàanyvoices;salon, but we are all the
better for an outing with Dame N ature, I do love ber so,

with ber sunlit air, ber breezy fan, ber robes of green,
-while ber children the brook dnd field sing and laugh,
they are so merry and soi rich ; yes, I love ber so, 1 shoùld
just like to take ber in my arms; see the birds in the
tre as we pass, she rocks them. toi sleep, for as she

'bre2thes she sways the branches toi and fro, -and so gives
a tuneful accompanyment to their song ere they reste"

And soi in gay chit-chat or more serious converse, the
descent into fair Italia is made. The grand passion of

Treýv4yo'n's life becoming- more earnest, and éompletely
MRstering him fôr this sweet woman- the companion of

ýî
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bis j ourney ; foi not only ber grace and rich beauty made
him. ber captive, but ber tender womanliness, underl *yï-ng

ber vivacity, charmed him, and his eyes were seldom off
ber faee as she sat opposite - him, ; he was nevèr tired of
watching the ever-waryl*ng expression of her countenance;

and poor Lionel, subdued at last, felt he must clear
himself to, Erie, Haughton, and have ber ever beside

him.
Her grey eyes were luminous as stars with a warmer

light as they sometimes rested on bis; there was a wild
rose bloom, onher cheeks painted by nature, with the in-
vigorating air of the mountains. Sometimes, with a gay
abandon, sbe tossed aside head-gear and cloak, and with
Lionel, descended from the carriage to cùll some --rare moss
or late flower, or niake the ascent of a higher spot to, view

some lovelier scene; just now she is looking more than
usually lovely. In this prelude to, real love-making, as

was now taking place daily. between Lionel and Vaura;
what a magical softening of expression there is, wbat a
sweetness of languor in the eyes, a tremulous sighing from,

the waiting heart ; and yet, she is blissf ully happy, for
she knows that she is loved by a man whom. she will
love, aye, does, with all the sympathy and passion of ber
nature.

CHAPTER XXVII.

GRUNDY'S LAS]â- CAUSES HEART-ACHE.

N the evening of the sixth - day, our friends
leisurely arrived in the city of the CSsars;
on coming in at the depot, Trevalyon, hing
a landau, they. > with Sims and the maids fol-

lowing, Proceeded to the villa Iberia. They learned
that the noble owner bad been there three days previous-

GRUNDY'S' LASFI CAUSES BEART-AÙHE.
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ly, and bad then given his own servants a holiday, hiring
English in t1reirstead, thinking the comfort of his guests

would be.better atteùded Ô by this arrancorement.
ii The Marquis must bave come here immediately after

the ball," said Lady Esmondet, «'I heartily wish he were
here to welcome us.)y

Her companions were silent, both busy with thought;
Trevalyon's were not altogether pleasant, his7 proud spirit

recoiling from self at the part he bad played in the bou-
doir of Madame de Hauteville.

'l' Had I not," he told himself, «Ihad I not bowed to Del
Castello's question of «are you anything to her?' he
would have been here to do his wooing; we, at an hotel,

and yet, it was only human, but, bah 1 how mean; but
was I to give up any place I may have in her heart, and

yield her to the influence of his southern tongue, merely
because I am held in honour not to speak, and am just
now a foot-bàll for Dame Rumour. God help me, darling,
1 couldn't; you might, in piqué at my silence, bave given

way to his warm words; you belong to me; I have only
you, and should I lose you, one of two courses would be
mine; either to, make an endless beast of myself for dis-
traction's sake, or become misanthrope, like my poor

father." So thinking, he unfastened the cloak of the
woman whose beauty and sweet womanliness, had made
him capýive.

In the hall, the butler saying:
"' Dinner will await your ladyship's pleasure in bal£ an

hour; our master, his noble lordship, commanded cook to
have it ready.every evening, on arrival of nine o'clock
express, so your lad ships and the English gentleman1 y
would find comfort,"
«'«Your master is very thoughtful," said Lady Es-
mondet.

One of the housebold now ushered them to their re-
spective apartments.

' jt
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that an air of cômplete comfort pervades the whole
-place, said Vaura.

Yes," said, Lady Esmondet, " I am rather. dýÊîci1e in
such matters, but I must coiifeç-s, the place is charming in
its warmth and luxury."
. Here they parted to dress, Lady Esmondet being con-
ducted to a luxuriots room on the ground floor, opening
on to a verandah; there was a suspicion of chilliness in
the air,,so a bright firè burned in the open fire-place;
fresh flowers bloomed in old Roman jars,.while the walls
were gay in the brightness of a few choice paintings.

" Yes, one could pass a winter very comfortably here,"
mused the occupant, as So'ers fastened her robe of pearl-

gray satin, "and that we are so well placed - is all the out-
come of the beauty of faceand form of one woman."

Miss Vernon was leý b a maid up a few steps,
covered in the softest ofNeylvet pile, so deep and rich as
to cause one not to feel.- the" pressure of the sole of one 8
foot, and n'w into two rooms buitt out in a pr'ojection,
-and the villa Iberia, being located on a knoll, command-

ing ine of the finest views of the Eternal City, the
occupant of these rooms féasted his eyes on a scène un-
rivalled in Italy. Heréalso, a cheer ' lfire glowed in the
fire-place; the long, narrow windows were hung in a pale,
blue tinted satin, the walls, painted in choice studies by
deft Italian fingers; the opening betw6en the rooms was

hung in unison with the windows, and On the satin,
clusters of the roýe in every hue were embroidered ; easy
chairs., Jounge, satin bed coveýlid, and soft carpet, were of
the same soft tint, with the warmth of the rose thereon.
The air was fragrant, for the hyacinth, rose, and many a
gay foreign sister, vied with each other in perfumed

welcome to, the flower face bending over them, and
drinking in their sweets.

""And he has done aR this for- me," she mused., giving
herself up to SaUDders to have ber haïr dressed. "' How
glad I am) '' she thought looking dreamily at ber reflection
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in the mirror, for a very passiNe loveliness but Lionel
wm -al-ways my ideal cavalier, he--loves me now," and she

smiled softl- and bas broucrht into existence in my
h - ae --' y C

le -a passionate love he little dreams of, poor fellow ; I
bave hitherto played with men's hearts, so they say, but
not intentionally; Heaven knows I merely eiýjoyed their
free subryission, their love, as my natural food; I always
enjoyed dainties, and men's hearts were -as such to me; I
could never endure the bread and butter 0 but I- f life,

wrong myself or I am of little worth; one is apt to have
luxurious inclinations, at an hour and in a scene like

this she thought as she toyed with one of the gold per-
fume bottles, in the form of a Cupid, standing on the breast
of a sleeping man, and aiming for bis heart. 1 know 1
bave drunk in the pleasure their looks of love and

warmth of W'ords bave given me, not thinking perhal)s
enough of to what end it might lead, but if I dream here
any longer, I shàll experience much the same sensation

Ai as sleeping Richard at Bosworth Field, while my ghosts
' ý,, 1 of the departed, rise up before me and while I think pity-

ingly of poor Cyril and many more, let me also rememberS
the deserved eut I gave Sir Edward Hatherton, when he

lit laid bis insignificant title, bis supreme vanity and egotism,
with bis mean heart at my feet, while boasting of bisIl

04 broad acres, making too sure he had but to ask, and be
accepted with thanks. Yes, though, I have hurt some

brave manly hearts, I have given a check to the vanity of
iai;
: ýýI, that man that will send him into the corner to think that

there are some women, even in this age of barter, who,
though theylove acres of the dear warm mother earth

they will not give th-eir loveliness and powers of loving
for the broad acres of whieh he is lord."

And so fair Vaura pondered, as Saunders with deft fin
gers performed ber elasy task of robing ber mistress, and
now she has finished and both maid and our sweet Mlle.
Vernon are satisfied with the result. And well they may,
for her cardinal satin robe fits her full bust and figure like



el a glove, ber eyes are full of dark and'tender depths, ber
he lips red as the rose, while the rose bloom of the mountain

ýIY air bas not faded from ber cheeks, and neek and arms be-
I ing bare gleam in their- whiteness.

-a t Trevalyon met her at the foot of the steps to lead her
:.,,ir to the dining-room whither Lady Esmondet has already
.Ys gone ; they immediately seat themselves adà do justiceto

» I the tempting little dinnêr-awaiting them.
The room is handsome and furnished with a mixture of

English comfort and solidness with French brightness-ve c
ke the furniture being of carved oak, while the carpet and

hangoings are of a gay Paris pattern, the table bright with
Ist silver and decorated with Éowers, its dinner service of old

71 Sèvres china, each piece of beautiful délicate design, while
nd the dishes would have tempted an anchorite from bis cave.
,ps 0-ver the mântel-piece of purest white marble was a
r e painting, evidently thé work of a master, representing

.on LDBacchus ridinom in a chariot and on his head amo'g hisý-
sts curls, vine leaves, in bis hahd a cup. The whole paint-

ing had a warmth of color and gay dashing stylé, with aJY- life-liKe look about it very pleasing.)er
he CC One almost expects to see the merry god lift the eu

;My to, bis lip," said Vaura; " he looks so, life-like." -
-lis Cc It is a remarkably well executed thing,", said Treval-
be yon.
ne " The whole villa," echoed Lady Esmondet, " bas a
Of cheerful brightness pervading it that would dispel the

chronie oTumbling of a Diogenes or an Enomlishmau."iat C 0
ho, Even Gladstone," cried Vaura, gaily, «'would here
%thý forget that Beaconsfield wants a' war supply! "
..Dg " And I, Trevelyon,, shall so lose myself in the intoxi-

catinop sweetness of the hour as to, forget that on my
in- return to England I havé to enter the arena of the strife

,nd of tongues, and- combat Dame Rumour in facing a " diffi-
Re. eulty."' At the last wordhelookedmeanipglyatVaura,

ny) and with quickened heart-beats she remembered his
*.ke
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flowers, and knew what would come when the 'difficulty'
was faced and removed.

The absent Marquis likes well the form of the god of
wine," said Lady Esmondet, directing her companion's
gaze towards a group of statuary on a small inlaid stand,
and reflected in a pier glass, representinc Anacreon smil-

ing-ly advancing carrying in bis arms the infants Bacchus
and Cupid.

'Tis a pretty group; extremely chic," said Vaura.
What think you, Vaura, of the painting behind you

inquired- Lady Esmondet.
On turning slightly she saw the pictured face of the

owner of the villa; the eyes of her admirer seemed so
stéadfast in their gaze that a faint -blush suffused her
cheek as she said:

A true likeness of a true friendfor we are most com-
fortably placed. b bis kindness; inde6d I think when

the day comes to- leave the villa we would fain remain."'
«' It is a handsome face," said Trevalyon.
It is," said Vaura as she played with the dainties on

her plate and sipped her glass of sparkling Moeslle.
ICI «' On leaving here it will be for either the crush of the

London season or Haughton Hall under the new régime,"
said. Lady Es m'ondet, «'aind 1 know just how 1 shall feel:

as a man who, cominor home after a day with the hounds,
is enj oyinor a pipe in slippered feet when reminded by
madame of the state dinnerhe has forgotten."
% Either London or the dear old place will be an awak-
ehing, said Vaura as they wend tbeirway to the salom.

'Yes." said. Treval on, l' for nowbere could one bettery
enjoý-the dolcefar-niente of Italian languor than here.
Del Castello, I fancy,'lives his life."

ir;, Dum vivimus vivamwe," said Vaura.
The salons are a suite of three; takerr-sëp--âïEýtely, of

medium dimensions; but when the heavy hangings are
drawn aside which divide the aýîart;ments they form one

[XII long 9 ngth of thehandsome room, extendin * the entire le

1tRl
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villa, at one end of which is a conservatory where bloom
flowers of great beauty' -the tiny structure being in minia-

f ture forni of the villa; it was entered from the salon by
slidinor doors of staîned orlass; a smiling stattie of Flora
was placed near the entrance and seemed to welcorne one's
approach. 

f

It is a bower of beauty," said--Vaura. The moonliorht
streaming in from the beaven-illumined gardens outside,

bringing into life the scarle-'blossoms of the camelia and
the satin of lier CrowD and lendincy to lier beauty a trans-
parent softness lier e es seeminor darker and with a
tender light, as she sa's, lookincr out upon the garden:

is a living idyl in the white moon light; did I
Z4e long enough, strange fancies would come to me,' the

statuary would be liv-ing marbles while the leaves of the
palm-tree and olive would sing to nie of their story as

n giyen by the dead poets."
We must revel in the beauties of -the gardens, when

to-morrow comes Vaura I am coing to be very early to-
night," said Lady Esmondet.

" lt must have been a great, disappointment to Del
Castello said Treval 9 ardly applying, the lash, 'I to

winter elsewhere.»
"N'importe," said Lady Esmondet, seeilg the sadness

.S> of expression, " we, have so much of the London fog ; lie,
y bas his villa and the south always."

" But he could have been here with all bis elegant
recherché' surroundings, only for me," and as he silently

-9. thought the lash went down.
ar In- the villa many things beautiful and rare occupied

their attention; in the small library weYe some deep Ger-
man and English books on philosophy, with Teùnyson in
every style of dress; also B ron, with novels of all tone

if and colour; as Vaura moved about among the treasures of
-re the absent Marquis, Trevalyon, watching her intently, tor-

ie tured himself by imagining that she handIed everything
ie lôvingly, read snatches from his bwks tenderly.
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«« What a couple they would have been," he thought, a-s
Vaura's syren voice read aloud some marked passages

from the poets; «« even if 1 can clear myself of this hatéful
scandal, 1 have only the glooniy 1 towers' to offer her,

while he has his sunny palaces in the lands or climes she
loves so well."

And Lady Esmondet seeinghis intent gaze following
Vaura, and observing hisquiet thought,

«« He is unhappy, and dreads lest she come to love the
liandsome Spania;rd, while daily ainongst his treasures,
with his silent pictured face watching her from the walls

I wonder how it is; has she retused him, and accepted the
villa as slight atonement, or is this the begipning 0f the-
end, and that she will gi've herself to him; alas for dear
Lionel if so."

How selfish I am " said Vaura iinpulsively closinop the
book from whiefi she had re'ad aloud a few marked pas-
sages in the sadly sweet " Prisoner of Chillon. You

both look weary, how is it I did not notice it before
come away god-mother mine; unele Erie wouldsay I am
not redeeming, my promise to take care of you; good-

nicrht Captain Trevalyon," giving him her hand, the soft
touch of which seemed as a new revelation to him, rein-

vigorating him as it were, but only in the contact, for
alone he is again a prey to gloomy for'ebodinOS whieh
crowd upon him, so as to seem to, stifie him; loosening his
collar and tieand throwing himself on the bed, he tells
himself, «« What am I, in comparison to him ? his uneloud-

ed life at least as far as human eye- can tell, with the
looks of an AdoUis, his immense wealth, his southern
blood, eloquent tongue, and life in climes kissed by the
sune I fear he will woe her again; and is it iir woman to

-come to, me; even though I give the love of my life in
preference to all that the Fates give in him; alas 1 my

knowledge of them tells me no; yes, I know she has smiled
tenderly on me, but Ï-S not this because of her old remem.
brance of me, as part of -her by-gone'life in her lovIed

-47
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home; yes I fear it is, or because she is playing with my
heart as she has with others; heavens, how unmanned I

ani, Father," and his hands are cl&sped reverently, «'pity
me, steep my soul in forgetfulness, and let me remember
naught, save that Thou ruleth all," when, as if in ansvr r17to his imploring cry, slumber, fitful it is true and broken

by dreams came to him.; when now fully awakeagain in
slippered feet, and with his pipe, he noiselessly steps out
into the night, pacincr the veraDdàh to and fro, or leanincr
agminst one of its coluynns, thinks on. of the past and pre-

sent, when in the dim future, the vast unknown, he féels
the necessitv of calm. ; else this seandal will so overwhelm
-li-n-- the *w'- aves of unrest, as to cause his life to be a

Wreck, and Vaura to be indeed, and in truth, lost to him
forever more. In the determined quiet of a man control-

ing self, he now again, this time undressing, takes to his,
bed and gains an hour's sleep ere it is time to rise for a
new day.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

HEAIRT-STIRS TO DIVINE MUSIC.

T break of day, springing from bed, and after a
cold plunge bath, feeling more like himself,
he went out into the half slumbering city;

;E but the sunbeams give thýair roseate kiss and
mists roll up the great mountain slopes, and ýhe lazy

Italian rubs his black eyes not seeing the beauties in
nature that surround him-they are part of his life-but

only wondering how easiest he can pass the day, while
'Prevalyon bending his steps to a favou'te restaurant,

after a pretty fair breakfast, for the fresh air of the morn-
has given him an ap'petite, hiring a horse, goes for a

M
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long ride, and turning bis horse's head for the country,
deterffiines by getting away with nature to find that old

self that he bas lost, or by thinking out bis plan to how
best use the information received from Father Lefro , re-
cover bis customary tranquility of mind, for j ust now he
is torn by doubts and fears; he should be in Edgland, but
dreads toi leave Vaura, lest the Marquis hearing of bis de-

parture would en'deavour personally to press bis suit.
And so putting spurs to bis horse he is-nearer the pure
lofty mountains on whose breast he hopes to find peace.

While ait the villa, the woman he loves, after a some-
what sleepless night in which, she is haunted by the faces

of her Spanish admirer and the hero of her early girl-
hood, descends'from her room to find Lady Esmondet not

yet up, tbough it is luncheon hour, and Trevalyon away
-for the day. The afternoon is occupied until it is time
to dress for dinner by visitors. With dinner comes Lady

Esmondet, Treval on not having returned it is a tête-à-tête,
affair; afterwards in the salom, the ýconversation drifts
from fair Italia, the after-luncheon. visitors, and the Lon-
don Times toi Lionel.

Poor fellow, one can easily see how unsettled and wor-
ried he is at times over this wretched scandal," said Lady

Esmondet.
1 should treat the whole matter with perfect con-

tempt," Vaura answered haughtily.
In this in&tance it won't answer."

Why not ? if hý is sure it is fals'.
Vaura 1 Vaura, you know it is false."

10 Il The fact is, god-mother, I know nothing about it, nor
do I care to, unless he tells me himself ; my life, that is
My woman life as you know, bas been spent à Paris, and
so my ears have not been a receptacle for London scan-
dal.

« Deax Lionel has been too independent."
Yes, godmother, thats just it; it's bis character; had

he had a town house, a French cook, and given half a
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dozen big dinners during the season, he might indulgë in
secret marriage if bis fancy ran that way, and society

would smile at him through rose-coloured spectacles."
" Too true, Vaura, ma chère; Madame Grundy is an odd

mixture of inconsistencies; should a vulgar parvenu
pay society's tolls in shape of boastful -charities, balls and
dinners, he is dne of the pets of the season, and is allowed

any latitude as to his little weaknesses. Had Lionel
made atonemeût by marriage, all would have been for-
given; but he bas dared to, please himself, and so they at
the first chance pelt their idol." 0 ccTheir idol, yes, said Vaura, musingly; could this
falsehood be the invention of some disappointed woman
who bas taken for her motto the words éf Honorius, that

'there is a sweeter strain than that of grief-revenge,
that drowns it."'

As she ceased speaking, the voice of Trevalyon is heard
quièting Mars, who is leaping wildly in welcome. And
now he is ' with them; and as with smiles and warm,

hand-clasps he is welcomed, he feels that this is home.
Vaura, who bas been colouring some photographs, lets

her hands fall idly to her lap, as she listens to, the manly
voice which, coming in and joining its music with their
own, She féels makes their life complete.
".Yes, I have dined, thank you, and do feel more like
myself than I have done since the weight of this scandal

has been upon me; but I shall not worry myself or you
with naming - it. I turnéd ii)y horse's hea*d east, and

always find a day with Nature -sn exalts and uplifts my
hole being that life, again is:filled with the calm, clear
star of hope, and that my burden of care falls to the dust

under my horse's feet - my spirit is again buoyant; 1
agam live. And what have you both, my charming home
angels, been about? you look Yet as if a sun-warm bath

would be your best mecUeine, Lady Alice."
You are right, Lionel; you have had the sunbeams

to-day I must bask in them on to-morrow (D.V.) I
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feel fati ued even yýt, though lazy enough to have kept
my room until dinner hour."

You have explored the gardens I suppose, ma belle."
No. that is a pleasure to come; I,,too, was lazy to-

day.
I am selfish enough to be almost glad, as we can roam.

there to-morrow together and there is a lincrerincr em-
phasis on the last word as his blue eves in a long gaze
rest on ber face.

Come, Lionel, you and Vaura give me some music;
draw the screen between my eyes and the fireliglit ; 1

shall lie on this loun(xe and listerC
Is not this au ideal music-room. said Vaura open-

ing as it does into the conservatory; and see Euterpe,
standing in her niche, with flute and cornet at ber feet,
violin and guitar on either side, and the perfection of
pianos, with this sweet-stringed harp;" and, sinking into
the low chair beside itshe drew her fingers over the
strings.

I perceive," said Lionel, bandling the flute, your
friend is a maker of sweet sounds."

Awake the, echo."
To hear is to obey, ma belle."

Whereupon Lionel, looking down at the face upturned
to him. as ber head lay on the cushioned chair-ba4-, or
droops as she draws ber fingers across the harp-strings;
and with the fever of love hot within him he sang in his
sweet tenor the songs of Italia with the passion of a liv-

ing love breathing in their every note and word.
Thus song after song was softly sung, Vaura sometimes

blending ber voice with his, and he was so near, and it
was an intoxicatinor hour and Trevalylôn, bound in

honour not to spëak his love, forgot that one of our poets,
Sterne I t n says t at ta ing o ove is Dg 1'l-
and sings on, as he drink in fresh draughts ftom the

warmth of her eyes, and her face is pale with motion,
P her lips, that 6'thread of sclarlet," and her neck, gleams



in its whiteness as her bosom heaves with her quickened
heart-beats, as she feels his meanintr in his warm words;
and fearing for herself, she is so sympathetie, and knows

it iý only because of the "" difficulty," that he bas not
spo 'en, starts to ber feet, laying her hand gently on his
arm, says softly:

You must be tired.ýý
Tired no; this hour bas been so perfect, my heart

yearns for many such."
See, my god-rnather bas deserted us unDoticed -- ah

what a speil is tbere in music."
" The macrl:ietism of your dear presence; ah, Circe!

Circe ý what spells you weave," and tliere is a tender
light in bis eyes. She lets him look so, for a second,
when she says gently, giving him, her hand in good-
nigbt; " it would not do to leave you all the power of
witchery," and sbe lets him put her band through his
arm and lead her to the foot of her stairs, where, with a

silènt hand-elasp they part for the nicrht.
Dismissingher maid, whom she found asleep on the

rucy before the fire
1 dare say you are tired, Saunders ; you may retire

give me my ýdressinz zown; there, that will do, I shall
comb out my bair."

And, arrayed in dainty dressing gown, of white em-
broidered fiannel, the combing of the bright tresses is a

lengthy affair, for thought, is busy Yes, this intense
sympathy, thîs earnest tenderness, this languor and sweet

sense of a new joy in living, all mean that I ý love him ;
and , as Y tis SO) I am not at one with the poet when he
says, "'tis better to have loved and lost, than never to-
have loved at all ;' lost 1 lost ! what a world of loneliness
it would be to me, what a world of loneliriess in the very
word; my'love, your mesmerie eyes seem to be, on me

now; I wonder," and a smile comes to týe dark eyes and
the sweet 'Mouth, " I wondei7 what you would think of.

e inthis robe; but what no' ense 1 am dreaming," and

205HEART-STIRS TO DIVfNE MUSIC.
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the, robe de nuit is on; the short, fluffy hair pushed up a
little from the eyes, which. cluse as- thé soft cheek presses

lie the pilloW, and Soninus, the sleepy god,'Claims bis dues.

CHAPTER XXIX.

THE UNRULY MEMBER IS HEARD.

HE following morn is bright and glorious, the
mountains, ah 1 the grandeur of them, t1ýeir

peaks in changinom hues as the sun's breath
grows warmer, eut the azure of the heavens,

and rest there; one involuntaril feels on a morninom like
this one cannot love nature intensely enough and now,

Old Sol, giving bis brightest beams to the Italian, who
loves him shines into every corner of the Eternal City,

1 from. the King in bis palace, and the Pope in the palace
of the Vatican, to'the peasan't stretched on bis door-step;
for the good king Victor Emmanuel is sick, and the bright

beams shining through bis window, cheer him; and he
thinks of his péople who are poor and ill, and also -wel-
comes the sunbeams for their sake. And 1fis, gentle Holi-

ness, Pius IX in ýwa1 kingg past the great painting of the
Transfiguration, thinks "how glorious it looks in the
sun s rays, and he too was ad. And the lezy Yeasant

1ýîî o in
111 Mil Iyiing in the sun, stretched himself and was glad, for

surely many noble ladies and gentleýàen would be abroad
in the sweet warra air and he would bec manysoldi and

11, lbuy macaroni.1ýj il
Vaura usuall an early riser, but not having slept untily

dawn, was onlz awakened an hour ago by a sunbeam,
opening her eyelids, so that it was luncheon hour ere she
made her appearance in the aesthetie little moming-room,
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whither Lady Esmondet had ordered it to be brgught; on
entering kissed her godmother, and giving ber hand to,
Lionel, her eyes drooping under his long gaze,

You look quite yourself, god-mother mine, after your
nights rest-," she said.

" Yes, 1 am feeling very well to-day ; but your roses
are of a pale tint, how is that ?" 1

«'Whose roses could bloom with undimmed lustre sur.
rounded by flowers of such brilliant colouring?" she

answered, évasively, indicating by a gesture the floral
beauties fillinor the vases and jars, not wishing to own
before, Lionel her' sweet sleeplessness of the night.
Captain Trevalyon's man now brought letters from the
post-office.ic A]h,'. said Vaura, taking her share, 'l one from-Haugh-
ton Hall in the handwriting of madame, and to me.»

On opening it a very well-executed, photograph of the
Hall,,fell to the floor, which Lionel picked up, while Vaura

read aloud as follows:

DEAR MISS VEMON,

" I enclose you a photo of the Hall as I have made it.
It was a perfect barracks when 1 gaw it first; see what
money can do. The American eagle is a great bird, eh ?
You must marry money. 1 shall have a gentleman here
at Christmas with lots of land and a title. The Duchess
of Hatherton would sound well."

" A bête noire of yours," said Lady Esmondet.
" Yes," said Vaura, carelessly, with a shrug of should-

ers, going on with the letter.
"I must also settle Blanche this coming season. You

observed, I suppose, ho1çý much flesh she had; well, she
loses weight every month; secret pining I expect for

that naughty "-and Vaura stopped short as she saw the
name, a curl of contempt coming to ber lip as she read

silently----«" Trevalyon. She thought by his attentions thaV
he loved ber, poor thing; but the Colonel and myself
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Toi Delrose at Haughton madame, after mailing above,
had said :

Il 1 bave settled Miss Vernon at all events ; she will not
show up at Christmas. 1 know she hates the Duke of
Hatherton-so I told heil he is comino-, and 1 don't know

as yet whether he is. It takes a woman to butwit a
woman.;JI

«"I cannot see," Delrose had answered, " why you don't
want her., Kate."

"' Because you are blind, you pose ; if she came Tre-
valyon might, and you don't want him; and I don't want
her, and so I please you, you ungrateful man."

To Trevalyon by same mail came."

II My ow-n idol, come to me and Delrose shall go; I
have written Miss Vernon that he is here, because I don't

want her freezin ,ý,dyship. Everyone says you are -sol
nagghty in having & hidden wife . they will eut you I am

su but I love you all the, more for your naughtiness;
()n;" come týo yours evermore. KATE HAUGHTON."

A HEART-SONG OF TO-DAY,' --e

or could never hear of such a match, as he has a
ittle wife hid away somewhere. 1 have Major
a good deal with me. Your unele doesn't care

n, neither would you; but the Colonel, dear man,
iderate, and don't expect everyone to be eut -,after

bh ; and as you will never be able to come-nort-h in
d weather you won't meet him. Give my love to

[lowy Marchmonts. We are the gayest of butter-

Your froliesome,
" K-ATE HAUGHTON,

Haughton Hall, Surrey, Enorland.0 11--ýV-ERNONJ
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Trevalyon, g*vm*g a weary sigh o reading above, tear-
ing it in two, tossed it into -the fi now openîng one
from his cousinjudith, he read as Ilows:

I' DEàit 07ousiN.-Father is not at all well; the trip
across, as I feared, has been too m eh for him ; tlie sub-
urbs of New Yorký our home) s ted him. better than,
foggy London; however, dear fath r was obliged to come
on business, as he has informed ou when last able to,
write. He wishes me to enclose t you a serap from the
Csociety' columns of one of our ew York newspapers.
" We give a tid-bit of scandal (fro a London paper), in

brief, as the hero is a nephew of our Sir Vincent Tre-
valyon, of-. Capt. Trevalyo (of the Towers, North-

umberland), a gay society man, cinating and handsome,
is about to bring from. her seel sion, his hidden wife;
some years ago he had eloped ith a friend's spouse,

friend now has shuffied off m rtal coil; outcome, My
Lady Trevalyon, who will-be th sensation of the coming

serason! Father says to, tell hi on your honour, what
truth tbeýre is in above-and I m.,

CC ours very sincerely,

Capt. Trevalyon, " Judith Trevalyon,
The Villa Iberia, "The ngham, London, Nov. 77.

Rome, Italy.',

On reading above, Treval on, with suîIdeeý impulse,
and craving for sympathy, ha ded'it to his old friend.

" Too- bad, too bad, -Lionel a how grieved I am for you."
At the same time, Vaura, ho had turned again to, her

Unes from. Madame., on readi g over, said as she discussed
herluncheon.

«" This bit of duck will be a p table wwrceau as com-
pared with my letter fro, Haughton; Madame does
not write to, please, she mer ly pleases to write."

Seeing Trevalyon very ave and silent, she said with
kindly intent, and to eh the durrent, of his thought.

e,
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«'I suppose, god-mother, you have sketched out your
plans for the day long before I joined you."

cc No, we could coine to no décision, so have left it, for
you to arran'ge." -3

«' Très bien if so from the glimpse I have through
the W*ndow I sugerest'that our first trip be to the gar-
dens."

" Happy thought; Lionel, will you ring the bell like a
good fellow ? "

Somers answering, her mistress said:
" Bring me suitable wraps for the garden, please, and

tell Saunders to do likewise for Miss Vernon."
The maids now appear with out-door robings; Lady

Esmondet is made comfortable, when Lionel gSs to
Vaura's assistance ; tis a pretty red-riding-hood and

cloak attached, and contrasts charmingly with her soft
gray cashmere gown, her short brown hair and'.. sweet
face look well coming from the warm red setting of the
hood.

" Never mind it; it was never meant to fasten," she
says, seeing his grave eyes on her face, instead of thé

fa.stening; he does not speak but only thinks, "My ene-
mies will not let me call her mine; " she is sure he
can see the colour come and go in her face as her

heart beatý irregularly, and says gently, putting up her
soft bands never mind it for answer he allows the
hook and eye to fasten holding her bands for a moment
in his. They then followed their friend through the
French window down the few stone steps to the gardens.
There were many flowers in bloom and the green of the
orange and lemon trees was as rich as when the year was

young. The villa of white marble was built on a gentle
rising knoll, prettily wooded, at the foot of which run-
ning through a glade wa'a tiny streamlet - clear as cry-
stal, which, with its ripple and the sing*g of the birds
lent music to, the air. On the highest garden site- was

built a tower from ýwhence " extensive -giew of the city
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i f3gained, with its spires and palaces, together with the
violet sea, and the ever changing majestic mountains.
The lower part of the tower is an arbour covered with
roses and vines. The orceard was on the high plateau
on which the villa stood, laying in part at the back and
side of the mansion ; the lawn and &wer gârden were
separated from the orchard by a smiling wood nymph

and grim satyr who each held an end "of a chain of silver.
" The làughing nyinph looks as if bent on making the

grim satyr give way to mirth," said Vaura.
It is a pretty idea," said Lady Esmondet, the hav-
one-s orchard so laid out as to be an ornament to one's

oTouncls, instead of as we do, merely as a place to omrow
fruit."

,« Yes) I think s«' said Lionel, "and at my place the
lawn is strewn by acorn, apple and the pear."

1« The apple blossom is beautiful," said Vaura; " but
whom have we here," catchinom sight of a statue through

the trees.
" None other," said Lionel., "than the powerful Popu-

lonia who protects the fruit from storms. "
" And placed high enough 1 " said Vaura I' to see the

storm a brewing, with us it would be-a great dog ver8us
a smaU boy."

They now descend terraced steps arched by trellised
roses and come to a fountain fed b:ý a sprfhom down in the
deep cool dell.

" Shall we drink from the brook by the way?" half
sang Vaura, and stooping, picked up fron a sm&ll- projec-
tion a silver goblet, filling she handed to Lady Esmondet;
there was another which takinom herself * y -«

ýD Y said , and now
for my toast, 'May the absent Marquis, who has an eye
for the beautiful *in- Nature and Art be always surround-
ed by both."'

Amen," responded Trevalyon, " which is the best -
can do, seeing Del Castello did not remember me in pro-,
viding two goblets only."

211
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cc Dual solitude," said Vaura in low - tones, her god-
mother having gone on.

«'The very mention of it injakes iny heart throb," he
whispered.

What delightfül gardens," said Lady Esmondet relurn-
ing 'g beside this fountain, under the shade of olive

tre.es, it must be delightfully cool the hottest of summer
days, and a favourite spot, if one may judome from the

number of seats about."
'"'Tis another Eden," said Vaura, " from the rnountains

yonder to the green shade of myrtles, olives, and oranore
trees, lit up by the pink and red blossoms at their
feet."

You will revel here in the ea-'rly morning, wia belle', if
you have the taste of yourchildhood."

«« You remember me, then? " and the dark eyes look up
from under the red hood.

" I have never forgotten," he says, quietly.
" bon't you think, Vaura, dear ? " said Lady Esmondet,

Cc we had better return to the villa and decide what we
shall do with the rest of the day."
«' Yes, 1 suppose so, dear though one would fain lingeýr

here longer."
As they retrace their steps, Trevalyon, decided for

them, that the air being delightfully warm, and balmy, a
drive up and'down the Corso, would be pleasant. The
fresh air and new scene dispelled all Vaura's languor, and

heï tened the spirits of her companions."
"' The Corso is even gayer than usual," observed Lady
Esmondet. b 1

«I And with its best bib and tucker on, if 1 am any
judge of la toilette," said Lionel.

"To receivethree distingués travellers," laughed Vaura;
I wonder who society will jot us down as in herhuge

note book."
" As the Briton abroad," said, Lady Esmondet, to

revel in the sunbeams, whieh our gold cannot buy from
our leaden skies."



IPO

TFIE UNRrJLY MEMBER IS HEARD.

A carriage now passed, in whieh were seated two ladies
evidently English, who bowed and smiled tô Lad Es-
mondet and Trevalyon.

Who are your friends î" enquired Vaura; " I have seen
them somewhere, but forget when and where."

They are the Duchess of Wyesdale and her daughter,
the Lady Eveline Northingdon," answered Trevalyon,
as Lady-gsmondet bowed to other acquaintances.

"The little Duchess, who is insane enouorh to think
Lionel in love with ber," thought his friend, remember-
ing gay Mrs. WinomfieUs gossip, and that her name had
been coupled with Trevalyon's; it was only that she was
a foolish little woman, and let society see that she had a
penchant for Captain Trevalyon. At that time -the Duke
was alive to bear the title and -represent the estate in

Wiltý.-hire the Scottish moors and shooting box, with the
town house in London; very useful in that way, so, his

Duchess told herself, and in truth, ônly in that character,
did the fair, frivolous Lady Wyesdale appreciate her easy-
oine fox-hunting spouse.

You can rua the season very well without me," he
would say, «'while 1 do a little shooting; you are just

eut out for London., while the conventionalities bore
ICI

And so it came to pass, that at their London house,
Irene, the Duchess, (or, as she was commonly called,
Posey, from her maiden nanie of Poseby, and from her

habit of posing on all occasions); -ireigned in her own way.
In the autumn of '76, the Duke had been called to, his
long home; he had, been knocking down biýds on the
Seottish moors. Coming home late one night to, dinner in

hieh sr)irits, and exultant over his full bag, he found a
teregrala from his friend, Ggald Elton, a keen sportsman,
asking him, to " telegraph him imwmdiately at Edinburgh,,
if he was at the ý1 Bird cage;' if so, he would join him, at
once.» " Bless my life," ssaid poor Wyesdale to a friend

with Ihim; Elton ils the very man we want, no end of a
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.'ýot, and rare fun ; but I must send my teleaTam off at
once) or 1'11 lose him; but how am 1 to come at pen and
ink in the ' cage '. is more than 1 know ; oh, yes, 1 re-
member when I came down last, Posey would have me

take pen and ink (and a great 'bore it was) in order to,
telegraiph, her of my return; don't knowwhy woinen arethey ouçrhtn't to be nervous atsuch a bundle of nerves, ?"

the return of a husband; but where' did I put it, hang
me if I know; if I find it the boy can ride over with it, if
not I must go myself; oh! I remember, it's in the other
room on a shelf with collars and euffs; birds are not par-
ticular, so I never wear 'em; without a light he went in,
feeling along the shelves with his hand, unluckily for him
overturning the inkstand, knockinom the penhandle against
the wall, and the rusty perr full of ink, into the palm of

his right hànd, where it broke; he and his friend extracted
most of it, Putting sticking plaster over the wound. He
would not trust a verbal message to his sleepy keeper,
now full of beer; so soon on horseback and away.
, Elton arrived in due course, to tind his friend with his

arm in a sling, swollen and painful.
" You-d better have a surgeon, old fellow, or you'Il not

fill another bag this October."
Not until his arm had turned black would he consent;

then the surgeon was called, he looked grave, saying
that a great part of the pen had not been extracted; that

ink, pen, and rust had done their work, and to save his
life the arm must be amputated. * This the poor fellow
refused to do, saying he woùld rather die than sever his

good right hand from his body. If he could not hold a
gun, nor ride Titan with, the hounds he would go. He
would be sorry to leave Evy, but Posey could do very

well w1thout him, and breathing a prayer for his soul,
Harold., Duke of WyesdaJe, was gone. 1

Anà now after her year of fashionable mciurning, his
widow is plu herself in colours, and Dame Rumour

hath it that the somewbat fair, slightly faded dowager



Duchess having buried her dead, will not say nay to an-
other wooer. She was, as usual, Posincr in a corner of her
carriage, and -priding herself on her slight, girlish figure;
wore no wraps; lookinom blue and chilly, for when one was

driving the air was just fresh enouçrh for something
warmer than a gown of pale blue silk. _'

Why will women go about lookincr as iif Jack Frost
had just given them a chilly embrace said Lionel, his

gaze dwelling admiringly on Vaura's warm beauty, ar-
iayed in short, tight-fitting black velvet jacket, small

white plush bonnet, scarlet féathers and scarlet and white
strings tied at one side of her pretty chin.

«'The azure heavens framing fair angels; quitiýb a suffi-
cient robing, and appropriate; oh! grumbler," laughed
Vaura.

She îs no amazon, and should wear other than silken
armour, ma belle."

Cup1d's darts can easier penetrate," said Vaura, gaily.
«'Not through a chilled heart, as compàred, with a warm

3 one," he answers, quietly.
" Can one be cold in ltalia. I do believe Old Sol pauses

t over us in his chariot, and smiles love-warm smiles upon
us all," she continued.

What a shame to see such pretty beasts in harness,
Lionel, as those attached to our landau," observed Lady
Esmondet.

s " Yes, they are a fine pair and well matched."
:7 " The one with a mane a trifle the longest," said Vaura,

Is reminds me of Oriole that I used to ride when a girl at
a Haucrhton."

«« Yes," said Trévalyon, " I was just going to ask you if
y you noticed it. What merry rides those were 1 what

would I not give to (with my dearly.bought experience
'Of life) commence over again from those days."P

îs I remember feeling quite the woman in the scamper
ir acrm country with you and dear unele in my long habit;
er neitheS -of you knew how I hated to don my short frock

pn mj
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You were always a charming little hostess; and a few
yards more in adraper's shop, instead of about your ankles
detracted nothing from, your charms."

1 did the best I could in taking time by the forelock,
to be able to put in a word or two with your lordship and
Unelle Erie; I read old periodicals and new, ancient his-
tory with modern philosophy and science notes."

And they have you now, Vaura dear," said her god-
mother. A womanly woman, every inch of youlll

You are partial, dear ; yet I did in those days long for
nOvid and a metamorphosis.'

ceDo jou remember the day I extricated you and Isabel
in the Tower

Yes," she said, a warmer rose coming to her cheek,"
"but my knight promised to blot that page from his
memoi-y.

And so he endeavoured; but to no purpose
«'My brave knight was also an unmerciful tyrant
«In the fines he levied," he said, leaning towards her;

fil they were the sweetest he lever had."
A soft t came to Vaura's face as leaniing into her

corner she gave herself up to thoucrhts of the bygone. And
she smiled now her woman's smile in the eyes that were

on her face. And yet sighed as she thought of the
jealousy of her boyish lovers of bygone days, for Roland
Douglas and Guy had rebuked her for so often in the
tales she wove for their amusement, having Lion Heart as
th6 favoured knight.

My girlish days at Haughton Hall were very, very
happy," ishe said, quietly.

".And yet you would not go back to them and leave
the dear present," said Lionel, lookin into hei eyes with9

his mesmerie look, and holding her hand tight as he
assisted her from the carriage after Lady Esmondet, at
the dootof the villa.

How kinow you, my brave lion-heart; you belong to
those days, but J am contený,"
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C RAPTER XXX.

WOMAN AGAINST WOMAN.

HEY had been luxuriating" for about four
weeks in the art treasures collected in the
Eternal City. Their eyes feasted on so much
of loveliness in gazing upon living marbles

and speaking forms on canvas that Vaura was often
moved to a feelinor akin to, pain as shethought:

ce Oh,.the pity of it ; the pity of li t., that the gods among
men, living, breathing men, -who created these soul-stir-

g thincys should be themselves dead 1"
On returning from a long ride one morning Vaura and

Lionel found a gay party of callers chatting with Lady
Esmondet; amongst them was Vaura's old friend, Robert

Douglas. The Duchess of Wyesdale was also there ;
come with the -avowed purpose of calling upon Lady
Esmondet and making the acquaintance of Miss Vernon,

but in reality to see Captain Trevalyon, whom she had
watched for in vain, having expected him tb call since

the day they had met on the Corso. But "" ho cometh
not," she said, was still the burden of her song, so she

determined to, ce beard « the lion in his den," though sbe
would be obliged by so doino, to become acquainted with
Miss Vernon, and she was one of those womenwho, in-
variably envious of a more beautiful sister, keep them at
arms' length. She could not but own to, herself hýw

beautiful Vaura was. The men raved of her, and she, the
faded little 'dowager' duchess, disliked her according,,ly.
She had already outstayed the bounds of politeness, but
being determined to gain her point said, languidly, to her
hostess:
'cPI really must trespasis upon your kindness a little

N
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longer, dear Lady 4smondet, I wish so much to meet
Miss Vernon."

So -that, as it was late when Vaura and Lionel returned,
it came to pass that Saunders met her mistress at the hall
door With a request from Lady Esmondet that she would

come immediately to the morning-room without waiýing
to change her habit. So Vaura éntered, gay, radiant, and
with a fresh bloom upon her cheek, engendered partly by
gentle car-esses of the invigorating air, partly by the
warmth in the looks and words of the haadsome man by

ber side.
She made her way in answer to a look from her god-

mother at once to her side, where the introduction took
place.

Her complexiQn is very well got up," thought the
ýiV petite faded Duchess, as she bowed carelessly, and who

had used tints and washes ever since her sixteenth year.
«'I wonder whose wash she wears," and with a conventional

word or two she turned with empresse-nent to Lionel,
greeting him warmly, as Vaura crossed the room to where

'her old 'playmate sat, giving only a passing word to
acquaintances.

Lady Esmondet thouorht, as she glanced at the Duchess
of Wyé'dale, roused almost Po animation in her reception
of Captain Tr-evalyon, cc Lionel is the magnet that has
drawn her here; she has not forgotten her old penchant

for him."
On seeing his hostess disenga ged' a young Frenchman,

;11 wearing the red ribbon of the Legion of Honour, won by
a brave act in the Franco-German war, stepped to her
side; he held in his hand a volume he had been admiring,

-views of the lovely lake scenery of the British Isles.
They were soon discanting warmly upon tileir respec-

tive beauties, and became so interested that Lad)r
Esmondet scarcel noticed that she was bidding adieu to

the fashionable butterilies who had been killing time in
her presence for the last hour or two. At last they are
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all gone with the exception-of the Duchess, who, has risen
to, make her exit, and Robert Douglas, who is remanning
toluncheon. The DuchessisjustsayingtoLionel-!.

01, , you are sure to be here, and you wont ref us'e me,
I knéw; Id rather be Juliet to, your Romeo in my tab-
leaux than-. But, oh, deari the others have heard us,
and I did so hope it would have been a little secret
between u-s, you know."

And Lady Wyesdale affected a childish look of terror
as she turned to her hostess, saying:

You won't think us very dreadful, Lady Esmondet?"f,Oh . dear, no; there's nothing dreadful in a pictured
love scene." ?

But in reality she felt annoyed that this silly woman
should pretend to an understanding between Captain
Trevalyon and herself.

"' And you wont tell Miss Vernon," she continued, be-
seechingly, " I want ' her to be surprised."

Vaura and Rev. Robert had joined the group as
Captain Trevalyon was saying, laughingly,

Il I cannot promise you, Lady Wyesdale, I ani in Lady
Esmondet's hands; if, as 1 expect the 12th of January

sees her at Haughton Hall, I cannot possibly be with
you, unless my photo in the garb you wish will suit."
Il Of course he will say ,so, before them," thought the,.-

Duchess, aloud, she says tapping him on the arm with her
cardcase, Il Cometomy bo:k,-at the Theatre to-nightl want

to, consult you about something, since dear Harold died, "
and a corner of her handkerchief went to her eyes, " I
often feel so alone."

"' Thanks, I shall wait ùpoù you as early as possible;
to-night 1 go to, the Quirinal.-"

I' So sorry," and making heir adieux shè added "' I can-
not have. you."

1« Yes, Emmanuel is Victor to-night," said Vaura gaily.
The butler announced, luncheon, and Priest Robert-

gave his, arm to, Vernon, saying:
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And that is a woman 1 how are we of the clergy ever
g Y-oiio(y to waken a throb of life into the soul of such

Were you in the pulpit at this moment, Robert, I am
inclined to, tbink you would discourse as St. Paul on idle-

wandering-about-from-house-to-house-women; he was se-
vere on my sisterhood,"

The were not your sisterhood, you have no part
with such."

There would be a double lecture from St. Paul,," said
Lionel as he took the end of the table could he enter
the Russell Club., Regent Street some day what a Babel
of tongues, what tid-bits of gossip would electrify him."

Yes said Robert Douglas, " a men and women's club
would scarcely agree with his views of what our humainnature should live for."6' 'ro

Il 1 hear it is extremely difficult for a pretty woman to
becorâe a member of Eve's she is as a rule black-balled;so
a fair face does not always win," said Lionel.

I think it would be extremely stupid to belong to an
exclusively women's club; so much of gossip would kill

me, said Lady Esmondet.
I don't know," said Vaura, " whether either of you

gentlemen are aware of how by a clever rwe our gay
friend Mrs. Eustace Wingfield, botwithstanding her good
looks,' became a member of Eves. She told my god-

motherand I of it soon after the occurrence."
III havýé never heard of it " said Robert Douglas.

Pray tell us," said Lionel.
«'Tis a long story,»" said Vaura, Il in fact a'three-volume

one, but you shall only have a page or two. Between
the President of Eve's the Hon. Miss Silverthome and Mrs.
Eustace Wingfield, there is an old feud dating fr'm their
s chool days.

While at school Mrs. Eustace, then May Raynor, was
the Very incarnation of fun and mischief, Silverthorne
being extremely plain and severe in style.' The W eld

Iestate bordered on the school property. Eustace, pro-

r
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aspective heir to his unele, often . ran down from London,
much to the dismay of tbe lady plincipal, for he was no

end of a flirt. May Raynor's pretty face attracted him-
from thefirst, but Silverthorne bad a soft spot in ber heart
for him. Jealous of May she report6d ber to the princi-
pal; for revenge Wingfield eut laDguishing glances at
Silverthorne in church. She never baving had a lo-ý,er
actually informed the principal that, when he came to her
to sue forber band, she, as,.her guardian; was to say him
yea. On May beiDg marriéd and out of the school-room,

to her adored, she, Silverthorne, vowed revenge, if ever in
her power, so that, when two seasons ago, Mr. Wiino-Reld
bet May a box, during la Bernhardtsaison, against an

embroidered dressing gown that she wou Id be black-balled
-at Eve's, on Mrs. Clayton proposing ber, the president,
looking black, declared, on its being put to the vote on the
followiing afternoon, she should have ber two black balls,

Mrs. Clayton informed May. «I Now, what shall - be my
card," exclaimed May, " for my bet shall be won. I have

ity yy and staining ber face yellow with green glasses and
unbecoming attire, she attended a woman's right meeting

at whieh ber enemy was chairman. Seated immediîately in
'froBt-of the platform, Miss Silverthorne gloàted over her

changed looks. She was made a member. Her enemy
saving to Mrs. Clayton, " How hideous she bas beicome;

how he will hate her 1
cc W%'ýý a green-eyed monster is jealousy,"

erend Robert.
"'But our gay friend won ber bet and a stare at the

Bernhardt, in spite of everything," Jaughed Trevalyon.
" But I fancy gay Mrs. Wingfield would not often be

found at « Eves ;' such an army of plain women would be
too many for her," said reverend Douglas.

"' Oh 1 no," said Vaura, taking his arm back to the sun-
lit morning-room, ', she only goes occasionally to throw a
white ball for a pretty womânl>

I have isometimes come across her with Wingfield at

WOMAN AGAINST WOMAN.
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the " Abermarle'; she likes a little bus mixed with the
treble of ber life said Trevalyon.

«She is right," said Vaura, «' one would grow weary of
continually piping to the same key."

Isabel tells me they are very gay at Haughton," said
Réverend Robert.

«I Incessant reverly seems to be a necessity in the life
of Madame," said Lady Esmondet.

Tastes differ, god-mother dear, the wild game of lif e
that suits ber palate would suit ours as badly, as (what

she would consider) our tame game would suit ber say-
ing which she-joined Lionel, W little apart at a table

strewn with M'.Usie which. he wished ber to select from.
Do you believe in presentiments cara mia 2.
Yes; but I am wondrously content and don't want

eyen to think of preseutiments."
'I'dont either, ma chèr#o," he. said, a little sadly, lean-

iq ing bis elbows on the table, his head for a moment upon
them, "' but I have one now that the Fates are putting

black threads on their distaff for me."Don% look so sorrow you wilful or 1 affect me."
Did you and I live in Pagan times, ma belle, I should

be tempted to offer incense at their shrine so pleasing,lit that their black threads would give place to gold and
silver."

«« Your incense would be flattery; they are but women,
what would they more," she salid smilingly.

There are. women, and woman," he said absently, the
grave look still in the eyes restinom on ber face.

There is something more than usual troubling you;
share it with me,do and then you know you will only
have balf to bear " and for one moment ber soft liand is
on-bis arm, ber eyes full of sympathy on bis face.

1, It is only a presentimen', ma belle,",and bis hand is
laid on hers.

But now there is a tap at the door, and bis servant
says : 1

«« Telegram from and, f3ir."-
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My presenti ent," he says, in, same low tone.
Face it brav ly, it is not, I trust, bad news."

«,, It is>" he sa s .gravely, "' for I must leave you.j)

Vaura turne pale, and Lady Esmondet said:
" No bad ne s I hope, Lionel ? "

"'Yes, dear riend, it is from Judith, and states that
Uncle Vinèe t is no better andwishes to see me,'but she

does not say a once, or if there be any danger."
I am sorr , Sir Vincent is no better, but every cloud

has its silver ini*ng;- you may not really be obliged to go;
he may rally 'she said kindly.

"Yes, that s true, I sha,11 telegraph my cousin toknow
if I must go at once; if not, yoiii will be leaving Italy so
soon we ma yet journey together."

I hope s " continued Lady Esmondet.
But 'tis hard for her," said Vaura., '« a stranger in a

strange lan can I do anythinor for her, write some of our
friends to e Il upon her, anything, only tell me, the Clay-

tons are ki d," and she isbeside him in a Moment.
I'You a ver-y thoughtfulbut Judith is extremely self.

reliant.-"
«" Do no give way to depression, Trevalyon," said ]Rev-

erend Do g1m; " our paths cannot all be those of pleasant-
ness.yy

'« Don't go, obert, I want you to din4 with us at seven
only the archmonts."

" Tha you, Lady Esmondet, I shall be with you, but
for the p esent, au revoir as I have even-song."

i a grieved at this," said Lionel sadly, II for some-
thing te Is me 1 shall have to go; I have known very lit-
tle of nele Vincent; you are aware, dear Lady Alice,
that he and my poor father were not friendly ; my cousin
is inde endent; and as 1 said before self-reliant to the last
degree.

«' It ill not be so hard for her in that case.," said Lady
Fàsmo et.

III m sel-fish enoughto regret we have anycte todin-
ner, if I am obliged to leave you on to-morrow,.'
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«'I was juist thinking so," said Lady Esmondet, "" our
evenings together have been perfect, but alas for changes;
and Vhura, dear, the landau- is at the door, you know we

arranged for a,,drive."
Cc Yes, I remem'ber, but let it wait."jce We May not have another opportunity, Lionel, for

private converse; you will write; and Vaura and I shall
(D.V.) be at London on the 4th or 5th; and sball meet

you again at Illaughton Hall."
"' Yes, I shall meet you there," he answered thought-

fully; ic my plans are not yet matured, but I want you to
be certain to -telegrapli me of your return ; I shall meet
you at London."

«'Fate is cruel to send you away, and at Christmas, but
1 am forgetting your poop;unele," said Vaura kindly.

" I shall telegraph of our return without fail, Lionel;
aû4-,now about yours to your cousin, had you not best
run away and atte n-d to it, we shall, only take a short

drive, eýpd be'here as soon as YeU.YY

«'Come with us," said Vaura, it will save time."
"« So it will, and te kifl tlie time I feelthat is left to

me -with you, would be 'a 9&**èrilege."
What route do yôu take, Liânel enquired his

friend.
'I You are aware I have a commission for Clayton, at

Florence, so must first go thither, thence to Bologna, th en
te Turin, Paris., Calais, Dover and London."

" Shall I ring for Somers, godmother dear, to bring
your cloak and bonnet, while I go and don my

wraps ? »

I' Thank you, yes."'
Trevalyon, now- going quickly to do his friend's side,

said:
«" I have but a moment, but I want you to know that

this mischief is brew-ing for me at the Hall, and it has
7:apidly fermented ; « society,' tasting 'of its bubbles."
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" I was sure of it, Lionel, and it is the brew of that.
woman and Major Delrose."
«« Yes; and their aim. is so, to damage my reputation that 1

cannot gain the woman, and the only one 1 bave ever
longed for as my own loved wife."

«'Heaven grant that there machiavelian manceuvres
may end in failure." -

Here. the sweet face and smali white plush bonnet, scar-
let strings and feathers appear at the door, so a truce to,
confidentials.

1 shall be so lonely if Fate takes me out of your life
even fot a, short -time and Vaura's band is tightly

clasped as he assists her into the landau.
We shall be lènely also."
I hope so."
I must say our lives have been very complete at the

villa," said Lady Esmondet; " our cup of content bas been
full."

ci To the brim; " and bis eyes turn at last from Vauras
face as he says, «'you had better drop me here, at the
telegraph office while'you turn into the Corso," and step-

ping from the landau 'I lifting bis bat he was gone. -
I wonder," said Vaura, '« should poor Sir Vificent die,

if Miss Trevalyon will return to New York."
I am sure of it; Lionel tells me bis cousin dislikes

English life as much as she likes that of lier ain coun-
tree." 1
Vaura fell into a reverie-- after some moments wakin9

to herself, said:
"' I did not show you the interesting epistle I received

from, Mrs, Haughton, in which, she says, & society' hath it
that Capt. Trevalyon rejoices in a 'hidden wife.

A a
pure invention got up to, hurt him."

But why ? " she a-sked with assumed carelessness.
Because he is not at a certain woman's feet, she bas

Joined herself with black Delrose, bis enemy of 'ears, à

j
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my surmise, and I think the dénouernent will prove
me correct." e

Poor dear uDcle ; his lifé is not an idyl."
H is mistake, Vaura, ma chère, is a weight of care to

me, that 1 try in vain to shake off; " and something very
like a téar glistened as she IOk

The friends were unusua y silent in the drive home.
Arrived there they separated fô dress for dinner; Vaura

threw berself on her lounge to rest. and think. " Poor,
uncle Erie, what a womaii be has put on the shackles of

matrimony for and now her attempt to, injure our
friend; poor Lion, my heart is full of pity for you and

you do not know it, because you cannot speak until the,
it diffliculty " is overcome ; ah! me, what a -world of lies

it is, for that this 'hidden wife,' is a myth, and an in-
spiration from, Lucifer to Madame, I am quite sure of.
But alas ! should their be one grain of truth in the bushel
of lies, and that he cannot prove to ' societys ' satisfac-
tion that 'twas only à grain of youthful folly, that his
manhood in its nobility had nothing-to do with it. If he
cannot do this, then he will never ask me to be anythinom
more to, him than what I shall always, be, 'his frie ad; poor

darling, what with his father's grief at his misguided
mother's frailty, he hm drank deep of the waters of bitter-

ness ; the unruly member set in motion by scandal, envy,
hatred, or malice as motive power, is more to, be dreaded
as agent of evil, than dynamite in any form. bit I must
ring for Saunders and dress for dinner.
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CHAPTER XXXI.

SOCIETY > S VOTABIES SMILE TIROUGH TIREY DIL

ERE are some roses, Maeémoiselle; the Captain
eut them before hè-*ent out and bid me keep

them fresh for lyôu.
EM Very we]l,1Saýnders, I shall wear them this
evening; that is, the yellow ones; put the others in a

vase or give them to me, I shall, while vou get out my
J% of Ç-j

iuby velvet ; I am pale; it is high waist and no sleeves-;
take out my gold ornaments and bracelets- the plain gold
bands; an old lace collar, with roses, shall be my neck-
gear; hand me my, vinagrette 1 have a slight head-
ache; and please comb my hair gently, it will be plea-
saut, yes ; that will dor."

Your hair is a fortune to you Mademoiselle, so long and
thick."

Yes. it is, but 1 like it best because of its fluffinesp
it is no trouble;* weatherproof and waterproo£

"' So it is, Mademoiselle."
Now for my gown.'-'

It fits beautiful, Mademoiselle."
ý"Yes, 1 am quite satisfied with it."'
And weil she may be, for the robe might have -grown

on the Perfect form, every curve and roundness of figure
being followed by the close clinging velvet; and the

arms, bare to the shoulder, fit models for a, sculptor,
shone fair as the flesh of a child-blonde against the ah
ruby of the velvet, The perfumed bathý had refreshed

her, and though a trifle pale, from heart emotion as to
Lionel-',s probable leave-taking; her lips always wore a

ci pretty redness," her eyes had - a tender look, while the
fluffy bronze hair had its own beauty as it shaded the'
ibrow.

IL
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le You are loooking charming, ma chère," said Lady Es-
mondet, whom, Vaura met in the hall.

le Thank you, dear, your eyes are partial, I fear."
ce No, no, not as yéu imply."
As they entered the drawing-room, Robert Douglas came

from a comfortable corner where he had been studying
a all work of Thomas à Kempis, which he quietly re-

tjurn to bis pocket. saying smiling:
You ee I am here to, welcome you ; I made myself

at home an ça e here immediately at the close of even-
song."

«'We feel comp i bat you prefer our society to
those very ecclesiastical looking q s of yours, » said
Lady Esmondet.

" And w * here the ancient fathers look from the in
wonderment at the priest of to-day, as he pores over t-

printed records of their bygone lives."
Il Why, Vaura, how 'did you know that the pictured

faihers grace the walls of my humble retreat
" Fro' Isabel."

ce Ah) I wondered, for my study is never ejitered by a
strangeféot; it is my rest." 1

ce Is not your rest a misnomer, Robert? for from all 1
hear, you literally rest nowhere," inquirecl--Lady Es-

mondet.
"' In my opinion, Lady Esmondet, a priest of the church

should never rest, but alwavs have bis ý armour on, for
thereis 'so little done, so much'to do." Thank God we

are waking up at last; look at the priest of to-day (I
say it in all humility) as compared with the priest of fifty
years àgo."

. ce True, true," angwered Lady Esmondet, " but, dont
you think, that the zealous Low Church clergy are doing
as much for the human race as you are ? "

ce Undoubtedly, for the human race; but not for the
church, for their people often lapse into di&ent.-"
ýe I don't believe in extremes; I respect the man who
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is thorough," said Vaura, seeing that Capt. Trevalyon had
entered and seated himself beside her god-mother, evi-
dently wishing to talk with her, and so, to help, him,
taking up thethread of the argument herself.

" But Vaura," said the priest, " don't you think that in
the Éïtualist, you have the man who is thorough ? "

ci Not exactly, he is extreme; the man who is thorough
has no uncertain sound; he neither culls from Rome her
vestments, nor from Dissent her hymns; both Rome and
Dissent are thorouàh, why shouldn't he. But a truce to
argument, a gýntleman's trap stops the way," she said
smiling, " is even now at the steps ; his back is this w& Y,

so I cannot name him; he talks to his servant, in bottle
green livery, who has a ciecidedly Hibernian coun-
tenance."44 Oh y " said Capt. Trevalyon, starting to his feet, " Lady

Esmondet, it must be an Irishman, au acquaintance of
ine, Sir Dennis O'Gormon, who want'ed very much to
ca d make the aecquaintance of the ladies of the

villa Iber* . I had forgotten all about my asking him
for to-day."

It makes no di e e, Lionel, 'tis little wonder you
forgot such a small matter e many more important
you have had."

Here a servant announeed Sir De 'Gori-Pon.
Ah, O'Gormon, glad -to see you. Lia y m et, ermit

me to present to you Sir Dennis O'Gormon. la
allow me to, introduce Sir Dennis; Douglas, I believe you
and O'Gormon have met before.'l

Lady Kimondet and Miss Vernon shook hands wîth and
welcomed their guest, Lady Esmondet saying graciously,

Any friend of Captain Trevalyon is alway« welcome."
ic Thank you, Lady Esmondet, but by my faith, Treval-
yon's a lucky fellow, and one whom. 1 have always envied
but never more so than now," he continued laughingly,
when with all my fascinations I am only welcomed by two

charming women for his sake."
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Mrs. Marchmont and Miss Marchmont were now an-
nouneed. The two ladies floated in the most approved

style towards their hostess, who rose to, welcome them.
They w-ere ethereal in every respect, clad in a thin mate-

rial of pale green, neek bare and elbow sleeves, and look-
ing more like sisters than mother and daughter. Sandy
of complexion, blue eyed sharp of feature; the mother

,having the advantage in flesh, the daughter beinom all the
angles joined in one.

" I hate a thin ' woman,>y was the whispered efiticism of
Sir Dennis to, Trevalyon, with a suppressed emphasis on
the word 'ý'hate." 0

Trevalyon smiled, givinom a side glance at Vaura's round-
ed form, as she bent gracefully with extended hand in
welcome.

cc Faitb, you may well look in that direction," remarked
the Irishman, detecting him. "' She's fair enough to se-
duce a look from His Holiness himself.ý)

Here Lady Esmondet introdued Sir Dennis O'Gormon
to, the Marchmonts ; Trevalyon and Douglas having met

them before.
The butler now announced dinner', when Lady Esmon-

det taking the arm of Sir Dennis assigned Mrs. March-
mont to, Trevalyon, when Douglas handed in Vaura and
Miss Marchmoiit.

Lady Esmondet found Sir Dennis a pleasant neighbour,
who devoted himself equally to, Vaura on his left and to

his hostess at the bead of the table. As usual the table
was decorated with the rarest of flowers, which sent forth

their delicate perf ume from a large. stand, the design of
which waa an imitation of the famed terraced gardens of
Semiramis: the shrubs and trees represented in miniature

by the most deiicate ferns and mosses; the whole a tri-
umph of. nature and art. Choice flowers stood in a tiny

bed of moss in front of each person. Many , delicate de-
sert dishes were not only temptiiig to, the palate, but

pleasing to, the eye, while the wines, in the cellar of the
noble Don Ferdinand were well known and appreciate&
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"Del Castello ha-s a snug place here, Lady Esmondet,"
observed Sir Dennis.

Extremely so, Sir Dennis. We are much more
comfortably placed by the kindness of the Marquis than

we should have been at an hotel."
He is a fine generous soul, always remembering thab

he is not the onlv member of the human race," said Sir
Dennis (who haà met him).

«'It is a charming little winter home," said Vaura. 1
shall regret-'to leave *t."

You won't, I hope, leave for some time yet
Yes; much as we love it," she answered; smiling, " we

go north ere spring bas thawed the sceptre out of the
frozen hand of winter."

«'I am sorry to hear that. But you don't surely oro
as soon as m friend Trevalyon

Vaura besitated a monient, not wisbincr to be a mes-
senger of death at a dinner table, when Trevalyon came

to her aid, euttinor Mrs. Marchmont short in a dissertation
on the merits of shaded wool versus plain, by saying,

"Pardon me, Miss Vernon. 1 'may be obliged, O'Gor-
mon, to leave for England sooner than I expected; if so, it
will be alone."

One of the penalties of bachelorhood, Treyalvon; by
my faith, 'tis a lonely loneliness."

I thought, most of you glory in the freedom of wing-
ing your flight when you please, without having to, say,
by your leave," said Vaura, gaily.

«'Not always," said Trevalyon, quietly.
ici What do you say, Lady Esmondet. Don't you think

a fellow is happier and less lonely when he cuts bachelor
life

I' Depends on the cards in his bands, and bow he plays
them, Sir Dennis," answered his host, laconically.

ci True, Lady Esmondet, and if the cards are his, the
gamç is won, the difficulty over, said Trevalyon, with a

glan'e at Vaura, " and bliss secured."
Faith, youïe right, Trevalyon.'*
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Here Miss Marchmont's shrill voice was distinctly
heard above the general hum, in animatéd discussion,

saying, 1
cc Oh, I'm sure he comes from the East."
The Rev. Douorlas was evidently much amused and dis-

oputine the point; Miss Marchmont continued,
c'The dear creature has such a beautiful colour-so

bronzed."
«'I'11 lay any wager 'the dear creature'means a soldier,"

said Trevalyon to Vaura.
Vaura smilingly assented.
99-A soldier," exclaimed Mrs. Marchmont in horror;

"oh no, Capt. Trevalyon, nothin so naughty ; it's Mi-
randa's last pet." g

" But we women are given to, petting the red-coats,
Mrs. Marchmont," said Vaura with a laugh in her voice.

'« They're too wild for dear Miranda," said Marchmont
mater; " the pet you mean is the last sweet insect you
have collected; is it not, my dear child ? " she said, anxious
for the fair fame of the owner of the fme e xhibit in elbow
and collar bone. In.

" Yes, mamma, you are right, but I am so sorry Mr.
Douglas is not at one with me; I fçel convinced the dear
potato bu(y comes from the east; he is of brilliant colour-
ing and luxurious habit."

Rev. Robert Douglas laughingly shook his head, and
Sir Dennis said:.

" Miss Marchmont, you cannot imagine the wager Capt.
Trevalyon was laying when you talked about the " bronzed
beauty ; ' he wanted some one to, take hi m- up at ten to

one you meant a dashing cavalry man, or a « go-as-he-
please'infantry."

«" Order! order 1 O'Gormon,'* interrupted Trevalyon,
laughing. 

'ýèc' Oh! I'm shocked, Capt. Trevalyon," cried Miss March-
mont seriously, «'that my dear potato bug, with sâ his
0 nt ways, its care of its eggs, a .91



SOCIETYS VOTARIES SXILE THOUGH THEY DIE. 233

Here a general laugh went round the table, except
from, Marchmont mère, who tried in vain to catch the

fair Miranda's eye, who continued bravely, "should -be
taken for anything so wild as a soldier, who doesn't do
anything so useful. But I must convert you, Mr. Dou-
glas," sh e continued, returning to the siege ; t' it would be

such a sweet study for a cler ' gyman; 1 shall lénd you
Cassels'Natural History, and vjoýu must promise to read
it for my sake," she said gushingly. lë

Meanwhile, Trevalyon tried in vain to catch the drift of
conversation between Vaura and her neighbour, but no,

Mrs. Marchmont, though inwardly afraid of this squire
of dames; and of bis intellect, determined to appear at ease,
and so talked on the one engrossinçr idea of her life; the
last conundrum, in fancy work, the last fashionable incon-
gruity in the blending of colours. And poor, victimized
Lionel longed to breathe in Vaura!s refreshing breadth
of thought; on bis tormentor pausing to recover breath,
it was not as balm, to a wound to hearý Sir Dennis say
pleadingly :

tg The gardens of the CoDona palace are looking love-
ly in their tints of emerald; it will transport me to my

loved isle'. Miss Vernoin, if you'11 walk with me there some
day; thougli our damsels are not fair as the companion I

desire, and her rich beauty would add grace to the spot.". IgCome, come, Sir Dennis, no flattery, I am jealous for
the beauty of those gardens, and do not want to hear,
even in j est, my poor looks would add to their charm,"

she answered gaily, and evading his question.
Here Lady Esmondet, feeling for Lionel's torture,
cate'hing Mrs. Marchmont's eye, rose from, the table, leaving

the gentlemen to discuss the merits of bottles of no pleo
beian length of neck.

gg How sweetly English the fire, in the grate looks," ob-
served Mrs. Marchmont.

Yes, it does; but while at home we really require it
0
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to keep away cold, here it is more to remind us of the
-warm sun gone to rest," said Lady Esmondet.

There's no doubt the dear Spaniard, the Marquis Del
Castello, has an eye for luxlirious comfort," said Vaura,
as sWe sank into the corner of a tête-à-tête sofa and fell
into a reverie of Lioners probable leave-taking.

While Mrs. Marchmont seated herself in an Elizabethan
chair Idiranda placinom herself on a footstool by her side.
and laying her head with its thin sandy curls on her

lî knee.
What a child you are still, Miranda," said her mother,

Sentimentally,-as she fondled the high cheek-bone.
You are quite companions," said Lady Esmondet.

We are bosom friends; more th-an sisters since the
depârture of iny dear husband."

Mr. Marchmont has been dead some time I believe,"
Yes, some twelve years ; but, dear Lady Esmondet,

Miranda will tell you that I always speak of dear Charles
as departed, gone before; more as if he had gone out to

ýî buy me some new fancy w k, you kno'w; the word
dead' upsets my nerves so," a d the sandy head drooped

and a hand was laid on the fo head.
Yes; dear mamma has such efined feelings."

Yes," said her hostess, absently, for she heard a mes-
senger arrive, a tap at the door of the dining-room, and

knew the message was for the temporary master of the
housean answer toi his telegram, and wished the March-

monts back to, their own quarters, so, that the complete
little trio were alone; but she is forgetting Madame
Grundy, so, says

ci- I believe you intend winter*ng in Italy."
Yes; we bave rented ]Rose Cottage to, a friend of Mrs.

Haughtonýë, a Major Delrose, late of the -th Lancers.'-'
h)it's wour cottage he has rented " said Lady Es-

mondet, awaking to interest.
Yes ; Màj or Delrose took an awful fancy to it, and

Mrs. Haughton, dear thing, took a good deal of trouble in



making our arrangements; neither Miranda or myself[OMare stror,,,"
b,--tronor! Mat an odious word to apply to us. It

smells of milk and milk-maids; we would be uninterestiý,,
wîthout our pet ailments!'

"' Excuse me, my child, I know a zephyr could waft us
away." %

'c Pull-backs would be rather in the way of the onward
movement of the zephyr, don't you think ?" inquired

Vaura, ironically, and glancing at the figure of the
speaker, who with ber daughter wore, at the instigation
of Mrs. Haughton (who laughed wîth ber men friends at
the ob ects they wereý, skin-tight chamois under-clothing,
and with only one narrow underskirt beneath the dress,
express the figure so that nothing is left to imagination.

'« Ah! Miss Vernon, don't be severe; Mrs. Haughýon, dear
tbing, says you bave no pet sins, but if you will only
wear tights, Ishall send in my own name for them," sh,

said coaxingly.
"' Merci! madame," said Vaura li( ghtly, " but Worth bas

not yet told me my pleasure in life would be enhanced
by the encasinom of my body in tights, so 1 shah content

myself with myself, as you see me." Dl
I'm, so sorry you wont."

but I believe 1 interrupted you ; you were say-
ing something about Mrs. Haughton having kindly
smoothed away difficultiesin the way of your wintering

in Italy ; " this she said roused to interest for ber unele's
sake, " and this Major Delrose, how was he mixed up with

Mrs. Haughton ?
«« Oh 1 yes, Miss Vernon, the dear tiahts put everything

else out of my head; well, as I was saying, Major Delrose
longed to be near the Hall, and as the Colonel does not

take to him, you see he is a little attentive to Mrs.
H hton, and the dear týing likes him, dear Charles was
just Ïke the Colonel, if men'- have handsome w'ives theyý
doWt'like men to- admire them; so Mrs. Haugghton, dear
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thing, hit upon this plan, and they both arranged it with
us one day they were in, and we were not strong, I mean
ýwe were delicatè, so we remain as long as the Major *ants
Rose cottage, then we go to London to my sister, Mrs.

Meltonbury, for the season."
" Ah 11 understand, quite a friendly arrangement," an-
swered Vaura, a trifle sarcastically. Here a diversion wa6

caused by the en'trance of the gentlemen.
The fair Miranda raised ber sandy head from 'lier

mother's knee and looked languishingly at the priest, who
smiled as be took a seat beside ber.
«« 1 am so glad we -have you in Rome during our stay,"
observed Mrs. Marchmont, gushingly, II yiu will be such
company for Miranda while 1 am embroiderinor; the sweet
child was saying she should somuch. like to go to you for

confession.','
Confessinz! who is confessing said Sir Dennis, wi he

entered, II faith for once I would not say no to playing
priest where there is a lovely penitent to shrive," and he

glanced at Vaura and was making for the sofa >side ber,
but Lionel with one long step gained theîr mutual goal,
saying : 1 1

II Priest Douglas will not allow you to entrench upon
his preserves, O'Gorman."

"Faith ! you wouldn't either," said the Irishman with a
side glance at the sofa. -
Il But tell me," continued Treval ' yon, Il confess, reveren
Father, dost thou at ceonfession bestow the gentle kiss o

reconciliation? >J or1 «' You should not disclose the secrets of the confession
Robert, " said Lady Esmondet, coming to his aid.
Il No 1 trust me," answerecl-Robert,-and Miss Marchmo t

-ý',1hung ber head and blushed. %
II It would be a pleasant little dénouement when, e

penitent was a pretty woman," said Trevalyon lau -
ingly.

A propo8 of the confemional, did any of you ever e e

-1,eý Il
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under the torture of that modern Inquisition, the 'Con-
fession Book ? "' said Vaura.

1'Yesý yes," cried the gentlemen simultaneously.
'g Oh 1 don't denounce them, Miss Vernon," exclaimed

Miss Marchmont pathetically. «'I Suld not exist with-
out mine; it is so interesting to read aloud from at a
pienic, tennis party, or five o'clock tea. Indeed, my qon-
fession book was one of the chief sources of pleasure at
Rose Cottage, wasn't it, mamma ? " and she stroked her

.0 mother's hand caressingly.
" It was, Miranda; and Miss Vernon must pr*omi*se to

write down all her secrets in your book on her return to
,h England; Blanche Toi-opkins bas it in charge; yo' will

promise to write, Miss Vernon, wont you and the
)r thin lips were pursed into a smile.

" The saints forbid," laughed Vaura, ', that I should put
16 the surgical knife, as it were, to my heart, and lay bare
ig all às latent workings for the express delectation of five

.ie o'clbék teas-and women 1 "
>..r, " Oh! do, dear Miss Vernon," said Miss Marebënt1 coaxinel 1«y, your heart would be so interest,.ag."

The gentlemen laughed.
)n " Nearly as much so as the potato bug," said Vaura in

an undertone to Trevalyon; aloud, she said gaily:
a il No, I rebel, and most solemnly affirm, that, as you

tell me Mrs. Haughton says I cultivate no pet sins, and
1 as she is your oracle, I abide by her decision; with no
0 pet sins, what could I say ? that, as -to colours, Worth sup-

plies me. That, though I be ostracised by Mrs. Grandy, I
still have the courage left in me to affirm that 1 don't and

won't climb the dizzy heights or -flights, to pour incense
t on that shrine alone. And that, were 1 on the rack, I

should gasp forth that the woman who invented torture-
e books bas not my heart-felt love."-h- "" Rear 1 hear 1 " said O'Gormon, clapping his hands,

when found., make a note on> , Miss Marchmont, and you
.ae haye Miss confession!
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Yes, now 1 should never have thought of that; you
Irish think like lightning; let me see if I can recall what
Miss Vernon said," and the sandy locks.are thrown back-
wards as the blue eyes dwell on the painted ceiling.

«, But, Miss Marchmont said Trevalyon, in pretended
earnest, " it would be unorthodox, and spoil your book,

unless you extract a promise from Miss Vernon, only to
pour incense at the feet of the brilliant Earl."

Oh certainly, thank you, Capt. Trevalyon; pardon me,
Miss Vernon," cried the owner of ther- torture-book, in
great dismay, "excuse me but everyone contributin to

bo , must'admir, the dear Earl more than anyone
departed or with us (Gladstone after, if you wish); of
course" she added apologetically, l'I' One idoles not care to
reniember he hal Jewish blood, yet against that fact is,
that he bas never eaten pork, such a nasty, vulgar meat."

Remember, Miranda sweet, that Miss Vernon, having
spent so much of ber life in France, cannot perhaps know
that it is the fàshion to worship the Earl."

From Earl Beaconsfield to, music iis a long look, but
let us také it said Lady Esmondet; " Miss Marchmont,
will you sing for us

As Miranda asked ]Rev. Robert what it should be,
Vaura said in7 an undertone to Trevalyon:

I do 4 Pire the clever.Earl immensely, and not only
because it is the decree of the god of fashion."

I wish we had the evening to ourselves," he murmur-
ed, , what do you think of the Irishman ?

He ils lavish of the superlative degree; is good-hearted
as his race; and for the time being, feels iintensely," she
amswered.

Miss Marchmont, now asking ber mother to join ber in
the duet, «'Come where my love lies dreaming," they

glided arm in arin toi the piano, and now Miss March-
mont implored of some one to come where ber love lay
dreaming, ïn a shrill treble, whille her mother repeated
the request in a very fair alto. 1

O'Gormon ed Vaura to a 'ame at chess.
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Lionel fell into a brown study of his future plans to undo
the mischiéf done by a woman's toncrue. The poor fellow
often glanced at Vaura in all ber loveliness, and a pain
came to his heart as'he looked, for he thoucrht of how he

was leaving ber, not knowing if she loved him, and with
other men about ber; and of how, with the torture that he
might lose ber weighing bim down, he was going out
from ber alone to, find Sister Martdalen, and see if she
would openly reveal all. She had been reticent and
guarded for years, and he was not in a mood to hope much.

But flow he hears the clear voice of Vaura cry, " check-
mate," and 0-'Gormon leads ber to the piano.

Vaura gave them a gem of Mozart's, then some gay
opera airs, then, in response to their pleadinçr for sorne
song, gave " Il Bacio," in ber full rieb tones.

Sir Dennis stood by the piano and loo-ed his admira-
tion.

Il You seem fond of music, Sir Den nis," said the fair
musician, as she leisurely turned over the music with him

in search for a song rom Il Traviata."
Il Fond of -it 1 1 adore it, and sometimes the mus'cian."
'«.à double tax on your powers of aclorinçr," said Vaura,

as Sir Dennis 'laced the son before ber, but thoughgaily, p 9 ber heart washer notes were clear and sweet as a bird's,
sad at the thought of the partini between Lionel and

herself, and just now she had no sympathy with the free-
fivm- care spirit of the' song II Gail -y Thro'Life 1 Wander."

Durin the song Capt. Trevalyoh was summoned from
the room. It is a telegram, and runs thus

THE LANGnAm HOT EL>1 Il LONDON, England, Dec. 24th.

,lMy father cannot live, and wishes to, see you. Phy sician
mys come at once. JuDiTH TR.EvAL-YoN.

«,, Capt. Trevalyon,
Il Villa Iberia, Rome, Italy."
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Sims this telegram calls me to Encriand. You'say
there is an express at midnight. It is now 10 30; go at
once and take some necessarýy refreshment ; pack my luçy-

g age léaving out my travelling gear; get your own box,
A! and have them conveyed to, the depot, express them

through to London, to the Langham, and be ready to leave
with me by the midnight train; and don't forget Mars."

Yes sir; and what time, sir, shall I order the tra to
take you to the dépot, sir ?
"At 11.30 sharp, Sims."

Yes, SiLr.
lit Captain Trevalyon hurried back to the salons just as

Vaura finished her song. He made his way to Lady Es-
mondet, in order to get a word in her ear, as Sir Dennis

monopolised Vaura; but Mrs. Marchmont was full of a
new folding screen Mrs. Haughton: had ordered from
London.

The dear thing wanted something novel, so had the
three Graces ' painted on a sky-blue plush ground, sus-

pended in the air; over them (as it were) hangs an open
umbrella in rose-pink; oh 1 it's too lovely for anything,

Lady Esmondet; you will be entranced when you see it,
Captain Trevalyon, and she folded her hands and turnM
her pale blue eyes upwards.

To Captain Treval on's relief, Vaura asked him to sing
something, and seeinom it was hopeless just now, to have a
Word with Lady Esmondet, he hoped when his song was
over and their glass of champagne drank, there would be
a eneral exodus ere it was time for him to, leave ; so he9

moved towards the piano, and playing his own accompani-
ment, sang one of Moore's melodies, '« Farewell, but when-

ever you welcome the hour."
Vauza sat at a small table near the piano. Sir Dennis,

witb the sa'nguineness of his race, thought she was inter-
ested in his chit-chat and in a book of Italian views, 'but
her thoughts were with Lionel, for she caught his eye, and

mind rùn in grooves,"' and he knew that she under-



1

y stoodjiis silent farewell; she felt lier lieart ache, and
t would have risen and gone to Iiiiii, but "' men iriay suffer

and women may weep," but the conventionalities must be
attended to, or the mighty god, society', stares and frowns;

n and so Lionel sung parting words to the woman he loved,
and to his friend; and surely Moore woùld have been

moved to tears had lie heard the depth of feeling thrown
into his words. When-he was singing, the silver ebinies

softly -rang-eleven o'clock, so knowing lie had no time to
lose, he quietly left the room. 1 ý

Vaura's heart throbbed quickly for she thought, " he
has gone." -

3- But the* Marchmonts, much to lier relief and Lady Es-
S mondet, saying they must '« really tear themselves away, »

a a ýrather prolonged leave-taking took place between
Reverend Robert Douglas and Miss Marchmont, into,

whieh Mrs. Marchmont was drawn.
e " Well, I don't know, Miranda sweet," she says, " that
3- 1 can promise to take you to St. Augustine service to-
,n morrow afternoon, I am going to high mass at St. Peter's,

and shall be fatigued."
t) Vaura, who was standing near, listening to O'Gormon's

adieux, and anxious to, do anything to hasten their leave-
taking, said'quickly:

.9 «e I shall likely go, and shall call at your hotel for Miss
a Marchmont."

Mïss Marchmont was gushing in her thanks.
«" Oh! don't forget, Miss Vernon, I wauldn't, miss hear-

ing Mr. Douglas intone the service- for world&
The creature, not the creator" " thought V-aura. But

now at last the guests have departed and the friends' are
alone.

Lionel sees them. go from the garden walk which he is
pacing up and down, ready to gô and waiting for the trap.

t fle has gone out urged by conflicting emotions, head ach-
d mg, and in the air hoping to gain calm. It is now 11.15;

fdteen minutffl yet. If I could only see her aJone.,"
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Fortune favotirs him, for Lady Esinondet having heard
from, Saunders (while Vaura is engapmed with the March-
monts) tbat Captain Trevalyon is about somewhere, as he
does not go until eleven thirty, takino- in the situation,
tells Vaùra to go to the isalom for a little while and she

will.join b:er after she gives some directions toi ber
maid.

So Vaura, returns and, wishing to be quite alone before
Lady Esmondet joins her, steps into the conservatorybut
there ber sense of loneliness is so complete, that she re-

turns to, the salon immediately aqjoining, and drawing
the heavy brocade curtains dividing it from the others,
she feels that she can give herself up to thouophts of
Lionel; she knows now that he is gone; she Would give
worlds to have him by ber side; she throws herself onto a

lounge with ber great whi-te arms in a favourite attitudeý
thrown above heÏhead. But in the moment of ber en-

trance into the conservatory, Lionel had seen ber from.
the garden and came in noiselessly to make sure; sbe is

alone., and he is now gazing at her through the glass door;
ber bosom.heikves, ber flower face is lovely in its tran--
sparent soft paleness, and ber eyelids are wet with the

tear-drops she will not let fall, ber lips move end he opens
the door on its noiseless hinges; she says softly:

Oh darlin&, why did you go? 'Y and she throws ber-
self on ber side and buries ber face in ber arms. Now
Lionel fearing to hear the wheels of the trap to take him

away, makes a noise with the door as if he had only come,
and so VauraIthinks as she starts to, a sitting pos ure and
ber heart beats wildly as shesays, putting both hands to
ber side, '« Oir, you are not go e, 1 am so glad."

«' But I am going, and in ew minutes, Vaura dari-

eo 

e
ling, and he seated himself e ber; "you must know
I love you with the whole ippe up love of my life," and
'his arm was round ber. ou know, darling, I told you

of a ty and I did not mean to speak until it was
removed, but my heart bas ac1ýed 'and I ain so linmanned



I bave not known sometimes what to do or how to bear
up; 1 have been in torture, darling, lest other men should
win your love. Oh 1 my love, my beautiful darling, say

you will not give your heart to another, that you will
wait until I can plead my cause."

" I shall wait, dear Lionel," -
cc God, is it so, ' darling, darling? " and the soft hand was

pressed and the lovely head. was drawn to his breast and
the rose-mouth was kissed again and, again.

ci There, that will do, won't it, Lionel, for to-night; we
have waited so long," and the larg e grey eyes with their

warm love-light, looked into the tired blue of the eyes so
near her own now with a great passionate love looking

from týém.
*"Darling love," and his cheek was on bers, " I feel so

full of blisg and content, and my nerves all tbrobbing, 1
don't think I can ever let you go; oh, you don't know

how I love you. I used to boast of my strength with
women beauty ; ý bub with vtu in my arms, heaven, what
bliss 1 Vaura, darling, I feel half delirious; and yet a full
rich joy in living and loving could not turn a man's
brain."

And now the hall bell is pulled furious1y; Vaura starts
up and tô, her feet.
«« Put yout soft arms around my neck, darling, and glive

me a goodlye kiss; it will be a talisman from evil, and
help me througb my lonLely trav4els."

And her arms are clasped tightly round his neck, and
his head bends down to the sweet lips.
ci Good-bye, dearest Lion," and the eyes rest on his and

islie whispers, " I am not sorry I came back alone to 'the
miomeli

" My love; how can I leave you."
« You MUSV, 0

Lady Esmondet calls and Lionel hurries, to the
and with a tight hand-clasp with his friend and a

w1ýsrred, "' I shall and must-conquer my enemies."
ou wi][13 iàolaeLli
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And Lady Esmondet knew by the light in his e es that
he had spoken and she was glad.

Raving promised Vaura to join her she. now turned her
steps towards the salom, but thinking, " No, she will not
want me to-night," retraced her steps to her own room;

lit and while her maid disrobed her, the lonely woman
thought: " What a perfect union theirs will be; both
bandsome, gifted, and with much gold, for I Iall settle--
£3,000 per annum on Vaura. Sir Vincent will do some-
thing for dearIionel. Ah, me; what I have missed in my
wedded life, I who could have loved a husband of my

own choice so fondly, so truly. Erie, Erie, you alone
would have niade me happy; but I am growing old, 1 am

looking back; it is folly. Alice Esmondet, yoli raust not
give way to melanchol life is sweet to you even if you
are not a winner of all good in life's game-. Give me a
few drops of red lavender, Somers; there, that will do;

now- leave me and go to rest."
Vaura7s whole being was filled. with such intense happi-

ness as she sank into a corner nE ýkm sofa whem Lion*el
had found her a short time before&that she would not
move and soi perhaps break the spell.

Emotional natures will ýknow Iow she felt; as one does
on waking from. a dream. of ther night, so rich, so full of
sweetness, so full of delicious languor one does not move

a muscle lest the sensation pass.
*At J> last she moves with a great sigh. «'My darling,

e, she thought, i'« and he loves me; come back to, me,
'Lion,'-' and the great fair arms were elasped ait the back
of her head, then thrown down to the knees, and the
hânds go together, while a smile, oh, how sweet and
tender, comesto the mouth, and the eyes are wet with

theïr waxmth and feeling.
"" I'm gladyou spoke befère the " difficulty,'is overcome,
for if you can never undo it you will know that I always
lovgd you. Men who would have satis:fied moist womep
hâve wooed me M vain. now could any one of them
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who have charged me with cruelty see me. Yes, dearest
Lion, I am every inch a woman and am subdued at last,
and longing, longing, dear heart, to feel your arms about
me- and see the light in your mesmeric eyes. 1 have been

waitm*g for you so long, love; come back to me, for 1
cannot do without the sweet, grave smile, the look from
the tired eyes. Do you know, darling, -as you are whirl-
ing away to northern climes that I am dreaming the

hours away thinking of you; it is one o'clock, love, good
inighte"

And Vaura, in all her loveliness, and full of a dreamy
lanoruor, went to, her chamber. Saunders heard the light

step in the silent household and followed her mistress.
" You must be sleepy, Saunders; put away my robe,

lace, and jewels, and go."
" I am not tired, Mademoiselle; I have just had a nap

in the house-keeper's room; you'd best let me run the
comb through your hair, Mademoiselle."

" Very well, Saunders, but be quick; I am tired."
<« The household are sorry, Miss, thaehe Captain is away;

we were pràud to have such.ahandsome master, and so
free-handed; but it wasn't for what the Captain gave;
it was his own kind ways, and weIl be wishinop his ser-

vant back too, Mademoiselle; -he w&s so merry. But
his master was so kind, Sims could but be happy."

«'Even' the hirelings love him," thought her mistress;
aloud she says:

«« 1 am quite sure Capt. Trevalyon was a kind master,
Saunders, and Sims was a faithfül servant, and looked
the essence of good humour. Good-night, you can go
now, st

«« Good-night, ma!,qm ; what time shall I call you for
your bath, ma'am. ?

At half-past nine."
Yes, mWam."

the white robe de nuit is on, and this sweet wo-
mim glances at the mirror, iind. smilez at 'the fair face
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ith the bright brown curls on the brow, the throat as
fair -as the soft robe of muslin, all 'a mystery of embroi-
dery and shapely clingingness.

CHAPTER XXXII.

ile, TREVALYON GONE, VAURA KILLS TIME.

HRISTMAS Day, the birth-day of Christ, dawn-
ed fair beautif ul and bright, and ww; usher-
ed in by many a peal of sweet sotinding
bells.

The heavenly east was so gloriously bright as old Sol
mounted upwards, as to cause many a devout Roman (as
he wended his steps to worship the Creator, at the altar,

in one or other temple whose doors stood wide open, ad-
mitting a gleam of sunlight onto the figure of the sleeping

babe, and the adoring faces of the worshippers, to, cause
him) to imagine as he gazed upward, that the beavenly
Host caused all this flood of light in the warm, glorious
east by their smiles of approval, at -man% attempt to

1 adore.
Vaura woke from. a late sleep as Saunders tapped at

the door; slumber had only come to, ber by sweet snatches
during the hours of the night; but she lay happy in the

dreamy quiet; a'n4 the« face of the man she loved was
ever before her. On waking, as ber rnaid knocked, ber
first feelin ':' was that something wa.9 wanting; that some-
thing had gone out of ber daily life, and she gave a long
deep sigh. Then the sweet sense, that she was loved,
came to ber; not that the knowledge of this maji!s love

was just come to her---she had known it for some time,
but they had both reached that sMe when mutual



pledges of love were craved for, and which, to, flIl their
whole being with the fulness of content, with the fulness

of a satisfied bliss, had become a necessity.
The first thinûr that met her eye on risincr were a few

crushed flowers on the seat of her favourite chair. Tied
around the stalks wu a delicate point-lace handkerchief ;
on the tiny square of muslin wu written, in the hand-

writing she knew so well, Vaura Vernon; among the
blossoms were a few written words:

" My heart aches at léaving you without a word of
farewell. My brain is in a whirl. I feel as though I

shall go mad if you -givé your love to another; save me
by writing me. Writing!. how cold. God help me 1

Your DoNEL. y) Il I

Capt. Treval.yon, not thinking to see Vaura, had, before
going into the garden, gone to her boudoir, and Placed
this mute farewell on her chair.

I' Now my darling knows," she thought as she p'ressed
them to her lips.

There were warm Christmas greetings exchanged be-
tween the two women friends, o Ù* meeting in the break-

fast room. When the servants were released from duty,
duty, Lady Esmondet said:

Dear Lionel has left us somethinor to, remember him
at least for to-day, Vaura, ma chère, see here," and she

held up two vinaigrettes she had Ieen admiring; on the
cover to the stopper of one was the name 1« Alice Esmon-
det;' on the other, "' Vaura Vernon." Both bottles were
small and both gold; on one side of Vaura's were the
words, " I am weary waiting, L. T.," in very smal.1.1etters,
while a tiny wreath of forget-me-nots encircled the words;

blue stones, inlaid, forràed the flowers ; round each w'as, a
slip of paper with the words: " With love and ChrIstmaq0 shes, from. Lionel Trevalyon. For the crush, at. St.
Peter's."

«C and thoughtf ul, for we shall féel Tais gift refre8h-
ing in the crowd, said Iàady.Fàsmondet,
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'I Poor dear, far away; we shall miss him on this
bright Christmas morn," said Vaura, as she read the
words, " I am weary waiting."

" But I am forgetting my gift to you, and one from
dear Unelle Eric," and Vaura took from a sinall box a
lovely locket; on one side was a miniature copy of Haugh-
ton; on the other the lovely face of the giver. «And

this from Unele for you came to me on yesterday; and
Vaura presented a photo of Col. Haughton.

How sweet it i§ to be remembered, Vaura and it's a
good likeness of your dear unelle: And here is a gift

from myself, a mere bagratelle, but I hope you will like
ity ') and she handed Vaura an acknowledgement from

Worth of an order for a ball-dress, to be at Haughton
Hall on the 5th January, 1878. -

" Thanks, god-mother mine, your thoughts are always
of some one other than of Alice Esmondet,"L ot at all,-N dear.

I shall be glad to return to England now," and there
was a tender light in Vaura's eyes ; «' ' that is, dear g6d-
mother, if you have laid up a sufficient store of strength."
1 " I have, ma chère, and if the revelry at Haughton
isn't too much, I shall be able not only to, stapd, bui

en*oy the season; I feel ver strong, and had 1 had a
happy life-I mean, dear, had I married where my heart

was-all would have been riaht; this 'eating out thé
heart alone' is not good for one. I have taken all the
tricks I could, and made the most of the cards in my
hànd, but they have not been to my liking." ,

My band shall follow m heart," sàid Vaura earn-
Y «'how I wish yours had, dear."
Yes) it bas been hard for me; but Fate, the dealer,9 0 '-yis g-iving qu good cards!'

«« How think you, godmother; is the game ours
You will win." -

How did you know? " sbe said, soffly, coming lover
to Lady Esmondet, and îtooping to kiss her.
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" By the great light in his eyes when he bade me adieu,
and the beart-shine in your own; it has been the wish,
of my life latel God is giving you a paradise in life,
dear.

', He is.11
«'This plot to damage Lionel's reputation is a some-
thing too mean," said Lady Esmondet indignantly ; "in

Mrs. Clayton's last letter to me she aïsks me to 'decline
to receive him, unless he publicly acknowledges his hid-
den wife;' she says, thoueph 'the women still will pet

him, their husbands are down upon him ; ' she further
says, 'Clayton says he has no right to run loose with
a hidden wife ýomewhere;' she says it has been in two
or three papers. I declare, Vaura, if it were nôt- for
the feeling I have that we shall be a comfort to your
uncle, I do not care to go to Haughton."

«" Poor Lionel," said. Vaura, thoughtfully, " he has got
himself into a wasp's nest. Suppose we dont stay at

Haughton, excepting for the ball, then go quietly to
your town house."

«« Yes, dear, as we pass through London I shall give
orders that my house be in readiness any day to receive
us; so, dear, if after we stay for a short visit we find it
abore, we shall go up-"1 «« And be voted Goths and Vandals for showing our
faces before the season opens; and Mrs. Grundy says
« Come;' what slaves we are 1 " said Vaura.

Now there is a tap at the, door, and a servant enters
:with contributions from t e/pýôst.

«I Any orders, your ladyship ?"
'Il Yes, the landau is to be at the door to take us to St.

Peter's in an hour - at the close of mass we shall drive
to the Duchess of Wyesdale, with whom we lunch; fur-
ther orders there. And here, Barnes," continued -Lady

ondet, taking out her purse, "" distribute this gold to
the household, excepting to Somérs and Saunders, whom'
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I shall attend to personally; and see- that no poor go
empty-handed from, the villa on this, the Day of Days."

«« Thank you, your ladyship, you are very kind, and
we all wish you and Mademoiselle a good Christmas."

«" Thank you, Barnes,"
""The man in bottle-green 1 ivery coming to the door,"

nid Vaura, as she left the breakfast-table, «'is servant
to our friend of'Erin."

In a few moments Saunders brought her mistress a
beautiful bouquet, with the card of Sir Dennis, on whieh

was written,. "' A merry Christmas to, Miss Vemon." *
"' What think you of the Ir*shman asked Lady

Esmondet.
cg Oh? I hardly know; he is à great good-natured

creature; if his heart be proportioned to, the rest of his
frame, the future Lady OGormon will, require tobe in-
tensely lovable." .41

«e The cards are quite artistie this year," said Lady,
Esmondet; "but of yours, I think the one from, poor

Marie Perrault the most recherchée!'
«'She encloses me a few lines; poor girl, she makes a

great fuss over the few bits of gold I sent her. I have
just read a lètter from Mrs. Wingfield; after a good deal
of chit-chat she says: We are staying at the Lord
Elton's place, Surrey, and are quite lively over the Tre-.

valyon)s N C Hidden Wife' story - the men are mad - that
he runs loose, while they are beld in bondage with the
fetters that he should be held in also. I declare, aod.
mother dear, one is inclined to, think envy is the motive
power that rules the human family,"
"' Indeed, yes; envyý hatred and malice are a prosperous

firm who wül not fail for want of capital,"
«« This Major Delrose, that the Marchmonts named,
must be a sworn enemy of poor dear Lionel

"He is, and of years."
«Ah an intuitive feeling told me - so ; and at Rose,.

Cottage and the woodland at the outskirta of our



grounds hides it from the Hall; and a man and woman
could meet and plot unobserved; but, god-mother mine,

let us away to dress; the first bells are soundiiag their
sweet musical invitation, and I shall try to forget Mrs.

Haughton ; for, amchg Christ's gifts to men, 1 perbaps
have not valued that most excellent gift of charity."

Vaura is first robe but Lady Emondet eùters the hall
from. her boudoir in a ew moments. They are now in the
landau and rapidly d * ven to that most stately of modern
sanctuaries, a type in its maggrnificent architecture and
strength crf the pride, riches, and unity of the wonderful
system. it represents.

Vaura wears a robe of seal brown velvet and tight
jacket of seal fur, a smaR écru velvetbonnet with scarlet

geraniums among the lace. - I
Lady Esmondet wishes Lionel could see the sweet face,

and the faf-away look in the great expressive eyes. Thevast
building was crowded to, the doors; the singing of maffl
grand tu sublimity, and «'the, holy organ's rolling sound
was felt on roof and floor," its vibrations thrilling the

hearts of the worshippers. The majestie grandeur of the
interior of thi.s stately edifice, with its many altars, was
en this holy festival, enhanced by many beautiful decora-
tions, chaste in design and of costly value. Rare gems,
vessels of gold, and vessels of silver, the gifts of princes,
sparkled on altars of perfect workmanship, while -beau-
teou's flowers raised their hea(ls fro' priceless vases, trying
in vain, with their sweet odour to drown the fumes of in-
cense, wafted from. the censor in the hands of the acolytes.,

High mass being concluded, Lady. Esmondet, with
Vauýra, slowly emergëd from. the sacred edifice. 0"Gornàon
and a young Italian aftached to the Quirinal having
waited for them. at the door, conducted them, to their lan-

dau, when with warm Christmas greetings tirey parted to
-meèt for "lunch with the Duchess of Wyésdale. On reach-
mg their dçstination they found their slender waistecl

wità her daieter, the Lady Eveline Northingdon,

1,4
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with a few English and Italian notabilities, assembled in
the salons. The Duchess looked blank on seeing that

Capt. Trevalyon was not in attendance; for to tell the
truth, she had onlv invited Lady Esmondet'and Miss
Vernon beeause she could not very well bid Trevalyon

to lun*ch and ignore his hostess.
For though he had only given. ber a few câreless flat-

teries, thq were ber food; still he had looked into ber
eyes and stailed. It was only a way he bad, but she was
a silly little woman, and vain, telliiig herself th4t in the

old days'she was sure he loved her hopelessly, but the,
Duke then lived, and British law was in the way, a

woman could not marry more than one man at one time.
She little knew that the mighty eagle, as he soars to his
home in the mountain heights, with his bold glance woo-
ing the sun, would as soon love the puny night hawk as
would Lionel, Trevalyon waste his heàrt'à; strongest feelings

on such a frail butterfly as Posey Wyesdale.
So, now, on the entrée of our friends without Trevalyon

the Duchess, as she greeted them, called out in her thin
treble,

de Where's my truant cavalier? You bave never come
without him? That would be too cruel."

We have; simply because he has left Rome and Italy."
Left Rome without bidding me adieu," screamed. Posey,

«d how cruel 1 Eveline, ring for my drops; the shock makes
me feel quite faint. Tell me how, and why, Lady Esmon-
det?

ce Ris uncle; Sir Vincent wa-s -dying,-is now probably.9
over the bdrder."

de To a death-bed 1 how unfortunatel What -shall I do
without, him for my tableaux t'-' she wâs moved to tears

-for the tableaux.
de What a pity the m ighty Angel of Death would not

stay his hand even foi- the tableaux of an uch-
ess 1 " said Ijady Fàsmondet, with veiled eyinci.9m.

Yes, I think he wais very =e4" sobbed the Dwlw&
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41 Never mind, mamma," said Eveline, soothingly
Some one else can take his place, and perbaps CapL

Trevalyon will now be a baronet, and that will be so nice.so it will make it all right."You like himy C
', So it will," said Posey, drying her eyes, CC if it's so, is

it, Lady Esmondet? "
«, Yes, Lady Wyesdale, Capt. Trevalyon succeeds to, the

baronetey." 
1

Lady Estnondet's remark was carried with different
variations to the end of the salon, where Vaura sat. She

was immediately besieged with questions. 1
CC Mat is this rumour, Miss Vernon," a-sked an English-

man; «'is Trevalyon to be raised to the peerage 2 "
. «C For his looks of an Adonis and many fascinations,"
cried one.

«, No,, for his many affaires de cSur," laughed another.
Ci Or that his 'hidden wife ' is coming forth," said, a

London man, Who read the news.
'« More likely for some knightly act, by his Queen re-

warded,," echoed a soft-voiced Italian.
" Or his vote, is promised for the war supply," said, the

London man.
CI Carita, carita said Vaura, laughingerly, and turning

to, the London man, CI You forget the party motto,.'no
biýîbery,',tMr. Howard, and if you all lend an ear, I shall

tell you that instead of a peerage, our friend, as far ais
1 know, is plain Capt. Trevalyon."

«« Heresy, Miss Vernon, fer he is not 'plain,' and, you
wümen will ha«Ye it that he is a peer in our agre.Iý

A peerless way of putting it, Mr. Howard," laughed
Vaura.

C" Luncheon is served, my lady," said the butler.
"'Somebody take in everyhody," said the Duchess. 'CWe

always go to luncheon .8aw, cérémonie."
And so fateWiRed Signqr Castenelli (theyaung ItaJU*M'4

who had accompanied them to, the landaU)ý,aVaum,
The table wais gay with Sèvrez and majoIwa wm,
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but the viands were poor and scanty, and the victuals few
and far between. One man of healthy appetite could
easily have laid bare dishes tbat had been prepared for
seven when five morninom callers having been invited
to remain, so lessened the morceau for each guest. The

Duchess havingdecided on getting- all ber wardrobe from
the magie scissors of Worth, had determined to, retrench
in the matte'r of wines, etc., not putting faith in the adage

that, «'the way to a man's heart is through his stomach."
Believe me she wÔuld sav to ber butterfly friends,

I know men's tastes, and they would rather feast their
eyes than their stomachs."

You may be very wise, Posey Wyesdale, but trust me,
" man bas no eyes for either you or your gown, if after
" long ride or much caRing he finally, in an evil hour, sue-

cumbs té your invitation to, lunch and, you give him a
mouthfül of -chicken and one slice of wafer-lik e bread and

butter, the mighty whole washed down with a cup of
weak tea or thin wine; rather would he (curled darling

though he be) return the primitive eustom of his fore-
fathers and feefl the inner man at the much-despised mid-

day dinner on steaming slices of venison or beef, while he
slaked his thirst in a bumper of British beer. But as

O'Gormon said to, Castenelli, on di with him on that
same evening: «I Faîth, all that was on the table of Lady
Wyesdale wouldn't add to, the hips of a gr&sshopper." -
" No, a fellow wouldn% have to try your larding sys-

tem to get himself into waltzing shape ; did, your little
English duchess cater for him," had lauped CastenelU

But let us return to the Duchess of Wýesda1e and ber
guests.

It seemed to, Lady Esmondet, who was seated. near
her hostess, who ýplied her, with questions as to, Captain

Trevalyon% whereabouts and possible doings, an insuffer-
able bore to be there. To Vaura, who was more plea-
sntl lacédi, it seemed as though a few sentenm -were
sud., Ya Ïéw'-ýmouthf uls eaten, and the f east over.
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cc Ho w is your noble king; Signor CastenelliVaura. ýY) inquired

" Our beauteous flowers wili not bloora, nor Our sweet,-song birds sing another-summer for him; my heart weeps,as I SaY it, Signora.e1
"' Yes ; he is a fit king for so fair a lande and I sincerelytrust for your sake and Italy, your fears will not be re-alized. The gentle Pius IX. LS also stricken downyeCC Yes, Signora, but our Holy Fatherys 1089' could be'more easily replaced than that of our beloved temporaisoveieiign-

Yes ; a few solitary closetinors of -the Cardinalsballots taken, a few volumes of smoke and thagain.)y p e Pope, lives
" You like my city, Signora ? Y> 1
«'I love it. Ah 1 how. much have you here to, enoble; torefine, to educate; what great, souls have expanded in anatmosphere laden with the breath ý_ f a long) never-d 9line of poets, Orators, sculptors and, painters.Castenelli, it is a noble heritage to Ie ý , Signor

Roman-born."*Thanks, Signora Vernon, for your gracious tribute-toMýr country. But alas, lwe are fast becoming inoculatedwith the progressive spi it of the age; theamong US.» ILM erican is
"You should extol him, Signor Castenelli, it is the fash.ion with us to, welcome him, bis note-book and bis gold.pp"'He is too' energetie for me," said the Italian, as Vaurataking bis arm followed others to the sa'Iom ancJ,ýrOM thefeut.
'« He is a man of bis time ; you and I, Signor, are old.fashioned in regretting that many of the old land-marksare doomed; the spirit of the age ïs insatiable and hisvotaries are never idle in sacrificing in." honour, and ifwe'd be happy we must-not weep. I confess 1 regret thatyour historie; not over clean, but picturesque Jews quar-ter, the Ghetto, is to, give place to yourt, t s. rather an neonèruity (to new palaê-è ofjus ce me) that it should

TIREVALYON GONE, VAUPLA KILLS TIME.
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rise as if from the ashes of hearth-stones round whieh in
days of yore ficrures sat to whom, justice had béen very

impérfectly meted out."
«'True, true, Siganora Vernon, and 1 don't like to see

them, all go, and your syuipathy is sweet. The American
is, a giant iin his tirrie; but we are not as they, he is liter-

àlly a man of to-day; he has to be always in a hurry t;o
make his name tell. We bave done all that, but he is

wrông to say we are dreamers," and his eyes Êa-shed ; «'our
blood is as full of fire as in the days of the Gracchi, the

«'Theirs was a crrand age, but ours is gay, and couldwe
be promoted backwards, î fear me," she added gaily, " we
would long for our telephone, our electric light, our

novels, our. mutual club life, our great Worth, our loung-
ing chairs, and many other pet luxuries.,"

ci True, Signora," answered Castenelli, in the same tone,cc and I can answer for mXself ; were a belle of those days
toi step from the canvas for my approval, I should tell
her te sleep on, and give plaýe to her more beautiful and
gay sister of my own day."

In the name of the buttýrf1ies of to-àay, I thank
you," said Vaura gaily. 1

et How long do you grace Rome with your presence 2
«« One short week and a day, Signor; and I shall not

leave your sun-warm Italia without regret, replete as it
ia with so much that charms, the mind -and senses, none
so soulless 1 hope, but would feel as 1 thall on bidding
adieu' to one of the choicest gardens Dame Nature
revels in."

Why leave us so, soon
Vate wills it, and there are home revels to which, we
are bid, and the crush of the season after, where we shall
only see oùr wings gýsten by Edisons or the now doomed

gas-shine, for fog reigns supreme in the day-time, and
Wor old Sol is hid from us."

London belles would shine by their own beauty even
in Egyptian darkness.ý

A



For the Italian took pleasure in the beauty of the fair
woman beside him, lier expressive face changing as some

word touched her heart, or again gay, reflecting a nature
ever ready to respond in sympathy with the feeling of

those who pleased her.
«'One of your countrymen writes me from. your

metropolis," taking à letter from. his pocket; «' 1 shall read
you a line or two: 'Our city will soon be bright with the
beauty of fair women, handsome men, superb robings, gaya te ds. Rumour hath it that one ofequipaores, prancin

our favou-rite belïIes is sunninè herself in vour ]and.
Don't mar the beauty of our constellation by detaining

her with you after thé season opens for we must have la
beUe 'Vernon! Would that I had the power, v4as my
thought as I read."

«' Your friend exaggerates my poor charms, Signor."
'l« With so much of beauty to choose from, made-

moiselle, London society is critical, and my friend only en-'
dorses itiy verdict."
0 «« Well, Signor, London will have something of weigbti-er
matte-è to décide this coming season than the passing

beauty of woman. Our parliament have the vote on
the war supply, and as Beaconsfield cannot go into the
strife empty-handed on the issue of that vote hangs the
destiny of many lives."
,r,,Think you the Bright or peace party will be strong
enough to prevail ?" 1 f

«I N'o; Eneland's sous are ever jealous of their countrys
honour. TÉére is a strong popular feeling against any

encroachments by the Russian Bear. Our youn lefficers
are ever eager for a chance to distin,m,,ùsh themselves, andPt she added gaily, 11, have fistis all knuckles, alwaysý.0wr men,
doubled for a good hard blow."

« Well, it seems to me an expensive undert-amlvý.*t--,, that
your bold countrymen meditate. Turkey *18 lazy and\

luxurious."
Irps; not a fit sentinel for a dangerous pSt; fitiU,

;>17 t-,
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what are we to, do? We cannot uproot them and plant
in their place the trusty Scot or brave Celt; no, we must

even pay high wages to bad servants until wiser heads
than ours in some future generation devise some better
way of guardixig our'eastern possessions. But our pleas-

ant chat is over, Signor, Lady Esmondet is making her
adieux."

CC And you leave so soon, Signora; I am jealous of Lon-
don. May 1 see - you again ?"

. 0 " Surely, Signor; we go many places to take a last lov-
mg glance." ,

CC Give me something definite, I pray you."
"ý'Well"' the palace of the Vatican on to-morrow morn-
ing. * I must have another long look at the painting of
the Transfiguration. In the afternoon a drive in the
gardens of the Borghesian villa. In the evening Îhe
theatre and the exquisite voice of Patti. And now what
say you, grave and reverend Signor ; -will you remember
your lesson while I say au revoir," and with a gay smile
and a warm pressure of the hand from Castenelli Miss
Vernon, after saying her farewell to Lady Wyesdale and
her daughter, followed her god-mothèr to the landau.

You seem to have enjoyed your chat with Signor
Castenelli, said Lady Esmondet, as they drove away;
Miss Vernon to pick up Miss Marchmont for even-song at
the Churep of St. Augustine, Lady Esmondet for Éome.

CC Yes hé is pleasant to me, as moàt of bis countrymen
are: there is a fervor about them with all their languor,
that-is refreshing after our stoical Briton; 1 fear me

you were not so -ell placed, the little Duchess seemed to
fasten upon you."

«" She did, and entertained me with an unSulngcatechism, as to Lionel's whereabouts, bis eeds ast and
present - seems to, féar bis cousin, Judith Trevarylon ; in nfact, plainly- shows her old predilection, is ai; aforetime,
alive in her breast; is anxious to kppw hovi we became so yintimate with whether he goes to Haughton



WARX WORDS BRIDGE CRUEL DISTANCEé 259

whither the woman your unele bas married bas invited
her; says she doeg not leave Rome until the middle of

January; wants to, know if we shall be there for the
Twelfth-night ball; wonders if Lionel will retire for a

fashionable six weeks'mourning. Says there is a rumour
that he is engaged, to, half a dozen women, and bas a wife

and children somewhere; is crazy (tô use her own ex-
pression) to kno w if you are, as report says, engaged, to Del
Castello, etc., etc., and a-sked me point-blank, if 1 like dear
Mrs. Haughton."

«'What a whirl the brain of the siender waist Duchess
must be in, and what a bore she was to you; so she also
goes to Haughton. Fancy unele on one side, and Major
Delrose, the Rose Cottage people, Mrs. Meltonbury,

Peter Tedril, Hatherton, etc., on the other; Mad-ame well
knows how to mix up the brandy cocktail and poker of
midnight, with sober 9 o'clock whist and old port, but the

scales are weighter on one side. But behold the naturalist,
waiting at the door with prayer book in band, ready for

her devotions!'

CHAPTER XXXIII.

WARM WORDS BRIDGE CRUEL DISTANCE.

ADYEsmondet, «Vaura, and Robert Douglas
ate their Christmu dinner quietly together.

I shall feel lonely when you leave Rome,"
sud the priest, as he bade them a warm good-

« Naturally, you will misse us we are almost a part of
your old hoie," said Lady Eïsmondet,

I have no doubt, Roberto, that the onta will
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be very kind, to, you when we are gone," said Vaura,
smilingly.

" Yes, she will be good to a lonely priest," he answered
absently; then recovering himself, &" but I should not say

lonely; have I not the Church."
As a footman fasteneà the hall-door after the Rev.

Robert, Vaura said: 09 çThe Church will soon not be sufficient, to fill upSis b..
4.life; at least the naturalist will make him feel so." f" How differently cher Roland would range himself,"

said Lady Esmondet, thinkm*g of bis hopeless love for
Vaura; "«that girl with ber bugs and beetles, ber sandy
locks and sharp elbows, would drive him distracted. I
wonder what affinity Robert can have with such an one."

"" Why doth be love ber? « Curious fool, be etill; is bu-
man love the growth of human wiIF? "' saith the poet,.
So, god-mother dear, for aught we can. say, they must
epen join the legion of impossible unions. But we are

both wearyand had, best to bed and sleep or dreams."
"' Yes, 'tis late ; good. night, dear ; we have both missed

Lionel to-day." 
C" We have; he little dreams how much."

And as Vaura's robes were unfa4tened, and the deft d(
-fingers of ber maid made ber comfortable for the night, lu

a tall Ègure and handsome face, ta moustache, shad- fr
1, fa

ing lips sweet yet firm in expression, tired eyes -that Bwere generally gray,ç, but could flash or be tenderly loy- TEing, rose before ber. th,,147was only last night," she tho-jghiý,as she laidher V(soft cheek on the pillow, l' he was with,,,-us, and 1 feel as
thougb we had been parted for ages; and hèsuffers7 by Cit

all these rumours; and my dearest is in a tangled web ine

of difficulty and I am not near to, give him my sympathy Fi-
and poor dear uncle is not happy either; and it's a wo- :tu
mans work, but this making of moans is unnatural to de
me; I must make Time fly, and when I am once'in
land, my be to make thSe two men rega , n
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their old happiness; good-niorht, Lionel, I am weary to
see your face again, to hear your words of love and feel

your arms about me, for the sweet feeling that 1 belong
to vou seems only a dream; come back, come."

jýhe following day the programme of which Vaura had
spoken to Ca-stenelli, was gone through. But as Vaura

wished just now that the days would quickly join them-
selves to the great past, we shall not linger; but say,
that on nearing the painting of the Transfiguration, a
figure caught her eye, it was that of the voung Italian
Castenelli, who, with the dark rich colouri'ng, clear eut
features and soft brown eyes that Roman blood gives,
looked as though he might have stepped from the can-
vas on the wall. 16, 1

The painting in its gloriotis beauty held them in silent
admiration for some time. Výura drew a long breathî as
she turned away, saying: 1ci The man who painted the figure of the Christ inÂts
God-like sanctity of expression, must have bee4 inspired.
What a volume of sermons it preaches 1 "
As the Italian had ' ticket§ of admission to the Tower

of St. Peter's, Vaura decided to make the ascent. The
double walls of the dome are passed through ais quickly
as possible, as Vaurds time is short. But the view

from 'the top 1 who can describe it ? Not 1 ; my pen
faUs fiféless ; it would take a Moore to sing of; a
Byron to, immortalise,; a Longfellow, a Whittier or a
Tennyson to, make an idyl of; it has sent artists wild -
the eye rests lovingly on the hill-crests of the Saline,
VoIscian and Albano on the one side, then turns to *the
ýity with ite temples, its palaces, the historie past shupw-

mg in their very stones. Then the Coliseum and the
Forum, emh speaking their own story; then the eye

,turns to the, wind*ng Tiber; and y rests on the
waters of the violet Mediterranean in the far

w4,y.

Signor Quîtenelli, it is too much for, one day ; Ptis
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na wonder the Italian is a poet. You dwell in a maze of
beauty in nature and art. Dame nature with you wears
sueb a rich warm. dress; 'tis, little wonder your canvas,

aye, and your own faces show such sun-warm tints!'
You should dwell with us, Signora; you feel the

poetry of ciur land."
On parting from, the Italian he tendered to Vaura for

herself and Lady Esmondet his box at the theatre, as
being- more favourably situated than the only one Captain

Trevalyon had'been able to procure, and at Vaura's «Lnv*-
tation he dined at the villa Iberia, escorting them. after-
wards to hear the wonderful voice of Patti.

On the morning of the 28th a telegram, arriyed from
Lionel which read as follows:

To Lady Esmondet.
Iberia, Rome Italy.

Sir Vincent Trevalyon died at 11 p. m. the 27th inst.
Shall write to-day. le 1

LIONIEL TBzvALYoN.

«'The La-ngham, London, England. y
p$ yll-28th December, 1877.

IlPoor Sir Vincent gone. And so generations pass. 'W

When death bowls out one man another takes the bat; ti.

so now Captain is- Sir Lionel Trevalyon," said Lady a,

Esmondet, as she read the týýle B
Tt - --- eram. U'Yëà.-----None shall triumph for a-whole life long, for

death is one and ýhe Faites are three," said Vaura. w
On the 30th èameftom'« Lionel two letters, extracts 01

from wilich we shall give. Y(
Bc

DF£R LADY Es oNDU
10

Every moment 'of my time is occupied, but know you ar
-will be interested in my doings, so, droi you a line. M yc
-cousin with my lawyer and self the wil B7 it jo



my uncle bequeaths to, me $500,000 in gold. I was sur-
prised at his generosity. The whole of his fortune would
be mine if I and Judith could marry; that would not
suit either of us as we are totally unsuited to each other.
Judith leaves by steamer The Queen for New York on
the Ist January. My poor unele lived for three hours
after my arrival. He was in great pain, sufféring from

Brighfs disease, but brain clear; seemed to, eling to, me;
he told me be wished I could persuade Judith tomarry
me and try and make her more womanly and live at, my
place in the north;'but God forbid that our lives should
be linked together. What a contrast she is to Vaura.
Should Judith ever be guilty of givinop up her freedom it

will be to, a man who admires the divided skirt, etc., etc."

E=UCTS Fitem LiONEL'S TOVA-CRA.

Yes, darling, the words I have written,
what are their worth in telling you of my great love for

you 1 You don't know how I hunger to look again into
your warm, e;cpressive eyes, to hold you to, my heart. If

you were only, with me, my love, I should drink so freely
of.your tender sympathy, that with it as a tonic to, my

weary waiting heart, 1 could go forth into the midst of
the news-mongers, into the nest of wasps, and conquer
and untangle the web of difficulty in a few short days.
But you, alas! are far away, and I have only a few min-
utes of past bliss to feed 'on when I kissed your sweet lips,
when you made life a paradise by le your dear head

on my breast. My -kove, my love, 1 cannot be long without
you. You must come to me whether I prove to

society, with its shams, that Mrs. Grundy has lied in e* V-
mg me a hidden wife or no; you must come to be my own
love, no matter who says nay. My heart, my heart, you
are mine; mine by right of the subjection the fetters
you have placed me in, and woven for me. Mine by right,
for yon have taken my boasted strene from me. hUne,

e'
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me, no matter what the world may say'. My life, my
love, write to me; I am half delirious. I am in torture -
full of jealous fears less you may forget me. I regret once
and again that I left you. Remember, darling, 1 shall
be alwaysjealous, for I know the magnetic force of your
charms. I am mad, I know I am, when I think you are

so ', far, such « lengths of miles'from me. Ask Lady Esmqn-
det to &bme on at once and stay a day or two, at her house
here (it is well warmed-I have been to see) in pityb-the
man you have slain,'and. ýrho loves you past all you can
know - love, comé. I am doing àll I can,, my own, to
cýÉquer the difficulty; I have already been to the ofâces
of our greât daily,! and one editor'apologized, -saying the

ýews of my. 1 hidden wife' was a temptation to him in the
c silly season.' ' For heaven's sake, my heart's darling,
don% let anything you may hear against me turn your,
heart ftom me. The very thought of such a triumph
for Mrs. Grundy in her rdle of social astronomer, as she
sits in her watch tower, telescope in hand, turns my brain.

'My heart aches for a fetter, for though my written words
seem. to me cold; I shall devour yours, simply as co *

from your pen. Come to me quick, my love; I must have
a lètter and 1 must have you. In a stationers to-day 1

saw ' a photo. of yon in a case with those of Mrs. Corn-
wallis West, Langtry and Wheeler, there were just the
four; you all sold, my darling, at five shillings each. The
stationer sàid, condescendingly, « that you would all bring
a higher figure, but he merely wished to educate the

es to a high "standard of beauýy. His monetary
benefit was quite a minor consideration! The fellow's

er amused me; but you see, love, that the ' future
Ijady Trevalyon mi thus educating the mmes reignss î

the heart of mankind, and not only in the hear, of the,
ma nwho only lives in her love. . 0 0 9 a 1%)

1 am more than glad, Vaura, ma c»re, that Dame For-
tune 0 la ïï ý8o -îIin---Iýrr «*wto dear Iiionel's ÉsLndu, P'

ruy Famondet, as she read aJoud the letter she had

5 *L 7 z



received from eb al on on the morning of the 30th.
Yes, mor 'en glad, for the legacy 01 8500)OW and
the title, will do more to, close the gaping eyw of society,
and lips of Dame Rumour, than any red-tapeism in the
form of libel suits; or living proofs, from living truthful

liFOO
ICI «I True, god-mother deàr, and 'tis well we are women

of our day, or the knowledge that a man may, if he wffi,
live the life of à Mormon in Utah, on the quiet; and if
he present a / ife weU gilt with gold, and a title,- to-.ýo-
ciety; society will fall prostrate or this knowledge might
mysIefy

c' Yes, we have eaten of the tree. of knowledge, Vaura
dm; we know societys deal and the cards she bids uis
play; no matter though we don% like our hand." It 1

'I Poor Lonel does not relish the play just now, manly,
brave, and true as he isÏ said Vaura, pityingly.

CHAPTER XIV.

BRIC-A-BRAC.

FIE morrow dawned, fair and bright, and Vaura
looked as bright and freiah as a goddess of day,
m she stepped ' from the door of the -viRa,
robed in a gown of blue velvet, tiglÎt jacket

of same, and a small bonnet of a lighter shade, with long
tan kid gloý'eS -' her cheek was warm with the colour her

qtUalekened beart-beata gave, and the love-light shone in
her eyes, for she had again just re-reàd Lionel's Iovm*_w_

words, and knew her own would soon e his heart glâd.
«GSmon Came up the walk as fihe the ver-

'aadah
Vernonsy
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«'Bonjour,ýSir Dennis; sorry I am deserting thevilla
you are making your entrée.
Fortune favours me, in that you are not already gone.

May I not be your escort, and attend you î
«« Well, I scarcely know; I am not going to, the Col-

onna gardens," she answered gaily.
«« No matter I am only too willing to, follow you'blind-

ly; whither thou goest 1 go; thy will shall be my will;
thy goal my goal."

Then to the dusty shop of Pedro; to the rescue of
isome trifles in the matter of brie-â-brac."

«« But, am r, iiot sufficienf escort without yon trim fe-
male; giyýe her a holiday -to go buv ribbons to « tie up her
bonny brown hair."'

« You may take an bour's pleasure, Saunders; I do not
require your further attendance."

And now theybend their steps in the direction of the
old town and turning into a short, narrow street, ascend

the high stone ê' ps of an old b Ouse ; 80 old one Won-
dered it held toge r; in fact, many storres had fallen
from the front wall, gi*vm"g it a bollow-eyed appearanee.

TÉe whole quartier in which they now are, presents a
dilapidated front. But when they enter the old; mouldy

apartment, lit up with so much of the beautiful, they for-* * ing exterior ofgot the gloomy, damp street; the uninvit,
the building; the weird old man- in charge; everything
but the gems by which they are m=ounded. Here were
some rare bits of Sèvrés and Dresden ebina, there some

modern til pakting, here some old Roman jugs, jars, aiýd,
vases; there the sweet face of a Madoù" looks down, àà
if in pity, on a Greek dancing el: Here a g-oblet, fit for.
a kingly gift; thère a zone to wm the good 8 or
some pretty little ballet -dancer. Here were Ro

in tare old inlaid coverings, side by side with
garters studdeýýwM precious stones, destined, for the le

of womaà.
Vaura, an aýdent of the choice in bric-à-brac,



W.«..O, in her element amid this confusion of beauty, while
her companion preferred the living charms of a lovely

woman more than ànything the world of art could show;
so, not a purchaser, he seated himself on a chair with
more carving than comfort to recommend it, and watch-

ing Vaura, fell into a reverie: "' She is the most riceless
gem in the casket, and thouggh my governor le nie as

heritage the ' waste acres, and nothing but an income of
debtes to keep up Castletruan, "Iess 1 marry money, by
my faith a fellow could live on love With Vaura Vernon,

better than on 8talled ox without her."
Here he gave a start knocking down a porcelain vase

at the weird voice of Pedro from behind, sayine:
You don't examine my poor ware.9, mi lord!

The shattered remains of that vase are typical of the
cUnouement of the idle dreams I was dreaïnl*ng,," he mut-

tered, as the wily Italian, f ull -of regretý, picked up the
fragments, naming double the value of the vase,, and
tbi"kivgy

He would not have spent a soldi, the Signora oSupi*es
all his thoughts; so Pedro, you are in good fortune that the

English lord was startled at the sound of thy'voice; the
intention was gýod, Pedro, so is the result.yy

Vaura now signified to the Itelian her wish to, pur-
chase brio-à-brae to the extent of a golden goblet, beauti-

îùI in design and of early Roman handiwork. A group of
statutory, representing Venus and Adonis, at once
piquant -and charmin , with an exquhite painting of the

Dying Gladiator patietie in the extreme.
He is a g-mnd athlete said Sir Dennis.
Yes, and a land-mark of Rome, in the by-zone. Ah la

Sir Dennis, there bas been more miatyr's bloodshed. in the
immartal city than that of the early Christians; when

one tWmka of the use the Coliseum was p1à to, when one
of the Roman women with tb.eir warm beauty, of

their men ifill as gocis, who graced with their pre-
sence sSnS where Meî like that met a dealh of torture,
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one weeps for human nature with its stains its blots. Ah!
well, even the flowers one loves best are bespattered in
the mire, and soiled by the skirts of mortals with not too
clean a record, and the pure snow-flake as it falls goes

down with smut from, the chimney upon it, it is only the
trail of the serpent which is over all*.'

«« The wells of pity in your eyes are deep and full
enough to take in more than the Dying Gladiator;

he is dead there - are living men," said the Irishman
with the suske tibl*lity of his race.

Why, Sir ht of Erin, PY said Vaura gaily, as
éhe turned, fromt e painting, "you are not going to

ask me to weep over all suffering humanity,,from the
Pole, not, North but Siberian; ,the Sultan, whose siesta,
iz disturbed by the caà to arims; to your own Pat witha 1 yyhis real or im nary wrongs.

«' To the = of oblivion with Pat and the Pôle,
-they don't fiÈ the worlétyp
«t And in the meantime the shades of eve&&.»&ng will be

upon us if we don% hasten. Pedro, you tvill send my

Ê:rChases with the vases and model of St. Peter's Lady
mondet bought yesterday to, the Villa Iberia, and be

expeditious, as the servants axe no'w packing our belong-
for England."
Already packing 1" said the Irishman, as they turneà

their steps homeward, «I that souads like the first note
of a fare-thee-well."'

t« A true .and fair-ly-well made remark, oh, Son of
Fàrin i $9

et Your voice is -glad as the bird-notes, of my own -Isle,
which means you'Il smile as you say farewell."

so in gay chit-chat Time seemed as naught until
the vina was -reachied. 1 Sir Dennis-lunchi with them

when as . idtorwards the es havi*ng P. U.Pis to'makep
he took a reluctant leave, 4-9 0 -

The followM9 three days -mrére- spent M
bmu%,&%m abounding in aüd the City



0sometimes attended by Signor Castenelli, sometimes by
the warm-hearted Irishman, and again by Priest Dou-
glas; they walked agai*and lingered in the gardens of
the Colonna' palace they lovecIS, the dear warm earth
which, was kissed so lovingly by the sun's rays as «not

to, be cold to the bare brown feet of the child-peasant;
and sent up such bright flowers for the vase of the
Their glance rested often on the deep blue of the heavens
àbovýe them, as though to, carry its majestie arch with

ihem to lift the leaden élouds from off the spires o
London, which seemed as though weighed down to earth,
,as the souls the bells in their tower called to worship,

were weighted with the elouds in the struggle of life.
And so Father Time, who to Vaura for once seemed

to walk with stealthy step, still with inevitable tread
brought the world and huiânity to the fourth day of a
new year.

On the third a letter had come from. Col. Haùghton
to Lady Fàsmondet, which ran thus:

«I Ny mS OLD FRimD,-

«Tour letters are so, full of bealth thai I don-t t1ànk0I'm selfish in saying to let nothing tempt you and my
beart's-light, Yaura, to stay away any longer; when you

come you will not blame me for wantin you both ; my9
married life has not been of very long duration, and yet,
aùd yet my ne w made wife . . . but you will see if

there is anything to see; you are not a curious wonýan,
Alice, God férbid ; but you will know in the social at.

.MospheW which surrounds me, if I needlesslý fear for tbe
honour of my name.

" The prep"tions for the bill are on a gorgeous scale
and my b& notre, Major Delrose, is up to the neck in,.

fi6ral decorations. And my ladys gown, mine and
youi , too;ý , did we say Yea ; his nose is bro#À

1

ÀO
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qq enougyh tô enter into everybody's b and his back
is broa4 enough to bear anything I may write you*.

î Be sure and be here on the morning of the sixth, so
you can rest for the hight's frolic; and Vaura, whose

health is too splendid to feel niuch'fatigue, can chat with
me and look about her.

see by the Daily, New-& thst Trevalyon has succeed-
ed to the baronetcy; he writçs me he will be here for-lut
tbeball; I feel just now in the humour for a long talk

with my'old friend.
I'm really gr*eved he should. have got himself into

such a mess as to bave married -some years ago some
female he bas been hiding ever since. It is common

gossipý,1ere;. some nAme fier as a ballet dancer ;' some as
pretty daughter of his late fath&'s lodge-keeper; some
as wife of a friend ; in whatever dress Dame Rumour

presents her, she's a toothsome, bit 'for Mrs.* Grundy.
Whatever truth there's in it the wasps sting Trevalyon

all they can ; býit the butterflies smile and say if he
bas, he's handsome enough to take out a licenise for any-
thing.' I have regretted since bearing the iiews and seei.

ing it in the papers, that he waa in daily intercourse with
Vaura; bu * t againJf he is bound as I fear, I can trust to

his honour êt to endeavour to gain her affections.
Isabel ËO lghýs Was mm'rn'ed on New Year's day ; we

werýe invited - Blanche and I went; the laughs- at the
Hall were the loudest, so Mrs. lIaughton remained. Isabel
looked hopeful and- happy, and an idear Scotch lassie as
she is, I am writing in the recess at the- end of the
library, and merry voices and gay 1aughter reach me
here; but the sounds come not from any of my pe nal
friends ; none are with. me as yet; we have Mrs. Nelton-

bury, ý the FitÈ-liowtons, two De Lancy els, Peter Ted-
ril, Evérly, and Major Delrose at RoseOottage-means

M or -Delrose at the So'ybu see, Ahce, a conge-
spirit wggM be congeniaL Read abdve to Vaura;
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she is a woman of the world, and knows ïts walks and
ways. Come soon. And ftom

Yours, 
-uGHToN.Ip Il ERic HA

Haughton 1, Swmey, and.
To both, love and kind thoughta,

«'vJanuary 2nd, 1879.
To LAD-Y ESMONDET,

Villa Iberiaà Rome,, Italy.

The outcome of above letter was to cause Lady Esmon-
det and Va'ra to make îmmediate -ieparations to reach

Haughton Hall. f
9,1 We sbould be there; the band Madame holds is too

full of tricks,' said LaZy Esmondet, energetically, as she
fmished reading the letter aloud.

can crf% PlWe to-night by the midnight -express, said
Vaura lm uLively.

Il I should like it, dear, but you are full of engage-
ments for to-morrow, and we aire due at; the Opera to.
night.",-

Trifles, all; as you are willing, we shall be on the wing.0
to-night.

frM bien ma chère; I shall give the orders, but there -
will be three- or four pam« of wistful eyes looking fdr your

entrée at the opera, to-mgmht."
Il «Yes, until the curtain ribes," said. Vaura gaily.
On the afternoon. of the same day (the third) Castenellî,

with *a cou e of friends, also O'Gormon, on ca at the
villa,,bear a rumour of the depaàure from the servanta
(who were e astie, their ladies beino ogt driving), the

Italian P'sha*6d and said to his fýfèûL: 1
Il It is not sol the beautiful Signora told me ihe would

be at the Duchess of, Wýesdale -on the ýight of the fourth
for a concert and baR they leave at sunrise on the
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f-ift-h-.-" And so wasconteutthat theservantswere niLstaken.
Not so O'Gormon, Who hearig the same story, and know-
ing their intention to àttend the opera went thither, and
not seeing them, was for leaving, but the Wyesdale signaled

him, to her side, and so off duty only at the close ; saw
her party to the carriage, and throwing his toga over his

evening dress, eurried to the *ot. And none too soon,
Lady Esmondêt wu already in the coach and Vaura
about to foUow, when the tall- figure of the Irishman came
up hurriedly,

Il Surely you are not going to leave us, Mim Vernon,
and so hush our heart-beats as we listen in vain for your
féotfail.p)

1 am, and my heart is a trifle sad, as I say so."
And bas a great gladnass, or you would not make us

sad by going-yi % .

Well, yes, Sir Denni , glad and sorry; I go homel
You are Irish and will know the, feeling; one loves with

one's whole heart, and one's life, one's home and friends;
one loves with passion ;and for a - yeïr, or a day, fair
warm Italia, where one bas met loving, words and kind

hearts, (and yours is one Sir Knight of Erin," she added
with feeling, as she returned lis tight hand clup.

Il The last whistle, by my faith, I wish it were for me

And the guard locked the door and in a few minutes,
miles separated these two who had so latély spoken, Sir

Dennis still, staxing at space, while a new pain came to
his heart,
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CHAPTER XXXV.

HMRT TO ]REAIRT.

E shall not,âccompany our friends on their
home-bound journey. Time'will fly with
greater speed if we relate not the talks and
incidents by the way, but sim 1 meet them

at London, whither Lady Esmondet had teffegyraphed Tre-
valyon of their arrival. Accordingly, on their coming mi
at the station at 9 p. m., on the evening of the Sth, Lionel,

all eagèrness, met them.
« So kind of you to meet us, Sir Lionel," said Lady Es.

mondet, for Nad âme Grundy was about.
Ce Only 'a pleasure, dear Lady Esmondet. Someone

told me you and Mise Vernon were due," and turning to
his servant, Il Here, Sims, arè the checks; get the luggage,

stowed safely away until to-morrow morning, and send
the maids on to Park ee,

Yes, sir; all right, sir."
You look tired, poor fellow,-" said Vauýa, sympatheti-

cally, as thêy were driven to Park Lane.
« Tired, yes, waiting for you. God only knowý'how I

have missed vou, 4-arling.pt îe
How about the nun you spoke of iin yqur letter,

Monel, ?" inquired Lady Fàsmondet, «« will she/ aid you
What a long stofy you have to tell us.pi . ý*Yes, and one until lately 1 had will nigh férizotten, for

inspite -of Dame ]Runwurs falseness 1 haveý,not been the
principal actor in it. or to- t only. does she triumph,
ere, to-morrgwýs sun ýz ïM I hope to be at or very near

Haughton witý those who will lift the veil from the
put, and put in %me Rumoues another version of
the amnde.py
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4
We shall have a long evening together, Lionel; you

can stay with us, I suppose!)
'« Only until I see yon comfortably settled, dear Lady

Esmondét, in still untanglm* the web of 'difficulty,' " and
Vaurds hand is préssed. «« f have a twelve-mile drive M*

a suburban train to the monastery of St. Sèbastian."
«« Nuns and monks, the dénoueimibt will be interest-

ing," said Vaura.
"' Will they win, that's the question; the other hand is

full of knaves and tricks." said Lady Esmonr let.
«« They shall," answered Lionel, earnestly, and holding

Vaura's hand, " 1 hold a hand that'gïves me strelyth to
win.pp 1

Park'Lane is now reachéd, the servants are in the hall
to welcome their mistress, when the house-keeper says : ,

"' If it will suit your làdyship, dininer will be served in,'
twenty-minutes or half an hour.-"

il Say half an hour, Grimes."
«" Surely you eau stay and d*e with us, Lionel 1 " said

his friend. j
'« You know, dear Lady Alice, how muéh I would wish

it, but I must be off in less -than half an hour."
Whereupon remembering the «« Golden Rule," sayinit she

would go and talk with the housekeeper, and so, agalin
these two who feel such completeness in each other, such
fulness of satisfaction, such an eestasy of love, are alone
in the sweetest of solitude, dual solitude, and in silence,
save for the deep full heart-beats,

Let me take off your jacket,, My own darâng.-"
I can, dear Lionel; you look too tired to do anything.

but rest." * 9
But he dSs as he wills, the jacket of ýsea4 and 'bonnet

of velvet are off, the long tan gloves laid aside, the fl
bair is caressed, a strong arm is about her, the perfect
shaped head is again on his chest, and the sweet ïnouth
and warm eyes are kissed rapturously.

RSt; yýs, love, I want rest, and can only Il so, with



you in my arms; away from you I am nervous and agi-
tat.4ad,'afraid lest some onie take you from me; my life,

my love; oh 1 darling, darling, you don't know how depen-
dent I am on yoù; on your lôve, yôur sympathy; you
have not told me and I long- to hear you say so ; tell mQ
if you,ýove me, darlin9-

"Love you 1. " and she started to, a sitting posture,
«Ibend your face towards me, dearest, that you may read
the truth in.'iny eyes."

And now with a soft hand on each cheek, she con-
tinues.

«I Love,'you dearest, does the sun-flower love its god ?
-Does the mother her first born ? Then, do I love thee.,

wy hearts dearest, with an unchaüging tender love, and.
with all the intensity of my woman self."

For answershe is draw;n to a close embraée, and there
are ecatatie moments with ouly throbbing eyes to the
rhythm of heart-beats.

At last Vaura breaks the silenceby saying softly
««'Tis time for you to leave me, Lionel, apd yet I can-

not spare you.pe
I cannot go,'my own, mine, mine; oh! darling, you do

not know the joy, the paradise 1 fee4 as I hold you M My
&rms, and think that you, my beauty, you, whom men

rave of, you actually love me; God be thanked," aud the
lo' e-warm kîsses come to the sweet flexible hps.

At this moment, Lady Esmojîdet considerately talking
to Mare at the door, kve the lovers time to et a conven-

tional number of ,.Tes between theih, ere sýe entered.
«" I fear it is time you were off, Lionel ; it is reall-Y

too badyou cannot dine with us."
, Lionel standing up, and laying one hand on «VaurWB

headN as it rested on the cushiôned back of the sofa,a

feel as if I had drank of tlxe el* i èf life; you doWt
know how courageous 1 feel,_now that L have you bothle
bacI4 when the iffiçulty iË. removec4 1 beRin te

à> V.,
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Ilow the women will envy me! " she said, looking up
lovimoplv at the handsome face fuU of grave earnéstness,
the tfiréd look go-ne from. the mesmeric eyes.

9« "fou will both be wondrously happy, each a gainer
the other said their friend earnestly.

Do you think you will be able to go down with us,
Lionel dear ?

eo, darling, I am sure not; I cannot say what train I
shall take until I reach the monastery; there we decide,,"

«i The plot thickens, a monk M'akes his entrée," said0Valara gaily.
Yes, and 1 shall not tell either of you more of the

lay, e act will be more interesting, only this, tell CoL
aughton that after dinner, on to-morrow eve three

unbidden guests will appear with myself, and that we
shall carry a more highly spiced dish than any they have
partaken of ; further, thàt it is my wish that the Hall
guests hear of the ingredients, so -that they can tell the
recipe to the Lon'don world. Good-bye, tiR to-morrow
night, dear friend; good-bye, darling."

*Ce Good-ùight, Lion, we shall be on the look-outfor you;
sol don't tire, our eyes."

I shall feel your eyes, love, and shall basten."
Be"sure, Lionel, that y(?u come with wibnin cards."
I shall, deax Lady Esmoùdet ; au revoir."

How greedily the gossips will partake of the dish in
preparation for them 1 What an èxeiting scene we shall
have! said Vaura, as dinher over and servants dismissed,
the friends chatted over a cup of coffee before retiring.

Yes, indeed,'dear ; oh 1 if Lionel could only find this
Mrs. Clarmont, with whom they said he eloped, and thât

ghe would reveal the facts, what a triumph 1
But, if in reality; this Major Delrose was her favoured

lover, he may yet 1;ýve influence enough over her to stay
her tongue," said Vaura, thon htfülly.

own fear, dear, i ae I believe there wae a
chUd!
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P And you say that in the bygone he was an admirer
of my unele's wife

"' So Dame Rumour bath it."n «' So, so, we all aim at something; the Delrose ambition
wu to, pose as 0' heart& Strange freak of fortune,
that this all comes into the Haughton life; we must'now
only hope that the clouds in our sky will soon disperse.
But, god-mother darling, we had bêêt follow the advice of
the liege lord of the wilful Katherine, and'to bed.'"

CHAPTER VI.
-e
1 KNAVES ARE TIRUMffl.
'e

AURA spent the night of the fifth in dreamy
wakefulness; Lionel's looks, caresses, and

lov*g words-seeming hers still ; and to-mor-J
row eve," the glad joy of his presence would

be again felt; knd-her sympathy and love for him were
so tender and beartfelt, that she lost herself.in an intoxi-
cating, fiense of languor,, sweeto beyond expression,' and
which she could scarcely r'ouse herself from, when, her

maid, on the morrow,-,kid.-her arise.,
Both ber god-mother anâ- self, being a good deal ex-

cited over.the co events., on meeting at breàkfast,
spoke either in disjointed sentences, or- *ere buried in
thought.

«« In all your con ectures, ww ch&e, you have never
made one as to your ball dress; if you wùl like it, and ifle s due."t ,

" It is uselew, god-mother'dear; J, aw*a'yis aàore Worth,
and he is al *Ays on time! 1 . Ic

Dear me," add IMY %raondet an hour later, m thqy,

1

1
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in travel ing'gear, awaited the tarriage to take th.em to
thé Southera station, de how time drags, I wish we were

IdIn our eagerness, we have dressed too soon, god-
mother; but still, waiting is insufferable. Poor unele
I wonder what people are at, the ITall ? what a scene, *18'
on the tqpie! and what a bore the expo8é of truth lis and

will 1)6 to poor Lion! But, thank heaven, here is the
carriage.

At the station they «meet Mr. Clayton, who has run up
to town on business. He wiR be with them to the next.
station, wheu he takes a branch line to the Lord Elton's
Where his wife is; latýr in the day they run down to
Haughton Hall for thelall.

You will see -ho endof changes at the old lace, Miss
Vernon; I yvould pe ve something to sèe youx iace as you

make your entrée. I should, in that case, see as inany
changes as yourself. ýAt the rervels'each e-ven*m*g, variety
holds full sway.',

de Trèj bien," she answered carelessly (for she -wiU not
lay ]ber heart- bare), de some have it that e variety is the
spice of life;' if so, as you and I cave nou ht, for a mere
existence, we inust- s*allow, the Spice smiWon the
caterer."

Famtlyjl as, the guests do. By the way some one told
me Trevilyon wasý a good deal with you while abroad,
but you may not yet have heard that there has been no
$end of talk about him; the papers have him; in both
Truth and'thê Daily Neus I read of the scandal myseif,

and am shocked 'beyond expression, that a married man
should have been running loosé all these y"rs;, and to my

je that 'she 1 kas thé wif ekingit makes matters worF
of a friend; i' was P, traitorous act: did he confide in YOU
while abroad 1 did he teU you of -his base act ? " '

de Yes, and 'tis all falze as the fffl of society, and hol-
low ôf truth as maùy of hei géme ; but the false lace
*iii som'be to ' off, and the r,49 of the true ond
wM be heard:'. she with '. fervor.
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Il Indeed-! you surprise me, Miss Vernon; but I shall be
really glad if Trevalyon comes out a free -man and can

prove himself so to the susplicious eye of society."
Conveniently blind, Mr. Clayton, when she chooses."
Distended and greedy in TrevalyoùZs eue ; he has-
been too independent of her," he said thoughtfully ; Il but

here is my halting place, sorry to leave you both, but
only till to-night."

It was the lightning express, -and. there was no other
stopping place until they reach the village of Haughtola,
Here they staved just long etough to allow thè Hall

people to maké* a speedy exit. On our friends alighting
they were a little surprised to see Blanche Tompkins

followed by Sir Tilton Everly (who, on seeing thezn,
looked not unlike a whipped cur), emerge'from a second
class coach. 1 >

Some of the, 'épice of varietywe were ý to look for,,"
said Vaura, in an undertone.

Il Oui, ma chère, and 1 am sure we are both prepared
not to be astonished af the season'ing, no- matter what

shape it may take."
Blanche was pily dressed in a seal brown silk suit,

trimmed with ermine, a large ' brown beaver Ilat with
ostrich feathers ; the wee white moiuse face almost hid-
den', the sharp little Pink èyes-for Îîýnk tfiey looked-
the rims red as usuaY, and a cold in the head giving them.
a swollen appearance. She had not forgotten her golden
loves, forý from ears, throat, and wriits, dangledmany

yellow dollars. With a whispered, "'-Don't let the cat
out of tbe bag till I blid you, or yeu're not worth à centpt

she- stepped ovor to Lady E.Çi*Mondet and Vaura, saying:
Il I'm sure you're 'too a;vfully surprised for anýthing -to
see me.ly 1

Il Nùt at. all, Miss Tompkins,' said La Esmondet.
Here Sir Tilton came. up, lifted, his htt,- w e both es

ahook'hands with him.
You Èavé a truant, lýé1È about- you, Sir Tilton,"

3
iy
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laughed Vaura; «' do you foresee a fair woman's forwn
for your absence .

«'Don't chaff me, dear Miss Vernon; I can't stand it
just now.yp f

«'Fact is, said Blanche, with cunnincr effrontery, '« I
wanted some gay fixings for the ball, so I took the rail

to London, got 'em, stayed all night with the.Claytons,
anct am bringing back to Mrs. Haughton her dear little
'Sir Tilton."

'« Why, we met Mr. Clayton, and he says they are
staying at Oak Hall at the Lord Eltons," exclaimed
Vaura amusedly, and. to, see how Blanche would extricate
herself.

«c See you know too much ; but don't say anything, for
here is the trap, with the Colonel inside, I suppose., and

he's too awfully tooJ'Il tell y1ou. later on; Mrs. Haughton
don't do all the tricks."

But should you bave been missed, what then?
Oh., that'a too easy",, Mizs Vernon; I've been too aw-

Jully busy with my maid; headache, anything that comes
,fn

A Dupil of would, naturally learn, how to
shuËjthe cards.," said- Lady Esmon(fet, a trifle cynically,

and, .9ott& voce, &c l'am too awfuRy sleepy to take you
Lady Esmondet," said, Blaiiche, yawning.

A-covered a with two servants* drives to the
steps; the Colonel is not Misside leiving one man to, look
after their mai and belèngln they enter, and are soon
on the well known roe

I wonder my uncle did not meet us - especially as he
must have received, âur telegram, qs

Ciý,Surely he is not ill 1 How w'as.hé when you left the
Hall, M ù- 0 Tom fl ? Jy inquired. Udy Esmondet.1 0 "A one, and t 'is too, awfully funny he wasWt down.
But J remember, whenever he and Mm. Ha hai>e a
Es t, and they had one (thi time hare and honncb), he

out and tàkS to the lodge, w pe&ffl he rýever
spotted your toINram»
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Lady àsmondet and Vaura, exchanging glances, fell
into deep thought, while Blanche and the small Baronet
carried on a half-whispered. conversation, with a yawning
accompaniment from the yonng woman.

CHAPTER XXXVII.

WEE W41TE VOUSE WINS A POINT.

UT the reverie and wlaggilig Of tongue is over
and ceases, to give lace to socliety's mask,
for the picturesque 1odge with its gabled
roof and climbing vines is in sight, and -in,

the twinkling of an eye the great gates are reached,
which are wide open, for 'tis the entrance to Liberty Hall

under the present régiww. Leaning against the door post
is a tall, military looking figure, smoking vigorously, as
men wffi, if life's springs -Want oiling. Both ladiessee
him, and Vaurds face is at the wl»ndow. b ý1

Il Halt, John," shouts his master, for the man à a new
servant, and dn'v*g full speed for the My two

how glad 1 am to'see you both," and "ses with
long hand-clasps are exchanged.

,&& And we are more than glad to see you again, deuest
uncle."

le Blanche, you here 1 and Sir Tilton; ît was kind, of
you to meet them."

«YeW, we tripped down, as you had eut and run," tit-
tered Blanche. %

11eýe the Colonel took Sir Tilton% offered seat, who,
getting out, saia he would prefer to walk up the long
avenue.

You mtut both make your home* with me, durs, elft
d
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it wiffi not be'home," said the Colonel feverishly, as he
leaiied forward, taking a hand of each, and gazing eagerly
first into one face, and then into the other.

1' We shall, for a while at least, Eric," said Lady Es-
mondet tenderly.

«'And what do you say, Vaura dear; y'ou will not
leave me and Haughton Hall again ?

This he said with nérvous haste, as though even in the
rest her r'eturn. gave him, he must have a surety of its

continuing. go .0

" I shall ýnot even think of leave-taking, dear unele,
but -if I should, 1 shall pack you up and take Sou with
me) » she said pityingly, noticing how he leaned on her,
and also the reckless tone in whieh -he spoke before
Blanche; turnin cr to Miss Tompkins, he continued in same
tone:

l< Who ran down the hare lasit nigbt
Here was a puzzler for la petite, but she was equal to

the occasion, even though she was at London.
No conundrum, iýolonel,,with the Major as hare."
Gad, I must get rid of him ; they all ' see it."
And they all do -it, Colonel," tittered Blanche; " kQep

cool; the Major keeps cool-to you; " this she said, lik-
ing the Colonel, but thinking him, to use her own expres-
sion, 4'soft."

<'You see, Alice," he said, turning to his old friend
with a half-smile, " the only rose in my path has a D

before it." ' ' 
1 'Il A, rose without beauty or fragrance, Erie, which will

cease to bloom, by to-morrow; waste not a thought upon
it.

You give me sttength, AEce."
1 should, else friendihips cords would be- weak in-

deed."
l< It is very strange that M-m-. Haughton should keep

the man' about her, if she is aware it is an annoyance to
you," -said Vaùra'indignantly.
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ci Ah! but they were too sweet for anything, even in
poppa's life time," said Blanche with ber innocent air.

Mrs. Haughton would think it too awfully cruel üust to
please the Colonel) to tell hiùl good-bye."

«« ]Eleartless in me to suppose for one moment, one's
husband's feelings- to be of more cohsideration than those
of one's male-friend," said Vaura cynically.

«, See, Vaura, the changes," said ber god-mother, as the
end of -the avenue reached the Hall, renovated and partly

modernised, burst upon their view.
- 1' Verily, old things have pasced away, and aU become

neW) " said Vaura.
«« Excepting the south wing, dear, which is of sufficient-

ly modem date to have contented Mrs. Haughton; also
the north tower which 1 begged off, only'allowing it to
be strengthened below."
Dear old tower; yes,'tis old, and in its clinging dress
of ivy; J am glaid; Iýut in the language of Sir Tilton,

Phre we are again.'
As the carriage rolled up to the steps of the grand en-

trance a few ladies and gentlemen, equipped for riding,
were on the steps or already mounted. Mrs. Forester, -a

gay London huntress, Mrs. Cecil Layton, of the same
féather, two De Lancy girls, who wished they> were the
other two, a couple of arm ' y men, with one of the matches
of the county, whbm. both sisters werèwilling to worship,
but were too shy to adore, with eyes too prudish to, bend
the knee.

«'The beautiful Miss Vernon! by Wolsley," exclai' ed
Chancer' of the Guards in an undertone to Everett' of the
Lancers. " Wish 1 wasn't promised, to the huntre&s for
the afýernoon."

«'Wish she heard you,"' laughed Everett.
"" Which one ? " said his friend gaily, as 'with one

bound he is at Vaurds. side, not missing Mis lportunity
which he had sworn to take, should it offer, an intro-

duction; he now stood bareheaded w he tendered the

WEE WHITE MOUSE WINS A POINT.
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muff she had- dropped; his handsome face aglow with
satisfaction, as he took Vaura's offered hand as she
thanked him, on ber unele presenting him. There was
rather 'more loitering by Vaura-s side than the Yorester
liked, so she, by a sly manceuvre, caused- ber horse to
rear violently; it had the desired effect, and in a few
moments they were careering across the park in the
wake-of the rest of the party.

The dear old place! - though it is cha'ged I love it,
and am glad to be here-wonce more," said Vaura, feelingly,

inwardly telling herself, « my love will be here to-night.
Where is your mistress, William?" inquired his

master of a servant in the brown and buff livery of the
house'.

«'In the ball-rôom,' sir."
Tell ber some guests have arrîved, and await her in

the morning-room; and here, present these cards."
Always - an ideal room, of mine ýf unchanged," said

Vaura entering the well known apa'rtment.
No, Aurora, still welcome -one tà ber blue and gold

bower, with the perfume of flowers. about."'
Mris. Haughton wished it altered; but as the New

York renovator or decorator côndescended to say : 'if
done over, it would be really quite pretty,' she yielded

to my wish; 1 knew, dear, your love for A as it is."
Here the servant returned from Madame, saying:

"Mrs. Ilauomhton sends ber compliments and' will hér
ladyship and Mademoiselle excuse ber, as àhé is g*v*ngý'
the pai-nter &-last sitting -for the picture which is to be

ffa-m e d and hung for to-night; and will be happy to
welcome their ladyships in the ball-room. if nùt too

tired."
That will do, William. you may go," sàid his master.'

And now that we are â1one, let me tell you, you will do
anything but admiie this paintingý."

C4 Is it not true ? " asked Lady Éimondet.
si 11 see."Yesy in every detail; it's not that-you *ï
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Whàt will you do, god-mother mine Rest here
a-while, go to the diRing-room, ànd refresh the inneil-

1 protest ag
woman See, Madame, gainst; you are too
fati ued."

am, dear, and prefer to go to my room. Somers
may bring me something on* a tray. Erie, kindly ring

the belU'
William answered, coming in with Somers, to whom

he had given the housekeeper's message to show Lady
Esmondet "the, green room."
The Colonel's brow darkened.
'g Are you sure you have Mrs. Hauchton's own orders

correctly, WilÈam,? " - 1 1 C

Yes, sir; my mistress gave them, to Simpson in my
hearing ; and Miss Vernon, please sir, is to have the pink

room,-first room, sir."
There must be some mistake about the green room;

it is dark, cold and erloomy ; in the east wing, too."
Never mind, Er-le, I shall survive it, with a bright

fire, -&nd- at, Haughton!)
" The pink room is cheerful, large, and with a bou-

doir," he said, troubled.
«, William -show- Sénièm -the plink room, that she may
conduct her mistress hither; I shall take the green-

room, » ' said Vaura, decisively, " whieh I feel sure was the
wieh of our hostess."

Go, Somer"s, and do your bidding,"' said her mistress;
«'thank you, Vaura dear'. you are always thoug4tful for

me; and should the green room. be gloomy,-eome and
share mine,"

What a restful paif "of women yon- are, said the Col--
onel, earnestly. 1 feel as if I had, tàken a narcotie, my
nerves have become' so quiet; they-have been going

race-horse speed. Ah t, how much I have needed you 1
'« In meeting, one feels what one has lost by parting,"

8aid Lady Esmondet, geýjitly.
True, Alice, I am at one with you, and feel our

words to -the ýmt degree of bitterwem!'1 1
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Conie, come," said Vaùra, brightly, see the sun-
ligbt streaining in upon the sky-like walls; «so our lives-
will be happy now in union once more."

You are a sunbeam Vaura; and here comes Somers
to, lead me to the rooih of pink."

Which I hope will prove the pinkof perfection, god-
mother inine; aiîd now, unele, to see Madame, on and off

the canvas, erte I retire to my vernal apart'ent."
On the way to the ball-room the corridors were almost

deserted, the fair sex either elo-seted with their maids
discussing the war--paint for the midnight revels, or- woo-
ing the god of slumber with a narcotic.; the men flirting-
with their unwearied sisters anywhere, or küling time
with the balls in the billiard-room.

But the ball-room. is reached; over the velvet hangings
which drape the entrancé, and which are of scarlet, on
which are painted -blue grapes with their green vine

îj leaves; for contrast, the yellow sun-flower, with heavy,
many-coloured fringe ý7ýs a heading to -the drape are the

words ig letters of gold formed by leaves of the vine:
«' Dedicated to Comus and Kate." It was a fitting
room for revelry, with its gaily painted walls and ceil-

ing, now with its ropes of natural blossoms festooningïï
ndows and ohaining gasalier to, gasalier. The door

of the long conservatorites were open, aud so the air was
redolent of sweétness almost intoxicating.

Vaura's face showed'no surprise at the scene which
met her gaze. On the dais at the end of the room

were grouped Mrs. Haugbton, who reclined in the cor-
ner of a lounge, her w ell-shaped feet resting on a foot-

stool she. word the divided skirt, with loose tunic
waist it was of %lue Lyons velvet, richly braided with

scarlet silk braid., low shoes of blue veývet with scarlet
silk stockings; her black hair in rings on her forehead,
meeting brows of gipsy darlcËess, her white teeth show.:,
ing as she laughin. ly drew the cigarette from her mouth
on the approach o-Ïlier husband and his iuece.
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«' It shall be h ung for to- nig t, Mr. she -said
imperiously, if jokingly, in reqv y to the artist's protest

tbat his work 'would not be d' ; ' 'f îf," she continued,
" it has to, be baked -dry in the cook's oven, or by the
fire in the men% words engen7dered by their champagne
lunch 1

There *as a général laugh.*
The dear thùýg must have her way," lisped the

Meltonbury, from the floor where ghe sat, eposs-legged,
also in divided skirt.

«'My work will be spoiled, then," said the artist, rue- ý,h
fully.

Then dry it by the flame in the Colonel's eyes as he-
nears and takes in my trousers, and hang it so he

-gets a double-show," exclaimed Madame, recklessly.
Or the heat from the orbs of Everly as he gazes on

the approaching belle would do the business" eeboed
Delrose.

Heat, îndeed 1" cried madame, 'c and, Miss Vernon, he's
emerald green jealous of 'you 1 never mind, dear little Sir
Tiltop, I11 pet -you by-and-by; here, come and lift. down
one of my feet, the Major or Sir Peter may have the-
other; and now adieu to the gay abandon and for the
conventionalities if I can."

Honours are divided," cried Delrose, lifting down one
foot.

So is the skirt," said the, Colonel, with gravé dignity.
«'Kate, I wish you would dress in a manner befitting your
station!'

«« Your niece will tell you, Colonel," she said, rising to
welcome Vaura,,,.'« that men's eyes are womens mirrors.;
Nthàt 1 qee.there pleases me; you are in the minority and

feel -considerably sat uipon, and" not-" she added, laugh-
ingly, so, comfortable in your trousers as 1 in mine; take

it coolly,--Colonel, and the flame in your eyes will die out,
'tis as the flièker of an old-fashioned'candle; -the electrie
light the newest e forme."
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'(Pai-(Ion, Kate, I acéept the trousers; being only youir
busband and in the minirity (as you say), I am old-
fashioned; the latest flame puts me out."
And the latent meaning in his words was read by more

than the speaker. Ae -
CC You don't- say how you like the painting-, Miss Ver-

non, Y) said Delr-ose, on being presented, «" the divided skirt
would suit your style immensely."
«" Anything would," said Sir Tilton, almost savagely,

and in a half growl. -
«"'Tis merely the accident of birth, Major Delrose," she

said, carelessly; " had I been cradIed in the land of the
Sultan-the land of trousers-they would fit into my life
as my gown by Worth does à présent."

And'she was so more than lovely as she spoke, and her
frock of navy blue velvet trimmed with fox fur, small
bonnet blending in bue with her gown, with scarlet ger-

aniums and strings, all becoming to her sweet womanliness,
her perfect figure, lithe- as a . young fawn and rounded as a
Venus, held the men's gaze, while the women bit their
lips with envy. For we repeat that envy is the motive

power that moves and sways their little world, and
thoug4 they will band themselves together to, pull the

pedestal from under-the feet of a more favoured sister,
there would be mutiny in the band did one display a

charm.
But Vaura, ever connecteà in the mind of Mrs. Haugh-

ton with Trevalyon, and the wish never dying in her
breast to, have him at her feet, hence herquestion, which

she would much prefer not to, have asked in the presence
of Delrose, but, accustomed to obey impulse, she ' said :

And Captain Trevalyon, Miss Vernon, what of him
Will he - come for the ball, or has he gone to visit his hid-

den wife of 1 nah and the Nei vs ; sly ffllow that he is ?"
Her tone was too eager to please Delrose. '« Confound

the feRow, I must lose no time," he thought, savagely, as
Vaura replied, laconiwHy:
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Sir Lionel Trelv-alyon will behere for the ball."
Trevalyon to be here to-niorht..- You never told mè,

Vaura."
1 have not had. an opportunity, dear un'ele," she said,

taking his arm, with a '« We shall meet aorain at dinner
to madame; as they left the room she continued : «' He bid
me tell you, dear, that he comes aftér dinner with three
unbidden guests, and that he wishes that the Hall guests
may learn from, their words of the ingredients of a dish

of scandal, so that they will tell it to. the London
worl d

"' It is of his hidden wife, I presume. Yes, of her in-
gredients he can now tell; she is his wife. Of the woman

previous to the altar knot man knows naught. She is
masked!" 11,

' " Society is a fencing schoûl, dear unele; we all have
our masks and foils.1y

Cc Not all, Vaura; we all pay society's tolls, for we live
to enter the arena, but we are not all masked.",

'« You will be glad to see your old friend again, uncleV'
she said questioningly, anxious to know how the man
she loved would be welcomed.

Yes and no dear ; his band-elasp' w ill stren gthên- me
but not you. Trevalyon-s band enclosing woman's is

weakeninom to, them, and he hm been much with you
were it riot for this scandal

Which by mid-night," she said quickl the night-
birds will have, by the flutter of their wings, blo-wn into
the right current, and from poor LioneV' - -

Cc So, 80, Vaura, you speak warmly; it is as 1 feared
he bas made you care for him."

He bas."
ý"I amsorry for you, Vaura, and glad for him.; peer-

lem, as you- are, a man should woo. you with s-potless
breastplate; but I love Trevalyon, and if he can- in any

way élear himself, but I fear he cannot," he said gravely.

280 
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"' All's well that ends well,' dear unele ; he will clear
himself."

After cliùner--,-you say
but no preparations; he wishes to come in wi

the three unbidden guests unnoticed."
" Yes ' .ý but if- he or they, 1 suppose, are to come with
< mouth full of news, 3 toýell publicly, I think he is wrong
not to let it be known, 5therwise they (some of them) ma-y

not appear until the ball opens."
" Let it be as he wishes, dear uncle ; they are epicurean

enough not to fail your good board, -even though ignor-,
ant of the highly seasoned desert. But some, one sneezed 1
we have a listener 1 yes, she edntinued breathlessly, " my

hearing is very acute, and see! something between a man
and woman, gliding softly down the dim corridor."

Yes, we had better separate; go and rest, dear; we
have, I féar, been talking to the Hall through some one

else, and I fée]ý somewhat excited over your news and
shall smoke it off."

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

M4DAME IN A FELINE MOOD.

WINDOW in the library looked out upon the
avenue, and a carnage approachinig could be
distinctly seen. Vaura, in the long ago, had-n2ýîuzýlïfrequently sat in this wind;ow, to wateh the

return of her uncle; aye, and of the man whom she now
loved better than life itself. She was sure she could dis-

tinguish a conveyance from. the village, and the occupants
devoid of the gay frappings of révelry, from the guests in

their comfortable carriages. Accordingly, as Madame had
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changed (for to-night), the dinner hour to half-past nine,
at nine o'clock, Vaura, a soft beam of loveliness with

light foot-fall, entered the library and took her station at
the wa-tch-tower above mentioned. She was- scarcely
seated ere she was aware she was not the only occupant
of what she had felt sure would -be a deserted room; she
would have risen, but her heart was there, and the words
she heard chained her to the spot; the voices were those of

Mrs. Haughton and of M4or Delrose.
ce I will have my way, Kate!
«, You will) I know; but can't you wait

What for For you to have Trevalyon fooling round
yeu. Gad, if he comes near you, I'11 shoot him."

1 am sorry I told you Melty followed them and
heard

CC rm Dot, for theres a devilish mvater about his com-
ing; 1 wish she'd heard more."

But she didn't, dear George; and that he comes at
all does not look well for our plot, eh She may yet get
him, not IL- and so you will remember,- sweet Georgie; if
so you don't win the game."

Kate, you madden me."
«'You do seem a little that way; there, go awa ,,vou

are crushing my flowers. Heaven knows you ougý11ho be
satisfied, I have given you enough."

«' I shall have you all to Myseij.
This he said with such fierce emphasis as to cause

Vaura to tremble ; not so Madame, for she loved this man
for his boldness only (a tamer nature would have palled

upon her long ere this), but the feline nature in her
triumphed at times, and she tortured him.

But, dear boy," she continued, "' you have not carried
out your bargain, and so no rewarà."

«'I know I promised to separate Ahem, and so I have,,
and shall; you don't see all my hand, my queen, there'IL
be the devil tô pay when I do. I got a letter from New-
YlcSk this summer I shall yet turn to our advantagé, even
if I do atretch a point."



1
«' Why did you not show -this letter you speak of to

me Take your head away, you don't care a ficy that my
flowers will wear a dissîpatedýecumbence ; remember the

dinner and ball."
Vang the flowers, the dinner and everything 1 want

youe
Bat suppose 1 like queening it among the English

nobility a trifle longer. You see Trevalyon is
" You rouse the devil in me, Kate; look you, I won't

and can'tstand this any loDger; name that man again to
me in that fooling way and by the stars III shoot bim.
You belong to me as much as our-. But you know you

do. Ileaven is my witness, Kate, if you don't end.this
humbug I will, and in my own way."
" I sometimes think it would have beenbetter had we

never met; you are so fierce and jealous."
" No you don't, for our love is the same, our 'natures

the same. The burning lava of my love suits you better
than the, ah, dear me, gentlemanly affection of the

Colonel, or than Lincoln Tompkins' innocent pride in
you.

How about the other men?" she said, teasingly.
Leave them to me, Fll handle them should they cross

my path. Youshall come with me to-night, my plans
are laid; you will never regret it. You would soon -tire
of the child's play here, no excitement; after the ball I CEaway from Rose Cottage. Our life at New York and

elsewhere will be one long draught of champagne. You 9'mwt come with me to-night, or look you--2' and he fr
" 111 make you." fr

hissed the words bet w-ýee'n his teeth,
«'My flowers again, -iû& -the dinner--bell; Il tell you ai.

yea-perhaps, by-ýld-by." 1 rc
Vaura, with her hand on her heart to still its violent

throbbi-ng, fingered until sure of their retreat. She now
emerged from the recess in which she had been com-

pletely hidden. The others having entered from. the end
door had séatied- themselves in the fint recew, there., bo
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being only the double row of book shelves between them.,
The whole length of the room was in this way, shelves
jutting out from either side, and 'a dim, very dim light
pervading,

"Oh, what shall I do? -How can- 1 appear with their
voices in my ears, their words stamped upon my Mem-

ory," shemurmured, " and yetI must, for-my, poor darling
comes after. I must try to forget -their words or my

brain will be too full. What a scanda] for our house.
But to, the conventionalities." and with rapid steps she
reached her apartments. Quick, Saunders, a wine glass
of Cogomac, I a well. There, that will do; how do 1
look V MI 1

Like a picture, Mademoiselle."

CHAPTER XXXIX

TREVALYON THROWS DOWN THE GLOVE.

IIE diiiner on this Twelfth-night, fraught as it
was witii so much of the effervescence of the

champagne of life to so many, was a-dinner
fit for an emperor. The gold plate, the

glassware, each plece- a gem. Sweet flowers looked up
from their delicate dèsiçrn in moss beside each person, or

-from, elegant vases. The hostess was recklessly gay and
abandon, looking like a scarlet poppy with dew- upon it,
robed as she was in satin oÈ scarlet, the whole front of

-Ahe dress and corsage being embroidered in poppiep ftom
pink to scarlet, their leaves of pearls; her necklet, arm-

fêiý, and earrings were diamonds, rubies and pearls. A
handsome woman, without doubt, loving life and its bon,-

bom.

TREVALYON THROWS DOWN THE GLOVE. 293
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Waonly make the run once," she would cry, " let us
take it efferveseing."

Vaura is peerlessly beautiful and brilliant ws, her dia-
monds, her ' large- hazel eyes bright as stars, her lips a

rose, throat, neck and arms gleam in their whiteness as
does the satin of her gown. Ah! Lionel, much as we
love you, we are happy in the thought that Vaura is
your re.Qt. Colonel Haughton notices that his niece often
flânees at him and that beneath her gay repartee or

-brilliant donverse, there undeflies some powerful excite-
ment which he attributes wholly t6 the exposé of the
truth by Lionel.

And so «You enjoyed Rome," said " Capt. Chancer to
Vaura, who had been assigned to, him, so causing him to
be the en.vy of the other men.

Intensely ! dear sun-warm, love-warm Italia,"
"Yes, one loves to live ana lives to, love while there,

I hope you did riot leave your heart behind you, Miss
Vernon."

Nay, you should congratulate me had I done soi, and
by your own words of " one lives to love while there."'
Yes, and on my warm, heart; for, though old Sol

laughN in gay Paris, his temple is in warm Italia," she
said, gàily.

Your eyes tell whether your heart's warmth depelids
upon the zone ypu dwell in."

Are you wise in trusting in truth from womans
eyes she said softly, and looking into his face.

«' In some cases, yes ; they are en véiité the language of
the soul." And his gaze plainly shows his admiration.

You aing, I am told
A little ; it could not be otherwise if one- has lived so

much in the south as I; tbe voice of song seems the nat-
ural language for one's varying emotions."

«« Y ou will sing me one song to-night ? "
Yes, if you care instead of a waltz»
1 want both."



And you look like a man who has his way most
days."

In trifieÈ, yes ; in things longed for, never
«I Welt if so; as the song and waltz are trifles to make

your assertion true, you must have them."
"I am in paradise, and shall. try to forget that did you

consider them, things of moment, you would never have
granted them," he said, earnestly laying down knife and

fork as he turned to g?.ze wistfully into the face of the
fai*rîwoman near him. at last.

«I ou have the flattering tongue and eyes of your sex,
Capt. Chancer ; and you and the other men are to blame j
if I have promised more than I canperform; for 1 have
been unable to say nay to your pleadings, being in a pas-
sive mood to-niopht."

And -the eyelids with their wealth of curled lashes
were uplifted, as she smilingly looked into his face, -for
her thoughts were of Lionel; his, of her.
<1 Of all women's moods, I love her best in the dreamy

languor of passiveness."
To mould us as wax in you:ê hands, to love us till you

tire, as we do a bird or a flower, and then sigh for
another mood ; you see I know- you in all your moods
and tenses." she said softly.

You know us till we meet you," he said earnestly, as
a servant refilled his champagne glass.

«"Tis Greek meeting Greek," she said gaily, thou h
her. heait throbbed wildly, for she alone heard a sligTt

bustle-in. the hall and the voice of the man she loved.
«' No, fairest of women, 'tis the war of love!

A, pleasant strife with its heart-stir; its weapons,
the, emotions.

'lNo wonder,4hat were we a very Achilles, you rob us
of our strength."

Here Trevalyon"s servant entering, handed hîs mastees
card to Delrose; on the back of which he.read: il Are

you prepared to own up as to the part you played in the
Clarmont escapade ? if not, I sha1l clear myself,
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" " Tell your master I am neither a babe nor suckling,"
he answered defiantly, his brow black with hate and
rage aàs he tore the card to pieces, throwing it towards
the man.

There being a sort of free-masonry between Madame
and Delrose, the movements of each being-rarely unob-
served by theother, she was about to play into his hands

by signalling her sisterhood torise from, the table, when
Sir Lionel Trevalyon was annoùnced, Who, hastily coming

to her side, taking her hand in salutation, said :
"' You will kindly give me a few moments, Mrs. Haugh-

ton; oblige me, please, by keeping your seat."
Madame was recklessly abandon, and Sir Lionel had

asked her with his mesmeric.eyes, or she would not have
disobéyed the pressure of the Delrose boot upon her fours
in scarlet satin, (for she did not pine for- the whiteness
of the lily in boots or hose, " It is too tame, not chic,"

she would laugh, and say àdding, 'I a fig for its purity." h
«" Welcome, thrice welcome, Trevalyon, my dear fellow,"

cried the Colonel warmly. Here,-- Winter," to the butler
ciattend to the comfort of Sir Lionel Trevalyon'

" I thank you, Haughton, you are always kind, but I
have dined." 1 ti

There was another pressure of the Delrose bootthich, 'w
this time, had the. desired effect, emphasised as it was by Ir

a meaning look.
Lionel, with one hand on the back of Colonel Haugh- w

ton's chair,, smile-d his greetiiigs, and as his eyes rèsted
for a moment on Vaura knowing her intenseIý otional
nature and seeincr her quickened heart beat er cheek fe

paling, her lips scarlet by con'trast, her large eyes full of
sympathý-he was glad to change the scene to the great &
drawing-rooms. On Madame ansivering the Defrose sig- pr

nal by rising from the table, saying, «' Say your say in Bc:
the greater.cornforts, of the drawing-roomi, Sir Lionel, as wi
vou have dined; come away, the gentlemen will not

linger to-night; here, give me your axm. and I shall be to
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well taken care of between two stich gallants as Lord
Rivers and yourself."

" As you will, fair Madame, and you 1 know w1ill not
say me nay when 1 ask you to bid all your guests -come,
as I have a word to say to, them of the " hidden wife,'
ýoeiety gives Me.yy

&C is sufficient," fle said lau,
The bait orhingm, though baf.-

fied, "' they will all follow like a lot of hungry fîsh."
"« Gad 1 Trevalyon,» cried Lord Rivers jokingly, "' she

must be old 1 enough to come out."
C& I am' relieved that Trevqýlyon is going to make a clean

breast Of ft; English society is degrenerating," said Lord
Ponsonby in severe tones to Lady smondet.

" Trevalyon looks as he did in the east," said Chancer
to Vaura, " when one of the blacks eut poor Cecil Vaughn's

throat when he lay dying, then robbed him; Trevaýyon
caught him. in the act as he rode up, Cecil having asked

his orderly to bring him to receive bis dying messages."
«' No need to, tell me the result Capt. Chancer. I read

Sir Lionel's expression as you do, treachery lived and
was extinet."

But dear Miss Vernon, who are Cecil and the black
this time? I know there has been some by-play, to
which I have been oblivious, but no man would blaiýàe

Not while I have heard for you," giving him a be-
wildering smile.

'« Whieh means you have had -no ear for me," he said,
regretfully seating himsely beside her on a tête-à-tête sofa,

fer they have now reached the salow.
".N ot so, cher grum. bler, for I have two ears, and while

Sir Lionel's rather mournful notes entered first; your
pretty nothings were blown in upon them, so quickly, by
some more mirthful spritç as to send bis to my memory,
whi1e yours are in my èax still.'-' 1
«c There is so, sweet a bewitchment in your healing

touch, as to, make a man not regret bis wound."
-S



A HEART-SONG OF TO-DAY.

come) trot ber out Sir Lionel," said Madame saucily,
as she passed Vaura and Capt. Chancer, " and after I have
opened the ball Lord Rivers can have ber, and you and 1

from a téýe-à-tête chair, will pronounce upon candle-
moulds ýand ankles."

"Trevalyon will take the ankles," said Lord Rivers
lazily.- àv

At last we are going to tag our game and I, my gold-
mounted riding whip," said tfie huntress, who with Major

Delrose seated themselves near Vaura and ber cayalier.
'I"My how ? " asked Delrose quickly and absently, for
he had been intently watehing the movements of Mrs.

Haughton and ber escort's.
1' By t e bow of Diana, Major, I believe you are off the

scenty th gh you heard me make the bet with Sir Peter
Tedril o Trevalyon's wife, 1 bet my dog against a whip
he'd tak this ball as a door to trot her out by, and so

make là peace with Mrs. Grundý."
You and your dog are always game, and I tàke sides

with yo if he brings ber out at all it will be here," he
said, ab ently. But now a look of savage hate comes to
bis face on seeing Mrs. Haughton smile caressingly on
Trevaly n.

ConÉound him," he mutteÈed, "he bags game at will."
Yes, bis eye and touch of his hand bring us down

every ti e. I wonder when be'll introduce her; one thing
Fll wage that we women will all-be hounds and runher

down to earth." c
Excuse me, Mrs. Forester, I must run over to Rose lE

Cottageý I have à; -word to, say to my servant, Sitnon."
«I Oh Ïhat's too bad 1 hurry back, Major,. ours is the first

dance l'and turnm*g to, Sir Tilton who had strolled up' si
one would think the hounds were after him, instead of

poor Sir Lionel Trevalyon, as we have all been lately."
What a terrible expre&sion came into ajor Delrose y s

face jùst now, as he looked àt Sir Lionel Trevalyon,"«" if ever man was born. to huntsaid Vaura to Chaucer, h.
isomething he looked the man."
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«« Yes ? 1 did not notice, but have always thought there
was a latent jealousy and dislike in his breast of Tre-

valyon."
«" One goes hand in hand with the otlier," she answered.

CHAPTER- XL.

BL&CK DELROSE USES EMPRATIC LANGUAGE.

"hg3nELROSE flew rather than walked to Rose Cot-
tage muttering curses on Kate and Trevalyon
as he ran. " D- hi-ý he bas always had
the best of it whenever he and I have crossed

-lances. Kai' bas-loved him best all along, and did he
hold up his finger she'd not go with me to-niomht. But by

the stars she shall. I have got the upper hand of ber at
last by the help of the coming-. We are a danng, reck-
less race. Yes..she is mine at last, I can màke ber come
but curse that fellow, she careà most for -him, but she and
ber gold shall be mine, and I love ber as the panther its
mate, as the lione§s ber whelps, for is she not of my blood?
though 1 have not told ber what 1 have known for years
that the Capt. Vivian, forsooth, ber father, is my first
cousin. Vivian Delrose, in our family surnamed the reck-
lem. What is she saying to him, now? H-eavens how
bot my brain ïs 1 Gad, how far to, the cottage 1 Even though
it be to an exposé, I wish 1 was back. 1 must not lose
sight of her, the-,, two hours before we are off may do me

mischief-he may fall in love. She is looking splendid ;
aR' fire, g and aU 1 ha, ha 1 but," and he hissed the
worcis bet een his teeth, " ]et him stand in my way and
sbe woos corpse. And now to, throw as many stones in
hi.spatb Satan shows 'me how," and springi*ng, rather

eelCol
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thau ualking into Rose Cottage he suýprised Simon in
the act of diseussing alottle of Burgundy with himself.
An empty decanter with tlie remains of some ham, sand-
wiches were on the table. Ellen, the cook, with flushed
face lay on the sofa in a deep sleep. Conspicuous on the-
table embroidered by the Ssthetic fingers of Miranda

Marchmont, were groups of potato bugs and a vial, on
which, in the handwriting of Delrose was the word

«« Chloral."
«I What the devil do you mean, Simon," shouted his

master, «'what fool's game are you after 1 Nice way you're
attending to my orders. What are you playing with this

eh loral for ? "
«' Well, you see, sir, cook's been spoons on me ever since

you and I put up here. She was so dead gone on me when
she know'd we was to go to-nigh

You scoundrel! didn't 1 tell ý0U you were to keep
dark as to, our leaving ?;»
ci Please, sir, I only tolti her to see how she'd stare

and then I drugged her so she can't blab, out of that bot-
tle I've seen You use, sir (with a cunning leer), more nor
once. She wants to, comè with us., sir, she% so gone on,

meý sir.
«I And you axe gone on that bottle, or you wouldn't

gabber like a fool; Ws my belief you were born in a
wine cask and nursed on a bottle;, here, drop- that glass,"

and snatehino, it from, his servant's hands he threw the
contents out of the open casement; whats that! moving
away from, under the window; look here, you fool, some-

thinor white! only I know everyone is at the Hall I'd
say it was a girl or woi-nan."

«" No, sir; it's only the white goat as Mi s Marchmont
pets; shé's startled me afore now, sinip

'I Very wèU, listen ; I have work for you to do, hark
you, for 1 shall not tell it twice: Sir Lionel Trevalyon
ha.s arrived at the Hall.; you know my feelings towards
him."

«« You don't exactly doat on him, sir.-'-'



BLACK DELROSE 'USES EMPHATIC LAXGUAGE. 01

No; well, mark me, he has brought some people with
him to swear falsely, And to clear him of all part in run-
ning off with Col. Clarmones wife (some twelve years
ago) ; he wants to father her on to me; as his game is to
marry the new beauty, Miss Vernon; but, my man, if
you will stick to, it that he was the man (that all the

regiment had it so), not I, your wacres are doubled next
quarter. And now, look you, the work I have for you

since you know so well how Ïo use, this bottle, is, to get
with all speed to the Hall; they *fll be having refresh-
ments; you add a good -sound sleq, on the plea of get-

ting a cup of strong coffee which will steady you; force
'*yoýur way into whatever room, they are; I wish you had

not been such an ass as to, take to the bottle to-night;
your game is to say nothing of Pariýs, or of the -part I

played with that little fool of a Clarmont.- And now
away.»

" Yes) sir; and III n ot fail you ; it's à work I like; and
if I can do his cup, there will be no harm 1 suppose,
sir?

-" None ; and you'Il not regret it; only don't make a
blundering idiot of yourself with all that Burgaundy in-
side of you; put the chloral in your pocket carefully.
And now for the Hall at once, and with me."

With rapid strides (Simon rather unsteady in his gait,
but a wholesome dread of his master sobering him at
every step) they are soon within range of the illuminated
windows, and now separate to make their entrée at doors

for big and little flies.
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CHAPTER XLI.

AN EXPOSE, SOCIETY ON TIP-TOE.

MMEDIATELY aîter dinner, 0- Blanche'*who
wished to perfect h-er own little plot, had

commanded the attendange of that squire of
ÏM dames, Dkrly, down at Rose Cottage, for half

an hour, saying to him : - 1

c'Everyonewill beî at the Hall; cook Ellen is my
frieiýd; her plot being that I marry the Major; she is

sure-he talks to Mrs. Haughýon for my sake (shows how
perfect their tricks have been), and:ýhe (Ellen) is to be

my maid and marry Simon; she's a good creature, Bar-
onet, so she won't have her way; they never do. down
here ; we gobble up all the bon-bons ; ýsso you be up to
time; slip off after you lead Cis back from dinner; my

plot wants trimming; and walls have ears here; there
won't be a soul down there, or a body which would be
uorse.>y

"But I shall be missed," whined small Everly.
" Spoken like an English baronet, who don't see how

small it is; you've got to come to help me fix my plot."
So after dinner, and in the corridor to the salons the

wee white mouse excusing herself to her cavalier, flew
softly to a cloak-room; it was only a minute, and the

éloak enveloped la petite; when, with hood drawn well
over the foreheadý and the satin-dressed feet pushed into
over-boots, she is off. Quickly she sped in and out

among the trées, the wind blowing her cloak open, giving
1er the appearance in the shadow of a white-breasted,
bird on the w*g,,,xe'ow flying, now resting in the shade,
to listen for the foýtsteps of her expected companion

when within a stoàèý,s throw of the cottage she stood.
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He's too utterly mean for anything ; I see I shall
have to bribe him every time," she thouoht; "but here

he comes - I'11 give him a fright and throwing her cloak
offy- though chilled, she hid in the shadow and waîted;
but no; it is not the expected, but Delrose flyincr, as we
have seen him, to speak to his man.

-ho «' What's to pay now ? l'Il step in and hide, and not pad

,ad my ears -eit-her ; he's expected too, I see, for the parlour is

of lit UP."

alf In a moment Everly is forgotten in her loved game, of
detective. - First, under the window where she was al-

nýost discovered by Delrose (as we are aware), next, the
iy bàèk door is entered, housemaid and sinall boy at the

is Hall, no one sees her enter, Ellen's loud breathinor cover-ýD)w ing her footstep; in a few seconds she is in a pantry be-
be tween dining-room, and parlour. Here she heard every

'r- word that passed between them, master and man.
-rn "' The plot thickens, you bet ; what a lovely time I am

to having, and what a thunder and lightning wretch the
iy Major is; 1 don't suppose I can save those poor people,

,re they have got abead of me this time, in more ways than
)e one," murmured wee Blanche, now leaving the cottage,

only having given the others time to be out of sight.
Half way to tke Hall she meets the tardy little Everly, to

W whom. Mrs. Forester had said, " What7s up, Siý Tilton ?
you're as absent as a hound that's lost the scent; you are

le all out up, your eyes are Miss Vernon's, your personality
W is the sofas, away and fin d yourself, you're t oo tarne for me,
le and send me Màjor Delrose."

Jl " How awfullylate you are," exclaimed Blanche, breath-
Io lessly, " here give me your arm."

I regret what has been un'avoidable, so many men
buttonholed me" (he did not'ýay they were duns).

AU right, Baroùet, we havnt time to talk much, 1'm
out of breath, but 1 am going to have that show to-

n night. » '%
Oh! Blanche,.I do wish you would wait, say even for

a dayor two," implored s Everly.

l'

1

1
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Well, 1 guess perhaps I will," she said cunnincrly, not
meaninom to defer her intention for even an honr, ', but

you must do something for me then."
Anything, anything," he cried eagerly.
Thats all 0. K.; first, I must have surgeon Strange

ftoýâ the viillagre double quick."
Why, you are not ill ! if so, Sir Andrew, Clarke is

I know he is at the Hall ; don't interrupt me, he is too
big a man for what I want; you must send one of the
servants for Strange; I know he is to come tu the ball,
but if 'he hasn't Co fetch him rigopht along; next, you
are to be too awfully sweet for anything to Mrs. Haugh-
ton."

Oh 1 Blanche, not too pronounced. I owe*half the
men-money and want to keep in the back ground."
"' l'Il pay them all off to-morrow."
<, WeI4 I suppose I must; first, you want Strànge, but

you don't seem ill, too bad if you have to, miss the
dance. "

Cg Oh, he'Il fix me up in no time; there, ta-ta, ý you go
that way to the stables; mind, right along to me, that will

fetch him."'
And the wece innocent-faced this time, white mouse is

in the salons quicker than it takes to .tell it, even
though she had first pàid a flying visit to the apartments
of Mrs. Haùghton. "' Won..der if the Colonel willdream
on the cake, or take to tragedy was her mental e"acul-
ation on what she saw there.

Just as she entered the drawing-rooms, T-evalyon, who
had evidently had a word with Delro-se, judgý*ng- from, the
look of defiance on the face of the latter as he leftý his
side, now walked up to Colonel Haughton, seated at the

end of the rooms beside Lady Esmondet, with whom he-
had been conversing earnestly, and said 8.

Haughton, dear friend, kindly ask your guests to give
me their attention for a few minutes." »

On the Colonel coica'plying with his request, Trevalyon a
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mé 1 ýanwhile glanci Oat the gems of art around him be-
hiùd him, in a -nie e stood a statue of Venus smiling
down upon the blind god who had been making a target

of Èeý breast in whieh were many arrows. Vaura giving
hini,, strength by being so near, what woman whom.

Lioiael Trevalyon' would love, but would be near him.
Ah 1, heaven, thou hast given such bliss to a few of us, as
makès us long foir immortality.

Bà Lionel is -about to, speak; looking aroun(l him, a
settléd purpose in his handsome face, he said in his musi-
cal'výice:

" Oýae could not, even in one's dréams, picture a fairer
gardeý of society's flowers as listeners, while one tells of
a plot ý,nourished by the sting of its wasp, and smiles of

its beàuteous butterflies; each of our plots has its name,
you all know the name of your last, you have given it to
the Nýws and 1 ruth, and have designated it " Trevalyon's,

hidden wife;' while 1 have come to the conclusion that,
here and now, I shall introduce the wife you have given
146 - her entrée and recital of how you have come to give
her to me will be as fraçyrant spice to your dish of small
talk, as you tread a measure in yonder ball-room." .

On Trevalyon speaking of his purpose to, introduce his
'hidden wife,' Delrose, who seemed to, have lost all control,

over himself, with muttered 'bath, left Mrs. Forester's side,
and, with rapid, strides, went down the room, and seated
himself behind a small sofa on which were seatedMrs.
Hauebton and Lord Rivers, seeming too comfortable, Del-

rofie thought; overhearing Rivers say lazily,. "' I wish we
lived in Utah," pressing the hand concealed in the folds*-of scarlet satin.

1 weýnder-1ww-Lady Rivers would like me as the
last, thedearest one,"' had said Madame, her white teeth
showi-ng.

Lord Rivers gave her a sîde-long glance.
" There'd be the devil to pay," -said Delrose, savagely,

as he sank beavily into the chair béhind them; folding
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his arms on the back of their sofa,and between them and
leaning forward.

You look black enough to be his dun," said Lord
Rivers, carelessly.

As Sir Lionel eeased speaking, a lady,m* the garb of a
cloistered nun, and closely veiled, had entered with slow,

uncertain step; Sir Andrew Clarke, stepping forward, of- E
fered a seat, saying, «'Allow 'me; you seem about to
faint."

No; -I thank vou," she said hurriedly, " I feel jiýite
well agalin, with tehe exception of a slight di.ýness." f

But in' a moment Trevalyon is beside her, whose arm
she quietly takes, while he led her up the -long drawing

rooms, the cynosure of all eyes, giving her at the head of 0'
the room, au easy chair. At the first sound of the voice fi
of the nun, Delrose had started violently, miittering, tc

By thunder, her voice, but no 1 not from. behind a'
nun s veil."

Unveil the statue, Delrose," whispered Lord Rivers
for society was watchinom and liste M'ing witb itchmig ears
for more, and a pinfall could have been heard. ec

Unveil her, she'll let yqu, if she have any charms to h.
Show," he conti-nued lazily.

«' My dear boy, do keep quiet; or perhaps you'd like to he
run away tili the farce is over-" said Madame, caressingly,
for she has a penchant for the peer beside her; be is a to.
new distraction and wi-1 amuse her until she can secure a
tête-à-tête with the man who has s'ome rare fascination for sa
her, as Lionel Trevalyon hýlls for many. But no, Delrose hc
will not stir froiü beside the woman who has magnetised
him for years. And as he keeps his position, he mentally gé.
curses Lord Rivers for his temporary monopoly of her. ne

Trevalyon had stepped over to Vaura on pretence, or str
with the excuse of borrowing her fan for the nun, he not be

feeline strong enough to wait any longer for a pressure of an
the hýnd - as she turned her exquisite face upwards, oh, 80

--to h* heart; but, fUýthe torture that he could not take her is

1
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his bidden wifé," and all the eyes._ But he managed
* hile as if leaiming huw to open the fan and while the
attention of C hancer wâs momentarily engaged, to whispar,
"'*oh darling, this ordeal is too much, why did I not fly
away with you." ý 1

ci My own darling," was aJI her eyes and lips could
silently frame. But his hand brushed her arm, and with
a sweet pain from Èear;ýt to heart, he went from her side
strengtliened for the fight.

" Shall I introduce you, sister, to Mrs. Haughton and a
few of my persanal friends

Not so, Sir Lionel, 1 thank you I am dead to the
world and am only here to, perform, a duty; the hearing
of names would stir sa-d memories in my heart and un-
fit me for my task," and motioning him. to bend down
towards her, she said in tones only heard byhim:

Your, ki eart requires sympathy; go and stay
near that lovely dy you-spoke to just now."

I 'shall, and shall be near you also."
And fliough by this time half a dozen men had group-

ed themselves about the beauty, he got into a corner be-
hind her, where., when they spoke, her breath fanned Èis
cheek, or in turning, the soft bronze of her hair brushed
his face.

The nun now standing up, spoke in quick, nervous
tones, as follows : 6

You all know why I am here; an odd figure trul in
sach a scene. I have been one of you, sô know exactly

how out of place is one in my g ' arb, where all is gold lace
and revelry. I regret to hav-è detained you, but ybu
gentlemen will not mind when beauty and grace are - so,

near; aind you ladies will not tire, as jpnosity, your
strongest trait (pardon, I, too, am a woman) is about to
be gratified in my words. Vanity -bas been my curse,
and even now it hurts me i o humiliate, myself to you all,

so much so, that, though I pity a man who has wrong-
fully sufféred condemnation through me-for many years,
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I would not exonerate him were it not at the command ablE
of the church. Twelve years ago I was a voune bride, Th%.d
and'with my husband, an,'officer' bigh in rvank %ein our craf
ariny, was at London. I was called pretty; I know I her
was worldly, foolish and vain. My husband, a very will
superlor man (as I see men now), might have done some- to n
thing with me had I submitted to his guidance, but I was mat

but seventeen, if that is any excuse for my wickedness. befé
The officers of our regiment were as gay as their kind. brof--

I thought them all in love with me; I know men well tain
enough since to, be aware that their love wais winged, and agec
lighted where fane willed, and pour p«ser le t witiy

own fickle fancy," and her voice faltered, " was held by to Il,-
two men antipodes each of the other; the one fair as an WME
angel of day, who, had he bid me to his arms, ah well 1 tion

though I shame to tell you, his will would have only been Who-
-Iny wish. calle

Here Delrose's face grew black as he mutteredý "'-there, My 1
too. mear

The other man dark as 4'storm-tossed sky, bewitched him
me also, and he did will that I should be wholly his, and had

conquered; I, at last, givîncr him my whole heart, and he w
passionately loving him. and -him alone." Here the divo-1

slight figure swayed and would have fallen, but Vaùra and stign
others were beside her; in a moment she again stood wu

erect waving them away saying: «« Tis the'weakness of ý.was
the flesh; but let me do my ý poor weak nature justice; divor
I could con'quer my feelings bettur, but that the wine que"
I drank on entering after my journey, and to nerve me

to my taskî-was drugged."-sensa.tion-«" but to imy pen- mont
ance; I consented, to leave my husband, ahd with-the mean,
man of whom I last spoke ; on pretence of visiting friends, by th
I went to Paris; lover obtainiý Y leave of absence

nY 
9at*the same time for him.czelf, and with d'

inducing his ý- brother« offiSr to ý do likewise; ïCor that
still, both as gay society men and of the same now 41

r4mente were a gooâ ded togethet. Tbe one honour- York,
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able, the other, as I have found him to my sor-ow.
The one 'in all his gay affaire8 -de cSur, never dese-

cmting a hearth-stone --' this he told me on seeing " here
her voice broke, '« on seeing my love for him; I hope he

will forgive my breach of confidence; this was previous
to my dark lover having gained my heart. We lived as
man and wife at- Paris; he, returning to bis regiment

before his leave had expired, told me 1 must write to, his
brother officer at bis hotel to come and see me on a cer-

tain day; I ôbeyed blindly; he came, and my lover man-
aged so that his own servant should call at the same time

with messagmet; from England, bogus and with no refèrence
to himself. The servant (the same man who drugged my

wineto-night) returned'to his regiment with the informa-
tion that I was living à Paris with the other officer,
who, returning to England, on his furlough lapsing, was
called out by my husband, who was w'ors, ted in the duel.
My lover was waited on by the man he had wrohged ( I
mean his brother officer, not my husband), who implored
him to own up. My lover said it would ruin him; he

had nothing,,»but his sword; he must get his promotion;
he would raarry me as soon as his Colonel secured a
divorce, etc. The other meýn consented to bear the
stigma, as it would be best for me, and until a divorce
wu obtainéd, the man of honour sold out; my lover
was promotéd. So does the green bay tree flourish. The
divorce wae obtained; my lover, though visiting me fre-

quently: and always unsuspected, at each visit swore to
marry me at the next, but instead, deserted me j ust three

raonths previous to the birth 'of our child, with no
means of support, movirýg £rom lodging to lodging, li Ving
by the sale of my Jeweli; at last. when tbese failed, get-
ing breird for myself -and child by giving a few music
leâons to the oor people's children. But now, hearing
that the man or whor& 1 had given up aU, baZsold, out, and
now the avowed admirer- of a wealthy Amen*can at New
York, U. S. A., I gave up;my pitiable loneliness, poyerty,
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failing health were too much and 1 completely broke 4ý
4.down. You will. wonder how I, in my retirement, heard

of his unfaithfulness. Just about eight years agro, a c
creature who liad onèe paid nie compliments, *a dissolute

man, found me out, telling me my lover had sent him; a
he renewed his odious addresses. Some- of my women :lbearers will be shocked to hear me tell of -declarations of
love of this kind, but when a woman takes the step I

did, she must accept such; one cannot play with piteh fi
and escape defilement, and though I loathed the messen- W
ger and his words it would have been an incongruity to d ' 1

say so; so when he said I had best take the sunny cide of
life's boulevard with him, with foreed calmness 1 refused W

and decidedly. On his taking a reluctant leave, I fell
Into a death-like swoon and so, good Father Lefroy, the
parish priest found me. But to hasten (you can easily
believe 1 had been an extremely careless religionist). The

kind sisters of a neighbouri ng convent broLght me and my it
little son to their hospital, and nursed me back to more

\,,than iny former health. I embraced their faith, and ai
my earnest entreaty they accepted me as a member of p c
their order, and 1 teust by zeal in gooà -works to atone thl
for the wickedness, of my past lifé. My boy, 1 have given an
as a sin offering to the. church. And now the penance Wh
imposed upon me is finished, save in a few concluding ýrU
words. 1 saymost solemnly, upin oath, that what I Inc,
have said and am about to say is the truth. The man hai
I spoke of at :fiÈst, as handsome as an angel of day, and in
to whom you have g-ven me as hidden wife, is Sir Lionel ma.

Trevalyon. The man with whom I eloped, * and who
finally won my love, is the father of my child and is
Major Delrose; for I am none other than Fanny Ponton, cler
at one time wife to, Colonel Clarmont." - At these words, of 1
the poor thing gave way, but the wee 'white mouse, who De1

had gradually from pffiar to post-reached the bead of the At Il
room is beside her; first sending Everly to the -S*dè of lookAmpe 0 ladysayimg, Make love to her openly, to-night, and

yon
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to my bankèr to-morrow." And now the pink eyes peer
through the black veil as she whispers, «'you'Il have au-
other « pick - me up ; ' where's the small bottle ? I savý

them and the priest is aching to, come, right along. What
a dear little boy, but the bottle, quick 1 " e

" You are very kind; it is in my pocket." A wine-glass
is broucrht and tbe contents swallowed.

In the meantime Colonel llaugophton, Claxton, Wing-
field, and others came forward, congratulating Sir Lionel,

while some of the loveliest women, glad of bis freedom,
did likewise. Meanwhile Sir Peter Tedril had -come

bastily tô the little group around Madame, 1 just as shé
was saying j 9 estingly to Delrose-

Come, George, own up, you and the nun are a black
pair. Hadnt 1 better go and pat and purr over dedr Sir
Lionel V'

"" Noue of your chaff, Kate, 1 am in no mood to stand
it; the ball is at his feet now, it will be at mine ere sun-

rise," he said savagEý1y, and with latent meaning.
" Tliat's right, Delrose," said Tedril, mistaking bis pur-

pose. " Whether she is yours or bis does not signify;
throwýdown the gauntlet; aive her the lie; tell her she is

an adventuress; anything! to put a spoke in Trevalyon%
wheel; all the women go with him; a man hm no chance.."

drawing hîti)self up to, hisjull beight of five feet five
inches, and pulling bis -whiskers furiously.; "' even with a

handle to bis name, and an' M.P.; îf you don't care to, go
in yourself, let Rivers, Everly, or myself be your spokes-

«I Leave me out, Tedril, please," said Lord Rivers lazily;
I'd rather be all eyes and ears,,just at present," draw*g
closer to, Madame, and being for the moment proprietor

of her fine arm, lace wl-aps telling no tales. "' I vote
Delrose kiss and make up, so we see the- statue unveil."'

At this there was laughter, when Rivers continued: «'Donýt
look black m a 'storm-tossed qky,' Delrose, as the veiled
kdy hath it. I dare say honours were divided between
yon and Trevalyon,-"1
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Both soldiersý they went to war and vanquished a-woman, eh, Georgie ?" said Kate, still laughing; ci theyall do-it. Even my spouse, Saint Erie, is laying siege tothat women 'in violet Velvet.',
«'While scarlet is our, coloùr.,ý- cried Everly, gallantly,a*s Mrs. Forester and others joined the group., while thehuntress exclaimed-
"Speak, Major; say you deny thé wooing and thewooer. Black isn-t our colour, so for fun we'Il pelt therobed one."
Delrose e pushed to it and full of hate to Trevalyon,excited, and as was usual, reckless (knowing also whathis plot was for this very niàht; knowing, too, how that wact would be canvassed at dawn; when society 1 in -herchaste morning, robe would look shocked at what shewould wink att>at midnight, and in her robe cle chambre), Irelectrified the groups of wasps and butterflies, in their irmusical mur--mur and whirr-whirr, by standing up and Io,saying, in a tone of bravado

A pretty plot and well got up for a fifth-rate theatrebut not for a drawing-room in Belgravia. I need scarcely br-say I deny the charge, the o4ject of -which is to free a Eçman from a 'hidden wife' to, enable him, to wed a new anbeauty with us to-night. (Sensation). Sir Lionel ' Tre-valyon bas lately come inta the possession of much gold; ga.«the Church éf ]Rome bath a fancy for the vellow metal;if the woman robed as a nun be a min, then she is only deýaddinu to the coffers of the church by speaking the wordswe have heard. If she eveii be the one-time wife of poor &Colonel Clarmont, society, knowing a thing or two (ex- chicuse the slang), will place no reliance on the story of cdsuch an one." 
illeaTo attempt to describe the effects of the words of Del- wirrose on thé gay groups of revellers would be impossible.Butterflies and wasps forgot, for a moment their beautyty Inoand their stm*g., It was as though Da;ne Rumour andMm. Grundy were struck blind. and dumb, their lovers
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faithless, or Worth dead 1 But now the Babel of tongues
fills the air, and silence lays down her sceptre to, go forth
into the night alone.

Isn't it too deligghtful !-a double scandal cried one.
Mas 1 alas 1 that my cley, should be in such an age,"

said Lord Ponsonby.
Il I wonder who À is darling Sir Lionel wishes to, marry,'*

said another. At this remembering rivalry got on the
war path, as each looked critically. at the other.

Il Trevalyon would be a decent fellow enough of you did
not all kneel to him," growled a county magnate. Il I
wish he would go to Salt Lake city and take his harem

with him."
Il I wonder if he bas his eye on me," cried gay Mrs.

Wingfield; Il you men do sometimes take a fancy to, other
men's belongings. If he does I shall have to succumb

instanter. Eustace, dear fellow, has rather a consumptive
look, now I come to notice him.;)

le He may drop off in time," laughed the huntress;
but I am afraid I've lost my whip," she added, dolefully,

brushing past Colonel Haughton, standing beside Lady
Esmondet, and conversing in an undertone with Claxton
and Trevalyon.

Lost , your whip 1" exclaimed her host with fôreed
gaiety; Il that daire-déviil bas picked it'up, thén."
,4& Say that he only bas the whip-hand potir le présent

dear Sir Lionel," said Mrs. W eld, taki'üg both his
bands in a pretty, beseeching way.
gi Or we women shalleat our hearts out in pity for your
chains." said Vaura soilty, coming near him.

Il You area pretty group of gamblers," he said, think-
ing tbere had been a wager among them but I must
win when fair bands throw the dice."

Delrose, had unçonscious1y given his fée some ecstatic
moments, for the crowd. so\ pressed about him to, hear

what amwer Ye would make to the bold denial of the
T



black-bearded Major that Vaura waa close enough to hear
bis heart-beats, and to, whom he whispered brokenly-

All the nun's words will not avail, darlingor, after bis
false denial; I must bring on my other proofs for both
our sakes, beloved."

«« Poor, tired Lion.; I wish I could help you," she whis-
pered from behind her fan, and he felt her yield to the

pressure of the crowd and come closer.
" You do, sweet; I feel jwt now strong and weak;

you und erstand ? "
One glance up from her fan and he is satisfied.
But the conjectures as to whether Sir Lionel will or

can reply to Delrose are put to, rest by bis voice again
fî the air,- ,«' To seem, and to be, are as unlike -as are the hastily

constructed bulwarks of the savage tribes as compared
with a solid British fortress; we soldiers know this, and

that Major Delrose. sbould still entrench himself behind
the flimsy seeming of days of yore, where he was, safe

thro'gh my careless good-nature (we shall call it), in al-
lowing it to be supposed that I had robbed Colonel Clar-

mont of his wife, submitting to the stigma so, that bis act
would not stand in Jhe way of bis promotion, a-& this poor i

pun bas told yoù; you will wonder why I was'careless. Be- 1
cause, for reasons of my own, I had forswornmatrimony, a
as I then thought, for all time. But Madame Grun-dy bas 1

lately revived this scandal, making a lash for my back
withît for the hanàs of Dame Rumour. I have deter- 1a ed to stamp it out at once, and for ever ! And ri

now to pull down the bulwarks of Major Delrose." And a
holding up bis hand, a signal agreed on with bis servant, C(
Sims at once ushered apriest and a small boy, who was à
masked, and who w'alked, as if asleep, up to tfie 'head of M

the room. Father Léfroy' saying a worý to the nun in
an undertoue, lifted the boy to a chair bèside her; now, w

beside them, in calm measured tones, he spoke as er
follows a-

le
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"' We priests of the church have too many str nge ex-
periences to, be very m uch astonished at any ýýw one,

yet I must say that to, hearthe words, on oath, of one of
our pious sisterhood doubted is a novel sensation. Major

Delrose is unwise in bis present course of action, as he
bas by such prolonged a most painful duty on the part of
the church. Sir Lionel Trevalyon will pardon me for say-

ing he was wrong in wearingthe mantle of dishonour for
another; the lining, a good motive., was unseen by the
jealous eye of so-ciety, hence, when the lash was put into
ber hands by revenge or envy, ber motive power, it, the
la.9h, went dowii; Sir Lionel Trevalyon has had bis pun-

ishment. With unwearied exertion he bas found Sister
Magdalene through Paris, at London, and she bu spoken

the truth, and Major Delrose knows it. Moreover, and
in connection with bis name, we have examined papers,

letters to Sister Magdalene, previous « to and after ber
elopement,' thus proving her words. Again, 1 may say
here, for I have grave doubts of his baving done so, six
months ago 1 received from Father O'Brien, of New'* York

city, same mail as he wrote Major Delrose, whose ac-
quaintance he had made in that city in 1873, and believ-

ing by his words that he was an intimate friend of the
house of Haughton, wrote him, as I say, of -dying mes-

sages, and a few lines to a nîece of Colonel Haughton,
by name Vaura Vernon, and from. Guy Cyril Travers."

At this, Vaura started, turned pale and visibly trem-
bled, putting her hand to her side, when half a dozen
men started to their feet; but Lionel qqietly put ber
arm, within his and led ber to a seat behind a large stand
covered with rare orchids and b-eautiful ferns, where, did
she not revive, the open doors of the conservatory lent a
means of speedy retreat.

" My own love, be brave; it was six months aoro," he
whispered, bending over her, and puzzled at her eat
emotion;.«'I I know it, dear; and yet dead, poor, poor 91 : &

1 have been always unpityinÈ towards But di&
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say he was, dead! let me hear; he will tell more; but in
this crowd 1 " And she leaned forward, her large eyes
glistening, the rose mouth quivering. Lady Esmondet

silently joined heie, as did her unele, Who, ever and an'on
shot fiery glanSs of contempt at Delrose, who, with
bold recklessness, still leaned forward on bis folded

arms, between Madame and Lord Rivers. But thé priest,
instead of continuing aloud, came to Vaura's side, ýsay-
ing quickly and in low tones:

1« Pardon; this is ; yes, 1 see itf is society's rareàt
flower.-Miss Vernon; you have been hidden from me

by those who would sui, themselves in your smiles;
else had I seen you, whom I ki-Low from the London

shop-windows: should have told you-quietly of Father
O'Brien% letter, as I see by ýour emotion, black Delrose
bas been faithleàs to, bis trust."
«' He bas ; tell me of poor Guy ; did you say he is
dead ? " she asked, in broken accents, her eyes full;

«' tell -me quickly; now, here ; I can bear it."
" It was only a serawl ; he was dying, and signed

your - your husband,; he I)ad beeli stricken down by
fever; your name waïs ever on bis lips; he said you

loved Paris, and he would be buried there; he had loved
you all bis life; he was * glad to go; you were not to

shed one tear for him, but to make some one blest by
your love; your miniature was to be buied with- him;

he îs 'in paradise; you must not weep for him, and so
cause others to weep for you. "

«'I shall not forget to remember your kindness,", she
said, giving her hand, the tears welling her eyes ; "Sir

Lionel Treýajyon will perhaps bring me out to your
monastery."

«'I thank you, and for our Order," and moving away
to bis former position, he continued:

" I have now finished my task, 'self-imposed and mi-
the ends of justice; Sir Lionel Trevalyon is free to go to

Go«s altar wïth the proudest and fairest wôman in the
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world; and may the blessing of hea-ven rest upon bis
union. Ilad he not exposed the factsý he could not have

wed, while your lips framed the word-bigamist 1 ý,"
]Elere the boy started violently, put up his hands to,

bis face, tearing ofF the ask, and rubbing bis eyes.
" Where am 1, efroy ? youýre not on-- the

square; you said I was going to, see my mother; come,
own up; what did you say I was coming where every
one wore masks for? " and he stamped on the one he
had torn off (and which they thought ' itbest he should

wear, so that at a certain point, if necessary, bis strong
resenibleffice to, bis father should be suddenly revealed).

cc So they do' wear masks, my son, though you do not
see them."

" 1 -,am, not you r ' son; th îs lis my father," he said, with
emphasis and pride, drawing from his pocket a minia-

ture of Delrose ;" we're square now; you hid this from
me, but I found it out; you cannot put me on' bread and
water, for I've good as eut-and run."

"' George, d ear, be a good boy; I am your mother," said
the poor nun, tearfully.

('You 1 well, it is your voice; but why didn't you
speak to %a fellow in the coach, aËd lift up that nasty

black veil ; - here., I wil', .0
And béfore she could stop bim, he had mounted the

chair and torn the whole head-gear off, exposing the face
of one-time Mrs. Clarmont.l«

" 'Tis she ! 'tis she 1 " echoed maiýy voices;-girls, now
matrons, remembered the pretty little thing in their fint

season as Mrs. Clarmont; chaperom and men, who had
and badn't flirted with her, reme'bered her as Fanny
Ponton.

ci Let me go to her," said Vaura, gently; '« what ÎS ray
grief to hen ? )y

"'.,A.h. poor thing, what a sad fate bas yours been; do
not hide your face algain from vour poor little -boy and
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us; dear me what a weîght it is; one would almost
smother beneath its folds.»P

Oh> I must veil," cried the poor' thing.
No; leave it off, daugÈter; it is my wish society

shall see in you Trevalyoù'à 'hidden wife;' all bave
heard your words; mine and this lad's," said the priest,
sternly.

Nearly every inmate of the long rooms had, eagerly
and excitedly pushed. and crowded, squeezed. and crushed
as near as possible to the principal actors in the scenes

they had witnessed, making very co-nspicuous the atti-
tude taken by the group in and about the euâained re-
cess ; namely, the scarlet-robed hostess ; Lord Rivers,
pleasantly placed, and too lazy and epicureantomove, -à Del-
rose, in the -blackness of alternate rage, hate and defiance,
lonÊinnm to eut e scene, but unwi ling té leave the field

to, Lord Rivers, anthose he termed his fées ; Kate, afraid,
to, stir, for he had said between his teeth, '« You won't go

near them; Tedril, with the huntress, stobd beside
them ; while small Everly, accustomed to the. Ale andý
remembering the mutual promise of Blanche and himself,

sat at the feet of Madame., alterniting fanning or éaying
somethm*g pretty to her, nerved to, his -task by the fact,

that Tisdale Follard, who liadjustbought his M.P., had
told him. «'he must and would have his mon'èy at dawn.$P

But the bov with eaLer eyes lis pushing his way
through the crowds and down to, the sofa of Madame;
all gazling after him. - but nothing abashed,-he elbows his
wa ' y (a bold fearless boy, a very Delrose, with nothing of
his mother in him); now with an intent stare at his
father, then a long look at the miniature, said with a

great sigh and slowly:
No I sup se youýre not m pater; wlien I find him,

he woWt seowl at a fellow,"' with a loving glance at the
likenew, whieh was of Delrose in full-dress unifèrm,

miling and handsome, taken with his thoughta full of
b4s triumphant aïaire de cSur with Un, Clarmont,
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am no meau sneaksir; so I'11 show you the like
ness of my father to excuse my staring at you like a
cad; " and he handed it to, Delrose who did not take it,

Kate doin gy so, but -he had recognised the me on the
boy taking it fr'm bis breast.

Il Thanks, no;" be said, with affected bravado, for
society eyed hi fu ; '« the young monkey p1?ýys bis part

well; if the thing even is of me, light fingers at times
lighten one's, belongings." ,

«'It is of - you, dear Georgie," said Kate, recklessly;
your family is *creasin9

If you say so, it must be so,". he said, bis bold black
eyes meeting bers. 0

Mrs. Haughton now handed the miniature back to the
boy, who, after returning it careful]y to bis pocket, said
proudly, and lookingfixedly at bis father

If you- were a boy, I'd give ýou one right out from
the shoulder for what youve said of me; " and turning on
bis heel, he was making bis way for the head of the
room, when Madame, obeying impulse, -caRed out laugh

ingly :
Il How bave your owners called you my little man
"George Delrose Ponton is my name, Madame;" and

with one band to bis breast, where the miniature lay, he
again pushed bis way through the groups of revellem. -

Il A speech from the throne could not have been given
with more dignity than the poor fatherleelittle fellow

g V ves bis name," said Vaura, pityingly..,
My dear mother bas fainted, sir theboy said, ig-

nor][EU-Y priest and women, and instinctivel choosing the
face full of strength and sweetness, the face men and
children trusted and women loved-that of Lionel Tre-
,valyon..

Poor boy, pSr thing, so, she bas while our attention
hu been diverted.es

. The meeting of father and son had been more tbafi ihe
écould. bear, at the answer of Delrose to, their child,
she bad faUen back in her chair in a dead faint.
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Poor creature, no wonder she gave way, I muÊt get
her out of this crowd.')

Bring her to iny borudoir, Sir Liènel ; touch that bell,
Sir Tilton, please," crietl Mrs. Haughton, thinking exult-
antly., now is my opportanityto have him to myself, I

à1all. open the ball with Loid Rivers at once, and then
Mason appearing "' lead the way to my boudoir and attend
to this lady who has fainted,"

«" Men she revives she. will like some one lbesides a
strange maid with her," said Colonel -Haughton, as Lionel

picked, the nun up ii% his strong arms you had better
go too, Vaura dear."

Trevalyon looked his approval sayirg 1' come."
Yes, you come, too," and the boy's hand slipped into

hers.
And so, Vaura, her trailing skirts of cream satin, front
width richly embroidered in gold Ross, with the perfume

of tea roses from her corsage and bouquet she, carried-in
all the fulness of her rich beauty, wîth proud head bent
as she éhatted with the dark-eyed, blaèk-haired boye beside

her, followed Trevalyon with his burden and the priest
who wa7lked at. his side.

CHAPTER XLII.

ALL TH-B WORLD s A "rAGEO

UTWITTED this time,» mused Madame,
greatly moàified at seeling Vaura retire

with the group, ««,but 1 must make one more
appeal to, him, àlône," and. tapping Lord

Rivers on e arm with, her fan, said To the
of Comus we want a change of e ck îs a trying
dolour.st



At this moment Blanche, ber band on Everly's arm, én-
tered from. the dining-room, whither W'*th cunning fore-
thought she bail told hini just fivé minutes previously

she wiished to go, with " 1 feel played out after all this
sensation, we had best go for, something exhi4rating,"
thinking, as she returned hell stand it better how, and
I'm not one moment toiD soon," leadink herluits'uspecting

escort up to, Madame, who stood leanlng -on the aýzn of
Lo'rdRivers, her busband near welcoming late arrivals;
and the.air was sweet with perfume, and laden with the
ce.aseless murmur and everlasting whir-whir with the
music of the laighter of the 'beautiful, the noble, and the
fair, and as they follow, and crowd around Madame, their
goal, the ball-room, some condole with others on their
later entrée, saying, "Oh, dailingl whati you bave missed
such a snsation!jý or 'l Oh! you should have been here

earlier, Lady Eldred, our pet of pets, Sir Lionel Treval-
n. is free; " or 1' a nun, nobodys eh ild, and no end of fun,

Stuart," again, no end of a timel Delrose has posed as
Lucifer., Trevalyon, as all the angels."

Vaura Vernon is here, I am among her slain; she's a
nymph, a goddess and a woman; shes the only one formie said Chaucer, feelingly.

All the others are frocks and fri=es," laughed his
friend, who had never seen her. "' Listen, Chancer, whafs
the go now? that little girl with, all the tin, red. eyes,
and bustles, îs getting up a row of some sort; let's ge in."

The face of Mrs. 1faughton. was a study and the groups
about her reflected the various emotions depicted. there.
For Blanche bad said, the whitè moùse., wearing her in7

nocent air 'l Oh, step-moma darling ! " . 1
Never used a term of -endearment before; g'oi*ng to, say

something nasty,," thought Mrs. Ilaughton.
Ouiwta cUre Màdame; yours isan. uneming instinct; does

not Pum purr, then -scratch ? does not the snake charm,
then fiting? And sothe white mouse said, «Oh,î;tep-moma

g. just one ute, F''e been up toi'a lark, and now
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present myself to you as Lady Everly; of course you will
feel too awfully small for anything, when 1 take preced- nc

ence of you ; but you are so fond of the Baronet, it was sh.
nice of me to keep him in the family; " this she said with- RC
out a shadow of self-consciousness, so inteiit was she in

watching the effect of ber words on ber step-mother,
using ber pocket-hanhkerchief at every wordher escapade yo.
in the park adding to the red. df the eyes and tiny nose, sh.
looking too as if ber robes would fall off the green satin

waist, 80 low and velVet train -so heavy. Oblivious was spc
th. MICI

she of eien. the small Baronet, on whose arm she leaned, ha
and who trembled with nervousness and mortification at lig.
the manner Blanche had chosen to, offer them. up to Mrs. shc

Grundy. The wedding cards the Lady of Everly bad apere making ber little ,4peech,,were dropped- topresented, In
the floor, while Madame said haughtilyb ow

Blanche Tompkins, you are mad tg parade yourself in Ka
this manner," and smiling cynically, «'your attendant adi

cavalier wears quite 'Pa lubilant air, looking so proud. of
« MYhis proximity to, such a conventional belle of the evening. mair

What with 'hidden wife and this little farce, the place and
smells of brimstone;,-let us all away," she said with. a

forced. laugh, " to the halls of Comus and a purer sphere;
Lord Rivers, your arm."

«e Everly," denia-üded his host, e' what is the meaning
of all this havingý heard from Tisdale Follard, not
two hours before, that Mrs. Haughten had given him
permission to press his suit with Miss Tompkins, Madame
always considering Everly ber own property.

Allow me one moment," said Delrose following ate
in ber exit. « L find I must bid you and the Colonel
gdieu; I go to Lo'ndon by the Midnight, from whence 1
think, across the water." -

In spite' of herself the colour came and went in Kate's
cheeks. to w

"Are they all mad," ishe thought; 141s he acting or han(
what the
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The Colonel, relieved, and still feeling that he did
not much care, now that he bad the sympathetic friend-

ship of Alice Esmondet near,-w'hether he remained at
Rose cottage or no, stip said, giving his hand.

1' 1 wish you a pleasant trip."
éit 1 doubt it, " said Delrose inwardly; outwardly, 1' thank

you," and being a born actor, continued carelessly, 'II
shall be as happy and free from, care as the waves on the
sportive ocean, for congratulate me, I b rlng my bride with
me, no 'hidden wife,'though the Néws and Daily will
bave us Truth also will have a hand in" and he added
lightly, "when a man knows editors and that ilk will

shortly wet their pens for him, he may as well whet the
appetite of society by saying only this and nothing more )ý

In my bride of the sea, you will see a fair cousin of my
OWM, the daughter of Vivian Delrose," and turning to

Kate, whom. he had furtively watched said, as he bid her
adieu, « 1'bý gaù'engr a wife I lose, a hostess, who has won

my heart." With a few car-eless words to the others, this
man than whom, no other ever held hâs own through fife
and in spite of fate better, now made bis exit.

C TER XLIII,

WEE DETECTIVE PLAYS -A WINNING CARD.

RÇ)M the time Fanny Clarmont has appeared like
a ghost of the departed, Delrose determin-
ed to get rid of the bother of it all by go-
mg a once Rose Cottage; the huntrew

to whom. he had been engaged for the first dance he
handed over to Tedril. He would write Kate from,
the cttage, but first, he would pu ber for tortur-
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ing himby lingering with Treval on and giving ber-
smiles to Lord Rivers, by a publie little speech as to bis Wleave-taking, and keep ber preoccupied by bis avowal as
to who was to accompany him, (she knowing naught of titheir relationship) -as to give ber no taste for flirtation. 01(Simple Simon could not read ber, she is a woman;)

«'It is now nearly eleven oclock, I shall keep ber in Plsuspense for fialf an hour or so, then she is mine. Gad ! rcI bave won a prize, a fierce, passionate, untamable, flesh- 01and-blood beauty, full of loveý or full of hate, strona in
body, mind and appetite; and she does care for my de- revotion, we were born for each other; what a life we shall
have, thank fate I never was foolish enough to, throw
myself away on that little, timid, shrinking, silly Fanny
Clarmont.." and -he leaped and ran to Rose Cottage, Shsome times with a loud laugh, startling the night birds, toas he tho-ught of the *oman and ber gold. eaXate had shivered as with a chill at Delrose's words, (tl

when Lord Rivers had. said : 1.
"'Come and take a glass of something warm, you have habeen standing too long!' Il uc" You are kind," she said, recovering herself, «'it gives ofone a chill to lose two men in one night; yes, thank you, te.a glass of-champagne, twill be a more pleasant sensation

than'the three brides, but let them beware ; I shall have Pr
their husba'nds at my feet again; and now for the dance." heI shall make you forget them."

You may."
A deserted room; a dim, religious light; a female shform. too tempting to resist," he said, lazily, and in ber a %.ear. asil, Well," said Kate., drooping ber eyelids, know*ng'khat he.

the result of this speech would be. - StE«I welly my charmer," and the kiss and embraee were W(
1- " You ' naugghty ýaan, but 1 do really need some extra W- .

support for my i;pinaJ coliimm, and ifs awfully Pleammt, -ma



but dear Grundy won% allow it, so we must, wait for our
waltz."

And the pair hurried along the corridors and took
their lacèý; at the head of the room, and the 'ball was
openes.

Col. 11aughton, as we are aware, had demanded an ex-
planation of the words of Blanche from Sir Tilton. The
rooms had been deserted, save by those to whom a disli
Of gossip wu as the essence of life, ànd who now listened
with itching ears to, Sir Tilton's reply, while they tried to

remember the eîtent of'the eccentric little bride's wealth.
Whether she would buy a house in town; nearly all de-

ciding that they would patronize or cultivate her.
'« She is outrée and bad form, but she bas the dollar and

she'Il be game for those who havn't," said a London 'beau
to, Chancer, Who hadnf gone to, the ball-room, but was

eating bis heart out in feverish impatience for his waltz
(the third dance on the programme) with Vaura.

«« Sorry you didn't like it, Colonel, but Blanche would
have our marriage private." He did not add that he said
no word to.dissuade her; as the Jews would have none
of him, and his friends had buttoned up their pockets
telling him " to wipe out old scores fint.yy

As it wu, wife, trip, special ficense and all that had
cost him, not asozi, except the ring, and his freedom, which
he considered ample equivalent.

Yes; it's all my fault, Colonel; but you are too awfully
nice to be angry wiîth a bride, you know; and besides,"
she added in a stage whisper, the pink eyes peering about,
a childish l'ok of anxiety coming to the wee white face,
as if to, prôtect herself against listeners who would carry
ber words to Madame in reaJity; aching to see some of her

step-mother's pets within earsh'u, to be sure her words
would carry.

Fire away, litt4 one, 'tis an ancient war you are
waging of wornan ver&u woman; make your bullets;
-mmy are by Who win pelt with true

7

"I là-
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cc And besides, Colonel, Mrs. Haughton is so, fond of SieTilton she would never, no, never, have let me have him,so I let him make love to her up to the >very last, andshe-"'
-At, this juneture Colonel Haughton, whose nerves wereterri bly unstrung, breathed an -inward. bless ffig upon LadyEsmondet, who, laying her hand on the shoulder of thelittle one, said, "" Tell us where you were married., dear 2 J> 

î
9. Oh, that's all square; at St. Alban's yesterday at Ma-tins; but it was an awful pitý; scarcely an'yone saw us.Guess it's legal though, eh, Tilton ?

"' When did you leave Haughton Hall, Everly ? " in- Cquired his host, almost feaxiiig some indiscretion would be abrought to light.
«'Yesterday, a.m., first train; took carnage for St. Al-bans ; Blanche telephoned for suite of apartments athotel; left London to-day; so here we are again." PThe absence of his hostess and Vaura, also the look ofrespect in the faces of his creditors all gave the little ba- e:ronet courage to, speak. 

Ir"Show me the marriage certificate, Everly. Ah, thats r,right, and 1 congratulate you both; Blanche *18 her ownmistress, and yy 
S-And, Lady Everly, give upcc dôn't the situation to any- ifbody, a comical look of importance on the wee face. o«Any men in the rooms who had the haziest knowledge of-the little man about town, now swarmed small Everly dwith congratulations on his golden future., excepting Tis- ifdale Follard ) M.P.» Who did not care to have his debt paid wby Everly from the pocket of Blanche. But he must notforget himself ; he will console himself with the Totten- bEham money bags; so giving his arm to. Cecilia, %bosomfriend of Blanche, ey join the group; the Tottenham IoPouting. 

#"' What'a the matter, Cïs cried Blanche. You have h.*a greenery yellowy look, and renànd me of Bunthorn and tithe forlorn maidens all rolled up together and sent in byPuSl Post,
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cc If I doy its your fault, Blanche., and you are extremely
unkiind.%" she said, .tearf ully. -'You know you promised
only the other day that when you weré married I should

be first bridesmaid and eboose my own frock., and I didy
and it just suited my complexion, especially in church,
with the lights from the stained wind7ows upon it. I just
dreamed of it night and day; it's reaRy too disappoint-

ing 1 yy

Il Is that all, Cis ? I might as well cry beeause.my pug
is a shade lighter than my new winter costume I order-

ed to, match hiï coat. Don't cry and you shall have a
chair in my boudoir j ust to suit your complexion (for I
am going to buy an awfully nice town house)."

Might have said we," thought her husband, but he
swelled himself like Froggie in the fable.

No, , Cis," continued la petite, " isn't that a nice sugar
plum for you ? "
oc Sugar plum for me 1 '-' said Stuart, who thoroughly

eDjoyed a bit of chaff with wee Blanche, "" Sugar plum for
me 1 Think I require one to console me for Sir'Tilton*
running off with you ? "

Il You're tou big a humbug to get any from, me, Mr.
Stuart. Barnum's umbrella wouldn't begin to, tàke you in;
if you try and be a good young man, perhaps you'Il get
one over lýheire," she added irreverently.

CI Why, that's in the direction of Mrs. Haughton's bou-
doir, you very naughty girl," laughed Stuart. Il I wonder
if I would, though; I must find some one to sympathise
with."

Il Bunthorn again," laugh ed Mrs. Wingfield; "' you had
better apply for the vacant footstool.,.

Il Never get a softer seat, Stuart," said small Everly,
looking as important as the lords of the Berlin treaty.
# "' I'mtoo awfully too ashamed of you, Baroneý," said
his bride. ci You're as demoralized as all the New York
theatres rolled in one."

IAdý Igverly," mdd Sýtmrte solenuily and conmùting
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bis tablets, " I am aware of your -weakness for small peo-
ple," with a side glance, «'small plots and puzzles. Read
this one for me, pleme: where am 1 to find Miss Tomp-
kins, to, whom. I am engaged for this dance? "

«« Guess you'Il bavé to put up with Lady Everly," she
said, saucily.

You don% care to go to the ball room, yet, Alice; we
have so much to sav," said Col. Haughton, bending down
to the sweet, calm face looking up to his so earnestly,
and marking the deepening lines of care and unrest.

No, Eric; sit down be-side me, you look weary; I have
seen so little of you of late."

«'And the guests-come and go or talk in groups.of this
night of sensatidn; -or in these luxurious soft-lighted sa-

lom, give themselves up to the delicious intoxication of
some loved présence. How many a passionate heart throb,

how many sweet pains are engendered in one's heart, how
m any ýsighs given and returned, what tender passages on,
such nights! And what would a ball be ithout this
undercurrent of wbat we call flirtation; in eality, this
yearning for the one in the multitude.

Why, Chancer, what's come, to you, man ? u remind
one of a spirit in Elysian fields in search of its mate,"
said Stuart, a8ý he strolled about with Lady Everly on his
arm.
Pretty scene, Chancer," said Lord Rivers, lazily, and

stationing himéelf in the curtained entrance to look out 0'
for, some one to kill time with until his hostess is his -own S'
again. Fine show of arra and neck. there; pretty wo-
man that; ah, there-s an ankle; trust them, they all know
their good points; Fine pair of eyes ; there's a neck for e«

you; but what's the matter with you, man, now I come W
to, look at you you wear a lest look; is it Fate, Fortune,*
or one of the Graces a(

The three in one, Rivers,» he said with a half-laugh. 8,c« Did you say you had lost some one, Capt. Chancer ? 01
Perhaps I can tell you; I know every nook and corner in
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the hall," said the lieltoribury, insinuatingly, coming from
the other side of the curtains, where she had ensconced

her-self to wateh for the return of Madame on bearing Lady
Everly'g speech in the stage whisper.

How a*ngry the dear thing will be," she thought im-
portantly, "' when 1 tell her.ý*' And now in ber character

of social astronomer she levels ber glass at Chancer.
cc Oh. thank you, I shall be so obliged," he said e.ýgerly
1 am in search of Miss Vernon; our waltz is on."
1« So 1 so 1 no wonder you are eacrer,"i but Chancer is

out of hearing, so swiffly bas he followed Mrs. Melton-
bury to the boudoir of Madame.

An armf ul, seductive enough fôr Epieurus himself,"
thought Lord Rivers and so is my superb hostess, full
of fire and orreat go; the Colonel is too quiet to, master
her wonder what attracted them ; gad! what a different
linking there would be7 if all existing, marriagrési ---w-ë-r-ë
somehow declared null and void. Kate Haughton and
Vaura Vernon would be the most powerful magmets at

Londoù; even as it is, they will. Clarmont will be
rather surprised to, hear that Delrose was the partner of
the fair Fan's flight; gad 1 he mamged that well; Tre-

vý1yon is so devilish handsome and distingué, 1 wonder
Delrose won; but I forget, Trevalyon had no penchdnt

tbat way; believe he bas for the fair Vernon though;
who wouldn't If she tell him yea, I wonder whit sort

of a inarried. womàn she will develop into; they say
she is perilously seductive and fascinating but my
charmer said she'd have an ice quietly *th me in her
boudoir, at a quarter to eleven; it's that now; splendid
eyes she bas, and what a shotilder and arm 1 but, ah! this
won't do ;'ý I must look after my interests."

And the lazy epicurean musings give place to eýger
âctiveness on seeig in the distance the trailing red sàtin

ikirts of Madame; her fine arm in its whiteness rçsting
on.the black coat fileeve of Capt. Chancer.
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CHAPTER XLIV.

DUAL SOLITUDE.

m ET us retrace our steps and thoughts to the
time Lionel, with Sister Magdalen in his arms,

the priest at his side, Vaura and the boy,
child of Fanny Ponton, made their sensational

exit down the long lengths of the luxurious salons.
Mason had ushered them into the deserted boudoir of her
mistresswhere every sense was pandered to; here one

Wàs lulled into waking or sleeping dreams by the ever
soft light, dim. and rose-tinted ; or when old -Sol rode high Nin the heavens triumphant in his gift of day, sending
his beams through stained windows or rose-silk hangings. fThe soft light shone alike upon geras in sculpture and art eon the walls painted in dreamy soul-entrancing la nd-
scapes, or gay grouping of the Graces; if the pictured t',female loveliness was clad only in féathery clouds of fleecy

dmpery, the few thought the 'painter migh-t have, been r

more lavish of robing; but the room. was warm with gay 9
laughter, warm. with the sweet breath of warm hearts,

with the warmth of the rose-tinted'lights clothing the
ethereal loveliness on its walis; and -noýv, falling on one ti

of the loveliest women in the kingdom, thought Treval-
yon, as laying -his- burden on a soft velvet lounge, his e

eyes dweit onVaura's beauty, for they are alone once w
more, Father Lefroy having left the boudoir with Mason

to summon Sir Andrew Clarke., as theyco-uld not restore
the nun unaided. rel

«'In dual sQlitude once more, my beloved; " and she îs
in his close enibrace; ber large eyes in their soft warmth tirest on his; one, long kiss is given-one long sigh. thiSave for the boy, darling,» Vaura miles releasing
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herself, her qui ' ckened heart-beat§ deepening the rose-
-tints in her cheeks.

Here the physician entered, having 'despatched Mason
for bis servant with medicine case.

"' Too great a strain upon her nerves, poor thing," said
Sir Andrew CIarkeý; Ci most trving -scene for her; thenw

ie tÉe narcotic administered, as she bas informed ' us, by the
servant of her betrâyer; 1 heartily congratulate you,
Trevalyon, on the light she. has thrown upon this matter,

and none too soon, either, as Delrose is leaving Englaiqd.
You have no idea, Miss Vernon, I usure you, of the talk

ar there bas been; our newspapers are a great power in all
English-speaking lands, and their managers being aware
our colonies take their eue from, them. (in a greýat measure),
do as a rule keep their heel on Rumour's tongue, unless it

ýh waggrs on oath."
ig Ci Yes ; and as a rule shut their eyes to the yellow sheen

from the gold in her palm, Sir Andrew," said Vaura,
earnestly thinking of how Lionel had suffered from. it all.

<'True, most,true; bùt the revivàI of this scaudal with
the unweariid persistence of its sensational. colouringr and

ày reproduction kom, week to week, lead one to, suppose
1M gold lent life and vim to each issue; though again, 1 am
_Oy sure, our great papers are above a bribe, and it must have

been vouched for on oath. Do"you pur'pose interviewing
the newspaper men,- Trev'alyon ? " he inquired, taking the

le medïCie chest from bis sereant and dismissing him..1-.«ý ý "' I. think iiot (more than 1 have done) ; I dislike paper
lis é war and oath was made as to the truth of the lie to the

e manag 'ers - 1 suppose 1 am lazy ; at all events I -am epi-
:)n curean, ènough to hug to my breast the rest after un-

re rest; " and the mesinerie eyes meet 'V aura7s, while Escu-

is lapius is searching biz medieine ewe.

th " Péor. fellow, you do require rest," she mid, gently
turning her face up te Sir Lionel'is, for she is seaý-ted A
the tableboth, elbows thereon, chin and cheeks supported1.ng M her hands; ,« if -we put ourselves in hia place, Sir
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Andre-vy, fancy whàt rest we'should havé, in the full
glare of a stare from Mrs. Grundy, while the unruly

member of Dauùe Rumour wazeed in our ear. If I were
in your place, Sir Lionel, I should -give no more thought-

to, the matter; you have given the truth to-night to, gèn-
tle woman, who will givèiý to the London world; Adam

wM only ta-ste through Eve's palate; and the mighty
Ijabouchere, Lawson & Co. wili cry joyfully, hear!

hear!'
-Both the men laughed.
«I Yon see, my dear surgçon, Eve endorsà my policy,

and thinks the sisterhood a better mode of communica-
tion than- telephona. or telýgraph 1

,,« Could have no -better newsmongers as a rule, Treval'
yon ; but there are -Éve and Eves, and when I have a
secret to confide, I shall tell it to* your charming sup-
porter; amd when I have spoken, shall feel -sure "'tis
buried, and her fair, person the grave of it.'

ci Merci 1 Sir Andrew, your secret will be safe; and
now that 1 have such amission, from this hour yýà are

My medical adviser, as you will have a double interest in
knowing my -pulse beats. But, see, the skill of my Es-

culapius tiiumphs." Yi \11ý
«I'Tis so; the nun revives, echoed Sir Lionel, with-

drawing bis gaze from Vaura!s face.
«,]Revive.s! I am glad to, hear Ithat," cried Madame,

entering, her hand on the - arm of Capt. Chancer, whom
she had met at the door, and followed by the »priestf,ý cg Yes ; ý I am glad she is better, for I want a pnvate
word with yeu, Sir 14ionel. Capt. Chancer has come to

carry off Miss Vernon; the priest to carry off the nun,
and - »" 1

'« With à1l our world in couples linked, her téle-à,-t&e,
wiR be secured," said, 'Vaura to, -Chaneers ear, as- they

made their exit, and banishing tàoughts of Poor Guy
Travers, the sensational évents of the evening having for
thé tâae blotted from her meinory the worch of Madalide

Delrose M the library before
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Any newer sensations' Capt. Chancer, since our pleffl'-
1y ant little chat in the salom ? ",

,re ci In my heart-no," he said quickly; «I (with you a
ht- man must grasp bis opportunity to speak of himself, you
,n- are in such request); I have the same dull paih engen-
lm dered by you, and which you alone can heal ; do -you
ty believe in affinities-love at first sight ? yet you must ;

I am not the only man, others have suffered. and not
silently ; " and, there is a ring of tru th in his words

whieh she reads also in bis handsome manly face; but'
,YJ she says gently:

Don't let us talk sentiment in this maddening crowd

L there's a dear fellow," returning greetings to, right and
lef t ; «< but liesten instead to, that waltz, a song of loýv:e

a itself." 1
p- -'t Oh, yest" he said èagerly; " the song you promisedIs you will not deny me

If you care, yes; after our waltz; and now ere we
id lose ourselves in the soul-stirring music, tell me, did I
,re bear axiàht, have Blanéhe Tompkins and Sir Tilton
in Eveý1y joined their fate together ?

They have; Lady Everly announced the fact herseIL"
"'Ah 1 instead of the Morning Post; " AH's well that

ends well;' but wee-mouse plays a game all haz-ard, MY
dear soldier; s1he lias tâken the plaything from under

leo the paw of puss; puss will purr, aréh. ber soft neek, look -
M lonely and loving, and win him baek."

«' Mat a power you women are! When the great
te powers met at Berlin, we should have %ent you to, repre-

to -sent your sex ; " and bis face is lit up with the flame from
n, bis beart as they stand in position so that step and
lu note will be in rhythin, and his eyèý rest on the fair
Ive flower face, while he breathes the odour of tea-roses
3Y and clemitis from ber corsage. e
IY We shall leave them so, not au unpleasant partingand
"Dr return to the 'boudoir of Mrs. Haughton.1 -



334 A RMRT SONO OP TO-DAY.

*CHAPTER XLV,

BLACK DELROSE AS A MARKSMAN.

ND ýnow, reverend sir,'-' she had said, turr)ing
quickly and iim erÏously to Father Lefroy,
on the exit of Vaura, and waving her hand
towards sister Magdalen, " the left is your

right. Ah! Sir Andrew, pardon, I did no t sèe you, you
are in great demand in the drawing rooms.'-'

ci You flatter me, Mrs. Haughton," he answered, with a
shrug of shoulder as he acceptld his dismissal.

Sister Magdalen n-ow sat up, saying feebly, «« Where am
I ; oh 1 y es, I remember it all,- how dreadful; my poor

head" and turning her pale, grief-stricken face to the
priest, said sadly, '« When do we leave, father

I go at once, daughter, but the gret London physi-
dan who has just left tfie roôm havig 'estored you to
consclousness, says positively, you must-remain here until

to-morrow; come Géorge son, we have no more time
to spare herej our duty is dône."

cc No) I shall not, go w-ith. you," cried the boy, going over
to Lionel, taking bis band.

cc You must, you'are ujader age," said the priest sternly;
your mother has given you to us."

"' * Then, ishe is my dear mother no more,'y and one could
see that he s-trove manfully to swallow the lump in his
throat., 49 and if you force me III eut and run.»

Here Mason ent#ed.
"Do yQu know whetÈer the house-keeper has a vacant

room., Mason," Inquired her mistress hastily. . à
No, ma'am," she said, " ïust now we are mWam!'
Very well, give orders instakt1y that Sir Tilton Ever-

ly's traps be taken to, - Mim Tompkins' ýappartment& As-
sist this lady to Sir Tilton'a room, ýhe boy alw, and bid
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a servant drive this clergyman to, the village. Admit
no one to my présence.

"' Yes maam," said, the discreet maid, not moving a mus-
cle of her face.

1 shall send for yoù both ere this time to-morrow,'ý'
said the priest, shaking hands kindl with Lionel.

You would make a good général officer, fair madame,
where speedy dispateh was necessary," said Lionel gal-,

lantly. ' d womau sleep-double, a priestTwas easy, a man an
and a nun are parted ; make yourself comfàrtable, on

yonder loumge, 1 am co to look at and talk to yoùi
My long lost star, my king.)'

" Most fellows would envy me," hé thought, stretching,
himself on the lounge for hé was really faticrued, and if
hé is made prisoner, may as well rest.

George would kill me, could hé see me,**thdught Kate,
seating herself on a pile of cushions close to bis chest,
«" but what did hé tease me about gooing off ivith a cousin
for, I know it was false, but if I can even jlo* win the
love of this man', I shall defy him and prétend to have

taken him literagy."' And letting her lace wraps fall
about her, sinking into the cushions, leaning forward,

both arms folded on bis chesf, this recklessly, 0i'inpulsive;
black-browed womau looked her prisoner full in the eyes.

Being a man, his face sof tened. She saw it, and there
was a momenfs silence save for the cooing of the love-

birds hanglin in their gilded cage in the roseate light.
" Could I not content you my king ? you have been,

cruel to me; cease to be so, and though I can be fierce,
cruel, and vindictive to others, I shall be always gentle

to you; you know by my letters that my love is -unchang.
ed, let me rest here, my king," and the head with its shin.
ing black tresses sank to bis chesty cc and I shail teach you

so.to love'me that you will losé evea ' the memory of
other women. Speak, my king, but only to, tell me you

accept my &Il, and her voice, sank to a whisper.

335
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«« How eau 1, you poor little woman? " and, he smiled, e-
butsadly, for he thought for one moment of how weak is ai
poor humanity, W. th the boy Cupid's fingers on one's heart- ai
strings; the next, he determined to heal'the wounded e-

heart at his feet-though with, the lance.. tc
cc Your fancy, will'pass, chrée madame, apd your bus IIE

.band is my friend," and he added in ber ear, " you have cc
ýW.a man whom you honour with especial favor.",

"« But why do I ? " she said, almost fiercely and starting
to a sitting posture, " why, I only admitted him, for dis-

traction's sake; you know full well 'twas you I loved gl-
and not the man 1 have married, or the loyer you credit in
me W'thyy-$ she said, in an aggrieved tone, forgetting the p4..

years'ére she had met him. «" 1 hoped by so, doing to, PP
drink of the Waters of Lethe: 'but it bas not been so' ar

though losmigmyself at times in a whîrI of eicitement; hi%
your nâme-, your face, with your wonderful eyes, from hdàc

iaearly èvery album Ilandled, and I wu again in sub- W
jection; --perchance you had been recalled, to my memory

by some idle word in the moonfight when I became an f at
iceberg to mycompanion, and my whole beine goingout

to meet yours, when, for return, an ach 9 ng loneliness.
Listen, my king, my raaster," and she started to ber feet sa.
powerfir1ly agitated, every pulse threbbing, ýÈrevaIyon V&
stood up q "*ekly, coming to ber side, taking er band in
his while one ar'm, supported ber, for she trembled.

«I Calm yourself, you poor little woman, this passion SU
will sooin pus; I shall be away, other men will teach you WC

to iorget me, be kind to, poor Haughtôn for my sake (if Of
I may'say so) and jour own, now, dear, thaf your Tï
assionate heait is beating slower, let me bring you to the fie-

-- mlow ere you are missed." kr.
I', Your Voice is full of music, else 1 would not stay so

891V', and again he feels ber tremble for she thinks of the
flying moments of ber losing gameand of ber fierce lover ter
as victor. -« But there is no time -th be.;,so sweetly still,"
«,%A ô d be for-ber Voice S to. a whizper, or else I coul thi



ever soe see) 1 kneel to you ; nay, you m ust let me be' "
and the words came brokenly and more passionately than
any ever having passed ber lips, «-« you, and you only, have
ever had the power to subdue me." Here her face changed
to a sickly pallor u -of faintness, a tremor ran through
ber whole frame, and sayinor in a breathless whisper,
«« Great heavens 1 your life -is in danger, " follow my eue
-Will you take care of the boy? " bcc I will, Mrs. Haughton ; pray arise."

While he was speaking, crash, crash, went the plate
glus in the window behlind him, and black Delrose, look-
ing like a very fiend, bounded in, taking up a bronze
statue of Achilles, hurled it at Trevalyon, who only, es-
capeld from the fact of havinom stooped with the utmost
apparent sang froid to pick up a rose bis fair companion
had droppe om ber dorsage. Achilles, instead of bis

head shatit ri the greater part of a -costly mirrored
wall, with à aments on a Queen Anne mantel-piece.

«« This wi 1 settle him," he now yelled ftiriously, and
about to fire from. a pocket pistol.1-

Hold 1 " cried Kate, " 'twas no love scene."
By heaven, 'tis well, or he had been a dead man,-" he

said furious.1y, lowering bis arm. Explain yoursel, Tre-
valyon, or you----2
'« Beware, George," saidlKate, breathlessly.

«I shall not, Kate; you have maddened me aüd by the
stars he shall say why you knelt to him. I suppose you

would like mé,forsooth! to admire the nonchalante manne.x
of bis ppeing at the time," and turning like a madman to,

Trevalyon, shakiýg bis clenched fist in bis face-, said
fiercely, "by the stars you shall speak. Why didshe

kneel to u
Calm youx9elf, Delrose," he answered -quietly, for the

tîme pitying thi' passionate woman, Il Mrs. Haugh-
ten is the wife of my friend l'«'

"Men always respect such facts,'ý-sneered Delrose; "no,
that woWt go down; Kate, you or, he shall taU me or I

not answer for the consequencpý."
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Kate, fearing for Trevalyon, amwered quickly :
"' I wa.9 imploring him to look after your boy, and not

allow the priest to spoil him, for a soldier."
1« You swear this ? "
cc You) I know, aresatisfied with nothing else."

'IThat, won't dé; do you swear you asked him to, do this
as you knelt," ho 8aid, slowly 'and jealously.

I do."
And what says this squire des d1ames?" he continued àR

sneerïn'g and turninop suspiciously to Trevalyon.
That Mrs. Ilaughton has condescended to, explain the Io(situation or I shouldn't, and that a gentleman never ques- antions the word of a lady,"' he answered coolly, and haugh- totily continuing, "' mayI be your escort back to the 8alow,

Mm. Haughtýon." thE
Kate seeing-the look of impatient hate settling in the

eyes of her lover, said hastily, to«'I Thanks; no, Si'r Lionel;" she would have added more icbut for the jealous gaze of Delrose, who said as she went th%.f
0 .11 listto, Trevalyons assistance in opening tbe spring 

1" Yes ; go, Kate, to, your last act in thé-farces of Haugh- Loiton Hall, you must thon come to, my aessistance with the ancdrop eurtain.', While he speaks the hands of the man, im- cc
patient to be with the love of his life, and of the woman, bussorry to, let him go, meet in the folds of the hanginp, the Cwoman sighing as she presses his hand to, her heart and likW
so, they Éart. Pee

her
wor

M
Ch&
trelr
near



CIIAPTER XLVI.

DISCORD ENDS; REA TS-FASE AT L.&ST.

ITH quick steps and eager glances at the groups
of gay revellers, whom he passes withýa few
hurriied wordé of greeting and thanks for
theïr congratulations on his «'hidden wife," he

looks in vain for Vaura. At lut, and his bandsome face
and mesmeric eyes are lit with happine%s, her voice comes
to him from a music-room. He pushes his way through
the crowds, for poor Chancer bas been doomed to dissap-

? mtment in his wish to, have this fair woman sing to
Ün. alone, for when the now full rich notes, now sweet

to, intoxication, of her mezzo-soprano voice fell on the air,
the languid, sentimental or, gay stayed thelii steps to
listen.

Lionel bas now reached the piano, and stands beside
Lord Rivers, who leans on his arms, noting with critical
and adm*m'g eye Vauras unequalled charms. % 1

cc Yesyy was his mental verdict, ci neve4saw more lovely
bust and shoulders; then her throat, poise of her head,
like a goddess, glorious eyes, lips full and velvety as a
peach.»

A warmer light comes'to, the large dark eyes and tender
curves to, the lius as the sweet singer meeÜ the gaze of
her betrothed eusband. One look- and he feels that the
w6rds are for Thou can'bt with ýhy sunshine only

calm this tempeat of my heart."
More than one man were at one with Lord Rivers

Chancer in feeling the advent of Trevalyon to, be ex-
tremély inopportune, when at the closing words he drew

nearerandVaùra, with ber own bewilderm*g smile, allowed
to carry her off. Just as they move away Everly

DISCORD ENDS ; EMART"S-E&SFà AT LAST. 339
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hurti ed towards them handing to Vaura a tiny three-
cornered note, with a whispered «'Jrom Blanche," and he Vv

was gone. The recipient, glancing' in the direction, sees
in the distance the pink eyes and wee mouse-face peenng fi
through the crowd and gesticulating distinctly to Vaura Bc

to read at once." Her written words were: Ir
Bid Sir Lionel take yôu to the north tower in-

stanter; ït's all 0 K, warm as toast and lighted, so the ai
ghosts won't have a show; bitt you will. Suc]ý a picnie!
As soon a-s'I can tire oI %>--ir Peter in our waltz III be on
hand. B. EvFRLY."

Well, darline, what say you «?" and the handsome
Saxon head is bent for her reply. tpcc Yes, Lion, dear, and at once. It just occurs, to me it A -Ir

may throw some light on a mysterious conversation 1
overheard in the library, and whieh the excitement of the
night had wel nigh caused me to forget."

«'Indeed; then we shall hasten, love." pe
And turning their steý,s in the direction of the tower, fc

first through corridors 'brï ght with the light from myriads I
of gas jets, which lit up Vaura's warm beauty and the
brown sheen oîf her hair, followed by admiring, loving, or wi

envious eyes, they now reach the more dimly-lighted Co
halls, and turn tnto one at the foot of the spiral stâircase, lif-

which they ascend slowly, Lionel's arm, around bis fair cc
companion, her trail skirts thrown over her left arm. he.
The stairway is lig4ted as Blanche had said. ou«

«'Not- even a ghoçX, my own,'-'-and bis face is bent to ha,
hers. for

"' Only one of a past longkg, dearest; ho* I longed for stc
you in the tower of St. Peters. Oh 1 the view from' the P&-
top,, Lion.,, m-W,

I know it well love; but say you missed me, my .7
y sel:

.love, ascending with youm, even, thiz arm supporting ont
YOU ha-

"« i did dearest, even there, and you know it well, aus bAý
also I longed for the sympathy ôf heart to hiart, soul No
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to soul in a view which. lifts one' to the heavens, andwould take a poet to describe.-"de MY own feelings, love; the majesty of the view., andfrom such a height, overpowers one. Yes, sweet; dualsolitude, as now, is paradise. ]Do the stairs fatigue you,My own?"

ci No, Lion," and for a moment they stand. still, bis, arm.around her. The soft white hands draw his face near herOWMY ici no, darling., y) and the -gweet tones are a whisper,«"'tis only the languor of intense happiness; in ecstat'iemoments., as now, one féels so:'
For answer his lips press bers in a long kiss, and she istaken up in his strong arms and not loosed until the',ascent is made and the octagon room reached.; there heleads her to, a seat., and throws himself on a eushion at hërfeet.

. "« What a Hercules 1 am about to bestow my fairperson upon," she said, gaily, "' for 1 am no light weightfor a maiden. Ah 1 poor Guyý; thatreminds me, darling,I have something to teR you which- "«" Which will have to, wait until you are my own dearwife, for," and his head is wearily laid on her knees, cc I
can wait no longer. You kn ôw, Vaura, dear, what mylife has been, since as a litqe fellow in jacket and ý friRedcoRax, a child of about seven, my falher was deserted by -Ijher to, whom. he had trusted his name and the honour ofour house. But I cannot speak of its it brings my poorhalf-crazed father back to, earth, and I see him again be-fore me, a viceim to, his trust in a woman. Then Mystorm-tossed life; living now wholly fork a pleasure 'thatpalled upon me, aguÙ4 losing.myself in dreams of whatmy fifé might have been with a loving wife, part of ýny-self, makiàg- me a more perfect man by her sympa y in aoneness of thought, for you know, beloved, 1 coùld *neverhave loved a woman who, for love of me, or beeause Iiraoulded, le character, had adopted!ny views of life.No. too fi" for that. 1, mt4 Mý,ý your

C

DISCORD «DS; RF£RTS.p£S]g AT I£ST.
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i b nner self, for we neàrly all have those inner thoughts,
life, and aspirations, in you, I know, ôur natures are akin,

we can when we will, and just as our mood is, talk or be
silent; look into life more closely, or only at its seeming; h
diseuss and try to solve old, deep, and almost insoluble k-.
questions that, in our inner lifé, have puzzled us more

than once, my own, or my bright twin-spirit of the y
morn," he added.,, brighte 0 " We can only see and

look no f urther (when our mood' is so) than from the
cloudless sky to the sipbeams or starlight reflecied, in our ti

own eves. ' Yes beloved I have earned my rest ; my, Ir
spirit has at lut found its mate. You will make my life fe.

perfect, love, by giving yourself to me. To-morrow, come A
down quietly to the rectory, our old friend will make us dE

one. My place at the north is lonely without us; say PL
ypsi sweet?",

" In one little week, Lion, I shall have you here all thé
time. It will be bliss for us, after your unrest and mine; th

for yoû if you were obliged to leave here for any reason fo.
that m?ýy develop," and a look of startled anxiety comes Se'
to the -lovely face, "but, no; she would never leeve him; PC
anotber f[ash of thought comes to,., me, darling, of the pe-
t mysterious conversation I' spoke to you ofbut it cannpt th
have had any real meaning. I shall again banish the ha.

dreacffhI thought." 0 hi]:
"« Do, -beloved ; it has been a trying- night for all of usjY) be.

and he rises from the cushioned seat, and seating himself a_
beside her draws the dear head to his chest. sid

It has, Lion; anà, now 1 must tell you of an episode ba
in my life in days of -Jore, in which poor Guy Travers
took a prominent part Poor fellow, ho is dead, and, pêr- tro
haps, as the poet hath ie, _ pees me « with larger other doit
eyes and a sliRht pallor comes to the sweet face. wa«

Ilonk God, le hm taken him, ver it is for
you have to, tell me; for it is not cruel -in me to say so, ýUI
w had you loved you would have ýand had he

lived he would have eaten Ide heart kt M ,.for



I have been told he loved you. Say on, my own, though
I care not to, know, save that you wish to speak. I am
in a perfect rapture of bliss, and shall listen, if only to,

hear your - voice, the sweetest music I have ever
known."

"' You will remember, Lion, when I was about fifteen,
you came here from the east, expecting to meet uncle
Erie. But, alas 1 as you are aware, he was held in the
fascinations at Baden-Baden, with debts accumulating,
the place going to, ruin. He wrote saying,, unless he

married money he would have to shut up the Hall, but
for my sake he was willing to -enter an unloved alliance.
Ah. how long ago, these days seem ; and now, in this rest,

dearest, pillowed so, I almost lose m-yself in' the dear
present."

Do, love, forget all about -the pa-st, tell me no more."
I m*ust., and in a few words, for, hark 1 the clocks, tell

the last quarter before midnight, Blanche, whom we have
forgotten, will be with us, and so, to, hasten; you left me
sorrowfully to, go to him and see what could be done.

Poor Guy ýwas guest of the Douglas family. You are
perhaps aware tbat from Guy's French mother came all
their wealth; but, to hasten, Guy was nearly eighteen, a

handsome boy, and in love with my child self. 1 liked
birn, as I did Roland Douglas, though I can never remem-
ber the time, darling, that those magnetic eyes of yours
and dear, kind face didn't haunt me. Guy never left my

side, and Rolandbeing of same mind there were many
battles over the proprietorship of my sma person. At
last Guy triumphed, in this wise; I had confided my
troubles to, him, when he persuaded, me to elope (nay,

don't start, darlinz'twas only a two days' trip), in this,
way (as he said) I7,;vould be a heroine, and save the

for my dear unele, else he would wed for my sake some
ô,utriýcmanufaàuree8daughter and make himiself wretched

in a mâalliame. I'co;ald 8ave îny "ele. Whatioy 1 With
no thought of oelf wd went to Gretna Green and were mar-

DISCORD ENDS; IIE.ARTS-FAS, AT LAST. 343
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ried, and not by the blacksmith'butby a dissenting clergy-
man; the next day we, as conqueringr herôes, were on our SE

return to the Hall, when Guy's mother, with Uncle Erie, to
whom she had telegraphed, met us, not with smiles, but

frowns. In sbort, dearest, our marriage was declared null
and void. Guy's mother, whom lit appeared, wished him Ic
on coming of age to, wed a Parlisian heiress, declared she
would stop his allowance, but, as a matter. of course, with

no lýga1 tie binding us, we were agàiia in our old position.
And so my dream to, free Haughton was frustrated by a

woman, but, oh, Lion, my Igve, for my eventual good ; for'
try as I bave I could never have given my woman hearV to

poor Guy. He loved me throughout his life, and with
wealth, poured his all at my feet. But no more, dearest, R

I hear ]Blanche."
How wretched the poor fellow must have been, be- ]à

loved; and how blest am L"
"« Hush, dear, here they are; " and Vaura is at one of à
the windows as Ever1ý says: bc

"",Here we are again."
Guess you're just about tired out waiting; but I see

you havnt been here long enough to read this," said the sa
white mouse, ta card from. 4--stand it, sa s 'if di:
you miss supper, down stairs."' is

Here it is, Blanche, all right."
«« We were., I suppose, to rise to, it," said Vaura.

d something worth mounting for, and ùot to, be eý
sneezed at either," cried Lady Everly, as her husband

rolled a small table from a'rems. la;
If this is the pienie you promised us, Blanche, com- H

mend me to your choice of dishes," said Vàura, inwardly
'hop*ng -noth*g unpleasant would transpire relative to -thý

Mrs. Haughton.
And now , that we are comfortà'bly placed," said gl

lanche excusing herself to -Ry to 'the window 9ILVM9 a
view of RoW,,)Cottage. «« Now," she Ch weýteach propose a tout; being, sucom to the
pl=s plotWof this eveningè
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Il ' Amen," said Trevalyon, thinking of Vaura and him-
self.

Il Excepting one, said Vaura earnestly.
«'Excepting one 1 " échoed Everly.

No, I shWt be left," cried Blanche quickly, and in a
low tone to her spouse, «'you cannot refer to the one we
are here to witness.'-"

There was no reply.
Iý Misa Vernon, your exception has.nothing to do with

Mis. Haughton ? "' continued la petite inquiringly. -
'elt has; but I am imaginative; tell me, did Mrs.
Ilaughten appear in the supper-room ? 7)

«" 1 should just say so, and as gay as a lark, with Lord
]Rivers."

But, Blanche, you know you 01ELly looked in, and Mrs.
Hauehton may have done likewise."'

ai lrou're a oose, -Tilton; Capt. Stuart and I had gone
through a disT or two befère you all came in; wu
born hungry."

Believe you," laughed her husband.
My poppa's pet name for me at dinner was ostrich,"

said wee mouse, rapidly discussing breast and wing of
duck,,etc. II Sir Lionel, here's a con-undrum for you; what
is the thirstiest animal?'-'

Il Man," he answered demurely.
«'One for you; you are placed, Tilton," and the pink

eyes peered at a window.
I hope you feel comfortable * your niche, Sir Tilton," Ïlaumahed Vaura ask another, Blaûche, and place Mis.

ton à, p7*ent;, I cannot get her off-my mind."
All 0. K.; I only have waited until you bad refreshed

-the inner man."
Womèn never eat," . mdd Vaura, with au amused

glance at. the liýt1e one.
il One diddt just now," uda the s Baropek

Igow observant -y: ou are, Tüton; and now 'for MnQ

àýi
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ghton, did she remain long in the supper-room, Bar-
onet ? "

Il No, she excused herself just as you and Stuart made
your exit; one plea, enger hurt; some point of her jew-
ellery entered." %

le Which she made a point of and didnlt returý% eh
No."
Excuse me," she said quickly, and going to a window

gîving an open view dôýwn mîto, Rose Cottage, and throw-
ing the heavy curtains behind her; the windows of the
cottage being, all aglow with lights, the interior of parý-
lour and dining-room ceuld be distinctly, seen.

Sir Lionel, come quick 1 look over there," she cried,
91-VM9him. the field-gl&*38.

Great heavens, what does it mean he exclaimed.
Move, Blanche, Lion, one of you, and make room. for meb ) il cried Vaura, breathlessly.

No darling; you bad better stay where ou are,"' he
said excitedly, fýrgetting at such a time their companions
were ignorant of their engagement.

" Poor Haug4ton, su-rely, Lady Everly, you do not con-
sider yonder scene a fitting subject to make game of ? "

CI Yes and no; if you knew how the poor dear Colonel
has been sold, and my poppa before him, you'd say 'tis

best. She bas been too many for them.; yes, ifs better
ended by an elopement."

Then m-y worst fears are realized; and their worcla
were no idle asI half hoped:' said Vaura in

quick, nervous tones. ««You may as well gratify me,
Lion dear, by giving me a glance at how a blot is put
upon the escutcheon of a heretèfore stainless name,5' sheîiià dS a il , yet haughtily.pan-ngly
It be too much for you, larling; let me "e you
down staim;. 1 must go to poor Ilauàh7 ton. We should

Prevent thi&"'
«You cWt and I am g:d ; Fve known it for houm,

but I wouldWt let "y oniý know.; if you stop them now,
what dý you gain 1



Quite a seandal," said small Everly, regretfully, for
Vaura's sake, whom, as she stands helpless, to prevent,

wishing to fly to her unele, yet dreading the scandal, shall
fall without warning, and the house full of guests, upon

his dear heact In prou despair she looks pleadingly at
Lionel for sympathy, and Everly, his heart beating, longs
to do something for her.

il Cane I help you in any way, dear Miss Vernon? Shall
I ring the great alarm bell, rouse the villaogre and the Hall.
Only let me be of use to, you," he says hurriedly.

il I thank you, Sir Tilton, make room for me at the
window. Ah, heaveins 1 It is too true. Go down at once,

Lion. Though-1 don't know for what, still go. But don't
go near that man, darling; tell Mr. Claxton and the old

butleiý, as well as my uncle's man; see what they say,"
she cried, breathlessly.

I cannot bear to leave you,'Iove; will you be brave ?
1 will 11 am 1 " but her voice trembled.

«i Sit down and rest; you tremble," and leading her, to
the window, hebrings her to a cushioned seat, pressing
the hand on his arm to his side, whispering,

«« Be brave, darling; remember your poor unele was not
happy, so he is spared much. Come down when you feel
calm ýnough to face Mrs. Grundy."'

He is gone, and bounds down one hundred and seventy-
five steps between his heaven"' and a lower sphere.

Vaura throws ' herself face'downwards, making every
effort to, meet the inevitable with çalmness.

I'11 read off their m ' ovement% Miss Verýhon," said wee
BlAnche, «' and so keep you from. goingl to sleep. Melty en-

ters with furs, Mis, Hapghton stands as you saw, her red
robes thrown off, the D-rose laughingly assists the maid in

dark travelling robe, evidently, il haste, con-
his wateh;- points to the table, showinz his teeth»

lum he is laughing ; he, I expeçt, gives t1ýe féast as a
reawn of their delay; hes abouý right, for thereon,

Io nSked bottles and dishes. Melty leaves the

lie
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room; he tells Mrs. Haughton something that astonishes
and pleases herforsbegives him a hug;goesto a side-table

puts yellow, money, cannot tell the coin from here, in a
sort of pattern. «I Can you see what it means, Tilton, my
eyes are tired," and the pink eyes are rubbed red. «'No,
I cannot decipher -the words. Yes, the lut is, « cousin;'

stay, I've 'got another, ý'my,' that's aJI 1 can make out, the
other words are in the shadow."

" What does it mean ? " my cousin,"' said the young de-
tective; «'oh 11 have it, he, said he wu going to, marry a cou-
sin. 1 thbught he romanced when be saidso, but I suppose
they are the cousins. Well, pity to spoil two bouses with
them say I, but they are off. Both hug Multy, Mrs. Haugh-
ton waves hand in the direction of the dollar. By-by,-

btep-momma. By the shade of Lincoln, how Melty claps
ber bands in glee on seeing ber wages in gold ; she hastily

pockets; -one or two pieces roll to the floor. Ellen, the
cook, enters, lamp in hand, unsteady of gait; Melty stoops
to conquer the gold, picks up a shower-stick to, get it from
-a cornEr, knocks with one eyd the lalè out of the shaky
hand of the maid.,"

ce Jove, what ablaze 1 exclaimed Everly, who, had been
alternately flattening his nasal orgau against tbe window

pine, or gazing around at Vaura, who, at hie lut words,
starts to a sitting posture, and says, controllink hersèlf to
speak calmly: - $ 1 1 tI

1 am going down stairs'at once; what a tà-.rm*'C blaze.
AýreyoucomingBlapcheorS]»LrýTilton?"

Yes, yes; come, Blanche!'
I wonder what is known by the guestis and bouse-

hold, and îf Sir Lionel bas bad them pursued ? " c*ed
-Vaum brokenly, as th.ýy-rapidIy desSnd the stain.ce '% the

some of the men m opM guessed what DélroWs
.0ame WiLS » eaid Evèrly, ând we thougbt the only women

in the secret were Mrs.- Meltqnbury and Mison, the
'but Blancheseems to have been aware of their ploe

I am surprised st you, anchep to be aufait

Ëà,
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in the matter, and keeping it secret; but 1 forget, you
thought it best they should fl'

Yes, it was l'or the bast, Miss Vernon, and the small
white mouse can keep dark when she chooses; the-tongues
of the other women were bougýht," she said cunningly.

«« Yes tied bý a gold bit, Sir Tilton,.you are tied to a
born detective, said, Vaura.

"' He is,'-' says the wee mature laconically.
Here they meet Trevalyon, out of breath and racing

up for Vaura.
«' How do you feel now, darling b e says pantingly. -
«'Rest a minute, Lion, you axe out of breath; Sir Til-

ton, kindly open that casement!
" There is no way of opening ihis one; bad fix. Tre-

valyon is very short of breath." Iý
'Unloose bis colla:r," she said hutily, and taking a

diamond- solitaire off her finger, handing it to Everly,
said quickly, "eut the pane." % %.

Trevalyon had sank on t6 a step ; Vaura drew bis
head to her knee while Blanche held her vinaigrette to
his nose; in a -minute or two bis breathing came naturally
and he Baid:

"' Too bad to have frightened, you, darline, and you too
Lady Everly, but really, it was scarcely an%-y' faûlt)ly %rith
a half smile, " you must blame the stairs, they'seemed all
at once to become toü cramped and stiffing. Ah ! I th
you, Everly, that air., îs refreshing; 1 am quite myself

agaîn.,I) and he would have stood up.
18 Noe no; rest a minute," gaid Vaura gently.
«" Yes, sit still; you are our., patient, and all the pa-

.tience we have till we hear from you aR about Meltfs
fire-worke mid Blanche ea,,erly.

Rather Lucifers bonfire -over the old Adam in that
woman," saïd Vaura, c'ntem tuously.

Clavton was dreadfully'= ed when I told and
we deeided not to naîne. their t until to-morrow; he
and 1, with my man laùd the butler (triimp of an'old
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fellow ho is), fairly ran to R(-mio L' 3ottare and aucoeu(tutl
in go-tting out, utiÉ&rliwti, Mns. Mettontury and a niaid;

we sont iu, niait k) the village to hurry ýijb the firemeu,
alla thtui fle W back to yoil, dearest, k- nowing you would

be wixious " to your uncle. 1 loft hiiii l(WkirW more like
hâmwIf than 1 have .4een, hini for yeara, quietly tialkine to
]Àd Elaili(nidet and Mréî. C,,Iaxt&ui; in uiy haste to be with%V

youï out-ran breath and thon had tu wait lier ploasure to
O&toh u to tue. No tear of the revellers suspocting any-;! 'W ho* lit and tho bella were not runr.hing ;! he ball is at i tg
-They too- the tuidnight (8 through to Liverm ;

thenoothey sail to New Ytw
'« Did, you compet Melty to owu up ti) that inuch i" said

the littje det»Ctiv lier -tiny, white face full of ýIItoI-Çât.
"»'We dia,; &W liursuit would lxý useless."

Whtut a Hau rh"i wela and is tliâhon'ouiýýed, divorS,0 his a-ti(nit %à-not ursuit, wili V. saiti Vmira, her beautiftil4he&ýereet; *and noW for our reve-ge, a "Swooter éàtrain
than that of grief;' we shall ti*iSnti and so cover thoir

reùýe&t bY our 4p&rkl*lg wiit, and gay availes that they,
ala not be

Mm Haughton would get loft anyway," ûu*d Blanche;
fur the crowd all want to atare at yýu,%1j

Flaâheïs or lightand warm tinta m a golden aummet uaky vmu-a evening in bar red robe& sinking to the west
Mid lýMY4dy(M, *4g Vaum to hia aide ma they Nlôw

« One flor you, Sir'Lione4," cdod la pdiM, lùaking over
ber ahouider. 1

And Uonel bande his handsome hoad down to the Mir
la uptumed tolhis. ne aq% wbifiper-

M«ýy. whila him fièe la illuvamed wità b&P fflà
*ud the4 "e a, 1 l"c4 mu 1

»w wib with tbe iuteu4ty of Mx lov,% *6 4b of

'e
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a pleaaiug Imiti 01 druwsy hoad, 'twill ho of (Imula that
wave lem Our half-olostXI oyea, and tif ga"y mûüs in the

cloudis that jxum forever daahing rouad Our auvainer âky., "
Aud the laij;e dark eysa are fý1ll 01 love'à wam light.

as the syren voice ditbâ away tu a inuratur.
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