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~— THE LUCK OF THE HOUSEX>
CHAPTER 1.
ON DECK.

Crear and bright, with the crystalline clearness and -
brightness of atmosphere peculiar to Scotland, the brilliant
summer day drew softly to a close. There was no cloud
in the solemn blue depths overhedd, but around the sink-
ing sun a few fleecy masses had been turned into. crimson
and gold, and were reflected in gleaming light and glancing*
blood-red hues from the bosom of the majestic river, as it
widened between receding banks towards the Northern
Sea. A London steamer, making its way up the channel
to a port on the North-Eastern coast, whither it was bound,
seemed to bé plunging into a mystical land of glory as it
turned its head towards the burning West. .

So it seemed, at least, to a girl who was standing on the

- deck, with her eyes fixed upon the shore, which was half-
lost in a golden haze. “ We seem to have come to a City
of Gold,” she said, smiling, to a gentleman who stood at,
her side. '

“Some people have found it so,” he answered, rather
drily. A good many fortunes have-been lost and won
in the good old town of Dundee.”

She moved a little, as if she did not quite like his tone.

¢J did not mean that,” she said, in a lowered voice.

“I know you did not,” said John Hannington, with a

- swift look at the sweet, girlish face to which he was almost

»sure that he had lost his beart during the last two days.

£T knew you had Some meaning that an unlucky brute like

. " Inyself is certain to misunderstand. Something too beau-
tiful and transcendental for my poor ears.”

. . “Oh, no, no,” said the girl, deprecatingly: She colored

+ a little at his words. “ My thought was a very foolish
ene.” -, ’

" - “Will-you not tell me what it was?” said Hannington,
. % drawiig-g little nearer. Do tell me.”
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-She had # very charming face, Lie thought. —She looked
half- frxghtened at his, request, and then a brave, modest
ex ression came into her beautiful blue eyes. “Itis not

th making .a secret of,” she said} “I only thought—
when I saw the golden hght making those hills and build-
ings look so dream-like and unsubstantial—of Bunyan’s
¢ Pilgrim’s Progress,’ and the Celestial Cxty th%t the pil-
grims saw from afar.” :

In the silent evening air, speech sometlmes travels fur-
ther than we know.  The girl was quite unconscious that
her clear, fine utterance had reached the ear of one other
‘person beside her immmediate auditor. A middle-aged man
with a grave, keen face, who had been leaning over the
bulwarks, with his eyes-fixed abstractedly ofi” the water,
and his head turned away from the golden gloiy of the
West, was struck by-her words. He changed his position
a little, so that he could see the girl’s fair profile, studied
it for a moment cr two with a look of kindly interest, then
rose up and walked away. But as he passed the coupile,
he heard John Hannington’s reply.

An amused laugh came first. Then a half apology.

. “I laugh from surprlse, not from amusement, -Miss

Raeburn. The imagination required to convert smoky,
whisky-loving, jute-manufacturing Dundee into a Celestial
-City is prodigious. Bunyan himself could not have pos-

sessed more.” -

“ Ah, you do not understand,” said the girl, smiling her-
self now and shaking her head. “1I had forgotten Dundee
altogether. But you must not abuse it ; because it is.going
to be my home.”
The gentleman who had passed them was out of hearing
* by this time.
~:_“Do you know who that is?” said Hannington, look-
ihg after him with interest. ¢ Moncrieff of Totresmuir ;
one of the wealthiest men in Scotland. Scme beople say,
one of the most unfortunate. But I'm not dmcng the
number.”
144 Why ? ”
“Why unfortunate ? or why am I not among the peopk
who call him so? Well, I'fl answer both questlons, Miss
. Raebura. In the meantime, won’t you sit dewn?” H=
grasped a small deck chair by the back-rail, and gently
pushed it towards her. “You can look at the sky while
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you sit just as well as if you were standing, you know,” he
said, in the broad, easy-going way which made John Han-
nington such’'a fayvorite with his acquaintance, while the
girl accepted the 3eat With a little nod of thanks and a
pleasant smile. “ As to Moncriefl— he lost his wife three
or four years agg under specially sad circumstances ; she
was thrown out pony cart which he was driving, and
" killed before his eyes. Then, his only son is weakly—in
fact, something of an invglid. He has a young daughter, I
believe, but no othe 11d.” . ’

‘¢ How very sad ! ” said Miss Raeburn. Her gentle eyes
were full of sympathy. ¢ His wife’s death must have been
a great loss to him.” ' . o

“ Conventionally, yes,” answered Mr.. Hannington, fin-
gering his black moustache, with-a smile. He found Miss
Raeburn’s simplicity adorable, and thanked fate for send-

* ing him on board the steamer from London to Dundee,
" where he.had found her in the charge of a lady with whom
he was acquainted. “In real life, you know, the death of
a wife does not always leave a man inconsolable. It is
rumored that Mr. and Mrs. Moncrieff did not get on very
well.”

“Oh, then, he is even more unfortunate than I
thought,” said the young girl, quickly. .

“You think I am very hard-hearted because I do not
call him so? I understand. To a sweet-natured, loving
woman, it must seem strange—the calloys way in which
we men of the world look at things!” cried John Han-
nington, with apparent impetuosity. He was really very
much on his guard. “To a worldly man like myself, Miss
Raeburn, it does not seem that Mr. Moncrieff is anything
but a Jucky man. He has a fine estate ; he has a splendid
income and a magnificent house ; he has—or may have—
all the official County distinctions-which he :wants; no
career is closed to him ; and, although he has lost his first
wifé, whom rumor says that he did not love, he is free and
able to marry again, and to marry whom he pleases—
which ‘many men are not.”

A harsh note was audible in his voice. The girl kept
silence. She was still gazing towards the West, where the
light was growing faded and dull. It seemed to her, sud-
denly, that if she listened long to Mr. Hannington’s worldly

Lwisdom, lif¢ also would fade in brightness as surely as
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that Western sky. Bnt\{mmington knew what he was
doing : he had an effect to produce. ’

*“ What am [ saying?” he broke out, with ah accent of .
sudden self-reproach. ¢ Inflicting my hard, worldly maxims
up_rlm you, who are so far above me—so far removed from
evil—"

“ Oh, please, Mr. Hannington. do not talk in that way 1
said the girl, with drooping head and flushing cheeks. And
yet—Stella Raeburn would not have been a girl of nineteen
if the flattery were altogether distasteful. Mr, Hanning-
ton knew that well enough.

%Y must tell you—before we séparate”—he said, in

agitated tones, “that since I knew you, I have felt a dif-
ferent influence. I have felt as though a nobler, higher
life were possible. I have seen that your standard was
higher than mine, and have wished—wished bitterly, and -
I feel vainly—that I ceuld attain to it!” He stopped short
as if emotion impeded his utterance : and Stella attempted
a few words of deprecation.

“J am not worth.such praise : I can only wish that my

own standard were higher,” she murmured.
. " Ah, don't rsggove yourself further from me than you
are now,” he pleaded. ardently. * Be still yourself—the
star of my dark night—the guiding-star, that points with-
out its own knowledge, without its ownh volition, to the
bir‘l’l‘:?&ace of all that is most sacred, most holy, in the
WO

She shrank a little. In her peaceful maidenliness it
seemed to her as if his reference to the Star of Bethlehem
were half profane. He felt the momentary recoil. '

“ Forgive me if I say too much. Your very name sug-
gests it.  Stella, your friends call you, do they not? I
never hear it without remembering all sorts of poeti¢ fan-
. cles, lines that poets have written, and fables that have been
told about the stars.  Will you forgive me?? :

“So long as I have only poetic fancies to forgive—it is
not much 1™ said Stella, lightly. But she rose from her
seat as she spoke and began to move about the deck,
where severai other persons were sitting or standing.
Hannington knew that he had gone far enough. The girl
was sensitive, and perhaps flittle proud, in spite of all fer
gentleness.  He hove ear her, as she walked, but he

#d not speak again till she addressed himm  But he knew
that silence is sometimes as effective as speech,

¥
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Meanwhile, Allan Monctieff of Torresmuir, the tall and
stately-looking man of whom Hannington had spokems;
went straight to the Captdin of the vessel with a question.
+ “Who is that young lady with fair hair who sits next but
one to you at table, Captain? ” he asked, carelessly. :

The Captain was busy, and replied with curtness. * Ohl
you mean Miss Raeburn, daughter of Matthew Raeburn,’
of Dundee : Raeburn and Millar : jute.”

 Jute, of course,” said Mr. Moncrieff, drily. He tes
collected the names of Raeburn & Millar. ‘They had one
of the largest jute mills in the: town, and were reputed to
be wealthy men. What a delicate, flower-like face Miss
Raeburn had! He had noticed, it several times since he
came on beard, but had not hithetto thought of asking any
one its ownet’s name. A sweetﬁ?}ate face ; but stron
too, with a kind of squareness ab the white chin, an
considerable breadth of forehead. The pretty lips, more-
over, closed firmly, and the beautiful’ blue eyes wete seri-
ous rather than gay. There was character as well as .
beauty in Stella Raeburn’s face. .

“ I suppose,” said Moncrieff to himself, * that she will
live and die, be married and buried, in Dundee.” He
himself had a strong dislike to the great manufacturing
town, a dislike extending, possibly, to the manufacturers.
* With that sweet face, she deserves a better fate than one
of uninterrupted, commonplace, middle-class prosperity.
Yet—what safer and happier fate could 1 wish for her,
poor girl |

He had no suspicion that he himself was destined to be
one of the determining factors in Stella Raeburn’s fate.
There seemed at present no point at which her life was -
likely to touch his own. He was to_stay a night only in
Dundee ; he had come thither on business, and it might be
months before he came again. He and his family mixed
little in society, save of the exclusively aristocratic kind.
He was not at all likely to encounter the Raeburns amongst
his friends, and his house was nearly two hours’ journey
from Dundee. -

He thought of her as one might think of a lovely picture
hanging on the wall of a gallery, or over the altar in a
foreign church : with admiration, with delight, but with no
wish to possess it, and no especial desire to analyse the
charm that it held for all-comers as well as for himself,
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He forgot her in five minutes. Why should he think of a
manufacturer’s daughter whom he had seen, but never
spoken to, on board a steamer bound for Dundee ?

CHAPTER II.

THORNBANK.
B,

THE golden glow was still resplendent in the West, but
the light of day was gradually fading, and here and there
- lamps twinkled on the rising banks of the river.

*“ We shall land very soon,” said Stella to her compan-
ion, as they walked up and down the deck, stopping now
. and then to look at the men piling cargo and luggage in

readiness for disembarkation, or at the vessels that passed
them by. : )

“ Very soon,” said Hannington. * Don’t you think the
town is rather picturesque, approached in this way?
People say it is like Naples, you know: the houses clus-
tering down to the water’s edge, and the conical hill behind,
to represent Vesuvius.”

Stella laughed. * Has Naples those tall factory chim-
neys ? " she asked. ‘ ’

¢ Ah, the factory chimneys. After all, they are impor-
tant parts of the landscape ; they give out the smoke that
hangs in a haze over the town like the cloud from Vesuvius -
itself. Miss Raeburn,” said John Hannington, in a
suddenly differing tone, “may I ask what your arrange-
ments are? Do you expect any ‘one to meet you?” .

“ Oh, yes, I expect my father,” said the girl, with a thrilk~
of happy feeling in her voice. *“He is sure to come. I -
have not seen him for fgur years.” oW
4 “« ¥ou have been abroad, I think.you said the other

ay. . g

I have been at school in Brussels. In the holidays I
travelled about with Madame Beauvais and the other girls.
We went to Switzerland one summer, to Germany another,
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and to Paris. 'Then in winter, to Italy—Florence, Venice,
Rome. Oh,”—with a vretty smile—*1 have seen a great
deal of the world.” : )

Hannington smiled too. But he was not going to pur-
sue the subject of her travels.

« And now you arc to settle down in Dundee. Your
father's house is at the West End of the town, I believe?
You will be out of the smoke there.”

“Yes, I suppose so. 1 have not seen it. Papa re-
‘moved to Thornbank when I was away. We had a deat,
gloomy old house in the Nethergate before.”

7« And you will be mistress and queen of Thornbank, I
" suppose? ” said Mr. Hannington, pensively.’

Stella blushed a little. My aunt lives there. I think
she is queen of the house. Dear Aunt Jacky ! I have not
seen her either since I was sixteen.”

«You will allow me, perhaps,” saidther coinpanion, ina
very formal tone, * to call and inquire how you have borne
the fatigue of your-long journey from Brussels,”and to

“. make acquaintance with Miss—Miss Raeburn?”

« Miss Raeburn? Miss Jacquetta Raeburn {” said Stella
merrily. “ You must remember that she is.not Miss Rae-
burn ; she is Miss Jacquetta ; she is very particular about
the title. I am sure she will be exceedingly pleased to see
you.” i
“, « And you,” said Hannington, dropping his voice almost
to a whisper, “will you be pleased to see me tao, Steila?”

She started and moved a step or two away from him.
They had been standing still for the last few minutes.
The man followed her closely. He was not going to let .
her escape.

“ Forgive me if 1 have gone too far,” he said. ‘“But
will you not give me one word of comfort? Will you not
say that you will be glad to see me too?”

There was so much noise about them, so much talking,
so much shouting of orders, dfagging of chains, bumping
of bales and boxes, creaking of machinery, that he'had to -
approach her very closely to hear the faintly murmured
_ “Yes” that fell from Stella’s lips. Her slim, ungloved

hand hung at her side. It was easy in the gathering twi-
light to take it unobserved in his own, and to hold it for a
minute or two in a very tender clasp.” To Stella’s simple
soul, the action seemed like a ceremony of betrothal.
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Was she very quickly won? - She had knowt John Han-
nington for less than six and thirty hours.  Bhe had come
onboard the * Britannia * with her friend, Mrs. Muir, on
/Wednesday morning at ten o'clock, and it was now Thurs-
day night. Mr. Hannington and Mrs. Muir were old
acquaintances, it appeared, and he had at once attached
himself to them—or perhaps it should be said that Mts.
Muir had at once retained him in her service. Ever sice
that Wednesday morning, he had been in their @ompany
at every possible moment. And the days at sea are very
long ! v whole mornings, afternoons, evenings, had
‘Iohn Hannington sat at Stella Raeburn's side, walked with
rer on deck, whispered soft sentences into her ear under
the shade of the same great white umbrella; in fact, as
Mrs. Muir noted with delight, he had deliberately laid
- himself out to attract the sweet-faced, serious-eyed Stella,
and aﬁgmmnﬁy he had succeeded. - / P
Stella did not know the meaning of th¢ word flirtation.

Her refinement, her thoughtfulness, lifted her out of the
region where flirtation or foolishness existed. She did not
even know that Mr. Hannington was paying her more at-

tention than was usual on 50 short an acquaintance. Others
watched, and wondered and commented, but Stella was
ignorant. She only thought vaguely that Mr. Hanning-
ton was “very kind,” and hoped that he would call at
Thornbank before he left Dundee. o =

Of course Mr. Hannington did not live at Dundee. A
commnercial, ship-building, jute-weaving town had no
attraction for him -azs a place of residence. He-was a
London man, a man about towh, a mar, with a small pri-
vate fortune (recently” impaired by gamrha%{}osses), and a
repiitation that was not quite flawless. He was not *‘a °
bad man,” in the ordinary sense of the word. He was by
no means a villain.  But he was selfish, callous, worldly,
_as he had called himself (and as Stella did not believe

him); he was still capable, at need, of doing a generous
thing, but he had a keen eye for the main chance, - He -~
was clever, and, in some people’s opiniénz handsome, in a
dark, hard style, which other people particularly disliked ;
but by young men and young women, who are not gener-
ally keen physioghomists, he was admired. Stella Rae-
burn admired him very much, though he shocked her now-
and then by his flippant manner of speech,

> I
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He had friends at a great house in the neighborhood of
Dundee: Lord Bsquhart's second soh, Donald Vereket,
was his patticular * pal,” as he explained to Miss Raebutn,
and he had been invited to spend-a week or two at the
Towers for some shooting. ‘The Raeburns were naturally

_not in the Towers “set,” but Hanningtoh was neverthe-
.less determined to purstie his acquaintance with the manu-
facturer’s daughter. Stella Raebutn would have money,
and Hannington considered himself poor. :

So he held her hand, and she stood silent, with down-
cast eyes, not drawing her fingers away. Hannitfgton felt
them ‘quiver in his hand like a soft, live bird. - At this
movement, he himself had a moment of tender feeling ; it
was not very lasting, but while it lasted it was real.  He
thought to himself that she was a ‘dear ljttle gitl, and that
he should be very fond of her. He rejected the imputa- -
tion cast on him by his conscience of being a fortune
hunter, with disdain. No; he was in love with Stella.

Presently the steamer lay alongside the wharf, and -
through the gathering datkness and the flickering, chang-
ing lights, Stella watched anxiously for the coming of her
father, Mr. Hannington watched too, fingering his black
moustache, and musihg on the subject of dowries and for-
tunes made in jute. He wanted to see Mr. Raeburn
before committing himself further. Stella’s friend and
chaperon, Mts. Muir, camie up from the saloon with many

-exclamations of relief at the conclusion of her voyage. She

_ was the wife of a clergyman in Dundee, and an English-
woman.

-« Of course the weather has been lovely, and the boat is
very comfortable,” she said; *but-you can't settle down
to anything in two days, and there seems so little to do.
Confess, now, Stella datling, haven’t you found it a tiny
bit dull?”

Stella blushed beautifully, as she answered with & sincer-
ity that John Hannington thought very sweet, that she had

ren-atull dull—not in the very least. _

“Well, I'm vety glad of it,” said Mrs. Muir, glancing at
M:r. Hannington, *“for I am sure 1 have not seen much
of you; I never feel well enough at sea to walk about-and
enjoy myself like other people. . I come this way, you
know "—sinking her voice a little-—* because it's cheaper.

- Stella, there’s your dear papa. Don't you see his head in
the crowd over there by the gangway?”
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- Stella did see, and made an impulsive movement forward,
which had to be restrained by the talkative Mrs. Muir.
“My dear child, you had better stay where you are.
He can find you more easily ; see, he is making his way
towards us.” And, as she spoke, a tall man, with should.
-ers slightly bent, and a fringe of white hair about his face,
made his way towards the little group. Stella could be

kept back no longer; she sped to her father like an arrow -

from a bow. Her face seemed transfigured by happiness.
“What a sweet girl she is|” Mrs. Muir exclaimed.
Then she drew a long breath. ¢ AK! he Zas kissed her.
I am glad of that. I was half afraid that he wouldn’t!’
“ Not kiss his daughter ? ” said Mr. Hannington, with an
_uncomprehending accent. .
~ Mrs. Muir nodded athim. “The Scotch are much more
reserved in public than the English, Mr. Hannington ; and
poor dear Stella has lived abroad four years among people

who are more demonstratjye than the English. I was half

afraid that her father would seem cold to her, although I
know, that he loves her dearly.”
““ He ought to love her,” said Hannington, with emphasis.
Mrs. Muir favored him with a keen look, * You think so
too, do you ?” she said. I quite agree with you ; but we
are impulsive people—English, you know.”
“I am not an impulsive person.” -
‘“ Well, perhaps not. And if you are not, you may like
to héar that Miss Stella is not likely to be absolutely por-
. tionlessbyandby. She will bring a very handsome tocher,
as’ my husband would say, to the man she marries.”
Hannington made no reply. If he had been ignorant
of the fact stated, he might have felt grateful to Mrs.. Muir
for her information ;but as he knew it already, he was a
little inclined to resent what he called her “ fussy interfer-
ence.” He waited silently until Stella and her father ap-
proached them. Mr. Raeburn spoke to Mrs. Muir, thank-
ing her for' the care of his daughter, and then Mr. Han-
nington’s introduction took place. The manufacturer
gave the young man a pleasant greeting, and stood for a
few minutes on deck talking to him ; while Stella, with her
“hand in her father’s arm, and a slight, unconscious smile

on her sweet face, listened to the conversation, and shyly -

thought that she had never seen any one so handsome and
distinguished-looking as Mr. john Hannington,
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The young man was not disagreeably impressed by Mr.
Raeburn’s manner. It was a little stiff and old-fashioned,
but not out of keeping with his highly respectable appgar-
ance. The father'’s eyes were like his daughter’s, though
with more anxiety and less gentleness in their expression.
The lines of his pale face were rather deeply traced ; his
high wrinkled forehead and hollow cheek showed signs of
ill-health as well as care and thought. He looked like a
man who had great responsibilities on his shoulders, and
whose life was never free from trouble of one sort or an-
other. He spoke in dry, gentle tones, hesitating now and
then for a word, with a slight Scotch accent, which even
Hannington, in his London-bred £ast1dlousness, found
characteristic and picturesque.

“ We will be glad to see you, Sir, if you should find your
way to Thornbank,” Mr. Raebufn said courteously to the
younger man. ‘ Any friend of my daughter’'s—or of Mrs..
Muir’s either—will aye be welcome. You'll comeand take
your dinner with us one day, maybe, if you are to stay long

in Dundee, and have the time to spare.”

- “Ishall be delighted to come,” Hannington answered,
quickly. ¢ Any day that suits you, Sir—or that Miss Rae-
burn likes to fix. You will allow me the pleasure of call-
ing to-morrow—to inquire after Miss Raeburn—and then,
perhaps

“ Any  day,” ‘said Mr. Raeburn, “just any time you
please, you will be welcome.” He gave a stiff little nod,
as if to show that the conversation was at-an end. - «“ We
must be movmg off, I should think, Stella, my déar. The
carriage is here to meet us, and your aunt has got a fine tea
ready for you at the other end.”

Stella, with her hand resting on her father’s arm, gave a
gentle little smile to Hannington. There was something of
regret mingling with the joy of her return home. Was she-
sorry to_part with him already ?

Mrs. Muir’s leave-takings were of the effusive kind.

“ Good -bye, sweet Star of Hope,” she said, as she kissed
Stella. “1I shall soon come to see if you are still shining at
Thornbank as you have shone on board. She has been -
the centre of attraction, Mr. Raeburn, a.nd I am sure we
are all sorry to part from her.”

“I'm obliged to you for your kindness,” said Mr. Rae
burn, a little more stiffly than usual. “ Ggod-night to you,
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Mrs. Muir. Come, Stella, say good-bye to your friends.”
Stella took her hand from his arm, and gave it first to
Mrs. Muir, and then to Mr. Hannington. He held itin his
owtr fora moment longer than is usual under such circum-
stances ; and then, as her father’s back was turned, and the
lights around them were but dim, he bowed his head over
it and raised it to his lips.

Stella drew it away, coloring violently, and as she did so,
her eyes met those of a gentleman who must have been a
spectator of the scene. It was ¢ Moncrieff of Térresmuir,”
as Hannington, had named him to her ; and the keen, cold
face was set in lines of a gravity that was almost stern.
Stella felt as if he had condemned her for this act of John
‘Hannington’s, and she was conscious of an emotion of shame
and distress, quickly succeeded by something very like
resentment. What right had this stranger to look at her
with those critical eyes? Stella’s nature 'was very gentle,
but she was not without her share of pride, which was a
little wounded by his gaze. It was not until afterwards

“that she was fully aware of the mingled pain and pleasure
which the touch of Hannington's lips on her little ungloved
hand had brought to her. -

Meanwhile her flush and gesture of avoidance convinced
Hannington that he had offended her, and when he came
to the carriage-door and haaded her to her seat, he put on
a look of the deepest concern and contrition, with which
upon his face he said good-bye. Stella sank back on the
soft cushions of the carriage when he had gone, with
the feeling that she was in a new and exciting world. For
a moment she forgot even her father.

.“ Yon's a rather officious young fellow, I'm thinking,”
said Mr. Raeburn, drily.

His daughter sat up, and passed her hand over her
eya.fi. “He has been very kind to me, papa,” she said
softly. :

“Very kind? Well, I'm glad to hearit. Who is he?
A friend of Mrs. Muir’s?” ~

“ Yes, papa. He is going to Esquhart Towers to-night,
to stay atthe Earl's. He is a great friend of Mr. Vereker’s.”

“ No credit to him,” said Mr. Racbumn, ¢ Everyone
knows that Donald Vereker will take up with the first-
chll:pr, ?whoever he may be. Do you know anything more
e} m » -
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¢ Only that he is a friend of Mrs. Muir's.” )

¢ Ah——well. I dare say we shall see no more of him.
When he gets among his fine friends at the Towers he
won't think of us again.” -

Stella was silent ; but a little smile crept to the’ corners
of her mouth. What did Mr. Hannington care for his
fine friends, she said to herself, in comparison with her?
He would certainly come, certainly ; he had said so ; and
then her father would see how mistaken he had been in
his estimate of this young man—who was not as other
young men, But she said nothing, and Mr. Raeburn
presently began to ask her short, dry questions about her
journey and her life abroad, and this sort of conversation
lasted until the carriage swept round the curve of a gra-

velled-drive which led from the road to the door of Mr.
Raeburn’s new residence—Thornbank. )

Stella had not heard much of the house, forne ither her
father nor her aunt were good letter-writers ; but she had
gathered from their remarks that it was a fine big place,
and that it had been “newly furnished.” Still, she was
hardly prepared for the solid magnificence of the mansion
into which her father now conducted her : the broad stone
steps, the spacious hall lined with marble figures and
exotic plants, the big pictures and flaming chandeliers of
the room in which her aunt met her, struck her with
astonishment, but not altogether with admiration. She
had seen too much of really good Art and fine architec-
ture in her travels to be anything but critical ; and, in
sgite of her wish to like everything in her father’s house,
she felt oppressed by the blaze of light and the glaring
colors of the furniture. 1t seemed incongruous, too, to see

- her aunt’s old-fashioned little figure hurrying towards her
between velvet hangings and ormolu stands, and all this
strange new paraphernalia of wealth. Only when Miss
]ack{ had taken thé slim young figure in her arms, and
was kissing the girl’s fresh cheek with a sort of rapturous
delight, did Stella feel that she was really at home, in spite
of the cold and bewildering splendor of the house.

Miss Jacquetta Raeburn was a very little woman. Her
head did not reach to Stella’s shoulder, as Stella was rather
surprised to find—for the -girl had grown during her four
years’ absence from home—but what she lacked in stature
she made up for in dighity of a vivacious and energetic

-
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kind. She was by no means an insignificant-looking per-
son, for all her shortness of figure. She was dressed in a
black brocade of very ancient make, but stiff and rich look-
ing ; over it, however, she had tied a blue bib and apron,
with rathér an odd effect. On her head was perched a
very high-cap,adorned with many spikes of green grass,
upright feathers, artificial flowers and iridescent beads,
such an erection as had never been seen on the head of
hmortal woman before, and was the pride’of Miss Jacquetta's
eart. -

* Eh, my bonny woman !” she cried, with a little shriek
of delight, “and it's>you that are back again, after all
this weary while. And me and your papd~have just been
wearying for a sight of you! And you must be quite

“done out with your journey, I should think, and will want
your tea sadly 1” - \

“ No,/Aunt Jacky, I don't know that I do,” said Stella,
laughing a little, and stooping to kiss the delicate, wrinkled
face. **But when I sit down I daresay I shall find an
appetite.” )

“I'm sure I hope so, my dear. I've been trying all
day to mind what.you used to like, and I think yowll find
something to your taste. Now come away upstairs: and
lay by your bonnet. What a deal there is to show you and
tell you about, to be sure! Did you ever see such a fine
house as this, Stella? And your own little room—well,
just come away with-me, and I'll show you what your
papa’s done for you.”

She led the girl hurriedly across the hall and up the
broad, well-carpeted, illuminated staircase, refusing the
attentions of one or two of the servants who stépped for-
ward to offer assistance on the way. “ Not now, John ;
just you go downstairs again, Mary; I will show the
young mistress to her own chamber myself, if you please.
You'd never believe the thought your papa has taken to have
everything just so before you came home, my dear.
But 1t’s not me that would deny him his way, 4s you know,
and everyone of us in the house is as glad to see you as
himself. And now, look here.” -

Miss Jacky had preceded Stella for the last few minutes,
and now threw open the door of a room, in which she evi- _
dently took great pride. And indeed it was a charming
little nest.  White and pink were the colors that predomi-
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nated ; the mirrors were framed in silvet, the toilet requi-

jxtes were in ivoty and silver; the silken bedquilt and

curtains were edged with delicate lace. A white rug lay
before the fender, and a $mall but cheery wood fite burned
ih the grate. Evidently good taste had ptresided ovet the
choice of every article, and Stella was the more gratified
ahd sutprised because the test of the house, with all its
gotgeousness, had not pleased her very much. '

“There’s a parlor opening out of it,” added Miss Jacky,
with infinite delight, “so that you can jiast slip away up .
hete when you're tired of us old folk, Stella, my dear. And
1 hope iY'll be to your fancy.”

“ Tt is lovely—it is charming "’ cried the girl, with a
bright flush of culor on her delicate face. ‘I never saw a
room half so pretty ! How good of papa to get it all done
80 beautifully.” :

* He did not hold his hand, certainly,” said Miss Jacky. ~
“He had people from London to see about this toom ; the
folk here weren’t good enough for him, though they did
the test of the house. I'm just hoping that you'll tell your
papa, Stella, that you are pleased, for he’s made a sight of
work about this place, 1 can tell you, and it was easy to
see that you didnd eare so-much about the public rooms
below as he would have liked you to do.”

“ Oh, dear Aunt Jacky,” said Stella, a little stung by the
implied rebuke, “I.mever, never said a word. I only
thought they looked—very—grand.”

' They’re not much to my taste,” said Aunt Jacky, grimly.
“A deal too much gilding and velvet about them for me.
But your papa likes them ; and surely 1 think he’s gone
clean daft over this house and its furniture. He’s for
throwing good money right and left as if it were but dirt.
And it’'s “Would the child like this ?’ or * Would she have
the other ? till I've been fair dazed at the sound of your .
name. Not but what it’s a sight for sair een to see you
standing there, my bonnie lassie.”

Stella was slowly pulling off her gloves and laying her
hat upon the bed. She did not speak for a'minute or two.

“It's very beautiful, it’s all very grand,” she said. “1
will certainly tell déar papa how grateful 1 am to him for
this dear little room.” Then, after anothet pause, she said,
with a rather puzzled look, and in a hesitating voice, “In
papa’s letters to me, he kept saying that he was so poor.
I—TI did not expect anything like this,” 2
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“ It-doesn’t look as if he were poor, does itfmy baiin? A
year or two ago he was anxious enough, I know. And
then his sadness of heart seemed to leave him all at once,
and he began to talk of this new house, and since then he’s
spent just-an awful deal of money—so it will have been
only a passing cloud, you see.” But, in spite of these
cheerful assurances, Miss Jacky’s face wore a cloud of
anxiety and almost of fear, which Stella was quick to in-
terpret.

“ Don’t you think he is well, then, Aunt Jacky ?” she
asked. : .

““He says that he’s well, my lamb,” said Aunt Jacky,
¢ and she would be a bold woman that would contradict
him. And so far that's a good sign. For it's only when
a man’s near death that he lets himself be contradicted
without flying into a rage.”

———

CHAPTER III.

THE FIRST DAY.

STELLA’s vague dissatisfaction with the state of affairs
in the new home, which she had scarcely yet learned to
call her own, did not survive a glimpse of the sunlight
which greeted her next morning in her lovely little room.
She lay awake for a few minutes watching the beams
which wandered through the Venetian blinds, and rested
here and theré upon the pretty things which, as she fondly
remembered, her father himself had bought for her; and
then, with a sudden wish to see what lay outside the
house, she got up and pulled aside the blinds. Her room
was situated at an angle of the house, and she had win-
dows on two sides. From one she looked out upon a gar-
den which sloped down a gentle descent, at the foot of
which—broad and glorious—rolled the great river: Tay,
its bosom brilliant in the morning light. Stella logked
across to the Newport side, and thought of some of her
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old friends who lived there ; then she glanced at the great
curve of the wonderful Tay Bridge, and uttered a little
smothered cry at the sight of that yawning gap which had
not then been filled up. The great Tay Bridge disaster
Had occurred when Stella was at school, and she h ot.
seeh even a photograph of the river since the Bridge went
down. It gave her—as it has given to many people when
they beheld it In its ruin—a sudden awe-stricken sense of
tragedy ; it seemed to her as if the broken-down arches
and solitary piers must always induce strange recollections
of the sadness and mystery of life whenever they met the
eye. She was fiot old enough to know how “easily the
mind of man recoils from contemplation of disaster ; and
she would have been surprised indeed had she been told
that in a very short time she would be far too much ab-
sorbed in the conduct of her own affairs to think (as sh
did at first), every time she glanced at the bridge, of _
stormy night, the roaring wind, the rush of a train
the rocking arches, and the sudden plunge into the dark
water below. She stood at the window and thought very
seriously that she would take the sight of the broken
bridge for a warning to” herself ; and that whenever she
was over-confident or impatient, or inclined {6 grumble,
she would remember how easily all earthly happiness
- might fall 4o pieces beneath the Hand of (Qne mightier
than herself—the Hand of God.
“I do not think that I shall ever be discontented when
I look at that bridge,” she said, as she glanced at the glit-
tering expanse of water, the cloudless sky, the pale, purple
hills that seemed to die away in mist on the other side of
the water. “I shall remember how easily it might have
happened that my dear father or some of my friends had
been in that train, and that I might have been made an
orphan! There are many other ways, too, in which one’s
happiness may be wrecked. There must be trouble in
store for every one ; and I have had so little hitherto that
I suppose it is all to come |—God grant that I may bear it
patiently ! At the beginning of this new life of mine—
for everything seems new to me here—I will ask Him to
bless it and to bless me ; so that I may be a blessing and
a help to others, and may not live for myself alone ! ”
- And thus reflecting, she slipped down on her knees be-
side the window and uttered a few words of fervent
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prayer, that she might be gulded and guarded in the home-
life upon which she had now entered. There could not
have been a better preparation for the chances and
changes of Stella Raeburn’s life. - .

She dressed and went downstairs. She had time for a

- little ramble in the gardén before her aunt and her father
made their appearance, and she came in eloquent about
the sweet, fresh air, the beauty of the view, and the size of
the garden. Her father listened with a dawning plea.sure
in his weary eyes.
- “So you weren’t sorry to come back to old Scotland
after all ?” he said, as he finished his saucer of porridge, and
pulled towards him the cup of tea that MlSS Jacky had
poured out.

“Papa ! How could I be sorry when I love it with all
my heart? You have no idea how I used to long to hear
a Scottish tongue ! I thought I should die of home-sickness
for the first year that I was away.” :

“Ye didn’t mention that in your letters,” sa1d Miss

acky.

« Oh !'no, because I knew that it would have been foolish
when papa wanted me to learn as much as I could, and
not to come home until I had done with school. But it is

delightful to feel oneself in one’s own country.”
© 7 “I am glad to hear you say so,” said her father. «I.
was half afraid you’d come back half a foreigner, and not
a-sensible Scottish lassie after all. You’'ve not forgotten
- how to sup your porridge, any way.” .

I should think not ! ” said Stella, brightly. “I enjoy
it more than anythmg—especmlly with this beautiful cream.
I think I shall enjoy everything in Scotland.”

“Well, make the most of your enjoyment,” said Mr.
Raeburn, spaking a little drily as he rose from his chair.
“It’s as well, may be, that you can find your pleasure in
such little thmgs ; there’s no knowing how long you may
have bigger ones'to enjoy.”

He went out of the room rather quickly, and Stella,
- laying down her spoon, looked with a puzzled face towards
her aunt for explanation. * He did not seem quite pleased,”
she said. “Did I say anything that he d1d not like,

° auntie ?”

“ Nothing thaf he need mislike, my balm. It’s just this :
he’s got a notion that we don’t appreciate all that he’s done
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for us, in building this fine house up at the West End—
which, in my opinion, is just ridiculous ; and he seems
whiles to wish that we should not like anything but what’s
cost money ; so that though he himself still sups the por-
ridge and likes them as well as ever, he’d have been better ~
pleased, my dear, if ye’d turned up your nose at it and
asked for some patty de foy grasse, or whatever they call
it, or some -of that fine raised pie with truffles and spices
and what not. It’s just the nature of the man, that’s all.”

¢“1see; Iwilltry to please him,” said Stella, with rather
a troubled laugh. ¢ But my tastes are all quite simple, I
believe ; I like cold mutton and rice-puddings ; so what
am I to do?” )

“Ye'll just have to do what other women spend theéir
lives in doing—pretend,” said Miss Jacky. “We're all .
weak creatures, my dear ; but I'd sooner be 2 woman than
a man, because I’'d sooner deceive than be deceived.”

. “Oh, Aunt Jacky, you don’t mean what you say !”

¢ Indeed and I do, my dear. Why, I'm pretending and
deceiving all day long. I'm always pretending that I like
this big house, and I don’t ; 'm pretending that I like to
be waited on, which is Just my parteecular abomination ;
and I deceive my brother all day_long—for his soul’s good,
my bairn, all for his soul’s good. * And I’ve no doubt but
that in the Last Day, allowance will be ‘made for my
situation.”

Stella was rather appalled by this revelation of duplicity ;
but while she was still thinking it over, her father reap-
peared. He seemed in better humor now, and looked at
her with a faint smile on his grey face. ’

“I’'m going down 'to the mill;” he said. ¢ I shall take
the next car that passes. What’s the right fime, Stella?
Have you a watch ?”

. Oh, yes, papa dear ; you gave it me yourself just before
I went to Brussels. It keeps very good time. Half-past
nine ; that is right, is it not?”

“A trumpery thing!” said Mr. Raeburn, taking ‘the
little silver watch from her hand, and turning it over dis-
dainfully. “T’ll give you a better ane than that, Stella. Its
not suitable for your position now.”

“ Papa, I am sure I don’t want anything better.” She
had forgotten her aunt’s recommendations, until Miss Jacky
trod violently upon her toes under the table; and then,
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blushing and starting, she resumed, “1 am very much
obliged -to you, indeed. Bit really it is not necessary—-
this watch goes beautifully » . " '

“ Pooh, nonsense!” said Mr. Raeburn, still good-humor-
edly. “ You must have a new one ;mow ; something like
what Miss Raeburn of Thornbank ought to have. You give
}ne your old watch ; I'll see what I can get. it changed
{¢] — -

¢ Oh, not the déar old watch that you gdve me, dear
papa! I want to keep it always—for your sake.” ’

« She can lay it past with her dolls and her primers,”
interposed Miss Jacky, pacifically. ¢ It is just a little
girl’s watch ; there’s no mistake about that, Stella, and you
should have a better one, now that ye’re a young lady. So
you go away down to town, Matthew, and get the watch
for her if you like ; but ye’re no wanting to deprive the
poor bairn of her playthings, which is but natural that she
should have a regard for?” : .

“ Well, well,” said Mr. Raeburn, letting Stella slip her
watch back into her pocket, ¢ as you please. There’s no
need to exchange it; I can afford two watches, I should
think, or half a dozen, if I please. A half-hunter, Stella,

with your initials in brilliants on the back—what do you

think of that now?” ;

Stella was saved from what was to her the painful neces-
sily of replying, by the apparition of a solemn man-servant-.
at the door. He had come to announce the approach of
the tram-car, for it was one of Mr. Raeburn’s peculiarities
that he would never take his own carriage and horses out
in a morning to convey him to the mill ; he preferred the
public car. ) o
____Mr. Raeburn went into-the -hall; but turned back oncc

more before leaving the house.

¢ Is that young man—that lad that I saw on the boat— -
coming to-day, Stella? ” ) ‘ )
¢« I don’t know, papa.” , .

" ¢« Well, if he comes, you can be civil to him, but nu :co0.
civil. I must make inquiries about him before he r¢ s vn
any intimate footing in this house. Of course, if 1< was
kind to you, and you like to pay him the compl.ment af
asking him to eat his dinner with us some evening, you
may ; butdon’t you get so friendly, Miss Stella, with every
long-legged lad you come across. Miss Raeburn must
remember her position.” ~
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« T am sure I have never been particularly friendly with
any one, papa;” said Stella, with flaming cheeks.

 Well, may be no. But mind what I say.”

¢« T dare say he will not come at all, papa.”

« All the better,” said Mr. Raeburn. I don’t want too
many of his sort round the house. There’s no reason why
yoir shouldn’t marry a title, Stella, if you manage well.

.¢ My lady’ would suit her fine ; don’t you think so, Jacky ?”

« I think,” said Miss Jacky, with severiy, ¢ that you're
a bigger fool than ever I took ye for, brother, and that is
saying a good deal. And ye’ll have lost your tram, more-
over.” And as Mr. Raeburn hurried out of the room, she
subjoined in a tone of peculiar acidity, ¢ Why the Almighty
created men with so little sense;*is what I've tried all my
life to find ouf, and never yet succeeded. They go crowing
round like cockerels on a fence, the whole clamjamfry of
them, and no one ever knows what it's ab ..”

Stella laughed, in spite of her vexation.

“ And who's the young man that he means, my dear?
-Somebody that came in the boat with you from London ?
How did you get acquainted with him?” And then, by a
series of questions, Miss Jacky won from the girl a recital
of the events of her two days’ voyage under Mrs. Muir’s
sheltering wing ; a recital from which Stella carefully
omitted all that was particularly interesting to herself, more
out of shyness than from any wish to conceal the truth.,’
Miss Jacky listened with her head on one side, and her
eyes slanted towards the speaker, with something of the
aspect of a serious cockatoo ; but after all Stella’s story did— - —
not impress her very much.. Mr. Raeburn’s inopportune

—-warnings had led her to expect much more.

- % Bless us,” she said, “ what’s the good man fashing him-
self for, I wonder? The young gentleman couldn’t do less
than make himself agreeable ; and to my mind it was no
wonder if he was a little bit attracted by somebody’s bonnie
face—not ‘but what beauty’s only skin-deep,” added Miss
Jacky, hastily, for Stella’s moral edification, “ and there’s
no accounting for young men’s tastes. Providentially, we
haven’t got to account for them ; and so "—with a convic-
tion that she ‘was showing great conversational tact and
fmesse—* let us not try to doanything of the kind, but just’
come out with me into the garden, and then we’ll look at -
your frocks, and get on with our day’s work.” What the

~
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gay s work was, it would have been hard for Aunt Jacky to
efine.

Stella was glad to quit the subject, and did obediently
and joyously all that was required of her. She and her'aunt
lunched 4t home, under the eye of a solemn butler and a -
.couple of footmen, who made Miss Jacky evidently so
‘nervous that Stella was emboldened to propose-a-new
departure on future occasions. ‘“Don’t you think, Aunt

"Jacky,” she said, ¢ that it would be more comfortable to
have lunch in the little ante-room opening out of this big
dining-room, and only one of the maids to wait on us?”
She said this when the servants had at last departed from
the room.

“ Your father wouldn’t like it, my dear. It would be much
more comfortable, no doubt ; but I am sure that he would
say that it wouldn’t be living up te our position. I daren’t
propose it, Stella.”

¢ Oh dear, oh dear, what is our position ?” cried Stella,
a little dolefully, and then laughed at herself for asking the
question.

Her heart was beginning to beat a little more quickly as
the afternoon advanced. Would Mr. Hannington come,
or would he not ? She had gently to combat her aunt’s pro-
position that they should go into the town together, do
some shopping, and pay some calls.

¢ People should call on me first, you know, auntie,’
said Miss Stella, with an immense assumption of dignity.
¢ I suppose they knew that I was coming home ?”

¢ Hoity-toity, set her up ! Asif folk would call for yox,” .

——-’—“—md’Auﬂt Jacky, with much scorn. ¢ A wee bit lassie .

- like you to expect people to call for her.” . -

But, as both dignity and scorn were mere imitations of
the real article, aunt and niece immediately laughed at each .
other, and sat down contentedly for a long chat.

Before the afternoon _ended,-however, Miss Jacky came
to the conclusion that Stella had not been mistaken. People
-seemed to see things in the sanfe light as she did, and
called to ask after her. Mrs. Lyndsay, who lived in an-
other great house in the Perth Road, came with her twe
daughters ; and old Mrs. Balsilly, who had been the bosom
friend of Stella’s grandmother, dropped in and stayed for
an hour. Aunt Jacky had never been loath to drink a’

- surreptitious cup of tea at any hour of the day or night ;
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and she was only toe glad to bustle about and order the
servants, with great accession of dignity, to bring in after-
noon tea soon after three o’clock. So that, when Mr.
Hannington did make his appearance, in his leisurely Lon-
don way, a little before the stroke of five, the teapot was

cold, the cups and saucers stood here and there, and the

room had the distracted appearance of one in which some
half-dozen people had been moving and talking and drink-
ing tea nearly all the afternoon. ’ -
Miss Jacky was inclined to apologize for the disorder,
| but Stella was not at all sorry forit. Looking at the room
E through Hannington’s eyes, she again became conscious
of its gorgeous ugliness. . There was too much of every-
thing, too much gilding, too much marble, too much satin
L brocade, too many exotic flowers. The whole thing was*.
overdone. To Stella the only really pleasing parts of the
room were the grand piano, recently ordered for her from .
‘Germany, and the broad plate-glass windows, with their
magnificent view of the Tay. She was glad that Hanning-
ton commented at once on the grand sweep of the river
between its picturesque hills and wooded banks, and turned
his back on the flaunting splendor of the Thornbank
i drawing-room. . i
The call was short and rather formal ; but it ended in an
invitation o dinner, which Miss Jacky was as proud to be
} able o give as Mr. Hannington was pleased to accept.. In
t two days he was to come, and then, as he gracefully
expressed it, he would have the. pleasure of making further
acquaintance with Mr. Raeburn.  Not with Stella ; oh dear

no ! .
; Ié s Jacky must be held responsible for a good - deal.
She hd been exceedingly pleased when Mrs. Lyndsay had
calledj for the Lyndsays were great people in the commer-
cial world ; and she could not help letting out her plea-

-
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sure With a certain arrangement in which Stella had been

concerned.

“Sp kind of them, you know, Mr. Hannington,” she
said,/Aimply, while Stella blushed hotly and wished that
she bould lay her finger over her aunt’s mouth. - For
I'm syre I said to myself, what’s yon”—yoz meant Stella,
n this case— but a" poor, wee lassie that’s  just come-
_ bome from-school, and must wait awhile before she makes
- friends her neebours ! Wait awhile ? Not she ! She
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hadn’t been home a day before Mrs. Lyndsay and her two
girlies came to call for her.”

“ To go out with them ?” said Hannington, who did not
quite understand.

Miss Jacky did not see where ‘he had misunderstood
her. She did not remember at the moment that the South-
erner says ¢ call on” where the Northerner says * call .
for,” and she wondered a little at the drift of his question.

“ Not to-day,” she said ; ¢ they just called for her to-day
out of pure friendliness, so to speak ; but to-morrow she is
to go out with*them- for the afternoon if it is a fine day,
because Stella says that she has never seen Balmerino, Mr.
Hannington ; and they are to make a party and drive her
over; because you know Balmerino is a place that ought
1o be seen.”

£Is it really ?” said the young man, with great apparent
earnestness. I ought to go myself, ought Inot? I must
get Donald Vereker to take me. Ihave often heard of the
place, and meant to see it.”

‘ Ay, and so should you,” Miss Jacky assented, “and
if Mr. Vereker of the Castle goes with you, you'll want no
other introduction ; but, as a rule, the keys are-kept at the
farm-house, and the goodman does not trust them into
everybody’s hands. I hope you’ll have a fine afternoon
to-morrow, Stella, my dear.”

“ 1 hope so, too," said Hannington, looking' at her.
Her eyes. were downcast, there was the loveliest flush on
her delicate cheeks. Hannington smiled. * Did she tell
her aunt to let me know ?” he said to himself. “ Women
do these things sometimes.- She is not very skilful at
setting -traps as yet, poor little thing. I won't fail her,
however ; I will be at Balmerino to-morrow, too !”

The resolution showed how little he understood the
motives that actuated Stella Raeburn.

CHAPTER 1IV.
THE SECOND DAY.

MRr. RAEBURN came home to his six -o'clock dinner
with the loveliest little watch in his pocket that Stella
had ever beheld. He did not produce it until desseft was
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on the table, and then he brought it out in its dainty
Morocco case with great form and ceremony, 'and handed
it to Stella on a dish, as-if it had been something good to
eat.
- “There, younglady !” he said. ¢ There’s a watch that
is worth looking at. Don’t let me see that trumpery silver
affair any more., It annoys me that you should wear a
shoddy thing like that when I can afford -youwasgood a
one as any lady in the land.” o
“ Dear papa, you are so kind,” cried Stella. She could
not resist the impulse to fly to his side and kiss him,
-although she noticed that he seemed a little taken‘aback
by her effusive display of affection. ¢ I shall always wear
this one, but I shall keep the other too, and I shall be just
as fond of it in my own heart, because you gave it to me.”
¢ There, there!” said Mr. Raeburn. “ You haven’t
. looked at it yet. Sit down, my dear. I chose that bécause
of the device on the back. It’s just a wee bit fanciful, T'l1
grant ; but girls don’t dislike a thing on that account.”
The device was“that of a star in brilliants, with a rather
large diamond in the centre. Stella and her aunt admired
it extremely ; but another surprise was still in store for
them. Mr. Raebumm watched them silently, the worn,
haggard look coming back to his face as he sat back in his
chair and listened 40 their comments. Presently he smiled
 and produced two more cases, at which Stella gazed in
surprise and Miss Jacky in consternation.

“ Can’t give one thing to you and nothing to your aunt,
can I?” he said, appealing to Stella. = ¢ Hand that over to
her, my dear. Something for you to wear at the next big
dinner-party we go to, Jacky. And #%afs for you, my .
girl, and the more of that sort you get the better.”

Aunt Jacky’s present was a diamond brooch ; Stella’s a
gold bracelet studded with diamond stars. The  girPs
thanks were warm and hearty ; but she felt a little
oppressed by the very magnificence of the gift. She had
sense enough to know that so young a girl as herself ought
not to wear diamonds, but she feared to wound her father’s
. feelings by. saying so. She slipped the bracelet on her
fair, round arm, therefore, and gave herself up to a girlish.
Pleasure in the flashing of the jewels. in the lamplight.
‘Miss Jacky looked less pleased than she did.

*They must have cost a great deal, Matthew,” she said,
after a rather awkward pause.
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. And what if they, did? Don't you suppose 1' can-
afford it?” said Mr. Raeburn, frowning- at her angnly
“I can buy up any Dundee merchant twice over, I tell
you; I'h a millionaire—a billionaire, if you like—and
trade’s going up. I mean to be as rich as Rothschild one
of these days. There’s no limit—no limit—to which I
cannot aspire and—attain. We'll make our Stella a prin-.
cess yet. There’s an old story about a Princess Fair-Star
in some silly book; we’ll make our Princess Fair-Star a
millionaire. That'll be a new ending for a fairy tale.”

He laughed harshly and rose from the table, regardless
of the fact that the ladies had not made;a move. Miss
Jacky watched him darkly as hé left the room. She could
not understand the changes of his moods. He behaved
as if he had been drinking. . And yet—she had not noticed
that he took a larger quantity of wine than usual at dinner.
There was something about him that made her very
anxious now and then.

She turned to Stella; but Stella, though rather puzzled,
had not sufficient experience either of her father or of the
world at large to be alarmed. She was anything but
critical by nature; and her father had shown himself
loving and kind to her. That was sufficient to blind her
eyes to his defects. :

Besides, Stella had her own affairs to think about.
Some instinct told her that Mr. Hannington intended to

“be at Balmerino on the following afternoon ; he had not
said so, but he had looked his intenticn, and Stella had
understood. She was half charmed, half frightened at the
prospect. He had no business to go to the fine old ruin
just for the sake of meetmg her, and yet—if he chose to
g0, who could prevent him? She certainly could not.
And then her thoughts resolved themselves into an intense
anxiety about the weather. She sat at the delightful
Bliithner Grand for.a great part of the evening, singing and
playing Scottish airs for her father and her aunt ; but her
heart was not altogether in her music. It had flown far
away from the present into a golden dream of future love
and happiness. :

The next day was cloudlessly fine. Mrs. Lyndsay and
her girls—two rosy, merry lasses, who had a boundless -
admiration for their old friend Stella, with whom they used
to go to school before she left Dundee for.. Brussels—
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. called at Thorribank at half-past one, and drove with her
: to the steamer, in which the whole party—horses and car-
E riage included—would be transported from Dundee to the

E Kingdom of Fife. At Newport they would get into the
_carriage again, and be driven Westward to the fine old

; Abbey ruin at Balmerino. .

e Stella was delighted with every one of her experiences.
£ She scarcely remembercd crossing the Tay in her childish

i days, and as she walked up and down the deck with her
f companions, Katie and Isabel Lyndsay, she rejoiced like
a child in the motion of the vessel, the light, clear air about

Eher, the sight of the dancing waves through which the

fboat ploughed its way. The pretty villas and waving -

.green trees of the village on the other side excited her

thighest admiration. “1 should like to live there much
Bbetter than in Dundee !” she cried. ¢ How lovely every-
hing is ; how clear and bright 1” .

“I'm awfully glad you like it so much,” said Isabel
Lyndsay. ¢ We thought that you would perhaps be
spoiled for Scotland by living so long in another country.”

«“Spoiled for my own native land! Oh, never!” Stella
cried. “Wherever I went I always sang, ‘ Hame, hame,
-fain wad I be!’ I hope that I shall never leave Scotland
any more.” o) :

¢ But suppose you warted to marry an Englishman?”
said Katie. “Like Isa, you know; she is engaged to a
gentleman from London. What would you do then?”

+  Katie was only a child compared with Stella and Isabel,
these two young ladies considered, therefore perhaps she
did not notice Stella’s sudden guilty blush, and the little

f inwoluntary pressure that she gave to Isa’s arm, through

~ which her hand was passed. But Isa noticed both, and

E oonstructed a romance upon the spot. :

: Newport Pier was reached at length, and the drive to

f Balmerino began. It was a very pleasant drive, but

¥ Stella found afterwards that she did not remember much

k about it. She was hardly conscious of what she said or
> did, until her feet were firmly planted-on the green slopes
- on which the ruined abbey walls are set, and found herself
suddenly face to face with Mr. John Hannington and a
b friend. And then she felt illogically ashamed of herself for
" having expected to meet him there. .

Although she did not know it, she had seldom made a .
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prettier picture than when John Hannington encountered 3
her. She was standing outside an arched door, which led " §
- into one of the few remaining chambers of the building. §

The solid masonry was almost hidden by the clusteringivy §
which had fastened on the stones for generations past ; the {¥
long trails, on which the sunlight glinted, fell loosely over ¥
the wide opening, where the sombre darkness of the interior
formed an excellent background for Stella’s slender figure |
clad in white and green.  The grey fragments of stone, the
ruined walls, the broken window arches, half veiled in ivy,
" by which she stood, would have served excellently for an

example of youth and age—warm, loving youth, alive and
beautiful ; age, dull, grey, solemn and cold. Such was the
comparison John Hannington drew—and it must be added
that he congratulated himself on his own acuteness in se-
curing the affection of a girl who was handsome as well as
rich. A beauty and an heiress! He was in luck.

Stella performed her part of introducing him to the
Lyndsays with a quiet, shy grace which Hanningtan heart.
ily approved. He in his turn asked permission to intraduce
Mr. Donald Vereker, and as that young man was one of
Lord Esquhart’s sons, his welcome by Mrs. Lyndsay was
assured. Katie was charmed to find that this fair-haired,
blue-eyed young fellow was what she called “ very jolly,”
and while she and her mother monopolized him, Isa, who
was of a sentimental turn, devoted herself to securing a few
minutes undisturbed to her friend Stella and Stella’s lover.

For of course he was Stella’s lover ; she was sure of that |
by the look in Stella’s pretty eyes. So she led them away
from Mrs. Lyndsay and Mr. Vereker, and when they had
entered the halflighted cavern which had once done duty §
for refectory or. kitchen, she slipped quietly away, and j§
Hannington was at liberty to say what he chose. )

He had already given Stella his hand, because the floor
was very uneven, and he knew by its tremor that he cquld
go a little farther still. “Come this way and look at the
window in the wall,” he said, leading her deeper into the.
darkness of the ruined building. “You are not angry with
me for coming here to-day? You are not sorry to see me,
Stella?” His arm’ was round her waist. :

" «Oh, please——" Stella began, but she was not allowed
‘to proceed. v
.‘I‘) I could not keep away. I love you, Stella—do you




THE LUCK OF THE HOUSE. 3t

' not know that? Do you not love me a little in return?
_Stella, will you not tell me that you love me?”

. “It is so soon,” she murmured, but her head was on his

:shoulder, and he knew that he might have his way. .

f “Not a bit of it. The moment I set eyes upon you in

e Britannia I said to myself—that is the woman I should
like to have for a wife. That is how all true. love begins,

3 3 ”
A She nestled a little closer in his arms, how-
ever, as she contradicted him. “ Not always.”
[ “Yours did not begin so soon, dear?”
© “No.” .

“But it is as strong now as if—as if it had begun with
imine ?

“ Oh, yes,” she answered, eagerly, almost unaware how
much she acknowledged by those words. And- then she
gelt herself drawn close, and kissed as she had never been

issed before—on brow, eyelids, cheeks, and mouth—hotly
nd passionately, and as if his kisses would never end.
iShe felt her face tingle, and tried to draw herself away, but
the would not let her go.  For, after his own fashion, Han- .
mington was alittle in love with Stella, and his love-making,
iwhether genuine or not, had never failed for want of ardor.
iHer soft, fair face and sweet young lips had always appeared
fto him eminently kissable. But it did not at all follow that
this fancy for her was of a purifying or enduring kind ; for
g man can only act and feel according to the laws of his
being, and ever his love will not ennoble him if he has not
frithin him the root of something noble. John Hannington
vas not without his good points ; but hé was further below
the level of a girl like Stella Raeburn than Stella herself
tould have imagined. :
t “ We must not stay here ; they are calling us,” she mur-
nured at last. Katie’s clear voice was re-echoing through
he low arches and along the broken walls, ¢« Stella |
ftella ! where are you !” :
f ““ One kiss, my darling,” Hannington whispered. “ You
ave not kissed me yet.,, )
e Stella lifted her face in the darkness, and pressed her
oft lips to his cheek. It was a very sober Httle kiss :
put she felt it to be a vow of everlasting fidelity. To the
nan who won that kiss she gave her heart and life.
§ “Now, then, we will go,” said Hannington, ¢ Stella,
pearest, you love me, do you not?” ;‘\

Y
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4 Yes ”

“Say ¢ Yes, ]ohn '

“Yes, John,” she answered, very sweetly.

¢ Then, darling, don’t say anythmg about this to any
one until I have seen you again. ° I want to comsult you
first, before I speak to your father. He will grudge you
to me, I am sure, my beautiful one! Will you promise
me to be silent? I dine at your house to-morrow,and
then we will see.”

“As you like, John,” she said subm1551vely It was
rather a trial to her to think of meeting Aunt Jacky’s
tenderly inquisitive gaze without immediately responding
to it, and telling her the whole of her little love story
But of course John ”'’knew best.

“Thank you, my own darling. Only for a little time,”
he whispered, as he led her over the damp, dark, uneven
stones to the light of the outer-day. Here the Lyndsays
awaited them, and summoned them to a general explora-

tion of the place.

“We had quite lost you,” said Katie. “We dld not

- know that you were there. Mr. Vereker says that he is
- an archzologist, and can tell us all about the building.

Come and listen, Stella.”

But, although Stella walked demurely at Mrs. Lyndsay’s
side, it is to be feared that she did not hear much of the
Honorable Donald’s explanations. She said presently
that she was tired, and sat down on a long, low, boundary
wall, which scarcely showed its siones amongst the grass.
The trees were green and shady; the sunlight threw
golden rays between their boughs on the soft turf at their
feet. She looked at the’mouldering walls, and wondered
a little about the history of the men who had once dwelt
between them ; wondered if they had loved and prayed
and striven as people do in our days, and whether maidens
had ever before been wooed in the cold stone cells of Bal-
merino.. Henceforward the place would be a sacred one

.to hrer.

“Not much of a ruin after all, is it?” said “Donald
Vereker’s cheery voice. ‘Ever been to Dunkeld, Miss
Raeburn? That’s a fine place. You'd like it bgtber than
this.” -

““Should I!” thought Stella. But she did not reply in
words. She plucked a httle vy leaf from'the wall beside
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B her, flattened it carefully between her hands, and placed
BB it (when she thought nobody was looking) in one of the

. folds of her purse. ‘Only Isa Lyndsay—following the

course of the little love-drama with loyal interest—per--
ceived and understood. : .
f° ¢ I'm awfully bowled over,” said Donald Vereker that
evening, with an expression of the deepest self~commisera-
tion. “I feel that I have received my death-blow.
f ¢ Carry me out to die,’ somebody. ‘I am slain by a fair,
cruel maid.””

“ Who is the lady ?” asked one of his sisters laughing.
“There was a large party in the billiard-room at Esquhart
‘Towers, and Donald’s confession was evidently made for
‘the public benefit.

f. ¢ Her father is something in jute, I believe,”}said the
fHonorable Don, as his friends often called him. ¢ Her
name’s Stella—star of my existence! Don’t look so black,
fHannington. I'm not going to poach. You should have
scen Jack adoring her to-day at Balmerino; it would
keach you a lesson.”
- “We don’t need, a lesson,” said Lady Grace. “We all
know Mr. Hannington.” There was perhaps just a little
malice in her tone. -
= “Don’t mark my score to any one else, Lady Val,”
called out Donald. “ You're marking, aren’t you? That’s
pine. I declare I believe you were putting it down to
’ac .’) b P
> They all laughed. They were a merry party, and suf-
Aciently familiar with each other for much jesting and
badinage—more, sometimes, than Hannington quite cared
for. . He took up his position beside Lady Val—who was
| cousin of the Esquharts, and whom he had known for
ears. She was a tall, handsome woman of six and
Wenty, with flashing, black eyes, a bold, haughty face—
Fhich yet had something in it that was fine and frank and
fresistibly engaging—and a particularly bright and win-

K <“Who is this girl?” she asked him, carelessly, but in a
bwered voice.
I think he means a Miss Raeburn whom we met to-
y at Balmerino. Several girls were there.”
i She shot a keen g

lance at hi “ i -
fame Stella ? » fm. “Was Miss Racburn’s
: 3
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* 1 believe it was,” said Hannington, examining his cue _Z¥
rather attentively. I think I heard hetr ¢alled so.”

Unfortunately for him Don. Vereker heatd the last
words.

, “You think you heard her called so? Oh, base de-
ceiver | you know it as well as I do, for you told me het
name yourself.” '

Lady Val's eyes flashed their black lightnings at Han-
nington, but that gentleman only smiled and shrugged his
shoulders, which, under the circumstances, was perhaps
the best thing he could do.

‘* Miss Stella Raeburn is about the prettiest girl I ever
saw,” Donald went on. “She has got perfect features,
golden hair, blue eyes, a rose-leaf complexion, and—1I as-
sute you, on my honor—no Scotch accent. She has been

———abroad for some years—that's why. She’ll have a pot of
money, for her father’s a regulat millionaire—why, she’s
said to be the biggest »

. An interruption here occurred. Mr. Vereker was sum-
moned to the doot of the billiard-toom, and asked to
speak to the agent, who had just arrived from Dundee on
business. He did not come back for several minutes ;
but when he returned his face was a little grave and pale,
and his manner had grown subdued. '

1 have just-heard of a shocking thing,” he said, while

" the company halted in their game and looked at him in
surprise. ¢ You know that I was speaking of that beau-
tiful girl whom we met to-day ? Well, this very afternoon— |
for aught I know, while we were amusing ourselves in the
ruins at Balmerino—her father, Matthew Raeburn, shot
~himself in his own office—blew out his brains with a re-
volver, in, it is supposed, a fit of madness, and was found
there dead when his clerk looked in at six o’clock this
evening. MaclIntyre has just brought the news.”

«“ Oh, that poor girl !” cried Lady Val, and looked to }
Hannington for sympathy. But he did not reply.
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CHAPTER V.
STELLA’S LOVER.

TJounx HaNNINoTON felt puzzled as to the course that
he should pursue. Ought he to call at the house of
imourning ? Ought he to ‘write? Should he wait until
Btella made some sign? 1If he had been deeply in love
fwith her, these difficulties would probably have solved
themselves. He would have flown to her side, and tried
fo make himself a comfort and a support to her. But then
je was not particularly in love with Stella—only with her
bretty face and her fortuné, The pretty face would now,
he reflected, be disfigured with tears ; the eyes would nat
mile, nor the rosy lij’s return his kisses ; he had better stop
way. The fortune—thank Heaven |—was all the more
ecure because of Matthew Raeburn’s death. No father.
vould now be there to interfere, and Stella would not
bbject to his using her money in his own way. Hannifig-
fon built a good many brilliant castles in the air at this
ime, It seemed to him that his luck was about to change.
' He was of course very sorry for Stella. He hoped—
ind this was a serious consideration—that there was no
int of madness in the blood of the Raeburn family.  Not
ven Stella’s fortune-—unless it were a very largeé one
deed—would gild that pill. What but madness would
fave led Mr. Raeburn to raise his hand against his own
e ? There were no reasons for the act; the man was
firely solvent, and Stella’s million secure.
t He pondered over these matters a good deal, and grew
ither absent-minded in consequence ; so that his friend,
jady Valencia Gilderoy, popularly called Lady Val, asked
im one day what was wrong. They were inthe billiard-
pom together, for both were passionately fond of billiards ;
fut after a rather perfunctory game, they Had establish-
@ themselves in a cushioned window-seat, whénce the
fatched the driving rain that had fallen all day as if it
pould never cease. N
“What a sigh |” said Lady Val, at last.
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« What is wrong with you, Jack.” .

-« 1 don’t think anything is_wrong with -me, Lady Val.”

« Oh, don’t tell me that. You are not like yourself-one

“bit. Is it money this time?” o

They were very old friends, and Jack, as she called him, §
did’not resent the questioning. -

% No,” he said, slowly, «it’s not money exactly.”

«Then,” she said, very decidedly, «it's the little
Dundee girl.” S

«1 do not quite know whom you allude to, Lady Val?”

«Don’t get on your high horse with me, Jack. You
know perfectly well. You've not been like yourself ever
since.we heard of that poor man’s death, and Donald says
that you were quite smitten by her beaux yeux—"

« Tes beaux yeux de sa cassette,” hummed Jack, almost
below his breath ; then, in a louder voice, ¢1I assure you,
Lady Val, that Donald knows nothing about it. 1admired
the young lady, certainly, but to be * smitten’ in Donald’s

_ sense of the term is quite a different thing.”

Lady Val gave him one of the very keen looks that Mr.
Hanhington did not altogether like, and held peace for
2 time.  Presently she said, more seriously than usual:

«I'm sorry for that girl. ’She will be having a bad time
of it. She has no mother, I hear, and no brothers or sis-
ters—only an old aunt. She must feel uncommonly lonely,
poor child- 1 wish it were the proper thing to go and see
her ; not that I should be much good as a consoler.” And
she laughed a little barshly. ¢ Why don’t you g0, Jack?”

«1?7” said Hannington. I—well —would that be the
proper thing?”

« Don’t know,-I'm sure. Never did know what was the
proper thing, all my life long. 1 do what I feel inclined,
and propriety takes care of itself.” ’

« We are not all so privileged. You do the right thing
by instinct, and need not care about conventional views.
We poor men toil after you by slow degrees, and make a
hundred mistakes to your one.” |

«7T like you least of all, do you know, when you pay
compliments,” said Lady Val, carelessly. ¢ Give me that
box of caramels off the table, please, and let us mitigate
the severity of the Scotch summer by French bon-bons.
Do you like caramels ?”

«Tmmensely—when they come from you.” °
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. “No comp]i;;e?ﬁ?x

i, «Itis no compliment. It is sober fact. Iadore every-
“thing that comes from you!”
. He dropped on one knee as he spoke, in an attitude of
idnock adoration. Lady Val, enthroned on the red cushions
of the wide window-seat, laughed at him; and offered him
her box of sweets. He declined, unless she would herself
‘put one into his mouth with her own fingers. . At first she
refused, but after a little persuasion consented, and laughed
- to see him reduced to speechlessness by an unusually big
- caramel. She looked very animatéd and handsome, her
eyes sparkling, the color flashing into her cheeks, her white
teeth gleaming between those ripe red lips. Hannington .
_heartily admired her. In fact, he thought her far more
‘handsome than Stella.
- 'What would Stella have thought of him if she had seen
-him kneeling at Lady Val’s feet, crunching her bon-bons,
B Jaughing at her jokes? while she—the girl that he pro-
 fessed to love—was agonizing in the first sorrow of her
“young life—all the blacker and more terrible to her because
‘the man who had won her heart was not at her side to
le her to bear it. Lady Val was innocent enough ;
‘she had not the ghost of an idea that there was anything”
definité between her old friend and ¢ the little Dundee
girl,” as she designated Stella ; but John Hannington him-.
Fself could not be held blameless. He was not without
Ppangs of conscience. It would be wrong to suppose that
he- had no heart at all. But both conscience and heart
FSpoke very feebly in the presence of self-interest, love of
he world, and a desire to be comfortable.

‘Do you remember,” he said, rather more softly than
fhe knew, “how we sat a whole afternoon together in the
fork of an apple-tree ten years ago, with all the-gover-
Resses scouring the park for you, and the Marquis threat-

ning me with a horsewhip whenever I appeared?”
® ‘I remember it. That was the first time you proposed
o0 me,” said Lady Val coolly.
- < But not the last.”
° ““Oh dear, no. We have gone through the form half a
Hozen times, have we not ? - Really, it has quite grieved
jne-to put you to so much trouble.”
t “Has it! Perhaps you had better reconsider your
decision?” -




THE LUGK OF THE HOUSE.

“Is that to count as the seventh ?” she asked, with a |

haughty sparkle in her great black eyes. * No, no. Won't 3
do, Jack. If we marry at all, we must marry money, you §
andI. We are both as poor as church mice, and we cannot @
afford to give up the world for each other, can we? We }
must each take our chance when it comes.” %

“1 have often wondered why you never were married,
Val” . S

“Not for want of asking, Mr. Hannington,” she replied.
He bowed at the implied rebuke. ¢ My single estate suits
me very well, thanks. I can do as I please ; perhaps I

couldn’t, if I had ahusband. And as for you, your destiny
is decided.” : :

« How p” _ ]

« Money, Jack, money. You know you must marry an
heiress, or what will become of you? Perhaps the little §
Dundee girl would do ; or somebody else with a few odd
millions.  Aren’t you really going to see-her?” =

« Not in this weather,” said Hannington, with a shrug of
the shoulders. He stood leaning against the wall beside
the window, with a slightly dissatisfied expression on his §
face. A talk with Lady Val often sent him away dissatis- §
fied. He wanted more of her than he could get. <-.-. .

But when the conversation was ended and he had time
for reflection, it struck him that her hint was a valuable one. §
Evidently, if hé wanted to secure Stella’s affection, he must
not show himself neglecful of her in her trouble. He wrote ji§
a little note that very evening before dinner, and put it in
the post-bag at the last moment with his own hand, so that
no other eyes should rest upon the address. It was 2|
skilfun%-worded little note : short, tender, sympathetic, yet |§
not sufficiently definite to cbmmit him to very much in the
future. s .

He was not surprised to receive an answer in less than
twenty-four hours. Stella must have written within a very
short time of receiving his letter. It was clear that she was
longing to be comforted ; that she thoroughly believed all
his protestations, and that she had no idea of hiding any-
thing from the man she loved. At the same time, he thought
her letter a little cold. y :

« Dear Mr. Hannington,” she wrote, ‘your kind letten
has just reached me. I can quite understand why you didy
not write before, We are in great trouble. I cannot tell

kY
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ou everything 1n a letter ; but if you will come to see me—
after Friday——we can talk together.” Friday, Hannington
fanderstood, would be the day of her father’s funeral. Then -
ame the less composed, the more unstudied part of the
er. “I am very, very miserable. I should be still more
hiserable if I had not you to trust to. You will tell me
vhat to do—I trust you with all my heart. I have not
nown you long, but I feel as if years had passed since we
pame to Dundee together on board the Britannia. You will
orgive me if I have said too much. )

; STELLA.”

R ¢ Dear little thing,” said Hannington, as he folded up
fhe letter and put it into his peekethook. ¢ She is half afraid,
Ecan see, that I shall think that she has been too quick in

ving her heart to the first bold wooer. The modern

et! Let me see, what does the older one say ?— J
. *"Th truth, fair Montague, too fond, T
s~ And therefore thou may’st think my havior light ¢

But trust me, gentleman, I’ll prove more true |
* 'Than those that have more cunning to be strange.’.

etty creature! I'll go on Saturday and allay her fears,
id dry her eyes with kisses. I don’t see why we shouldn’t
married immediately. What will Val Gilderoy say to
at, I wonder? If only ske had the money, I know very
which I should choose. But there’s no chance. If 1
't make a great coup with.an heiress before long I shall
b'floored, indeed.”
iHe spoke lightly about the matter even to himself ; but
t.was rather unusually nervous when he set out on Satur-
i afternoon to pay his visit to Miss Raeburn.
e had not had much experience of women in distress.
B fair acquaintances had generally shown the sunny side
gheir natures to him. He fancied that when they were
ftrouble they flew into hysterics, slapped their maids’
, shed oceans of tears, and were generally noisy and
Bsponsible. Thit he could not imagine Stella doing any
Bhese things was nothing to the point; he believed that
y woman had incalculable reserves of unreasonable

y in her pature, and of course Stella could be no excep-
to the rule.

P will you walk this way, Sir, please?” said a soielpn-
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visaged maid in black, who opened the door to him at
Thornbank. . . u
“The ponderous footmen, the irreproachable butler, seeied
to have disappeared. Hannington noticed a look of forlor-
ness about the marble-paved hall, where no masses of ¢xotié
flowers now exhaled their sweethess to the aiy; there was
an oppressive silence in the great new house. He wondered,
with a little shiver, whether he was to be called upon to
into the big, gorgeously-furnished drawing-room, the bright
coloring and gilding of which would how seem more outri-
geously out'of taste than ever. Even the great sunlit view
of the river from the plate-glass windows would somehow
be intolerable. But he was hot required to bear with such
incongruities. The maid led him to a stmall room at the end
of a long passage: a place to which, as he suspected, the
women of the family had betaken themselves in their hout
of trouble. It was a small room, octagonal in shape, With
low book-shelves running round it, a desk in ohe cother, a
work-table in anothes. The window was natrow, and looked 5
- out upon a shrubbery. The room had an air of habitation

which belonged to few other parts of the house. It hadg
always been appropriated to Aunt Jacky's use, and had§
proved a veritable harbor of refuge to Stella during thej
past few days. %

The roomt Wwas not very light. 'The servant had shut
the door before Hannington was quite sure that Stella
was alone in the room with him. She came forward very
quietly—a slender figure all in  black—and held o
her hand as if about to greet an ordinary visito
He gathered herin his arms, and kissed her on the bro
but for the first few seconds did not say & word. Thed
silent tenderness of his greeting almost overcame poor
Stella’s powers of endurance,

She lay, trembling from head to foot, upon his shouider g
he could just see her cheek, and noticed that it was ver

white ; the little hands which clung to him were limp and
cold.

P T T o AT A P
NS " y "

« My darling, how you must have suffered " Hanningj
ton said at length. He led her to a sofa and seated him
self beside her, with his arm round het waist. He was
surprised to hear no outburst of emotion, no sobs of grief
But outbursts of any kind were not in Stella’s way.

She raised her head from the shoulder on which he had

a ‘ - s
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ttied to make it rest. . Her eyelids were red and worn
with weeping and sleeplessness, but her voice and manner
were very calm.

L * It has been hard,” she said. “1 suppose you know
fall-—all about it—from—the newspapetrs? " The little
catch in her voice was very pathetic, even to Hanning-
ton's ear.

“1 know something, of course. It was very sad; but,
Juy darling, you must not let your mind dwell upon it
He must have been ill, you know ; not accountable for his
fictions at the time. It was a sort of delirium.”

. “Oh, yes, I know that,” said Stella, quietly. * Dear
papa was far too good to end his life in that way if he had
been in his right mind.  You do not know how good and
nd he was | —always thinking and planning for vthers—
Br me, especially—"
. She faltered a little and bit her lip, while a tear stole .
ently down her white cheek. Hannington caressed het
Mutely. She was surely very brave, this little Dundee
drl| ~ Would she break down and make a scene befure he
pent away ? Her grief had not destroyed her beauty one
Bhgle bit. He felt honestly, genuinely fond of her.
' He was always so generous,” the gitl went on, as if
feading with him for her father's memory ; * 30 anxious
. do good, and so upright and honorable ail his life long !
gvery one respected him. He was a good man, John.
1]1( will nt;verl dogbt it, will you? although his own hand
ok away his life.” - ‘ D Qs B, i B o
.*No, gear; I will never doubt it.” Wriprin g 4
. So kind—so loving—so tender-hearted 1” said Stella,
ith vehemence. * Nobody could doubt it who knew him
who knew him as well as Aunt Jacky and 1!
shows how upright he must have been, that these
gsiness-troubles should prey on his mind so much, and
pen affect his brain at lasy |” Half of it was for my sake,
pelieve.  As if I would not have been just as happy in
ottage as ini a palace—far happier indeed than in this

g, overgrown, new place, which I don't like half so well

our old house in the Nethergate,”®. - - -

3 He had business-troubles, then?”
pudden qualm of fear assailing him, ** - o=y -, - Y

“Oh, yes. Did you not know? It was in to-day’s

aper ; but perhaps you have Czpt noticed it, 3 He was not,

AR
said Hannington,
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so rich as people thought him to be, and that preyed upon
his mind. The doctors say that all his excitement ang

his eager way of talking about his riches merely showed :

the strain that he was undergoing. If he had made up §
his mind at once to retrench and to live quietly, he could
have weathered the storm, they say. But a sort of mad-
ness seemed to have taken hold of him. He is nota
bankrupt, but the house and everything will have to be
sold at once, and Aunt Jacky and I will have only a
pittance to live upon. But you must not be sorry for me
. dear,” she said, suddenly breaking off at the sight of a
strange expression on Hannington’s face ; “as long as |
- have you, I want nothing else! And you will not love
me any the less if I am a beggar, will you?”

CHAPTER VI

MR. HANNINGTON’S DECISION.

HANNINGTON was aghast. And, even” at that moment,
not only for his own sake. He was sorry for Stella g
though. he was sorrier for-himself. ~Stella Raeburn aj§
beggar! Could this be true :

«Ttis bad news indeed,” he said, not able to keep 'the
dismay out of his voice. .

“ You will not love me the less, will you, John?”

“No, dear; oh,no. But—we can't disguise the fact,
Stella—it may make a material difference in our plans for
the future. I—I-—am not—rich.” He could not give
her this hint without perfectly genuine agitation. It
seemed to him that fate had played him a cruel trick.

. - “Iknow,” said Stella, slipping her little hand—oh, so

. confidingly—into his nerveless fingers, ¢ you told me that

in;tbe boat. But we are young and strong ; we can work
and wait—surely ? It may not be for so very long.”.

“Why ? Have you any other prospect?” There wasa
aew hardness in_his tong, - ‘ .
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< Oh, no, except that of earning money,” said Stella,
shyly. ‘I thought of taking a situation, if you would not
;mind—if you would not be ashamed of me. I speak
FFrénch and German fluently, you know, and my music
Eand singing are pretty good ; I don’t think I should find
Any difficulty in finding children to teach.”

“You a governess! Nonsense! Is that necessary?”
¥« ] think it will be,” said the girl, her eyes filling with
f-tears at'the sharp edge in his voice. “I must see that my
Faunt wants nothing ; and our income will be very small.”

F ¢ What shall you do then?”
¢ Oh, John, don't look as if you were angry with me.”
~ “I am not angry, dear; or at least I am only angry
Pwith circumstances—for your sake—that things should
have turned out so——"
- Stella turned towards him pleadingly. « If it is God's
will that we should suffer, John, ought we to repine ?”
Hannington had difficulty in repressing his usual char-
cteristic shrug. . o
¢ It does not grieve me very much to have to work for
my own living,” she went on, her sweet treble tones
avering a little now and then. “If only I could have
orked for my dear, dear father, how gladly I would have
fone it ! There is nothing hagd in working for those we
ove. What I grieve for is his death and his distress of
nind befare he died.” =
-1 am afraid,” said Hannington, “ that everybody can-
bt be spo unworldly as you, Stella.”
She gave him a troubled, puzzled look. Shedid not see
is meaning in the least.—Deon’t you appwove of my
Blan ?” she asked. o
“Did you mean to carry it out in Dundee ? ?
k ““No, not in Dundee. I could not bear it here ; and it
pould be worse for Aunt Jacky than for me. Some
;ends of ours, the Sinclairs, have written to us to stay
Pith them in Dunkeld for a little tiie, and if I go there I
pay be able to get some work.” -
1t is a horrible idea,” said Hannington, suddenl
’ to pace the room. ¢ You are not fit to work. And
[—X am a poor, miserable dog, with barely a sixpence in
the world. I—I don’t see what we are to do.” .
E His eyes fell ; he could not bear to look her in -the
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i “We must wait,” said Stella, softly. . R

““ Yes, we must wait,” he said, in almost an eager tone.” 3§
¢ We really cannot decide on anythmg just yet. ~ If you 3
-go on your visit to Dunkeld, perhaps something will turn
up—we must not be rash, you know, Stella ; I must not §
let you be rash—— o e

He stopped abruptly and drummed with hlS fingers on }§
a little table that happened to be near at hand. Stella sat
with downcast eyes, the color stealing into her pale
cheeks. Was he going to propose something rash on his
own account? There are times when women adore rash-
ness. If he had asked her to marry him in a week’, Stella
could not have found it in hertheart to say him nay. But
that proposal was not in his mind at all.

k “ When should you go!” he asked, advancing towards
her, but not touching her—rather_ holdmg hlmself back a
little rigidly as if under some restraint.

¢ Next week, I think. The sooner we are out of the
house the better. There is to be a sale.”

¢ I shall know where you are? _ I shall be able to write
to you?” .

PO 13 Yes.”

%You see I shall not be able to stay much longer in
this neighborhood,” said Hannington, rather nervously.
“ My visit to the Esquharts terminates next week, and I §
—1I don’t quite know what I am going to do then. You
-will let mie know your movements ? o

For almost the first time Stella felt hurt a.nd chilled. 3
She lifted her eyes with a lovely reproach in thFll' azure §
depths—¢ Of course I shall, John ! ” . 3

He bit his lip. “And I shall see you again of, write to
you,” he said. I think I must really be gettin H
shall only just be in time to dress for g.mner »

Stella was a little surprised. It is five o’clock,” she
said. *I thought they did not dine fil] eight at the
Towers. You will take some tea before you go?” -

“ Thanks ; no, I would rather not. ou will give kind
dessages from me to your aunt? I must see her another
- time.” He was becoming extremely anxious to get away.

- ¥ May- 1 tell her, John ?”

* No, I think not, dear. Not just yet, darling,” he
sdid, turning his eyes away, and trymg to speak softly
« I will write,”.

..
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“¥Ycu are not vexed with me, are you ?” she asked,
‘coming up to him, and laying her hand gently on his
arm. e . :
+ “Vexed with you? Certainly not. . Nhy should I be
exed 7 I—confound it all, Stella, don’t you see what a
Ip>sition I amin ? ” he said, actually stamping with vexa-
tion, and then relenting when he saw her frightened face.
¢ Poorlittle darling ! itisn’t your fault. You are the sweet-
est, noblest, most perfect of perfect women ! . Dear Stella!
Eyou do care for me a little, don’t you? You won’t quite
iforget me !”
; He kissed her as he spoke. She had no idea that he
meant his kiss for an eternal farewell. She clung to him
itremulously and looked piteously into his face. * Must
you go ? ” she asked.
“ I must, indeed. Good-bye, my little darling. Don’t
7 to keep me, there’s a good girl. TI'll write.”
t. She released him at once. Her face was very white,
nd her lips quivered, but she did not utter a single sob
pr a complaining word. She had heard it said that women
were cowards and incapable of self-control. She would
Ehow her lover that she could be bravely mistress of her-
elf. He kissed her again, and hurried out of the room,
hot daring to look back. In view of the resolution which
e knew that he should ult'm ¢ -1y ta’ e, he felt himself the
jpeanest of the mean.
p Stella watched him depart,$and then, aswas perhaps
atural, she threw herself on'a sofa, and burst into an
gony of sobs. The interview had been wretchedly unsat-
pfactory ; but what she wanted she scarcely knew. Some .
f Hannington’s looks and tones returned to her with start-
fng distinctness ; but she did not-yet know their full mean-
Mig. Any doubt of his fidelity would have seemed to
er cruelly disloyal. ' .
ik Hannington strode down to the railwcy station, whence
e took a train to the village on the outskirts of which
fsquhart Towers was si*tvated, and arrived at his host’s
bode about six o’clock in the afternoon. He went straight’
0. his own room, and did. not appear till dinner-time,
paving, in the meantime, thoroughly reviewed'the situation,
nd made up his mind what to do. ~ ¢ A very near thing 1”
pe said to himself. “ I was as close to making a mess of
f as ever I was in my life. Luckily nobody knew, and I
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can back out of it in time. Why, if I am to marry a girl

with no money, I might as well take Lady V3l, who has

pride and spirit and good blood, and can amuse a fellow

when he’s low. Stella’s not a patch upon her after all,

although she’s a sweet little thing, and very fond of me.

She’ll get over it and be ynarried in a twelvemonth. I”
must settle matters as speedily as possible. Jove!l it

was a very near thing!”

He looked as brisk and bright as usual when he appeared
in the drawing-room before dinner, and Lady Val eyed
him somewhat curiously. It fell to his lot to take her down
to dinner, and no sooner were they established at the
table, and a busy hum of talk was arising on every side,
than she turned with one of her abrupt but not ungraceful
movements, and said, in a quick, low tone :—

“ Well, how about the little Dundee girl ? ”

He looked at her in surprise.

- ¢ You've been to see her, I know. How was she?” .

¢ Oh, poor little thing, as well as one could expect,” §
said Hannington, accepting the situation. * Feels it very
much, of course.”

¢ Is it true that she will have no money after all? ” !

« Quite true, poor girl. &oing out as a governess, I §
believe.” ‘

« Then”—Lady Val's eyes flashed— there was no }
truth in what Donald said ? You are not going to marry
her.” . g
“ Certainly not,” said Mr. Hannington, tranquilly. 28
«T always told you I should marry for money.” o

A dinner-table which holds a large party is not at all 2 &8
bad place for confidential communications. After an inter- g
val, m which the servants were performing their usual 3§
offices, Lady Val resumed, with her eyes on her plate :—

¢ She’s not disappointed in you, then?”

“ My dear Lady Val! What cause could she have to §
be disappointed in me ? Old friends like yourself may, of
course, have good reason to feel that I don’t always come
up to their standard, but I have only a casual acquaintance
with Miss Raeburn.”. - .

“Lady Val tossed up her chin and looked sceptical ; but
as Hannington’s tranquility was perfectly unmoved, and
he began almost immediately to talk of 9the1_' things, .sh’e,
aéquiesced and spoke no more of ¢ the little Dundee gir
But she did not forget her for all that.
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- Meanwhile Steila was pouring out her heart on paper
s she had never poured it out before. She wrote to John
Hannington that she was afraid that she had vexed him;
Bthat she would do his bidding,and would renounce her
cheme of becoming a governess, if he wishedJit ; that ail
ker desire was to please him, and that she was not afraid of
poverty so long as he loved her. In short, she wrote as a
woman only writes when sh€ is devoted heart and soul to
the man who receives such an expression of her feelings ;
nd yet there was not a single word in which she might be-
held to outstrip the bounds of maidenly modesty and refine-

Boent. Her love was implied throughout, but it did
ot thrust itself into words. It was a letter which would

gve brought a true lover to her-side at once, to comfort
nd console. But Hannington had never loved her as she
lieved ; and her words embarrassed him so terribly, that
could not undertake to reply to them without delibera-
Ina couple of days he sent her some half-dozen lines

suring her, coldly enough, that she had not offended him

hd that he would write again or visit her at Dunkeld, if
ke would only send him her address and the date of her
pparture from Dundee. He did not want, in fact, to do
say anything too definite before she left the neighbor-

ood. .

R Stella sent a timid little note, which breathed in every
ne of a wounded heart, to say that she and her aunt were
pving Dundee on the Thursday of that week. She en-
psed her address, .nd ventured to add a sorrowful hope
jat he would write to her (vfeury soon.
k¢ The sooner the better,’ perhaps,” said Hannington to
pmself. The task was a hard one even for him, and he

pd some difficulty in performing it. But the letter was.
Fitten and despatched op the Friday.

ESome delay occurred in Miss Raeburn’s arrangements,
ywever, and it was not-until Saturday afternoon that
ella and her aunt arrived at Dunkeld and were met
: their friends at the railway station. Mrs. Sinclair
s not a constant resident in Scotland, but she k
yed at Dunkeld when she wasa girl, and was exceedt -
jgly fond of the place. She and her husband had takenya
puse for the season, and, as-they were much attached to
pella, they had determined to keep her and her aunt with -
iem for.as long a time as they would stay. Mrs. Sinclair

-
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was almost an invalid, and Mr. Sinclair had bookish and
scientific tastes. They had not many acquaititances in
the neighborhood, and were able to promise entire seclu- .
sion to their desolate guests. . ”

Stella looked admiringly at the hills and the utiful {
old town, as she was -driven from the station in pen .
carriage towards St. Anselm’s—the house which Mr. and
Mrs. Sinclair occupied. For a little while the shadow of-
her great grief seemed to lift itself as she looked at the
exquisite landscape around her, and heard the historic
names of hill and vale. They drove slowly along the road
until they came close to the bridge which spans the river
Tay—here only a brawling stream, compared with its.
majestic volume as it nears Dundee, but far more beauti-
ful in its swift career over rocks and stones, under the
arches of the bridge beside the wooded banks and glades
and heather-covered hills, than almost any ather river in
the world. Mr. Sinclair knew the place exceedingly well, ¥8
" and was in his element in naming the different points of §

interest to a stranger. Stella, usually full of intelligent
attention, listened rather languidly. What had he been
telling her ? she wondered afterwards. ¢ The Cathedral—
the Duchess—salmon fishing—Duke John—Birnam wood
that came to Dunsinane ”—it was all confused and mingled " ;
in her ear. Only the beauty of the scene remained clear.
They halted by the bridge, so that she might see the view.
She was struck by the golden color of the water as it lay in
shallow pools beneath the sun-—the water was low, and
the stream looked very narrow between its banks—by the
beauty of the rowan-trees, and the woods that were begin-
ning to* color” beneath the autumnal touch.” She had
no conception that the moment was big with Fate.

_ Their course did not lie over the bridge, but along the
road beside the river for some- distance. Just as they
started again, Mrs. Sinclair uttered an exclamation.-

“T declare if I hadn’t forgotten ittill now! There has
been a letter waiting for you since yesterday, my dear
Stella. I brought it with me, in case you might like to
have it at once. Open it or not, just as you please. ”

She handed the girl an envelope, addressed to Stella,
in John Hannington’s handwriting.

Stella hesitated, with the letter in her lap. Then, seeing
that Mr. Sinclair was speaking to the cgachman, and that
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'Mrs. Sinclair Was attending closely to Miss Jacky’s crisp
‘sentences, she ventured—in spite of the beating of her
_heart—to open the letter and peep at the contents

~ Then she lookedup. The scene was what it had always
Eheen, but it had suddenly lost all charm for her. On her

poor woman; he would not—could -not—ask her
b wait for him ; he renounced all pretension to her hand.
h: short, he gave her up, utterly and entirely—because
e And that was how Stella’s love-letter was

CHAPTER VIIL
ON THE ROAD

ryir.a did not faint or cry out. She.sat perfectly still,
e letter crushed in her hands, her -face white to the
P Before long, Mrs. Sinclair was struck by her extreme
hllor, and drew Aunt Jacky’s attention to it by an excla-
fation of horror. ) ‘
< Why, my dear child! Look at her, Miss Jacky. Is
e going to faint? 7 .
=< Not at all said Stella, essaying to smile, and slipping

.« You must lie down when, we get home, and I’ll send
_up a cup of good, strong tea,” said Mrs. Sinclair, with
ifriendly nod. ¢ Poor dear, you've had a deal to try.you
§fely, have you not? ” . T

t' But the allusion to her recent sorrgw was too muéﬁ for
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Stella to bear. She drew her veil down and said nothing,
but Mrs. Sinclair saw that her hands were trembling and
" the tears dropping from her eyes. She turned delicately’
away, and for the rest of the drive confined her remarks:
to Miss Jacky, who had been going about, ever since the:
.. terrible day of her brother’s death, with red eyes and a - |
persistent habit of sniffing, but with undiminished energy =
and a sharper tongue than ever. Stella was for the pre-
sent left alone.
- The carriage presently left the main road and turned up
a narrow lane to the left. Here slow and careful progress
was necessary, as the ruts were deep, and an occasional
stone lay in the.way ; but if Stella had been in her accus-
tomed mood, she would have enjoyed the drive by this
narrow ascent, where the trees met overhead and afforded
only an occasional viewof the distant water and the tower-
ing hills round ¢ fair Dunkeld.” St. Anselm’s stood on
high ground and overlooked the town and river; it pos-
sessed a splendid site, and the only thing to be regretted
was the fact that the house itself was square, common-
place, and net particularly large. But Stella saw nothing ;
her eyes were_blind with grief.
The poor child was dimly thankful to be left alone at
last in the great chamber which Mrs. Sinclair had assigned
.to her. She threw herself on the bed and wept, as only
young creatures can weep in the hour of trial—with an
utter hopelessness and despair of the future, than which,
we learn in later years, nothing can be more futile. Stella
believed that she could never be happy again. Her mis-
fortunes seemed more than she knew how to bear. Her
father’s death—so painful in its concomitant circumstances
—the loss of her fortune, the desertion of her lover—these |
. were troubles indeed.—And what made it worse was her
recollection of the trust that she had bestowed on John
- Hannington ; the tender words that she had lavished, the
offer to wait for him—oh, the shame of it! when he had
not wanted to wait for her; the absence of reserve and
caution, which, in her single-hearted acceptance of his
apparent homage, she had never thought of maintaining.
It occurred to her now that she had been much too ready -
to listen to him, that she had been too easily won to gain
his esteem ; and she resolved, in bitterness of spirit, that
no one should ever again bave reason to accuse her of
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. over-eagerness to listen to a lover. She would live and
die single and heart-broken ; she would earn an income
 for Aunt Jacky, and do her duty in the world, but the
E joys of life could never come 10 her. She saw herself, in
¥ imagination, growing old and grey, not cheerful, like dear
Aunt Jacky, but stiff and rigid and unresponsive, and she
sickened at the thought. Thirty, forty, fifty years of it,
perhaps! Oh, if she could but die at once, and hide her
sorrow and her mortification in the grave !
She was sufficiently prostrate next day to be unable to
rise, and the doctor who was sent for talked about a severe
 nervous shock, and the advisability of keeping her quiet.
Stella turned her face to the wall, and hoped and longed
that she was going to die. Surely she could not go on
living with the cold hand of despair upon her heart ?
L © But youth is strong and life is sweet in spite of passionate
fdsseverations to the contrary. In a few days Stella was
N downstairs again—out on the lawn—walking feebly at first,
and then with growing vigor, along the shady lanes and
l over the heathery hills ; and then she recognized the fact
she was not going to die but to live, and that, in spite of
the pain at her heart, she must begin to look for her work
 in life. ’ ‘ -
- She did not think of answering John Hannington’s letter.
E' She burned it one day in a paroxysm of grief and shame,
-and never thought of wondering whether or no he had
- destroyed those loving letters"which he had had from her.
“An older woman, of more experience, would perhaps have
- written to demand their restoration. The mere remem-
E brance of them brought a scorching flood of crimson to
. poor Stella’s cheek and brow ; she certainly could not have
. borne to allude to them again. She wished the remem-
3 brance of them to be entirely blotted out; and she never
¢ imagined that Mannington might not be quite as anxious
. as she was to obliterate all traces of her first foolish dream
E of love.  Stella’s letters made very pretty reading, in
k. Hannington’s opiniomy and now that he had shown her
" the facts of her position, he had no idea of depriving him-
E self of the gratification which her expressions of devotion
i might some day afford to him.
f - When Stella grew stronger she began to take long walks ;
. and as neither Mrs. Sinclair nor Aunt Jacky were strong
" enough to accompany her, she generally took them alone.-

~
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As the autumn advanced, she began to make some silent

. Preparations for her future work. She inserted an adver-

tisement in the local papers, and. put an announcement if
the windows of various shops, to the effect that.a lady
wished to give daily lessons in French and German (acquiredr
abroad), English, music, and singing. It was a modest-
little advertisement, and seemed to attract no attention
from anybody. But Stella was not dismayed. She made
inquiries about lodgings in Birnam and Dunkeld, and con-
sulted the clergymen of the neighborhood about her
chances of success. One and all asked her the same
question—why had she fixed upon Dunkeld as a place in
which to start her career? When the visitors leftit in the
autumn there was not the least chance for anybody, with-
out very special qualifications indeed, to find pupils. .
T suppose that I must go to Glasgow or Edinburgh,”

. Stella reflected, sorrowfully. “I thought Aunt Jacky

would like Dunkeld better ; that was all. And also, per-

haps, that 'Mrs. Sinclair could find me something. But

she seems to know nobody.”
It was in Qctober when she came to this cmclusxon.
She set out one afternoon for a long ramble—a longer one,

.indeed, that her aunt or her friends would have thought

adwsable but she was a-good walker. She was accompa-
nied by a splendid collie dog which belonged to Mr.
Sinclair, but had attached himself almost exclusively to
Stella since the beginning of her visit  She passed
through Dunkeld, and turned up the road which ran past
the village of Inver, towards the Rumbling Bridge and
the Hermitage Falls. It was her favorite walk, and she
had plenty of time before her. ‘The Braan would be espe-
cially fine in a day like this, for the previous two nights
had brought heavy rain, and the stream would be “in
spate,” a sight which Stella had heard of but had not seen.
She carried a basket for roots also, as she had heard Mrs.
Sinclair express a wish for some specimens of oak fem, .
which grows freely on the banks of the Braan.

She had got well up the hill, and was standing to look
once more at the view—the little tributary stream with the
village on its banks in the valley below her, and, farther
on, the towers of Dunkeld, with the ever varying back-
ground of hill and forest, and the canopy of a brilliant yet
changeable autumn sky—when she was 7zQused from her



THE LUCK OF THE HOUSE. 53

Kireamy mood by the sound of horses’ hoofs on the road.
She could not see the riders, because the road turned
pharply at a little distance above the spot where she was
ltanding ; but the sound told her that several equestrians
bere advancing, and she did not care to be overtaken in
the attitude of a tourist or a landscape painter, as she
phrased it to herself, gazing at the scenery with abstract-
- eyes—an incarnate note of admiration! She called
addie to heel, and walked on soberly in a purposeful
md business-like way. p
> A party of some half-dozen riders came down the road.
At the first two or three Stella did not even glance ; but
s the fourth passed, she became conscious that the gentle-
jpan had made a quick movement as if to raise his hat, and
then refrained, seeing that she either did not see him or -
id not mean to look at him. Stella had just time to bow
p: Mr. Donald Vereker. She looked instinctively at the
pext couple ; and then the color flashed into her pale face.
it was John Hannington and a lady—a very handsome
woman, by the by, with a good deal of color, and very
black hair and eyes. .
k- Hannington did an extremely foolish thing. He did not
pften lose his self-control, but for 2 moment he certainly
ost it now. Without waiting for Stella to bow first, he
mpulsively rajsed his hat. In spite of the hot, tell-tale
folor in her face, however, Stella had spirit enough not to
feturn the salutation. She looked him steadily in the face
ind. passed him by. Hannington’s dark face grew purple
pith rage and shame. S
*The cut direct!” said his companion, no other than
.ady Val, who never spared him when she got an oppor-
famnity of lasning him with her tongue. ‘ What does that
nean, Jack? Did not that uncommonly pretty girl recog-
ize you, or does she mean to decline your acquaintance ?”
g “I'm sure I don’t know,” said Hannington, giving a
avage-cut to his horse’s flanks. “I suppose she does not
emember me ; or perhaps I am mistaken in her face.”
> *¢ Impossible, with such a startlingly “Bretty one,” said
ady -Val . She turned round and glanced after Stella.
¢ Very graceful, too. . Distinguished-looking. Who is she?”
¢ Oh, I must have been mistaken. I thought it was a -
pyounig -lady I once travelled with from London, but she
jwould have known me, I think.” .
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“ There is not much question as to whether that girl
Amew you. There was recognition in her eye, Mr. Jack,
and a fine determination to have nothing friore to do with
you. Donald "—spurring her horse forward to her cou-
sin's side—*‘ who was that girl in black who bowed to you
just now?” ’ ’ .

“Why, Miss Raeburn,” said Donald, unsuspiciously.
¢t The girl whom we met at Balmerino, don’t you know,—'
the very day of her father’s suicide. She's lost all her
money and has left Dundee—I didn’t know she was in this
part of the world.”

* Oh,” said Lady Val. She shut her lips rather tightly,
and kept a thoughtful silence for somejminutes ; then joined
her friends in front. Hannington was left in the rear, with
a very sullen expression on his face.

¢ Confound the girl |” he said to himself. ¢ I'd sooner
that had happened before anybody rather than Val Gilde-
roy. She does badger one so, and she is so abominably
sharp. What a fool I was not to pass her by as if I had
‘never seen her in my life before | I would not have come
this way if I had known that she was here. Mrs. Muir

certainly told me that she had left Dunkeld. And really I
should never have thought that Stella would show so much
spirit| But it was deuced awkward for me, and I owe her
a grudge for it. So look out, Miss Stella Raeburn ; for it
I can do you a bad turn by way of paying you out one of

these days, I shall do it. I generally do pay my debts in
that line ; and by— I'll make you apologise or smart for it.
You forget that I've got those pretty letters of yours at
home. - I'll keep them now.”

+ Meanwhile Stella, with flushed cheeks and rapidly beat-
ing heart, was making her way at a very quick pace up
the hilly road towards the point which she wished to reach.
But she had forgotten all about her destination. She was
conscious of nothing but the insult which, as she conceived
it, John Hannington had put upon her, and of the.despe-
rate upheaval of pride and bitter anger that had taken -
place within her heart. How dared he bow to her? Did
he think that she had taken his repulse so lightly that it
was easy and possible for them now to meet as old acquain-
tances ? He must think little of her, indeed ! ..

Stella was too young to take such matters calmly. It
would have been far better for her to treat Hannington as
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a casual acquaintance than to proclaim to all the world
that she loo(%(ed upon him as her enemy. Such an action
n her part told her story to a clever woman like Lady
W¥al much more clearly than she or John Hannington ever
fieant to tell it. But she was unconscious of her mistake.
Bhe was in a flaming heat of anger, mortification, and
vounded feeling, and felt vindictively glad that she had
ad the chance of showing him that she no longer wished
for his acquaintance.
- But anger and vindictiveness were not natural to her.
Before long her steps slackened, her color fell, her eyes
began to fill with tears. She turned asidefrom the road,
d scrambled a little way down the hillside along which
ran. The murmur of the Braan below was full and strong
her ears, but she did not notice it. She had forgotten
1 about her desire to see the Hermitage Falls. She only
anted to get down amongst the trees, to seat herself in
e heather and fern, lean her face on her hands, and cry
her heart out. And that was what she did. ¢ Oh, John,
John ! and I loved you so ! she whispered to herself. *1If
pnly I could forget you—for you are not worthy even of
fny love—but I never, never shall.”
" ¢ Never,” the proverb says, “is a long day.” But
Btella was thoroughly in earnest. She did not believe that
Hohn Hannington could ever be indifferent to her, or that
the could ever love any man agaia.
. Absorbed in her reflections, she had not heard the
pound of footsteps on the road above the bank on which
he sat. There had first been merry voices and steps not
ar from her ; then these had died away. Next came a
Ball man of handsome face and stately bearing. He looked
gound him with'a frown upon his brow ; he paused in his
Walk several times, and when he saw Stella half-way down
ghe hill-side, he made a step sideways, as if to turn in her
direction and address her. But a second glance caused
n to change his mind.  Her slender figure, in its closely-
Btting black dress, had nothing remarkable about it ; even
e knot of golden hair, in which the sunbeams seemed to
be ,lm;_n'isoned beneath her black hat, did not attract ais
ttention very much, but as he looked, it became clear to
bim from the movement of her shoulders that the girl,
: hoeve.r she was, was sobbing uncontrollably ; that the
prouching attitude was that of grief. and that the collie
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who stood beside her was wagging his tail and trying to}
lick her face, in that sympathy with sorrow which™ intelhi2
ent animals often show towards their masters and theis
jends, The gentleman turned hastily away, thankfulf
that he had not intruded on her solitude. When he had§§
gone some little distance, some feeling of remotse too
possession of him. Ought he to have asked her if she
wanted assistance of any kind—if she were ill or in pain PJjES
“ Pooh,” he thought to himself, as he strode on again,
“my wits must be wandering, to make me think of such a
thing. A woman’s tears! They come easily endugh,
and mean liftle enough, heaven knows! She has hag 1 -
quarrel with her lover, perhaps; or her vanity has been
wounded, or she is hysterical over the death of her canary
bird; or "—a softer mood coming over him-* ghe is
grieving over a friéend’s death, poor soul; and there
nobody can help her but God. She wears a black dress ;B
mother or father dead, perhaps. A sad lot for the young | ¥
and he heaved a sigh, as if there were some personal refet-
ence in the words. ' She may not be young, by the bye,
I forgot that!” he continued, with a half smile. * She
has hair like that girl on board the Britannia last summer
—curiously brilliant, without a touch of red in it.

¢ Her hair that lay along her back
Was yellow, like ripe corn. ’

A commonplace young petrson, probably, seeing how she
was letting that scamp Hannington make love to her ; her
yellow hait the only point of resemblance to ¢ the blessed
Damoeel ’ of the poem. But, of course, this gitl is not the
same. I wonder where those children have got to by this
time ? It is natural, I suppose, that as I am an old fogey,
they should give me the slip. Hark ! what was that?"
It was a shriek—clear, piercing, and intense. On the
still autumn air, sounds were carried to considerable dis
“tances. This ¢ry came from the vicinity of the water—of§is
that the gentleman was sure. It was followed by anf
answering shout, meant to be reassuring, but dying awayf§i
in a quaver of alarm. And there came another stream,
unmistakably in a girl's voice. .
* Molly ! * cried the gentleman in the road. * Not in
the water, I trust! God help us, if she is | ” :
He rushed down the hillside, tearing his way with con-
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derable rapidity thtough clumps of gorse and bracken,
Bd between the young stems of the undergrowths, towatds
e place from which he had heard the cry. The roaring
gthe water sounded louder and louder in his ear as he
few closer to the bank. 1t was a difficult thing to get
ckly-to the wateéi’sjedge, for the hillside was steep and
ippery. He was below the falls, which poured over the
ks with the vehemence of a stream in spate, its yellow
m scattering drops far and wide, its volume iticteased
ee-fold by the tecent storms. A stoty ctossed the man's
ihd as he made his way down the hill—so encumbered
ithe wild undergrowth that he could scatcely see what
happening until he was close upon the water—of a
jid’s slip into the whirling, swirling pool at the foot of
B Hermitage Falls. No rescue had been possible, and
pchild’s body had been picked up bruised and battered,
$mooth water further down. He shuddered at the
pught, as he brushed aside the branches ands tood by
B water's edge. What did he see?

n

CHAPTER VIIT,

MONCRIEFF OF TORRESMUIR,
JA girl of fifteen years old—his own daughter Molly, as
 was very well aware—had rashly made her way from
dider to boulder until she stood close to the deep pool
Mich was well known to be the most dangerous spot in-the
dftly rushing little river. Evidently her nerve had given
Y at this very point ; the broken branch of a rowan tree
it above showed that she had clutched at it, and that it
| snapped in her hands ; the fragments of a stick which
_used as a sort of alpenstock were already whirling
n the stream. She could not go forward; she was
8id to go back. ‘Her body was half poised over the
®am ; it swayed a little, as if she were dizzy, and ap-
her frightened scream came from her white lips. Mean-
pile a youth, somewhat older than herself, was hurrying
oss the bridge from the other side, and calling to her to
 careful—not to move until he came to her help—not to

her head. It was very plain that she had lost it
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already. Another moment without help and she would §
have fallen and been dashed against the stones. - 3
But help which Molly’s father had not looked for was at ]
hand. A slender figure in black, which he had seea
already, was standing on the stones and holding out -a
parasol to the frightened girl. Stella had advanced as fag|
as she could, and had not had time to feel alarmed until
Molly clutched the parasol handle so violently that she
almost lost her own balance. Then for a moment she did
feel a qualm of fear, but she recovered herself instantly.
“Steady ! ” she said. ¢ Don’t jump. Step over; it-is
not far. There! you are on firmer ground now. Passme
and get to the bank.” |
She held Molly’s hand yntil the girl had passed her, but
the unlooked-for- appariti¥n of her father gave Molly an-
other fright. She started violently, and dragged Stella
forward in rather a dangerous way.
¢« Take care ! take care ! what are you doing ? ” said the
father. He handed her hastily to the stones near the
bank, holding out his other hand at the same time. to
Stella. It was fortunate that he -did so. For Molly’s
hasty movement had caused Stella to slip, and although
she did not quite fall, one of her feet and part of her dress
went into the water. If no one had been holding her, it
-would have been doubtful whether she could have recover-
ed herself ; but as it was, she clung desperately to the
strong hand that clasped her own, and was carried rather
than led to the safe pathway, where Molly now stood cry-
ing. Her brother had arrived upon the scene panting, and
“white as a sheet with terror. i
“ Are you better? You have-not hurt yourself? ” said
the gentleman, still supporting Stella with his arm.
¢ Thank you, I am all right ; I was not hurt,” she answer-
ed. Then she looked at him and he looked at her, and both
gave the very slightest possible start. He recognized her
as the girl with golden hair on board the Britannia, and she
remembered that John Hannington had named him to her
as Alan Moncrieff of Torresmuir. The remembrance did §
more than anything towards bringing the color back to her
lips. She was very white when he landed her, for her fright
~ had been severe.
-Mr. Moncrieff raised his hat. “I cannot express my
- gratitude to you, madam,” he said, in stiff, courteous ac-
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ts, through which his real emotion had some difficulty
manifestihg jtself. “ But for your presence of mind and
ely help, my daughter would scarcely, I fear, have been
gcued from her very perilous position. We are indeed
feply, most deeply, indebted to you. Molly "—a little
ply— ¢ surely you have something to say?”
EMolly gasped out a few unintelligible words, and Stella
ied to put a termination to the uncomfortable little scene.
¢ I was very glad that I happened to be so near,” she
jid. “ I had really little to do—my parasol did more than
and you kindlly gave me your help at the end. It was
pthing at all.” : ’
IShe ginclined her head slightly and was about to move
Fay, when Moncrieff hastily interposed.
B Excuse me,” he said, ¢ but I see that you are exceed-
Iy wet. May I ask if you have far to go?”
Btella looked with some embarrassment at her dress,which
8 certainly clinging to her in a very unpleasant way.
F Not so very far; it does not matter at all,” she said.
it will dry as I walk.”
P* May, I ask if you are going to Dunkeld?” said Mr.
ncrieff, with his resolute air of requiring an instant
BwWer.
f¢ To St. Anselm’s,” said Stela.
P St. Anselm’s? The house on the hil? Four miles from
ke, I should think, is it not? But you must not go that
Bance in your present state ; I cannot possibly allow it.”
You’ll come home with us, won’t you?” interposed
Plly, breathlessly, drying her tears, and favoring Stella
fh 2 gaze of wide-eyed adoration. “ We live very near,
¥ If Molly will allow me,” said her father, with a dryness
Rone which made the girl shrink back with a frightened
k, “I was about to propose that you should avail yqur-
- of the fact that my house—Torrestuir—is tolerab
br. My housekeeper will see that your—your things—are
¥ before you go home. Molly will be only too glad to have
b opportunity of doing you any small service in her power
Meturn for the great one that you have bestowed on us ;
bd, as for myself, I assure you that my house and all that
icontains are entirely at your disposal.”
BStella was inclined to smile at so much stateliness, which
pmed to her like that of a Castilian don rather than that
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of a Scottish laird. But she liked his face, grave and stern §
though it looked to her ; and she liked his children’s faces. §

Moreover, she knew something of him by report, and was$§
aware that she was in good hands. A long walk home with3
these draggled garments clinging round her feet would be
uncomfortable and perhaps dangerous ; and—the though
Hashed suddenly across her mind—she might possibly meet
Mr. Hannington and his friends again on her way home,
and she could not bear the idea of their seeing her in this
drowned-rat condition! It was this consideration more
than any.other that induced her to accept Mr. Moncrieff’s §§
offer, and to turn away from the waterfall with his party.f

« I must beg leave to introduce myself,” said Molly’sj
father, with a smile that made his face singularly pleasant.
¢ My name is Alan Moncrieft—Moncrieff of Torresmuir.
and this is my madcap daughter Molly, who deserves aj
good scolding for the fright she has given us. My song§
Bertie,” he added, indicating the boy, who was standing]
at Molly’s side. :

“ And my name is Raeburn,” said Stella, frankly. « IE
am staying with my aunt at Mrs. Sinclair’s, at St. Anselm’s
the house on the hill.”

“ You come from Dundee?” said Moncrieﬁ', inadver-
tently, and then was angry with himself for saying it. He
had been thinking only of her voyage in the Britannia,
but he saw from her pained face that she imagined him
to be alluding to the tragic death of her father, an account
of which had, of course, appeared in every newspaper.

“ Yes,” she said, rather sadly, “I come from Dundee.”

¢ What an idiot I am ! ” said Alan Moncrieff to himself.
“ I ought not to have mentioned Dundee to her. Ah, that
was-why she was crying when I saw her on the h111-51de,
poor girl, she has had enough to cry for! Her eyelids are
reddened yet.”

The boy and girl had slunk on together, as if glad to be
out of their father’s hearing, and he took the opportumty
of saying quietly :—

“ Let me tell you, Miss Raeburn, that 1 know your name,
and that my father was well acquainted with your fathet
in days gone by. Every one who knew Mr. Raebum
esteemed him most highly. I have never heard a man spoken
of more warmly, and I have always had the greatest respest
for him.”
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The manner in which the words were uttered—simple,
naffected; sincere—was more flattering to Stella’s love
her father than even the words themselves. She tried
hank him, but could only raise her eyes, swimming in
s, for 2 moment to his face by way of answer. He
lieved her by stepping on in front, as if to clear some
jose branchies out of her way; and the moments of
jence and reflection that his action gave her restored her
gcalmness before she had reached the road, where Molly
d Bertie awaited them.
¢ If you will allow me, Miss Raeburn,” said Mr. Mon-
eff; ¢ I will-go on to the house and tell Mrs. Greg that
jn are coming. I can walk faster, perhaps, than you
lin, and she will make any preparations that are neces-
y before you arrive. Come, Bertie.”
He set off, almost without waiting for an answer; and
la felt exceedingly grateful for his consideration. The
ging of the wet gown round her ankles impeded her
gress, and she could manage it more easily when she
B walking with a girl like Molly than with two gentle-
B." As soon as father and son were a few yards in
yance, Molly began to chatter, as seemed her us
tom. _ /_
¢ What should I have done if you had not come up?
jhould have certainly fallen in and been drowned. Oh,
as dreadful ! Thank you so much fo ing me out,
kI am so sorry you got wet. I ought'té Have said ‘so
ore, but I never can say anything when papa’is there.
mow he will scold me fearfully when you arelgone.” -
Bhe pouted as she spoke, like a naughty child, although
E was as tall as Stella and very well developed for her
2. - She was exceedingly pretty in a certain style. -Her
res were not perfect, but her complexion was exquis-
s though suggestive, by its very brilliance, of some deli-
By of constitution ; her hazel eyes were wild and bright,
i her hair—hazel-brown, with threads of ruddy gold in it
flanced and waved over her shoulders in marvellous pro-
ion. Her brother had more regularity of feature; he
6 long and weedy, and- rather sickly-looking'; but he
y wanted health to make him very like his father,
jich Molly certainly. was not.- Her. dress was untidy,
-lla noticed ; it was torn in more than one place, and
kined in others ; her hat had a broken brim, her shoe-
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lace was loose, and her hands”were gloveless. She looked
anything but what she was—the daughter of 2 man of no
inconsiderable fortune, position, and attainments. i

““ What made you venture out so far? ” Stella inquired.

“Oh, just for fun! Bertie said I daren’t; and I said I
would. I know papa’s in an awful rage.”

“ But you might have been drowned. I hope that you
will not do it again, will you?” .
Stella’s gentle tones chased away the cloud [that had

been gathering over Molly’s face.

“I.won't, if you ask me not,” she said, heartily. “But
if papa had lectured me, I would. Only, after all, he
never lectures ; it’s uncle Ralph who does all that. Papa

only Jooks at me.”

Stella thought it wisest to change the conversation, and J§

drew Molly into a lively discussion of the beauties of Lad-
die compared with her dog, Bran—a discussion which
lasted until the gates of Torresmuir were reached.

The house was large, fantastically gabled, and of pic- §

- turesquely different heights. The gardens were laid out
in terraces, for the ground was too uneven for any large
level space to be available for lawn or flower-bed. A
gravelled terrace before the door, bordered with .an orna-
mental wall, afforded one of the loveliest distant views
that Stella had ever seen. She could not resist stopping
to look at it, in spite of her wet clothes. -

“Yes, it is pretty,” said- Molly, with an air of proprietor-
ship. ¢ The river winding in and out is so lovely, isn't it?
‘Why, you can see ever so many miles—right away towards
the Pass of Killiecrankie. Papa can tell you the names
of the hills better than I can. Doesn’t Craig-y-Barns look
beautiful from here? There’s papa making signs from-
the window, and here is Mrs Greg ; so will you come
m ? ”

Stella had no reason to compla.m of her treatment. She
was taken to a luxurious bedroom, where a fire, hot water,
warm towels, and various articles of clothing awaited her,
and Mrs. Greg was eager in offers of assistance. Stella
put on a skirt of Molly’s—it was quite long enough for
her—and Mrs. Greg promised to send her own back to St.
Anselm’s as soon as it was dried. And when she was
ready to depart, as she thought, Molly conducted her,
almost by force, to the drawmg-room, where tea had been
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fprepared, and where Mr. Moncrieff and his son”awaited
ther. .
i They all made much of Stella. They waited upon her
s if she had been a princess; it'seemed as if they could
ot do enough for her. In fact, her sweet face and golden
hair had quite fascinated the young people ; and the fas-
®ination extended itself to Alan Moncrieff as well. He
ghought he had never seen a-lovelier face than that of .
poor Matthew Raeburn’s daughter. .
. Stella was sorry, however, to see that his eye grew stern
End cold when it _rested_on Molly, and that the child
hrank away from him as if she knew that she was in
thsgrace. A whisper from Bertie to his sister had already
baught the visitor’s ear. ¢ He’s in a fearful*wax because
Pdidn’t take care of you. Says we both ought to be sent
B'bed like babies ; and that you're to go t6 school next
feek.” At which Molly’s face assumed-an aspect of great
fibulation. S - )
< I think I must really go now,” said Stella, at last. It
Mill be nearly dark when I reach home ; so I must make
o2 & te.” .
= The carriage is waiting, if you insist on leaving us so
pon,” said Mr. Moncrieff courteously. ‘ Bertie, run down
Bd tell Macgregor to drive round. I could not think of = .
pur walking all that distance, Miss Raeburn, after your
Kperiences this afternoon. You must allow me to have
e pleasure of sending you home.” o
PiStella protesteg, but in vain. The carriage, drawn by
o magnificent Qay horses, was at the door ; and Mont-
eff put her in with his stateliest air, and a few words of
Partfelt- thanks, which she felt redeemed the stateliness.
Je wished that she could plead for Molly, who was
dently under her father’s displeasure, but she hardly
flew how far she might venture to go. She did say,
Bwever, with a pleading glance— B
¥ And your daughter has promised never to be so rash
n.” - . ’
* Fam glad to hear it,” said Moncrieff,” understanding . .
Eriectly well thmeaning of that gentle speech. “Ifshe
Bs promised, I know she will keep her word, and so I
led not be angry with her, néed I?” He smiled and
t--his -hand affectionately on Molly’s shoulder as the
gTiage rolled away, and Stella was pleased-to feel that
e had won Molly’s pardon before she went.
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The drive did not seem long to her. She had much to
think of, but her thoughts were by no means so melancholy
as they 'had been that afternoon. The timely help that
she had ngen to Molly, the deferential courtesy shown by
Mr. Moncrieff, the sight of the quaint, beautiful old house,
which she had scarcely had time to look at and admire—
“these things occupied her thoughts. It was quite a shock

-to meet once more the riding party that she had encoun-

tered in the afternoon, because it brought her thoughts back
to a domain” which, for the time being, they had left ; but
the shock was not very terrible. She turned away and
caressed Laddle, who sat on the rug beside her, and
hoped that in the gathering twilight they had not recog
nized her face. But they had.

“ Wonders will never cease,” said Lady Val, looking

yback. ¢ That’'s the Moncrieff carriage. Moncrieff of
Torresmuir, the proudest man you ever knew, sending
the little Dundee girl home in his barouche! What does
that mean, I wonder ?”

“You can ask him to-night. He is going to the
Mazxwells’ to dinner,” said Hannington, rather ill-temper-
edly. He knew that Lady Val was going too.

<1 will,” said the lady, briskly. And she was as good
as her word.

“QOh, Mr. Moncrieff,” she said, later in the evening
looking with secret admiration at the face of the grave
stately man who was standing near her; “do tell me
—don’t you know a Miss Raeburn who is staying in the
neighborhood ?”  She had not the faintest idea wher
Stella was staying ; she drew her bow at a venture.

“She saved my little: girl’s life this afternoon,” said
‘Moncrieff ; and then he told her the story of Molly!
- escapade.
© ¢ What a monkey ydur Molly is! ., Full of life an{
spirit ! ”

¢ Too much so, I am afraid. I must either send her 1
school, or find a governess for her.”

“X have an inspiration,” cried Lady Val. * Why dor
you get Miss Raeburn herself to, tame poor Molly’s wik
spirit 27

¢ Miss Raeburn herself’ But—would she.

¢ She hasn’t 2 penny, and I heard that she was loo i
out for a situation some time ago,” said Lady Val, w!
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. her usual carelessness about facts. I believe that you
- would be doing her a service, Mr. Moncrieff. I really
:. do.” ) -
£ “Is she competent ?” Moncrieff asked, quietly.
¢ Can you look at her face and doubt it? ?
He smiled and shook his head.
“ Well, I'll tell you one thing. I was in the post office
: to-day, and I saw a written notice, setting forth that a
: young lady in Dunkeld wanted to give lessons in French,
i German, music, and all the etceteras. Perhaps that is
,Miss Raeburn? You might follow it up and find out.
. The initials given were S. R.—I'm sure of that.”
+  Mr. Moncrieff said that he thought it unlikely that Miss
‘Raeburn would condescend to teach his little girl, and
bchanged the subject. — .4;

- It was odd that he could not get rid of a few lines from
ithe poem, which he had "previously quoted to himself that
gafternoon anent Stella’s golden hair. ,

“ Her were deeper than the
of meysrs stilled at even ; depth
She had three lilies in her hand, -
And the stars in her hair were seven.”

They were appropriate, he thought, to no woman upon
: And yet there was a sense in which a good woman
night be, to any man, “ablessed damozel ”indeed. Was
tella Raeburn one of these * elect ladies ” of the land ?

CHAPTER IX.

MOLLY’S GOVERNESS.

DY VAL had been right. It was Stella indeed who
B advertising her qualifications as a teacher; and,
Bough Mr. Moncrieff gave no sign of acceptance of
dy Val's suggestion, he made a mental note of it. And
E the following afternoon he walked down to the Post

e In order to make inquiries. He went alone, but
t Was no unusual thing. Fond as he was of his children,

ould not adapt himself t0 them; his manner was
tere and cold, and the gxz"avity which really arose from
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a profound melancholy looked very much like severity.
Molly was openly and vexatiously afraid of him; her
tongue would fall silent, her movements become awkward
if ‘he were near; and Bertie, although he controlled his
hands and feet better than did his hoydenish sister, was
apt to be seized with fits of shyness and timidity which
would have been excessively painful to a loving and obser-
vant father. But perhaps Alan Moncrieff was not very
observant ; and, if he were of a loving disposition, he kept
the fact a secret from all but a chosen few.

In answer to his questions, he was furnished with the
address of the lady who wanted pupils. As he expected,
it was—

- Miss Stella Raeburn,
-~ Care of Mrs. Sinclair,
St. Anselm’s, .
Dunkeld.

He folded up the paper on which the words were w?&ten

in Stella’s’ clear, pretty handwriting, and put it in his

pocket. - Then he strode out into the street again, and,
after a few moments’ reflection, decided that it would be
as well if he paid a call at St. Anselm’s that very afternoon.

He knew Mrs. Sinclair slightly, and it would seem natural

enough that he should call to. inquire after Miss Raeburn

when she had rendered him so signal a service yesterday.

He need not say anything about the teaching unless he

had an opportunity. In fact, he felt conscious that a

rather difficult task lay before him ; for Miss Raeburn,

. being, as he could see, both proud and sensitive, migh

fan at he was offering her a post out of mere gratitude;

v Me:lhs, Mr. Moncrieff impatiently told himself, gratitude

: had nothing to do with it.

) He made his way up the hill-side, by the grassy road
which led from the highway past the gates of St. Anselmy
and over the hill. Before he reached the gates he cor
gratulated himself on his good fortune. There was Miss
Raeburn herself, walking slowly along the road, with
book in her hand. As she neared him, he could not helj

* remarking that she was sweeter-looking than ever. Ha
face was not now white and disfigured with tears as it haj
been on the previous day ; there was a slight, delicay
bloom on the fair cheeks, and the serious eyes were limpi
and clear like those of a child. It would be impossible t

>
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. associate deceit with those candid eybks—that was the

thought that crossed Mr. Moncrieff’s mind at the sight of
¢ Stella ; double-dealing, concealment of any kind, could
‘never be the characteristics of a woman with that pure
fand honest-looking face. The thought was somewhat
naif and unsophisticated for a man of Alan Moncrieff’s
Fknowledge of the world, but he harbored it, nevertheless,
‘and took a sort of pleasure in the conviction of Stella’s
truth.

He shook hands with her, and told her that he intended
kcalling upon Mrs. Sinclair and Miss Jacquetta Raeburn,
tbut evinced no special disappointment when told that these
Hadies were .out driving with Mr. Sinclair.

‘“ And you have not accompanied them ?” he said kindly.
iStella could not help feeling that he spoke and looked at
fher as if she were a child.

- No ; she preferred walking instead of driving.

““You are very fond of walking?” he said, pacing along
by her side, as she turned towards the gate.

f- < Oh, very. I like my half-dozen miles a day when I
fan get them.”

‘“But that must have been difficult when you were
bbroad 7 ” said Mr. Moncrieff, pausing at the gate as if he
id not want to enter the grounds. Stella perceived the
jesitation. - )

‘“ There was an English teacher with whom I used to
falk,” she replied. ““We did a great deal of sight-seeing
p Brussels. Will you come in, Mr. Moncrieffl? Mrs.
Inclair is sure to be home almost immediately, and she
fill be so grieved if I have not offered you a cup of tea.”

“Thank you, but I am afraid I must not wait. Miss

peburn—excuse me—is it true that you want pupils?

ly question sounds abrupt ; but our time may be limited,

d I heard that you were anxious to -teach if you could

id scholars.” ¢ ’

‘Yes, but I do not think that I shall find them here,”

i Stella. “They tell me that I must go to Glasgow or

inburgh, or even London ! ” and she sighed at the pros-

Ct, and looked at the purple hills with eyes that seemed

Rdy to fill with tears.

We might perhaps find you a pupil or two nearer 4

Ine,” said Mr. Moncrieffl. What a caressing intonation

voice could take !—and yet she still felt as if he were
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talking to her asa child- “Youknow French and German
very well, I dare say?” ’

_“Yes, I think so. And I can sing and play,” said
Stella.

_ “But, perhaps, in your long residence abroad you have
forgotten all your English? 1 am taking the privilege of
age, you see, and putting you through quite a catechism;
I hope you will forgive my doing so.” )

«I am very glad to be questioned,” said Stella, with
downcast eyes. %I scarcely know what I can teach and
what I cannot. I had some practice in teaching at
Madame Beauvais’, however; for I used to beg to help
with the little ones, I loved them so much. And my
English—1I dare say it has fallen behind, because I have
not had many English lessons since I left school at
Dundee ; and I was only thirteen years old then. I used
to read history and literature with an old English clergy-
man in Brussels, and he lent me books—but that was all.”

«“Books! What kind of books? Novels?”

«Oh, no,” said the-girl, shaking her head. “I have
read only Scott’s novels and one or two of Thackeray’s in
my life.” No; Mr. Morris made me read Gibbon and
Hume, and Arnold and Mommsen, and Grote and Macau,
lay, and a great deal of old English literature—Chaucer
and the poets, you know—and he taught me Latin, too
and some mathematics, but not much.” A

She paused, for Mr. Moncrieff was regarding her wit
an interest pot unmingled with amusement. “I think,’
he said, presently, “that you have been exceedingly wel
educated, Miss Raeburn.”

“] am afraid that I know very little.” :

“You have laid a good foundation. I should be glad
my little girl, Molly, was likely to know as much at you
age! Will you consent to give her some lessons and teac
her as you yourself have been taught?”

“Your daughter, Mr. Moncriefi? But.she is much to
old for me—I wanted to teach little children only,” sai
Stella, coloring up to the eyes in much confusion.

«She could not have a better teacher,” Mr. Moncrie
$aid, calmly. “She has had many’disadvantages, and
should be glad to see her in wiser hands than mine.”

As Stella did not speak—for she was quite too muc
overcome by the prospect before her to be able to say ver

°
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i much—Mr. Moncrieff continued, in his distinct low tones,

E with an occasional pause which made what he said addition-

f ally impressive. )

E “She has run wild of late years. She has no mother,
no friend or sister to influence her. . . . I have had
governesses, but they have left her in despair. She will
not learn, she will not submit, unless she has a real regard
fot the person set over her. . . . She has taken a
great fancy to you, if I may say so, Miss Raeburn, and
with you would be, I believe, perfectly amenable to author
ity. . . . TIf you would help us I should be grateful,
lindeed ; almost as grateful even,” he said, with a sudden,
Hflashing smile, that wholly changed the character of his
ace, “as when you gave the child your hand across the
tones and saved her from being whirled down the river to
ther death.”

“If I could do anything for her, I should be only too
plad,” said Stella, earnestly. The two were still standing
beside the gate ; Stella on one side, with her back to the
flistant view of Dunkeld, Moncrieff on the other, his arm
festing on the topmost bar of the white wooden gate. <« If
nly,” she sai¢, looking straight into her companion’s face,

if only I did not.fancy that you were asking this simply

t of a feeling—a fancy—that I had rendered you some

tle service, and that you ought to repay me!”

“Do you think that I should sacrifice my daughter’s
Hucation to a fancy of that kind ? ” said he, looking back

her as straight-forwardly as she had looked at him.

No, Miss Raeburn, I am not so unselfish. I ask you to

fach my Molly, because I have never met any one who is
ely, I think, to influence her more directly for good than

u"’

“But how can you know that?” asked Stella, simply.
He felt- tempted to answer, “By your face;” but
fnounced the saying, feeling that he must not derogate
o much from his dignity as Molly’s father. So he replied,
ite soberly, ¢ I have some reason for knowing,” and pro-
jeded to the consideration of hours and terms. He
hnted a governess for Molly from ten to four o’clock,
luding an hour for exercise in the middle of the day,
d a sufficient time for dinner. He proposed that Stella
d her aunt should take lodgings in Punkeld—there
ré rooms to be had not more than a mile and a half.
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from Torresmuir—and he promised to send a conveyance
for her every morning when rain was falling, or the roads
were heavy, and at night when the days were short or the
weather was bad. This consideration he thought due to
his daughter’s teacher ; but when he came to thé question
of pecuhiary remuneration, Stella found him libera] indeed,
but not lavish ; he was guided by common sense and a
wish to have value for his money, which earned her heart-
felt approbation. She had no wish «o feel that he was
paying her more than she was worth because she had
pulled Molly out of the water below the Hermitage Falls.

The two had therefore a plain, sensible, business-like,
little chat, in which Mr. Moncrieff’s respect for Stella’s
capacities was increased tenfold.” He left her at last with
the understanding that she would talk over the matter
with her Aunt Jacky, and that if Aunt Jacky did not
object the new arrangement should begin as soon as the
Sinclairs left Dunkeld. . And the time for their departure
was drawing so near that Stella felt sure that she
would set to work with ‘Molly early in November. For
Aunt Jacky never objected long to anything that Stella
really wished.

Mr. Moncrieff quitted her at last, and strode away
down the lane towards the high-road once more. - Here,
as he trod the shady path, his attention was arrested by
the appearance of a man who loitered along the road
before him. This man was rather undersized, lean, and
of a pallid complexion ; as Moncrieff neared him, a hand-
some, sallow face, with Jewish features and a great black
moustache was suddenly turned upon him.

“Why, Ralph,” said the Laird of Torresmuir, stopping
short, and looking in unfeigned surprise at his late wife’s
step-brother—a man who for many years had made Tor-
resmuir hlS home—¢1I did not know that you often came
this way.”

“I don’t,” said Ralph Kingscott, with an easy laugh
“But I happened to turn in this direction to day. I don’
know why. It is a pleasant walk.”

He did not mention -that he had been tracking Alan’s
'steps all the afternoon, or that he was in a state of con
cealed rage at the bare thought that any matter of import
ance had been transacted without his help.

“I've been at St. Anselm’s,” said Moncrieff, after 3
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. little pause ; “and I have engaged Miss Raeburn to teach
¥ Molly every day from ten to four.” : .

:  «The devil you have!” exclaimed Mr. Kingscott, in
e his heart. But he did not say the words aloud.

CHAPTER X.
_ ¢ GONE IS THE LUCK OF EDENHALL.”

F MoLLY’s first greeting of her new governess was raptu-
Frous. She was waiting in the drawing-room when Miss
E Raeburn was announced, and she cast a demure glance
fat the door so as to be sure that her father was not imme-
Ediately behind. Finding that he did not appear, she
‘cast demureness to the winds, rushed at Stella and em-
fbraced her frantically, then danced round her with such
fevident delight that Stella was amused and surprised.
E ““You dear, delicious thing!” cried Molly. “ How
lawfully good it is of you to teach me! I never thought
Bhat anything half so good could ever happen. My other
povernesses have been such frighfully strict, -frumpy old
things ! ”

I shall be strict too, I forewarn .you,” said Stella,
b0 'ling.

“You couldn’t!” said Molly, positively. ¢ With that
bvely golden hair and those sweet blue eyes of yours you
puldn’t know how—now would you? I am sure you
ill never, never be cross and disagreeable.”

¢ I hope not, Molly. But I shall want youto be good
nd do what I tell you,” said Stella, taking the girl’s hands,

d looking earnestly into the dancing, frolicsome dark
yes.

¢ Oh, yes, I'll be good. I’'ve promised. Papa gave me
imost awful lecture about-you this very morning. He

ys if I'm not good with you, he’ll send me away to the
fry strictest school he can find. And I'm to copy you

everything, and try to be like you. That’s what he
d—oh, and he was sorry he couldn’t be here, but
had to go to Edinburgh, and I'm very glad |-

¢ Molly, should you say that, dear?”

‘I can’t helpit; I am very glad. Papa is so grave and
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so awful. We are all much livelier when he is out of the
way. Even Uncle Ralph enjoys himself when papa’sin
Edinburgh'; he lets Bertie off halfl his lessons, and goes
to sleep in the afternoon. Will you come down to the
schoolroom, dear Miss Raeburn, and shall I show you
where to put yout hat and cloak?”

Stella was led off by the chattering Molly, and found it
rather difficult to induce the young lady to settle down to
her books that forenoon. At twelve o’clock the two were to
have gone for a walk, but a dash of heavy rain against the
windows put walking out of the question. So Molly pro-
posed to show her new friend over the house; some parts
of which were very well worth seeing ; and Stella willingl
agreed to anything that her pupil suggested.

Torresmuir was partly an old and partly a new building.
The older portion was built of thick and solid stone ; the
tower atonc end was of masonry, which seemed as if it
would defy the flight of time for centuries, so. cunningl
had the great stones_been welded together. This towes
was little used except by Mr. Ralph Kingscott, who, a
Molly informed Miss Raeburn, occupied two rooms," ong
above another, in this part of the building. * You seq

it's ‘very awkwardly placed,” said Molly, with a learncg
air. ‘““When you leave the newer part of the house yo
go through this long gallery—a passage ; it is only a pas
sage, after all; then you come straight into the Octugoj
Room, which Uncle Ralph has made into a regular curio
ity shop; then straight from the Octagon Room into
sitting-room, which looks out on the hillside and dov
towards the Braan. This winding stair, in the little spag
between the Octagon Room and the sitting-room, leads u

to Uncle Ralph’s bedroom, and to another rodm that nd
body ever uses ; and above that there is a roof where of
has a most beautiful view—but we scarcely ever go u
because Uncle Ralph does not seem to care about of
coming farther than the Octagon Room—if so far. Itis
great shame,” said Molly, in an aggrieved tone, ¢ becau
the tower would make such a nice little retreat for Ber
and me. One can’t hear a single sound from these root
in the new part of the house. But Uncle Ralph keeps
out.”

« He has grown fond of his rooms, I daresay,”s
Stella,

i

"
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« I don't think he is very fond of anything,” Molly an-
. swered, with a curious touch of cynicism in her fresh young
b voice, * but it is convenient for him, I daresay, to be
Eable to go in and out just as he likes. There is a little
kdoor from his sitting-room into the garden, and papa.
tnever knows when he is out after midnight or not.”
- Stella thought this sort of conversation undesirable, and
ichanged it by asking the names of certain curiosities which
hwere ranged in glass cases on some side tables in the Oc-
gagon Room.

“ Pretty, aren’t they?” said Molly, carelessly, as she
}an over the names with the air of one who had often
fehearsed them previously ;_‘“but this is the most curious
thing. Do you see that empty case ? ”

Stella looked, and observed that a large morocco case

ned with velvet stood empty under a glass shade.
i ¢ There’s a story about it,” said Molly. * I remember
hen it used to hold a stone—a beautiful crystal, I believe,
parkling with all the colors. of the rainbow. It was in
be days before mamma died,” and a sudden shadow came
wer her merry face.

“ Wa&s it stolen ? ” Stella asked, to break the pause that
owed.

g« That’s the odd part of it. Ofcourse it was, but there

s no way of finding out how or why. Just before
mma died it disappeared. And you have no idea what

fuss the old servants in the house, and even papa him-
, made about it. It was very ridiculous !”
¢ Was it valuable ? ”

[ Not a bit, I believe. Only—do you remember 2 piece
ipoetry called ¢ The Luck of Edenhall? ”
“ Yes ; Longfellow translated it from the German.”

b Well, there was just such another old story about this
fe and our family. It was said .to have been brought
i the East by.one of our ancestors ; and - as long as it
§ in our possession we were to be lucky in every way,

l when it went the luck was to go too. "And now it has
he 17

And the luck remains,” said Stella. smiling at the girl’s
f-tragical tone.

I suppose so. . But I don’t know. Nothing has gone
it since—nothing. Of course, it has nothing to do
h the stone ; I am not 50 stupidly superstitious as poor
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_old Jean, our nurse, used to be ; but still—ever since—we
‘have been unhappy—I don’t know wh 7
The tears were filling Molly’s beautiful hazel eyes.
. Stella looked sympathisingly at her, and took her hand,
meaning to give the child some gentle advice respecting
her own share in producing the happiness of her home,
when an interruption occurred. The inner door of the
Octagon Room, leading to the staircase, flew open, and
Mr, Kingscott made his appearance. He paused, as if in
surprise, at the sight of the two girls, and Stella, who had
not seen him before, glanced inquiringly at Molly. But
Molly pouted, frowned, threw back her mop of ruddy
golden hair, and did not seem inclined to speak.

¢« I must introduce myself, as my niece does not seem
inclined to perform the office for me,” said Ralph Kings-
cott, showing his white teeth in a smile which Stella found
singularly unpleasant. “ My name is Kingscott, Miss
Raeburn—I think I have the pleasure of speaking to Miss
Raeburn ?—and I have the honor to be Miss Molly’s
uncle, as well as the tutor of my nephew, Bertie. Ou
office should bring us together. We must have something
in common, must we not? ”

Stella only bowed ; the man’s manner did not attrac
her, and she felt it impossible to do anything: but looK
serious and dignified.

“ So you have been looking "at our pour little curios
ities ? 7 said Mr. Kingscott, easily. ‘“And-has Molly bees
explaining to you the loss of the luck of theé house ?”

“ It can’t be explained,” said Molly, almost rudely
¢ Nobody knows.” .

«“ And nobody ever will know,” said her uncle, in
mocking tone. ¢ Nobody will ever know—unless th
Luck of the House comes back again, and that will not b
_in your time or mine. ¢ Gone is the Luck of Edenhall
as the poem says.” -

¢« I believe you've got it ! ” cried Molly, so savagely tha
Stella stood aghast. “ If you stole it and hid it away—o
purpose tg vex papa !” She bit her lip and the tears agai
dimmed her flashing eyes. “ You would not mind—jyo
know you don’t care whether things are right or wrong—UI'v
heard you say so—if only they are pleasant.”

“ Molly, dear, you must not speak in that way,” sai
Stella, in alarm. “I hope you will excuse her, Mr. Kin
scott——" * )
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“ Ralph Kin‘gi,cott gave a short laugh and turned on his
heel. But theimomentary whitening of his lips, the keen,
steel-like glancé that he shot at Molly from out his narrow
dark eye; showed that her shaft had, in some way or another,
gone straight home. “I can afford to- despise Molly’s

£ tempers, Miss Raeburn,” he said as he went back to his

" own apartment, “but I don’t envy you the task of
encountering them.”

- Poor Stella did indeed at that moment feel as if her
task were likely to be heavier than she had anticipated.
She tried to talk seriously, and yet gently, to her pupil

about her behavior, but Molly turned rather sulky at the
first hint of reproof, and did not recover her good humor
until late in the afternoon.

[ Mr. Moncrieff stayed for some days in Edinburgh, and

E Stella had thus no opportunity of consulting him, as she

E had wished to do, about the plan of study which Molly was
to pursue. After the first day or two, she found the girl

- tolerably easy to manage. The great difficulty lay in the

F fact that, while Molly had the physique of 2 woman, she

Ehad the spirits, the thoughtlessness, the waywardness of a
Echild. , SteMa had a rather startling example of the difficul-
 ties which were to be encountered in dealing with such a
character soon after her introduction to the Moncrieffs.

. It was the second Saturday after Stella’s duties had
Ebegun. Mr. Moncrieff was still away from home. Satur-
Pday was “a whole holiday;” but as the day proved still
E2nd fine, Molly and her brother (who was quile as much
fenamored of Miss Raeburn as was Molly herself) came
b0 her lodgings, and begged that she would join them in
an excursion that they were about to make to the Lochs of
ithe Lowes. It seemed that they knew most of the owners
of, the mansions on the banks of the different lochs, and,
ave when the rights of fishing and boating were let to
lsummer tenants of the houses, the young Moncrieffs had
Ealways been allowed to disport themselves as they pleased
jupon the waters. At present, Molly, who had met with
fthe name of the Admirable Crichton in her lessons, was
Linxious to show Stella the very place where that prodigy
jof learning had been born ; and it was with this laudable
object in view that she at last persuaded her teacher to
oin her for the day.
She had brought a pony carriage to the door, and

«
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-begged hard that Miss Jacky would come too ; but Miss
Jacky stoutly refused, on the plea that she would  take her
death” if she went out in a boat. But Stella started
with her young friends : Molly driving and flourishing her
whip in fine fashion ;, and Bertie lying back on:the cush-
ions, and talking in a lazy but intelligent way to Miss
Raeburn. It was eleven o’clock when they set off; and

- ~ Molly. explained that she had brought luncheon, and

that they would put the pony up at a farmhouse, row out
to the island, and eat their luncheon in the shadow of the
very building where the Admirable Crichton had been
born. Stella assented merrily eaough—knowing little,
however, of the place, and not quite prepared for the
adventure which she was expected to pass through.

The first part of the programme was accomplished sat-
isfactorily enough. The pony and carriage were left at
the farmhouse, and- the trio walked up a long road and
across a meadow, which brought them to the very edge of
one of the prettiest of all the Lochs of the Lowes. The
clear water was unruffled by a breeze, and reflected
an expanse of cloudless sky ; but the distant hills had
the curious distinctness of outline and hue generally con-
sidered to be indicative of rain. In the centre. of the
clear water stood the' little grassy island with its ruined
castle, the grey.walls showing a majestic front of still decay,
in strong contrast with one’s notions of the life that had
prevailed there centuries ago. A little boat was speedily
hauled out of a ruinous boathouse by the children, and
Stella was invited to step in.

“But surely it leaks, ” she said, doubtfully, looking at
the pool in the bottom of the boat.

“ Not a bit,” cried Molly; “or, at least, so little that one
can bale it out as.we go along.”

+¢ Is it quite safe?” .

4« Perfectly,” said Bertie. “ It is, indeed. "We have
often been in this boat befaze. ‘The farmer uses it every
day.”

It might be safe, but it was not very clean or very
agreeable, and Stella was glad when the island was reached.
Here the three spent a couple of hours, exploring the
empty chambers of the ruin (how Stella thougtit of Baime-
rino!), eating their lunch ina sunny spot well sheltered
from the wind, and casting pebbles into the smooth wa.ters
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of the loch, like children as they were! The only draw-
back to their happiness lay in the fact that Molly was
inclined to be huffy with her brother, and that she turned
silent and a little sulky during the latter part of the after-
noon.

It was proposed at last that they should go home and
then Miss Molly resolved to give her brother and "Miss
Raeburn a fright. She would row to the mainland alone,
and pretend that she was going to leave them on the
island ; but she would then run down to the farmhouse,
‘take out the pony, and drive down to the water again—row
to the island and fetch them back. This washer plan, and
it was a comparatively innocént one, and Stella and Bertie,
_ divining it, were not at all alarmed when they discovered—

too late to stop her—that she had started off alone.

¢« It’'s just Molly’s temper,” said Bertie. “ She wants to
frighten us, silly child; but of course we shall not be
frightened. She will row back or send some one else for

-us presently. You are not nervous, are you, Miss Rae-
burn?”

_¢“Not a bit, ” said Stella.

. But she began to feel a trifle nervous when the time
passed on and Molly did not re-appear.. The sun was
low, the wind was rising, and the air was turning cold, and
still they waited on the island—but the boat was safely

moored upon the other side of the loch; and Molly did
not come!

N
CHAPTER XI.

ON THE ISLAND.

SteLLa and her boy-companion occupied themselves
for some time in wandering about the island, startling
the birds from their nests, and making a collection of the
scanty, half-nipped weeds that lingered on the Southern
side. Between four and five, however, when Molly had
been gone for more than half an hour, Bertie began to
shiver, and even Stella felt the cold.

““ Where can that girl be?” said the lad, impatiently at
last. He stood still, and began to stare anxlously at the
other side of the loch -

¢ She cannot be long now,” said Stella.
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““She ought to have been back long ago. Itis just like
her to.play us such a trick. She is a dreadful spitfire.”

“I am afraid that we vexed her a little,” said Stella, with
the sweet frankness that was one of her most winning
qualities. )

“We!” exclaimed Bertie, coloring up. “1I, you mean,
Miss Raeburn, only you are too kind to say so.” He
spoke half-shyly, halfimpulsively, and Stella’s heart
warmed to him as he made his admission. ¢ I was wrong,
I know, though Molly is @rovoking, sometimes. But

" I'm awfullysorry I vexed her, &gecially as she has included
you in her revenge.” And he stRHed at her with eyes so
- like his father’s that Stella was quite startled by the
resemblance. ¢ Ugh ! it’s getting very cold,” he said, with

a sudden shiver. -

“ You will catch cold ; you must get inside the building,”
said Stella, anxiously. * There -is a dry, sheltered room

* here ; you should not be out in the wind.”

“Thank you; I won’t go in yet,” the boy answered.
“We had better walk up and down and try to attract
attention. We can be seen petfectly well from the banks,
you know, as long as it is light ; and somebody will be sure
to come to our rescue.”

“ Not many people seem to pass this way.”

¢ No ; and the bother of it is that the house over there
is shut up. Miss F. is away for the winter, and I
daresay there is nobody in the place at all. The gardener

,.or some of -the men may be about—suppose I give a call ?
Sound travels a long way over water.”

“Try,” said Stella ; and the boy curved his hands over
his mouth, and gave a long, shrill call, which he repeated
several times. But his vpice was weak and his energy
soon exhausted ; he remained silent at last, his cry having
received no answer, and looked gloomily over the darken-
ing waters and the distant, shadowy land.

“It’s no use,” he said, in a low tone. “ They will only
think it’s an owl.” .

“¢¢ But Molly knows where we are,” said Stella. * She is
sure to come back or send for us. 1 hope no accident has
happened to her.”

“Not a bit of it. It’s pure spite and ill-temper. She
wants to get us into a scrape.”

“ But it is not our fault that we are left here ; we can
easily explain our lateness.”

T,
<
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«1 don’t know,” said Bertie. His face was flushed ; his '
lips began to quiver, almost like a child’s. “Itwill bé all
right for you, of course ; but » . .

«“But what ?” asked Stella, withdrawing him from the
water’s edge and forcing him to walk briskly up and down
with her. “What makes you anxious?” She did not like
f to say afraid, although Bertie’s changing color and agitated
E voice gave her the impression that .he was not very
[ courageous. . )

¢« Oh, nothing,” the boy began. But in a second or two
his voice faltered again. ¢ It won’t matter—only—papa
is coming home to-night——"
< Well,” said Stella, rather sharply, ¢ what then? ”
¢ He does not like me to be out so late,” was the halt-
b ing and uncomfortable answer.  And he—he does not

like—the island.” .

“ Do you mean that he has told you not to come here?”
“ He spoke to Moily,” said the boy evasive “He
never said anything to me. I-don’t know exactly what he

said. He thought it wasn’t ‘quite safe, but that’s nonsense,
of course. The boat’s leaky, you see, and he thinks that
the Castle walls might give way some day.”

¢ If you have brought me here,” said Stella, after a little
pause, ‘“knowing that he did not wish you to come, and
thus making me act agdinst his wishes, you will have
done exceedingly wrong, Bertie, and I. shall be very
‘much displeased.” :

“ Oh, please don’t say that ! ” cried Bertie. “ We meant
to caution you not to say anything about it as we went
home, but you were so good-natured that we didn’t think
you would mind, and, as Molly said, this was the last day
on which we could have any fun because papa was com-
ing home.”

‘It seems to me,” said Stella, indignantly, “that you
talk about your father as if he were a tyrant and a gaoler,
instead of one of the kindest, most generous, most noble-
hearted men in all the country-side? ”—(How did she
know that? Far, after all, she had had only three or four
finterviews with Mr. Moncrieff in her life, so she must have
imade up her mind very speedily). "

Bertie looked at her in surprise. “I dare say he’s all

hat—and more,” he answered, slowly; “and it is just
because he is so much above us that Molly and I don’t
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get on with him very well, don’t yousee?” An accent of
shame and pain was audible in thé boy’s voice as he con-
tinued ; “ If we were a little better worth believing in,
perhaps he would believe in us more.”

The shadows had deepened around them as they walked
up and down the grassy walk, and the wind came in cold
and fitful gusts round the angles of the Castle. Seeing
that Bertie shivered a good deal—from fear, perhaps, as
well as cold—Stella insisted upon his entering the building,
where they would at least be sheltered from the evening

."breeze. - The night had come on so rapidly that there was
no further chance of being seen-from the otherside ; they
must depend upon Molly’s action, and upon the suecour
that she might send. Stella felt intensely disappointed i
her pupil, and indignant with her and with Bertie; sh¢
was more vexed at being made to appear a participator i
their rebellion against their father’s authority than con
cerned on her own account. Her eyes filled with rears
as she thought of Mr. Moncrieff’s possible displeasure
He had been so kind to her—and she must needs seem
thoughtless and ungrateful to him! Then there was the
anxiety to Aunt Jacky, and the exposure to cold of the
delicate lad, Bertie, and also the naughtiness—the extremg
naughtiness—of Molly herself ; with whom, nevertheless

it was always difficult to find fault when she tossed heg
mane of ruddy-gold tresses back from her face, and looked
up at one with her mutinous, frohcsome, lovable haze
eyes! Stella felt that the management of a girl of fifteer
was a more responsible post than she with her eighteer
years ought ever to bave attempted.

She was leaning with her elbows on the rough frame o
an unglazed window, look/ng out at the gleaming wate

. and the dark distant form$ of hill and wood, when sh
felt a touch upon her arm.” “ Miss Raeburn, you'll b
cold,” said the boyish voice, with a slight tremor in i
« Please put on my overcoat ; you have only. that littls
Jacket, and you will feel the cold more than we do, becaus
you’ve been accustomed to a warmer climate.”

¢ Indeed, I shall do nothing of the kind,” said Stell
and she would not be persuaded, although the boy tried
hard to make her don the overcoat, of which he himsel
stood far more in need. But the kmdly offer, with th
shy chivalry of feeling expressed in the lad’s manner
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ftouched her ; and she had a tenderness for Bertie ever
jafterwards ; 2 tenderness of which he was one day to be
sorely in need. .

Her spirits rose a little, and she beguiled the time by
alking, telling stories, and laughing, so as to induce Bertie
o be cheerful. But circumstances were certainly not
onducive to cheerfulness. The room in which they had
aken refuge wasnot so damp as might have been expected,
or there had been a continuance of fine weather for some
veeks ; but it was lighted only by the one little arched
yindow, at which Stella still kept watch; and strange,
hncanny noises were heard from time to time, attributed
y Bertie to~the tribes of rats, owls, and other wild crea-

res which had made ceytain portions of the building their -
wn. There were rooﬁ{{din a tolerably good state of pre-
ervation, Bertie explained, but they were locked up, and

was only to the more ruinous parts of the Castle that
ray visitors like the Moncrieffs and their governess had
cess.

“I wonder how long we have been here ?” he sighed
it last. ‘It must be the middle of the night! Aren’t
ou very hungry, Miss Raeburn ?”

“Rather. But I don’t think it is so late. Let us.have

other walk tokeep ourselves warm. I wish I could see
he time.” ’

But there was no moon, and the clouds had been sweep-

g up from behind the hills until even the faint light of

e stars was obscured. They went outside and walked

ong the bank—and then Bertie stopped short and grasped

ella by the arm. “I hear something,” he said. And, .

deed, a sound of voices was borne upon the wind, and
flash of light from a lantern was seen upon the bank.

ertie shouted, but his voice was far too hoarse and feeble
be heard. And then came the still more welcome noises
at showed the ¢castaways,”—as Stella had playfully
med herself and Bertie,—that a boat was-being pushed

from the shore. Nothing to Stella had ever been so
lcome as the sound of the oars in the rowlocks and the
gular plash of every swift and steady stroke.

Suddenly Bertie leaned heavily on her arm. “Let me

he said, with a strange gasp; “I—I—am—

ed.” Then he sank down on the grass, and when Mr.

oncrieff—with a rather stern logk upon his handsome
6
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face—jumped ashore, and turned the light of a lantern
upon the two disconsolate figures, he found that Stella
Raeburn was kneeling on the bank, supportin with one
arm the head of his son Bertie, whose white and death-like
appearance showed that the day’s adventures had been

“too much for his delicate frame, and that when the strain

was relaxed he had simply Tainted away.

There was no time fot explanation or apology. Mr.
Moncrieff had wisely brought a small flask of brandy,
which, to tell the truth, he had more than half expected
Ste]la to need : but although she did not/require it, it was
very valuable in restoring Bertie's strength when, with a
siglrand a moan, he returned to consciousness. And then
came A question of transit, rendered more difficult than i
would otherwise have been by Bertie’s feeble condition.

“We canna cross a’ at once ; it wadna be safe,” sai
the man in the hoat—one of the farming men, as Stell
heard afterwards.

“ T will stay.” said Stella, quickly.

« Alone? certainly not,” said Mr. Monu:eﬂ“s perem;j
tory voice. “ Do vou feel strong enough to wait her
with me, Miss Raeburn, while the man takes Bertie across
I think in his present state that he must have the prece
dence. if you will excuse his going first. The farmer's
wife and Mr. Kingscott are on the other side; they wi
attend to Bertie while the boat comes back for us.”

As Stella concurred in this arrangement, Bertie was lais
in the boat—for he did not seem strong enough to s
erect—the boatman pushed off, and Mr. Moncrieff an
Miss Raeburn were left together on the lonely island i
the silence and darkness of the night.

“ I hope you are not cold,” saxd Moncrieff at last, mo
formally than usual.

“ No, oh no. But oh, Mr. Moncneff you will thmk
so careless—-so childish.”

“Not at all. I understand from Molly that it w.
entirely her fault.”

 But,” sajd Stella, tremblingly, « 1f I had been wiser
older—it would all have been different. If Ihad known
oh, Mr. Moncrieff, pleasc let me give up my situation 2
Mollys governess; I sce that I am too young—I car
manage her—and she should have an older teacher

© What ? ” he said. in 2 ' much more pleasant voice, * af
you frightened by your first little difficulty? ”
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Stella was mute. It was not the question that she
b had expected. ;
“1 know perfectly well that you were not to blame.
E You did not know that I objected to their visits to the
istand ; indeed, 1 do not object when » person in authority
—Ilike vourself t—is with them. You could not possibly
L help Molly’s silly action—which was really more silly than
blameworthy, as I will explain to you afterwards. So you
i see, Miss Raeburn, there is not the slightest reason for
| this proposed desertion of your office.”

Stella could feel that he smiled as he turned towards
her, but she was overwrought and unable to respond.
i She tried to say something, but in the effort to speak a
f ;ob escaped her, and another, and then she was obliged
to cover her face with her hands. And this movement,
in spite of the darkness, he could see.

“Tears ?” he said, so softly that she would hardly have
known the voice for that of Alan Moncrieff. “ Itis not
worth a tear. You must not cry over this matter, my dear

Miss Raeburn.” The addition of the name was but
too manifestly an afterthought. “ Why do you cry ?”

1 thought,” gasped Stella, ¢ that you would be—so—
angry!” -

“ And are you beginning to fear me already ? ” he answer-
ed, a little bitterly. ¢ Oh, child, don’t do that—don’t be
afraid of me, as my own children are. I am not so hard
and severe as they think me, I am not indeed. The boat
is almost here again,” he went on, with a sudden change of

tone ; “ it is at the steps. Give me your hand; I will help
you in.”

He took the girl’s hand and held it, although they had
0 wait, as it turned out, several minutes for the boat.
Nevertheless he did not let it go. And the strong yet gentle
clasp gave Stella an odd feeling of rest and protection ;
' the night isolated her from all the world beside, and it _

seemed for a moment as if there were no one living in the
whole wide earth except herself and him.
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CHAPTER XII

ALAN MONCRIEFF'S QUESTION.
3
tA

Morry's explanation of her extraordinary behavior may
be givea m herown words. She visited Stella on the Sunday
morning after church, and informed her governess with
great gravity that she had come to make an apology.

* Papa sent me,” she said, frankly, *‘ or I should have
waited until to-morrow, you know ; but perhaps it is best
for you to hear all about it to-day. Because I didn't leave
you on the island on purpose—you know that, don’t you,
Miss Raeburn?”

“ T am glad youdidn’t, Molly,” said Stella, smiling, and
‘rather evading the question. .

“ I wouidn’t have left you there for anything. I meant
to go to the farm and get the carriage out, and come back
for you. I was slow about it, I know, because I was cross
with Bertie. Besides, [ met Uncle Ralph on the way, and
stopped to talk to him "o . '

“ Mr. Kingscott? " Stella said, with surprise.

“ Yes, he had been for a long walk. I told him where
you were and that I was going to fetch you, and he said
that he would not dedain me, and went on. Well, just as I
had got the man to put the pony in, a little boy came
running to tell me that he had 'seen the lady at the big
house (the lady who owns the property, you know) send
dut her boat for you ; that you had gone into her house,
and that she was going to send you home in her carriage.
Well, I thought that so cool of you that I flew into a
passion, and said to myself that 1 would drive home all by
myself, and that you might come back in the carriage of
anybody else you pleased.”

* But, Molly, that was not a true story.”

“ No, of course it wasn’t. The boy was telling lies.”

“ But why——" . 7

“ Oh, of course, he didn't know that it was lies. My
opinion is,” said Molly. tightening her lips, ¢ that some-
%;?yl:utd told him tq say so, and that somebody was Uncle

ph.’
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« Molly, dear, don’t be so absurd.”

« | believe s0,” said Molly, stubbornly. * He wanted to
get us all into a difficulty. He hates Bertic to be out with
us. He likes to get Bertie to come with him. I believe it
was his revenge.”

« How is Bertie ?” said Stella, resolving not to listen to
these statements. é

“ Oh, he has a feverish cold. He is in bed, and the
doctor was sent for this morning. Miss Racburn, dear,
you don’t tlink that 1 would be so horrid, so disagreeable
and. naughty,”as to play you such a trigk, on purpose? °
E Indeed,”—and Molly’s arms were suddenly thrown round
Stella’s neck—* indecd, I do love you, and want to be a
good girl. Won't you forgive me?"”

Of course, Stella forgave her on the spot, and was relieved
to feel that she might do so with a good conscience. The
mystery of the boy’s report of her doings was impossible
L to solve at present, she wisely counselled Molly toput
kit by as a thing which time would probably make clear.

She found that Mr. Moncrieff had been angry, but less angry

on his return from the island than before. When he first
learned from Molly what had occurred—Bertie's continued
t absence®and inquiries at Miss Jacky's, leading every one
to infer that the two were still upon the island, subject to
all the discomforts of cold and darkness—Mr. Moncrieft
had indeed been much displeased. * I thought he would
t have boxed my ears!” said Molly. ‘ But he didn’t—he
never has done such a thing, so I don’t suppose that he
will begin! But he looked so angry! And he was angrier
than ever after something that Uncle Ralph said to him.”

Stella stopped the recital of Mr. Kingscott's sayings very
decidedly. But what had been said transpired afterwards,
much to her annoyance.

Ralph Kingscott had uttered a low derisive laugh when
Molly faced her father and told her story.  What are you

b laughing at?” Mr. Moncrieff Had said.

“ I am laughing,” Kingscott answered, ¢ at the unneces-
sary trouble which you are giving yourself. Drive back,
row over to the island, rescue the castaways, of course,
without delay. But be careful that you don’t arrive too
soon.” .

. “ I shall be obliged to you if you will express yourself a

little more dJearly.” 4%
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« My dear Alan, don’t look so tremendously high and
mighty.. Do you forget that your son and your very pretty
little governess are almost exactly the same age? I always
thought that you had done a shockingly imprudent thing,
you know !”
“ Do you mean to imply——"
. «Iimply nothing,” Ralph Kingscott said, provokingly.
«“Not even that it was what the Americans call ¢ a put-up
job,’ and that the two are at present chuckling over Molly’s
simplicity, and vowing eternal constancy beneath the moon
I should leave them there till midaight if I were you, and
give them a thorough fright.”
But, according to Molly’s account, which did not reach
Stella’s ears till some days later, Mr. Moncrieffhad peremp
torily silenced his brother-in-law, and had at once ordere
the carriage for his rescue expedition to the loch.
Certainly no trace of any suspicion of the kind indicated
by Mr. Kingscott’s words was visible in Alan Moncrieff’s
* demeanor to the young stranger who sojourned daily for 3
few hours under hisroof. He was uniformly kind and con
siderate tq her’; he evidently trusted her completely. Ber:
tie, although of Stella’s age by years, was sucha child com

. pared to her, that Ralph Kingscott’s insinuation fell to the
ground almost unheeded. Almost—not quite unheede
For there was a fund of jealousy and suspiciousness
Alan Moncrieff’s nature, which had been fostered by cer:
tain circumstances of his pastlife ; and without his being
as yet aware of it, distrust of all around him was rapidl
becoming the mainspring of his life. It was this distrus
which really alienated him from his children, as (repo
said) it had alienated him from his wife.

But this latent fault in his character was not visible td
Stella. To her he was ever gracious and kindly, trea ing
her with a confidence which her steady and patient work
with Molly certainly justified. And the experience of the
island sobered Molly considerably, and made her very sub-
missive and loving to Stella, who had quite won her heart
A sharp attack of cold and fever prostrated Bertie for week
afterwards, and it became natural for Stella to see a good
deal of him, as, during his convalescence, he used to com¢
to the schoolroom, and lie on a broad old-fashioned sof:
near the listening while Molly’s lessons proceeded, o
when St ad aloud. Sometimes Mr. Moncrieff looked]
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In on those occasions, and seemed always glad to find
Bertie “in such good company.” The only person in the
fouse with whom Stella could not feel friendly and at her
ase was Ralph Kingscott. She was certain that he hada
beculiar spite against her, for he never lost an opportunity
bf catching up and exaggerating any little mistake thatshe
night make in his hearing, and of setting her actions in the
porst possiblelight (at least, if accounts given by Molly
ind Bertie could be trusted), and also, she was sure thathe
ad a bad influence over Bertie. The boy, less cautious in
ella’s presence than in that of his father, letfall phrases
yhich showed that something underhand was going on ; that
e went to places and had companions of which his father,
yould not approve ; thathis uncle connivedat, if he did
ot encourage, these proceedings. These facts troubled
ptella ; she did not like to act the part of a spy, or a tale-
earer, but she could not help thinking that Mr. Moncrieff
ght to have some notion imparted to him as to what
as going on. .

Meanwhile the winter passed away and was succeeded
y a bleak and biting spring. In March, Mr. Moncrieff
ent to London. Hisabsence madelittle difference to the
ousehold. Stella fancied, however, that Bertie was degen-
rating in mind and feeling, and shemade up her mind that
he ouglft to speak to Mr. Moncrieff about him as soon as
e returned. And yetshe was terribly afraid that he would
hink such speech presumptuous.

She did not find aa opportunity for some time, however.
fir. Moncrieff paid a flying visit to his home in June, and
hen it was chiefly in order to arrange that Miss Jacky and

ella should take Molly to the sea-side for a little change
f air, during the month of July. He said that she had
een growing fast, and required a change ; perhaps he also
ad an eye to Stella’s rather delicate appearance, and wanted -
er to have the benefit of sea-breezes. At any rate, he
ersuaded Miss Jacky to agree to his plan, and commis- -
fioned her to find suitable lodgings at St. Andrews at his
bxpense ; and then he vanished as suddenly as he had
ome, taking Bertie away with him, and leaving Mr. King-

ott free to follow his own devices. -

So it chanced that on one lovely day in July, Stella was
eated in a shady nook of the Castle at St. Andrews, with
book in her hand, while Miss Jacky and Molly had gone
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to the bathing-place, where Molly was (presumably) des-
porting herself in ¢ the Ladies’ Pool. ” Stella was seated in
a window recess of the old grey wall ; the book, as we said,
was in her hand, but her eyes had strayed from it to the
great expanse of blue water, flashing and glittering in the
sunlight, breaking with long murmurous roll over the
rocks below, a never ending source of beauty and mystery,
of sorrow and of joy: As Stella watched it, she was con-
scious of the awe, solemn and yet tender, which the sight
of Nature in its grandest forms often produces in us; a
feeling of the limitations and narrowness and weakness of
human life in presence of the Eternal. Her own sorrows
seemed to die away in the consciousness of a greater life
enveloping her own. She was experiencing one of those
moments of true vision in which the plan of our whole life
seems clear to us, our path of dyty perfectly distinct, when

_we feel it impossible that we shall ever turn aside to the

right hand or to the left ; that all our days will ever after-
wards be hallowed by the remembrance of that gracious
hour. - Such moments come to us too seldom ; but they
are full of blessing when they come.

And in this mood she Was found by Alan Moncrieff.

She did not notice his approach until he was close to her,
and then she started and half rose. He lifted his hat
smilingly, and asked her to sit down again. “You
have chosen a lovely spot,” he said looking through
the window in the wall to the mingling blue of sea and sky
beyond.

¢ T was to stay here until Aunt Jacky and.Molly came
back to me,” she said, coloring a little as she spoke.

He leaned against the old grey wall at her side and
looked down at her. ¢ Is Molly a good girl? ” he asked,
a smile curving his lip beneath his dark moustache.

“ Very good indeed. ” .

How handsome he was ! she thought as he stood there,
his face a little tanned after his Swiss tour, with a new
Yight in his brown eyes, and strength and energy in every
limb. No youth, certainly ; but a vigorous man, full of
manliness and.purpose. She¢ had never seen a man in
whom she had found more to admire. John Hannington?
Ah ! the name had almost lost its power to wound ; John
Hannington was commonplace beside Alan Moncrieff.

* How is Bertie ? ” she said, forcing herself to speak.
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<« Better, thank you. And I hope—I trust—that he is
. losing his fear of me.”
i She was surprised to hear him speak so plainly. < 1Itis
uareasonable of him to feel fear of you,” she exclaimed.
Mr. Moncrieff smiled as if well pleased. . ¢ You would
f not feel it, would you?” he said, and then caught him-
self up and went on in a different tone. ¢ He tells me
E that you have lectured him on the subject. Perhaps it is
not fair to repeat all that he has said. But, at’any rate,
he has made me sure of one thing : that I need an inter-
preter to stand between me and my children. They have
no mother ; and they need the gentle guidance of a
b woman’s hand. Therefore, after long consideration—for
I do not wish you to suppose that I am speaking rashly or
on the impulse of the moment—I have come to St. Andrews
f to-day, Miss Raeburn, with one purpose—one only—in
t my mind ; and that is, to ask you a question, or rather to
make a request. Will you—some day—honor me so_far
as to become my wife ?

CHAPTER XIII.
A COMPACT.

For the moment Stella doubted whether or no she had
heard aright. Sea, sky, castle, and fair green sward, all
swam before her eyes. The color mounted to her fore-
head, and then receded, leaving her yery pale. But she
showed no other sign of emotion. er hands, crossed
over the book on her lap, did not tremble: her whole
form was very still.

“I see that I have startled you,” said Mr. Moncrieff,
gently—he judged so from his general knowledge of
women rather than from Stella’s demeanor ; “but I hope
that you will consider my proposition seriously, and give
me an answer when you can.”

“Itis so sudden—I was not prepared for anything of
the kind,” faltered Stella, finding voice at last. -
. “Is it too sudden? I have thought of it for .some

"’ said her suitor, laying his hand softly on hers and
lpossessing himself of the delicate fingers as he spoke. “Is
t so very hard to answer, Stella?”
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The utterance of her name was an experiment.—He. was
not sure whether she would resent it or not. But she sat-
- perfectly still.

"¢You are, I think, fond of the ehildren,” he went on
after a few moments’ silence. ¢ You know my. difficulties
in guiding them—even in understanding them. You have
a greater influence over Molly than any one I ever knew.
You may be of incalculable use to her. I put this view
of the question before you because I know that with you
the prospect of doing good to others is the greatest induce-
ment that I can offer. But there are, perhaps, other
things that I should mention. Your aunt, whom you love
so dearly{ shall henceforth be kept from all anxiety and
care ; she shall be to me like a kinswoman of my own—
if you will consent to be my wife. And you shall have
every pleasure — every advantage — that my position
enables me to offer you. As my wife, as mistress of Tor-
resmuir, I thmk that you would have no cause to ragret
your choice.”

Stella felt, though somewhat vaguely, the coldness the
practical matter—of factness of his tone. She turned her
face away to the shining sea and the purple heaven as she
replied—

““Those advantages are not the things that attract me.”

Moncrieff started and seemed to reflect.

¢ No,” he said at last, in a tone that showed him te be
moved. ¢ You are not like other women. The way to
attract you is, I believe, to show you the difficulties, the
responsibilities of a position, and then to ask you to as-
sume the on® and surmount the other. Well, if that is the
case, I have plenty of these to offer you. I am a busy
man, obliged to be much away from home: I ask you to
take my place when I am absent, to be a friend and
helper to my unruly boy and girl, to entertain my guests
and be my almoner to the poor. Will that suit your no-
tions of duty, and will you undertake the task? ” He was
smiling a little, and she felt once more that vague sense of
dissatisfaction—she knew not why. She kept silence : her
delicate eyebrows knitting themselves into a very shight
frown above her eyes. She was not angry, but she was
puzzled amd distressed.

Alan watched her, and a new expression crossed his
face. I had forgotten,” he said, almost haughtily, ¢ that
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some-one may have a prior ¢laim. Is there any one—
any one else ?’

“ Any one else ? 7 said Stella, lifting her/_cyﬁ to his.
She really did not quite understand what he/me4nt to say.

¢« Are you engaged to any otherman?”

¢« Oh, no.”

The simple negative quite satisfied him. But he. put
another question for form’s sake. * There is no one else,
I mean, whom you—you—prefer?’” He had a difficulty
in choosing the right form of expression.

“ No,” said Stella, quietly, and this was true.

« Then, may I hope that you will be my -wife ? ”

There was a little struggle with hefself, and the tears
came into her eyes. “I don’t know what to say, Mr.
Moncrieff. Are you sure that you think it best ?” she said,
with the naive earnestness whieh he had often thought so
charming.* “I am so young and mexpeneneed that I
feel—afraid.”

« If that is all, I cannot consider it a very serious ob-
jection,” he answered, without a smile. “ Will you not
trust me? ”’

“ Oh, yes, I trust you.”

“ Then you will be my wife ? ”’ :

She held out her hind to him. ¢ If.you wish it,” she
replied.

It was perhaps rather an odd wooing. “And when he
had bent his lips to the little hand thaf she had giyen him,
and the compact was ratified by the kiss, Stella felt a rush
of compunction, of dread/)f/mse" Curity. What had she
done? Had she not gwen her consent too readily to the
most momentous step in-life that a woman eanéver take ?
What did she know of Alan Moncrieff, and how could she
believe that he cared for her?

But then, she told herself positively, there was no pre-
tense of ¢ caring ” on either side. He had not said one
word of love : he had not asked for her affection. He had
asked her to perform certain duties at his side: that was
all. She honestly believed that she could do these duties
—that she could be of more help to Molly and Bertie as
their father’s wife than in her present position. And she
wanted to help them. She was fond of Bertie : she had
grown to love Molly with all her heart. It was surely
right to take upon herself the duty that was oﬁ'ered to her:
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to do her best for the man who would be her husband,
_for the boy and girl whom she could also count as hers.
She did not feel as if the task would be without its charm.
But she did not love him, she went on to say to herself.
She admired and respected him ; and surely that was
cnough? If her heart had never been won before, shel
might bave looked for passionate affection in her lover
now she was only too glad to feel that he neither gave no
required any fuch thing. She was tired of the very namej
of love. John Hannington had won Tt from her once and
flung it cruelly-away ; she had none now to give. Hon
estly believing, as young people do sometimes believe,
that she had loved once and forever, it seemed a fair bar
. gain to her to give her hand to a man whose heart was
¢ presumably, buried in a grave, and who asked her only
for help and service in a prosaic, matter-of-fact, but kind]
and even fatherly way. That was Stella’s view of thd
question, and she gave little thought to the possibilit
that marriage would bring her either great happiness og
. _great misery.
Meanwhile, Mr. Moncrieff looked at her, and thought
of the poem that he had once or twice quoted when her
sweet tranquillity was before him : e

¢¢ Her eyes were stiller than the depth
Of summer skies at even.)”

But when he spake aloud, only prosaic words came forth
“ How soon shall you be ready for our marriage
Stella? ”

. She started and colored. Oh, not yet,” she murmured
rather neryously. B

-« T hope that it will not be very long before I can call
you my property,” said Moncrieff, rather lightly, but wit
a sudden softening of his stern, dark face. “I have heard
you say that you wanted to see Staffa : we might-go there
before the season closes——"

But Stella gave him such a look of mingled surprise
and dismay that he smiled and resolved to bide his time.
More could not be said just then for Miss Jacky and
Molly were seen approaching, and in their astoniskment
at Mr. Moncrieff’s appearance, Stella’s flushed face and
drooping eyelids passed unnoticed. N

Molly’s lively tongue was, as usual, hushed in her fath-
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er’s.presence, and she soon seized an opportunity of draw-
ing Stella away from his side, and leaving him to the com-
pa.moushxp of Miss Jacky. He walked with them to their
odgings, and then bade them farewell, saying that he
would return in the evening. And Stella Jfound that he
ad made good use of his time, for, as soon as Molly
could be shaken off, Miss Jacky seized her niece impul-
sively, and gave her a kiss of ¢ongratulation.

“ And. what’s this I hear, Stella ? 7 she said, her very
bonnet nodding with mingled delight and agitation ! ¢ Mr.
'Moncrieff of Torresmuir, that has been everywhere and :

een everything, to take up with a wee lassie like you!
Well, wonders will never cease. You to be mistress of his
thouse, and one of the greatest ladies in the country side !
t's a proud man your fafther would have been, lassie, if
he had lived to see the day ! And do ye mind him saying
hat he meant to see you a duchess yet ? Why, Moncrieff’s
s rich as many a duke, I believe, and a far grander-look-
ing man than any I ever saw ; and ye may well be proud
pf your conquest, Stella, my baim 17

“Proud ? ” said Stella, smiling a little. ¢“I think I am
ore perplexed than proud, Aunt Jacky. Do you think I

pm right?”

“If ye love the man, ye’re right to marry him, be he
ord or beggar,” said Aunt Jacky, stoutly.

“ But if you don’t love him ? ”

“ Ye're not thinking of marrying without love, are you,
ny dear? That’s Just an awful thing to do, it seems to
fne.” °

Stella stood silent for a moment. Her color varied, and
er lips trembled as she replied— .

“ But—if I do not love him, I respect him, I admire
im, I /zke him. Is that not enough? He has asked me
o help him ; and I want of all things to be a help and a
omfort 4o h1m Oh auntie, do not tell me that I am
floing wrong.”

“ But have you not considered, my dear, what a fnght—
ul thing it would be if you met somebody, some day, that
you liked better than your husband? And if you don’t
ove him, it seems to me just a possibility,” said Miss
acky, quite simply and solemnly, her eyes growing large

/ith horror as she uttered her little warning. But, to her
Ereat surprnise, Stella met it with a burst of tears,
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£ Oh, Aunt Jacky, I shall never, never do that! I shall
never love anybody—I shall never be loved myself,”
sobbed the poor child, on ‘her aunt’s Shoulder, as Miss
Jacky hastened to console her. The old lady scarcely
heard, and certainly did not understand, the words, but
she saw that her beloved Stella was in trouble, and she at
once forgot everything but her love for -her brother’s
daughter and her desire that she should be happy.

Mr. Moncrieff came to the house from his hotel that
evening, and pressed the scheme of a very speeedy mar-
riage upon his betrothed with some assiduity. And, indeed,
as he said, what was the use of waiting? If Stella had
promised to marry him at all, she might as well marry him
at once. And Stella, after that first protest, and in spite
of some inward shrinking, was persuaded to agree with
him. With her limited means there could be little question
about wedding finery. Then it would be a pity to deprive
Alan of his autumn holiday, and he told her plainly that
he would not go away {from Dunkeld without her, and
that it would be mueh” more convenient for him if she
would become his wife with as little delay as possible.
.Stella was far too reasonable to oppose his will.

She wondered very much how Molly and Bertie would
take the news, which Mr. Moncrieff insisted on telling
them almost immediately. The result was unlooked for.
Bertie seemed pleased by it in a shy and diffident sort of
way ; he wrote a letter expressive of great content with
the new arrangement ; but Molly, who had hitherto seemed
so fond of Stella, raged and stormed for a day or two, and
then fell into an aggrieved and injured frame of mind,
which distressed Stella inexpressibly. Molly was sixteen
now, and felt it very hard to have a stepmother only three
years older than herself set over her head ; for she had
begun to dream of the delight of being mistress of the
house, of going very soon into society and assuming all
the importance which would attach to the daughter of the
master of Torresmuir. Now she felt that she would have
to resign herself to obscurity and submissiveness for some
time 'longer ; and she did not relish the prospect.

The marriage was celebrated early in August ; and then
the bride and bridegroom departed on their weddmg tour.
Molly was left with friends to pay several visits while her
father was away ; and Bertie and his uncle had some
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shooting in the Highlands. It was late in September
before Alan Moncrieff brought his young wife home to
Torresmuir.

‘CHAPTER XIVi

THE HONEYMOON.

STELLA had sometimes wondered at the Téar entertained
by Molly of Mr. Moncrieff, but during the days of her
engagement and of her early married hife she was fain to
confess that the fear was justifiable. Alan Moncrieff was
a grave man, whose manner was apt to be cold and aus-
tere ; his will was strong, his judgments, founded on a
very high ideal of conduct, occasionally seemed to her
harsh and inflexible. _There were certain sins and vices
which he never condoned. Deceit of any kind was in his
eyes unpardonable ; cowardice; incomprehensible as well.
He did riot boast of his inability to; forgive, as a weak
man would have done ; he was, perhaps, hardly aware of
the force with which this characteristic struck an observer ;
but Stella could not help feeling that she should be sorry
to incur his displeasure, and that she sympathised a little
with his children’s awe of him. His manner was so cour-
teous, and he was so uniformly calm and kind and gentle,
that she did not all at once discover the iron hand be-
neath the velvet glove, and even when she found it out
she could not find it in her heart to like him the less,
although she might fear him the more for it. ~

Her honeymoon was, however, a very enjoyable time
to her. It might have astonished Molly to see how far
her father could unbend when he chose to do so, how sel-
dom the melancholy shades crossed his brow, and how
ready was his smile, when he was with Stella. He took
great pleasure in showing her fine scenery, old buildings,
and interesting relics of antiquity ; and, finding her a very
intelligent listener, he developed a flow of talk of which
nobody at his own home would have deemed him capable.
Indeed, he was at his best when alone with his young
wife ; and, although she was not a person of demonstra-
tive high spirits, her quiet serenity seemed to make him
more cheerful every day. Stella long retaine«%the memory
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of pleasant drives over the hills, of charming strolls in
garden or forest or busy street, of boating expeditions and
a perfect week of lovely weather in the Hebrides : also of
a couple of days at Obaun which followed—dayvs of sun-
shine and laughter and enjoyment such as she had seldom
known. Alan Moncrieff certainly scemed to think that he
could not do enough for her.  He bought her dresses and
jewelry and presents of all kinds., until she was obliged to
entreat him to stop. declaring that she felt like a doll that
a child was decorating. At which he laughed. and

+declaged that all the decorations in the world could not
make%er prettier than she was alreadv—a speech which
sounded delightfully odd and out of character from Alan
Moncriefi’s graye lips. He had gone back ten years, it
seemed to Stella, and made himself young and gay. to be
a companion to her vouth

The last day of the bright, brief honeymoon came at
last.

*We go back to-morrow, Stella.” said her husband, as
they sat on the beach at Oban, and looked at the motley
groups of people who were strolling about before them.
*+ Shall you be sorry * >

“Yes." said Stella. quite frankly=—*Tor some things .
but I shall be glad to sce Mollﬁ;;i)TBcrtic and Aunt
Jacky again.” She was giving hdr attention te a :poodle
belonging to a party of ladies on‘a bench necar the onc
where she sat; the dog was a ridiculous creature with
shaven haunches. frills. and a tufted tail tied with blue
ribbon ; he wore a silver collar and bracelets, and sat up
and begged when one looked at him.  Stella threw him-
morsel of biscuit : she had macaroons in her pocket.

* Would you like a dog of this kind ? ™ asked Mr. Mon-
criceff.

“ No, thank vou ; he is too artificial for my taste. I
don’t want a dog of society: I want a country dog, a
collie or a deerhound. But what a funny creature a poodle
is. Alan! Do vou think Molly would like one? ”

“ Molly would scorn it, I am afraid.”

Stella threw another morsel of macaroon.  “ I suppose
so. Did you get her the brooch we saw this morning > *

“Yes, and one for vou, something like it.”

*You are much too generous, Alan.’)

Moncrieff laughed. ** Not much generosity in buying a

A
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twopenny -halfpenny thing nf that kind, is there? You
fiked it. that was my reason.

“ You are very kit said Stella, altering her word.

“ Don’t you really care for ornaments, Stella? ™

© Yes,” she said, looking round at him with a smile.

11 like them very much. but I can do without them.”

* Ah—some women can't,” he answered drily.

“They must be poor creatures, then. Molly and I will
. be more sensible. I have no more biscuit, Mr. Poodle ;

shake a paw and say good morning. Do let us walk on,
Alan, if you do not mind—this dog is begging for morc.
and I have nothing to give him.”

Her husband laughed and tose. ¢ Come then,” he
f said. I shall be glad to walk. I am a little tired of
this din and glare and glitter.”

“ Oh, why did you not tell me so,” said Stella, rather
reproachfully, as she put up her dainty parasol and
walked by his side. I thought that you were liking it so
much, and I never care for crowds of -fashionable pcople,
and bands and seaside amusements.”

“1 supposc we were cach trying to please the othcr.
It is a mistake to sacrifice one’s own individuality for the
supposed taste of another person,” said Alan, a little bit
dogmatically.

Stella looked up at him with some amusement in the
bluc eyes that gleamed so brightly bencath her pretty
shady hat, but did not speak. ‘“Whatis it? ” he asked,
glancing at her with an answering smile. *“ I believe, you
Jittle witch, that you don’t believe me capable of sacrific-
ing my individuality for anybody’s tastc—is that it? "'

“You are capable of it, no doubt,” said Stella demurely,
“but—it is not casy to you, is it, Alan? "

She meant only to, teasc him a little, with that new
sparkle of fun which circumstances were developing in
her, but she was surprised to sce that he took the remark
seriously. -

T am very selfish,” he said, with a half sigh, “but 1
did hope—I had been try mg-—-that you should not suffer
by my selfishness, my dear.”

¢“Oh, Alan, you cannot think that I meant that. Why,
you have been kindness and generosity itself | I was only
jesting—1I only meant that your strong individuality was
hard to disguise ; I had no critical intentions at all,” and

. 7
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Stella smiléd at him very sweetly, but with a little look of
anxiety in her blue eyes.

hey had got beyond the crowd by fthis time, and reached
a quiet and~unfrequented part of the beach, where nothing
but sand and sea lay before them, and where they could
talk without fear of disturbance. Alan answered, gravely
still. .
“ You make great allowance for me, Stella’; I can see
that you are not difficult to please. But I know well
enough that I am morose and selfish and unattractive,
and I must not let you sacrifice your youth and brightness

" to me.”

“ Why should you? ” said Stella, with a sunny look. ¢ I
have seldom—never, I think—had so bright and happy a
time as I have had—lately.” He took her hand in his,
as they walked along the sea-shore together. ¢ Is that
srue, Stella? Lately—since our marriage, you mean, dear? ”

“ Yes, Alan.”

" He clasped her hand still more firmly. ¢ Thank God!”
he said, with a quick sigh. ¢ I was afraid I had done
wrong—afraid that you would not be happy with me after
all.”

Something rose in Stella’s throat and choked her words.
They stood still for a few moments, looking at the sea,
over which the sun was beginning to set in a mist of

. crimson and gold. She wished that Alan knew—without

her having to tell him—how sure she felt of her future
happiness. He relinquished her hand at last, and looked
down at her with a tender smile.

“1 think I must have been mistaken,” he said. “I
think you seem content, Stella ? Child, if you want to be
happy, remember one thing—you must be frank and open;
there must be no concealments, no half-truths—but why
should I say this? You are trutb and candour incarnate ;
I have never seen a shadow of insincerity upon your face.
Itis the characteristic that I love best of any in the world.”

« And I, too,” said Stella, in a low voice. '

“Yes, and that was what drew me towards you, Stella.
Your candor and truthfulness will be, I trust, the saving
of my poor Molly.” Stélla shrank a little” as he uttered
his daughter’s name. It was for Molly’s sake, then, most
of all, that he prized her? Mr. Moncrieff went on, uncons-
cious of the storm that he was raising in her heart. ¢ Molly
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—yvou must have found it out for yourself—is not always
perfectly frank. It is perhaps not her fault, altogether,
poor child.” He hesitated for a_few moments and then
continued, in a much-lower tone—und without looking at
Stella: ‘I sometimes fear that she has inherited a ten-
dency—an unfortunate tendency’—I belicve myself, that
even heredltary tendencies are [

curing them is always more difficult, an

you should know——" Again he stopped aving involved
himself in a sentence of which he co

¢« Inherited ? ” said Stella—for once, somewhat thought-
lessly. ¢ But you are truthful enough ; she could not have
inherited it from you.”

“From her mother,” he answered, shortly and sternly.
It was the first time he had spoken to Stella of his first
wife. ‘I feel it my duty to tell you—to caution you.
Otherwise I should not have spoken.” .

“1 beg your pardon,” said Stella involuntarily, ¢ I did
not mean to ask——

“You were tight to ask. You ought to know. Molly
is like her mother, in face, form, and feature. In character,
perhaps. It sounds a hard thing to say ; but I think I
would rather see her in her grave than—;m some respects
—as her mother was.”

He spoke very bitterly, with his eyes ﬁxed on the ground
and a dark look coming over his face.

“For a long time,” he said, presently, without looking
up, “T thought that all women were like her, and I avoided
them—till I met you. I was wrong—I believe that I was
wrong ; and perhaps I judged her harshly. I do notwish
to condemn lightly ; but I ask you, I beg of you, to gua..l
Molly, to watch over her, to take care lest she should
yield to any temptation to deceit and levity and folly. I
commit her to your hands ; do what you. can for-her.
Heaven knows that I would not have said a word to throw
blame on the dead if it were not for Molly’s sake—so that
you may see how needful it is to watch her more carefully,
and guard her more entirely than other girls.”

The thought flashed through Stella’s mind that he had
not hitherto been very wise in his methods of guarding and
guiding his children, but she repressed itasa disloyalty.

“I do not think that Molly is untruthful,” she said, in a
low voice.
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“She is careless about the truth.” said Mr. Moncrieff,
with a sigh ; “T will say nothing worse ofher. And Bertic,
too, I fear.” -

“ Do you think.” said Stella. diffidently, * that Mr. King-
scott’s influence over Berti¢ is altogether good ? *

He turned to her with a start and a vexed contraction

»of his brows.

* ¢« Ralph Kingseott ' Why, my dear child, Ralph is the
most harmless fellow in the world ! You don't object to
his presence at Torresmusr. surely?

Stella fancied that it would be very little use if she did.

“ He has done everything possible for the boy's welfare.”
proceeded her husband. in a somewhat annoyed tone.
* Borne with him. taught him. cared for him, like an elder
brother, as few men of his age and standing would have
done. I have the greatest confidence in Ralph Kingscott,
and I hope, dear Stella, that you will try to be friendly
with him when we reach Torresmuir.”

“ T will try.” she answered, gently. She wished that he
had said—** when we reach Zome.”

They were hoth a little silent after this. It almost
seemed to Stella 36 if some shadow had fallen across her
sunshine. some cold breath of air had stolen across the
warmth of her hopes. But as they turned, before re-enter-
ing their hotel, to watch the glimmering lights and the
crimSon reflections of the sunset sky upon the sea. she felt
her husband's hand touch her arm, and draw her closer to
his side.

“ You see that star? ” he said, in the caressing voice that
wvas already as music in her ears. “ You see how large
and bright it is? I am beginning to grow old; it will
soon be the evening of life with me ; and you, Stella, you
are the star that lights the coming darkness, and gives a
radiance to the night. I fancy, sometimes, dear, that you
will bring mé back all my old light and joy, and that the
happiness of Torresmuir will return to it with you—that we
shall find in vou the luck—or the GZick, as the German-s
would call it—the good fortune, the happiness—of the
house ! ”

And yet—it was an odd thing, when one came to think
of it—Stella remembered afterwards that he had never once
told her that he loved her!




THE LUCK OF THE HOUSE.

e

CHAPTER XV,
STELLA’S HOME-COMING.

Two gentlemen were sitting in a small private parlor at
the Birnam Arms. They were both pale and both dark:
otherwise there was not much resemblance between them.
One was somewhat effeminate in appearance ; the other
was tall, sinewy, and vigorous-looking—Ilittle altaé(‘i from
the man to whom Stella Raeburn had once given her mai-
den heart. John Hannington was bronzed by some weeks’
shooting and fishing in the Highlands, and was, if anything,
rather handsomer than in the days when he wooed Stella-»
under the ruined arches of Balmerino, but his face had not
improved in expression. It was more cynical, more discon-
tented, more defiant, than it had been even a year ago.
Life had not been going altogether well with him since
then. ' ‘

His companion, Ralph Kingscott, was leaning back in a
large arm-chair, with a cigar between his lips. His small
features” were lit up with an expression of the keenest
amusement.

“So she had a little love affair before she came to
Dunkeld !” he was exclaiming. * This is most interesting.
I thought she looked too innocent for this wicked world |

“She’s innocent enough,” Hannington was beginning
sulkily, but Kingscott interrupted him with his mocking
laugh. . :

“Oh, she’s a lily, a snowflake, a pearl—we all know
that ; Moncrieff’s besotted on her babyface already. She’s
just the style he’s likely to go mad about—fair, gentle,
blue-eyed, goldenhaired, and all the rest of it—as great a
contrast to his first wife as could possibly be imagined.”

““What was the first Mrs. Moncrieff like, then? ”

““She was my half-sister, you know. Well, she was like
Molly, only there was a little more red in her hair and the
tint of her eye. She was fair ; of course you will say that
constitutes a likeness to the present Mrs. Moncrieff, but
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the two women were not alike a bit. Molly is not like
the fair Stella. for instance.”

“She is ten times handsomer.” said John Hannington.

1 think so: Moncrieffdoesn't.” said Kingscott, quietly.
¢« She was a woman with a temper. as wild and skittish a
creature as-you cver met : a demon of a tongue, and no
capacity for restraining it—or herself. Molly's a spitfire,
but she is not equal to her mother.”

“You give yvour sister a nice character.”

¢« Half-sister. if you please. It makesall the difference.
Marie and I had different mothers ; there was Basque blood
in hers. T don't _know how she would have lived with
Moncrieff as lohg as she did if 1 had not been there to
calm the two down when they had their little disputes.
That T managed well. you may conclude from the fact that
I have had frec guarters at Torresmuir ever since. 1 am
supposed to do something in the way af bear leading ; but
my cib will soon go to Cambridge, T belicve, and the
question will then be whether T am to remiin or not.”

“ The new Mrs. Moncrieff will have something to say to
that, I imagine.” said Hannington, drily.

“ Yes—confound her.” He looked as if he would like
to use a stronger Word.

“ Does she like you much ? "—Hannington's tone was
malicious. ’

“ Hates me like poison. I believe. - No. 1 suppose |
shall have to go, bag and baggage, and make myself com-

, fortable somewhere else.  Not at once ; she'll hardly have

made her footing sure enough. or I should haye had notice
before now ; but in six monthd.or so. if nothing destroys
her influence in the meantime.”

“ What eeonld destroy her influence? ”

“Well—I have an idea or two.”

“ Let’s hear them.” =

« Are yqu on my side, Hannington? The girl behaved
shabbily to you. you say " ¢

“Cut me in the presence of half a dozen of my friends.
Yes, she made it rather awkward for me. ' You know Lady
Valencia Gilderoy >—an old friend of mine. She made up
her mind that I had given the girl good cause for offence.
and has turned: the cold shoulder to-me ever since—done
me a good deal of mischief, I can tell you !” - i

« Oh, nobody minds Lady Val ; I know her,” said King-
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seott, with apparent eatelessness, although he kept a very
watchful eye upon his friend: ¢ Still, Miss Stella must be

a ss)iteml little minx. You would not object to see her
pride have a fall, then? ”

% No, 1 shouldn’t.” ’
¥ And it is. of course, my interest to lessen her influence

as much as possible. Well, there ate two ways in which
to do it.” ’

“Two?”

* One T'll keep to myself,”" said Kingscott, with ah ugly
smile.  * The other depends sommiewhat on you, Yot say
you have letters from her? " :

Hannington's face flushed.

«“l did not say 1 would show them,” he answered,
doggedly. -

“You did not say so. But—what if you let Monctieff
have a glance at them? * -

Hannington shifted uneasily in his chair.

“I don't see the use of that,” he said.

“ X()u don't ? "—incredulously.

“No, I don’t.” )

“ Why, don’t you know that Alan Moncrieff is the most -
jealous, the most suspicious man alive? 1If I know any-
thing of women, my dear Jack, she won't-have told him a
word about you, or only what she pleases ; and she will be
mortz,llly afraid of his getting to know the true.state of the
case.” :

“Well,” gtowled Hannington, * the way to punish /e,
then, will be to threaten her, to hold the letters over her
head, and give her a good fright. 1 shouldn’t mind doing
f that.” ‘

“Our aims differ,” said Kingscott, throwing himself
back lazily in his chair, and lighting a fresh cigar. : “ You
_want merely to punish her—I want to spoil her influence
.with Moncrieff ; there's the difference.”

“Can’t we do both ? " suggested his companion, slowly.
Then “there was a little silence, during which each man

smoked industriously, and revolved his own plans. When
Kingscott next spoke, he seemingly changed the subject.

“So you sgw Molly at the Lawsons this autumn?” he
said.  “ She™isn't a bad looking girl, is she ?

“Not at atl.”

“She’ll have a fair fortune,” said Molly’s uncle. ¢ She
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has her mother’s money—comes into it at her marriage, or

when she is twenty-one.”

“Indeed? Much?”

“Twenty-five thousand. Nothmg to a fellow like you.
But it will add to Molly’s attractions.” °

He thought tbat he caught sight of an odd glitter in
John Hannington’s black eyes. But he went on discreetly.

¢¢ Moncrieff has the idea that he ought to tie her up very
tight—I think he’s married pretty Stella with the idea of
getting a gaoler for his poor child. She’ll not be allowed
to come out till she is past her teens, or mix with the world
at large until she’s three-and-twenty.' Before then, how-
ever, Alan will have found her a model husband, some.
worthy, prosy, neighboring laird, who will keep her in or-
der, and bury her in a dull mansion in the Highlands
nine months In the year; and that will be poor Molly’s
future fate.”

“Not a bit!” said Hannington, abruptly. She’d not
stand it, my dear fellow. She would bolt.”

“She lad better bolt before marriage than after,” was
Kingscott’s cynical response. To which his friend made
no answer, but sat with his eyes fixed intently upon the
opposite wall, and his foot moving meditatively to and
fro.

“We’d better be going, I think,” said Ralph at last,
after looking at his watch. ‘ The train’s due, and I must
be on the spot to give Mr. and Mrs. Moncrieff their wel- .
come. Will you come too?”

« Not I. Tl see Mrs. Moncrieff some Other day—no

fear.”

“You won’t call? ”
“ Don’t know.”

"+ “I thought that you were so very friendly with Molly!
She gave me quite a touching account of your attentlons
to her.”

¢“She had better not say anything of that sort to her
step-mamma !’

“No, no; I'll warn her. Shall I say that you are sorry
you won’t see her again?”

Hannington’s lip curled. “ You want to know my plans,
I see? Well, they are not decided. But one thing I am
sure of. I don’t leave Mr. Pople’s inn just yet, I can tell

-you. I am very well off where I am, and mean to stop.”
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Kingscott nodded and smiled. ¢ Allright. If you stay
where you are for the next half hour you will see your old
flame most likely. I ordered the open carriage to be sent
down. Now I must go and find my cub—I hove he’s all
right. I left him in the bar.”

“You can bring him here with you some night for a
game of Nap,” said Hannington. “ He can get out at
nights, I suppose?”

¢ Oh, yes ; thanks to the door in the Tower and his kind
uncle. Ta-ta, Jack. TI’ll remember you to Molly.”

And then Kingscott went downstairs to seek Bertie, with
whom he meant to go to the railway station, to welcome
the bride and bridegroom home. Molly had refused to
come. She had returned from her visit to the Lawsons in
a rather odd state of mind ; she seemed excited and spirit-
less by turns ; and in this condition her uncle had found it
easier to make friends with her than he had ever ‘done
before. It had occurred to him that Molly might be useful
in the furtherance of his schemes, and therefore he took
pains to be agreeable to her. Molly, feeling sorc and
bitter still, because of .what she styled ¢ Miss Raeburn’s
treachery,” was only too glad 4o find some one into whose
ear she might pour her woes without rebuke. : She soon
told, moreover, that she had seen some one at Miss Law-
son’s whom she liked very much—a gentleman. who had
told her she was the most beautiful girl in the world—a
Mr. John Hannington. And was it possible that Uncle
Ralph knew Mr. Hannington—had known him for many
years, and liked him very much? Molly’s prejudice
against her uncle went down like the walls of Jericho when
the trumpets had been blown. And all this information”
was turned by Mr. Kingscott to the very best account.

He could not find Bertie for some time, and began to
feel half vexed and half alarmed by the lad’s disappearance,
especially as he received a hint from the attendant that the
young gentleman seemed a wee bit fond of a drap. “ Fond
of adrap ! "~—what on earth could the man mean ! thought
%Jingsc ascibly. Bertie had surely not been such an

e never finished the sentence to himself. At that very
moment, he heard a.bell ringing, and ran with all his -
might up the hill to the railway station, where Mr. Mon-
crieff’s carriage and half*a dozen other vehicles were in
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and—was tired and unwell. So the men dispersed, and
did not at once catch the meaning of the glance and the
wink which the coachman on the box bestowed on them.
They hung about the stables afterwards. however, to learn
(’its meaning ; and were very soon enlightened. Bertie’s
vacant looks and staggering footsteps needed no interpre-
) \talion to them or to Mrs. Moncrieff. The whole house-
hold knew what had happened long before the master of

the house came home. )

It was Miss Jacky who flung herself in Stella’s arms
and gave her a really hearty welcome, as she had done
not eighteen, months before, when the girl came home
from school. The servants were waiting in the hall, but
they did not give the new mistress any very amiable looks;
although they behaved with outward respect and decorum.
Molly came forward languidly, with such an abatement of
her old vivacity that Stella felt a pang of grief and alarm
as sheémnoted her altered manner. and kissed the cheek
that was offered rather formally for her salute.

“Is papa not with you? " There was a touch of
sharpness in Molly's tone. * And Uncle Ralph and Ber-
tie—where are they?”

“ They are coming presently : I left them at the station,”
said Stella, holding Aunt Jacky by the hand as she entered
the drawingroom. *I think—I am afaid—Bertie was
not very well, and they staved to attend to him.”” She
hoped that her version of the story might be truc.

“Not well—they staved, and you did not stay?”
said Molly, looking at Stella with eves in which a new
suspiciousness had crept.  Why did you come away ? "

* Your father wished me to come.”

“ I shall ask Macgregor,” said Molly. She was darting
to the door when Stella caught her arm. -

“ Don’t go, Molly darling. Don’t ask. They wiil be
here very soon-; there is nothing seriously amiss, I hope.
Don’t question the servants.”

“ Why should I not question them ?” said Molly the
impetuous. “ They are all old friends of mine, and they
would answer truly and faithfully, which perhaps you
don’t want to do, Mrs. Moncrieff.” Stella shrank a little,
and turned pale as the girl flung this taunt into her face.
<« I am not going to alter my old ways for any new comers,’
and with these words Molly escaped from the detaining
hand, and rushed out of the room.
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Stella sank down on the ncarest chair. Her lips were
trembling and the tears were in her eyes. -

«“Oh, my dearic, don't you fash yourself,” said Aunt
Jacky, kissing her, and then wiping her own eyes. * She’s”
just full of tantrums, and she'll get over them by and by.
You come up to your own room, my bonnie lassie, and
lay by yout bonnet. Your good man's on the road, I'll
warrant, and he’ll soon set things to rights.” Aunt Jacky
had an immensc admiration for Alan Moncrieff.

She asked no questions, for she saw that Stella was
ncar weeping, and affection gave her an unusual amount
of tact.  She went upstairs with her, and helped her to
to take off her walking things. * Dinner to be served
at eight, and it is inore than half-past seven now,” she
said. “ Are you going to dress, my lammie? "’

“Isuppose I had better ; Idon’t know what I ought
© do,” said Stella. “Yes, I will wear my silver-grey
dress, Aunt Jacky ; I think that perhaps I ought—though
1 feel very anxious— and very ” )

She did not conclude the sentence, and Aunt Jacky still
asked no questions.

“Won’t you wear white, my dear? Surely you should
look l".kc a bride when your husband finds you in his
home.”

¢ Oh, not to-night—not to-night,” said Stella, hurriedly.
There was nothing of bridal joyousness in her heart just
then.

As she was dressing, she hcard the sound of wheels in
the road outside, but the vehicle did not drive up to the
front door. It stopped at a side gate. From the footsteps
that she afterwards distinguished upon the .gravel, she
guessed that her husband and his companions entered the
house by the door in the tower. She waited for a little
while, but Mr. Moncrieff did not appear. Then she went
to the drawing-room and sat almost in silence with Aunt
Jacky and Molly until, at half-past eight, Alan came in
and made a grave formal apology for his lateness. Ralph
followed him, but Bertie did not appear. Molly began a
question, but was stopped by a warning from her uncle. .
It was plain that Bertie’s existence was for the present to
be ignored.

Stella’s first dinner in her own home as a married woman
was one that she could never recall without a shudder. It
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was so long, so dreary, so unspeakably uncomfortable.
Her husband maintained almost entire silence, except
when his office forced him to speak ; he looked white, old,
and dejected. Miss Jacky and Ralph Kingscott had so
great an aversion to each other that they always found it
difficult to keep the peace. Molly spoke only in monosyl-
lables. Stella felt obliged to throw herself into the breach,
and try to make conversation, but she was not very
successful in her efforts. Nobody seemed better able to
eat than to speak ; and everyone was glad when the meal
came to an end.

Alan and his brother-in-law remained in the dining-room
for some time longer, while Stella talked a little to Miss
Jacky, and tried to interest Molly in an account of her
travels. But Molly refused to be interested. She sat -
stiffly in an upright chair, and looked at a book of photo-
girphs while Stella talked. But in spite of her stiffness
and her sulkiness Stella could not but notice how much
she was improving in dress, manner, and appearance.
Her visit to the Lawsons had done her good. She only
wore a simple white frock and a silver ornament or two,
but there was a neatness and daintiness about her way of
wearing them which differed from her habits of former
days. Her hair no longer hung about her shoulders, but
was gathered into loose, picturesque coils about her shapely
head. Her complexion was more dazzling than ever, and
her eyesseemed to have gained fire and softness. In short,
Molly was on the high-road to becoming a beauty, if she
was not one already. And as she sat in a highbacked
chair, with the<soft lamplight gleaming on her ruddy
bronze hair and the white and roseate tints of her clear
skin, Stella scarcely wondered t» see her father stop short
for a moment when he came into the room, as though her
appearance had positively startled him. Indeed, she
learned afterwards that Molly was growing wonderfully
like her dead mother, and that the lLkeness had never
struck him so much as it did just then. <

Miss Jacky rose at the stroke of ten, and declared that
she must go home. The carriage'was soon at the door to
convey the good old-lady to the pretty cottage, which, in
spite of all loneliness, she had declined to leave. Mr.
Moncrieff had suggested that she should make Torresmuir
her home, but she had refused to give up her independence.
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And she knew, besides, that Stella would take her proper

place as mistress of the house more easily if she were not

encumbered with an clderly maiden aunt. In all which,
" Miss Jacky showed her excellent sense.

When she was gone, Molly, with uniooked-for temerity,
faced her father defiantly in the drawing-room. “I want
to know, papa,” she said, undismayed by Mr. Moncrieff’s
frown, ‘“ what is wrong with Bertie? I have been to his .
room, and he won'’t let me in. Is heill?”

“I do not suppose that he is ill as much as suffering
from the consequences of his own folly,” said her father.
His face was pale and set, his eyes looked hard as flint,
from which, nevertheless, fire was being struck. “You
‘will leave him-alone for the present, Molly. I do not
wish you to go near him.”

““ Why should I not gonear him if he is il1? ” said Molly,
holding her head high. It was wonderful to see how much
courage she had gained since her father’s second marriage
and her visit to the Lawsons. Stella gave her an entreat-
ing look, but Molly wguld not heed. ,

“Why not?” an Moncrieff spoke with exceeding
bitterness. ‘“Because he has disgraced himself and us—
publicly disgraced us, as I never thought a son of mine
would do. Because he has chosen—not for the first time,
I hear—to drink and quarrel and bet at a public bar, and
to appear intoxicated in the public streets. That is why

_you may not go to him; for until he has at least shown
‘some signs of repentance and amendment, I desire that he
be left to himself, and I forbid any one to go to his room
save at my request.”

Molly’s color faded, and her lips began to tremble, but
her eyes flashed.

» ¢“ And so you want me to desert him |” she cried, in an
angry, faltering voice. ‘I don’t care what he has done;
he is my only brother, and I love him. If you loved him,
too, you would forgive him. But you don’t care for us
now ; you only care for her ”—pointing to the dismayed
Stella—‘ and the sooner we leave you and get out of the
way, the better you-will be pleased.”

And then Molly fairly burst into tears and rushed out of
the room, which was perhaps the best thing that she could
do, for her father’s face was white with anger, and the
frown on his brow would at any other time have carried
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consternation to Molly’s heart. He would have followed
her t&"the door, had Stella’s hands not fallen pleadingly
_upon his arm. 7!

“Oh, Alan, don’t mind! Her heart is very sote, poor
child, and she does not know what she is saying. She
will be sorry to-morrow ; indeed, she will.”

Mr. Kingscott had left the room, and Stella, finding
herself alone with her husband, was impelled to put her
arm half round his neck, and to lay her head caressingly
upon his breast. Alan could not have torn himself away
from that gentle bondage without a struggle. After the
first involuntary movement he did mot try. He drew her
closer to him, and pressed her forehead with his lips.

‘““You are the only comfort that I have left,” he said.
“It has been a sad home-coming for you, Stella. I pray
God that life may yet brighten a little—for us both.”

CHAPITER XVII,

S~

BERTIE.
Bur Alan Moncrieff’s anger, hotly/as it burned against
the son who had disgraced, and the datighter who had de-
fied him, died away into sadness and disappointment, which
was much more lasting and much fharder for those who
loved him to endure. He was extré¢mely shocked and dis-
tressed ‘o find that Bertie had takegi many steps in a down-
ward course, which he had never dreamed that the lad was
likely to tread at all. A few careful And confidential inquiries
in the town elicited the fact that Bertie was by no means as
quiet and home-loving as his father had always credited
him with being ; that he was well known-in various very
questionable resorts, and thay he had a great love for
cards. Whether the gambling passion had yet been exci-
ted within him, Mr. Moncrieff found it hard to ascertain.
Bertie, on being questioned, acknowledged that he played
for money, but only, he said, for small stakes. He had
no debts; he did not care for betting ; he drank only
because “ other fellows” did. When pressed to state
“what other fellows?” he became silent, and looked
utterly miserable. When asked who first introduced him

5
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to the low society which he had begun to frequent, he at
first refused to answer, and then said that nobody had
introduced him ; he had sought these people of his own
free will. Mr. Moncrieff had scarcely any alsernative but
to believe him. And yet he was suspicious—of what, of
whom, he could not exactly tell.

Stella’s suspicions were much more definite. She firmly
believed that Ralph Kingscott was at the bottom of
Bertie’s disgrace ; and that he was responsible for the boy’s
gradual declension. But when she hinted this view of the
case to her husband, she was met with an expression of
cold displeasure which silenced her at once. Mr. Mon-
crieff had never been anything but satisfied with Ralph,
he said. Ralph was a man of high character and
good ability, who had given up his career expressly for the
purpose of making himself useful to his sister’'s husband
and children. Stella felt vaguely that Alan was mentally
accusing her of jealousy, and of a mean desire to get his
first wife’s relative out of the house, and she forbore to
speak another word. But she was not convinced of Ralph’s
honor and uprightness even yet.

She overheard a scrap of conversation which confirmed
her secret suspicions in a rather curious way. She want-
ed to talk to Bertie—who had not yet made his appear-
ance in public after his escapade—and Mr. Moncrieff
had told her that she would probably find him in the
Octagon Room, where he generally pursued his studies
under Kingscott’s superintendence. Thither Stella be-
took herself about six o’clock one evening. Two days
had elapsed since her arrival at Torresmuir, and she had
not yet seen the boy, over whom her heart yearned with
a sensation of intolerable griefand pain. She came quietly
through the long gallery—so quietly that her footsteps
made no sound upon the polished floor—and paused for a
moment before she drew the portiére before the entrance
to the Octagon Room. ,She paused simply to collect her
thoughts, to renew her courage ; but in that pause voices
fell upon her ear.

“You'll do nothing of the kind,” Ralph Kingscott was
saying coolly. “ If you say one word about it, I'll tell
your father the whole of that little transaction of yours
with Vinner, and then——"

“No ! oh,nol” Bertie’s voice, full of agitation and
g
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N
appeal, was heard to say, “Oh, don’t tell him that.. He
would never forgive me. I will do anything you like—I
won’t say a word. "

And then Stella drew the curtain aside, and found, as
she had already divined, that the door was open. Bertie
was lying on a sofa, his head half buried in the cushions ;
Mr. Kingscott was lounging in an arm chair with his arm
behind his head. He cast a look of positive hatred at
Stella as she came in; a look in which malignity and
cunning were so blended that she did not like to re-
member it afterwards, although at the time itself it pra-
duced little impression upon her. .

« Mrs. Moncrieff!”” he exclaimed, starting to his feet,
with a sort of disagreeably exaggerated politeness. “We
never expected this honor, did we Bertie? My young
pupil and I seem to have had a prescriptive right to this
part of the house for so long that we are quite unused to
visitors. But of course we must look for changes now.”

There was a subtle sting in this remark which was not
lost upon Stella’s perceptions, but she did not choose to
attend f Mr. Kingscott’s insinuations at that moment.
She turned at once towards Bertie, who did not raise his
face from the pillow against which it was pressed. She
could read shame in the boy’s very attitude, and she hasten-
ed to lay her hand gently on his head, without heeding
Mr. Kingscott’s presence.

«Bertie !’ she said, softly, *Bertie! have you no word
for me?”

She felt her hand taken and carried to the boy’s lips,

- but he did not say a word. Moved by a sudden impa-

tience, she looked round at Mr. Kingscott. “I should like
to speak to him alone for a few minutes,”” she said. “You
will excuse me if I ask »o

«Qh, certainly. You have every right to command,”
said Kingscott, bowing with the ironical politeness which
he had already shown to her. < Will leave you with your
stepson by all means, Mrs. Moncrieff.”

Stella felt that there was something unpleasant—some-
thing even vaguely insulting—in his mahner, but she did

- not choose to resent.it. AShe waited, with her hand in

Bertie’s grasp, until hiswuficle had retired.  Mr. Kingscott

_ went into his own room and closed the door of commu-
nication, Not till then did Stella feel free to sink down
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on hef‘ knees beside Bemes sofa, and ‘speak to hlm in
soft, carressing tones.

“ Dea.r Bertie, we are all so sorry And you are sorry,
too.”

Then the boys’ grief broke forth. He burst into a
storm of choking, overpowering sobs, in which all his at-
tempts at speech were lost. It was some time before the
words became articulate. ’ ’

« I didn’t mean it—I never thought what I was doing—
I shall never be able to look you in the face again !” These
were the first words that became audible. -

“ I know, dear ; I understand.”

¢ Just when you came home-—}just when you expected a
welcome—for me to disgrace youso! And my father—
he'll never forgive me !’

¢ Oh yes, he will, Bertie. If you are sure that you have
told him everything that he ought to know—and if for the
future you do right.”

Bertie did ot speak. From the tremor that ran through
his whole frame, Stella felt that her words had gone home.

¢ Is there not anything that you have kept ffom your
father, Bertie? Is there not something tha.t he ought to
know ? ”

¢ You—you heard me speaking—as you came in? ”

“ Yes, dear.”

“ Oh, don’t tell, don’t say anything to my father,” sald
the bo‘raxsmg himself for the first time, and turning an
anguished face upon her. It is not my secret—at least,
it 1s nothing—nothing much—— ’

“ Then why are you so much afraid of his knowing ?”

¢ I should like him to know ! Oh, I wish I could tell
him everything ! g

“ You mean,” said Stella, slowly, that your uncle, Mr.
Kingscott, will not allow.you to speak?”

The boy cowered down, with his face in the cushion
again. Stella grew a little indignant.

“ Why are you afraid of him?” she said. ¢ Why do you
not throw off his bondage, and be perfectly frank and open ?
You think he will tell your father of things that you want
hidden? but why do you hide them? why not make a full
confession of everything wrong, and start afresh? Be
brave, dear Bertie, and tell your father all.”

But Bertie only groaned and muttered “You don’t-
know. You would not say so if you knew everything.”

-
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 Then tell me evervthing, amd et me fudge® .«

N e T ean' .

© Then, Berrie, T thnk T mnst el vour father what 1
heard as 1 eame in, angd Tet lim question o™

Bt at this Berve fell inte stel 4 paresvenr of tervor,
ard Was vet seoemphatic it s asseveratinis, that there
was nothing to el nething o coneeals that Stella was
fary bewildered,  And when the bov added the tost
carnest assuratees that e Was resolved o give ups his bad
vompanions and 1 lead 8 steady and honerable course
for the future: she feit that she was unable t do more fox
him., and could enly hope that e wonld keep his word.
Her fate fatlore t impress Mro Woenerieft with any doubt
of Ralph Kingseott added to her reluctance to make any
acensation of that gentleman.  She made wp her mind,
therefore, to wait for a time and sce what happened ; for
Rertie scemed <incercly repentant, and had promised o
amend his wave, and i he did as he had promised there
word surely Be no need (v say anvihing, She wondered
afterwands Whether a e vowandive had wat prompted
this decision . Bt <he was not actually conscivus ol it at
the time.

s Alan Monerief was valy oo glad to be able to aceord a
five pandon to his oy, and Stella felt that her intercession
had not Been unavailing m dringing a veconciliation about
at an earlrer date than Bertie had eapected.  The boy was
vory much humbled by his disgrace : for it could not be
dented that overy ¢ne i the neighborhood was aware of
Ythe fact that he had been seen under the influence of drink
outside the railway station, on the evening of his step-
wather® arrival: and & was the publicity ot the incident
which added pojgnancy to his father's griefl as well as his
own humiliation. Tt was decided that he should be sent to
& tutor's at the New Year : and in the meantime he was to re-
main under Mr. Kingsoott's tuitton and geardianship. Stella
would have been better satisfied it he had gone at once :
but, as vhe voon found. her husband did not like precipitate
&ction, and It was useless to urge him to do what he did
not Tike. Tt waseasy to perceive that although he was alwayvs-
kind and courteous and considerate towards her. it was
not she who had influence with him in practical matters.
but his first wifes drother. Ralph Kingseott. He was
sapreme, and Mrs. Moncriefi—although she sat at the head
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. R
of the table, and ordered the dinter, and supervised Mofly's
stidies, amd teceived vigitors . Mrs, Monerieff wig o ciphet
in the honse, :

Ohe of Stella‘s first visitors waa Lady Valencia Gilderoy.
Pady Val lived with a widowed sisfer at a pretty little
house about five wilee from Torresmitir, and she had
known the Moherieffs fin many years,  ‘The sister, Mrs.
Lenboy, had laid aside all outward traces of widowhood,
received a good deal of company, and was one of the most
popular woman in the country cide. Lady Val was popuolat,.
also, but in a different way. She was reputed to be one of
the most skilful and shameless flirte in the County, and
Stella liked the report that shie heard of her so little, that
she half-involuntarily receivéd Lady Val with much stiff-
ness, and showerd by her manner that she had no great
desire to be a friend of hers. But Lady Vat was undismayed.
4 like the little thing, and I'm going to be friends with -
her," ghe remarked to her sister, as tﬁey drove home to-
gether after their first call; 5o she needn’t put on her

. csvompany-manners for nie, 'll soon get tid of that,”
* She's very quiet,” said Mrs. Lennox. I don't see

mch o like in her, Val. T wondet- what Alan Moncrieff
married her for.  Her pretty face, [ suppose. I thought
~he had more sense.”

“ No man has any sense whete a E)retty face is con-

cerned,” said Lady Val, decisively.  © But I think there’s
more than that in Mrs. Monerie.  She must have soine
character, 1 faney.” ;

She did not say why she thought so ; but she was think-
ing of that autwun day when she and John Hannington
had been riding side by side towards Dunkeld, and when
“the little Dundee gitl” had given John Hannington the
cut divect. She laughed to herself, but she set her teeth as
though something hurt her even while she laughed, at the
thought of Jack Hannington’s face,
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CHAPTER XVIIIL
LADY VAL’S NEWS.

WINTER came down upon the land and laid its iron grip
upon the bounding streams, upon the trees and flowers and
mossy ground ; it enveloped the hills in a winding-sheet of
snow, and hung a veil of hoar-frost over the casements of
" every house. In weather of this kind, the old and sickly

were sure to suffer. Miss Jacky was neither very weak nor
very aged, and yet she succumbed to the severity of the
cold. A bad attack of bronchitis reduced her strength very
seriously, and a heart affection, of which she had been
silently conscious for many years, put an end to her life
just when she seemed to be recovering. In January she
was carried to her last long rest, and then Stella felt her
self more than ever lonely and alone
She had failed, apparently, to win Molly’s trust and affec-
tion. The girl had been cold and unresponsive ever since
Stella became her father’s wife. It seemed as if she.owed
her stepmother a grudge which she could not forget or
forgive, and although she was not outwardly rebellious—-
for she had lost some of her childish waywardness—she
was neither companionable nor agreeable. Bertie was far
more affectionate to his stepmother than was Molly ; but
Stella saw -little of him, for Ralph Kingscott kept such
watch and ward over the lad, that he was not often to be
found, save “under surveillance.” The scheme for sending
him to England at the New Year had to be deferred, for he
caught so severe a cold during the Christmas week that it
was impossible for him to leave home, and Mr. Moncrieff
decided that he must wait for warmer weather before any
change in his manner of life was made. This fact, and Miss
Raeburn’s death, caused him also not to press Stella to go
with him to London, as he had at first intended to do ; be
- hardly liked to take her away from home, and ;IQ ought t hat
it might be as well to defer her visit to the ‘metropolis
until Molly was old enough to go and be presented at the
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same time. He himself spent a few days in town, but soon
returned to Torresmuir, where there was a magnet, the
influence of which was stronger than he knew.

Itseemed to Stella that she saw very little of her husband.
She had dreams of companionship and guidance which had
come to naught. She could not blame Alan, or think that
he acttially neglectéd her ; he was always ready to do what
she required of him, to pay calls, to drive or ride with her,
to escort her with scrupulous care to balls and dinner-
parties ; but he did not seem to seek her society, or, if he
sought it, Ralph Kingscott was always by to offer his’com-
panionship, and thrust himself into their company. It
seemed to Stella that Ralph hinted continually that Alan
would be dull with her alone ; that he needed a man’s com-
panionship, and that a woman could not interest him. Time .
after time he diverted Alan’s attention from her, or—as she
occasionally found out—misrepresented her. wishes, and
prevented her husband from accompanying her when she
went out. Yet it was impossible for Stella to protest, to
explain; ifever she tried to do so, Alan immediately sus——
pected some attack upon Ralph Kingscott, proceeding
from feminine spite and jealousy, and silenced her at once.
She could only feel a vague consciousness of disappoint-
ment in her married life; she knew not why: She said to
herself that as long as Ralph Kingscott remained in the
house she could never be happy; but there seemed no
prospect of Ralph’s removal. Even when Bertie went away
it was arranged that he should remain—to act as Mr.

- MoncriefPs secretary and look after the estate. His look of
satisfaction whene\ler he had managed to allure Alan from
her side used to m:}ke Stella sick at heart.

The spring came on apace, and with one of the earliest
fine days Lady Valencia Gilderoy made her appearance at
Torresmuir. She hald not visited it of late, and, in spite of
Stella’s want of friepdly feeling for her at first Slght Lady
Val’s calls had beep very much missed by Mrs. Moncrieff.
Lady Val was so pright, so full of energy, so amusing, that
Stella had been dttracted half against -her will. And she ~
was unfeignedly glkd therefore, to see her visitor.

¢ Why, how whit you look!” cried Lady Val, as she
came in, rosy with exereise, her dark eyes sparklmg, her
riding-habit neatly tuc up in one hand. ¢ You’'ve been
sitting indoors too much, Mrs. Moncrieff. I wouldn’t allow
that if I were your husband.” -
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¢ Alan is away,” said Stella, with a faint smile. < And
Molly and Bertie are out together somewhere. I hada
headache, I believe, and wanted to be lazy.” -

Lady Val nodded significantly. T

“ A headache! I've no doubt of it. I should think
Molly keeps your hands full. She’s a troublesome monkey.
I know her of old.”

The color came at once to Stella’s cheek. ¢ She is a very
dear girl,” the stepmother :responded, warmly.

“ She is a very pretty one, Mrs. Moncrieff. And she
looks as old as you do yourself—especially since she has
taken to long dresses and elaborate coils of hair. A girl of
that sort attracts admirers very soon.”

Again there was that significance in Lady Valencia’s
voice. Mrs. Moncrieff drew herself up with a slight, un-

conscious air of dxgmty

1 dare. say,” she answered, with some stiffness of
manner. And then, with a relaxmg smile, ¢ Poor Molly 1s
hardly to blame for that, Lady Valencia.”

¢ My dear creature, dxd I say that she was to blame? ”
cried Lady Val. “ Do excuse me, Mrs. Moncrieff. I don’t
wish to be rude, or to take liberties; but you see I have
known Molly all her life, and I can’t help feeling interested
in her. I know you will hate me if I say what I came
intending to say; and’ yet I don’t know what else to do. -
You wouldn’t rather that I went straight to Mr. Moncneﬂ”
would you?”

Stella looked at her in dismay. Do you mean that
" there is anything to be told—anything wrong? ”’ she asked.

¢ It may not be wrong ; it may be all right,” said Lady
Val, brusquely. ¢ All I can tell is, that people will soon
begin to gossip, if they have not begun already. To ask

~ a plain question—is Molly engaged to be married?”

"¢ Molly ! sheis only a child. Certainly not.”

¢ A child ! Well, she’s a.very big child, Mrs. Moncrieff.
She is seventeen, isn’t she ? Not much youriger than your-
self, you know, after all. And if she isn’t erigaged it is
time that somebody looked after her, for I don’t think she’s
able to look after herself.”

¢ You mean,” said Stella, changmg color sensitively,
that I am not lookmg after her? ”

“ I don’t mean anything of the kind. Everybody knows

that you area model stepmother. But—do you know Tom-
garrow ? ”’ . '

-
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¢ The little half-deserted village up the hill? Yes, I go
there  sometimes to see old Mrs. Cameron. What about
It ? ”

¢ And you send V[olly up sometimes to see Mrs. Came-

ron, don’t you?” said Lady Val, with a shrewd look.

« Well, I wouldn’t send her there agaxn——a.lone——xf I were
you. That’s all. I felt it my duty to give you that hint,
although, as I said, I know you’ll hate me for doing so.”

“ You must tell'me more than this? I must know what
you mean,’”’ cried Stella, suddenly turning very white. ‘It
is not fair to give me a mere hint of this sort and say no
more: a

“ Yes, it is,” Lady Val answered, not unkindly. ¢ There
is, perhaps, no reason why I showld say anything at all.
I am sorry to make you uncomfortable, Mrs. Moncrieff,
but I only want to put you on your guard with Miss Molly.
Both these children want well looking after, I assure you,
as, no doubt, you have found. I would not have come if
I had not felt sure that the truth would be reaching your
ears before long in some more disagreeable form. Itis
better that it should come from me.”

“ The truth! What truth? Oh, Lady Valencia, do
speak plainly.”

“ T don’t want to say too much,” said Lady Val, rising
and gathering up her skirts again, as if she wanted to get
away as quickly as possible, ¢ but I did want to say some-
thing. If pretty Molly has got a lover, there is no reason
why it should be anything for you to alarm yourself about.
Only, in my opinion, it would be better that he skou/d
meet her at proper times and in proper places, instead of
waiting behind broken walls or in plantations, and wander-
ing about with her over the moor. Tomgarrow—that’s
the meeting-place, Mrs. Moncrieff ; and in telling you that,
Iam almost inclined to believe that I am doing a mean
action.”

“ Do you know who—who—it is ?” said Stella, in dis-
may. Lady Val looked at her very kindly.

“ It’'s an old acquaintance of mine, Mrs. Moncrieff ; I
might say an old friend, only I don’t think that his actions
have been particularly friendly. That's why I don’t like
to go much further in my revelations. No, I won’t tell
. you his name. I shall leave you to make your own inqui- -

ries. You will easily learn the truth now that you have a
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" suspicion of it. Good-bye, and behg.we’fne, I'm very sorry
to be the bearer of such disagreeablé news.”

‘¢ I ought to be very much obliged to you. »

« But you’re not ; and I don’t expect you to be obliged
to me ]ust yet. You will be, by and by, and I can wait.
Why, you're all in a tremble, poor little woman. Don’t be
afraid ; Molly’s skittish, but she’s got no vice in her, as we
say of horses.  Good- bye, and don’t forget Tomgarrow.”

She hurried away, divining that Stella would like to be
alone ; but she did not guess the action upon which Mrs.
Moncneﬂ' instantly resolved as soon as her visitor was
gone. Indeed, Lady Val had not yet formed a just esti-
mate of Stella’s character. She thought her amiable, engag-
ing, kind ; but she did not give her credit for much energy
of will or keen perception of mind. She would have
been amazed, indeed, if she had seen the rapidity with
which Sta?a arrived that afternoon at a conclusion, and
the decisiveness with which she -acted upon it.

In five minutes after Lady Val’s departure, Stella was
walking quickly up the road which led to the tiny and
half-deserted hamlet of which her visitor had spoken. It
did not lie close to the road, but was reached either by a
steep and narrow lane running at right angles to the high-
way, or by the fields which surrounded it. The inhabi-
tants had for the most part deserted it ; many of them had .
emigrated and left their houses empty ; some of the build-
ings had been devastated by fire, and the broken walls
only remained to show where once had been a home. A
few of the older folks still clung to their dwellings ; these
were mostly aged Gaelic-speaking men or women, who had
not had the heart to leave the place whence their younger .
relatives had departed. They maintained themselves by
working in' the fields from time to time, and by cultivating
their little patches of garden ;- but their number was gra-
dually dwindling, and the peaf smoke fose from very few
of the gaunt stone cottages, and the weeds grew rank and
wild in the deserted squares of garden, and over the mould-
ering walls. Thesite of the place was very beautiful, and
the women who lived there were distinguished by the
Highland softness of speech and courtliness of manner
" which are eminently characteristic of their race. Hitherto
it had been alwaysta pleasure to Stella to visit them, and
to convey little gifts to them cither by her own hands or
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by those of her stepdaughter. She remembered with dis-
may that she had that very afternoon asked Molly to take
some tea to the old women, and Molly had replied very
readily that she wanted a walk and would be glad to go.
Stella remembered too that a quick glance of mutual un-
derstanding had then passed between the eyes of Molly .
and of her uncle Ralph—and that Bertie also had given
his sister a quick, significant look. She had scarcely noticed
this at the moment, but seen by the light of Lady Val’s
subsequent warning it assumed large proportions in her
eyes. Were Mr. Kingscott and Bertie in the secret—if
secret there were—of Molly’s clandestine meetings with
her lover? And who could this lover be ? Surely, she was
inclined to say to herself, surely Lady Val must have been "
mistaken! She must have mistaken some casual meeting
with a friend for an assignation—of which Molly was as
innocent as a baby. Molly—so young, so pretty, appa-
rently so frank? It could not be.

As Stella toiled up the lane that led her to Tomgarrow,
she could not but remember, however, the warning that her
husband had given her respecting Molly’s tendencies. She
had not believed that he was right; she had almost for-
gotten what he said. She had trusted Molly entirely—
foolish, weak, careless guardian of Molly’s youth, she
called herself as she thought of it. Oh, why had she not .
done her duty better ?

Thus reproaching herself, she reached Tomgarrow, and
there a full sense of the difficulty of her errand rushed
upon her. After all, why had she come ? It was not likely
that Molly would be in the village now. But she might
as well ask at one of the cottages if Miss Moncrieff had
been there that afternoon. And. even as: she thought of
this, and hesitated for a moment as to the course that she
had better take, the sound of voices—of a laugh—Tell
oddly upon her ear. She turned instinctively in the
direction of the sound. ‘v -

A high wall that had once belonged to a house stood
before her, blocking.up the view. She skirted it slowly,
still listening for the voices which now were still. Coming
out on the other side, she saw two figures leaning against
the.wall as if sheltering from the cold East wind. A wide
sunshiny “tract- of country lay before them ; their backs
were to the other habitations, and not another living crea-

°
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ture was in sight. Molly Moncrieff was smiling up into
the face of a tall, dark man, who had put his arm round
her, and was holding her to his breast. It seemed as if he
had been going to kiss her; but when Stella appeared at
the extremity of the sheltering Wall he quitted his hold of
the girl somewhat abruptly.

No wonder that he was startled. No wonder, perhaps,
that she was even mdre startled than himself, for in the
person of Molly’s lovér she saw the man whom she her-
self had once dreamed _of marrying, the man who had cast
her off because she was not rich enough for him to choose,
the unscrupulous fortune-hunter—John Hannington. .

CHAPTER XIX.
MOLLY’S wboER.

Morry, who did not see Stella at once—not, indeed until

"Hannington’s sudden change of expression showed her

that there was something wrong—turned sharply round
and uttered a cry.of positive rage.

“ There! I.told you so!” she exclaimed. ¢ She is
always spymg after me—watching me—prying into all my
affairs | - And now she has followed me here. Oh, what
shall T do? Jack, dear Jack, save me from her! I know
that she’ll betray us!”’ - And the girl hid her face on Mr.
Hannington’s shoulder, and clung to him, as if she feared
that Stella would drag her away by force.

« Don’t be afraid, my darling !”” said Hannington. Was
it Stella’s fancy, or ‘did his eyes light up with a gleam of
‘positive triumph, his lips curl with a vindictive smile?
Mrs. Moncrieff is the last person to do us an injury; you

‘may depend upon that.” 'And he calmly raised his hat from

his head with an dssumption of elaborate courtesy which
could scarcely, under the circumstances, have been
-genuine.

Stella came forward, her face pale, but resolute

« Molly,” she said, quletly ¢ you know very well that
I wish only for your good Come away with me, and you
_can explain to me afterwards what all this means. Mr.
Hanunington w1ll also, no doubt, explain to Mr. Mon-
crleﬂ'—lf he can.’ -
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She looked at Hannington with defiance and mistrust in
_ her eyes, which he could not fail to understand.

“ I shall explain it when necessary,” said he, coolly;
¢ but I shall probably take my own time for doing so, Mrs.
Moncrieff.” S

¢ My husband will be home to-night. I shall of course
tell him what I have seen and heard.”

John Hannington smiled a little, but did not speak.
Molly tore herself away from his encircling arm, and faced
her stepmother valiantly.

“ You-won’t really do that, will you!” she said. It
isn’t fair—indeed is isn’t fair of you! There’s no harm in
my meeting John—Mr. Hannington—and I don’t see why
anybody need—need—make a fuss about it.”

“ If there is no harm in it, Molly, then thereis noreason’

why your father should not hear.” :

Molly suddenly burst into tears. Mr. Hannington
. caught her hand and drew her towards him. ‘ Don’t cry,
little one,” he said, ‘ there’s nothing to -be afraid about.
I don’t think you need fear-Mrs. Moncrieff, even. When
she recollects some little episodes in her own life she may
not feel inclined to be so hard upon you.”

“ I have nothing to be ashamed of, Mr. Hannington,”
said Stella, flushing to the very roots of her golden hair!
But her old lover only laughed slightly and turned aside.

‘“ Run away home, Molly,” he said, kissing the girl’s
forehead lightly, and giving her hand a squeeze, I
want to have a little chat with Mrs. Moncrieff, and I think
we shall manage to arrange the matter.”

‘ Yes, Molly, go home,” said Stella, quietly. ¢ I want

a little conversation with Mr. Hannington, too.”

‘“ Why should I go?” Molly murmured, rebelliously ;
but a look and a word from John Hannington sent her off
without delay. He had evidently,.found a way of ruling
her mutinous spirit. She turned and took the pathacross
the fields—it was the nearest way home, but also the least
~frequented. Stella looked after her with doubtful eyes;
the afternoon was tolerably far advanced, and she scarce-
ly knew whether to let the girl go home alone. Mr..
Hannington interpreted, and replied to her glance.

“ You need not be afraid for her. She has an escort at
hand. . Some one is waiting for her at the stile.”

‘“ Some one ?- Bertie?” . :

¢ T believe so.”

[
2
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Then he is implicated too. He has been deceiving us,
and Molly too! Oh! what will their father say 2 ” anda
look of such real distress came into Stella’s eyes that Han-
nington exerted himself not to let her think matters worse
than they really were.

« No,” he said, «“I don’t think you need disturb your-
self about Bertie. I don’t think he knew I was here. . He
let Molly come up to the cottages alone; because he ‘said
that he was not fond of old women. No, itis on Molly
alone,. Mrs. Moncrieff, and my unworthy self, - that your
anger must fall.”

Stella gave him a reproachful look. “1I have good
reason not to trust you much,” she said, slowly ; “but I
did not think that you would seek out Molly, of all people
in the world, fo turn %er head by your attentions, and
thén—perhaps—to break her heart .

“ As T did yours ? ” said Hannington, coolly. ¢ Is‘that
what you mean to imply, Mrs. Moncrieff? I must say that
I never saw any signs of a broken heart about you ; you
consoled yourself very speedily, I remember. And.
besides, you talk as if I acted without motives. I have
no particular wish to turn heads and break hearts, 1 assure
you. - But for unfortunate circumstances—upon which:wc
need not enter at present—I should have been only too
happy. to make you my wife. As it is, I have every inten-
tion of asking Miss Moncrieff to take the vacant place as
speedily as possible.”

- ¢“That child? ”

¢ Not so much younger than you were when you phght—'
ed your troth to me at Balmerino. Have you forgotten
that 2Tt is not two years ago.”

¢ 1 wonder that you dare to recall it,” said Stella; her
wrath suddenly flashing out against him. “A gent}eman
would be ashamed to do so.”

Hannington shrugged his shoulders. ¢ It is ea.sytto -call
names,” he said. “ Ishould never have recalled it to your
mind if you had not thTust your presence upon mie unin-
vited—you will excuse the freedom with which I speak,
T hope? Thereis really nothingfor you to excite your-
self about, Mrs. Moncrieff. Your stepdaughter -is very
pretty ; I admu-e her exceedingly, and we are "véry good
friends. A little harmless flirtation will not do her any
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“ 1t must cease at once. I do not wish to consider
whether it will do her harm or not.”

“Well, it shall cease. In fact, it Zaes ceased—as flirta-
tion. Molly has consented to be my wife.”

*“ And you dared to win her affection without consulting
her father first? ”

““ You were not quite so'anxious that yoxs father should
be consulted before I won yours, Stella.”

“Mr. Hannington, I am Alan MoncriefPs wife, and I
am surprised that you should forget it so far as to insult

Mr. Hannington laughed again. “ Come, he said,’
don’t be so hot, Stella. I didn’t mean ‘to insult you in
the least. I am very glad indeed that you are Moncrieff’s
wife, and hope that years of uninterrupted prospenty lie
before you. Moncrieff is rather a stiff old fellow, isn’t he ?
A little apt to be over-punctilious—a trifle jealous and
suspicious? That used to be his character, I know, when
his first wife was alive.”

“ I wished to speak to you ahout Miss Moncrieff, not
about my husband, Mr. Hannington.”

“Very well. Then we will speak about Miss Mon-
crieff,” said the man beside her, his voice assuming the
hard tone which always characterised it when he was
annoyed. “I will tell you my intentions respecting Miss
Moncrieff, and I will leave it to yourself to decide on your
own future course. Molly is very fond of me, as no
doubt you have seen, and any opposition will only make
her more determined to follow her own will. As I said
before I have asked her to marry me. Sheis young; I
have no especial wish to marry her at once; therefore I
should prefer to have no formal engagement for the present.
All I want zow,is admittance to your house, permission
to see her now and then, and your assistance in gradually
inducing Mr. Moncrieff to consent to the marriage. That
is all.”

“ And do you think that Mr. Moncrieff will ever consent
to it when he knows that you have persuaded his daughter
to meet you here in a clandestine way, and have made
love to her already without his permission?”

“ No, I don’t,” wasthe frank reply. ¢ But then, I don’t
want him to know anything about it, don’t you see?.
Nobody will tell him, if you don't.”

“But I must! Ishall!”
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“Just so. And if you do, are you under the impression
that I shall not defend myself?”

He faced her as he spoke. The light of day was grow-
ing dim, and made his countenance look pallid, but 1t did
not conceal the dark and almost malevolent expression
that crossed his features, nor the sardonic glitter of his
dark eyes. As Stella stood and looked at him, she
wondered what glamour there had ever been thrown over
this man to make him rank high in her esteem.

. “I do not know how you can defend yourself ” she said,
after a little pause.

. “ It would be easy, Mrs. Moncrieff, to defend myself by
playing on some very well-known characteristics of your
hushand. It would be easy to say that you—like many

" another stepmother—were anxious to put the worst inter-
pretation on anything that Molly said or did. It would
be easy to say that I had met Miss Moncrieff seldom, and
only by accident, and that I had not said anything which
need cause him anxiety.”

“ Not easy for a man of honor—not easy if you spoke
the truth!” .

Hannington bowed with sarcastic composure. ¢ It
would be a case of hard swearing, perhaps, but a man’s
honor allows him to tell lies, in order to protect the
woman that he loves, Mrs. Moncrieff. As for me, I love
Molly, and I shall do my best to win her. There would
be nothing at all remarkable in Moncrieff’s eyes in your
opposition to the marriage if I hinted to him that you had
had a previous attachment, and that no woman likes to
see herself supplanted—and so on—he would be ready
enough to believe that you found it impossible to be
magnanimous—no doubt—and it would be a pleasant little
piece of news to hear, perhaps, that his wife had once
written very pretty and affectionate loveletters before her
marriage to,another man!”

To do Hannington justice, he did not intend to ca.rry
his threat into execution, but the look of white terror that
came into Stella’s face showed him that he had hit upon a
very effectual method of managing her. At least, so it
appeared to him just then. He had half expected to hear
that Mr. Moncrieff had already been told of Stella’s former
attachment, and that it was for this reason that Mr.
Moncrieff had of late shown himself so little friendly with




Hannington. But a look at/Stella’s face made him see his
mistake. For a moment shg was mute, but he read in her
eyes that such a revelafion pf her past would be disastrous-
indeed for her. :

¢ You would not tell_h#m that?” she murmured, almost
gelow her breath. She was too much startled to be pru-

ent.

« But indeed I would. So you have not told him your-

seld, I see? Well, you were wise. He is a man who -

never forgives—never trusts again where he has been once ’
deceived.”

“ But I never deceived him !”

“Oh, no ; I did not say that you ever did. The story
is of very little importance after all. Only if you interfere
with my plan, Mrs. Moncrieff, I shall take care to let him
know the reason ; that is all. Let me have my own way
about Molly, or I will send him your letters. You can
choose.”- . . B

“ He would not read them!”

“Oh, yes,.he would.”

“You do not know him as I do.”

Hannington only smiled. “ Suppose he did not read
them then. Suppose he burned them unread! Would he
not always remember that there was something which he
might have read?. Would he be very likely to trust you
again? Perhaps you dorn’t care for his trust; if so, that
is all right, and I stand aside abashed; but if you do—as
a friend I would recommend that you kept those letters
out of his hands ; that is all.” . )

Again there was a silence. He watched her white,
quivering face with a faint, furtive smile; he felt very
‘certain that he would ultimately gain his point.

«It is growing late,” he said at last, “and this is a
matter which possibly requires a little consideration.,
Perhaps you would rather give me your answer to-morrow,
Mrs. Moncrieff ? I take it for granted that you won’t spring
the matter on your husband the moment he comes home
to-night? That would be rather too unkind. To-morrow
afternoon, shall we say ?” g
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CHAPTER XX.
¢ ONLY ONE WEEK |”

STELLA consented to the delay. Itseemed to her that
it would be better to talk to Molly before doing anything
else, and that perhaps Molly’s own anxiety to clear herself
from double dealing might simplify the matter. So she
said very gravely that she would postpone further conver-
sation till the morrow ¢ And then,” queried Hannington,
“ will you meet me here ?” :

She hesitated, and her lip quivered. It seemed to her
almost as if she partook of Molly’s blameworthiness, as if
she would be deceiving Alan Moncrieff by consenting to
meet John Hannington in private. But there was no other
way out-of the difficulty. She felt that she must speak
to Molly before deciding whether to tell her father or
ignore the whole affair, and in that case she must see Mr.
Hannington again. And so, very reluctantly, she con-
sented to meet him next day at five o’clock in the after-
noon.

Then she turned her face sadly homewards, and arrived
at Torresmuir only just in time to dress for dinner and to
meet her husband, who was inclined to express surprise at
her being out so late—even for the sake of the people
who lived at Tomgarrow. The dinner was a tolerably.
cheerful one, in spite of the weight that lay so heavily
upon the hearts of certain persons present. Alan was in
an unusually lively mood, and- entertained the party with
some racy stories which he had learned during his recent
visit to Edinburgh. © Ralph Kingscott was always ready to
attune himself to his brother-in-law’s mood, though on this
occasion he looked a trifle uneasy now and then, and cast
some furtive, anxious glances at Mrs. Moncrieff and his
niece. Stella, eager to hide her own discomfort, laughed
and talked with the others, and Molly, with eyes and cheeks
aflame, was full of almost hysterical mirth. It was only
Bertie who seemed to suffer, and what he had to do with.the
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matter Stella could not divine. He sat almost silent, white
and downcast, scarcely touching food, and so depressed in
manner that even his father, not usually observant, turned
and asked him whether anything was wrong, whether he
did not feel well, or had been annoyed in any way. There
was nothing the matter with him, Bertie replied, with an
involuntary twitching of the lip and a crimson blush which
made his father look at him anxiously for a moment or
two.  And then Alan Moncrieff sighed, knitted his brow,
and went on with his stories.as cheerily as ever. They
had seldom seen him so jubilant.

Of course Stella did not get a chance of speaking to
Molly all the evening. But at night, when. Alan and
Ralph had gone to the smoking-room, she made her way
to Molly’s pretty bedroom—a place which Mrs. Moncrieff
had never penetrated since her marriage—and would not
be sent away. Molly, with her ruddy gold hair all down
her back in a magnificent mane, was writing a letter at her
writing-table. She covered it up with a sheet of blotting-
paper, and pushed it away when Stella entered the room.

“Won't you let me speak to you, Molly?” said Stella, -
rather sadly.

‘I don’t see what you can nave to say,” was Molly’s
hot response. “I am not a baby—not a child that you
can coerce, Mrs. Moncrieff. I am a woman, and I wxll
not be interfered with.”

The petulance of her tone was rather childish than
womanly. My dear,” said Stella, “I do not want to
interfere. But your father has surely a right to know that
his daughter’s heart has been won—or rather that some-
body has tried to win it. I am quite sure that the most
honorable way would have been to go to your father
first.”

‘“ Have you told him?”

¢ No—not yet.”

*“Then you mean to betray me? I never thought that
you were so false.” -

‘“False, Molly? What falsity is there in telling your
“father that Mr. Hannington wishes to make you his wife ?
That is the truth, is it not?”’

“Yes,” said Molly, hanging her head and blushmg
hotly.

“Then why should he or you be ashamed to say so?”
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“We are not ashamed,” smd Molly, lifting her head.
* But w e_._.\vc*werc-—afrald

* What were you afraid of?”

*“Papa is sure to say that I am so young!”

“You are not very old are you, Molly?”

* And Jack is poor.”

A sort of stab cgaSSCd through Stella’s heart. It was not
that she regretted the loss of John Hannington, but the
old pain began to throb when she heard him spoken of
familiarly,

“If he is poor, dear, how does he mean to maintain
you?”

I shall have money; I am rich enough for us both,”
said Molly, proudly.

“And if he were marrying you only because you were
rich, what then, Molly 2’

The girl flamed out at once in indignant rage.

“You have no right to say so. Jack is not a fortune-
hunter ! she cried. ““He is noble, good, and generous
in every way, and I will not hear a word against him.”

If he is so yoble and good, why did he not come to
your father before trying to win your heart, Molly ?” said
Stella, rather moumfully “Was it right, do you thmk
that he should gain your confidence, your affection, in thns
unauthorised wa)? And how long were you to go on
deceiving us?”

“ There was no deception about it. Ilove him and he
loves me; there was no necessxty for us to take all the
world into our confidence.”

 Not all the world, but your father, Molly. It was not
n@ht, and you know it. What are we to do now? "

« How—what do you mean?”

“Am I to tell your father what I have heard an}l seen?
or will you tell ‘ham all about it? or will Mr. Hannington
come to see kim? "

« Neither,” was Molly’s petulant answer, as she turned
her shoulder sulkily to the questioner.

“Then will you give him up? ”

<1 don’t know how you can ask me such a question,
Mrs. Moncrieff!”

« One of these three ways must be chosen, Molly,” sald
Stella, rather wearily. ¢ Indeed I do not want to have to
tell your father the story ; you had better tell him yourself,
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or induce Mr. Hannington to do so; or—better still,
perhaps—give him up altogether—at any rate, until you
are older.” - -

But at these words Molly burst into passionate tears,
It was impossible to get her to listen amy longer,” and
Stella at last quitted the room, telling her very gravely that
a decision musf be reached before twenty-four hours had
passed, and that she had bctter resolve at once to inform
her father of John Hannington’s desire to marry her, and
risk his anger rather than deceive him any longer.

She sought another interview with Molly next morning,
but the girl would not listen to reason, and shut herself up
in her own room, refusing even to see_her stepmother.
Stella received a little note from her in the middle of the
day, containing these words only—*‘1I can ncver, never
give him up ; it is too much toask of me. If he likes to
speak to papa, he can ; and if not'Qu may do your worst.”
Do her worst! The expression wounded Stella sorely.
Was she not trying hard to do what was.best for Molly—
and even for John Hannington ?

She had some difficulty in making her way to Tomgarrow
at the appointed time ; but, fortunately, the visitors who
arrived inopportunely at four o’clock did not stay very
long, and she reached her rendezvous at a quarter-past
five. She found Mr. Hannington looking remarkably
patient and at ease; he was leaning against the wall-smok-
ing a cigar, and greeted her with an affable remark about
the weather. hE

"¢« Beautiful day, is it not, Mrs. Moncrieff? I began to
be afraid that you were not coming.”

Stella took no apparent notice of this remark. But her
eye glowed as she said, quietly. :

“I hope you have made up your mind to go to Mr.
Moncrieff yourself, Mr. Hanhington.”

“No, indeed, I have not. It is the last thing I intend
to do at present,” said Hannington. He did not look at
her as he spoke ; it was the only sign of grace he showed
—he was a little ashamed to look into her face.

“Your watchword seems to be ‘Secresy,’” said Stella,
bitterly. I remember that once before you asked a girl
not to tell her friends of your professions of attachment.
Are you anxious to ascertain the amount of Miss Mon-
crieff’s fortune before you declare yourself?
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“ I know all about Miss Moncrieff's fortune, thank you.
I have my own reasons for keeping silence:"

I know you too well to suppose that they are good
ones."” :

“You do me too much honor.” said Hannington,
“sarcastically.  * You scem to have given a good deal of -
attention to my character.” )

* How can you speak in that way—that heartless way?
cried Stella, the tears rising to her eyes in spite of her
efforts to check them. * Surely you have a better self—
the self that I thought I knew in days gone by ? Was I
altogether mistaken ?  Is it really true that you care only
to amuse yourself, or to gain something for yourself? At
- any rate, if you did not care to spare me, you might spate
“poor Molly—her father's only daughter, a motherless gitl,
*inocent and loving and inexperienced ! Have a little pity
upon her ; don’t win her heart and throw itaway ! If you
do not vare for her, it can be no real trouble to you to give
herup.  She will soon forget you—tor she is only a child
—and you will make her life utterly miserable if you
persist ! % ; . )

** You are delightfully flattering, Mrs. Moncrieff, You
don’t know how much you tell me about your own feelings
while you plead for Molly. And you are quite wrong
about Molly. too. She is not such a child as you fancy ;
and 1 do care for her. I assure you that I do love her.
and I mean to make her my wife.”

** Certainly : make her your wife if you can win her.
But do it openly : go to Mr. Moncricff.”

* In my own time and my own way.”

* Unless you speak to him at once, you must not mect
Molly again.” sad Stella, bravely. although she felt as if
she were spending her strength in vain,  ** It cannot be
allowed.  She sAa/Z not carry on any secret intercourse or
correspondence with vou : I shall prevent it.”

“ You will have a hard task; Molly is a clever little
soul.™

* I shall tell Mr. Moncrieff, then.”

“Oh, w0, you won't do that,” said Hannington, with a
smile, “ because—you know the penalty.”

* I cannot help it said Stella, turning pale, but stand-
ing her ground courageously. ** This thing must not go
on.”
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** You mean that you do not object,” said her companion
slowly, * to my sending copies of the letters which you
once wrote me to your husband ? " .

*“Object! I do object, of course,” Stella answered,
clasping her hands tightly together in her agony of pain
and fear. 1 dare not think of it; but it cannot be
helped. I must do right.”

Hannington laughed. He was really a little touched,
but he did not wish to bettay the fact. * My dear Mrs.
Moncrieff you are making much ado about nothing,” he
said, almost kindly. “I have not the least desire to
destroy your domestic happiness, and you know it would
be destroyed once and for all if I showed your husband
those little documents, unless you had previously confessed
their existence, which it scems you have not-done ! Butif
you cross my path I must take mcasures to protect myself.
Let us comptomise the matter a little. If, at the end of a
week I have not spoken to Mr. Moncrieff and formally
proposed for Molly’s hand, #%e¢n tell him what you choose.
Grant me a week's respite, and I'll reserve the letters—
perhaps I will even burn them ; but give me a week.”

“ A week—why a week ? "’ said Stella, hesitatingly.

¢ For deliberation—consideration of my affairs ; all that
sort of thing. Just one wecek—and then the whole thing
shall be cleared up.” .

“ Will you promise not to see Molly during that time? ”

Hannington reflected. “ Well,” he said, with some
reluctance, “ I will promise if you desire it. Yes, Mrs,
Moncrieff, I promise.”

Stella sighed. I don’t know,” she said, ‘whether I
ought to yield this point; but if you will promise not to
see her again, nor write, and at the end of the week to
speak to Mr. Moncrieff, I will keep silence—until then—
but only until then!"” )

I will not see her again. I will not write, unless my
letters go through the authorities’ hands. I will let Mr.
Moncrieff know everything by the end of the week. Isn’t
that enough?” said Hannington, laughing rather oddly.
‘*“What a diplomatist you would make, Stella! Come,
you need not be offended,” he continued, as he saw her
color and frown. “ You gave me permission to call you
Stella once, you know.” g :

Was it by design that he said those words so clearly?
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not see Molly for the next few days. You cansend letters

to her, you say, if you send them through the higher-

authorities—of whom I am surely one! I'll-take your
letters, Jack. Trust them to me.

“You!”

“Yes ; ; by virtue of my relationship. ¢Save through
the higher powers,” you said. Well, am I not one of them ?
Have I no claim to be consxdered? I am Molly’s uncle,
and—'gad! I mean to have a hand in her fate.” &

Hannington uttered a short, reluctant laugh. - “ So you
will take charge of our letters? You approve of my suit?
Come, - Kingscott, tell the truth ; why do you take this
kindly interest in two romantic lovers? What do you
hope to get out of us?”

¢ Well,” said Kingscott, modestly, “ I think I may hope
for a fair share of gratitude.”

« Translated, I suppose, into L. s. d.?”

“You put it rather coarsely, Jack. I should certainly
like to see Molly married to a friend of my own.”

. ¢ may put it coarsely, but itis just as well to be frank,”
said Mr. Hannington. ‘ You will not have free quarters
in my house, if I marry Molly, as you have had at Torres-

muir.’ -

“Tt is kind of you to forewarn me,” said Kingscott,
with equal coolness, “ but unnecessary ; because I mean
‘to go in for a little independence before long. I am tired
of humoring Moncrieff and bowing down before Madam
Stella; I am tired of bear-leading ahd keeping guard. I
am going to London before long—-but I want an income
—small it may be, but secure.”

He kept his eye watchfully on Hannington as hé spoke.

“Do you think that you will get one from me? ”said
Hannington, sneering.

¢ Oh, no. I don’t count on such generosity from you,
Jack. Stlll it occurred to me that 'if I could assist youw
now, and if my assistance were worth anything, you might
find it pay you to promise me-a little regular help in the
future. Fifty poungs a year or so would not hurt you—
when you have the handling of Molly’s fortune, you know.”

“You are sure about that fortune? ” said his friend, a
little uneasily. “She gets it at her marriage?»

“Of course.” Kingscott smiled/in a rather unpleasant

manner. ‘“No doubt of tha.t,/y dear fellow ; no doubt

/
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at all. I thought you had examined the will for yourself
under which she inherits ?”

“No, I hadn’t time. I am taking it on trust. If you
deceive me

¢ Now, really, Jack, isit to my interest to deceive you? »
What should I gain by it? I want to further your happi- -
ness in every possible way. It is folly of you to harbor
these suspicions of my good faith.”

Hanmngton threw back his head scornfully. ¢ Your
good faith is so very much to be relied on! Don’tyou
suppose 1 have heard the stories current at Homburg
and Monte Carlo? Don’t I know that there are places in
London where you daren’t show the_tip of your nose?
What reason have I to pin my trust on you, I should like
to know? Why, it is one of the greatest drawbacks Molly
will have to contend with when she goes into the world
—if it is ever known that she is'Ralph Kingscott’s niece.”

“Don’t try me too far, Hannington.” Even in the dim
light it could be seen that Kingscott’s lips were white,
and that his pale cheek was twitching with anger or agita-
tion. ‘“ No need torake up old stories. They were mostly
lies—and they have been forgotten long ago. Besides
—you are not blameless yourself.”

‘1 may have played high, and lost a good bit on the turf
at one time or another,” said Hannington, sharply, ¢ but
upon my soul, I swear I never cheated at cards.”

Kingscott- made a passionate gesture, as if he would
have struck the man that taunted him ; then he drew back
his hand, with a look of almost inconceivable malignity.
“No,” he muttered, more to himself than to his compa-
nion ; “no—not yet. Some other way.” Then, aloud
and with recovered dignity, he said, calmly—

“Your insulting language is only pardonable whenl .
consider that youare in a difficulty, and in trouble of
mind, Hannington. On that ground I am ready to over-
look it, and to continue the offer of my services in your
little love affair. Remember that without me you are
helpless.”

¢ Bertie is on my side, I believe. He has brought his sis-
ter here several times. Bertie is on the side that I tell him
to take. Bertie is under my thumb. He is too much
afraid of some of his little money transactions coming to
his father’s ears to disobey me. He will dask my permis-
ston for anything he does.”

-
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¢ And is Mally obedient? ”

¢ Molly is not obedient at all. You will find that out if
you marry her. Do you want m€ to do anything for you,
or do you not?”

—Hannington smoked steadily for some moments without
answermg\ But" when he spoke it was with'' unusual
_decision. ,>J/ i

_¢Yes 2 he said, «“1 do.”

« Letters, I suppose? ”

¢ Letters of course.’

‘ And—any other arrangement ? ”

Again Hannington was silent. There was ewdently
some doubt, some sort of struggle going on in his mind.

¢ Look here, Kingscott,” he said at length. “You
must excuse me if I spoke hastily just now. I am—as
you guessed—in some trouble—some perplexity ; the fact
is, I hardly know what to say or do next. I'm regularly
done for—up a tree—this time ; and one is naturally a
bit short-tempered at such a conjuncture.”

¢ Oh, of course. Don’t think of it, old felow. What’s
wrong? " .

“You don’t suppose,” said Hannington, who seemed
incapable that evening of pursuing a conversation in any
connected manner, ¢ that Moncrieff would give his consent
to his daughter’s early marriage ?”

“No, I do not.”

“1 cannot afford to wait,” said the young man, almost
as if he were ashamed of the confession.

“Then don’t wait,” returned Kingscott, smllmg

“What—make a* bolt of it?” -

¢“Why not?”

¢ Molly would never consent.”

““You don’t know much of girls if you really think so.
The romance of the thing would delight her.”

¢ And what would Moncrieff say ?”

“He would storm and rave, no doubt. But he would
give in’

¢ And even if he did not give in, there is no mistake about
Molly’s money, I suppose? I could touch it at once? I
don’t want to make ducks and drakes of it; butit would be
a convemence to get a few hundreds into one s own hands
just now.”

“I have no doubt it would,” said Kingscott to himself,
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and his mouth expanded in such 2 malicious grin that if
Hannington could have seen it in the darkness itmight have
startled him. But he could not see his companion’s face
for the shadows that had fallen fast about them. And
after a pause, Ralph answered in a tone of suave convic-
tion: *“There is no mistake that I am aware of. Molly’s
fortune will come into her hands and her Rusband’s hands
on hermarriage, if that takes place before she is twenty-one.
So long as she is in a good temper and a generous mood,
you never need fear poverty.> The world will have 1its say
in the matter; it will call you a fortune-hunter ; but I sup-.
pose you don’t mind that?” : : .

«Not a whit,” said Hannington, witha laugh. “Nothing
succeeds like success.”

«If you have a clear conscience,” continued Ralph, ina
sone of affected simplicity, ¢“you can afford to defy the
sneers of worldlings base. Of course I trust in your love
for my dear little niece, and do not wishherto be sacrificed
to your pecuniary necessities ? 4

~ & Come, Kingsoott, that will do,” said John Hannington,

decidedly. “I don’t like that sort of thing. You know
you don't care a rap what becomes of your niece,and you
need not set up to be virtuous and affectionate all of a
sudden!”

«Exactly,” said Kingscott, changing his tone; ‘“but at
the same time Ishouldlike to know, as a matter of curiosity,
whether you are fond of Molly or not?” /

« Molly’s a nice little girl and uncomfmonly fond of me.
A man must marry some time.” \

«That’s all, is it?”—in an undertone. | _ .

«Isn’t it enough?” exclaimed Hannington, almost sav-
agely. “I like her—she likes me=-Wwhat more can you
want? A man never marries his first love—seldom his
second or his third. There is nothing’ uncommon in my
mode of proceeding, is there?”

¢« Nothing at all. I am only surprised to hear that you
_ever had a first love, Jack. Where is she, then? Was
she rich, too?” )

«No, worse luck,” said Jack, so sullenly that Kingscott
felt surprised, for he had not imagined that there was any
_seriousness in his companion’s remark. Poor as a church
mouse, confound it! Elsel wouldn’t have played the.foot
with Stella Raeburn and Molly Moncriefi—you may take
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your oath of that. SZe was worth the -whole of them put
* together ; but we couldn’t afford to marry each other, and
so we agreed to part.” ‘

“Js she married?”

“No. You needn’t think you're going to worm hername
out of me. Let the subject drop, if you please," said
Hannington, flinging away the end of his cigar, and turn-
ing as if to go. “I don’t care to talk of it—or to think of
it for that matter. Are you ready? It is’'abominably
cold here.,” : ,

“You have no message for Molly? ” =

“I will write, if you will take the letter to her.. I'll see
you in Dunkeld to-morrow at noon.”

“You will have to be quick with your arrangements,”
said Kingscott, slowly. “ Youhave silenced the fair Stella
for aweek, remember ; only fora week. You have a.week’
chance—that is all.”

“It will be enough,” said Hannmgton, stndmg away.
His voice was rough and hoarse ; there was no inducement
in his manner for Ralph to follow him, and accordingly
that gentleman looked after him with a smile, and. did not
attempt to track his footsteps. Jack went blundering along
the rough road, stumbling now-and then over stones half
buried in the rank grass, growling to. himself at the dark-
ness of the night. Kingscott listened intently until the
noise died away. Then he smiled, and ensconced himself
snugly inan angle of the wall, where he was protected from
the wind. Presently he took out a cigar and began to
smoke. He was not cold—he liked the feeling of the fresh
air upon his face, and he wanted a little quiet time in which
to review the situation, which was by no means so clearto
him as he would have liked it to be. If his thoughts had
been translated into words, they would have run some-
thing after this fashion:—

It seems to me that I have a chance at last of domg
what I have tried to do all these years. Success is near
me now, I fancy; fresh complications crowd on me on all
sides. I can hardly miss my aim. .

“What is it that I have been trying to get €Ver since
Marie died? A hold on that fool Moncrieff, with _his
antiquated notions of truth and honor and honesty; a hold
onhim, a place inhis household—why? Not for his bene-
fit, of course. For mine. Because I want a competency.
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i look forward to a time when I shall call myself master of
a good round sum, and spend my days as I choose. For
this I have wasted years of my life in courting Alan, and
Lfrightening his wretched son—alienating the man’s heart
from his children, and steadily laying up a hoard for my-
self. “But the gains have been few ;itis a slow process.
I have not made nearly enough for myself as yet, and I
was-just devising ways and means of increasing the speil,
" when he must needs go and marry this wretched slip of 2
girl—ay, and if I am not mistakenfall inlove with her too.
I never was more astoffished in my life. -
. « He trusts his accounts into my hands. He writes
cheques without inquiring why they are wanted. He
accepts my stories of what is needed on the estate without
a murmur. In short, hedacts like a fool. And yet—it is
an odd thing—1I néver feel safe with him : I never feel sure
that he will not wake up some day and ask awkward ques-
tions—and where should I be then ? It is justthat dread
which has made me so moderate ; which has kept me from
plundering wholesale (as people would call it)—that is,
which has made me content with so small a percentage on
my transactions with him. Why, confound the man ! does
he think that I shall do his work for nothing? or for the
beggarly pittance that he pays me for drilling Bertie in his
Latin grammar? I'm not such a fool .
“ When he married, it certainly did seem to me as if my™
game were very nearly played out. His wife softened him
to the children, and was instilling her own suspicions of
me into his mind. - I thought that my time at Torrésmuir
was likely to be short, and that I had better make hay
while the sunshone. I think Iwas a little imprudent once
ortwice. I see now that I had no need to distrust myself.-
Things are working round just as I would have them : they
could not have been better if poor Marie had been alive to
put money into my pocket as she used to do. . In a short
time I shall have matters entirely my own way. I don't
despair of seeing Alan separated from his wife and parted
from his children, dependent for sympathy and compan-
ionship on his faithful friend and brother-in-law, Ralph
Kingscott, for whom he has made a large provision in his
will, and in whose hands are the reins of government with
respect to hisestates in Scotland and England. That would
be a fine position for me. And it is far from improbable
=DOW,

\
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4¢ For 702 Moncrieff is fool enough to suspect his wife
of . deceit, and-if he believes that she can deceive him he
- wHI never care for her again. Molly is on the brink of
elopement, which he will never forgive. And if he thinks
that Bertie has had a hand in it, he will never forgive him
either. Is thereany way of deepenmg his displeasure ? any
way of affixing a stain to his name that he will think can
never be wiped out ? I must consider.” <

He considered very seriously, with his eyes fixed on the

forms of the hills before him, now vague and shadowy in
the faint - starlight. He considered, evidently, to Ssome
-purpose, for prescntly he said to hlmself ¢TI have it,”" and
laughed aloud. There was something weird and uncanny
in the sound cf that low laugh in the mldst of the 'silence
that reigned around. Even he felt the .¥nfluence of the
‘hour and of the scepe ; for no sooner had he uttered that
strange laugh than he started and looked round, as if afraid
lest any one should have heard. But nobody was near.

~ “Itis growing chilly, and I have had enough of it,” he
said at last, as he came to the end of his cigar. I ha've
got an idea, and I think thatI shall be able towork it out.
It is odd to know that the happiness of that whole family
depends upon me. I hold the luck of the house in my own
hands—in more senses ihan one. Ay, Alan Moncrieff,
little as you may think it, your future is a matter for me to
decide, because you are too blind, too stupid, too proud,
too ‘konorable, as the world would say, to decide it for
yourself. If you cast away your own good fortune, then
it is for the first comer to pick it up.”

Ahd having uttered these enigmatic and ominous words,

he turned away from the half-ruined clachan, and bent hIS
steps oncé more to Torresrm{'ir.

CHAPTER XXII.

IN THE SNARE.

STELLA’S walk homeward with her husband was an ex-
ceedingly unpleasant one to her, and probably- it was not
any more agreeable to Mr: Moncrieff. © As Hannington had
noticed, Alan gave his wife his arm in turning away ; and
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he was right in supposing that this action proceeded less
froma wish to support his wife’s steps thanto show thatshe
belonged to him,and to him only. There was an impulse
of protection in it, certainly, but also an expression of
wounded pride. And Stella was less conscious of his right-
eous indignation at Hannington’s familiar tone and his sud-
den fury of desire to defend her from all harm, than of the
anger which she thought she discerned in every line of his
rigidly set features and in the coldness of hisaverted eyes.
She did not venture to speak for some time ; he walked fast
and did not seem to notice that she could hardly keep up
with him. Itwas only when they had left the rough ground
about the village and in the lane, and were out upon the
smooth high-road, that Mr. Moncrieff paused for a moment
and glanced at her with some compunction.

- ¢ T have walked too fast, I fear,” he said, politely.

«“A little—1I shall be all right directly. We are on a
level road now,” said Stella. She would not for worlds
have told him that her loss of breath came from fright as
much as from undue haste, and that her heart was beating
so violently that she wondefed whether he could not hear
its throb. She withdrew her hand gently from his arm.
and stood in the road without speaking.

“Are you better now ? Shall we go on?” he asked after
a moment’s silence, in a grave but much gentler tone.

“Thank you. . . . Oh, Alan, don’t be angry with
me'! ”—The words seemed wrung from her, half against her
will.

“I do not know that I have anything to be angry about,
Stella,” said her husband.

“I don’t think you have, Alan.”

“Except,” continued Moncrieff, in his most freezing
tones, ‘“except that you appear to have relations with Mr.
John Hannington—a man whom I particularly dislike—
concerning which you keep me in entire ignorance.”

- “No, indeed, Alan ; at least—oh, it is very difficult to
ANSWer you when you put it in that way!”’ said Stella, the
hot tears breaking forth.

“Ido notwish you to answer un]ess it is quite agreeable
to yourself,” said Alan, in a tone that more than ever -
showe’fl him to be dlspleased. “1 prefer to ask no ques-
tions:

“I. wxll tell you everythmg—some time,” said his young

~
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ask it—some other time

She was hardly prepared for the exclamation, that
followed. ¢ Thereis somethingto tell then! Somesecret?
God help us | I thought I had done with secrets now, but
it seems that all women are alike.”

It was on the tip of Stella’s tongue to say: * This is
not my secret’—when she refrained. After all, it was
partly her secret. Her youthful semi-engagement to John
Hannington flashed into her mind, and ma.ge her hang her
head. But for that, Hannington would have no hold over
her, and she could have spoken out and been a help to
Molly, a comfort to poor Alan. Oh, why had she not told
him everything on that sunny day at St Andrews, when he
asked her to be his wife ? She had never thought of it as
a secret before ; it had scarcely occurred to her that it
would be wiser and better to tell him everything before her
marriage ; and now she saw that she had made a great,
perhaps an irreparable, mistake. And just now, at any
rate, she must hold her peace ; she could neither clear

wife, tremulously, “but not just now. Alan, please do not
! , 2

herself, nor blame herself openly ; she must be silent for at '

least another week. What a penance that week would be
to her | Seven whole days ! But seven days would end
at last, and then she would tell her husband all. The
thought gave her courage and serenity ; she spoke with a
renewed calmness that took him a little by surprise.

‘““Have patience with me, Alan,” she said, softly. I
think—I hope—I am not concealing anything from you
for my own good simply. I want to do right, and to tell
you everything ; but give me a little time—1I have a reason
for not telling you to-da; ”?

I believe that you mean well, Stella.” The words fell
coldly upon her ear. “I think that you want, as you say,
to do right. But it is posséble that your judgment may be
at fault.” There was a touch of irony in histone. ¢You
are young ; you have not seen a great deal of the world ;
it might perhaps be wiser if you would allow your husband
to judge for you.”

v

A rush of tears blinded Stella’s eyes. The tone more

than the words hurt and grieved her. A hundred pleas,
excuses, cries for sympathy =nd trust sprang to her lips ;
but again she refrained heiself.  She could not say to her
husband that she had prcmised not to tell him what she
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knew. She had given the promise without thinking of all
that it would involve ;and she writhed in its bonds like one
taken by guile in a cruel snare.

Alan waited for her to speak—waited more anxiously
than she knew ; but when no word issued from herlips, he
folded himself all the more closely in his cioak.of reserve
and pride. For a few minutes the two walked on'in silence
—broken only by Alan when he swung open for his wife
the heavy gate that led into the grounds of Torresmuir.

“Youwill follow your own judgment, of course,” he said,
ina tone of great gravity and coldness. ‘Ido notattempt
to force your confidence. One thing, however, I can
hardly pass by without remark. You may at some past
time, in an unguarded moment, have given Mr. Hanning-
ton the right to call you by your first name ; but you must
now make him understand that in future you are ‘Mrs.
Moncrieff,” and not ¢ Stella,’ to any but your friends.”

If he expected any answer to that speech, he was disap-
pointed. In the darkness, Stella felt her face tingle with
the hottest blush of shame that she had ever known. For
something in his voice had recalled to her that little
incident on the ‘steamer at the Dundee wharf of which he
had been a spectator; and the kiss that John Hannington
- had pressed upon her hand before he said good-bye seemed

to burn her fingers still as she remembered the steady gaze.
of Alan Moncrieff’s cool and critical eyes. It had almost
slioped from her memory until now. How was it that she
had forgotten, and that he had never questioned her ? It
was not his way to question; Stella knew that too well |

She stood still for a moment or two, feeling as if she
were deprived of the power of movement as well as of
speech. Her husband glanced at her keenly—the light ofa
lamp above the gate had let him into the secret of that burn-
ing blush—and then turned away, considerately anxious
to spare her feelings as much as possible. When he was
a few yards in advance of her, Stella’s strength returned.
She made the best of her way to the front-door, but she
did not look at or speak to her husband again. She felt
inexpressibly grieved, hurt, distressed ; but she was inca-
pable of defending herself in the present situation of
affairs.

She went up to her own room to rest for a while before
dinner, and was half inclined to send word that she would
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not come down_again ; but on reflection she felt herself
scarcely justified in dlsorgamsmg household arrangements
simply because she felt troubled and depressed. She had
great difficulty in suppressing tears even while the maid was
helping her to dress, and when she came downstairs the
effort which she had been making caused her to look so
white and weary that Ralph Kingscott (who had managed to
arrive home and dress with superhuman celerity) made a
slightly malicious remark on her appearance.

“Your walk was too much for you, I fear?” he said,
with mock politeness.

Stella looked at him without answering. For the first
time it crossed her mind that 4e was perhaps responsible
far her husband’s inopportune appearance upon the scene
while she was talking to John Hannington. She did not
quite know why this thought occurred to her; it was
one of those guesses, those flashes of intuition, by which
women sometimes read the course of events so clearly as
to surprise slower-witted masculine minds. Ralph saw
that he was suspected, and said nothing more. )

The evening was dull. Mr. Moncrieff scarcely spoke,
and the rest of the family followed his example. Stella at
last went to the piano and began playing the soft, melan-
choly airs which she knew that her husband loved as her
father had done before. But in the very midst of his
favorite melody Alan got up and walked out of the room.
Stella went on playing, but her eyes filled with tears,
and the heart seemed to have gone out of her music.

It was well for her peace of mind that she did not hear
a conversation that passed between Alan and his brother-
in-law at a later period in the evening. The.two men
wentinto the smoking-room together. Alan threw himself
into a low easy chair, crossed his arms and fell at once
into a deep reverie. Kingscott noticed it as a bad sign
that he did not begin to smoke. He himself selected a
fine cigar with great care, and lighted it in a peculiarly
deliberate manner before speaking.. Then he said quietly:

“Don’t you want to. hear what Hannington said to
me P ”

¢ No,” said Moncrieff, with an impatient movement of
his head.

Kingscott studied his face attentively in the pause that
followed. “I am sorry to trouble you,” he said at length,
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in his coolest and most caressing accents, “but I think
that it is my duty to speak—and yours to listen.’

«“I amnot so sure of that,” said Alan, frowning. “ How-
ever,”—with a sngh——“\vhat must be must; and if I am to

hear, let me at any rate get it over quickly. What do you
want to say ?”

“ Your wife ”

“I would rather not hear anything against my wife.”

Kingscott raised his eyebrows and shrugged his shoul-
ders. “ My dear Alan, I would not say anything again
your wife for the world. I have the very greatest admira-
tion and respect for her. What on earthmakes you thmk
that I meant to say anything to her discrédit ? ”

“I don’t know ; I beg your pardon, Ralph.”

“Should you not rather beg your wife’s ? ” said.Mr.
Kingscott, with a decorous air of offended virtue, which
might have amused an impartial observer if one had been
by to see. Alan only heaved another great sigh by way
of answer, and then leaned with his elbows on his knees,
and his hand in an arch over his eyes—the attitude of a
man in pain or trouble of some kind. “ Go on,” he said
at last when the silence had been protracted for some
minutes.

“It seems,” said Kingscott carelessly, ¢that she and
Hannington were engaged before she left Dundee.”

A sort of start ran through Alan’s whole frame, but he
did not look up.

“ She has that curious sort of shame and dislike to the
subject which many women show on the subject of their
first loves,” Ralph went on, in the tone of a dispassionate
judge, “and she seemed to fancy that Jack Hannington
had kept her letters, and that she might get them back in
a personal interview.”

“It was a planned thing, then—this meeting? ”

¢ Oh, yes.

¢ She wrote to him, perhaps, to meet her there 2 ”

“I could not .say, really. There are always plenty of
opportunities for a woman, if she wants secret inverviews
—especially when a2 woman has as much freedom as you
accord your wife.”

“Yes,” groaned Alan, uncovering his face, which had
grown whxte as death. ‘I have never been hard on her,
have I, Ralph? You used to think me hard on poor
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Marie ; but Stella—Stella—never. I was never harsh or
unkind to Stella, I am sure.” There wasa strange tone of
repressed anguish in his voice.

“Unkind! Certdinly not,” said Kingscott, as if he did
not see the point of his brother in-law’s remark. ¢ Why
should you have been unkind? You are generosity and
gentleness itself : few women can have so ideally perfect a
life as Stella, just as few women can be as sweet and lovely
as she is. No-wonder she had admirers before her
marriage.”

Alan set his teeth, “ Did Hannington keep her letters? ”
he enquired with a low voice.

T don’t know, I am sure. He did not say, and I did
not like to ask.” (Kingscott had no scruples about telling
a falsehood, when he thought it would serve his turn.)
« I suppose the conversation was not finished when we
came up.”

¢ What made you take me that way, Ralph? Had you
any idea—any suspicion ? »” .

“ Good ’heaven, no, Alan! I went in that direction
quite casually. It is a short cut, you know. Why, if I
%kad thought that a private interview was going on, of
course I should have avoided the place. Not but what it
was a harmless interview enough, no doubt. Women are
a little nervous and cowardly sometimes, you know ; I
fancy that your wife imagined that poor Hannhington might
send you the documents to look at.”

T have no doubt the letters contained only what was
perfectly justifiable,” said Moncrieff, with a somewhat
distant air. He would not hear Stella slighted, he told
himself, although his heart was wrung with jealous pain
and rage. ¢ Of course, if she was engaged to him ?

“ We must make allowance for women’s whims,” said
Kingscott, laughing. ¢ The letters are probably rather
tender effusions, and she is ashamed of them now. Pope
says that ¢ every woman is at heart a rake.” I am quite
sure that every woman is at heart a flirt ; so we need not
be surprised even if Hannington was dismissed rather
unceremoniously »? -

¢ Good-night, Ralph,” said Alan, suddenly rising from
his chair. “I think I won’t hear any more, thanks.
Stella is going to tell me the whole story herself, and I
would rather hear it from her.”
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«I won’t anticipate the reeital,” answered Kingscott,
with a careless smile. ¢ Are you going? Good-night.”

Alan left the room, shutting the door behind hlm. But
almost immediately Kingscott crept towards it, opened it
again very softly, and listened. The sound of Alan’s
footseps told him that he was not yet going upstairs. Mr.
Moncrieff went to his private study, and locked himself in.
Kingscott heard the key turn in the lock, and nodded
with secret satisfaction. Then he closed the door, and
walked back to the table, where he stood for some minutes
smiling to himself as he mixed a glass of hot whisky and
water for his own delectation. “I think the poison
works,” he said to himself, as he slowly stirred the sugar
into the hot mixture, and held the glass to the light before
tasting the contents :

.“I think the poison works.”

“The poison worked indeed. Alan Moncrieffs mind
was thrown into a state of indescribable agitation by the
half-true, half-false report of Stella’s doings which Kings-
cott had brought to him ; and, although he fully, believed
that his wife meant ultimately to tell him the whole truth,
yet he had a feeling of distaste, of repulsion, almost of
positive disgust, at the thought of her former attachment
to Hannington.” His faith in her candor and uprightness
was rudely shaken. If she had been engaged to any man
before she knew him, if she had written letters— tender
effusions,” as Ralph called them—to any man, she ought
to have let him know. She had deceived him, he said to
himself, bitterly ; and the only redeeming point about the
whole business was her determination (as he understood
it) to tell him the story in a few days. For what else
could she have to tell him? The notion that her commu-
nication might refer to Molly and not to herself never
crossed his mind. She meant to-tell him—* some time,”
she had said. Some time! He would hold her to that;
it was better than nothing. He would give her a few-
day s grace, and then he would have the truth from her
black and bitter as it might be.

Stella was painfully conscious of the change in his
manners during the next few days. It was as thoughhe
were holding himself back, trying to be patient and cour--
teous while suffering from a constant sense of injury and
anger. A sort of half-suppressed irritation and resentment
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showed itself in his manner. She could not understand
it. She knew that she had vexed "him by her refusal to
divulge the secret of her interview with John Hannington,
but she felt that he ought to trust her a little<especially
when she had said that she would tell him ﬁerythmg by
and by.

She spoke gently and sympathetically to Molly, telling
her that she had promised Mr. Hannington a week’s
grace, and that she hoped he would then speak to Mr.
Moncrieff. Molly tossed her graceful head, and looked at
her step-mother with scornful eyes.

“Of course you will do what you can to separate us,”
she said.

“ What makes you say so, Molly ? If your father ap-
proves I shall approve too.”

¢ But you will do your utmost to prejudice my father’s
mind ; I know that.!” cried Molly, flushing to the roots of
her hair. “1I understand it all ; Jack told me.” .

¢ Told you—what ?” asked Stella, as the girl hesitated.
But Molly would not speak. She grew redderand redder,
hung her head like a bashful child, and turned away.
Stella could only conjecture that some garbled version of
her acquaintance with John Hannington had been poured
into her ear.

An air of gloom and mystery seemed to have settled over
the household. No two persons were happy in each other’s
company. Misunderstandings abounded on every side.
The whole family appeared to be at cross-purposes—the
most disagreeable state in which a family can possibly be.
Stella and Bertie were more comfortable together than any
other couple ; and they, by tacit consent, avoided all themes
which might breed perplexity or discussion. Bertie was
under the impression that Molly’s intercourse with Han-
nington had been broken off; and although he had not
known much of it, he had known enough to make him
vaguely uneasy. He felt genuine relief in the conviction
that Molly was no longer carrying on clandestine relations
with a man whom his father so thoroughly disliked.

At the=same time, he was a little puzzled by the new
friendliness which seemed to obtain between Molly and
Uncle Ralph. He came upon them once or twice in deep
converse ; once he was certain that he saw his uncle hand
her a letter, and he knew that they went for long walks
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together—but, after all, there was nothing so remarkable
in these facts as to cause suspicion that anything was
wrong. It was only‘that Bertie knew his uncle well enough
to suspect his motives in every action of life ; and that he
did not trust too much to Molly. He did not like to con-
fide his suspicions to Stella—who, perhaps, might have
been set on her guard if she had but known them in time ;
he could only resolve to wait and watch for further deve-
lopments.

It struck nim as odd, when he went into the Octagon-
Room one day, that Ralph was standing in the middle of
the room, with a ring in his hand which he was idly fitting
on his little finger. As soon as he saw Bertie he thrust
his hand into -his pecket, so as to conceal the ring, and
asked rather fiercely what he was doing there.

¢ It is the room in which I usually sit,” said Bertie, with
a touch of cool dignity which struck Ralph instantly as
something fresh in his manner, “ and I don’t know why I
should keep out of it. Why have you got Molly’sring? ”

“ Molly’s ring ? I have not got any ring of Molly’s;
what do you mean, sir? ”’ .

“ I mean the ring that-you had on your finger,” said
Bertie, steadily; “ A ring with one red stone set with bril-
liants. I saw it as I came-into the room.”

“ You are quite mistaken,” said Kingscott, suddenly re-
covering his coolness. ¢ The ring I am wearing never be-
longed to Molly at all; it was an heirloom in our family,
and I was trying it on in sheer absence -of mind. I wish,
my dear boy, that you would mind your own business.”

And then he left the room, but—as Bertie noticed—
without offering to convince him of his mistake by showing
him the ring, which must have hung very loosely on his
finger, for he drew his hand out of his pocket without it.

These vague suspicions, these sensations of something
unexplained, sufficed to make Bertie wakeful for the next
two nights. As he lay sleepless, he could not rid himself
of the idea that there were strange sounds in the house,
stealthy footsteps going to and fro, a light gleaming fora
moment where no light should be. On the second night
this impression was so strong that he got up and partly
dressed himself; then opened his door softly and went out
into the corridor, where the struggling moonlight lay in fit-
ful gleams upon the polished floor. He had armed himself
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with a“févolver—a pretty dangerous toy, which he had
bought in London, and was boyishly proud of keeping
loaded beside his bed.

Bertie went up and down the passage, looked into one
or two rooms, stood and listened intently, but could hear
nothing more. He had fancied that burglars might be in
the house. Wanting as he might be in moral courage,
Bertie was physically no coward. His blood warmed at
the thought of a hand to hand encounter with robbers. He

-might, he fancied, win back his father’s trust and affection
if he displayed striking bravery and presence of mind. He
felt something like a thrill of positive satisfaction when at
last he was certain that he did hear a footstep, that he did
see a glimmer of light beneath the door of his fathers
study—where no light was usually_to be seen between the
hours of one and two in the morning. He drew back into
a dark recess and waited for the footsteps that were draw-
ing near. . )

The study door opened, a flash of light came forth. It
came from a lantern in 2 man’s hand, and the light gleamed
upon the man’s face as he walked. Bertie started ; his re-
volver nearly fell from his hand as he looked. This was
no robber, then ?—merely Ralph Kingscott, who had been
wandering about the house by night, after his well-known,
uncanny fashion. He had a roll of papersin his hand, and
his face was pale ; his eyes gleamed ina restless way as he
glanced furtively from side to side. :

Bertie drew back as far as possible. At thafmoment he
did not want to confront his uncle. Relations Detween the
two had been somewhat strained during the lastew days.
He was lucky. Ralph stopped and extinguished“his lan-
tern before he reached the dark recess. If he had kept it

- alight, he would have seen his nephew’s shrinking figure
as he passed down the corridor. He went to the Octagon
Room; thence, as Bertie knew, he could pass into his own
apartments. Some - impulse urged him- to follow. He
made his way softly and stealthily™ to. the Octagon Room,

- holding his loaded revolver firmly in one hand. .

The Octagon Room was dark. The door into the

Tower stood open, and a breath of cold night air blew

on Bertie’s face, as he approached it! he knew what
that meant. The door from Ralph’s room into the garden
must be open top. Voices.fell suddenly upon his ear.
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He stopped to listen, for surely one of them at least was
well known tohim. Molly; what could Molly be doing in
Uncle Ralph’s room at that hour of the night? And there
was Kingscott’s voice, and another—whose ? not ]ohn
Hannington’s? What did this mean ?

A burning tide of indignation rushed through Bertie’s
veins. He dashed forward, hardly knowing what he did.
He had a glimpse of a dimly hghted room ; of Molly in her
hat and cloak, holding by a man’s arm, of Ralph King-
scott’s furious look. The light was suddenly blown out :
there came a cry, a scuffle ; the sound of a loud report as
the revolver was wrenched out of his, hand and fired—by
whom he could not tell. A heavy blow was planted well
between his eyes; there was a moment of bewildering
pain, of flickering lights, confusing noises, quivering nerves
and then came the blackness and silence of complete un--
consciousness.

CHAPTER XXIII.
NEMESIS.

GLAsGow on a dull, dreary, drizzling day ; Glasgow with
East wind in full predominence, with pavement deep in
mud, with lamps lighted in the streets at four o’clock in the
afternoon, although the month was April, and in the coun-
try, at least, the’ daylight hours began to lengthen pleas-
antly. But the great city was wrapped in gloom, and the
cheerlessness of the day was reflected in the countenances
of those unlucky persons whom business /it could not
have been pleasure) obliged to be abroad.

A gentleman passing along Bath Street, however, did not
seem to share in the prevalent gloom. He was holding
his handsome dark head high ; there was a glow in his eye
and in his face which rendered him evidently independent
of surrounding circumstances ; he looked like 2 man who
had just carried out a lucky coup, and had secured for himself
something that was worth winning. Withal, there was .
defiance 1n his air ; he was at war with mankind, with him-
self, with God, perhaps; he felt himself to be fortunate,
and he was yet not entirely happy. He was certainly little
in the mood to notice the people whom he passed in the
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street ; hence it was, doubtless, that he did not catch sight
of a lady who was standing with her maid on the steps of
a highly respectable family hotel, patiently waiting until
the door should be opened to her knock. With that look
of high excitement on his face it was not likely that he
would see even an old acquaintance like Lady Valencia
Gilderoy.

But Lady Val was not to be discouraged. She uttered
an exclamation, then ran lightly down the steps, pursued
the unobservant gentleman, and touched him on the arm.
* “What have I done that you should cut me, Jack?”
she said. -

John Hannington stopped and stared violently. All

- the glow went suddenly out of his face. He did not speak.

“You look as if you had seen a ghost,” said Lady
Valencia. -

¢TI have,’ he answered, rather hoarsely. ¢ The ghost
of—of other days.” Then he laughed, offered her his hand,
and went on as if to efface the memory of his words.
‘“ Where are you staying, Lady Val? Or, surely, you
are not staying anywhere? You are the last person that
I should expect to see in a Glasgow street.”

“ Am I not?” said Lady Val, laughing in her turn, but

in a gayer fashion than he had laughed. I have had
business in Glasgow. Perhaps that is also the last thing
that you expected to hear? Such business, Jack! Itis
-settled now, thank goodness; and if you can give me a
few minutes I'll tell you all about it; you will be as glad
as I am, I fancy, when you know!”—and she looked up
at him with shining eyes, and.wondered vaguely why he
turned away and said nothing.

“ Can you spareme ten minutes ? "’ she continued. ¢ It
is the great:st piece of luck I ever experienced—save one
—meeting you here in the street, as if you had fallen
from the skies! I was just wishing to see®you ; I really
have some news to impart, and you are going to listen to
me, are you not?”

“I have not very much time to spare, I am sorrg to
say, Lady Val.” Hannington was visibly embarrassed.

~She stared at him and then/ laughed again—she would
not be repelled. ¢ It’s the first time you were ever rude
to me, Jack ; it is going to be the last, I hope. Come,
you can’t be so very busy as notto be able to give me ten
minutes or so.” .

.
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-¢Oh, no: I can even give you half an hour,” said Han-
nington, recovering himself, and smiling back into her
face almost frankly. ¢ I have some news for_you too ;
but mine will keep.”~ \;

¢ And mine won’t : that is all the difference. Now turn
back with me. That is my maid on the steps: old
Grimsby—isn’t it an appropriate name ? See how grrm
she looks. She does notrﬁpprove of my running after you
in the street. We are to stay until seven o’clock at this
hotel, and at seven my sister will call for me and fetch
me away from this Babel of a city. We have been here
for.three days transacting business, and now the business
is done.”

“TIs Mrs. Lennox then with you? ” said Jack, only
half comprehending the purport of her words, as she
ascended the steps before him.

“ No, she is having afternoon tea with some people
that I hate, in George Square, and I declared absolutely
and once for all that I would not go with her. Come this
way.” And Lady Valencia inducted her guest into a pri-
vate sitting-room, away from the street and the occasional
spurts of.bustle in the entrance hall; and in this room
they found a bright fire, some cosy-looking chairs and a
sofa, and tea laid for two on a small table drawn close up
to the hearth.

“ Ah, that looks comfortable,” said her ladyship,
briskly, ‘“and now, Grimsby, you can take my hat, and
bring in the teapot and the scones. Jack, you and I will
have a- delightfulélttle tea all to ourselves, and if Grimsby
doesn’t think it stnctly proper, why, she won’t tell, and
neither must you.’

The grim maid’s lips relaxed into rather a sour smile as
she took her mistress’s wrappings, and Lady Val glarnced
at Jack, expecting to find a laughing answer ready. But,
to her surprise, Hannington’s face-had grown gloomy : his
impeneirable dark eyes were hghted by neither mirth nor
plea.sure, and he was pulling at his long black moustache
with what she perceived to be a rather nervous hand.
Moreover, he stood up on the hearthrug in a constrained
and formal“attitude which astonished her—well as ‘'she
knew John Hannington, there was something in hijs
defneanor which perplexed her now.

But she was 3 clever woman in her way, and she
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thought it wisest to see nothing, so for the next few mo-
. mentsshe busied herself at the tea table, scolded Grimsby
in a light, bright, cheerful style, scoffed at the weather, the
streets, the hotel, and allowed her guest to recover his
self-possession and his gaiety as best he might. Her treat-
ment was perfectly successful. When Grimsby had
retired, and Lady Val had given him a cup of tea—made
exactly as he liked it, by the by, for she had long ago
learnt his tastes by heart—and when she had established
herself in a low chair by the fire, and he stood looking
down upon her from his position on the rug, with his arm
on the mantelpiece—then the clouds began to clear away .
fiom his brow, and he smiled a little at her lively sallies
and regarded her with the old admiration in his eyes.

‘Was it his fancy, or was she really handsomer than
ever? The glancing firclight was favorable to her ap-
pearance, because the mingling shadow and shine con-
cealed the slight lines that care had begun to trace upon
her brow and emphasised the color in her cheek, the
splendor of her eyes, the massive coils of her raven hair.
Then her dress was exceedingly becoming to her figure
and complexion: it was of a deep Indian red, trimmed
with a good deal of dull gold Eastern embroidery about
the body and close-fitting sleeve. Hannington vaguely
noticed that she had been careful that every adjunct of her
attire should be in keeping : that even the stones in her
brooch and her rings were red, and that the one gold
bracelet which she wore was a serpent with ruby eyes,
that the dainty slippers which she had retired for a moment
to don were embroidered very finely with small ruby-
colored beads. He was a man on whom such small details
were not lost, and he liked them to be complete. Lady
Val had always satisfied his taste better than any woman
he knew. J

He was thinking this, as he stood and looked at her in
the firelight, when suddenly she lifted her dark eyes and
met his gaze. Involuntarily he drew back into the
shadow. But she did not draw back ; she only laughed
in her frank, gay, yet enigmatic fashion.

“Well, Jack, are you better; ready to hear my news

. now?”

~ “Yes, T am better. A cup of your tea and the sight of
your.face have refreshed me wonderfully.”
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She'held up a warning finger. ¢ No compliments, sir !
I have a ‘weighty communication to make to ;ou. will
you listen ? ” )

¢ For ever !”

- He intended it only as idle comphmem/a.nd as such
Lady Val had always accepted the half-jesting devotion
that he- had offered her for so many years ; but on this
occasion her eyes fell, and her face ﬂushed as if she had
takeén it more senously than usual.

«QOnly for five minutes, at present!” she said, with the
whimsiéality of tone which he was accustomed to associ-
ate with her utterances. ¢ Then, my dear Jack,” you can
judge as to whether you would like to hear more. Itisa
matter of law and business, and I shall want to have your
advice: - Do you know much about stocks and investments
in general?”

“ Not so much as 1 should know if I had anything of
my own -to invest,” said Hanmngton, Iaughmg “ Is your

ladyship about to speculate? » L
©  “Yes, indeed ; and in a very ha.za.rdous way.”

« Let me advise you not to do that. Consult your
lawyer first.”

“? Suppose I prefer to consult you. Would you help
me » .

“3y Certamly, if it were in my power.” '

“I thought that you would. You were always a friend
of mine, weren't you, Jack? Friends through thick and
thin we have been, after all, have we not? ”

“I hope so,” said Hannmgton, uneasily. ¢ What do
you-mean, Lady Val? There is nothing—I hope—likely
to sever our friendship just now, is there? ” In his heart
he thought there was, and he dreaded to hear it from her

“BOh, no, I don’t think so,” Lady Val responded,
briskly. She touched her eyelids with the cobweb hand-
kerchief which had been resting in her lap—was it pos-
sible that they had been moist with unshed trears >—and
went on in her usual rapid manner. “I was only afraid
that you might resent something that I had done; and I
thought that I would make open confession to you when
I had the opportunity. Look here, Jack ; you have been
making love:to Alan Moncrieff’s pretty daughter, have
younot? And Mrs. Moncrieff has been putting a spoke.
in the wheel—eh? ”
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“She tried to do s0.”

T expect that she will be successful,” sald La,dy Val
with a laugh which showed some nervousness-; “a.nd 1f
she is, I shan’t be sorry.”

The words which Hannington had been about to utter

’ suddenly died upon his lips.

“Did you never wonder who- told her? It was I.
People had begun to talk about poor Molly’s meetings
with you, Jack, so I went to Mrs. Moncrieff and put her

, on her guard. I did not mention you by name; but I

suppose she found you out ? ”
‘“Yes, she did. May I ask whether you call that a
fnendly act—to try to defeat my schemes in that way?”
“Yes, I do. And when you know all the circumstances,
I think that you will own that it was. I would have

_ spoken to you if Icould have got hold of you, but you

carefully absented yourself from me all the time.”
" “You know why,” said Hannington, sullenly. -
Lady Val’s eye glittered. * Do I know why? ”

asked..

¢ Of course you do. You are the only woman in the
world that I ever cared for—I have told you that twenty
times, and I tell it you once again. If I had seen much
of you then, do you think that Molly would have held me

, for a moment? You had only to hold up your [ittle

finger, and say ‘Come!’”
Oh, no, T hadn’t, Jack,” she said, softly. ‘“There was

. avery good reason for our holding apart, you know. We

agreed that neither of us could afford to marry a poor per-
son. Was not that the case?”

«I suppose so,” he said, sighing very genumely “It
would have sulted neither of us—you less even than

- myself.”

“I dont know \ I should have made a capital

" poor man’s lieve. . I should have liked very well

to scrub th oors, and make the puddings, and darn the
stockings : I have no dislike to poverty at all.”

“ You are never likely ¢o be tried.”

“ No,” Lady Val answered, still softly, but mth an odd
little smile. ¢ I am never likely to be tried.” :

“1 know what it is,” said Hannington, taking a step

- towards her, and contracting his dark brows as he spoke.

“You wa.nt to tell me that you are going to be ma.med——
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some millionaire has asked " you to be his wife, and this is
the fashion in which you announce your marriage! “I

- wish you joy, Lady Valencia: and I congramlate you on

" your success. We have both been fortunate.”

“Don’t be cross, Jack "—very gently—*“no milhonan'e

has asked me to marry him yet.”

“ But you are going to be married ? ”
¢ Perhaps.”

“Then my congratulations——

¢ Oh, how stupid you are ! ” she said, getting up from
her low chair and standing before him—so close that she
touched him with her dress, with her arm, with her filmy

" little handkerchief, as she spoke. ¢ Do listen to the news

that I have to tell you, and don’t make all these silly
guesses beforehand. First and foremost, will you forgive
me for what I did about Molly, if I can prove to you that
I was acting in your interest all along, and have been jus-
tified by the event.

“Certainly,” he said, and, yielding to temptation, he
took the white hand which grasped the handkerchief into
his own “I'll forgive you, too, without hearing your
excuses.”

“ No, 1 don’t want you to do that.”” She let her hand
stay in his ; her breath came and went a little more quickly
than usua.l. ¢“You may have heard an old story about an
uncle of mine who made an enormous fortune in America
many years ago. - There was a lawsuit about his money :
it has been going on for some time, and none of us
thought that we should ever benefit by what he left. " We
have gained the case.’

“] saw that in the papers. Also, that the costs of the
proceedings had swallowed up nearly alf the fortune.”

Lady Val laughed. “Nearly—not quite. Some land
was left. ‘Well, on this very piece of land our agents have
‘struck ile,’ "as they call it: there’s petroleum flowing
night and day, I believe, and producing piles of money,
all for my brother, my sister, and me. The old man's will
provided that we should share and share alike, you know.
»1 suppose that I myself shall soori be a millionairess, if
® thére 1s such a word. What do you think of that, Master
Jack? Oh, Jack, I'm so glad !”

She stretched out both her hands to h1m. There was
th  loveliest laok of joy. aﬁd tenderness in her 'eyes.
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Hannington held her hand$, but ade Ho othet sigt. He

Was growing white about the lips. ,

«“ Do you see, Jack?” she went on. 1 was Hoping
that this would comie true; and 1 did rot want you to
throw {nurselr away on 4 child like Molly Motieteff for
the sake of het trumpety little fortune. Did we ot
altvays say that when eithet of us was rich we wotild share
with the other 3 That is what I meant, Jack, Becatise you -
kHUW you always said that you cared for e, and that if
otily T were not poot, you would be happy with me as -
your wife. It is not exdctly the right thing for me to say
thig, is it, de But things ate so upside down and so
very like a Hity tale, that% feel as if \ had the right to
reverse ouy'respective ré/es—and inake you the proposal 1~
But, i spite of her brave words, she biushed very deeply
as she spoke.

«Why didni’t you warn me? Why didn’t you tell me
this before ¥ said Jack, wribging her hands wildly in his
owh without thinking what he did. O, Val, if 1 had
but knotvn | ”

“ But what difference does it make?” said Lady Val,
with Wide-open, unsuspicious eyes. ‘1 could hot tedl you
then because I was not sure—indeed, I'did not know till
Within the last few days that the oil sgrings had tutned
ouEso well. And, of course, you could not ptitsue your
schette about Molly—you see ; I can guess the reasoh why

A Hade love to her; and, indeed, Jack, I think you are

having very badly—and why do you hurt my hands so?
What is the matter Wwith you, Jack?”

He dropped her hands suddenly. .

“What do you mean by saying that I could not pursue
My schemme? ” .

* Not after I had spoken to Mrs. Monctieff and told her
of your meetings with Molly—why, of course you could
not, Because that was the very thing that would vex Alan
Moncrieff beyond ex-erything!."~ ,

wAnd why on earth should I care whether Moiicried

was vexed or not? For heaven’s sake, come to the
Lady Val looked at him full in the face and bit her lip.
“If you wanted to marry the girl for her money, Mr.
Moncrief’s vexation is very much to the point. You see
I am not giving you the credit of supposing that you
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wished to matty het fot love ; and. consideting how 1
tsed to-preach itp the ttecessity of marryin? fot money, 1
catl’t say much agdifist it to you, Jack, but I dot’t think it
tight, aftet all. “And you know, of course, that Mol
won't be able to touch a farthing of her money until she is°
twetity-otie, if she marries without her fathet’s consent.
As she is bately eighteen now, it would hatdly suit you to,
tdtty het and wait three years in povetty, would it? "

She was startled by the ejaculation that fell ftom Han-
nlngton’s lips. . , )

¢ 1 Have rined tnyself fot nothing, then {7 he exclaimed.

She looked at his pale face and ftowning btows, and 2
faint suspicion began to creep into her mind.

 What have you done 7 she asked
" He tutned towards het and caught het in his atms, .

1 tievet khew till to-day that you cared for me, Val”
he said. © {f 1 had known—oh, my God, how different
life would have been for both of ts { Kiss me, darling—
}ust once ; kiss me and tell me that you love e, 1 have’
oved yot il these yeats, and tried hard to fight it down,
You atre the only wotnan in the wotld, as 1 have often told
you, that I ever loved !” ‘ s

she was not ftightenied by the hoarsely spoken words, by
the rotgh embtace, ot the man’s passion of love and grief
—pdssion stch as she had never thought him capable of
befote. She lifted her face and allowed him to ptess his
lips to liets for ohe moment of mingled bliss and agony.

eit she dtew her face away. ST

*Thete I” she said. *Yes, 1 love you, Jack, with all
my heatt, and I always have loved you, and 1 have always
. done my best, as far as 1 knew it, for your welfare. It is
becatise 1 love you that I don’t want you to do ot say any-

thing now that you may live to regret. So tell me plainly
what all this means.” :

W1t means, Val,” groaned Hanning}an,— heavily, ¢ that
—although-1 loved you—1 matried Molly Moncrieff this
morhing, and that she is here in Glasgow with me.”
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CHAPTER XXIV.

THE EVIDENCE.

© . Tue household at Tortesmuir had been aroused at dead
of night by noises which were as alarming as lhe.}r
h

“were
mysterious, A cry, a scufle, and ‘a pistol shot, followed
(as some of the servants declared) by the sound of hastil
retreating footsteps and carriage wheels along the road,
caused much excitethent, and it was gehera y thought
that the place had been entered by burglars’ who had
been disturbed at their work. This theoty was at first
worroborated by the fact that Mr. Moncrieff, on mceedihg
t6 the Tower, found the doors open, and his son an
brother-in-law lying incapacitated on the floor -of King-
scott’s sittingroom. Bertie was quite unconscious: he
seemied to have'been stunned by a severe blow on the
head ; and Kingscott's left arm was found to be broken,
and even shattered, by a shot from the revolver, which, as
Moncrieff noted with surprise, bore Bertie’s name engraved
upon it, and conld not, therefore, be a burglar’s weapon !

e was alarmred also to find that Ralph was for so long
unconscious, and apparently unable to give any account
of the affray : it was quite ten or fifteen minutes before
anything intelligible could be extracted from him, and
Moncrieff was somewhat puzzled by this curious inability
to speak.  As a matter of fact, Ralph Kingscott was too
Wary to come to himself as soon as he might have done.
He did not want to put Moncrieff on the track of his
friend Hannington ; and the lonﬁer pursuit could be
delayed, the greater chance hed Hanhington of getting
. clear away. arch Was of course made at once i the

nds and woods about the house, but nobody could be

md, and it was some time before one of the maids

declared that she had heard the sound of wheels on the
high road. -

“Wheels ! Of a carty do you think? ” Mr, Mancrieff
asked her. )

A
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11t was heavier than a cart, sit. 1t was mait like a
cartiage and pair.”

# Notisense | * Mt, Monictieff said, impatiently. ¢ What
would a catriage and pait be doing thete at that hour of
the tight?” .

Stratige to say, however, the gardener, whose cottige -
was close to the road, cortoborated the maid’s statememt,
He also had heard the sound of wheels ; and, on looking
vt of his window, he had seent a cartiage atid pair diiving
futivusty dowit the toad.

#Then that had nothing to do with this affait,” suid Mt.
r’doncr'l‘eﬂ, decisively. ‘' Robbets do tiot come in cat-
viajres.

€ was tuthing away, when his attetition was artested
by a word froth Kingscott's lips.  Stella was bendifig ovet
hith und ttf‘yihg to do something for his arm; but the word
he uttered mdde her hand fall suddenly to het side,
* Hannington,” he said.

Stella half taised herself, glanced round het, and said,
almost below Her breath,

* Where is Molly ? "

She thought thdat Alan would, if he could, have annihi-
lated her on the spot. ‘“In her toom, of course,” He
atswered stetnly. “You are uhnerved, Stells. What is
Ralph saying? Attend to Bettie—1 will look after Ralph.
Do you know me, Ralph? Who did this? Who hd
beett hete ? ? .

¢ Hannington.”

* Hannitigton | He does not know what he is sayirg,”
said Alan, for the benefit of the listenets around him ;
but his face blanched & little at the sound. *You heed
not crowd into this toom,” he said, addressing himself to
the servants. ¢ Thete is no further cause for alarin. We
will get Mr. Kingscott to bed, and Mt. Bertie also; 1
hope that the doctor will be hete presently. Now,
Ralph?”

Kitigscott opened his eyes. A contraction of pain
ctossed his brow. * What! Did he shoot me?” he
asked, trying to sit up, but turning whiter thah ever with
the effort as he moved. * The young scoundrel 1 ”

* Of whotn are you speaking, Ralph? ” -

*“ Of Bertie, of course. Isn't his revolver anywhere
about? He shot me, I tell you, whether by accident or
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Hot, T can't say. - I think 1 knocked him Bowh {n veturn,
Good heavenst my arm ! -

® What dse you mlking about. Ralph? Did not bur
glats get into the house 3¥ .

“ Burglars ! certainly not.  John Hannington did--if
you call himt a burglar—he has stolen one thing, at any
rate.  Have you some brandy there? ‘This paih makes
e ﬁ&:l Whcommonly sick.”
© - -Adan was obliged to control his impatience while he
© gave the brandy ; but Lefore Kingscott had swallowed it, -
f Woman servant vame flying into the room with news,
*Oh, sit, oh; mem ! Miss Mollv's no ih het bed, not in hep
room, nor anywhere ! She's may be hiding, or cairryit aff
by the robbers.”

Stella, who was now attending to Bertie’s wants, turned
80 White and scared:a face towards her husband that even
fit that muinent of anxiety he was strick by its expfession,

*Send the woman away,” Ralph murmured faintly, 1
think I can explain.” ’ -

Mr. Monerielt sternty ordered the gitl out of the room,
and then Ralph murmured his explanation in his brother-
indaw’s ear. ™ I'm afraid that Molly—Molly—has eloped
with Hamnington.” he said.  ** 773ep were stealing out by
the door in the Tower when I came upon them. Mélly
had a bag; she was in her cloak and hat. Bettie was
with them—perhaps he meant to go too : I can’t say. 1
- rushed forward to stop Molly— and you see the result.”

Stella sprang up with a4 cry.  * Oh, it can’t be | it can’t
be 1* she exclaimed. hastening to her husband’s side. The
grey change in his face alarmed her. ' Alan, it can’t be
true.”

- She put her hand on his arm, but he repulsed her, speak-
i\\%harshly inhis grief. ™ Was #4¢s your sectet 2 * he said, -
~Were you helping my daughter to bring disgrace upon
my hawe 2 -

™ Alan, don't say such acruel thing. I knew that Mr.
Hannington met hevw—I was trymito put an end to
Nt—1I had no idea that Molly ever thought of leaving us in
&‘ék v;ax! Oh, cannot we stop het? Cannot we bring her

“'Too late,” said Alan, grimly, « If I could, I would
~+not nwow.  Molly is no longer a child of mine. I have

done with her for ever.  And if Bertie has helped her to

. disgrace herself in this way, I will—" L
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¢ No, Alan, don't say nnything just now,” said Stells,
tlinging to him, although the sight of his rigid and repel-
lant attitude, his fiery eyes and sternly set face, would
usually have been enbugh to stattle het into silence and
subthission. Kingscott, watchitig her cynically in spite of
the pain that he suffeted, thought to himself that he would
43 soot have thrown his atms tound the neck of an infutis
ated lion:  But Btella was cartied out of herself and beyond
the dominion of fear,

" Alan's hand had clenched itself flercely ; the wotds upon
his totigue had been hatsh and bitter; and even tetrible to
~ heat from a father'’s lips. But the hand relaxed, the words
" died into silence, and his fair ymmf wife clung to him and
gazed pleadingly into his face. A look of anguish took the

place of fury ; He tuthed away, placing his haid ovet his
eyes, a8 if to shut out the vision of wife and son und absent,
. erring daughter, Stella was obliged to release him, but she
felt—afterwatds, for she was too much bewildered and
distressed to think anything just then—that het interposis
tion had not been withotit effect.” Alan staggered a little
in his walk as he went blindly toward the foor .f but he
, m

. tefused all offered help, straightened himsel walked
out of the toomn with head held high, but aface like marble
and eyes like living coals,

Kingscott sank back with a groan of pain, and called to
the oid butler to give him more brandy. Stella hastened
to Bertie’s side, for the lad’'s eyes were unclosed, and he
had raised himself on one arm with a bewildered air. She
coitld not leave him to the servants at that moment,
although her heitrt yearned aftet her husband in his agony
of wounded love and pride, :

% What is it? What does it mean?” murmured Bertie,

« Don’t talk yet,” said Stella, gently, * Do you feel
any pain? We must have you taken to your room when
you are able tc move, and the doctor will be here directly,”

Y I'm not burt, sa.. Bertie,in a stronger voice. ** Only
a little dazed, I ‘hink. What was my father saying about
me? I did not understand..——"

* You had better hold your tongue,” said Kingscott
from the couch on which he was lying, in tones rendered
mh, ?’mumahly by pain. * You can do no good by

a was sorry to se¢ that the lad cowered when these
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words were e:Foken 8 though they contained a threat.
She redoubled her attentions to him, and was rewarded
presently by finding that, although still sick and faint, he
was able to move without difficulty, then, thinking that
she could be of no use at present to Kingscott, she went
away from the Tower to make inquiries about Molly, and
to give any orders that might be required.

Alan was invisible ; the responsibility for every kind of
action seemed at once to have fallen on her shoulders.
The servants turned to her as if knowing instinctively that
her head was sure to be clear, her judgment sound, and
her will decided. She had to restore order, as far as pos-
sible, to the distracted household, and provide for future
contingencies. Notwithstanding Alan’s declaration that
he would have no more to do with Molly, she sent mes-
sengers in one or two directions—the coachman to the
railway station with orders to telegtaph to the station-
master at Perth—a groom in another direction with some-
what gimilar injunctions. She thought that there might
still be a chance of finding Molly and bringing her back.

But her hopes grew small when, after a considerable
search, she found a letter adressed to herself in Molly’s
yoom. It was short, but clear enough. :

'«Ag you are s0 determined to prevent my marriage
with Jack,” wrote Molly, ¢“ we have thought it better to
take matters info our own hands. Jack is waiting for me

_ witha carriage in the road. We shall not go to Dunkeld or
to Perth, s0 you need not look for us there. We shall be
married te-morrow morning, and then I will write again.
‘T have written to my father, and I hope that he will not
be angry with us. Indeed, I would not have taken this
way if you had not driven me into it by trying to come

n me and Jack. ‘I am sorry for my father’s sake,
but not for anything else, because I love Jack better than
anybody in the world.” . :

She had signed her full name .at the end—*¢ Mary Helen
Montrieft.” ) -

-Stella was cut to the heart by one sentence : I would
not have taken this way if you had not driven me into it
by trying to come between me and Jack.” It was hard to

* make her responsible for Molly’s wilful rashness! What
ah aceusation it was ! She could not condemn or acquit

derself exactly. She had erred in trusting the lovers -too

. - .- a

N
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. mueh ; she had credited them” with a sense of honot
which it seemed they did not possess. But thet, who
would have thought that John Hannington, a man of good
family if not of wealth, would have so far forgotten, the
traditions of his race as to urge an inexpetienced girl of
eighteen to elope with him ! The thing was incredibly dis-
graceful in Stelta’s eyes ; and she knew that it would be—
if possible—even more so in the eyes of her husband.
+ Must she show him this letter, in which that accusing
sentence seemed to stand out with such terrible distifict-
ness? She winced at its latter words—** trying to come
between me and Jack.” What would Alan think of that ?
She dared not consider; she thrust the letter into her
pocket, resolving to show it to him at once, without regard
to consequences. But this she found to be impossible,
He had locked himself into his study,and atswered when
she knocked with & request that he might be left alone,
His tones were muffled and unnatural. Stella thought, as
she lingered wistfully outside his door, she was almost °
certain that she heard the sound of those heart-rending
sobs which are the last expression of a strong man’s agony..
Then she was summoned away by the announcement of
the doctoer’s arrival, and found herself obliged to explain
the state of affairs to him, and to conduct him to his
patients. -

Kingscott’s arm was seriously hurt, and he did not scru-
ple to attribute his injury to Bertie’s hand. His ingenuity
did not desert him in the midst of all his pain, He was quite
ready with an elaborate and highly-colored version of his -
experiences, by which it was made to appear that he had
been utterly surprised by the appearance of Hannington .
and Molly, that he believed Bertie to be helping them to -
elope, and that he had done his.best to prevent the catas-
trophe that had followed. Even Stella did not know what
to believe when she heard his plausible tale. It sotnded
80 rational, so consistent! She could not imagine that.
Ralph Kingscott had any reason for wanting to see. Molly
married to John Hannington, and it did not seem likely to
het that he would invent-the story that he told. On the
other-hand, she could not make up her mind to believe
that Bertie was so careless of his sister’s fate, so weak and
deceitful, as to act in the manner-indicated by Kingscott.
She hoped that Alan would be able to solve the mystery.

4 -
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Bertie had been stunned by the blow on his head, and‘
felt faint and languid when he recovered consciousness ;
otherwise he was-not hurt. The doctpr sought and obtained
- a few minutes conversation with Mr. Moncrieff, whe;ecexv-
ed him courteously, with no trace of past emotion, and

| . listenetl to-his-report of the patients’ condition with cold

- attention. . “ He’s just like a stone,” the doctor said to him-
self as he came away. It was only Stella who guessed the -
nl:ltensny of the torture from which Alan was suffering just
then. .

She herself did not gain access to him until the a&ernoon,

when, on passing the door, she saw that it was ajar, and

heard him call her by name. He had known her footstep,
and wanted to speak to her. She was shocked to see how
gaunt and haggard and old he was looking all at once.

He stood in the mxddle of the room, with one hand rest-

ing on the table; in the other he held a letter which he

proffered her to Tead. -

“You can see it,” he said, hoa.rsely, it is from her ”

« I have one t0o. I have brought it for you to see,” said
Stella. :
> He took it from her hand, but did not read it immedi-
ately.. He seemed to wish ’that she should first read his
daughter’s lettér to himself. ’

- Stella was astonished by its tone. It wasutterly different
from the tone adopted in the epistle to herself. Three
pages were filled with protestations of penitence and affec- -

tion ; there was a humble plea for her father’s forgiveness

whlch did not sound as if it came from Molly at all, and -

there. was an intimation that letters would find herat a

- certain . hotel in. Glasgow, from which place, she said,

¢ Jack ” intended to go to the Trossachs for a time. .

When Stella Jhad put down the letter—not knowing -
exactly what te say or think of it—Mr. Moncrieff began to
read the -note that Molly had written to her stepmother._

¢ Ah, that is genume, * he’ sa.ld, with a sigh. -

¢ You don’t think the other s 2” T

“No. I suppose thatit was ¢inspired’ by Hanmngton.
Molly.was never ‘so affectionate to me in her life.” -

" Therewasapause. “Iwanted to tell you,” Stella began,
but her husband hastily interrupted her. .
“Not just now. Tell mie nothing at present. I ha.ve_
not hwd Ra.lpk’s story yet:or Bertie’s.”

N e
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« But mme ought to come first,” said Stel]a., quxetly.

He looked keenly at her. “ Well,” he said, wincing a -
little as if something hurt him in her aspect,” tell your
story then—in as far as it refers to Mally only. If you .
have anything else to_say, let it wait. "I want to know
about ker affairs only for the present.”

Stella would not let herself be wounded or dxsmayed
She bega.‘n her story at once—the story of Lady Valencia's -
warning, of her expedition to Tomgarrow, and her’inter- -
view with ‘Hannington and Molly. Her voice faltered a
little as she told of the week’s respite that she had given
the lovers-—-never dreaming that they would take advan- -
tage of her trust in them to cut the Gordian knot in this -
discredjtable way. There was a moment’s pause when
she had finished.-

¢ This is all youknow ! 17 said Alan, in the dry, hard voice
whxcxl;psounded so little like his own.

[ és.

“ And it did not strike you that your first duty in the
matter was to me ?—that I ought to have been told at
once ?

“ T am very.sorry,” murmured Stella.

“You ought to be sorfy,” said her husband, bxtterly

“ With a little more judgment, z little more- wxsdom on -
your part, this misery might have been avoided. - “You -
must know that.” :

He checked himself, for, with all hxs anger, he oould not
bear to see the look .of pain and grief which his words

brought to his wife’s white face and quivering lips. He -~

did not'quite mean what he said. It was true, perhaps, '
that an" older and more experienced woman might for a
time have staved off an €lopement, but he: acknowledged
to himself that where persons of Molly’s unbridled temper- -
and Hannington’s lack of principle had -been brought
together, no bonds could possibly restrain them effectually.” -
He would have told Stella so : hé would have gathered her -
into his arms and comforted himself in comforting her, but
for that secret root of evil-—the- suspicion of her truthfal-
ness, which Kingscott had implanted there. If she loved
another man, why-should he care to soften his tones or
extentiate her: womanly weakness ? There was nothmg
so abhorrent to him, he told himself, as deceit.
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his eyes, of the tears that were fast falling over poor
Stella’s pale cheeks. She wiped them away very quietly,
as if she hoped that he would not remark them, and her
silence half softened, half irritated him. There was stem
impatience in his tone when he spoke at last. .

“You have no more to say at present, I suppose? There
are-other things to be touched on later—just now Molly’s
affairs must come first. I have sent to ask Ralph if he
can see me, and he is waiting for me, I believe. I have
sent for Bertie, too ; and I shall be glad if you-will accom-
pany me to Ralphs room. By a comparisoif of evidence,
we.shall perhaps get at the truth of the story.”

Stella did not know exactly what he meant; but she
followed his directions meekly, and went with him to
Kingscott’s rooms in the Tower. Ralph was in bed, evi-
. dently suffering much pain, but quite disposed to give his

version of the story at any length that might be required.
- .Bertie was also present. He looked white and distressed,
and did not venture to sit down until his father curtly tald
him. to take a chair. And then Ralph was requested to
state what he knew.

He gave his account much as he had given it before,
butnot without interfuption. -At one or two points Beitie
burst forth indignantly. I knew nothing: I was zn0*n
league with Molly. It was not I who fired the revoive:.”
And last of all, «“ Then what were yox doing in my father's-
study-at one o’clock—just before Molly went away? ”

Kingscott shook his head pityingly. «It'is a pity that
you should try to affix blame on me, dear boy,” he said.
“The only excuse I can make for you is that you are
suffering from delusions caused by an over-excited brain.”

% Pray, what were you doing to be out of your room at
“that-bour of the night ? ” said Moncrieff t¢ his son.

Bertie answered by telling his own story ; but &t was
easy to see that Moncrieff did not in the least believe it.
He believed in Kingscott, apparently, and in nobody else.
Neither would he credit Bertie’s statement that he knew
nothing. (““or very little "—a damaging qualification—)
about Molly’s meetings with John Hannington. Matters
became worse when Bertie, in passionate self-vindicztion,
turned upon his uncle and accused him of treachery. Mr.
Moncrieff- silenced him, angrily—all the more  angrily
because he was certain, froma look in Stella’s face, that

DR
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she trusted Bertie and not Ralph Kingscott.” And then .
Kingscott smilingly dropped a word or two which seemed
innocent enough, {ut which brought the look of terrified
submission back to Bertie’s face at once. * You had better
be quiet for your own sake,” Ralph Kingscott said. The .
words were unintelligible to Stella : they passed unnoticed
by Mr. Moncrieff; but they contained a veiled threat that
if the boy did not hold his tongue, he, Ralph, would tell
his father the story of some money transactions which
Bertie was particularly anxious that his father should net
know. And so the lad succumbed before the stronger
will, and resigned himself to bear a burden of blame which
he did not deserve. - )

“ There is one thing that I have kept to the last,” said
Moncrieff, when Bertie was silent. He spoke deliberately,
but the tightening of the lines about his mouth told their
own history of pain. “ Do any of you know this ring?”

He held up a little gold ring, with a red stone set in -
brilliants in the centre.

“Molly’s |” exclaimed Bertie. Then he glanced at
Kingscott, flushed deeply, and was dumb.

“ Molly’s, I believe. 1 found it in a locked drawer in
my study,” said his father, gravely. “1I suppose it is easy -
to see that Molly must have been there. To you three
and to you only will I tell what has occurred. Molly, it
seems, would not leave the house without possessing her--
self of her mother’s jewels. They would have been hers
in due course : I hardly blame her for that. But this is
not all. She has taken papers, representing property to a
considerable amount ; and-—and money.” His voice grew
thick, and his head sank as he spoke. ¢ She knew that she
was safe—that she might keep her ill-gotten gains. But I
—TI would sooner have lain in my grave than been obliged -
to acknowledge that my daughter—my only daughter—
was a thief.” . :

: 1CHAPTER XXvV.
HALF-CONFESSIONS

BERTIE sprang to his feét. * It's not true |” he exclaimed,

in great agitation, ‘ Molly had lost her ring : it was not
Molly who left it }hqrq—” :
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- ,He stopped short. Kingscott’s eye was turned upon
him. He stood, panting and trembling, unable, apparently,
to utter another word. ) ’

Do you,” said his father, slowly, “ do yos know any-
thing of this robbery?” He ‘raised his eyes, and fixed
them stedfastly on his son’s face as he spoke.

“ No!” cried the lad, almost angrily. I know nothing
ofit—how should I know? AIlI say is that if you condemn
Molly on the ground that her ring was found in your
drawer, you condemn her on very insufficient evidence.
But you always think the worst of us—you always susy-ect

us of wrong-doing 1 ” -

“And have I never been justified in my suspicions ?”
said the father. He did not speak sternly, but in slow,
sad tones,-as of one who had lost all hope. “1I did not
wish to be unjust,” he said, laying the ring on the table,
and leaning his head wearily on his hands ; “but it seems
that I have never understood my children.”

An odd little silence fell upon the group. Nobody could
contradict him : nobody dared to comfort him. They all
looked at him for a minute or two, as if he were a stranger
for whom nothing could be done ; and then Stella’s heart
went dut to him with a rush of passionate pity which she
would have given worlds to express. She ventured to
touch his shoulder with one tender little hand, but he took
no notice of the mute caress. He rose up suddenly, indeed,
as if he wished to shakei;jt off, and :Stella, turning rather
pale, felt that he was resolved against consolation from her.
He blamed her in part for his misfortunes ; and oh, she
said to herself, she had indeed been to blame!

It was Bertic who broke the pause. He had become
first red and then white as his father’s words fell on his
ear ; but his eye did not flinch, and a look of strong deter-
mination had settled upon his face. He stood, grasping
the back of a chair with his hand, as if he wanted support ;
but the appearance of extreme agitation had suddenly
disappeared. He was now calm, but firm. Kingscott
glared at him angrily from his pillows, but Bertie would not
look at him. The spell was broken ; the lad’s spirit was
set free. . ) R o

““ You have been justified—you have never been unjust,”
he said, quickly. ¢ Rather it is I who have never under-
stood you : I have been afraid to trust you as I ought to
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have done. If you will try to believe me—I know it will
be hard—I will never hide anything from you again.”

“ What have you hidden hitherto? ” said Alan, catching
at-once with the suspiciousness that seemed to have become
a part of his nature at the hint of something concealed.
His brow. did not lighten as he looked at his son. Py

“Several things of which I am ashamed, said Bertie,
straightening his shoulders and looking his father full in
the face. “I have debts, sir, that I had no business to
contract, in the town. I have gambled and lost money,
and, what is worse, I—I was mad, I think—I altered a
cheque that you gave me three months ago : I turned-eight
into eighty—it was easy to do—and I yielded to the temp-
tation because I was so distressed for money at the time.”

He ceased, looking very white, and still avoiding Ralph
Kingscott's eye, but retaining the determined expression
which, as Stella had often noticed, gave him so strong a
likeness to his father. Kingscott’s face was livid, but for
-the moment nobody noticed him. It was the effect of
this confession-upon Alan Moncrieff which, absorbed the
attention of his wife and son, who knew so well. the exceed-
ing bitterness of the cup of humiliation that he was being
made to drink. -

He reeled as if struck by a heavy blow. His face,
which had been pale before, was now of an ashen-grey.
“ It can’t be true! It can’t be true,” he murmured to-
himself. ;

‘It certainly cannot be true,” said Kingscott, sharply.
“ Bertie must be raving—or,/at any rate, exaggerating
strangely. Take care what you are saying, boy.” And
then, in a rapid undertone, which did not reach the ear
of the unhappy father, he added—* Do you want to kill
your father outright by your ill-timed confession? ”

¢ Better that Bertie should speak the truth at once and .
for all, Mr. Kingscott,” said Stella, firmly. ¢ His father

—will be less hurt in the end by a frank acknowledgment
of wrong-doing than by concealment.” The look that
passed between Ralph’s eyes and hers was like a declara-
tion of war. ¢‘ Speak out, dear Bertie, and let us hear the
whole truth. Your father can bear it—can younot, Alan ?

_And you will forgive him by and by.”

“I must bear it, I suppose,” said Alan, with a grim,

grey face set like a rock, “although it is hard to know
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that both my children—both——”" He could not finish his
sentence. . .

“Not Molly,” said Bertie, quickly. I am sure you

may trust Molly—she is not like me.” :
. The genuine shame and contrition in his manner moved
Stella to pity, but did not seem to affect his father in the
least. ¢ Speak for yourself,” he said, coldly: “ leave
Molly's name alone. You altered the figures in a cheque, you
say : you got the money : how was it that I did not know ?
I surely must have noticed the discrepancy between the
sum on the cheque and the counterfoil—-"

He stopped short : some notion of his own carelessness
in these matters crossed his mind. He turned abruptly
to the bed where Kingscott lay. - ‘

“ Ralph,” he said, almost appealingly, *explain this.
It must have c§once through your hands.  You must know.”

The tears of perspiration were standing on Kingscott's
brow. He was furious, and yet he was afraid. Know?
he had known all along | It was he, indeed, who had
first suggested the alteration in the che?ue and had helped
Bertie to carry out his fraud successfully. Hitherto he
had procured Bertie’s co-operation in many projects, by
threatening to reveal the true history of that unlucky
cheque. Now Bertie had thrown him over: well, he
coueld play the same fame, and, as he thought to himself,
he should probaly play it very much better than Bertie
had ever done.

“Iknow only what Bertie told me,” he -said, looking
fixedly at the lad as he spoke. «Bertie brought me the
cheque for eighty pounds, and ingenuously explained that
you had written eigh¢ in your cheque book—which you
had then left open on your desk. I, myself, at his request,
took upon me to alter "the figures on your book—legally,
of course, involving myself in fraud and forgery, but stmply
because of my trust in Bertie’s word. , In fact, T thought
so little of the matter that I never even asked you about
it ; and the item passéd unchallenged, you will remember,
Aln, in your accounts.”

Moncrieff had seated himself again during this expla-
nation : he sat silent, with head bent and arms crossed
upon his breast. It was his own carelessness, he knew,
that had made this fraud possib’e ; and he was too honest

‘a man to acquit himself of blame.  But Bertie flamed into -

sudden wrathy

oo

- RS Ad o Me . s



THB LUCK OF THE HOUSE 177

“ I can’t stand this!” he exclannad “ Uncle Ralph,
your story is false from beginning to end. You knew——
you knew everything! You helped me to deceive my
father: you used to take me down to the town at night
when everybody thought that I was in bed: your: little
door in the Tower was constantly used at night when we
went out and in. And now you pretend that you know
nothing about it. I would have shielded you if I could;
but this is too much !”

“I think you will want ¢ shielding ’ yourself: you need
not_talk of shielding 1ne,” (f Ralph, with irony.
“Your stories "are as unfounded as they are malicious ;
and I am sure that your father will give me hxs confi-
dence so far

“ Yes, yes, Ralph, yes, I believe you,” said Alan, wearily.
“ Whom should I trust if not you?”

¢« Father, father!” Bertie’s cry was full of anguish.
“I swear to you that I am spea.{mg the truth: Uncle
Ralph is not worthy of yaur trust

*“ And you are ?P—is that what you would imply? ” said
his father, the sarcasm sounding more sad than bitter, as
it fell from his pain-drawn lips.

“T am not—I am not—but I w///be !”

And then, by a sudden movement which no one could
have anticipated, the lad threw bimsclf at his fatker’s feet
and clasped his knees. I have beea wicked and weak, -
I have done everything that you despise,” he said, vehe- .
mently, “but if you will forgive me, father, I will show °
you how I repent what I have dore. You shall not
:lllwayis be ashamed of me: you shall see that I—

at ’

He broke down in a passion of sobs and tears, such as
could not be deemed unmanly by any onc who appreciated
the sincerity of his repentance. Stella’s fear that her hus-
band would mistrust it amounted just then to positive
agony. If he were hard, stern, obdurate now, she knew .
well that poor Bertie would be driven to despcration. .
No such moment of self-humiliation could occur twice in
a younieman slife. If his father did not forgive him then,
would Bertie ever ask again for his forgiveness?

Kingscott looked on sardonically. Between Bertie’s
thoking sobs, the sound of a low, grating laugh jarred
unpleasantly on the ear. Raloh knew the value of ridiculc.

S~k
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“ Repentance without confession ? Very genuine in-

deed !’ he sneered.

Alan Moncrieff’s bent form_ straightened itself a Iittle,
He had been. sitting in a dejected, listless attitude, his
head hanging upon his breast, his gloomy eyes fixed
upon the floor. When Bertie touched him he raised
his eyelids ‘and looked steadily at the bowed dark head,
the slight form shaken by uncontrollable sobs before him.
A sort of quiver passed over his set grey face. Ralph’s
words seemed to rouse him : he turned hastily towards
his brother-in-law, and addressed his reply to him.

‘“ Confession has been partly made, Ralph. The rest-
will come later.” Then he laid his hand on Bertie’s head.
“ I cannot afford,” he said, with unusual gentleness, “ to
think that my son wishes to deceive me now.”

Bertie could only gasp out some inarticulate reply.
Kingscott let himself sink back upon his pillows with a
look of vexation and dismay, while Stella, relieved of her
anxiety, drew nearer to her husband and his son.

“I am sure,” she cried, “ that he is sorry, Alan. Dear
Bertie, we will trust you for the future.” =

The sigh that came as it were involuntarily from Alan’s
lips, the reproachful glance that shot from his eyes to hers,
startled her a little. She did not understand their mean-
ing: that had still to be explained.

Mr. Moncrieff stirred and helped Bertie to rise ; then,
holding him by the arm, he said a few words very ear-
nestly. )

“I pray God that you do mean to amend your courses,
Bertie. Without amendment there is nothing but misery-
before you—misery that will touch us all as well as your-
self. I will try to trust'you, and, if I canoot do it all at
once, you must remember that when trust has once been
lost it is not easily ngen again. But I am willing to try
—it is all that I can say just now.” -

* Enough, surely ! ” muttered Kingscott. Possibly he
intended Alan to hear.

“If you think it too much,” said Moncrieff, turning
quickly towards him, “I will hear your reasons at another
time. I have. shown great carelessness myself, but it
seems. to me that you have been quite as careless as I.
There are several points which require to be elucidated
before my mind can be set at rest.” .
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« I should be much obliged to you if you would defer
the elucidation,” said Kingscott, with an attempt to reco-
ver his usual suavity of franner. “You seem to forget
that I am something of an invalid—that my arm is exceed-
ingly painful, and that the doctor told me to beware of
fever.” .

“I beg your pardon,” said Alan, in a mechanical way,
which showed that his thoughts were far away from the
words that he uttered. “I will disturb you no longer.
Come, Bertie.”

There had never been more tenderness in his voice
than when he called his son to accompany him, never
more gentleness in his manner than when he placed his
band within Bertie’s arm, and leaned slightly upon it as
le left the room. It was a sad;sight to see him so bowed
and broken—the blow had been a heavy one, and had
tuned him from a tolerably young man into an old one.
Itgave Stella a pang to notice ¥at he would not look at
ber as he passed out. She pauged for a minute or two to
give Ralph some water, for which he asked.

“ I hope,” she said, as she took the glass from his hand,
“that we have done you no injury by talking so muchin
your room while you were ill ?”

“Is that meant for satire? ” asked Ralph, irritably.

% Satire : certainly not.” i

“You are exceedingly kind, Mrs. Moncrieff. I can
hardly say that I have not received an'injury in the course
of the evening’s conversation, but I think I know how to
protect myself.” . ’

“ Not, I hope, at the expense of any one’s reputation,”
said Stella, gravely. She was thinking of Bertie, but his
reply showed her that he attached a different meaning to
her words.

“A lady’s reputation is sometimes bhardly worth pre-
serving,”” he said, with the malignant look that she was

inning to know so well. “ You may be quite sure that
Ishall guard mine at any cost.” .

She felt it useless to answer him, and left the room, there-
fore, almost immediately. A nurse, hastily summoned
from the town, was in attendance in the next room ; and
great was her indignation at the state in which she found
her patient. -Tt'had indeed been unwise on Alan Mon-
crieff’s part to allow so exciting a scene to take place in 2
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sick man’s room ; but he was hardly capable.of consider-
ing anything but his own troubles at that moment, and he
had certainly never expected the cenfession that Bertie had
been impelled to make. He would have gone into the
matter more thoroughly then and there, but for a-glimmer-
ing recollection that Ralph was ill. And there were so
many points to discuss, there was so much that was puz-
zling in the case, so much that filled him with sorroW and
dismay, that he felt himself incapable of grappling with the
whole affair just yet. Bertie’s heartfelt grief softened him:
he could not bear to believe the boy anything but sincere.
It was a relief to his overburdened spirit to think that he
had yet some one to love—some one, even, though with
reservations, to lean upon and trust.

He did not turn to Stella for comfort. He was hurt and
. indignant with her still. He would not question her again,
and yet he felt that there was something untold which he
wanted to heat. What it was he did not know, but he was
miserable until it was told.

Little by little, during the next few days, he pieced the
facts of the case (as he thought) together. He was resolved,
in spite of Kingscott’s insinuations, to believe that Bertie
was guiltless in the matter of Molly’s flight from home.
Bertie swore that he knew nothing of it, and his father
trusted him. On the other hand, he was equally averse
from believing that Ralph had been concerned in it. Ac-
cusation and counter-accusation between Kingscott and
Bertie he put down to jealousy and ill-temper. Ralph had .
been careless, no doubt, but Alan was not the man lightly
to forsake an old friend. Careless, but not treacherous:
that was his version of the story, and the more Stella and
Bertie blamed ¢ poor Ralph,” the more determined was
Alan to stand by him through thick and thin. |

And so, after several long conferences with one person
after another, Alan Moncrieffl made up his mind how to
act. Molly, he decided, was guilty in many ways: she
had deceived him, robbed him, disgraced him ; the coun-
try was ringing with the news of her elopement, and there
were paragraphs about it in the papers which stung him
to fury. If Kingscott had not been invalided at the present
moment he would have gone abroad. But business of
various kinds had to b nsacted, and he could not easily
leave home. Ever&ce remark .that he overheard,

-
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every sentence.that he read, added intensity to his deep
displeasure with his daughter. She who ought to have
been the brightness of his house, the joy of his life, had
inflicted upon him a torture of shame and grief which he
felt that he could never forget—and which he firmly
believed that he could also never forgive. ’
-He' addressed a few lines to John Hanhington at the
Glasgow hotel, but sent neither letter nor message to Molly.
The substance of his communication was very unsatisfac-
tory to Hannington. Mr. Moncrieff informed him that
Molly’s fortune (the bulk.of which was inherited from an old
uncle, and not to any great extent from her mothet, as
Hannington had thought), was tied up until she attained
her majority, or until her marriage, if she married before
the age of twenty-one with her father’s consent. As she
had not chosen to ask that consent, neither she nor Mr.
Hannington could.be surprised if he chose to abide by the
terms of the will, and he thought that trouble and per-
plexity might be saved if he at once informed Mr. Han-
nington of these facts. He begged that he might receiveno
letters from his daughter, and referred Mr. Hannington to
his lawyer if he wished for any further information. Mrs.
Moncrieff would forward Mrs. Hannington’s personal pos-
sessions to any address that might be given. He had
taken means to assure himself of the validity of the mar-
riage contracted jetween his daughter and John Hanning-
ton in Glasgow, akd in doing this he conceived that his
duty towards her ended for the present.

The tone of the letter was cold, measured, and severe; ~
but it was not the letter of a man in a passion of anger,
and therefore it was all the more impossible to controvert. _
Neither Molly. nor Hannington wrote in reply; but an
address was enclosed to Stella, and to this address
she sent Molly’s clothes and books and ornaments
with a letter full of-tender pity and counsel to the foolish
girl herself. Silence followed 1t : and what had become of
the runaway couple nobody seemed to know.

For some days a slight but perceptible coolness existed
between Mr. Moncrieff and his brother-in-law. Alan could
not entirely acquit Ralph of carelessness in the charge of
Bertie, and Ralph thought it wisest to accept no blame at
all. 'But the coolness did not last. How could it last
when Ralph was working night and day to undermine
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Alan’s trust in everybody but himself?2 Alan was drawn
closer and closer to him by the common bond of suspicion
and distrust. Stella had small chance’of regaining his
esteem when Ralph was constantly whispering evil sugges-
tions in her husband’s ear. -Of the last #nd worst she was
thoroughly unconscious.

¢ The fact is, my dear Alan,” Ralph said, one day in
his most caressing and compassionate tones, ““ you married
a woman who was in love with somebody else, and that
somebody else was John Hanmngton Hence these com-
plications ! ”

And Alan believed him.

CHAPTER XXVI.
LADY VAL SPEAKS OUT.

q

WHEN John Hannington had uttered the fatal words
which were to divide him for ever from the only woman
that he had ever loved, Lady Valencia started away from
his embrace and stood looking at him, the color ebbing
away from her face and lips for a moment or two, and then
flooding cheeks and brow in a great crimson tide.

¢ Married ! ” she said, in a very low tone, at last.

“ Yes.” -

" He set his teeth and stood silent before her. No
excuses ever availed him, he knew, with Lady Val.

% You have married Molly Moncrieﬂ' for her money?”
¢ It pleases you to say so.’

She struck the ground imperiously with her foot. “It
pleases me to say so. What does the man mean ? Answer
me, s\xrr, if you please. You have married Miss Moncrieff!":

[{3 es. ”

“ And for her money?” ‘

.The two looked into each other’s eyes. ¢ Curse her
money 'Q Hanmngton then broke out furiously, ¢ I wish
her money was——" :

¢ Speak cwxlly, please;” said Lady Val, ¢ I only wish to
know the truth

-He took a humble tone at once. « It is very hard for
me to tell you. Whatcould Ido? You yourself advised.
me often enough—”
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1 never advised you to run away with Alan Moncrieff s
daughter—a ¢hild of seventeen or eighteen! Why, it’s
madness! You will be cut by all his friends. You have
ruined yourselves—both of you! And, besides—oh, Jack,
it was-a horribly mean thing to do ! ”

She tried to control hérself and to speak in her ordi-
marily brusque, offhand manner; but her voice trembled
i spite of her attempt. Turning sharply away, she stood
motionless for 2 minute or two, and then, putting her hands
before her face, she burst into honest, passionate tears,
nd sobbed heartily, while Jack leaned on the mantelpiece

nd felt guiltier and more wretched than he had ever felt
snce the days of his boyhood, when he used to get into
trouble for bullying little Lady Val. -~

“(Qh, Val, Val!” he said, hoarsely, at last, “I can’t
stand this kind of thing. Don’t cry, for God's sake, my
dear. I'm a cur and a villain, I believe, but I never
hought you cared ”

« I did care, Jack,” she sobbed, piteously.

“If you had but let me know Val!”

“ How could I let you know ? "’ she cried, the old im-
patience making itself visible once more. ¢ It was no use.
1 would not have had you while we were poor, and you'
would have been very sorry if I had. It is folly totalk in
that. way. You know that I—that I liked you, to say the
least ; and if ”—facing him defiantly with a proud flash in
her beautiful eyes—** if you had done your wooing openly -
—~if you had gone about your suit as any other gentleman
would have done—then I could have let you know in time,
and' you might have chosen between Molly Moncrieff and
me ! ” . -

“There would have been no hesitation on my part,”
2id Hannington, closing his lips firmly and turning very
pale.

“Perhaps not. I am much richer than Molly will ever
be, poor child!” said Lady Val, with a queer, shaky little
augh. ¢ T should have been a better bargain, Jack. And

hat have you gained? You have behaved like a sneak,

d everybody will say so——"

I “Ifyou were not a woman, I——"

I “ You would knock me down, eh, Jack? But whatI-
2y 1s true, for all that. You have behaved badly, I tell
k[ J°0, and you will hear plenty of remarks to that effect. -
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I have no doubt that the society papers will take it up,
And you are not rich enough to override gossip: you
will go down like a stone. Even when your wifé’s fortune
comes to you, you will not be able to retrieve yourself.
Youhave done a dishonorable thing, sir, and I am very
much mistaken if the world will -niot tell you so.”

“ The world,” said Hannington, puiling at his moustache
and looking down, ‘“is generally lenient to a—a-—ro
mantic marriage.” I

‘““ Where there is love.on both sides,” said Lady Val,
quickly, ¢ the world is lenient. But it will soon find out
that you married Molly for her money, a/nd it will revile
you when it finds out that she has none.”

“You are cynical,” said Han.niagﬁn/, whose face had
grown ominously dark, “and not particularly lucid. How
will the world find out that I am not desperately in love
with Molly, since I have eloped with her?” .

“ Are you so sure that you can disguise your real feel
ings?”

“Notatall. ButIknow the world better than you, and
I think that the world will not care very much.”

Lady Val shook her head. Evidently she did not care
to argue the matter, but she was-not convinced.

““Youdon’t think so? ” Hanningten continued, quietly.
“Very well. T'll grant you your point. - The world will
despise me, the world~will drop me as unworthy of its
‘notice. I am ruined. Good. I have lost my character,
my fortune, my ambitions, my love—everything that makes:
life worth living—that is what you mean to imply? ” .

“Yes,” said Lady Val, steadily. ¢ That is what I mean
to imply.” :

" * And you are content to leave me in the abyss?

“ What do you say, Jack?” L.

« T ask if you are contént to leave me to'my fate ?—to
leave me to go under, as you prophesy !”

¢ Certainly not content.” o

‘“ Won’t you give me a helping hand out of it, ' ¥alencia?”

¢ I'don’t see what I can do, Jack,” said she,simply and
earnestly, “ but what I can do I will. I made a great fodl
of myself just now, I know, and the best thing for-us wil
be to_ forget all about what I said. I shall not break my
heart because you have refused me, you know.”

¢ But I shall, Valencia—if you refuse me,”




re

THE LUCK OF THE HOUSE.

“He caught her hand as he spoke, and tried to draw her
towards him, bit she drew it away with a look of cold
repulsion in her eyes. .
- “PDon’t talk nonsense, Jack.” -

«] am speaking in sober earnest. You acknowledge
that I can hardly damn myself deeper by what I have
done already. What I propose will make matters no worse
for me than they are at present. You are not a woman
-to be bound by conventional scruples, Val. I know you bet-
ter than you know yourself, and I am sure that you would
glory in breaking the trammels that we both despise. Break
them for me and with me, if you want to make me happy.”

“ You seem to think yourself the only person to be con-
sidered in the matter,” said Lady Val, with wonderful
composure, although she had changed color more than
once during Hannington’s speech. _‘ May Iask whether
you are also considering®your wife’s welfare—and mine?”

“] am considering yours——because I am sure that I
could make you happy—happier with me than with any-

_ body else.”

“ As I cannot remain more than about five minutes
longer with you,” said she, with some flippancy of tone,
“ I don't see that we need discuss the proposition.”

“Val—Val—be serious. Do think of what I mean.”

“] am serious, sir,” she said, suddenly drawing up her
head and facing him haughtily, * and, being serious, I am
utterly unable even to 7magine what you mean. Is that
answer not enough? ”

It would have been enough for any ordinary man. But
John Hannington was bolder than most men, and not in
an ordinary mood. With his face_ blanched by emotion
and his dark eyes on fire, he caught her by the wrists, and
looked -undauntedly into her defiant face.

“You skdl/ listen to me,” he said. * We have fooled
each other long enough. There shall be.no want of plain
speaking now. You must understand what I mean, and I
must have a positive answer—yes or no.” :

“No, then, without further parley, Mr. Hannington.”

“That is folly. I will speak and you must listen.”

“ Let my hands go. Yes, I will listen—for two minutes.
Then you may go —for ever. You were always a bully,.
Jack, and you always will be ; but you have no power over
me now. Drop my hands at once, please.”
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He released her wrists immediately. There was some
thing about her which he found it difficuit to disobey. Thd
scornful nonchalance of the air which she assumed when
she gave him permission to speak almost rebbed him o
utterance. He admired her more passionatety than eve
" when she disdained and derided him.

<« I want you to come with me, Val,” he sald in a voicd
so hoarse and .so unlike his own that it was Quite unre
cognisable. ¢ Leave Glasgow with me to-night, and let the
whole world go by. We could lead a very happy life o
the Mediterranean coast, or in some Greek island wherd
Englishmen and Scotchmen are never seen. Why should
we not make the best of our youth ? Life is passing swift
ly by : meither of can be said to have yet tasted the
fulness of its joys. ‘I love you, Val, and Yyou love me
can we not be happy together yet??

“ May I ask,” said Lady Valencia, ¢ what you intend tg
do with Mrs. Hannington under these.circumstances?”

She was utterly unmoved by the fervor of his pleading
" Her eye was cool, Her mouth steay. Hannington re

trained himself with difficulty from uttering an angry
imprecation on poor Molly Moncrieff.

‘“We were married this morning,” he said, after a mo
ment’s pause. “ Legally I should do her a wrong, no doubt
but the law would soon dissolve the verbal bond betweet
us. She would go back to her father, be forgiven; and i
due time marry the man that he chose for her. Thers
would be no barrier between you and me, then, Valencia.

¢ And what would she feel about it? ”

“ She is a chitof a school girl. She has no: heart d
break as-you have, Val.’

“ And yet she has given up home and friends for you
cast herself on your mercy entirely—and you say that shg
has no heart !”

“ Why do you think of her ? Why not think of the Jong
glorious days that we might pass together? Why should
we let anything stand between us -aud our happiness, dear:
est? It 1sin our own hands.” .

‘There was a moment’s pause. Then Valencia gave
an oddly sorrowful, regretful look—a long look, which
lﬁauxéted him for many a day—and quietly held out hes

an

*Good-bye, Jack,” she said. “ For “auld lang syne, I
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say good-bye, you'see. But Iwill never willingly speak to
you again.’ t
He stared ruefully at her, scarcely credmng her words
She let him hold her hand as she went on speaking.
“You're a bad man, Jack ; I never really thought you
bad before. But now I think that you are heartless and
worthless and wicked. I did love you—that’s true enough ;
_and'it is possible that I love you still—but not in the same
way. You have killed the old love effectually, because I
despise you now, and I’can’t love where I despise Why
didn’t you hold your tongue, Jack? ”
‘You had told me you love me : why did you put temp~
tation in my way ? ”’
«J did not know that it would be a temptation. I am
sorry—sorry for you, sorry a little for myself, and, most of
all, sorry for your wife.”
He growled something of which she could not distinguish
the syllables ; but the tone told her its tenor well enough.
“ You need not curse her for that,” she said drily. “ You
asked her to marry you, remember : you beguiled her from
her home. Nothing you can do for her will ever be too
much, considering the injury that you have done her al-
ready. You have alienated her from ‘all her friends : you
will have to make up for the loss. Now listen to me,
John Hannington,” she went on, drawing her hand away
and looking frankly into his face. ¢ If the world knew all
I know it would call you a scoundrel : do you knéw that?
_ If I do not call you so, it is only because I have a regard

for my old playfellow, and I hope that I shall one day be
able again to call myself his friend. At present, we had
better be as strangers One to another.”

“You will join the world in huntmg me down, you

‘mean?”’

“No,Idon’t. Iwilldo anything for Molly—your Molly.

- T will be Aer friend if she likes ; your acquaintance only.

I do not want to harm you, and T shall do you the greatest
service in my power, Mr. Hannington, if by any. means I
can make you thoroughly ashamed of the words that you
have spoken to-night. What have I done that you should

" so insult me ? To tell you before I knew of your marriage
that I returned the affection which you have long professed
to feel for me, ought never to have laid me open to this’
shameful proposal of yours. I feel degraded by it; but I
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am not degraded; it is you, in your wicked folly and
madness, that have degraded yourself, and I can only hope
and pray that you will some day feel as deeply as I feel the
depths to which you have sunk, and the contempt ‘which
I and every good man and woman must feel for you.”

She uttered her biting words clearly and distinctly, with
a ring of scorn in her voice, beneath which any man might
well have slunk away ashamed. Hannington was bolder
than most men in his way ; but even he listened to her
-with white lips, and a hang-dog look which veiled a real
remorse. For once he was bitterly hurt ; he smarted as if
she had lashed him with a whip ; yet—such was her power
over him—he did not resent her words. -

“ 1 know that you are in the right,” he said, half-sullenly,
half-sorrowfully, at last. ¢ That does not make it any the.
- better for me. Well, I'll go. Good-bye, Lady Valencia.

If apologies would make things any better I would apole-
gise, but I know that it is of no use,” ° :

Lady Val gave him a rapid, scrutinising glance.  No
use at all,” she said, decisively. ‘“We had better say ro
more about it, Mr. Hannington. I shall be_glad if you
will go now, if you please.”

He started slightly; took up his hat, and moved _reluc-
tantly towards the!door. She watched him as he went—
noting his bowed head, his frowning, discolored counte- .,
nance, his cowed demeanor—and she clenched her little
hands at her side to keep herself still.. For her heart
yearned over him in spite of his degradation and in spite
of all the bitter things that she had said ; and she would
have been glad indeed if he would have given her the
chance of saying a gentle word to him before he went back
to his unloved and deluded wife. .

He gave her the chance. The handle of th¢ door was
between his fingers when he looked back apd saw her”
" watching him. Her face was.calm and cold, but her eyes
were softer than she knew. He made a sudden step
backwards into the room.

““1 can’t go,” he groaned, “until you say that you for-
give me.”

_ She hurried to his side—her pride, her self-control, had
gone to the winds. She laid her hand upon his arm.

“Oh, Jack, Jack!” she said, “how could you do it?
Yes, I.do forgive you; at least, I will forgive you if you
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will only go home and be kind to poor little Molly. Make
her happy, Jack, and I will forget all that you have said.”

He took her hand and kissed it : he did not attempt to
touch the beautiful face, which was yet so perilously near.
She had raised him to her own height for a little time.
"For her sake he was willing at least to try to do his duty.

He scarcely knew how he got out into the street. She
must have put him out and cloged the-door behind him.
He walked on, not seeing the road before him, not caring
whither his footsteps led him. Molly was forgotten. His
own misery, his own shame, were present with him:
everything else was a blank. When he came to himself a
little, he found that he was sitting on a bench in some
public place, his elbows on his knees, his hands before his
face, his eyes dim, and his cheeks wet with tears. Who
would have believed it of John Hannington? He rose up,
dashed the moisture from his eyes, and began, slowly and
sadly, to collect his thoughts. They were anything but
pleasant. - -

And, after” meditating in some aimless and hopeless
fashion for the best part of an hour, he made his way back
to the hotel where he had left poor Molly.

CHAPTER XXVII
CHARLIE RUTHERFORD.

A MONTH later, Mr. and Mrs. John Hannington had left
Scotland and taken up their qudrters in a London hotel.
It was an expensive mode of living ; but Hannington was
in a reckless mood, and did not scruple to fling away the
very few hundreds that he had been able to raise for him-
self before his marriage. He had not yet relinquished the
hope that Mr. Moncrieff would relent towards his daugh-

—ter, and pay over to her the money to which she would
have been entitled if she had married with his consent;
but he began to fear that the father’s heart was harder
than he had imagined, and in that case he foresaw .that
his marriage would prove an utter failure as far as his
worldly prospects were concerned. :

The husband and wife had just dined in a pleasant,

\
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bow-windowed room overlooking Piccadilly. Dinner had
been ordered early—at six o’clock—as Hannington wanted
to go out for the evening; and now, soon after seven
o’clock, the spring sunshine was growing dim, and lighted
wax candles, with their pretty crimson shades, had been.
_set upon the damask-covered table. The blinds were not
" yet drawn down, however; and the ceaseless noise of
rolling wheels in the street below was distinctly heard
through the half-open window.
* “What a noisy place London 1s!” said Molly, as she
listened to the sound. .

« Think so?” asked Hannington, indifferently. “I
never notice it.”

It was so quiet at Torresmuir.”

“ Deadly guiet, I suppose. And deadly dull.”

A faint litile sigh issued from Molly’s lips. But if her
husband heard it, he was resolved not to show that he had
heard. He had lighted a cigarette, and was lying back in
his chair with his face turned toward the window. Appar-
ently he did not wish even to glance. at his wife, although
she made a picture at that moment which might well have
charmed the eye of any man.

He had been rigorous in his requirements during the
last few days, and Molly had g’}mrh’er best to fulfil them,

. seeing in his critical observatigns and sharp scrutiny only
love for herself and anxiety tHat she should look her best
in the eyes of his friends. As yet his friepds had not
taken any notice of her. _Possibly, she thou%ht, they did
not know that he was in London with his wife. But in
view of future calls, invitations, drives, and. rides, Molly
had dutifully visited fashionable dressmakers, milliners,
and coiffeurs, all of whom her soul would have loathed in
the untrammelled life at Torresmuir. The result had been
transformation. : Molly was no longer a lovely hoyden;
she looked as if she had stepped out of a fashion-book.
Her hair was piled up on her head in countless soft, shin-
ing rolls ; it was cut and curled in front, and crimped out
of all its much prettier natural waves; her dress showed
more of her neck and arms than would have been consid-
ered quite decorous at Torresmuir, and was composed of
some soft, creamy white material intermixed with daintiest
lace, over an underdress of eau-de-nil sitkk. Knots of rib- ~
bon of the same shade fastened a cluster of tea-roses at
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her breast, and she wore ornaments of aqua-marine and “
gold. The greenish-blue tint was admirably becoming” to
her dazzling complexion and the ruddy gold of her hair ;
.and Molly- knew it; yet, strange to say, she was not
happy in the consciousness of her own beauty. She began
to find that it did not do so much as she had ~expectedasz'f
to do. A frightened sense of powerlessness had been
growing upon her during the last few weeks.

Hannington had rather a jaded and irritable look. The
anxieties of his position were -telling upon him. But as
yet he had said nothing of these anxieties to Molly.

‘“ When are we going ?”’ said Molly at last.

“Going!” He started a little as she spoke. “Oh, I
forgot to tell you ; I have changed my plans. We can’t
go to the theatre to-night.”

¢“Oh, Jack! Why not.”

¢« Business,” said Hannington, curtly. .

“ And we have such nice seats. Oh, what a pity!
Can’t you put off your business, Jack, dear?”

“ No, of course I can’t. Business won’t be put off, as
you ought to know.” . ’

¢ Then—have yop to go out to-night? ”

¢ Yes.” )

There was a little pause. ‘You were out last night
without me,” said Molly, softly, “and the night before—
and to-night.”

Hannington glanced at her impatiently. Her eyes were
swimming in tears ; a drop fell over her rose-leaf tinted
cheek. . ’

«Jf you are such a bab§ as to cry about a theatre, I
really don’t know what will become of you,” he said, con-
temptuously. I cannot insure you against @// the acci-
dents of life, I am sorry to say.”

¢TIt isn't the theatre,” said Molly, quickly. ¢TIt is be-
cause you will be away from me, Jack.” :

¢« Of all things I hate,” said Hannington, half-closing his
eyes, “I hate most 2 man<vho is tied to his wife’s apron-
strings.” )

Molly pressed her hands tightly together under the table,
-and tried to force back the tears that continued to gather
in her eyes. She was learning her first lesson of self-con-
trol. : .

“I-don’t want. you to stay with me,” she said, in a
choked, mortified voice, “ if you don’t care to stay.”
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"+ ¢ All the better,” said her husband, drily; “for I have
somethirig else to do to-night.”
Molly sat silent, biting her lips. A thundering double
Kt:ock and a peal at the front door;bell suddenly resounded
through the house, and made Harznington rouse himself.
*“You had better dry your eyes and not make a fool of
yourself,” he said, sharply. <1 expect that that knock is

~ for us. Donald Vereker and a friend were to call for me

at y.30. I hear them coming up now.”

Molly hastily rubbed her eyes with her” handkerchief,
but succeeded only in making them look rather redder
than they would have been without this process. Han-
nington’s frown as he glanced at her added to her agitation.
It was a beautiful but very pathetic little face which met
the view of the gentlemen who entered ; and Hannington
would, on the whole, have preferred to see her radiant and
smiling. '

« Mr. Vereker—Captain Rutherford—my wife "—the
introduction was effected in very brief fashion by John -
Hannington, who wanted to make his escape as quickly as
possible, but was annoyed to find his friends in no hurry
to depart. Mr. Vereker always loved a pretty face, and
he had heard enough of Molly’s story to be curious about
her. While Captain Rutherford—Charlie Rutherford, as
his friends usually called him—having neither heard of
Mrs. John Hannington before, nor being remarkable for
his appreciation of women’s beauty, amazed his companions
not a little by seeming quite unable to take his eyes off
Molly's face, and showing no disposition at all to hasten
away. Hannington was half-vexed, half-flattered by this
evident admiration of his wife, and he wished very much
that he had not acceded to his friends’ desire to call for
him on their way to a music-hall and gambling-house,
where he intended to spend the evening.

Molly was not greatly taken by the appearance of Don-
ald Vereker, who had lately grown red and fat, and was
too jovial-looking for her taste ; but she found Captain
Rutherford attractive. He was a man! of five or six-and
twenty, tall, fair, broad-shouldered, and muscular,y\gi%}
fair skin bronzed by exposure to sun and air ; he ha
hair and a fair, moustache, and his blue eyes, though not
particularly beautiful in shape or color, were so frank and
honest and manly that it was a pleasure to look at them.

(5
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He had a gentlé, pleasant way of smiling and talking,
moreover, and he managed to make himself very agreeable
during the few minutes of his stay in Mrs. Hannington’s
sitting-room, although‘he spoke neither so much nor so
loudly as the-Honorable, Don.,

“Well, I don’t wish to) hurry you,” said Hannington at
length, doing his best $0 speak pleasantly, “ but I think
we had better be off.”

‘“ And are we going t s. Hannington all by her-
self? ¥ asked Donald Vereker. ) That’s hard lines, isn’t
it?” 3

“Oh, I shall be quite happy,” said Molly, innocently.
I have a novel to read.”

¢ She is an ardent novel-reader,” said Hannington, with
a smile. ‘ She will be quite absorbed in herthree volumes
as soon as we are out of the door; won’t you, Molly? ”

¢ If it is a nice one,” said Molly, smiling back brightly.
“I'm afraid that it won’t be quite as nice as the Lyceum.”

“ Did you want to go to the Lyceum then?” said Mr.
Vereker.

«“Oh, we had tickets for te-night,” replied guileless
Molly, “ but as Jack has a business engagement he cannot
go, so I”—and she laughed a little—‘ am left at home
lamenting.” . .

There was a very slight pause; th which it dawned upon
Molly that she had said the wrong thing. Her husband’s
face had grown white with anger ; Mr. Vereker lifted his
eyebrows comically : Captain Rutherford had turnedaside,
and was fingering his moustache. Both visitors knew
that Hannington’s ¢ engagement” was one of pleasure,
and not of business at all, and if Molly had been a plain
and insignificant little creature’ Donald Vereker would
have considered her ignorance rather a joke than other-
wise. _But for such a very pretty woman to be left to cry
her eyes out over Jack Hannington’s absence-(he was ‘sure
that she had been crying when they entered) was, after all,
rather 2 shames What Charlie Rutherford thought of thé
matter did not transpire; but there was a steely look in
his blue eyes which might have proceeded from indigna-
tion when he turned round again. .

“ Oh, lpok here!” cried Donald. *We'll give up our
engagement, Jack—important as it is,” and he bestowed a
facetious’|'wink upon Hamii?x’:gton, which annoyed that




S
2itr FUCK OF T TOTSE.

entlenman very much iieed @ % and we'lIall escort Mrs,
Eannington to the Lyecemm, What have yon got—stafs,
a box?  Wits o boe we can all go, spu know.” ‘
CICis not a bog mdortunately” said Jack, coldly 5
Cttwe hend stalles L am eseeedingly sorry, but even if your
cipagement is not of pressing importance, mine fs, and §
cannot pive, it u\.»."

M. Vercker burst out laughing, ¢ P'mafraid mine is
A important as yours* e smif‘ in alow tone of suppressed
enjoyment, which Molly could not undetrstand. : .

Oy it s of no consequence,” she said, hurriedly,  «1

shall be grete happy and comfortable here at home ; and
we shall have plenty of other clianees of seeing Irving,
shall we not, Jack? - You see,” she added, with a prettily
apulogetiv ait, 1 have néver been in London before, and
L keep forgetting that 1 am not going away again— just
vet”

*Can e of nouse? " said Captain Rutherford, eagerly.
“Perhaps T might be allowgd to escort Mrs. Hannington
this evening ? - 1 "—looking full at Hannington—* have no
engagement of any kind, as Mr. Vereker knows. 1 was
now o my wgy home, and shall be delighted if T may-
have the honde N

fVery kind of vou, 'm sure, Chatlie,” said Hanning-
ton,  * Well, {f you don't mind the trouble, my wife will
be charmed.  t7s vather a pily to sacrifice two tickets.”

Molly looked anything but charmed. Married woman
as she was, and under John Hannington's tuition, she was
very ignorant of the privileges of her position. To go to
the theatre with a young man whom.she had never seen in
her life betore seemed to her a startling prospect.  She
would very much have liked to ask her husl(mnd in private
what it was “ proper " for, her to do: but as such a ques-
tion was impossible, she could only look -at him and at
Captain Ruthetford in turn with such wide-eyed dismay
that Hammgton, secretly raging. felt it incumbent upon
him to offer some excuse for her gawckerre.

* My wife is quite taken aback by this pleasant surprise.”
he said. coolly, ** but she will no doubt express her thanks
to you by and by, It you really mean it, that is, Charlie
—it you have no other engagement——" .

“ Not in the least. I shall be most happy to go with-
Mrs. Hanunington. I want to see Irving immensely.”

by
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N

“Run away and get your cloak, then, Molly. [ will
send for a caly at once.”

Under cover of this excuspehe followetd her into the next
tootn, and there spoke somewhat sharply. :

S*You may as well say a civil word to Charlie Ruther-
ford, Molly : don’t hehave like a girl in the schoolroom,
for goodness’ suke.”

“Ol Jack ! ctied Molly, clinging to his arm, * ought
1togo? 1 doun'tlike going with Caprtain Rutherford and
without you. I have never done such a thing before.”

“ Don’t be prudish,” said Jack. * You are a married
woman now, remember, and don't require a chaperon.”

But as he paused and looked_down at her, it struck him
that she was vety young and fair~ta be left by her own
husband not six weeks after het 'chd%g day—and left,
too, for suchk a reason! ‘The momentagy sting of com-
punction passed away, but it caused,hm#to speak kindly,
and to bend and kiss her lips as he spoke.

“You will be all right with Charlie Rutherford, dear :
he is as dull and steady as old Time. He'll take care of
you as if he were a dowager. . Of course I should not allow—
you to do anything unsuitable ; you must leave me to decide
these matters, you know. Now, don’t look doleful : give
me a kiss and be a good girl.”

Molly’s eyes brightened as she returned her husband’s
salute. It was not often that he spoke so affectionately
nowadays : she had found out that the time of compliments -
and caresses was passing by. Even in the early days of
their married life she had noticed that his moods were

, fitful, and that his affection for her seemed of an intermit-
_tent character. She had not the key to these changes of
"behavior, and they perplexed her greatly. Of late the
moods had been less changeable, but the coldness more
petsistent. Her husband was a riddle to her, and the
oonsideration of this riddle was bringing a new, strange

* shadow of doubt and distress into her hazel eyes.

When Molly had driven off with Captain Rutherford,
Hannington turned rather curiously to his friend Vereker.
«1 don’t understand all this,” he said. ‘¢ Wasn’t Ruther-
ford coming with us ?—or did he back out of it for the
sake of doing the polite to my wife?”

¢ He had backed out of it already,” answered Donald
Vereker. ‘He swore that he had had no idea what the
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engagement meant ; and that he would no more go to that
music-hall and then to Lulli’s with us than he would fly.»
¢ 1 didn’t think he was a milksop, I'must say.

- “Oh, I knew there was a strain of it in him, but I -
thought that we should work it out a bit to-night. Ishould
have liked to set him down to cards at Lull’s: he could
stand a good bit of play without getting broke, I fancy.”

¢ Wealthy. isn’t he? ”

“ Tremendously so. A very good pigeon, indeed, for
you, Jack. But he declines to be plucked, you see.”

Hannington did not like the joke, and frowned in reply.
But he was sorry that he had missed the chance of “rook-

* ing” Captain Rutherford: his funds were growing low,

and to win a few hundredsat play seemed to him the only
way by which’to recoup himself for recent losses. He had
vowed to leave off play when he married a rich wife ; ‘but
poor Molly—although she might be rich one day—was at
present almost penniless. " Therefore, he argued with him-
self, another attempt to win back his luck at the green
table was “ absolutely necessary.”

Meanwhile Molly went to the theatre with Captain
Rutherford, and was much impressed and delighted by all
that she saw and heard. She found him also a very
charming companion. He talked to her between the acts
with a gentle, respectful courtesy of manner, which she
thought exceedingly pleasant; and yet there was a youth-

.ul gaiety of heart about him which made him seem to her
like a brother or a playmate. He reminded her of Bertie,
and she told him so, with a confiding siioplicity, which he
in turn found adorable.

“ Where Jid Hannington meet her?” he thought to
himself, as the youthfui lgyeliness of her face impressed
itself more and more upon him. ¢ She does not look more
than seventeen, and she seems to have no friends in Lon-
don. What business has that man to neglect her in this
way? Who is she, and how did she come to marry that
‘hard-hearted scamp ? ”

By Which meditation it may be seen that Captam
Rutherford did not read society papers. <

He soon found out what he wanted to know. A chance
reference to-Dunkeld brought the color to the girl’s face,
the moisture to her eyes.

“Oh, do you know Perthshire ?” she cried. - Perhaps

: you know my fatocr? Mr. Moncneﬁ' of Torresmuir.”
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“Is k- your father? I have met him several times, and
my fath>r knows him exceedingly well. You may have
heard o my people, Mrs. Hannirgton ? ” the young man
went on questioning. - My fathers place is further North,
but 1 think that Mr. Monc-ieT visits him sometimes. -

“Is Sir Archibald your zzttier? I know /zs name,”
said Molly, with some little confusion of manner. “I
think that I have heard of you t00.”

“I am sure you have—juct as I have heard of you,”
caid Captain Rutherford, heartily. “But how was it that
I knew nothing of your marriage, I wonder? I was at my
father’s in March, and he never mentioned: it——

He wondered Wﬁy Mrs. Hannington’s cheeks had so
suddenly assumed a vivid tint of red.

“Oh, stop, please,” said Molly, in a very low voice.
The orchestra had just struck up, and ‘he coudd hardly hear
what she said. He bent his head to listen. “I don’t
think anybody knew,” she went on, flushing more and
more. ¢ It was-—very quiet.”

“Oh, I see,” said Captain Rutherford. But he did
not “see” atall. He was very much puzzled.-

Molly played with her feather fan, and was silent for a
time. At last, in an odd, abrupt kind of wa.y, he said—

¢ Of course, you will hear all about it sooneror later, so
it is no use for me to make a secret of it. Jack and I ran
away together—didn’t you know that? We only wrote to
my father afterwards. If you are my father’s friend, I
think you ought to know. Because papa is angry thh
me,-I believe, and perhaps you would rather not—rather
not—be friends with me any longer—when you know.”

It was a good thing that John Hannington did not hear
the childish speech. But Charlie Rutherford felt as if he
could fall down and kiss the hem of Molly’s pretty silk
gown upon the spot. And then the curtain went up and
he couldnot reply.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
MOLLY'S AWAKENING. ;
Capramy Rutaerford did not hear much of the dramatic

performance that followed. His mind was entirely fix~d
upon the information that Molly had just given hii—
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information which he found intensely disagreable. He
had never known John Hanwington well, and he had been
taken to that gentleman’s Zotel by Donald Vereker with-
out knowing that there was a Mrs. Hannington atall
Vereker, it should be explained, had written and obtaineG
Hanningtoa’s permission to call for him (¢ with a friend ”)
that evening, but Charlie Rutherford, Captain of Hussars
as he was, had not been thought important enough to have
the position explained to him beforehand by the Honor-
able Don. : :

He remembered, clearly enough now, that he Za4 heard
of Miss Moncrieff’s elopement when he was lastin Scotland.
He had not noticed the name of the man with whom she
had gone off. His father and mother were people of the
old school, dignified, reserved, loyal in word and deed:
they had not gossiped about their friend’s troubles, nor
gloated over the recital of Molly Moncrieff’s imprudence
and her stepmother’s careicssness, as many of poor Alan
Moncrieft’s acquaintances had done. The little that
Charlie had heard about it had been uttered in a tone of
grave pity and regret: and the grief that Alan Moncrieff
had.suffered was dwelt upon rather than the misconduct
of his daughter.

But that it waes misconduct, Charlie Rutherford was as
strongly of opinon as were his parents. That a young
girl, tenderly nurtured, gently bred, should—without any
great reason—run away from her father’s house at the age
of seventeen with a man who had wooed her clandestinely
—this seemed to Captain Rutherford a disgraceful act -
indeed. And yet this lovely, gracefy] girl, whose charm
consisted largely in the candor of her glance, the seem-
ing frank transparency of her whole nature—this young
creature, whom Charlie had already chararacterised as
the most beautiful woman that he had ever met—she, of
all people, had acted in this way, and he had not the
heart to condemn her! Of course it was-her husband’s
fault. Every one knew, he thought indignantly, that
Hannington was a cad, a cur—anything but a gentleman§
No doubt he frightened the poor girl by some means into
marrying him! And she was so young, so pretty, and
it showed such honorable feeling on her part/) ¢o tell

him the story! In short, he made out a good case for
Molly, as every other young man in his place woul@ bave
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done, regardless of the fact that he had. quite agreed with
his mother when Lady Rutherford said a month before
that she was afraid poor Alan Moncrieff’s daughter had
been a sore trouble to him, and a sad disgrace to -1l her
family. Andhere he was sitting side by si“e with this dis-
grace to her family, and—if she had only not been John
Hannington’s weddeéd wife !—quite ready to fall in love
with her at first sight, as young people used to do in the
days of old romance. ™=

i Molly, unconscicus of theygn his thoughts werc taking,
was yet not unmindful of :he sterfiness that had crept into
nis face as he st with folded arms and blue eyes fixed
rbsently upon li.efloor instead of on the stage. Her mar-
-icge had made her more susceptible to influences from
without than she had been in her early days. She felt
that he had been startled—perhaps even shocked—by her
story ; and for the first time she realised a little how the ~
story sounded in the cars of strangers, and what aspect
it would wear in the eyes of a duty-loving, God-fearing,
high-minded man or woman.

When the curtain had dropped again she did not speak
until Captain Rutherford asked her whether she would
take an ice or somec°coffee. Molly refused both hastily,
and then summoned up courage-to 16ok at him. His face
was not at all stern now, she thought: his blue eyes were
quite gentle and frieadly. )

. “I hope you are not—not very much shocked?” she
faltered out. )
* Charlie Rutherford did not think that he ought to smile,
but he could not help it. The question was so very zaive.

_._“Our fathers are good friends,” he arnswered, evading
the difficulty. ¢ I think that we ought to be good friends
too, Mrs.' Hannington. I have been wanting to make
your brother’s acquaintance for some time.”

¢ Oh, how nice of you! ” said Molly. ‘ And hoW nice
for Bertie !”

Charlie laughed outright now. It was more than ever
impossible to help it, although Mrs. Hannington looked
surprised.

“ It will be very nice for me,” he said. “I am going to
chtland soon, and will look him up. -He is at home, I
tbln k? ” . .

“I taink so, sajd Molly, blushing. “But—I don’t
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know exactly. He hasn’'t—they don't write to me. She
did not know by what impulse she told this fact to a com-
parative stranger ; but she did tell it in the artless way i
which a child will recount its woes to any one who scems
kindly disposed.

Captain Rutherford looked grave. 1 am sorry,” he
zaid, imvoluntarily, and then paused. ~ ““You have written
to them, of course?” he asked, feeling himself obliged,
~ out of sheer pity, to take a confidential tone with this im-

pulsive, imprudent child, ’

“Yes, I wrote at once,” said Molly, with downcast
eyes. ““Anhd I have written again, but papa would not
rend my letter. Don't you think that it is very hard? 1

. thought that he would forgive us ditectly—of course I
know that I was disobedient and naughty and all that—
but he won't. It makes me very unhappy.”

It must,” said Charlie, with quite unintentional fer-
vof. . He was a simple, dircct, affectionate young fellow,
and the position of this girl, whose father’'s heart way
aliénated from her, appeared to him truly pitiable. Molly
raised her eyes for an instant, looking as if she had re-
ceived.a rather new idea.

‘““Amd I suppose you have not many acquaintances in
London yet?” he went on after a pause. )

“ Not one,” said Molly. *Jack says that I shall have
more than I know what to do with before long, but I
don't know. I suppose that he has a great many friends
in London?”

«Of a sort,” said Charlie to himself, but of course he
did not say it aloud. Hc answered discreetly.  “ I believe
that Mr. Hannington has a very large acquaintance. Mr.
Vereker secms to be an old friend of his. 'The Esquharts
arc in London now, I believe. I dare say you will see
something of them. Lady Agnes Vercker is a very nice
girl. My other always comes up to town in May ; she
\vilti be hfre next weck, and I am sure she will be very

la
. g Fortunately for Charlie’s veracity, a burst of music

drowned the conclusion of that sentence.

« It is very kind of you,” said Molly, rather forlornly.
« 1 should like to have somebody to talk to—of course—
Jack Yis obliged to g{: a?lut’ somet{lmes.”

« Yes—to music halls,” was the young man’s silent com-
7xm:m. He added aloud, young,
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“ There is a lady Valencia Gilderoy whom 1 think you
must have met near Dunkeld.”

“ Oh, yes, we knew her very well.”

“She is in town now. She was a friend of the Fs-
quharts, and I think shc knows Mr. Hannington. Shall
I tell her where you are staying? 1 often sec her.”

“Please do, said Molly eagerly. Then she hesitate.l.
“I don't know. She is a friend of papa's. Perhaps she
will not come.”,

*“She shall come if I can make ner,” said Captain
Rutherford stoutly. And then the play went on.

It seemed to Molly as if she must have known Charles
Rutherford for many years, His name had long been
familiar to her, and to meet him in London was like meet-
ing a countryman in a foteign land. She could not treat
him like a stranger. .

He drove back o the hotel with her between eleven
and twelve, parting from her at the door with a sensation
of entire devotion which would greatly havejastonished
simple-minded Molly, could she but have known it. Her
husband had not come in, and she did not whit for him.
She was tired and went at once to bed, where, she slept
so soundly that she was not alarmed by the fact'that Jack
did not return until six o'clock in the morning, when he
stumbled into his dressing-room and threw himsclf down
ona couch to sleep until noon. She found him there
when she was dressed at nine o'clock, and, like a wise
little woman, forbore to disturb him.

He appeared in the sitting-room at one o’clock, ordered
brandy and soda, and complaincd of a headache. He
certainly-looked ill, his face was lividly pale, and he had
black marks under his eyes. Molly hastened to wait
upon him but got snubbed for her pains. He lay down
on a sofa, turned his back to her, and told her roughly t
hold her tongue. Lo

After teh minutes’ silence, however, he addressed her
again. T

“ Molly, when did you write to your father ?”

“ Last week, Jack, dear.” -

“ And he sent back your letter unopéhed ? ”

“Yes, Jack.”

* Confound him !—Molly ! "

“Yes, Jack, dear?” °

B
LA
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“QOpen that pocket-book and take out the key that
youwll find inside. That's it. Now go and ufilock my
dressing-box and see how much money you can find. I
want 1o know. Bring it all to me.”

Molly wondetingly did her lord’s behests. * I've found
such a lot,"” she said, when she returned. ¢ What do you
keep it there for, Jack? it might get stolen. There are
one hundred and twenty pounds in notes, and fifteen
pounds, seventeen shillings and four pence in silver and
copper.” ’

*Is that a//?” said Hannington, blankly.

“Isn’t it enough? Yes, that is all, I am sure.”

« A nice look-out for us,” muttered het husband, turning
his face‘away. “ That's all we have got in the world, you
may be pleased to know; and thanks to your father’s
infernal obstinacy, that is all we seem likely to get until
you are twenty-one.” - -

-~ The color faded from Molly's cheeks at the tone of his
voice rather than on account of the words he uttered. She
felt vaguely afraid and dismayed.

I thought you—you—had—plenty,” she faltered.

« Plenty ! It depends on what you call plenty ! I had
more than this last night, certainly : I was cheated out of
a lot of money—fool that I-was! Look here, Molly, I
shall be ruined—if I am not ruined already—unless I can
get something out of that precious father of yours. You
won't have bread and butter to ¢at before very long, if
something does not turn up. I shall have to go to the
Continent, and you back to your father: that is what will
happen to us.”

“Oh, Jack, if you were ever so pocr, I should never
desert you!” cried Molly, who was in tears by this time.

« Like Mrs. Micawber,” said Jack, drily. ¢ But I am
afraid that I should have to desert you, my dear—unless
yoy, can mend matters for me.”

« How, Jack? I will do anything that I can.”

« Sit down and write a moving appeal to your father,
then. Say anything you like : promise anything you like,
but get him to give an income.”

« Agk him for money? Oh, that is impossible,” said
Molly, suddenly flushing scarlet, and drawing herself up.

« Just now you said you would do anything for me, and
yet you hang back the moment a disagreable task is sug-
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gested to you,” said Hannington. ‘I acknowledge that
it is desagreeable: there are many disagreeable things in
this world, unfortunately ; but they have to be faced.
However, I shall now know how much faith to place in
your professions.”

He turned his eyes angrily to the wall, and keptsilence.
He knew very well the way in which his demeanor would
affect poor Molly’s feelings. She also was silent for a few
minutes, but then she burst out passionately—

“You ought not to say that! You know that I profess
nothing that I do not feel. I have given up a great deal
to_show my love for you: I have given up my home and
my friends. Itis very hard to ask for money when all I
want is my father’s forgiveness. ’

““You have never seemed to think much about your
father’s forgiveness before,” said her husband with a sneer.

“T know that I did not: I have begun to think about
it lately. I wish—I wish ?

‘“ Perhaps you wish that you had not married me,” said
‘Hannington, sarcastically. ‘‘ Does your repentance extend
so far? "’

¢ Oh, Jack, Jack!” She flew to him at once, and knelt
beside him, showering kisses on the hand that was within
her reach—he would not let her kiss his face. “ How can
I repent it when I love you? _You are my own dear hus-
hand—my love—my'darling ! I cannot repent thatI came
away with you !"

“That'’s all very fine, Molly, but heroics and hysterics
won’t give us bread and cheese. Are you or are you not
going to manifest your love for me in a practical manner ?
If you care for me half as much as you say you do, you
won’t scruple to write a little note to your father on my
behalf. If you won’t do that small thing for me—well I
shall know what to believe and what to expect. ”

“ But it does not seem a small thing to me, Jack ; it
seems very large,” cried Molly, piteously. ‘It seems a
dreadful thing to me.” .

«“And you refuse to do this—this large and dreadful
thing for me?” He turned towards her and looked at
her with those dark, handsome eyes of his, which had first
won Molly’s heart. Won’t you try to help me, Molly ? ”
he said subduing his voice to a coaxing tone. And Molly
burst into tcars and promised that she would ; and he, as
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a reward, put his arm round her and kissed her, c¢alling
heér by all sorts of pet hamies, and vowing that she never
should repent that she had become his wife. And in this
he Was it patt sihcere afid in part dominated by baser
motives. ewanted to keep Molly in what he called o

od RAumor,” and he was also fond of her, and admited
g:r beauty -very cordially. .

S0 at last Molly sat dowt to the writing-table and indited
another letter to her father. John did not suggest any
sefténces, as he had done once before with someéwhat
disastrous effect ; doubtless he khew by this time that
Molly’s style and his own were wide as the poles asunder.
And Molly’s letter, which she dutifully bmught to him,
was, he assured her patronisingly, a very creditable effu-
sion. Indeed, it was a pathétic and perfectly sincere
little lettef, which deserved a better fate than the one
which ultimately befel it.

She enclosed it in a note to Bertie, begging her brother
to place it in theit father’s hands. In four ddys an answer
was received—but not from Mt Moncrieff or Bertie ; it
was written by Ralph Kingscott.

= My dear Molly,” wrote her uncle,  your father wishes
me to say that he cannot conceive why you should write
begging létiers already.  You must surely have sufficient
for your present needs, considering the citcumstances
under which you left his house.” -

* What can he mean ? ” said Molly, when she read this
letter rather tremblingly aloud to her husband.

Hannington shook his head.

“Can't imagine, I am sure. As I took nothing out of
his house but yourself, my dear, there does not seem much
point in his observation. Goon.”

Molly continued to read.” -

“ He is of opinion that you have already receéived suffi-
cient, and that he ought not to be called upon for more.”

% More ! ” cried Hannington, fiercely ; “ what does that
mean?” .

“He therefore requests that no more communications
may be addressed to him or to any member of his family...
Thus far, my dear Molly, I have written at his dictation,
and I can now add a few words of my own. In robbing
hirn of yourself, you see, your father looks upon poor Jack
as a yheve thief, and refuses to increase his wealth by gifts
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of filthy lucre, which is unfortunate for Jack, I daresay, as
he knows the worth of filthy lucre as well as any one with
whom 1 was ever acquainted. Your father is somewhat
annoyed also at the way in which your letter was forced
upon his notice ; Mrs. Moncrieff, to whom Bertie confided
it, having placed it open upon his desk. The matter has
become a sore point with him altogether, more particularly
as the fact of your husband’s previous engagement to Mrs.
Moncrieffl—" - .

Here Molly broke off. “ Your engagement to Mrs,
Moncrieff | ” she said, in an incredulous tone.

“1 think I told you about it,” he answered, trying to
speak carelessly.  Mrs. Moncrieff, when she was Stella
Raeburn, was——" )

“In love with you! I know that; Uncle Raiph told
me 3o, and you acknowledged it,” said Molly, quickly.
“ But an engagement ! ”

“ Well, why not? It was roken off, my dear child, if
ever there was one, long before 1 knew you.”

“ Yes, yes, of course it was, but you never said that you
—that you——" -

“That I—what # Don’t stammer and whine, for mercy’s
sake. What do you mean?"”

“ You must have asked her—you must have paid atten-
tion to her—or she would-not have shown that she liked
you-}-- Youcould not be engaged to her without having
made love to her!” Moll‘i' broke out jealously. Her breast
was heaving; her dilated eyes gleamed through a mist of
tears. R

 Naturally,” said her husband, coolly. He had by this
time lost his temper. 1 never implied that Stella Rae-
" burn gave me her affection without my asking for it, did

I? Of course I made love to her ; what else do you ex-
pect to hear?” - - ’

“You loved her first? " cried Molly. Her face had .
grown pale, and her hands clenched themselves at her
side. ‘There was something tragic in her look. o

Hannington laughed scornfully. ‘Loved her?” he re- -
echoed. I have only loved one woman in my life—and
that was not Stella Raeburn,” ) :

“Oh, Jack, Jack | say that you loved me /” cried Molly,
stret out her arms to him, beseechingly. He looked
ather and did not answer. ‘ You have loved one woman,”-

"

o
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she went on, fearfully, ‘“don’t you mean e, ‘Jack? You
<, have always said that you loved me ; and I—I am your
wife.”

“ Worse luck for me,” g\roﬂ?d\l;lannington, savagely.
- He said it between his teeth, not exactly meaning her to
* hear; but when he saw from her stricken look and the
Shrinking movement of her whole body that she had
7 heard, he did not attempt to mend matters. He cast a
— guxlty glance at her, shrugged his shoulders, and then went
¢ straight out of the room. He had come to the conclusion
that it was useless to ‘“ humbug ” Molly any longer. The
sooner she found out that he did not care for-her more
than husbands usually care for their wives—such was the
cynical way in which he put it to hlmself—the better for her

~—the better for them both

CHAPTER" XXIX.
STELLA RAEBURN’S LETTERS.

Motry sank infoa chair when her husband left her, and
sat like a stone, cold, motionless, and indifferent to all
surroundings. It seemed to her that life was at an end,
that her happiness was entirely destroyed. John ‘Han-
nington, for whom she had sacrificed~so much, had never
loved her after all—she could not but be sure of that. It
was some other woman whom he loved ; perhaps Stella,
perhaps some one else. And what was left to Molly for
her share of this world’s good? She had given up her
home, her father, brother, friends; she had turned from
wealth to. poverty—a small matter when love was present,
perhaps,: but hot without its importance—she<had’ even
lowered her own fair reputation—and for what? For the
sake of a man who did not love her. But why had he
married her? That was poor Molly’s question ; and the
answer did not make itself clear for some little time. ¢ He
must have loved me a little, or he would not have married
me,” she said, chﬂchshly, thereby revealing the depths "of
her ignorance of man’s nature. But Molly, in spite of her
beauty, of her. high physical development, of her. strong
will and passionate nature, was as yet only a child in soul.

-
. 5
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She had no mental resources, no real strength of character.
to fall back upon when natural hopes of love and joy had
failed her. Her mind might grow, and latent powers of.
intellect and conscience awaken ; but at present she w
capable of but little feeling, and entirely governed by her
emotions. T

She sat still for some time. All her strength seemed to
have left her. At last the tears began to flow—slowly at
first, then faster; and with the tears came a rush of
warmer feeling—of resentment, jealousy, anger, instead of
the coldness of despair. She cried her heart out like a
hurt child, before she bethought herself of any plan of
action or any arrangement for the future, now that she was
bereft of her husband’s love. )

When she was a little calmer, she noticed that she had
seen her uncle’s letter drop tg the floor, where it lay
crumpled and half unread. She brought herself at last to
make the effort of picking it up; and when she had
smoothed it out, she sat down listlessly to read the last
page. It was a dangerous thing to do at that moment;
for she was in a keenly susceptible state, and Ralph King-
scott’s'suggestions were apt to fall upon susceptiblé minds
like lighted matches upon tow. ’

“The matter has become a sore point with himy zalto-
gether, more particularly as the fact of your husband’s pre-
vious engagement to Mrs. Moncrieff ’—Molly now read on
with interest—*‘ has but lately been made known to him.
He is anxious and -uneasy concerning some letters that
Mrs. Moncrieff once wrote to Jack. If you want to do us
_ a service, my dear, you had better get Jack to send them
back. Your father will know no peace until they are de-
stroyed, for he cannot bear the thought of their existence.
He will be much more likely to forgive your husband if he
gets those letters away from him. But perhaps they are
destroyed already. Could you not ascertain this, and let
me know ? You can write to me as much as you please.
I still hope to soften your father’s heart towards you.

- Your affectionate uncle,
“Rarpa Kingscorr.”

_Kingscott had probably calculated upon the effect that
his letter was likely to produce, and had worded it so that
it should have a perfectly innocent and friendly sound,
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He had no reason*for wishing to sow dissension between
Mr. and Mrs. Hannington, but he wanted to keep Molly
away from home, he wanted to separate Alan and Stella,
and he particularly wanted to retain his own powerful posi-
tion. To set Molly searching for Stella’s letters, and to
get them into his own hands, would be to secure two very
desirable results.
. Molly rose up from the reading of that letter with her
brain on fire. Jack had letters from Stella Raeburn—
now Stella Moncrieff, her father’s wife—and would not give
them up? . What did that mean but that he still, in spite
of. 'his denial, loved Stella and cherished her memory.
Molly set her teeth and pressed her hands closely together
as she considered this possibility. And then there came
an overwhelining desire to see for herself the letters of
which her uncle spoke. “She had no thought of making
use. of them for her own or Kingscott’s ends ; she only
wanted passionately to see them. Did her husband keep
them still? If so, had she not a right to find them and -
read them, as if they were her own?
" Poor Molly was not of a bad disposition ; she would
never develop into a wicked woman ; but she was utterly
untrained and uncontrolled. Stella’s influence. had been
exerted for. too short a time to retain its power over her;
her father’s authority had been authority simply, and had
not made her reflect about questions of right and wrong.
. She“was a spoilt, passionate child—that was all; but she
Was in'a position where the indulgence of her impulses were
likely to have disastrous resalts for other people. .
"It was with a face in -which the hot color burned like
- two red flags of defiance, with cold and shaking hands, and
limbs that trembled under her, that she left the snug little
private sittingroom at last, and made her way into Han-
nington’s dressingroom. Here. she looked round hope-
lessly.” Where should she begin to search? He was not
likely. to leave his private papersin any place ‘where: she
could find them easily. They were probably in that brass-
bound’ desk of his, or.in the despatch-box—both safely
locked and put away ina big trunk. And the keys would
probably be in his pocket. Molly could not imagine her-
self picking a'lgck, although the moral guilt of doing so.
right not §¢'\ edter than that of reading another woman'’s
letters.to her-husband. She sighed and almost gave-up-
her scheme in that moment of discouragement,
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But what did she see upon the dressmg-ta.Ble,»as if oit
purpose to tempt her to do amiss? Her husband’s keys
lay there in a little heap : some half-dozen tiny glittering
things on a steel ring which he generally-carried in his
pocket, and seldom indeed forgot. _ John- Hannington was
rather a careful man about small matters: it was rare
indeed for him to leave things lymg about. Molly hesitated
for a moment only, and then seized upon the keys. Her
heart beat violently as she opened the trunk and took out
the despatch-box : her hands trembled so that she could
scarcely turn the key. If her husband came in while she
was so engaged, she guessed that his wtath would be some-
thing terrible. But she was too. eager and excited to be
timid. Until she hdd found what she wantéd, ot given
up the search in .despair, the ‘reaction was not h'kely to
set in.

In the despatch-box she found many bundles of letters
and papers, for the most part neatly tied up and docketed . _ .
in a severely methodical manner. She tossed them over.*
with hot,-trembling fingers : she saw none in the ha.nd—’
writing that she had learnt to know so well when Stélla,

- was her governess. She almost relinquished the task in

despair. Then, at the very bottom of the box, fer eyes fell
on two slim papers tied together with a “bit. of black
ribbon : one was black-edged, both were covered with the
fine and pretty characters that betokened: Stella’s hand.
Molly drew them out.. She had found what she wanted,
then, at last!

Two : were there only two? _ She turned over the other
papers, but could find no more. She looked into the desk,.
into the 6ther boxes and the drawers, but her search was.
unsuccéssful. Atlast she reluctantly turned the keys, and,
resolving to put back the lettefs when she had read them,’
she crept-into her .own room -and’ seated herself at her
dressing-table to examine thém. - .

.Only one seemed to be. of any length or 1mporta.nce. :
The first was thé lefter written by Stella soon after Her
father’s death, begging John Hannington to come td her.
The~ next—ah this was what froze Molly’s heait as she
read it—the next was that eutpouring of girlish’ tendernéss
which’ Hannington had foiind so embarrassing,’so “difficulf
to answer. Not knowing exactly how he had answered-it,
not knowmg what had preceded it, but imagining all sorts

na
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of vows and protestations and caresses on his part, Molly
worked herself up to a state of indignation and fury, in
which it seemed as though every softer feeling had
deserted her.

¢ And he could ask nie to be his wife after all this!”
she exclamed to herself. ¢ And s/e could come among us
with her_soft looks.and pretty ways and pretend that she
had never cared for any man before! I know she pretend-
ed that, for I heard old Miss Jacky talking to papa one
day, and solemnly assuring him that dear Stella had never
cared for anybody in her life—except himself! She was
false—false all round. I may have deceived papa for a
time,” thought Molly, beginning to cry at the remem-
brance, “but I never, never deceived him as much as
Stella Raeburn did when she consented to be his wife.
And I was deceived too. Deceived by her, deceived by
Jack . Oh, what can I do to punish them! They deserve
punishment | they deserve it!”

She sobbed tempestuously for a time, her tears falling
on the letters as Stella’s had fallen when she wrote them
those years-before. When her sobs at last ceased she had .
grown quieter and gentler in feeling : she had come to the --
point of excusing her husband even if she could not for-
give Stella. Towards Stella, indeed, her thoughts were
of unmixed bitterness. Odd contradiction of feeling as it-
may seem to be, she was angry for her father’s sake as well
as for her own. He ought to have known—and she was
sure that he had not been told before his marriage even if
he had heard the truth later. The remembrance of her
uncle’s letter came back to her, and brought a strange
gleam into her eyes. ~ ¢ No wonder they want to get these
letters back! Has Jack ever shown them to any one, I
wonder? He shall not have the chance. I shall send
them to Uncle Ralph: he says that papa wants them, and
I am sure papa has a rightsto them. We will see what
Madam Stella will say to that! And if Jack dislikes it—
so much the better : thay had no business not to tellme ! ”

She rose from her seat and began to look for writing
materials. She put Stella’s letters inside an envelope, and
addressed it to her uncle at Torresmuir. -

« He may do what he likes with them,” she said, with a
firm setting of her lips. “It is time they were destroyed.”

Without waiting for further reflection, she hastily donned
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her hat ahd ran downstairs-with the letter in her hand.
There was a pillar-post not far from the hotel, and she felt
as if the letter would be safer if she posted it with her own
hands instead of giving it to a servant. .
She had never been alone in a-London street before,
“and she had a sense of being very adventurous as she
dropped her letter through the slit in the box. And when
it was gone, a wild fear of consequences suddenly attacked
her ; and she would have given anything to recall the
deed. She stood looking at the scarlet pillar, quite
regardless of thé fact that she was attracting the attention
of the passers-by. At that moment a postman appeared
upon the scene, and, depositing his bag on the ground,
unlocked the bex and began to clear it of letters. Molly
gave a sort of gasp of relief ; her experiences of postmen
were based only on the routine at Torresmuir and other
country places, where postmen were personally known to
all the country distgict, and were somewhat amenable to
- private considerations.

*Oh, postman,” she said, *“I—I've put a letter in by
mistake : can you give it me out again?”

The postman was inclined to deem this a foolish joke
and was on the point of returning a surly answer, until he
saw Molly’s pretty troubled face and dainty clothes. Then
he smiled, shook his head, and answered, .

“ Very sorry, Miss. Couldn’t do that.”

“ But I will show you the letter !’ said Molly, piteously.
“T'll give you half-a-crown for it, if you'll let me takeit .
out.” * .

“ No use, Miss. Couldn’t do it at any price,” said the
postman. “And if youll excuse me, Miss, I'm in a
hurry.”

¢ But, postman 4 :

“Can 1 do anyting for you, Mrs. Hannington?” said
a voice behind her. And turning with a start, Molly
found herself face to face with Captain Rutherford, whose
kindly blue eyes and friendly smile gave her a sensation
of unwonted peace and confidence. . -

“Oh, I am so glad itis yox/” she exclaimed, impul-
sively. © «I thought it was 4 .

Could she have been going to say “ her husband?” The
quick, scared look over his shoulder, the sudden hot blush,
filled Charlie Rutherford’s heart with sorrow.




ata THE LUCK OF THE HOUSE,

1 have put a letter in here and I want it out again”
she went on.  © Can't I get it out?”
© . I'm afraid not,” said Captain Rutherford, smiling at the
proposal. * Was it very impotrtant?”

¢ this-time the postman had shouldeted his bag and
tramped away again, not without a smile at the futility o
ther'{voung lady’s request.

ol ((, finding that he had gone, drew a long breath and
glanced timidly at her companion.

I thought that he would have given me my own letter
back,” she said, plaintively.

** A post-box is the very mouth of Fate,” said Charlie
Rutherford, shaking his head. * What is done cannot be
undone, I am afraid.”

- % I'm afraid not,” said Molly, in a low voice.

** Afe you going anywhere else? are you shopping, may
I ask?"”

« No, I came out only to post my letter.”

 May I walk back with you?”

s (33,:’ said Molly, .impulsively, I shall be so glad if

“ . y -

- She was hardly aware of the traces that tears and a
mental struggle had left upon her face. Her eyelids were
reddened : her cheeks were woefully pale, and her droop-
ing lips twitched from time to time as if she could hardly
restrain herself from tears. Captain Rutherford, however,
saw it all, and he noted her silence, her evident depression.
as they walked the few yards distance between the pillar
and the hotel. When they reached the door, he paused,
lifting his hat as if to take his leave. Whereupon Molly
said, quite simply,

“ Won't you come in? "’ _

She. was so utterly friendless that Charlie’s appearance
Em fresh heart into het, and made her reluctant to see

im depart. And, after a moment’s hesitation, but with a
ook of trouble dawning in his clear blue eyes, Chatlic
Rutherford followed her to her little sitting-room.

* Lhope you were nhot tired after your dissipation of the
other night,” he ventured to say. B
- “Qh no, not at all. I don’t think that I ever enjoyed
anything so much in my life : I shall never enjoy anything
so.much. again—never!” cried Molly, with 2 burst of
childish passsion, which took her hearer by surprise,

e
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# 1 should think that you will enjoy a great many things
much mote,” said Rutherford, kindly.

“Oh no, Ishall not. . . . Andl don't deserve to
enjoz anything. . . . 1know I vexed my father vety
much, but I never_ thought that he would not forgive
me. . .+ . It is that which is troubling me to-day.”
Molly put her handkerchief to her eyes and hastily dashed

away a gathering tear.
- #You have heard from him again? " -

“1 have had a message.” Molly’s chin quivered as she
spolge.., “He does not want to see me or hear of tme
again. A —

*1am very sorty, But he will yield—in a little time
he will change his mind,” said Charlie, with eager untea-
sonableness. * He cannot always be so hard,”

* Oh, 1 don't know,” said Molly, lookit:l% away, “He
was always rather stern to us. And1har ({ thought that
1 had done wrong until—until~you looked so grive and
sutprised about it the other night, Since then I have
felt—differently, somehow." )

If she had been the most accomplished coquette in the
whole of Christendom she could not have chosen words
more likely to inflame young Rutherford’s ardor in her
cause. -

* Can I do anything for you? Should I ask my father
to talk to Mr. Moncrieff? They are great friends, you
know.”

“ I'm afraid it would be of no use.”

“ 1 can't bear to see you in trouble,” said Charlie, with
a little break in his manly voice.

Molly 1 oked surprised. “It's very kind of you,” she
said. Then, with a sudden effort at sincerity: ¢ It isn’t
only t4a¢t makes me miserable. I had-—other reasons.”
She stopped short, and colored over cheek and brow.

“If T can help you in any way, I shall always be ready,”
said Captain Rutherford, in low, moved tones.

Molly had no time to reply, for at that very moment the
-~ door was opened and John Hannington walked in. He

cast a vary sharp glance at Molly’s flushed face and then
at Ruthexford, but he greeted the latter-with his usual
affectation emi-<jocose frankness, and did not seem in
any way astonished by his presence. Indeed, when Ruth-
erford declared that he must go, Hannington invited him.

7/
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very cordially to dinner on the following evening, and
would take no refusal. When the young man was gone,
he turned back to his wife, who was sitting with her face
averted from him, and touched*her lightly on the cheek.
“ Come, Molly,” he said, good-humoredly, * don’t sulk.
I said more than I meant. There is no need for you to
* look so tragic.” *

% Oh, Jack,” she said, the tears beginning to stream over
her white cheeks ‘again, “ do you mean-——do you really—
love me—after all?”’

“Of course I do, as much as husbands generally love
their wives, at any rate. I can’t get up romantic sentiment,
Molly, and I don’t mean to. We may as well jog along as
well as we can.” R . -

He drew her towards him and kissed her. She neither
looked up nor returned his kiss : a terrible feeling of guilt,
anger, disgust, had taken possession of her. And she
dared not tell him that she had purloined Stella’s letters
and sent them to Ralph Kingscott, nor. ‘ask him whether
it wa&s’herself who was ¢ the only woman that he had ever
oved.”

CHAPTER XXX.

A CRISIS.
I

MEANWHLLE at Torresmuir life seemed to have resumed
its usual course. By the timé the East winds had ceased and
the June flowers begun to blow, Ralph Kingscott was nearly
well, and could attend to his duties on the estate. Bertie
was sent to a tutor ; and Stella tried to take up the threads
of her hfe-—although they had snapped of late in so-many
directions that she felt as if its warp and woof were fatally
strained asunder. “And in some respects she tried in vain.
There was a certain day in spring that lived long in her

- remembrancé. It was before Bertie went away—before
Ralph Kingscott had returned to active life. It was short-
ly after a letter had been received from Molly, asking once
more for her father’s forgiveness: a letter which, as we
already know, had been answered by Ralph ngscoft,.
who took upon himself to heighten considerably the effect
of Alan Moncrieff ’s displeasure in the message that he gave.




.

"THE LUCK OF THE HOUSE.

Alan’s -own words had not been nearly as harsh as they
were represented,-and he had never meant to refuse defi-
mtely to help his daughter in her need. But his words of
inquiry as to the reason of her distress for money were
capable of being twisted a good many ways; and it was
Ralph’s interest to divide the father and daughter as much
and as long as possible.

After the despatch of Ralph’s letter, Mr. Moncrieff was
noticeably restless and uneasy. He did not say to any
one that he wanted to hear again from Molly, but Stella
surmised that he was anxious on that account. - He had
shown considerable anger when she had placed Molly’s
letter before him, but she knew that he had made a half
apology to her afterwards for his irritability. And then
on a certain May morning, Molly’s answer came.

The post-bag was brought to Mr. Moncrieff about noon.
He was in the porch of the house when it arrived—talking
to Bertie about fishing-tackle, and engaged with the lad in
an examination of the fly-book. Stella had stepped into
the porch for 2 moment also, to enjoy the clear, bright
sunlight and the exquisite view of purple distances, wind- -
ing silver streams, and budding green foliage. She was
glad to see her husband and his son together—glad to hear
Bertie’s laugh—clearer and franker than it used to be—
once more, and to note that Alan’s tone was cheerier than
it had sounded for many a day. He gave her a smile of
greeting as she approached. Something warm and bright
seemed to have come into hisface. He had been fighting
a hard .battle with- himself ever since the news of Molly’s
elopement had reached him ; and now a crisis had been
reached, and he honestly. believed that he had won the
victory. He ¢could afford to smile in his old kindly fashion
when he had made up his mind to accept the truth of his .
daughter’s pemtence, and forgive her for the wrong - done
to himself. -

‘The letter-ba.g was brought to hnn by the butler, and -
. Stellahanded him the key. She saw that his hand. trembled

a little as he put it into the lock. )

There were half a dozen letters.for himself: none for
Stella, three for the servants, one for Bertie, one for Ralph
Kingscdtt. Tt was-over this letter that Alan -lingered for
a moment. He handed the bag back to the servant with
-the letters for cook and housemaids, gave Bertie his own,




"\ - m LUCK OF THE HOM&‘E.

put the envelope for RalMce downwards 6n the window-

sill, and began to open and read his own letters. But

P Stella.’s heart gave a sudden leap, for she had seen the hand-

2 wriling on’ the letter adressed to Mr. Kingscott. It was

- another communication from Molly—perha.ps more satis-
factory than the last.

" In five minutes Alan stuffed his own papers into his
pockets, and said, rather abruptly—

_ “T’1l take Ralph ‘his letter.? :

- ‘Then he strode into the house and went towards the
Tower, where he knew that at that moment Ralph was
engaged.

Stella went to the drawing-room, hoping that he would
come to her and give her news of Molly. But an hour or
two passed by, and she saw nothing of him. The luncheon-
ihell rang—>but he did not come to luncheon. Ralph came,
with a curiously cold smile lurking about the corners of
his lips, as if he knew something that he did not choose
to tell; but Stella would not question him. Alan had
gone out, he said incidentally in the course of the meal,
and would not be back till dinner-time—if then. Stella
silently surmised that there had been bad news in that
letter from poor Molly.

She did not see her husband again until the dinner-

hour ; and then she felt rather than saw that a change of
some 'kind had passed over him. He was unusually pale,
very silent, and somewhat restrained’ in manner; he
avoided meeting Stella’s eye, or entering into conversation
with -hed and shortly after dinner went away to his study
and did noYrg-appear in the drawing-room.
" Stella’s anxiety -overleaped all bounds. She would not
ask Ralph Kingscott for -news of Molly, but she surely
might ask Alan. He could not be angry with her for
that. Molly perhaps was ill or in trouble. Stella did not
think that John Hannington was likely to prove a very
Ioving husband. At the risk of being thought trouble-
some and intrusive, she decided upon going to her hus-
band to inquire.

It.wis after ten o’clock when she knocked at the study
door. She heard Alan’s footsteps as he paced up and
down the room. The sound stopped : she heard him walk
to the door and unlockit. Then he said “Come in.’

But when she presented herself in the door-way, she
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was certain that some trace of surprise was vxsxble on his
grave, pale face. He did not, however, show it in words :
he hastened at once, with even more than his usual
courtesy, to close the door for her, to set her a chair, and
to ask—formally enough—if there were anything that he
could do for her?

Stella sat down. The room was very dark, for the fire
sent out only a dull, red glow, and the lighted lamp on the .
writing-table was covered with a green shade. Such

-light as there was fell full upon Stella’s face, but Alan—
moving backwards and forwards beside the table as he
spoke to her—kept his countenance in shadow.

“Can I do anything for you? ” he asked, after a mo-
ment’s pause.

“Oh; Alan,” the young wife broke out &mestly, “I
am so a.frald that you have had bad news to-day !

““Bad news ?” he repeated, mechanically ; and then hé
stopped short, laying one hand on the table at his side.
“Yes ”,’ he added, in a lower tone, ¢ yes—I have had bad

¢ About Molly?” she breathed—almost afraid to speak
aloud. ¢ From Molly herself ?—I saw her writing——"

“It was nothing,” said Alan, resuming his slow walk
without glancing at her face. « Nothing, I mean, that
you would care to hear. It would be no pleasure to you.”

“Of course, no trouble of Molly’s would give me any
pleasure to hear of,” said Stella, almost, indignantly.

“But I mlght be able to help—-to sympathise—if you
were grieved about it, I should be grieved too——"

She bad difficulty in uttering even these few and dis-
connected words. His silence, his bdwed head and
shoulders, gave her a strange sensation of fear.

“Is there nothing for me to hear?” she said at last,
almost desperately.

Moncrieff stopped short again, placed both hands on
the table, and leaning forward a little, looked@ at her
steadily. N

“Why,” he said deliberately, “ should -you be so amc‘
ious about the matter ? ”
. “Because I see that you are anxious, Alan, and i want,
if possible, to help you.”
. _.“My anxiety is so important to you?”— Was there 8
slight sneer in the tone of his voice ? )

-
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“ Yes. thdeed it is.  How should it sof be tinpottatt to
e 2 Uh, Alan, do you futget that ysi mimy hitgband »
Stella_cried, with ait accent of reptoach thal cut Het list-
ehet to the heart.  « Alan, Alan. what can you tHeah s

“ Forget it?  No,” he atiswered, slowly.” « 1 temettiber
ft—but too well.” : ,

w1 tean,” sald Monctieff, moving towards ber, and
sHll Yegarding her with the same steadfust lovk, « that
ol experitient has fafled. 1 told you some time apo
that ¥ had’ certain matters to discuss with you: 1 had
Yesolved 4o drop the subject, but an enclosute from Molly
this Moriing disposes e to speak mote freely. I asked
Y61 1O Marry e i ordet to help me—that, T think, was
the Way i which § put it? a plain, perhaps eved 2 brutal,
Way, Bt one which vou did not ceetn to resent—"

“No,” Stella’s dry Nps answered i dumb show, for
she could hot speak a word. And Alan went on—

“Yan have done your Best @ gun Aarve helped me—in
Many respects, as you promised to db.  But—one thing
Y did ask for: not your love—1 did not think it fair to
ask or your love—but for truth and candor ; and these,
¥ scarcely think, Stella, that you have shown.”

His Vofce Was peculiarly gentle, and yet very cold.
Stella’s face Aushed crimson, but she spoke out brively,

“Ydo not know how I hate failed in these,” she said,
<« except by delaving to tell you of the entanglement that
Y bad discovered between Molly and Mr. Hannington—
and that Was an error of judgment, not proceeding from
untruthfuiiess.  And then there Wwas my own engagetient
»—iﬁ\m\cm call it an engagement—to Mr. Hatnington,
before T krew: you: it lasted for a few days otly, and was
—surelf_scarcely worth the telling. But 1 would not
have Been sitent about it iF ¥ had thought that you cared
o know.” : _ ‘

Alan pavsed, as if to consider.

“And yet,” he said, quietly, “when I asked you
Whether there Was any man whot you preferred—

“Y s2id 1o, said Stella, rising from her chair in uncon- -
troflable agitation, *and I say so ag-":'in. .
- Her face burned, but her eves looked strafght into her
husband’s, and, if he had not been blinded by prejudice
and 's\r?gicion, he must have "seen that she was speaking
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© Yo sdy st dgaiti 7 he tepedted slowly. < That has
hdthihﬁ to o with the miatler. | atn speaking of the day
at St. Adtews when vout ptomised to matty me.  Thett
—then—wis thete 1o other tnati whotn you loved better
that tiyself? - )
The “chatige in the fotm of the tjdestiont disconcerted -
Stefla.  She stood silent, with dowticast eyes.

e dfiswet to the question lies Hete,” said Alan,
suddetily thtowing at etivelope which he had produced

- frott his ﬁocl&éthﬂpoﬂ the tabsle.  « You had weitten these

lettests to Johin Hattitigton tiot so vety lotig befote : does
4 wottian's heart chatige so quickly ? Rathet, T at ittclined
to believe, yoit chose to say what you did ot quite meari; -
you chose ty take tne think that you pteferred tme, so !
that you ttight tiot lose your chatice of taking what the
wotld calls 2 brilllant mgttiage. Well, you had what yet
wished fot ; and you now see the tesult, A marria{ge that
begitts it deceit is sute to end in loveless misety.’ :

is voice had gtown st hatsh, his tone so bitter, that
Stelld was stitnulated to say a wotd in self-defence.

« 1 tever voluntatily deceived you, Alan.”

He pointed tu the envelope oh the table.

“ Pethdps you have forgotten what you wtote thére?
May I ask yoit kindly to glance ovet those letters—which,
bﬁ’ the by, you thay keep, as 1 have no wish to tetain
t em k2] .

Steila’s hatid closed on the etivelope.  She moved away
- froth the table as if about to leave the room, but her hus-
batid’s vbice detained her.

i1 should prefet.yout looking at them now, if you have
nb bb{ectiunﬁ‘

Stella Aad ant objection—she had many objections, but
nofie of them would, she knew, prevail against the forece
of her husband’s will. With trembling fingers she opened
the envelope and took thence those two piteous little

) 1ettef31tu Johh Hanhington—letters written in such anguish

of sodl, but also in such perfect trust and love. She ttied
to teed the wortls, btit they ddanced before her eyes.,

“You have read them? " said Alan’s voice at 43¢, 1t
had lost its momentary vehemence, and was Zalm and
sudave 4s usudl. * You hdve read them? ”

;‘I temember what I said,” retutned Stella, with diffi-
culty: :

/
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‘ And—what else? You did not mean what you said,
perhaps? - You have also some explanation to glve—some
excuse ”

“ No,”’said Stella, becommg calmer as she spoke. “You
are quite mistaken. These letters do not want explana-
tion. I meant every word of them—every word.”

_ Alan’s face turned still more pale. ‘ Yet you tell me
that you have not deceived me?” he said, with shaking
voice. * You loved this man when you married me—and
you told me You juggle with words as all women do.
The fact is plain enough ; you led me to believe that your
heart was free, and at the same time it was given to another
m:im* I call that deceit: I say that you made me believe
a lie

_ Stella 100ked at him gravely, soberly, from out those
beautiful eyes, the tranquillity of which had always been
to him their greatest charm. Her agitation had vanished :"
she was perfectly collected and unmoved. The shock of
his unjust judgment of her had steadied her trembling
nerves.

“You are wrong,” she said, with curious quietness.
“ No ; hear me; Alan: I must and will speak now. You
have read my letters, it seems—a thing that.I should
scarcely have expected you to do—but I will forgive you
for it if we are led thereby to a full explanation: a clearmg
away of the cloud that has lately hung about us. - You
seem to-think that I wrote those letters immediately before
I promised to marry you. If you look at the dates you
will see that they were written a year before. A yearis a
long time in a young girl's life, Alan. John Hannington
had indeed won my girlish love, but he had cast me off
when he found that I was poor: he wrote to me—rejecting
the love that he had won——" A little catch in her
breath made her pause : the color mounted to her brow at
the remembrance of the treatment that she had received ;
~ ‘and ‘Alan’s brow grew black as night at the thought of it,
h Presently, however, she resumed, in the same “tranquil

“voice. “ 1 Was pained—hpumiliated—for a time I even
thought that I was heartbroken. But little by little I
learned that it was not so. My fancy had been touched;
but I had never given my whole heart to John I-Ianmngton
I had kept that for—another—for a worthier man.’ )

‘She stopped short agam, breathing qulckly Alan looked
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at her eagerly : he even made a step towards her, but he
did not speak. - ’ o
. ‘It took me some time to find all this out,” said Stella,
after a little pause. *.I did not know—I could not tell—
at once. When you asked me to be your wife, I felt that
my greatest happiness would be to help you. I had lost
all my love for Mr. Hannington, but I did not know—I
was not sure whether I could care for anybody else in
the same way. And it has never been the same way.
The love that I have borne to my husband has been
deeper, truer than any I ever knew before: it is different
in its essence from any other : I gave him—long ago—my
whole heart, my whole soul.” ’ )

¢“Stella ! Stella!” cried Alan, stretching out his, hands.
But she would not take them : she drew herself up'to her -
full height, and let him see that her tranquil eyes could
flash indignant fire. o T

“ Not yet ! ” she said. ¢ Not yet !—I have more to.say.
I did not find this out for some time, but I knew enough
of my own heart to be able to say, truthfully, that there
was no man who hada claim to me, no-man whom I pre-

_/ ferred. It was much less than the truth—but a woman is

not bound to give more than she has been asked for, Alan,
and you—jyox never asked me for my love. I gave that
to you unsought.” ’

“You gave it to-me? You loved me all the while ?
Stella, my darling: ” ) '

“Listen,” she went on inflexibly. ¢ Everything must
be said now if ever it is to be said at all. "I loved you,.I
say ; and you threw my love back into my face. You have
distrusted me—insulted me=—been harsher and crueller
and colder t6 me than John' Hannington himself; and I
have not been able to bear it, Alan ; T think love will bear
anything but injustice to itself—disbelief in its existence.
That hurts it, maims it—kills it finally ; there comes a day
when you look for it and it is dead.” .
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CHAPTER XXXI.
¢ NOT IN THE BOND.”

- ¢1Is your love for me dead, then, Stella?” Moncrieff
asked.

She had sunk back wearily in her chair, and he stood
before her, with arms crossed upon his breast, with a grey
pallor about his lips, and a look of bitter pain in his deep
set eyes. She sighed as she made answer.

1 am afraid so.” ~
. “You mean that I have killed it? I—I don’t under-
stand. Iam veryobtuse, I know, but—what have I done?
Let me have the whole truth: I want to know the worst.”

¢ What have you done? Can. you ask the question of

me? Ask yourself.”
«“I do ask myself,” said Alan, in a tone where a sup-
pressed vehemefice began to make itself audible, “ and I
do not see that I have much to reproach myself with.”
She looked at him mutely, and the silent mournfulness
-that had crept into-her eyes.cut him to the heart. “ What
have I done? Are you so different from other women
that I must not think of you as I have thought of them?
I suppose that is my fault: I have not set you up on a
sufficiently high pedestal: I have not pretended to wor-
ship : I have been too sincere——"

“What right have you to judge women as you have
judged them? ” Stella asked.

“The right of long study, the right of a2 man who has

" been duped and tricked all his life long.” Alan spoke out,
passionately. ¢ Why should I, of all men,-have any faith
in them? My mother broke my father’s heart. My wife
married me for my money. My daughter has robbed me
and run away from home. You, Stella, you

His voice broke, he could say no more.

“1,” said Stella, gently, ‘“have often been foolish and
ill-advised, but never untrue. You have condemned me
unheard all along—from your experience of other women,
not from your experience of me.”
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He looked at ler and set his teeth, but he could find no
words in whijch fo reply.

“You h ot meant to be cruel,” she went on, the
tears coming to/ her eyes: but you have often been fery
cruel to me;AXlan. You have been suspicious and unjust.
It has been with yourchildren as with me ; you have
never trusted‘them or let them feel that you loved them.
It was worse for them than for me—I should not say that
it is the same—for they at least had a claim to your love :
it was their right, and you hid it from them until they
thought that it was not there at all. Can you wonder then
if they distrusted you in turn 27

“ It was your nght too,” he sald hoarsely. ¢ You had
a wife’s claim——

“No, no, indeed I had not,” cried Stella, suddenly
bursting 1nto tears. “ That was not in the bond, Alan,
and that is the worst of it. You never asked me for my
love, and you never gave me your own. That is why our
marriage has been such a failure, such a mistake. I ought
not to have answered you when you asked me to marry
you‘"

¢ Because you did not love me ? ”

¢ Because you had no love for me,” said his wife, pas-
sionately, ¢ and because no woman should give herself for
anything but love. I was weak enough to think that I
could conquer your coldness to me. It was not long
before I learned that I loved you; that I would give all
the world for a smile from you, a really tender, loving
word. I did not find out how much I cared until I was
your wife. And then I hoped—I tried—I prayed. Oh,
what use was it all? You were like a rock : you had no
heart, no pity : you wanted a chaperon for your daughter
—that was all ; and as a friend you prefered Ralph King-
scott’s society to mine. Do you think I have not suffered ?
Do you think my°life has been a very easy one?  You -
promised once to make me a happy woman ; but you forgot _
that promise when you brought me to Torresmuir.”

Moncrieff’s face had grown very white as she hurled her
words at him ; he was aghast at her vehemence. He had
never seen her so intensely moved before.

“T tried to make you happy,” he said, in a low voice.

“Djd-Fou think that I could be happy when you treated
me like a child? ” she asked. ¢ When you gave me fin¢
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clothes and jeweis, ahd made e the misttess of your
household, did you think that I should be satisfied ? Oh,
there has been something watting from the very first;
there has been a gap which nothing could fill. 1 watite
your Jove, Alan: I asked for bread and you gave me a
stone.” T

« Stella—Stella—vou have not understood me.” N

« Not understood you?  Have | given a wrong vetsion
of the story of our married life? wiﬁ it be a better one if
I go on 1o the next phase of it? coldness followed by dis-
trust, by displeasure and re\wmm hes.  Was that any mote
‘consoling to me?  Was it the way to inake me happy ?—
to show By every look and every word that you had no con-
fiderice it me, that vou believed me ready to deceive you
at every turn? 1 could forgive the coldness—I can ot
forgive the distrust.”

She turned away, covering her face witn her hands, her
whole form shaken by her sobs.  Alan stood regarding her
with a Yook strangely compounded of ainaze, sadhess, self-
reproach. and a tenderness for which she would hardly
have given him credit. At last. and when her sobs were
d};‘ng away, he spoke in a voice kept studiously low and
calm.

« 1 suppose it is 1o use to try to justify oneself, Stella;
but there are one or two things that I &\ink I must say.
As regavds the coldness, I—I—think you were mistaken.
© T did not feel coldly. I— Well,” observing a slight
shudder run through her frame, as though her whole being
revolted against what he said, “{ need not contitue on
that tack, I see.  As to the distrust—yes, I acknowledge
that it was there. It came from my general idea about
woren ; T thought that all wonten were deceitful and un:
< candid ; I made no exceptions—even for my wife. I con-

fess this, Stella, and I will also add that you have conquered
nre ; ¥ do believe in vour truth, and I will never doubt it

. Will this suffice?”

© It is too late.” she murmured. : _

¥ Too late for what? Not too late to show my trust in
you! Stella, you shall never blame me again for want of
confidence. Can you not believe me ? 7

His earnestness wade her lit her drooping head and
Yook at him with her pathetic, tear-filled eyes. _ But there
was no sign of relenting in her face. C

« 1 would, if I could, Alan,” she said, wistfully. It is
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1ot by my will that 1 seem hatd and cold.  1tis because 1
kot that if you have disttusted people all yout life, yott
edtitiot suddenly change your habit of mind at the word
of comimand—yott cantot teally believe whete you have
d.(l)t'lbged simply because you wish to believe~ [t ’is itnpos-
sible. )

“ 1t is not impossible, Stella, because it is true.”

* Nio,"” she said, shaking het head, and drawing in her
breath a little, it can’t be true—Look, Alan,” she went
ott, with sudden energy and decision,- when lives, have
gotie wiong as outs have done, it is useless to think of put-
ting them tight by a few words of apology and pretence.
You dre sorty, I believe, to see that [ take- the matter so
much to heatt; you do for the motnent feel as if you
trusted me ; but to-tmorrrow there will be some new little
cause for stispicion ; Mr. Kingscott will say something
slighting, ot you will see me do a thing that you do not
petfectly understand ; and you will go back to your old
views of wottien, and yout old views of me, and it will be
tetl times hatder for me to see you telapse into the old
dist‘m?t than if I had nevet listened to what you say to-
night.”

.:g“ It shall not be so, Stella ; I swear it !” .

“It is no use. Where is your common sense, Alan?”
she asked, tnote quietly, but with as much decision as ever,
' We_ar€ tiot two silly fools, you and 1, who think that we
cah chahge nature ata word. You cannot alter your con-
victions of yeats' standing, because you are sorty to see
the cty. Fot once you are unreasonable !”

“You are hard on me, Stella,” said the man, turning
aside alittle. ¢ I have not, perhaps, mistrusted you quite
as much as you itmagine.”

*Oh, hush, hush!” she cried, almost indignantly,
* Don't palter with the truth—even 1o make amends to
me. It is a waste of time on your part. 1 have a better
plan than that for restoring your peace of mind—and
mine. We have failed to be happy together, and 1 have
been of no use to Molly ; I can be no tse to her.now, for
you will not listeh when I plead with you to forgive her.
You are merciless to her as you are merciless to me.” '

“God knows,” said Alan, between his.teeth, * that'T am
not—I have never meant to be merciless.” Hé spoke
doggedly, but without softness. R
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Then be nierciful now,” sald his wife, quickly, * and
set me free.”

“Set you free | What do you mean?”

* Let e go out of this house,” she pleaded. ** Let-me
leave Totrresmuir. I will make no scandal. 1 will go
yuietly and openly—as if 1 were guing for 4 long visit
somewhere—and nobody will know that 1 do not mean to
cotte back again.”

 Stella, are you iad ? ¥ :

 Indeed, indeed, I think it would be the best way,¥ she
said. " We do got love each other: how can Wwe he
happy.” ~

wThat is not the question,” said Alah, alimost hatshly.
t You have 4 duty to me, ahd 1 have one to you ; we van
not be free from one another.”

v Other people have been made free; it is not an un-
heard-of thing.  Why should you want me to be misetable?
T could go away to London, ot to some guiet coutitry
place, and get pupils ; T think 1 could take care of little
{irls. and 1 should be at rest and at peace. 1t is ctuel to

eep e here—now | V-

w My poor child,” said Moncrieff, very slowly and pity-
ingly, I would do anything in the world to make you
happier, if it were right: but this is not right. I have
sworh lo take care-of you to your life's end; I must
not break that vow. And you have promised me too.”

* Rut you could release me?” she said, eagetly. She
turned and looked at him, her soul in her eyes, her breath
coming and going quickly between her parted lips. He
also looked. sadly. searchingly, intently, and teplied:

w1 shall never release you. Ygu are my wife.”

Then as her whole form seemed to collapse before him,
as the tension of her nerves gave way, he caught her in
his arins and held her, half-fainting, closely to his breast.

“You are my wife." he said, ih a tone of dogged resolu-
tiomﬁ“ and T will never let you go—you shalFforgive me
first.

He could not tell—he did not much care—whether she
heard his words or not.  When he looked at her fair face
it was white as death, her eyelids were closed, and her
head fell heavily against.his breast. The strain had been
too much for her, and she had fainted in his atns.

Stella did not remember (although she was afterwards
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-told) that she was eartied up to het room in Alan’s arms ;

but she had a faint, vague sense. as stie came to herself,
that some one was holding her closely! kissing her cold
face, and murmuring brokeh, passivnate words of love—
but whei she moved and opened liet eyes she thought
that it must have been a dreim, for ho one was near Eer
h’ut‘ her thaid, and Alan had evidently gone downstairs
again.

#* How did I get hete®” she asked feebly, by and by.

7% Mastet catried you upstairs, ma'am, and called me,”
suid the maid. And then, with -4 furtive glance at het
mistress's face, she added : ¢ He wasin a great way about
you, ma'am--holding your hamd=and kissing you 4

 Qive me the sal volatile, please,” said Stella. * You -
catt leave me tiow, Jackson; Ipam better.”

And Jackson had togp. .

Stela was unable to riSesfrom her bed, howevet, for the
next day or two. She felt k and broken, as if she had
had a sevete illness. As ‘soon s she lifted her head from
the pillow she turned dizzy and faint ; and the doctor, whom
Alan had called in, recommended perfect rest and- quiet.
This could easily be obtained : there was nobody, as she
thought to herself with a great swelling of heart, nobody
to visit het, to sit by her and nutse het and console het if
she were ill. Poot Molly was far away: Aunt Jacky lay
silent in the grave. Stella had not made many wotnen
friends in the neighborhood jmand Lady Val, who would
have been-genuinely kind to her if she had had the oppot-
tunity, had taken a house in London. Jackson, the English
maid, was a kind but solemn person : Bertie, who was just
statting for his new tutor’s house, came to ask after her
once or twice and theti to say good-bye. She saw nobody
else. Mt. Monctieff inquired at the doot, and was answer-
ed by Jackson, but he refused to come in. Stella was
glad of it: she felt too weak and weary and hurt in mind
to wish to see his face again.

But on the fifth day, the sun shone brightly into her toom
and inspired her with a wish to get up. As the doctor
had ordered that she should do exactly as she pleased,
there was no difficulty about this ; and at four o’clock she
was seated in a comfortable chair near her dressing-room
window, whence she could see the trees and the hills, It
was not the most beautiful view to be obtained from the -
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windows of her room, but she felt less liking than usual for
the sparkling brilliance of the view of the distant valley,
and was glad to look at simple green trees and ordinary
grass. She was not able to bear much-light, and her eyes
soon grew dim and tired : she closed them for a time, and
must have fallen into a quiet doze, for when she lodked up
at last, with a sudden start, she found that she was not
alone. Alan had come softly into the room, and stood
leaning against the window, watching her as she slept.
In the first moment of waking, Stella could almost have
thought that she read a new expression in his face—a look
of tenderness, a look of contrition and concern. But when
she started up, the softness of that new expression passed
away : his face was once more grave and rather stern, and
at the sight of it she felt her heart begin to beat painfully
fast and her breath to come short and fast with a sensation -
of fear and distress. .

He noticed her change of demeanor, and a look of acute
pain passed over his face.

I came to see for myself how you were,” he said, coldly,
but with an accent of embarrassment. ‘I hope you are
feeling better ?” :

“Yes, thank you,” said Stella, not daring to look up.
Her color fluctuated sadly.

¢« I brought you some flowers,” Alan went on—the con-
straint of his manner becoming more and more apparent as
he spoke. -“You have not been outside the door for so
many days that I thought you might care for these.”

Stella looked up, not roused to any vivid interest. What
did she care just then for flowers—exotics, she supposed,
grown in a hothouse, and bought with the coin of which
he was always lavish? But when she saw what was in his
hand she uttered an involuntary little cry of surprise and
delight. - ’

Violets, blue and white, primroses, anemones, the damp
earthy smell still clinging about their stalks and, leaves, an
orchid or two such as grow wild in that part of the world,
a host of delicate ferns, newly uncurled from their nests in
the warm ground—these formed just such a posy as Stella
loved. True, they were badly put together: the stalks
were uneven, the leaves ragged, the whole as unharmonious
as spring flowers ever could be, but the scent of the wild
sweet blossoms was delicious, and the suggestion of spring
and sunshine irresistibly grateful to Stella’s senses.

~
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And the giver ?  Never did donor of a bouquet look more
unfitted to grope amongst wet leaves on damp hill-sides-in
search of spring flowers than Alan Moncrieff, with his grave, -
proud face and stately presence! And yet he lost no iota
of his dignity as he laid his little offering on Stella’s knee,
with a simple gravity which made the action seem natural
and in keeping with his character. Stella looked-at him
gratefully.

“ Thank you—oh, thank you: I like them so much.”

‘He watched the white fingers—they had grown thin of
late—as they toyed with the fragrant-flowers and held
;hgén to her nostrils, and then, still watching them, he
said—

«1 have—if you will allow me—a request to make.”

“Yes,” she breathed, the brightness vanishing hastily
from her face. ‘ )

T should like to ask you,” said Alan, ¢ to promise me—
if you will—to take no steps without informing me—I mean
concerning the—the proposal you made on Monday night.
You will not leave Torresmuir, for instance, without at
least zelling me first.”

“No,” said Stella, faintly.

“When you are stronger,” her husband went on, ¢ we
can discuss the matter further, if you like. But you—you
will not do anything without consulting me—you promise ?”

I promise.” '

“Thank you.” It was wonderful to hear with what ear- ~

nestness he spoke. ‘“ Now, I shall feel secure.”

‘ But—suppose I break my promise?” some strange
influence prompted Stella to say. “You trustno one: do
not trust me.”

“J would trust you with my life,” he answered, in a tone
of curious intensity. ¢ My life—my—honor—my alL.”

She shrank a little, and began nervously to rearrange
the flowers. After a short pause he spoke in more ordinary
tones. .

“I had one thing to tell you. I have written to—to
Molly and Hannington. I have given them the money
they wanted. I thought you might like to know.”

¢ And—your forgiveness ?” said Stella, quickly.

But to this question she got no answer. Jackson entered
with a cup of tea, and Mr. Moncrieff, succumbing beneath
her disapproving glances, was obliged to quit the room.

—~
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CHAPTER XXXIL
[LADY VAL'S FRIENDSHIP,

“ Way should I go to see your new little friend?* said
Lady Val, idly. *I'm not philanthropic, Charlie.”

She was sitting in a low chair beside a little scarlet tea-
table, in a pleasant, luxuriously-furnished room overlook-
ing the Park. Through the high windows one could catch
glimpses of soft blue sky and pale green foliage that showed
the approach of summer ggys. Every table in Lady Val's
drawing-room was crowded With pots and vases of flowers:
they were “ her one extr&vagance,” she used to declare.
Other people thought that'she had considerably more than
one. ~_ :

Opposite Lady Val, oixgnother low chair, sat Charlie
Rutherford. He was stooping forward to play with the
silky ears of a dainty little dog—Lady Val's latest favor-
‘ite—but the attitude was evidently assumed to conceal
some trace of nervousness or embarrassment, and his hos-
tess’s quick eye noted the reason without loss of time.

« Don'’t tease Chico,” she said, * but sit up and tell me
all about your prozégée—oh, that isn’t the right word, I
see! Never mind. Who is she, and why should I take an
interest in her?”

““She comes from your part of the country, Lady Val,”
said the young man, solemnly, “and she is very unhappy
and in want of friends.”

““Yes, but, my dear boy, I can’t go and see everybody
who is in want of friends! Why is she in want of friends?
Isn’t she in our own set? I will have nothing to do with
any Quixotism, remember ; it is not in my line.”

“You have changed, Lady Valencia,” said Captain Ruth-
erfc;lrd, reproachfully. “You used to be always so ready
to help.

“ That was in the days when I was a2 nobody,” said
Lady Val, composedly. “It did not much matter ther
what T did or where I went. Times are changed, Charlie,
and I have changed with them—perhaps.”
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“But not in that way!” said Charlie, with the warm-
hearted simplicity which was always characteristic of him.

- *You cannot have grown less kind, less sympathetic than -

you used to be, although you areso much richer and
grander, Lady Val! If I thought that, I should regret the
change indeed. But everybody knows that you are one of
the most generous women in London.”,

““ Does your young friend want a five-pound note?”
said Lady Val, with a pleased but mocking light in her
fine dark eyes. “I am quite open to flattery, I acknow-
ledge ; but the sooner you let me know what is required of
me, the better, Charlie!”

**She is not in want of money as far as I know,” an-
.swered Chatlie—far too much in earnest to respond in a
‘suitably light-hearted manner to Lady Valencia's jesting ;
“ but she wants friendly counsel and advice. She is a
mere child, although a married woman; and as she
married against the wish of her friends, they are not taking
any notice of her——"

Lady Val had taken up a great scarlet and black fan
which lay on a painted milking-stool beside her, and was
swinging it slowly backwards and forwards. She now let
it rest against her lips, and listened more intently, a slight
frown making itself visible on her curved black brows.

“ And she is awfully grieved about it : she seems to be
so fond of her father, and it is so sad for her to be all
alone in London without a friend. Her husband—well, 1
suppose she’s fond of him, but a man can’t always be at
home, you know, and she sits alone and—and—cries her
heart out.” And then Charlie leaned back in his chair
looking quite overcome by the picture that he had drawn.

¢ It cannot be,” said Lady Valencia, with more than her
usual crispness of enunciation, ‘‘that you are trying to
enlist my sympathies on behalf of Alan Moncrieff’s run-
away daughter? "

Charlie looked at her. “1I never heard that it was a
¢crime for a girl to marry the man she loved, even if it
were against her father’s will,” he said, stiffly. )

“Against her father’s will! Her father never was
asked,” said Lady Val, drily. She laid down her fan:
the hot color had leaped into her face, and her eyes were
unnaturally bright. ¢ Excuse me, Charlie, I know the
circumstances, and I know Molly Moncrieff—that is to
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say, I used to know her. She behaved very badly to her
father—who is one of the most upright, honorable, kind-
hearted men in Scotland—and I cannot say that I am
altogether sorry if she now finds her position disagree-
able.” -’ . ’

Charlte-r6se from his chair. ¢ If that is the view you
take of it, I won’t trouble you any longer, Lady Val,” he
said, with a fine dignity, which was perhaps a little bit
impaired by something of boyish tremor in his voice.
“ My father and Mr. Moncrieff were friends so long that I
can't help thinking of Mrs. Hannington as a.friend too,
and I don’t like to hear her conduct put in what seems to
me an unjust light. I think I must be going now, and I'll
—I'll—wish ycu good afternoon, Lady Valencia.”

He bowed and made his way to the door, quite forget-
ting to shake hands with his hostess. Lady Val let him
make his way down the long drawingtoom without a word
of reply: but she watched him with a very inscrutable
look in her eyes, and when he was fumbling with the door-
gandle she broke into a little laugh and called him back to

er.

“Don’t go like that, you dear silly boy-—excuse me,
Charlie, but you know I always look on you as one of my
younger brothers, and I take the privilege of speaking my
mind. Come back and tell me about Molly : I'm really
sorry for the poor child, although she did make such a—
such a fool of herself | Perhaps it was not altogether her
fault, however ; she is certainly a child—a mere child ! "
and a quick sigh followed the words.

“Yes, indeed, Lady Val,and so innocent-minded and
candid,” said Charlie, much relieved by .his hostess’
change of front, and eager to seat himself again and talk

. of Molly’s many perfections. * Of course it was not her
fault : it was all that fellow, John Hannington’s, no doubt.
I hope he knows what a prize he has got, that's all.”

“I hope he does,” said Lady Val. “Molly has no
harm in her—I am sure of that; and a pure-minded,
affectionate. girl, even if she has been a little silly to begin
with, might still make him an admirable wife.” .

¢ Far better than he deserves!” growled. Captain
Rutherford.

“Well, Jack Hannington used to be rather a great
friend of mine,” avowed Lady Val, courageously, “and

AN AR SRS
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I'm not going to hear him abused by you, Master Charlie.

I must say I think the two have made a great mistake.
But it may turn out well in the end.”

- “You don’t'take the romantic view : some people say
‘all for love and the world well-lost;’ don’t they?” said\
Chatlie, rather awkwardly. :
. ‘“They do. And I'm not sure whether I don’t agree
with them. But ‘the world well lost’ where John Han-
nington is concerned? ’—she spoke bitterly—*‘can you
imagine that he was so simple-minded? "’

“You don’t mean that he did not care for her?” said
Charlie, turning very red. ‘

“ No, no, of course not,” she answered, hastily. - ¢ What
was I saying? I only made a general remark, and you
need not ruffle up your feathers over it in that way,=
Charlie. I hope, by the by, that you are not going to
pose as poor Molly’s defender and preux chevalier?
That is not the way to do her any good. A young pretty
matried woman wants friends of her own sex, not men of
your age. Don’t go round championing her as you have
been doing to-day.” ‘

« If she wants friends of her own sex, Lady Val,” said
Charlie, ingenuously, won’t you be one of them? ”

He could not imagine why Lady Val looked sad and
grave for a moment. But then she smiled so kindly that
he felt as if he had won a triumph.

“To please you, I will, Charlie,” she said; “on condi-
tion, at least, that you don’t behave foolishly. Mrs. Han-
nington is very pretty and charming, and you may be very
sorry for her positior; but, beljeve me, you will do nobody
any good by showing strong f€eling about it.”

Charlie fidgeted and looked straight before him as she
spoke. After a little pause he said, manfully—

“T hope you don't think that I would do anything that
a gentleman might not do, Lady Val?” o

“No, I don’t,” said Lady Val, with her brightest smile,
“but I was afraid that you might be a little imprudent. If . &
you are very good, I will tell you what I will do. 1 will
call on Mrs. Hannington to-morrow, and I will try to
make friends with her. She shall come here, and I will
do my best to prevent her from feeling lonely any more.
Will that satisfy you?”

“You are most kind,” the young man declared, wafmly,
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1 thought that I could count upon your sympathy, Lady
Valencia. And I will be careful—but you must not
misunderstand my friendly feeling for Mrs. Ha.nmngton
our fathers, you know, have been close friends for years.”
¢« All right, Charlie, I understand. And now I must
send you off, for we are to dine e@%tly to-night, and I have
to go and dress. I will look after Mrs. Hannington:
never fear.” -
But, although she dismissed him so summarily, Lady
Val did not go to her dressing-room for more than half an
hour after his departure. She lay back in her chair, look-
ing dreamily before her : now and then a great sigh seemed
tocome from the very bottom of her heart. She looked
as few people had ever seen her look—utterly weary,
utterly depressed.
« How foolish I am !” she said to herself at last, as she
roused herself and rose from her chair. ¢ There is no use
in crying over spilt milk, as the homely proverb says. I -~
ought to be only too thankful that I have a chance of
helping that poor child—perhaps of helping her husband
too. Now, if things  had been ‘ordered’ differently, as
some of my friends would express it, we should all have
been shuffled like a pack of cards. Charlie Rutherford is
: the beau ideal of a husband for little Molly—brave, simple,
honest, handsome; rich ; and poor, battered, disreputable
Jack would have suited me admirably, for I could have
managed him, poor boy, which Molly will never be able to
-do. Heigho! ‘how easily things gowrong !’ And when
they do—well, nothing can set them straight.

¢¢¢ Then follows a mist and a driving rain,
And life is pever the same again.’”

¢ To think that I should fall to quoting poetry!” And,
with a shrug of her graceful shoulders, a smile and a sigh,
Lady Val went upstairs to dress.
The part of grande dame was one for which she was
_ admirably fitted. Her new wealth did -not spoil her: it
was noticed thata touch of softness had been added to
her charm of manner, and a faint suggestion of saduess
that sometimes crept into her eyes made her brilliant
beauty altogether gentler and more lovable. She repted
a pretty little house near the Park, and seemed lved
to take advantage of all the pnvﬂeges whmh her posi-
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tion, her. striking personality, and her weaith, were

Yikely to afford her. For Molly Hannington, unknown,

unloved, and perilously pretty, there would be no greater

stroke of wordly good fortune than to be ¢ taken up ” and

introduced to. society by Lady Valencia Gilderoy. For

although Lady Val was still unmarried, and had for some

time been known in connectién with a rather fast set of
men and women, her undoubted brilliance and the position .
of her family, as well as her vein of dauntless cynical good

sense; had always sufficed to give her a considerable

standing in the London world ; and now that she was the

mistress of incalculable wealth, it was highly probable that

she would in good time become one of the “leaders ” of
society.

All this John Hannington knew and gnashed his teeth
over. Not only from love of Valencia Gilderoy as a woman,
but out of envy and malice, 'and all uncharitableness.
What were Molly’s trumpery hundreds in comparison with
Lady Val’s thousands ? "What were Molly’s girlish fresh-
ness and innocent beauty when set against Lady Val’s
modish brillance and sewvoir faire? He could have hated
his wife sometimes for the mistake which she had caused
him to make.

He camé home one afternoon and found her radiant,
yet tremulous. ’ .

« Oh, Jack,” she said, flying /to him with shining wet
eyes and lovely color in her fage, “w#o do you think has
been to see me? It was like/a bit of my old home ! I
cried when I saw her, I was so glad ! Guess whoit was!”

“« Mrs. Moncrieff? ” asked Jack, moodily.

" ¢« Oh! no, no; she is not inLondon, is she? No, some-
body whom you used to know very well. She told me
that she was an old friend of yours.”_

“ Not.——” > N ) -~

But the name died Sh“Hannington 's lips. The habitual-
frown upon his forehead suddenly deepened; a strange
light came into his eyes. Molly was not wise enough to
read these ominous signs. )

¢« You have gues"sed, I am sure,” she said, laughing with
all her old gaiety of heart. “ Lady Valencia Gilderoy !
What.do you think of that, Jack? And she has come into
a lot of money,-more than she knows what to do with, she
says, and she has a house in Park Lane and—"

“~
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¢ And came here to gloat ovet vlir poverty and e‘nlarge‘

oh her own magnificence, I suppose!” said Hannirigton,

they stood out like cords. . = _ .
* Oh, no, Jack! How could she be so-mean?” sai
Molly, a little intimidated by his manner, but not in the
least understanding it. * She came out of kindness, Jack,
because she thought that I should be lonely sometimes, as

savagely. The veins on his forehead were swollen uﬁtZ:(

. 1 know so few people in London. She wants me to go for
--a drive with her to-mortow, and she says that I must go to

lunch on the next day, and then she can introduce me to
some of her friends—"

*You will do nothing of the sort,” said Hannington,
sternly. You will see as little of Lady Valencia Gilde-
roy as you can. I do not wish you to make a friend of
her.”

Even Lady Val herself would hardly have known him if
she had seen him looking as he did now, with that red flush
upon his face, that black frown distorting his features, that
malignant light in his dark eyes. .

' But—why—why not ?” said Molly, shrinking back.

* Because I choose.”

‘I thought you were friends, Jack ?”

' “Friends! What is“that to you? What do you know
about friendship ? You will not cross Lady Valencia Gilde-
roy’s threshold, do you hear? I will not have it.”

“ But I promised,” said Molly, the tears rapidly gather-
ing in her lovely grieving eyes. *1I said that I would—
and, indeed, Jack, it would be such a pleasure to me—I
get out so little, and I see so few people ! ”

Hannington uttered an oath which made her start ; she
had, never heard him swear before. “ Do you mean to
obey me or do you not?” he asked with unwonted fierce-
ness.

“ Not any the more because you swear at me !” cried
Molly, firing up. Her eyes flashed at him indignantly.

# You will do what'I tell you whether yollike it or not,
madam. I'll have no insubordination of that kind.~ You
will not go to Lady Val's house unless I give you leave.”

““She was my father’s friend before I ever saw you,”
Molly burst out, her temper as usual getting the better of
her prudence, “and I do not see why I should give her
up.” Tt A

N )
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She thought at first that he was going tostrike her. ‘The
esture of his clenched fists was certainly threatening.
ut, a moment’s pause, he lowered his hand; the
suffused red of his countenance gradually gave way to a
livid pdllor, and when he spoke, his voice, though thick,
was petfectly calm in tone. )
“You-don’t see? Then I'll give you a reason. You
will not have more to do with Lady Val than you can help,
because you will find it wiser to keep her at a distance. 1
told you once.that there was only one woman that I had
reaily loved. was not yourself, as you were vain enough
to think. It was-Valencia Gilderoy ; and if she had come
into that accursed money of hers a week earlier, I would
have married her and thrown you over at a méoment's
notice. I wish I had—and risked the loss of money. For
I suppose 1 am tied to you for life, and I love her still.
That is the reason why I warn you not to see t6d much
of Lady Valericia Gilderoy.” S
He turned and walked out of the room, while ‘Molly
sahk down on the sofa, a crushed heap of helpless+hisery.
And this was what her runaway marriage had come to—
not four months after her wedding-day - :

s

4

CHAPTER XXXIII
? 7
DISENCHENTMENT. -

LApY VALENCIA waited and wondered in vain next day,
when at the hour fixed for the drive Mrs. Hannington did
not appeat. Later ia the afternoon a little note from Molly
reached her, couched in very cold and ambiguous terms.
The writer was unable to drive out that afternoon, she said ;
and she neither gave a reasonhor expressed any sorrow for.
her defection. This was rather & rude way of treating the
proposal, and Lady Val flushed with vexation as she read
the note. -

““ What does the child mean?” she said to herself.
 She seems to have forgotten her manners—she never was
distinguished for them, after all.” Then came a sharp,
stinging thought. “Can she have found out ?-—Can he
have told her that I—that I offered myself to him on his

P
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. very wedding-day? Surely he would not do that. Bad as
he.1s,” said Lady Val, bitterly, “ he would not forget so
utterly that he loved me once!” . :

But in spite of these doubts and fears, she turned a
bright and smiling face on Captain Rutherford when she
met him at a dance that evening and read the question in
hiis eyes that he did not like to put into words. -

“1 have called,” she said, with a little nod. " “Iam
doing my duty, you see.”

“You are the very kindest person in the world, Lady
~ Valencia.” . .

“I'm afraid it won’t be of any use, Charlie. She does
not like me.” T -

¢ Oh—impossible ! . )

“ Quite possible, on the contrary. There are numerous
people who don’t like me,” suid-she, with a light laugh.
¢ Never mind : I will do what I can for her ; and even If
she does not come/to me I'll get some other people to
call on her, and she| can go to their houses.

¢ But why shouldn’t she like to come to you ?” said
Charlie, in a-puzzled tone.

¢ Ah, why, indeed ! She associates me a little too much

. with her old home-life, perhaps,” said Lady Val, coolly :
“she used to see me at Torresmuir, and she may think
that I sympathise too much with her dear little stepmother,
who is the sweetest and gentlest young thing whom I have
seen for a long time.” .

¢“Indeed! I had an idea that the stepmother had been
unkind to her or something——" . )

- I don’t think Molly told you that .” said Lady Val,

with a flash of honest indignation.

" “Oh;no, no; she said nothing about her. Some one

said so at the Club, I believe: Lsuppose it was a mistake.”

“Quite a mistake. Mrs. Moncrieff is a charming™ little
woman, with the kindest heart in the world ; but she was
not experienced enough to keep a tight hand on her step-
children. It has been a great trouble to her. But Bertie
adores her,” said Lady Valencia, catching herself up with
a sense that it was not becoming to talk of the Moncrieffs*
affairs to their friend’s son, “and I am glad of that, for he
is really a nice boy, although a little weak in character.”"
. “1Is he in London?” N

‘“He is either come or is coming shortly. You might
look him up, Charlie ; it would be a kindness.”
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¢ I shal! be delighted.”

« I will get his address for you. Keep him out of mis-
chief, if you can.”

Captain Rutherford was only too pleased to undertake
the commission. As soon as Bertie was settled in London,
~ therefore, he found a very congenial and a very desirable

friend ready to hand ; and Mr. Moncrieff was grateful to
young Rutherford for thus making himself known. It had
been one of Alan Moncrieff ’s injtial mistakes in the training
.of his children to keep them secluded from acquaintances :
.the consequence was that, debarred from suitable friend-
ships, they had made onsuitzble ones for themselves, and
ne lives of both had been darkened and saddened through
cvil influences. rtie was sincerely anxious to amend his
ways and regain the confidence of his father ; and it soon
became a pleasure to him to spend as much of his time as
possible with a man jike Charles Rutherford; whose frank
and honorable spiritwes a perpetual spur and stimulus to
his own. - - ’ -
Rutherford’s regiment was quartered at Aldershot, but
he found it easy to get frequent leave, and was as_much
in London as possible. He kept his word to Lady Valen-
ciz, however, and was careful not to go too often to the
_Hanningtons’. He had found it necessary, for his own
‘conscience’ sake, ¢ to pull up,” as he said to himself, “in
time.” ¥or it was becoming a pain and an irritation_ to
him to see Molly’s pale and unhappy looks. He still
maintained that he was interested in her solely because of
his father’s liking for _Alan Moncrieff; but it was rather
Jifficult 0 continue to look on matters entirely from this
voint of view. To remember that his father and Moncrieff
of Torresmuir had been -schoolfellows together would not
account for the fact that he could not forget Molly’s wistful
eyes, that her wan face haunted him night and day, and that
he was possessed with such a desire to do her service that
he would willingly have gone to the ends of the earth for-
her if she had so desired.

_But it must also be said that Charlie Rutherford’s admi-
ration for Molly was of the purest and most reverential
kind. If he had never seen her distressed or lonely, he
might never have thought twice of her, save as an ordnary
acquaintance : it was just because he had seen tears-in her
eyes, and - suspected that her husband neglected her, th‘at‘
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his chivalrous nature was so stirred. He vowed to be hef
friend, her brother, to the last day of his life ; and he told -
himself that it was well for her that she should have one
trusty “servant,” to use the parlance of an older world,
one who would be always faithful and helpful, and ready
to maintain her cause against all comers. Having made
up his mind in this way, he did not keep-entirely from the
Hanningtons’, as Lady Valencia would have advised him
to do, but went there discreetly, dining with John Han-
nington, and even playing cards with him when asked,
but never for one moment altering the gentle respect of his
manner towards the woman who—although he hardly knew
it—now occupied the first position in his heart and mind.

The summer came to a close, and people began to leave
town for their holiday rambles. Rutherford was due at
his father’s house before the end of July, and he was going
to travel North with Bertie Moncrieff. Lady Valencia
Gilderoy was bound for Norway with a select party of
friends. Charlie came to see the Hanningtons before his
departure. He wondered what they were going toda : he
had not heard their plans, and Bertie had been unable to
give him any information. Bertie was not very fond of
going to his brother-in-law’s apartments. He had dev-
eloped as strong a dislike to John Hannington as his
father and his friend had done.

Captain Rutherford found both husband and wife at
home. Molly was looking exceedingly white, he thought,
but she professed herself quite well—enly a little tired by
the heat. Hannington seemed to listen to the visitor’s
remarks with suppressed impatience, and answered almost
rugely when Charlie once turned towards him. The flush
of shame -or alarm which instantly suffused Molly’s pale
face made the young man indignant for her szke, and yet
all the more anxious to keep the peace. He asked her
where she was going for the autumn.

“Idon’t know yet,” she answered, timidly glancmg at
ker husband.  “ We have not declded ”

“¢« It will probably end’in our going nowhere at all,” said
Hannington, irritably. “ And I hope you will like it if we
do.” The last words were addressed to Molly, who again
Pushed vividly and painfully.

Charlie began to wish that he had not come. He could
Lot run ~away just yet however, for Molly had given him

- - 3
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a cup of tea, and he could not put it down untasted.

John Hannington also seemed to feel some embarrassment

at the turn the conversation had taken, for he pulled out

his watch, declaring that he had an important engagement
to keep, and that he was sorry to say he really must be off.

And then he quitted the room, but, as Charlie noticed,

without a word of farewell or apology to his wife.

It struck Captain Rutherford that these two grew colder
to each other in manner every time he saw them ; and such
was indeed nearly the case. For after that revelation
made by Hannington of the real state of his affections—a
revelation which she could never feel to be anything but
unspeakably brutal and degrading to herself—Molly’s
girlish love for her husband had died a painful death. The
veil of romance was torn from her eyes, and she saw him

. for what he was—or rather, she saw the very worst side of

him, and nothing else. She was not strong enough by
nature to dominate zad make a fairly good man of him, as
Lady Val had declared to herself that se could have done.
She was helpless: she trembled before him with the
nervous timidity which harshness or injustice had always
excited in her. She saw that he was selfish, sensual, and
hard ; and she was too much shocked by her discovery to
look for the few scattered grains of gold which existed in
the baser metal of his character. It seemed to her that
her whole life was ruined : she had shattered all possible
happiness for herself, and she looked for nothing more.

“You are not really thinking of spending the autumn in

. London, are you?” Charlie asked, in a tone of dismay,
when Hannington had le:t the room.

« ] don’t know,” said Molly, faintly. I -expected ”—
she looked aside, and her voice trembled—* that we should
go—kome. But they—I suppose they have other plans.”

Charlie remembered Bertie had told him thzt the Mon-
crieffs were going abroad for the months of August and -
September. His heart swelled with indigration and pity. . .
They were going abroad to enjoy themselves, while she- .
was left in the stifling heat of London, without the pros-
pect of a change of any sort. Had they then no heart?

“I hope,” h%olly went on,  that my husband will go tc
Scotland by and by. I'm afraid itis my fault that we have
managed so badly. I misunderstood: I thought that we
werc sure to go to Torresmuir—but the place is to be shut
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up. I Bear, and =9 our plans have fatled. 1t was stuplid
of te "—with 2 weak little smile—'* to muke the mistake.
And Joht is__rather__vexed.”

*They would not have gone abroad if they had undet-
=tuod that you thotht of going to them, of course,” said
Charlie, rather hotly.  Bertie was regretting only the
other day that {vou vould not juin them at Totresmuit.”

Molly kept sfletce, and Rutherford suddenly felt, with-
ot being told, that Mr. Moncrieft must have failed, or
even perfiaps refused, to ask his son-in-law to Torresmuit.
He felt an unreasohing ahger against Molly's father for
1ot helping her out of her present difficulty ;" though thete

wie this to be said, that probably Alan Monerieff did not
kuow of it.

“f wish T could be of any help to you,” said Chatlie,
Hsing to take his leave, atd scarcely knowing how to
eX|tress his vagie good-will,  #Cah I take ahy messages
—or—ot parcels—or anything to Scotland p ¥

v No, thank yon.  Bertie will take mine.”  She looked
up at him similing, and then her eyes suddenly filled with
tears, ' Oh, Bcotland, dear Scotland ! she murmuted.
SO iFonly 1 were gming back | If only I could see it
again 1 And then she covered her face with her hands,
a}\d burst into low, tremulous subs that rent the listener’s

eart,

Charlie conld not bear it.  There were two things he
vonld du—he vould Hing hemself at her feet and beg her
NOL 1o ey or he could take u‘s his hat and walk out of the
room-—like a Lrute, as he told himself afterwards indig-
nantly.  But the foriner alterhative would have been
worse,  He could never have come into Molly’s presehce
again {f he had =0 far forgotten her d&gnity and his own
wanhood.  He walked straight out of the room and into
the street, where for a minute he stood feeling absolutely
stek with pain of heart, but knowing in a dased sort of
way that he had won a victory. It was not Ads part to
comtort Mrs. Haunington in her troubles, .

But he sought out Bertie, and after some circumlocu-
tion, impressed his views upon his mind as far as he could
Qo w0 without betraying how deeply he was concerned.
Bertte heard and understood. And when, a few days
Tater, he went down to Torresmuir, he summoned
Courage enough to go t his father and ask point-blan
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whethet he-khew that Molly was pining for fresh air, and
that Hanhington had said that they were going 1o stay in
London alf the autumn, .

11 did ot ktiow anything about it,” said Mr. Monctieff,
lovking startled atid pained. ‘¢ She did write, hinting that
she would like to come to us, but 1 thought that he would
fiot cate to hrinﬁ het here so soon. hy are they not
ﬁﬂﬂp awny P They cannut be in want of funds, sutely :

olly has het own toney.”

Bettie noticed that the name, so long unspoken, fell
naturally from his lips, a8 though it had uch in his
thoughts:

“ 1 expect that they do want money. Hannington lives
it an extravagant way—he spends freely.” -

"4 Ah.  He gambles, pethaps.”

¢ I believe he does.” - ,

* He has hot induced you to join him, has he, Bertie ?*
The father's voice ttembled a little as he spoke ; then he
added hastily, * Don't think 1 mean to suspect you. 1
ktiow I have a tendency to be suspicious, but 1 do believe,
at the t,)’ottom of my heatt, that 1 may trust you, my

*'That iy more than I have any right to expect,” said
Bertie, humbly, yet manfully too. ‘I give you my word,
if you will take it, sir, that 1 have not played for money
siice T went to London, and that 1 never will. 1 know 1
can't stand it : the excitement gets into my veins like fire.
1 hal;rﬁ: taken a pledge of abstinence from any sort of
gambling.” )

“y mg only too glad to hear it,” said Moncriefl. He
stretehed out his hand, which Bertie took eagerly and
warinly. ¢ There has been mischief wrought in our family
by the gambling instinct already, and 1 should be sorry to
think that it was inherited by you. Now about your sister.
It is ho use, I suppose, to put ‘Torresmuir at their service
for a couple of months ? Shall I send her a cheque, and
tell her to go where she likes ? »

**That would be a splendid plan.”

Mt. Moncrieff wasted no mote time. He sat down and
quietly wrote a cheque, which he then handed to his son,
who was gratified and astounded at its amount. * Father,
you are very good to us,” he said, raising his eyes to
;}lan’s face with a look which his father found very satis-
actoryo
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“ Do you think it will be enough?” said Monctieff
“ lete to her youfself and send it.”

‘“ Are yox not going to write? ”

w Welly—nti”fg 8

*“You have written to her, father, have you not?"”—
Bertie realised, with an odd thrill, as he asked the ques-
tion, that his old fear of his father had gone for ever. A
year he could not have spoken as freely and as frankly
-as he did now. .

“I have written once—a short letter. But I would
- tather not, Bertie. You can give her my love. Tell her

to make what use of the money she chooses.”

Bertie did not venture to remonstrate: the way in
which his father answered showed him one thing, that
although Molly had been formally pardoned and very
generously treaipd, she was not yet truly and tenderly
forgiven.

He could not resist seeking his stepmother in order to
make her a partaker in his gladness at the unexpected
Success with which he had met. He found her in the

- drawing-room—alone, as usual, with a book in her hand—
“and he poured his story eagerly into her ear.

© My father is awfully good to us,” he wound up, in-
boyish fashion. ‘ And we’ve behaved abominably to him.
Isn’t he good, Stella?” He always called her Stella now:
she was too dear to him to be called Mrs. Moncrieff; too
young for the title of ** mother.”

“Yes, he is very good,” said Stella, dreamily. And
then she sighed.

“He has not quite forgiven Molly, though. *He will—
some day, will he not?”

. “ Surely,” she answered.

“ Can’t you persuade him, Stella?”

¢« No, dear, no.”

¢ But you want him to forgive her? "

¢« Ah, yes, .indeed.”

“If he won’t do it for you, he won't do it for anybody
in the world,” said Bertie, quickly. .

Her fair face flushed : she looked at him with a question
in-her eye. ““Of course,” the lad went on, quite uncon-
scious of the effect that he was producing, * he thinks more
of you and your opinion than of any other in the world.”

¢ Oh, hush, Bertie, hush !”




THE LUCK OF THE HOUSE. 244

" You don't think T mind, do you?” said the lad, with
an amused laugh. ‘“I'm only too glad that he has some-
body to care for.”

*1 did not know—I did not think—"

“That he showed it so much?”—happily misunder-
standing her. ‘ But he makes it plain to the whole house-
hold. He never takes his eyes off you when you are in
the room.”

“You silly boy ! ” said Stella, turning away. * He does
nothing of the kind.”

But in spite of herself she felt a curious warmth and stir
of pleasure at her heart.

CHAPTER XXXIV.
THE END OF IT.

MR. AND MRs. HANNINGTON found the cheque sent by
Alan Moncrieff very acceptable indeed. Most of it went
for John Hannington’s delectation, it was true ; but Molly
got some sea-breezes, and was glad that her husband was
in better temper than he had been for some time. They
came back to town late in September, and removed into .
a small furnished house which they took for a few months.
Bertie returned to London in October, and of course he
went to see his sister ; but no confidences passed between
them. He thought that Molly looked very far from
strong, but he took her word for it when she said that she
was well. She would not talk about herself at all, and

uestioned him eagerly respecting Torresmuir and his own
oings. -And Bertie was in an unusually bright mood:
he had had a pleasant holiday, and was much gratified by
a proof of trust which his father had given him. The
clergyman at whose house he had been quartered had fal-
len ill, and was unable to receive him. Bertie had there-
fore gone into lodgings, and went, as he informed Molly,
““to a crammer’s” every day, “ as other fellows did.” It
was quite plain that he considered it a delightful novelty
"to be allowed this form of independence, and possibly his-
father had seen that it would do him good. .
Molly listened to his story, smiled” at his harmless
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vanity, and promised, almost with her old gajety, to. take

tea with him some afternoon at his lodgings/yéhe made a

careful note of the address ; but as the weeks wore on,

- Bertie found that she made no exertion to come and see

him: she looked white and more worn than ever, and

once even burst into tears as he kissed her, and begged
him not to visit her again. John did not like it.

-« He is a perfect brute,” said Bertie, recounting this
incident to Captain Rutherford one evening—without
any thought of breach of confidence, for by this time he
was in the habit of pouring out all his thoughts quite
freely to his friend. “I wish we had never seen him.”

Rutherford- did not speak, but he mentally re-echoed
the wish. . .

“It’'s impossible for her to be very happy with him,”
Bertie went on, vehemently. “Why, he is away from
her more than half of his time. I don’t think London
suits her, either. I wish we could get her back to Tor-
resmuir, and pension him off, somehow.”

Charlie smiled at this boyish simplicity. ¢ She might
not approve,” he said, briefly.

« I should think that she would be very glad. How
:ﬁe wim,i blows to-night | Is it raining, or freezing, or any-

N ? ! h

*Raining, I think. It is warmer than usual for the
" end of November.” .

He started a little as he spoke, for at that moment a
loud knock was heard at the front door.

“ Christmas will be here directly,” said Bertie, with the
air of one who makes a wise remark. “ Now, if I can get
my father to ask Molly to spend Christmas with us——"

“ What's that?” said Rutherford, suddenly. There
was a startled look in his eyes. Bertie listened. Voices
were heard in the passage, and steps, and opening doors.
igmething unexpected had evidently happened in the

use. ...

- Bertie’s landlady now presented herself, with a puzzled
ce.
“There’s- a lady wanting to see you, sir,” she said,

doubtfully, and, before she could e:;slain, a wild looking,
wet, bedraggled figure had stumbled rather than walked
into the room. Both young men sprang to their feet

‘with an exclamation of dismay. For it. was Molly who
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stood befére'them, and who, after a moment’s pause,
threw herself into Bertie’s arms and burst out sobbing
upon his shoulder. ;

“T've come to you: I had nowhere else to go,” she
panted. ‘“He's turned me out—turned me out into the
street!"”

¢ Molly ! not your husband ?”

‘ Yes, my husband,” she said, with passionate emphasis,
lifting her head and showing her flushed wet face ; “the
husband for whom I deceived my father and left my home |
Oh, they can’t say that T have not been punished now {”

She had no hat or bonnet on her head, and her hair
was darkened and straightenéd by the rain-drops thath

fallen upon it. A great cloak had been wrapped aroun
her ; but, dropping loosely from her shoulders, it showed
that she was in evening dress—a soft primrose-colored silk
which left her white neck and arms bare save for some
softly clustering laces and pearl ornaments.

“But you have not come like this! You have not
walked |” cried Bertie.

“ Yes ;' I had no money.”

* “But I could have paid a cabman at the door! To
think of you walking through the streets at this time of
night like this——"

“ Oh, it’s nothing : I did not "mind that,” said Molly,
wearily. She disengaged her arms from her brother’s
neck and sank into the nearest chair. Then, for the
first time, she became aware of Captain Rutherford’s pre-
sence. But nothing seemed to startle her. She looked
up at him with a passiona.tel,y pleading expression which
struck him dumb. “I can’t help it1” she broke out.
;; Yox)x’ need not condemn me a second time! It is zoZ my

ult.

“ Molly, Molly, hush: Why should Charlie Rutherford
condemn-you ? ” said Bertie, in his bewilderment. ¢ He
is only sorry for you—as I am—as we all——"

“ Are you sorry for me?” said the girl. ‘“Oh, that
is perhaps the worst of it! That you should all have to be
sorry for me—and I was once so proud and so light-
hearted and so sure of my own good- fortune. And what
am I-todo now?”

4Is there nothing that we can do for you?” said -
Rutherford, in a choked voice. “If you cauld only make
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me useful- 7. you could send me anywhere or tell me to
do anything for you ”

“There's that fellow to be punished!” Bertie burst
out in a fury. “I'll go myself—I'll telegraph to father—
he deserves a thorough horse-whipping:”

Charlie Rutheford wished that the boy had held his
tongue. He agreed with the sentiment, but thought it
would have been better to leave it unexpressed until
punishment had been inflicted. He was afraid of the
effect on Molly’s mind. John Hahnington would have
had a very poor chance indeed if hé had been just then
at the mercy of these two indignant, hot-headed, hot-
blooded young men. And the knowledge of this was sud-
denly revealed to Molly, in her newly-purchased wisdom
of womanhood : the knowledge of the harm and the scan-
dal and the disgrace which were impending, and which she,
and she only, could avert.

She looked from one to the other, and then, moved by
a sudden impulse, she gave her hand first to her brother
for a moment, and then to Rutherford. .

** You are both kind—both my friends,” shesaid; “and
I shall trust you both. But there is nothing for you to
do. Neither of you must lay a finger on my husband.
If you do, I will never speak to you again.”

Charlie flushed up: Bertie gave a quick, sharp excla-
mation of disgust.

“ That’s a woman’s view : a girl’s view,” he said. «We
cannot—I cannot promise to sit down and do nothing.”

“You are only a boy,” said Molly, with a little gasp
which was perhaps meant for a sort of laugh; and yau
cannot do anything yourself. And it is not Captain
Rutherford’s business. I shall leave everything to my
:’iather. I shall tell him all. He will know what must be

one.” : ’

“Shall I telegraph to him for you?” said Charlie,
quickly.

“Thank you. Yes—directly. Wait a moment. You
must not think things worse than they are. I provoked
him-—and he had taken too much wine.” She began to
tremble as she spoke. I reproached him with—with
one or two things that he had told me, and he grew very
angry ; and then I told him of one wicked, foolish, mis-
chievous thing that I had done—I took some letters of
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his once, and sent thém away to a person who—oh, I
can't tell it you all, but I acted very badly, and in my own
anger I told him of it for the first time. You see he had
some right to be angry. He did not know what he was
doing—I am sure he did not, for he had never struck me
before——"" .

“ Struck you? Molly, Molly !

As if involuntarily, she glanced at her arm, from which
the cloak had slipped down.> There was a bruise upon
the slender wrist. She drew her draperies over it, and
held them there while she went on.

*“ He did not know, he was never unkind in that way
before. But he was mad with anger and with what he
had drunk, and he took me by the shoulders and put me
out at the door, and said that I should never darken his
house again. I snatched up this cloak as I went through
the outer hall. I believe he meant to take me in again,
for when I had gone down the road a little way, I heard
him open the door again and call me. But I was frighten-
ed—so frightened that I ran on and on; and I asked tny
way of a policeman, and at last T got here.””

Charlie Rutherford’s face was white with rage.

“ Look,” he said to Bertie, abruptly. “1I am going.
Your sister should not sit in her wet things. Get your
landlady to attend to her. I’ll telegraph to your father in
yout nidme.”

* Wait, please,” said Molly. It was strange to hear the
decision that had come into her fresh young voice. ‘ Come
here for one minute, Captain Rutherford. You say you
will be my friend? ”.

« Always.”

“Then please go to the telegraph office, and send a
message from me, not from Bertie. ¢ 1 have no home now ;
may I come to you to-morrow?’ That is all that I want
to say in a telegram. 1 do not think that my father will
refuse to take me in.”

“No. No, indeed.”

* And then, Captain Rutherford, you will go straight
home, will you not? And you will see me off with Berti¢
to-morrow morning? I shall start at ten o’clock, whethar
1 hear, from my father or not. And you will do nothing
else?’ :

He was obliged to promise that he would do nothing
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else. He saw that she was afraid lest he might try to~
precipitate matters—see John Hannington, perhaps, and

be unable to control his indignation. And her look of

relief and gratitude was the more pronounced because she _
had suffered 2 moment’s fear when she saw his stern, set

face.

It was not very late, and he was able to telegraph at
once. He knew that the message would not reach Torres-
muir until the morning, as the house was some distance
from the telegraph office: nevertheless, he felt a sense of
having accomplished something when it was despatched.
And then he wondered restlessly whether Bertie was look-
ing well after his sister—whether the landlady would give
her dry clothes and warm drinks and a comfortable room—
and he wished with all his heart that his mother had been
in London then, so that he might send her to. Molly’s aid. - -

For Lady Rutherford was a kind-hearted woman, and would * '

have come at a moment’s notice to the daughter of-her old
friend Alan Moncrieff.

There was Lady Val! would not she be of use! She
was always kind-hearted—but Mrs. Hannington did not
_ like her, and, as Charlie knew, the two had now not met

_ for some months. It certainly might be a good thing to
“-let Lady Valencia know the truth of the story. . She could

be-trusted absolutely to speak or to hold her tongue in the
right ‘place. But how could he find her at ten or eleven
o’clock at night? She would probably be out. At any
rate, he might try. And so, after some hesitation, Charlie
jumped into a hansom, and gave the man Lady Valencia’s
address. ‘

Wonder of wonders, she was not out. She had had one
or two visitors, but they were departing when Charlie’s
card was brought to her. Under his name he had written
in pencil a brief request that he might see her alone for
two minutes ‘‘ on important business.” Lady Val laughed
a little over the card,and called him a dear impulsive boy,
in her own heart. And then she went down to the little .
library into which she was told that he had been shown.
She found him pacing up and down the room like a wild
beast in a cage, and a glance at his face told her that therc
was something seriously wrong indeed. :

She had not long to wait. He poured his story into ker
‘ear without a moment’s delay. And he could not accuss
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her of want of sympathy. He had never seen her,ﬁ/xce
change as it changed when she heard what John Hanning-
ton had done. The color went out of it completely: she
sat looking at him helplessly, with ashen hps, like some
ghost of her brilliant- self.

¢And you have telegraphed to the Moncneﬂ‘s ?” she said,
slowly.

“I have. She says that“she will start in the morning.”

“Is she strong enough to do that?”

“I don’t see what else she can do. She cannot stay
with Bertie. She cannot 'go back to her husband.”

“ No, indeed !” And the color! rushed back to Valen-
cia’s face in a full, warm tide. ¢ She had better stay at
Torresmuir, poor ‘child. Well, Charlie? Why did you
come to me? ”

_“ I thought you might help her, Lady Valencia,” said
the young man, meekl)g: “1 suppose she has no gowns
or things. I don’t know. Tt seemed better that some
other woman should know all about 1t ”

“You are a sensible boy, Charlie.” Lady Val's voice
had grown natural again, but her eyes were unusually
bnght. “I shall go round to her at eight o’clock to-
morrow morning and see what I can do. It is no use
going to-night.”

“T did right in coming to you, then? It was the only
thing I could think of.”

¢ Perfectly right. I'am always ready to help the Han-
ningtons when I can.”

“ Mrs. Hannington,” said Charlie, significantly.

Lady Val looked at him keenly. ¢ And Mr. Hannington
too. Don’t you see that the poor, miserable man wants
help even more than Molly does? There, you don’t under-
stand. Never mind, Charhe, I will do my best for her.
Good-night.”

The dismissa. was a trifle abrupt, put Charlie did not
care. He had got all he wanted, and he was ready to go.
He knew that Lady Val was a woman of her word, and
that she would $e as a tower of strength to.the gnevmg,
heart-broken, childish Molly.

"What he did 7o# know—what he never maglned—was
the silent anguish in which Valencia Gilderoy spent the
hours of the night: There could be no' greater pain. for
her than to witness the gradual declension of the man who
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had been first her playmate, then her friend, and then her
lover. She could bear.to be parted from him: she could
bear to think that he loved another: she felt as if she
could not bear to know that he was so unworthy of any
good woman’s love. -
"~ But no traces of her vigil were visible on the bright face
that presented itself next morning in Molly’s bed-chamber.
¢«“My dear,” she said, putting her arms round Molly’s
neck at once, “ I know you don’t much like me ; but you
must put up with me and let me help you if I can. Charlie
Rutherford came to me last night.” : )

Molly resisted for a moment, but womanly affection was
very, sweet to her, and there was something in Lady Val’s
face and manner which compelled confidence. She let
herself be kissed, and then burst into tears on her visitor’s
shoulder.

“Don’t cry, child,” said Lady Val at last. “You had
much better go home and take care of yourself. Or—will
you come to me for a few days ? ”

“No, no. You are very good—out I want so much to
go home!” . -

¢“Very well. Then I will go with you.”

-¢You?” said Molly, lifting a quivering face and startl
eyes to her interlocutor. ‘You? Why?” :

«Because I don’t think you are old enough or wise
enough to travel alone, my dear; and I don’t call even
Bertie a sufficient protector. Nobody can say a word
against you if I am with you, Molly.” ' ’

The eyes of the two women met. There was a little
silence, and then Molly held out her hand. ‘I was unjust
to you in my thoughts : forgive me,” she said.

¢ What did you think of me then?2”

¢ Oh, I can’t tell you—I can’t.’ - .

“J can ;gss, my dear. You ‘hought that I wanted to
take your husband’s heart from gou. Is that notso?- You
were mistaken, Molly: I have prayed every night and
morning for the last year that he might always love you as
you loved him. I had no stronger wish than that you two
might be happy. Won’t you trust me, Molly? ”

And Molly, looking into Lady Valencia’s honest eyes,
said fervently.” - .

¢ Indeed I will.”
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CHAPTER XXXV.
LADY VAL TO THE RESCUE!

THE telegram which reacned Bertie’s lodgings just before
the travellers left the house was from Stella Moncrieff.
¢“Come at once,” it said. ¢ Your father is away, but I am
sure that he will welcome you.”

¢ Oh, I wish that he had been at home,” sighed Molly.
«] wish that there had been a message from himself.”

She was very white and nervous, and had to be reassured
by Bertie and Lady Valencia as to her father’s kind inten-
tions towards her before she could proceed. Lady Val
had sent for a medical man in order to convince herself
that Molly was able to take so long a journey; but when
she described the mode in which the journey would be
made, the doctor smiled and said that it could not possibly
hurt her in the least. Lady Val was accustomed to travel
in a luxurious way, and she did not mean that Molly
should  suffer from over-fatigue or over-exertion. And
unlimited means can make a good deal of difference to the
effect of a journey upon a delicate woman.

So Molly travelled North in state, like a young princess,
but she took small note of her surroundings, and lay back
on her cushions with face averted, doing little but weep
silently all the day. Lady Val insisted, on staying the
night in Edinburgh and telegraphing again to Stella as to
the hour of their arrival on the following afternoon, and it
was perhaps well that she did so. For Molly was very
tired at the end of the day, and Lady Valencia felt that
she had taken rather a heavy responsibility upon her
shoulders.

It was not until four or five o’clock on the following day,
therefore, that the little party made its appearance at the
doors of Torresmuir. A sad little party, indeed! For
Molly, the once merry, high-spirited girl, had come back
a crushed and broken-hearted woman; and Bertie was
bowed down by sympathy for her troubles, and Lady Val
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had sorrows of her own. And Stella, who received them,

also had her share of grief, and looked as-if she had spent
many hours of weariness and anxiety during the year-that
had elapsed since Molly’s marriage. ,_ )

No question was asked or answeréd at first. Molly fell
into Stella’s arms as naturally if she had been a child
coming home to her mother, and Stella folded her close to
her breast, as if she could not bear to let-her go. There
was some sweetness to be got out of this sad home-coming,

ter all. And then Molly had to be put to bed, and com-
farted and tended, and it was touching to see how gentle

e had grown, how grateful for words and deeds of love.
Stella was almost frightened by the change in her. She
could hardly.believe that Molly was once more before her
—once more in her arms. And, indeed, this softened,
spiritualised, sorrowing woman, whose soul seemed to
look out from the wistful eyes as from a prison whence it
would fain escape, was not the buoyant, unchastened
Molly of-ancient days.

“You will forgive me, will you not? ” Molly whispered,
with her arms round Stella’s neck, before she had been in
the house" five minutes. ¢ Will you forgive me—every-
thing?” - - o

¢“ My darling, yes.”

¢« Even—about those letters ? ”

«1 had forgotten them. They did no harm.”. i

¢ But I meant them to do harm. Oh, say that you for-
give me ! ”

«“Y do, dear Molly, from the very bottom of my heart.”

And then Molly drew a long breath and lay back con-
tent. But she was too weary to say much ; and she soon
fell into a sle utter exhaustion, and could be left in .
the 2 maid, while Stella provided for Lady Val-
encia’s  comforts, and held a private conference with
Bertie. -

“She was not on very familiar terms with Lady Val, and
had been startled to hear of her visit. She-was grateful
for Lady Val’s care of Molly, but she felt that shé did not
understand it, and supposed that it would have to go
unexplained, in common with many other things..- But
Lady Val was not minded to have it so. Later in the
evening, she begged her hostess to sit with her for a little
while over her bedroom fire, so that she might talk with L

~
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her before going to rest. Stella came willingly; yet she
was conscious of a certain fear of what Lady Val was
going to say. For Lady Val was not apt to mince matters,
and there was no knowing what view she would take of
John Hannington’s delinquencies.

So Stella, with her pretty golden hair all down her
back, rested by the fire, and waited rather nervously for
her visitor’s communications. Lady Val sat on a stool,
almost at- Stella’s feet—for Mrs. Moncrieff had been
installed in a great chintz-covered chair, which Lady Val
called the seat of honor—and for some time did not speak
at all.

“I am going to make a general confession to you, Mrs.
Moncrieff,” she said at last. ‘Or—may I not call you
Stella, as Bertie does? I should like to, if you will let
me ; and I hope you will reciprocate, and call me Val.”

“1 shall be very glad.” )

¢« It is about Molly. and Jack Hannington that I want
to talk. You know that he is one of my oldest acquaint- -
ances, perhaps.”

I have heard so.” -

“ Yes, we knew each other very well, Jack and I,” said
Lady Val, leaning her chin on her clasped hands and gaz-
ing thoughtfully into the fire. “ We were playmates, com-
panions, friends—lovers, afterwards; and enemies now, I
am afraid. No, not enemies; I can never be Jack’s
enemy, although he is mine and Molly’s and yours, and
his own to boot.”

Stella had started slightly at the word *lovers,” but she
did not speak. .
. “Jack Hannington,” Lady Val went on, “has a heart,
though you may not think it. I am going to tell you
something, Stella, that I have never told to mortal ears
before ; because I want you to understand his position a
little better. He has a heart, and he has—or 4ad—some
sort of a conscience ; but both; I acknowledge, are in a
bad way. He was brought up to be a rich man and he
" was made a poor one by the fraud and trickery of a near
relative—it is that which ruined him. He got into debt ;
he was. in constant difficulties, and the one thing that
everybody pressed upon him was the necessity that he was
under to thake a wealthy marriage.” - _

- “7Tt does not seem to me,” said Stella, as Lady Valencia

.
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aused, ¢ that you have chosen a very opportune moment
or his defence.” ’ .

Lady Val's eyes suddenly flashed. ¢ Why not?” she
said. “This is just the very time, in my opinion. He
has thoroughly disgraced himself ; nobody will ever forget,
who hears the story, that he tutned his wife out of doors
on a stormy night in November ; even the world, which is
so ready to pardon, will not pardon that. Is it not the
very time, t.he’n, for a ¢true friend to say what she can in

.right,” said Stella, with a sigh, “and I was
ungefierous. | But when I think of what Molly suffers——"
e have all suffered,” said Lady Val, who always
laughed when other people would have cried, * all suffered
at Jack's hands, have we not? My dear, don’t look so
shocked ; I don’t mean to be flippant; but’—taking
Stella’s hand caressingly—“is it not true? You were
engaged to him for a little while, I believe? And he broke
it offi—"
“ Did he tell you?”

LY

¢ I gathered it chiefly for myself, by putting two and
two together. He proposed to you because he thought
you were rich, and then when he found you were not he
broke off the engagement. Was it not so? Well, you
were lucky. With poor Molly he thought that he had
found a prize. And she is not so rich as he fancied, and
he is disappointed.” * :

«I was not his wife; he had a right to break 'off his
engagement with me if he chose. T am very thankful now
that 1t happened so,” said Stella, the color rising in her
cheeks. ¢ But that is no excuse for his treatment of
Molly.” .

«“Of course itisn’t. I am not making excuse for it.
I only want you to understand him a little better. Let
me tell you what happened to myself, Stella. When we
werg’ boy and girl we loved each other: yes, he loved me,

ftle as you may think that he knew how tolove ; and we

ed.at one time that we should be able to marry. But

the evejlasting - money question rose up. He had a pit-
ahd so had I ; but even the two together-were not
thoughy enough to justify us in marrying. So our parents

- Kept uS apart until we had grown more sensible. When
we were a little older, we made lov& as a sort of joke
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whenever we saw each other; but we had nof the least
serious thought of marrying. 1 used always to advise
him to marry for moriey : I used to point out rich heiresses
to him, and plan good matches for him till I was tired.
I advised him to follow up his acquaintance with you, 1
remember. That does not vex you now, does it?”

“Not in the least.” -

I have often thought,” said Lady Val, breaking off her
reminiscences, and looking reflectively into the fire again,
“ that all our miseries came from our worldliness. 1If, a
few years ago, he and I had had the pluck to say, ‘we'll
go out into the world together and work for a living : we
will be economical and laborious, and love one another,’
how much we should all have been saved! Molly would
. be still a child at Torresmuir : you, Stella dear, would not
have had the pain which I know you suffered once ; and
I—I—I might have been a happy. wife and mother, and
my poor Jack a good man after all! You .remember
Browning’s lines—

¢ This could have happened but once
And we missed it, lost it for ever.’

By our own fault, too. We were worldly, cowardly, and
base ; and we reap exactly what we have sown.”
. Her dark eyes were softened beneath a mist of tears.
Stella put her hand caressingly round her neck, and for
a few moments they were silent. Then Valencia brushed
away her tears and smiled. ’
‘I don't often lapse into the moralising vein, I fancy ;
and no doubt you have had enough of it. Lé&t me come
back to the relation of my experiences. I heard that
Jack was making love by stealth to Molly, and I told you
of it, thinking to put you on your guard. Jack was too
clever for you, Stella. He got Molly away and married
her. And 1, like the great fool I was, thought that as I
had warned you, the matter was settled, and so deferred
to tell Jack of the prospect of wealth that was just then
before me. IfI had told him in time, I don’t think that
it is derogatory to Molly to say that he would have
broken with her at onceas he did with you. But, unfortu-
nately, I did not see him early enough. I met him one
day in Glasgow, and persuaded him to have tea with me
while T told him my news. . I was rich—I could give
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him everything he wanted, and I loved him: would he
marty me? at was, in effect, what I said to him,
Stella, and you can guess whatanswer I got for my pains.”

* It was too late ?” g

** He had matried Molly that morning.”

“ %:d t?en\:'; h do b good-bye?”

* Then at was there to do but to 8a -

** Was he so faithful to Molly?* Y ve

* Oh, Stella, you are a witch I suppose if I had been
weak, he would have been weak too—and cursed me for
it afterwards. Men are like that, you know. They
always say, ‘ The wofnan tempted me,’ as soon as the
apple turns to ashes in their mouths. . That is all I can
tell {;m. We did say good-bye, and—we are here.”
so:t ou must have been very brave, dear,” said Stella,

y.

*“Brave ? Not I. But I was angty, which did as well.
‘The upshot of all this is, Stella, that Molly has got wind
of mpAtove for Jack, and that it has helped to cause her
unhappiness. I am sure of that ; although we have said noth-
ing. You know how things are understood without saying,
amongst women. But she is needlessly unhappy about
it; and I want her to know that since that day I have
never spoken to her husband—never seen him, save at a
:lgsu;n't’:e Don’t you think it would be well if she knew

is '

¢ It might be. But it is a difficult matter to speak of—
unless she were to mention it.”

“ I don’t suppose she will ever do that,” said Lad
Valencia, with a sigh. A few minutes’ silence followeci,
and then, rousing herself, she added more briskly, “I'm
an old friend of the family, Stella, and therefore I dare
ask questions which nobody else can put. What makes:
Alan Moncrieff so unforgiving to his pretty daughter?
Why have not she and Jack made their footing good here?
It is a little mysterious to me.”

Stella blushed vi¥idly. ¢ I cannot tell you,” she said.

“ There was something beside the mere running away,
then? I thought there must bé. That was hardly enough

to account for the long estrangement. -But I suppose I
am not to ask?”

«1 think not—please,”
«As I have so muec\tt

interest in all of you, I almost '
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think-that I ought to know,” said Lady Val, carelessly.
s However, it is, of course, for you to decide. 1 know a
case in point; a girl who eloped and took her mother's
jewels with her, and what's the matter? ”

Stella had been unable to conceal a little shiver, a slight -
twitch of the fingers, which told the keen-witted Lady Val

" half if not all the story. .

“ You were not born for a conspirator,” she said,
shrewdly. - * I have guessed it, have1? Somehow, I did
not -think that either of them would do that. You had
better tell me all the story, Stella.” i
. I cannot believe it either,” said Stella, ‘““neither does
Bertie. But Alan forbade us to question Molly, and we-
have no means of getting at the truth. I will tell you the
whole, as you have guessed so much.” -

l{,iady Valencia listened attentively while the story was
told. -

“ I know very little of Mr. Kingscott,” she said at its
close, “but it sounds to me as if he knew mote than he
chose to say. Do you trust him? ”

“ 1 cannot.”

« Mr. Moncrieff does?

« Perfectly.”

It will be rather hard to disentangle the truth. May
1 try my hand at it, Stella?

«“] cannot give you permission: you must ask my
husband.”

“ Very well. When will your husband be back ? "

““The -day after to-morrow. But I am afraid that he
:lrill x:ot allo’w you to speak to him about it—he feels it so

eep !

o T{aen I won't speak to him about it. I'll act without.
T'll take all the res(;)onsibility on my own shoulders, so do
not you be alarmed. I am perhaps wiser than you think.
At any rate, we can face the position better now that we
have had this talk, can we not, Stella? And I will k
you up no longer, for you look terribly pale and fagg
Good-night, you sweet star—does Alan never call you the
star of his existence ? ” :

But the question brought a flush of color and a tear
that decideg Lady Val not to ask another. ,

Stella did not know where letters would find her hus- - ~

band, as he was travelling from place to place ; and those
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which she wrote dunng the next few -days .certainly did
not reach him before his return to Torresmuir. - When-at
last, in the first week of December, a telegram. came an-
‘nouncing the date of his arrival, he was still upinformed
respecting Molly’s presence in the house. For this reason
alone, Stella would have been anxious for his return ; and
before long she had another cause for anxiety. The jour-
ney, which Molly seemeed at first to have borne so well,
had overtaxed her energies and brought on illness of an
alarming kind. For some hours her life trembled in the
balance, and even when the worst seemed to be over, and
a beautiful little baby-girl lay in the young mother’s arms,
a ‘terrible fit of hysterical weeping again hazarded her
safety and made her attendants nervously watchful against
excitement of any kind. It was no wonder, therefore
that, although Stella felt a sense of relief at the thought for
Alan’s arrival, that relief was_not unmingled with some-
thing which.bore a strong resemblance to fear. J\

CHAPTER XXXVI
¢ MY STAR!?®

" KinescoTT was for once as ignorant of Alan’s where-
abouts as Stella ; and his ignorance was excessively annoy-
ingto him. It would have been his greatest possible delight
to steal a march on Stella and to represent her to her hus-
band as defying his commands and utterly neglecting his

_wishes : he could, he fancied, have drawn a very striking
picture of Stella in revolt,” as he phrased it to himself, .
Stella opening the doors of Torresmuir to the disobedient
runaway daughter whom Alan had never intended to invite
to hishome again. This was all, no doubt, a fancy picture:
but it would have been extremely gratlfymg to heightenits
hues and intensify its distinctness in Alan’s eyes.- The
provokmg part of it was that Alan had not chosen to leave
him his address. It was almost the first time that this"had
happened ; and Kingscott was obliged to see in it what-he
had for a long time suspected, that Alan did not trust him
as. much as in former days, and was rapidly leammg to
dispense with his services.
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- Under these circumstaices he began to-wonder whether
it-would not-be best for him to take his leave of Torres-
muir at a somewhat early date. He had reason to be well
satisfied With his gains: he had secured for himself a large
sum of ioney which he had carefully invested in foreign
. securities: he would be able to decamp at a moment’s
notice, if necessary, without sacrificing a farthing. The
game was almost played out now. If Molly and her hus-
band were to be installed at Torresmuir, he knew that he
must take to flight. For of all the people whom he had
. traduced or injured in his life, he had most reason to dread
Alan Moncrieff and John Hannington, especially in con-
junction. : ]

‘What he could do at present, however, was to make
Stella exceedingly uncomfortable by a pretence of knowing
Alan’s address and witholding it. She could not tell that
this was untrue ; and it threw her into a fever to recollect
from time to time that he might all this while.be corres-
ponding with her husband, giving him the details of her
life, traducing her motives, vilifying her deeds. She be-
lieved him—rightly enough—to be capable of all this. And
she could not be content in the thought of its possibility ;
for although' she told herself repeatedly that she did not
now love her husband she was strangely sensitive to his
opinion of her. She still shrank from the idea that her
actions were misrepresented (itrhis eyes, and at the same
time she told herself that if was useless to care what he
thought of her. Such contradictions of feeling will some-
times exist in the most logical persons alive ; and Stella
did not try to reconcile the two ; she let them flourish side
by side, and the one might choke the other if it could.

-» The antagonism between herself and Ralph Kingscott
was now carried into the veriest trifles, and it was not to
be wondered at that it manifested itself at the “time of
Alan’s return. ' Who was to meet the master of the house ?
What carriage should be sent? Stella said that she would
go herself ; but Mr. Kingscott calmly assured her that this
was impracticable, as the bay horses had fallen lame; the .
landau was out of repair, and finally that Alan had told

him to come himself in the dog-cart. Stella, flushing with
annoyance, ceded the field. Ralph must meet him then;
and: Alan must hear the first account of her doings from
- Ralph’s malicious tongue. There was no help for it, and

she could not even protest, '
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Moreover, she had to keep hér face calm and cheerful,
for Molly, still terribly weak and excitable, must not know
that anything was amiss. So, in spite of a very heavy
heart, Stella was her sweet, serene self in the sick room;
and if, when Molly was sleeping, a few tears fell on the
little red face of the baby that Stella loved to hold, nobody
was the wiser, and the tears were hastily wiped away
without leaving any trace behind.

Mr. Kingscott had driven off in the dog-cart about three
o’clock, but he had some business in the town, and was
not to meet Alan until a little after five o'clock. They
would hardly reach Torresmuir before six.

Lady Valencia, who was still in the house, noticed

Stella’s pale cheeks, and persuaded her to go out fora
stroll about two o’clock. ¢ I'll sit with Molly,” she said,
“and take care of Miss Babs. What will Mr. Moncrieff
say to that white face? Go and get a little fresh air, dear,
and you will be all the better able to give your husband a
welcome.”
« Possibly she was right, thought Stella, as she went to
Iook for her hat: it would be well to steady her nerves and
raise her spirits a little before she encountered Alan. There
would probably be a battle to fight with him : he would no
doubt be angry with her for telegraphing to Molly to come
home, and he might not credit her with not having known
where he was staying. Besides, if Ralph knew, he might
have been leading Alan to believe that she had acted out
of mere wilfulness—obh, there was no end to the complicated
possibilities of vexation that lay before her ! She. tried to
string her courage up to a high point, but her heart would
beat fast®r at every thought of her husband, and her hands
would turn cold when she pictured his look of stern disap-
proval! Her efforts were useless, and she decided that it
was better not to think of him at all than to distress herself
‘by these anticipations ; and so she tried to turn her-atten-
iion to the wintry scenes amongst which she walked, and
to notice only the contrasts of sunlight and shadow on the
snow-clad hills, or the glitter of hoar frost on the trees and
shrubs on either hand. .

She had taken the road that led towards Dunkeld, and
did not intend to,go very far. The day was cold but
bright, and walking was very pleasant. She went for some
hittle distance, gathering a winter bouquet on her way—a

o)
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few red berries, a yellow leaf or two, a mossy twig, and by
and by she began to rearrange her little nosegay, looking
- dowrn at it instead of straight before her. So it happened
that she°did not in the least see that any one was approach-
ing, and when, at the sound of a halting footstep she
faised her eyes, she started violently to find that they met
;hose of her husband, who was standing in the road before
er. :

“Stella!” There was the most extraordinary pleasure
in his face and voice. * Did you come to meet me?”

“No,” said Steila, hastily. ¢ Oh, no, I did not think
that you could-come until six o’clock.” She shrank and
colored as she spoke, and saw the light suddenly die out

-of his face and eyes. ¢ Mr. Kingscott has gone to meet
you.”

““Indeed? I did not see him. You were on your way
somewhere, perhaps: do not let me detain you "—with
freezing politeness.

“1 only came out for a stroll. I am going home now.
-I will walk back with youn.” . ,

“Oh, don’t trouble yourself. Don’t turn back if you
want a walk.” - . .

" ¢ I want to walk back with you,” she said—an insistance
which struck him as unusual—¢ if you will let me.”

"¢ I shall be most happy to have your company,” he
answered, in' the formal voice that she had learnt to know
so well. And then he glanced curiously at her flushed
face, as if he wondered at her discomposure; and they
walked on tégether. ’

1 suppose you know,” she said, after a little pause,

. “that'I had not your address?”

‘“I suppose not. Idid not think that you would want it.”

“I have written several times to places where I thought
you might be found, but you have not got my letters.”

“No. You—you—=wanted me, Stella?”

¢ There was some news for you to hear.”

“Oh, that was all.” His voice grew indifferent at once.

“1It is a great deal. It is very important. Mr. King-
scott did not tell it you, then?”

¢ have not seen him since I came back.”

1 thought that he might have written.”

, “He did not know where I was. Do you think that T -
should tell him my address when I had not told you?” -

s
Ll
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Stella was conscious of something unusual—something
indefinably warm and caressing-—which crept now and
then into his tone; but it was so quickly sucgeeded by
coldness, that she had scarcely time to realise it before it
was gone. - ) <

« T wanted to be alone for a time—not to be troubled
with business letters,” he went on. * There was nothing
for which I was likely to be needed at home. I have been
walking—and thinking : that is all.”

T have a great deal to tell you,” said Stella, tremulously.
¢ Molly is here.”

«“Molly?” She had somewhat expected the quick,
stern look of inquiry, the bending of the haughty brows.
¢ And her husband?” ¢

« Her husband turned her out into the street one cold,

- stormy night. She went to Bertie’s lodgings. They tele-
graphed here to know if she might come.”

« Hannington turned her out? Turned Molly out?—
his wife?” He stopped short in the road, as if he could
not go on, his lips working with emotion: suddenly he
droke out with a violent ejaculation. ¢ The scoundrel!
the brute! And I not here to horsewhip him! Well,
what next? What did she do? She came here—of
course. Well? """

“(Qh, Alan, I was afraid that you would not like her
coming ! ” was Stella’s involuntary cry. k .

“ Not like it? My own daughter? Do you think that
I am such an inhuman father, then? You cou#/d have no
doubt about i%, Stella! You telegraphed to her to‘come,
did you not?

“ Yes, at once.” . -

« Of course you did. Ihad no need to ask the question.
And he—what did he do? Has he beenheretoo? What

fool I was to leave no address! But I thought—well,
ngver mind : tell me everything.” .

¢“We have not heard from Mr. Hannington. Lady
Valencia had a letter from a friend of hers, who told her
that he had not been seen for some days—that people
thought he had gone abroad. Lady Valencia gnd Bertie
came with Molly. She has been very ill, Alan : I thought
that we should have lost her.”

And then her eyes filled with tears and her faced pal¢d
alittle. The fear of her husband, so suddenly removgd,
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the réemembrance of past anxiety, unnerved her. She
could not speak or walk for a minute or two: she stood
still in the middle of the lonely road, and was surprised to
find Aln’s strong arm round her, his Yoice begging her to
lean on him, to be comforted, to remember that he was
near. *is words were so incoherent that she thought she
could not have heard them aright, and when she was able
to glance up into his face he stiddenly became silent and
looked confused and ashamed.

. “ Molly is better now,” she said, * and the baby, Alan,
is such a dear little girl.” = - L

She felt herself drawn a little closer to him. She did
no: quite understand his emotion,: and she went on

softly :— .

“ { think Molly will be happier when she has seen you.
- We have all wanted you—-"
.. “ All wanted me? Even you?” .
She did not answer. He felt her quiver all over within
his arm. Some new sensation caused him suddenly to
relinquish his hold. He turned away from her and stood
- with his face averted for several seconds. She thought
that she had vexed him by her silence, and ached .with
the effort to speak—to explain, to justify herself, and yet
she could not do it. Something withheld her tongt:e from
speech. - - )

P Tell me all about it,” he said at last, in his usual calm,
cold way. ¢ Are you well enough to walk on? Tell me
a}ll)out?this scoundrel of a fellow. Has nobody done any-

o § in ”»” .
Stgella. found her voice in order to reply. She told him
the whole story, as far as she knew it, in detail; and
_Alan’s wrath broke out afresh when he heard it.
©  «“My poor child!” he said, striding along so fagt in
‘his indignation that Stella could scarcely keep up with
him. ¢ My poor little Molly ! she has suffered indeed !
. She has expiated her wrong-doing, certainly. Well, we
will keep her with us—her and her child ; and try to make
her happy, poor wounded heart? - Shall we not, Stella ?”
4«1 shall be only too glad to keep her.” .

- “T ought to have been at home. I oughtnever to have
o d uch a wild thing as to go off in that way, as if I did
fiot care what befel any of youi. I shall never forgive my-
self. But I certainly had an idea that I left an address

f




266 THE LUCK OF ME HOUSE.

with Macalister. I suppose I forgotit. I mea.nt to have:

important letters forwarded. I was a fool—a fool. . A -

selfish fool, too, for I went for my own satisfaction only.

If I tell you wky I went, Stella, I wonder whether you

will thmk it possible ever to forgwe me for my neglect of
ou.’

Yo Tell me,” she said, softly.

“My dea.r," he said, stopping short and looking fixedly
at her, “I had been ﬁndmg out that I could not bear the
state of things between us—the life we lead—any longer.
And I went away that ¥ might, in the course of-a few
lonely days, settle one or two matters with my conscience.
'I wanted to decide whether you were right or wrong in
the accusation you brought against me. I thought—even
-on that night when we talked together in the library—that
you were wrong. Do you remember? But the more 1
think of it, the more I am certain that you were right.”

.She wished that she could stop him, but the strange
dumbness which had beset her before made it impossible
for her to utter a word. He went on.

- ¢TI acknowledge the truth of everything that you said to
me. I have been harsh, tyrannical, suspicious, over-
bearing. My children did well to distrust my love:
‘was not great enough to give them what they needed
And you were right to reproach me—even to despise me ;
for I had been wilfully blind to the light that shone upon
me—the light of the star that might have guided me. It
does guide me in spite of all : it leads me back to yourself.
I come back, Stella, to tell you in all humbleness and
sincerity that I see my error, and that, as far as it is
possible to me, I do repent of it. And if this does not
content you, and you still find it £ horrible and grievous
thing to live in my house after the way in which I have
behaved to you, why, then, my dear, there is still one way
open to us : I can relieve you of my presence. I will go
away, if you WISh to be rid of me, and I swear I will not
‘trouble you again. I said that I would never let you go ;
and I never will; but if you bid me I will go myself.
You shall decide. ~And that is what I have been thmkmg

" of in these days of my absence, while you were bearing
my burdens and helping my children, and I was selfishly
loitering away my days on the hills and moors. I repent,
Stella, but I know very well that repentance does not-
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‘undo a wrong. I ask- you to. dec1de our future : t.hat is a.ll.
I dare not ask you to forgive me.”

Then, as she was still silent, he added, in a low tone :

“ Tell me, Stella, shall I go or stay?” .

“ Stay;” she said, almost inaudibly.

“You say that out of kindness. No, that will not do.
My life here is intolerable—if you do not want me.”

¢ I do want you, Alan.”

¢ But, my dear, you don’t'understa.nd. I am such a
blunderer. What I mean is that, in finding out that you
were right, I found out also how much I loved you. Yes,
with my whole heart and soul, Stella. I cannot bear to
live in the same house with you, my darling, unless you
can love me a little and forgive me a great deal.”

She forgot that they were in the open roadway, where
travellers might come and go-at any moment. With a
movement so quick that it took him by surprise, she
threw her arms round his neck and looked into his face. .

¢ Oh, Alan, Alan !” she said, “I have been as blind as
you, and far, far more unjust than you. Did you believe
me when I said that my love was dead? Darling, I have
loved you all the time. Oh, it s good to have you here,
to know that you are home again, and that you love me
too !”

« My star! my blessed guiding star ! ” he murmured as,
for the first time, their lips met 1in the loving kiss so long
desired—so long delayed—so perfect when at last it was
given and received. “I have strayed from you too long:
God helping me I will never leave you again, never close

my eyes again to your brightness, you sweet star of my
llf ”

CHAPTER XXXVIL
HIS ONLY FRIEND.

It was a new experience to Molly to have her father's
arms about her, and to recognise with surprise and dehght
the love that shone from his eyes, the tenderness breathing

in every accent of his voice. It was a revelation to her, She
had never known, as she said naively to Stella afterwards,
that her father ¢ cared so much.” She was too weak and '
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languid to talk a great deal ; but theie was great comfort
for her in the assurance of his forgiveness, and the kisses
that he pressed on thetface of her baby-girl as well as upon
her own. ’ : : w0

One anxiety alome possessed her. She found it difficult
to speak of her husband without tears and agitation, and
the subject of her marriage was therefore- generally
avoided. But she insisted on begging her father not to
try to see Hannington—not to take any notice of the past,
but to let her stay quietly at Torresmuir, and leave him to
go his own way.  Mr. Moncrieff was obliged to promise
that he would do nothing—at any rate until she was

—__stronger—and that he would tell her if John Hannington
* wrote or-came to Torresmuir.

¢ He had better no# come,” said Alan to his wife, with
an ominous darkening of his brows. ¢ He shall never
enter my doors.”

But it is easy to say what shall or -shall not happen
not as easy always to control Fate.

To Lady Val’s observant eye, the change in the relations
bgtween Stella and Alan Moncrieff was very plain. She
saw at once, too, that her own presence was something of
a superfluity. Molly was slowly recovering; Bertie and
Kingscott were outwardly civil companions to one
another, although no longer friends ; ‘Lady Val felt herself

- one too many, and thought it‘better to announce her
immediate return to London. She started two days after
Alan’s arrival ; and reached town on the 17th of Decem-
ber, when istmas preparations were in full swing, and
the ¢ Christfnas rush ” was just beginning.

Owing to her sudden departure from London, which
had upset all her previous arrangements, she found herself
alone in ‘her pretty little house near the Park, without
occupation or engagement. She had a good deal to think
about, and was not sorry to find herself thus unencumbered.
The matter of the jewelry and the papers which Molly was

‘said to have abstracted weighed upon her mind. She
knew that not a question had been asked of the poor
young-mother ; her father’s forgiveness had been accorded
freely and fully, and he had resolved to bury the whole
matter in oblivion. But it was not altogether easy for
Lady Valencia to do this. For she had loved John Han-

nington, and: it was tHe bitterest sorrow of her life to think
him* Base:-

2
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On the second day of her arrival in town she received a
call from Captain Rutherford. She had written to tell him
that she was returning, and was not at all surprised to see
him whep he appeared. She noticed that he looked
harassed and anxious, and she hastened to give him, in her
usual light and cheerful way, some reassuring' news of
Molly, of whom she felt sure that he wanted to hear.

“ I am glad she is safe at home,” he said at length, with
a heavy sigh. S ’

“So am I,” said Lady Val, briskly. ¢ But you look
dreadfully worried, Charlie. Anything wrong?

¢¢ I's—John Hannington,”” muttered Charlie.

He did not see.the change that passed over Lady Val-

. encia’sface. She sat erect, and pressed her hands tightly
together, but her voice did not alter as she said :

‘“ Well, what of him? 1Is he notin Paris?” .

¢ No, worse luck. He’s at home as usual—and from
what I hear he’s drinking himself to death.”

‘¢ Drinking ! Are you sure?” ,

““ His servant went to Donald Vereker a day or two ago
and asked him to get his master to see a doctor. Donald,
having heard of the way in which he had treated his wife,
refused to go near him. He told me so, and took great
credit-to himself for being so virtuous. I don’t see 1t in
the same light—although I loathe John Hannington with
all my heart. Itwas almost impossible for me to interfere.
But I did what I could.!” —

“ What did you do, Charlie ?”

¢ I hunted up the doctor that I knew they used to see.
sometimes. He would not go for a long time ; he said it
would be an intrusion. However, I persuaded him ; and
he went this afternoon, as if to pay a friendly call. He
was g.vdnl:lx;t’?d, and he saw John Hannington.”

“ We ~

“ He was in a very queer state,” said C‘apta.in Ruther-

ford, slowly. ¢ He was half-stupefied. He must have - =~

been using some drug as well as drinking brandy. He did
not seem to resent the doctor’s visit,-but he would not
promise to follow the advice that was given. It'seems -
doubtful whether he quite understood it.” .
¢ What was the advice? ” said Lady Val, sharply. .
% First and foremost, to give up brandy and opiates, of
course. Then, to change his habits of life completely—

N
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go mto the country, live a great dul in the trelh axr, travel
and amuse himself. If note—-""

“ Well, if not p———

¢“ He will either have an attack of dehmm%
before long, or he will continue to stupefy himself whtil lus
brain softens and h¢ lapses into imbecility."”

“ Oh, that is dreadful! " said Lady Val, with a sudden
shiver. ¢ Can nothing be done? * Can you do nothing,
-Charlie?” ’

“ How can 1? " said the young man, gloomily. “Iam
not his friend. For—for Mrs. %—Ianmngtons sake I am
sorry for his condition ; but it—it is his own fault, Lady
Valencia. It is no mxsfortune, it 1s a sin—a crime—to
drink and to drug oneself until one’s self-control is lost.
If he Aas a friend in the world, let his friend be told, and
Jet his friend help him ; but 7 can't. .

“Iam his friend,” said Lady Val, rising‘hastily from her
chair. ‘I am the only friend he has le I'll go to him .
and tell him what he must do.”

“ You, Lady Valencm! But thaf is nmpossxble," said
the young man, nsmg also, and looking at her in alarm.
“You could not——'

““Yes, I could, Charlie! And you are going to help
me,” said his hostess, turning very pale, and clenching her
hmds against her side. Hereyes glowed like coals-of fire
beneath her black brows. ¢ If you think that I am going
to stand by and see him drift down to madness or eath
without holding out a helping hand to him you are mis-
taken. I am going to him this moment, under your
escort, Charlie, and between us we will bring John Han-
nington to a better mind.”

¢« But Lady Valencia,” stammered Cha.rhe “ you cannot
g0. Letmgo I will do my best

“ You don’t know’ John Hannington as I do,” said Lady
Val, resolutely ; ““and, as you said just now, you are not
his friend. What are you afraid of? Mrs. Grundy?
You ought to know by this time that she has no terrors for
me; I can afford io degpise her when I am doing only
what is right. What does ccnventionahty matter when-a—
maun’s life and reason are at stake? Let us throw all (
foolish, selfish notions to the wind, and do our hest to
make this poor wictch a better man ‘and a better husband
than he has ever beer before ”

“ You would never sena him back to &er #*
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“ Ay, but I would,”.said Lady Val, vehemently, “if it
were to beg her to pardon him and promise to make amends.
If there are symptoms of disease, as the doctor says, don’t
you seeithat they make all the difference in the way in
which ske can look at what he has done? 1 should feel so,
at least. But it is no use talking it over, Charlie : will you
go with me, or will you not?”

¢ Really, Lady Val—-"

¢ Because, if you won't, I shall go alone.”

Charlie yielded, the point. He had unlimited faith in
Lady Valencia, and he thought that she was behaving with
heroic courage, but he was not well convinced of he»
wisdom on this occasion. And, indeed, her action had a
Quixotic look, and contained within it certain elements of

' danger ; but then Charlie Rutherford did not understand
the whole of the story, and Lady Val was not a person
easy to restrain when she wanted her own way.

, . It was only about four in the afternoon when the two
visitors arrived at the house which Mr. and Mrs. Hanning-
ton had occupied for the last few months. Mr. Hannington,
they were told, was up and dressed: he was in the little
drawing-room, which opened out of a large apartment.
In this larger room Lady Val begged Charlie to stay, while

. she,.with apparently undaunted courage, knocked at the
inner door, opened it, and walked in, shutting it behind
her. She would never have acknowledged -how fast her
heart beat, or how she felt for a moment or two as-if she,

were walking straight into a lion’s d

The lamps were not lighted, but the glow of the fire
fell full upon the figure in the arm-cHair which had been
dragged forward on the hearthrug. Hannington lay
rather than sat in its capacious embrace): he was wrapped
in a great fur overcoat as if he felt the cold, and he seemed

.. tobehalfasleep. Lady Val’s quick eye rjoted immediately
* - that on a little table beside him stood g/tray containing a
half-emptied bottle of brandy, %s, and one or two
smaller bottles. For a minute or two she stood looking at
him, while he slambered, or seemed to slumber, unconscious
of -her presence. A harder expression came into her face

as she gazed. .

¢ Mr. Hannington,” she said at length, in a peculiarly
clear and penetrating voice ; ¢ I have come for a little talk
with you, if you can give me a few minutes.”
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He stirred uneasily, and opened his eyes. “ Vall’ he
said, hoarsely, at last\ He looked up at her for some
seconds, with a dazed expression in his face. 'Then he
suddenly uttered a groan, and dropped his head_ypon his
breast. The look, the action, made Lady Valeficia turn
very pale.

** Are you ill, Jack? " she asked, laying her hand on his
arm.

‘T have been ill ; yes, I am ill now.”

**Shall I go away?”

There was a little silence. “Why have you come?”
he muttered. .

*“ To see whether I could help you. You are ill and in
gﬁuble, and I am your friend, Jack, and want to help you
if I can.”

The words seemed to rouse liim. He raised himself into
a sitting posture, rested his elbows on his knees, and began
passing his hands up and down his forehead as if trying to
banish some strange haziness of thought. Lady Val took
away her hand, and watched him keenly. What would
he do next? -

She was hardly prepared for the next action. He lifted
his face again, looked towards the little table and stretched
out his hand for the brandy. Quick as thought her fingers
alighted on the bottle first. * No, Jack,” she said, keep- -
inffa’ firm hold upon it, * not that. You are killling your-
self.’

‘“And why should I not?” he asked, fiercely.. The
light had come back into his sullen eyes.

‘“Are you so ready to die?” she said. And then she
removed the little table to some distance and stood between
it and his chair. There was again a short silence, during
which it was evident that Hannington was endeavoring to
recollect himself and to recover his scattered senses, It
was only Lady Val’s presence that could have caused him
to make so great an effort over his inclinations. He roused
himself more and more, and finally he uttered a short,
“vague laugh, and staggered to his feet.

“I have been dreaming, I think,” he said. ¢ I.don’t

uite know what I'm doing. No, it is not brandy, as you
think, Lady Valencia. - And it is not illness.” ,
“ What 1s it, then? ”

“Opium. Give me a glass of cold water, if you have *
one there. I shall be better directly.”
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She did as she was requested. He drank it off, pressed
his hands to his head once more, and then turned upon
her with a hew look in his eyes. She saw at once that he
was suilen; irtitable, perhaps even ashamed ; but he was
perfectly sober, and he was sane.

*1 do not know to what I am .indebted for this visit,”
he said, in a hard and sli%htly sneering tone. My wife
is not at home, as probably you are aware.” -

“I come almost straight from her,” said Lady Val,
straightforwardly. I have been a good deal with her
ever since the night when you turned her out of doors
into the street.” ’ =

He turned aside as if stung. “ You know well enough
that 1 never meant her to go,” he said, sullenly. 1
cal‘lied her back djgectly—I was mad with rage and—
an ‘__‘_’" A .

¢ And drink,” said_Lady Val in her clear, concise wiy.

“Well,” he said, déggedly, **if you like to have it so,
you may. Drink. Who drove me to that, I should like
to know? "

*“No one drove you to it,” said she, facing him coura-
geously. “You dnfted into these habits through your
own folly and weakness ; and now you have disgraced
" yourself—ruined yourself—broken your wife's heart, and
made your friends—your best friends—despair of you.”

* Then," said Hannington, with a short, hard Jaugh, ¢ I
had better put an end to it all as soon as possible. Will
the brandy bottle do it quickly enough? Perhaps a pistol
would suit you better! It will end in the one way or the
other, you know.”

* No, it won't,” said Lady Val. ‘“You have behaved
disgracefully, Jack ; there’s no doubt about that. But you
are not going to behave in that way any more. I defy
you to look me in face and tell me that you are going to
make me ashamed of you for the rest of my life. I havea
claim on you as well as Molly. And if Molly and I cannot
pléad sufficiently with you, there is another claimant, Jack
—one that I think you cannot refuse.”

*“ What do you mean?” he said, in a lowered voice.
He had looked her full in the face at the beginning of her
sentences, but towards their close his eyes fell. He half-
turned away as he asked the question. :

¢“Oh, Jack, don’t you know?” said Lady Valencia,
softly. ’
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“ Not in the least.”

“ Not that you have a little daughter? and. that for her
sake, as will as ours, you mus? be good?”

It was the simplest possible appeal, and yet itwgs curi:
ously effective. Hannington looked at her a; for a
moment, and then suddenly sat down as if his strength
had given way, and covered his face with his hands.” In
the silence that followed Lady Val heard a sound that was
susp:cxously like a sob.

——

CHAPTER XXXVIII.
THE LAST CHANCE.

“I NEVER knew,” he said, without looking upj when the
silence had lasted for some time..

“I thought you did not,” said Lady Val.

“You always knew me best, Val,” he murmured, with
his face still hidden in his hands. .

“Did I? I began to think I had been mistaken, Ja

But to this he made no answer.

. Presently, however, he let his hands fall from his face,
sat up, ard laughed aloud. The laughter made Lady Val
stir uneasily : until she saw that in spite of his laughter,
his face looked strained and pale, and that his eyes were
dull with suffering.

“What difference does it make? ” he said. “1I have -
been proved a—a sort of—brute to the whole world
already ; and this only makes matters worse. I shall never
see the child—or its mother. Moncrieff will take care of
that. I shall go on in the way in which I have begun.”

“ No, Jack, you won’t.”

“And why not? Why should you stand in the wa.y of
my going to destruction ? Itis your ownfault. If—when
we were younger—you had been kinder to me, if you had
not yielded when your father said that I was too poor to
marry you, we should not be where we are to day. You
ruined me yourself, and it is too late to change.”

“ It is too late to ¢ ge the past,” said Lady Valenciaz,
steadily, “but nothing to do with the future.
You are a young » John, young and strong ; if you
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choose, you may have many years of a happy and pros-
perous life before you. If, because you have erred, you
are too %nch like a petted child to say to yourself that you
were wrdng and now mean to do right, why, then, ruin is
before you, and you will deserve it ; but I believe in your
manliness still.”

« Of course it was all my fault,” said the man, sullenly

 No,” she said, quickly, “I acknowledge my own. If
I had not been so worldly and cowardly we should both
have been happier. I see that now, and I ask for your

_ forgiveness, Jack. When you have forgiven me, you will
be better able to forgive yourself and start afresh.”
. “There is no fresh start possible for me.”

«Oh, yes, there is. Do you know that I have been
staying at Torresmuir ? ” .

He started, but did not reply.

« Molly is there I travelled North with her,” said Lady
Val, quite smoothly and calmly, as if she had been narrat-
ing ‘the most ordinary incident in the world. ‘I took the
greatest care of her, but we could not prevent her feeling
the fatigue of it -

« We,” Hanmngton repeated, oe.ow his breath.

« We_—Bertie and I,” said she, tranquilly. “We two,
and my maid. Poor Molly was very ill for some time after
we arriged at Torresmuir. We were afraid that she would
not get Over it.” - .

¢ Why was I not told?”

¢ Nobody liked to write to you just then, I thinka
letter has been sent to you by Mr. Moncrieffl. Nota very
pleasant letter, perhaps. You have read it?” .

“Hannington hesitated. “I have opened no let.ers during
the last few days,” he said.

« Ah—that accounts for your not knowing anything. »

Well, Molly has pretty well got over the danger, but she
is very weak. The baby is a sweet little girl: they think
. of calling it after me if you don’t object.”

“I!" heexclaimed. “I—object?”” His voice expressed
utter humiliation. “How can I object to—to—anything ?
Besides—you know that I would rather she were named
after you than any one. But how—how. »

‘“ How did it come about? ” asked Lady Val, briskly.

¢ T don't quite know. Jack, I was sorry for Molly—I think
that was all.”
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“¢ She lets me be sorry for her.” More-than that: she
trusts me, and I think that she loves me a‘little, too,- - I
have a message from her to you.” <

“ From her—to me? ” v

“Yes. We talked about you before I left Torresmuir.
We did not know where you were—we were told that you
had gone abroad. But if I saw you your wife said I might
tell you that she asked you to forgive her for what she had
said and done to provoke you, and—well, the rest depends

‘upon what you say to that,and I am not bound to tell you
any more !’ :

“What should I say to it ? ” said Hannington, looking up
with a face that was white and set. ¢ She has no need to
ask me to forgive her. 1 suppose she knows—as all the
world knows—that I behaved badly to her. I repented it
as soon as she was gone. My God! I wish I had had
the resolution to put a bullet through my brain! Th
whole world knows and condemns me now.” -

Lady Val paused for a. moment. It occurred to her, as
she glanced at him, that.our punishments mostly come to
us through what we love best; and that, as John Han-
nington had loved the world, his scourging was to come
from the world’s hands : a sort ®f retribution that is less

" rare than some people seem to understand. :

«To take that way out of your difficulties,” she said,
eyeing him keenly, “would be only to heap more misfor-
tune on her head. Be a man, Jack; go to your wife.and
ask her to forgive you, and see whether you cannot manage
to be happy yet. She told me that she wanted to see you !
I think that you ought to go. It is your only way—%our
last chance.” - oo

“ Go to Alan Moncrieff’s? Not L.” : ©o

«I am sure .that—for Molly’s sake—he would admit
you.” b

“It’s impossible,” he answered, shortly and sullenly.
« 1 could not do it. It’s not so easy for a man to sue for
pardon, Valencia.” - .

“Ah, that is always a man’s way of talking!” cried
Valencia, impatiently. “ You will let 2 woman die rather
than do a thing that is not easy! Who supposes that it is
easy? Of course, you must—if you have a spark of good-
ness in you—feel ita terrible thing—a degrading thing—to
have acted as you have done to poor Molly ; and it is diffi-
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tult to .think that she will forgive you, and so you won’t
stoop to say that you are sorry ! Oh, I have no patience
with that kind of pride! There’s no manliness in it, no
real strength or nobility : it is sheer cowardice and weak-
ness! The man that I could respect, Jack, is not the man
who never falls, but the man who has the pluck to pick
himself up when he has fallen, and to say—*I am sorry,
but I'll do better next time!’ That is the man I honor,
not the man who does not know what temptation means!”

Hannington stood silent, thrilled by her words as he had
seldom been thrilled in his life before : with knitted brows,
eyes averted, and breath quickening he waited until she
had ended her tirade, then walked to the mantelpiece and
laid his arm upon it and his forehead on his arm. There
was a look of irresolution in the pose that he had adopted,
which Valencia was quick to remark. .

¢ If you won’t take the manly way out of your troubles,”
said Lady Val with a ring of scorn in her clear voice,
‘‘then, at any rate, take a rational one. Give up these
drugs, these poisons: leave London, emigrate, work for
your own living, and make yourself to some extent a useful
member of society. Your friends will see that you have
work to do. All that is wanted is your own will, and
your own conscience. Waken zkem, and there is every
hope for you ; without them there is none.”

“You were never very much in the habit of sparing me,
Lady Val,” said Hannington, lifting his head from his arm,
““and you certainly don’t spare me now.” -

- “Why should I spare you? If only I could make you
see the thing as I see it—as others see it !—but I know 1
can'f. Oh, Jack, Jack "—suddenly lapsing into a tone of
passionate entreaty—* can’t you see what I mean? doesn’t
it seem worth while to you to try?”

¢ It does while you are speaking,” said Hannnigton.

¢“Think of me as always speaking!” she cried.
‘* Remember that I think of you—I pray for you—night
and day. We are old friends, Jack, and I, for one, never
forget old friends. For the sake of our friendship, I beg
-of you to go to your wifeand child—ask Molly to forgive
you, and begin a new life with her. It is the only thing I

.wish for in the world! The only thing that can make me
happy any more.”

Is it so?” he asked with a sigh. ‘ Well—it won't

/.
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L
be much good, Valencia: I warnyou. But for your sake
—TI'll try. T’ll ask Molly to forgive me, and Ili-de-my
best to be less of a brute—will that do? Will that sztlsfy
you?”

She held out both her hands to him : her eyes were full
of tears. 1 always believed in you,” she said, simply.
Ard Hannington hung his"head as he pressed her hands
and let them go. Lady Val’s trust in him had never been
without a restraining power.

“There’s one thing more that you must do,” she said,
after a few moments’ pause. ¢ There’s a mystery that
you must try to clear up. In my own mind I am quite
sure that Molly is innocent, but an imputation has been
thrown on her gharacter which you must clear a.way

¢ What do you mean?”

“Will you tell me what Molly took away Wlth her from
Torresmuir ? ”

“Took away with her?” said Hannington, starmg
‘¢ Some clothes in a black bag: that was all.”

“Jewels?”
’ He laughed rather ha.rshly.
¢« 1 never saw any,’

“ Papers of ,value P
« Certamly not. \I should have seen.them. What do
ou mean? ”’
e I mean that her mothe;s\;em large sum of money,
and some papers were stolen from Alan Moncrieff’s study .
_on the night when Molly left home. Her father took it for
granted, apparently, that she stole them ; and that is the
reason why he has been so obdurate. - Iam- quite sure
that she never did anything of the kind.”
“ Of course not. Moncreiff believed #%a# of his daughter,
did he? Good heavens! what a fool that man must be ! 7
“Mr. Kingscott seems to have fostered the suspicion? ”
¢«-Kingscott? ”
<« Bertie blames him for “the long mlsunderstandmg
He says that Mr. Kingscott has always made as much
mischief as possible between Alan Moncrieff and hls
children.”
Hannington paused a little, with a troubled, downcast'
look. - :
«T can’t understand it,” he said at last. “ Kingscott is
a scoundrel—I know that ; but why should he try to throw
suspicion on his niece? ”




THE LUCK OF THE HOUSE.

¢« To cover his own dishonesty, perhaps.” - )

. “If that is the case, I'll make him rue it. He hasdone
ine harm enough already. I'll have the truth out of him
now.”

“ Don’t be too hasty, Jack,” said Val, feelmg the

need for a little caution. ¢ I only surmise——
* “Your surmises are generally very near the truth Val.
I am much obliged to you for letting me know,” said Han—
nington.. His langour had entirely disappeared: there
was-a new fire in his eye, a new vigor in the tones of his
voice. - “1 must get to the bottom of this. Even if I
had no other reason, this would be a good reason for my
going to Torresmuir at once. Whatever I may have been,
no man has ever had cause to call me dishonest.”

Lady Val was not displeased to see him roused from
his apathetic indifference, but even she was surprised at
the decision and the energy which he suddenly manifested.
She had reached his most vulnerable part: an imputation

_on his honor was evidently a thing which he could not
brook. To her astonishment, he declared himself ready to
start for Scotland that night : he would go by the express,
he said, and sleep in the train. He maintained that he
felt perfectly well and strong, and that there was no reason
why anybody. should feel anxious respecting him. For
the time being, excitement. had given him back all his
agcustomed strength.

Captain Rutherford almost gasped with astonishment
when Hannington—pale, jaded, but self-possessed and
resolved in manner—emerged from the room where he had
shut himself up for so many days. Charlie looked at
Lady Valencia with admiration verging on reverence.
What a wonderful woman she must be, he thought, when
she could so completely transform a man’s course of action
and state of mind! Lady Val did nearly all the necessary
explanation. Hannington scarcely said a word.

“Come, Charlie; we_must be off,” she said, briskly.
<« Mr. Hannington is going out of town and wants to pack.
Can we do anything more for you, Mr. Hanmngton ? No?
Then—good-bye-—and good luck to you.’

She gave him her hand. He pressed it silently, and
there was a look in his face which caused Charlie Ruther-
ford to turn away on some pretence of finding a stick or
an umbrella. His absorption in this task ga.ve Hanning-
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ton an opportunity of uttering a word or two that other
wise would have been left unsaid.

“If I have any good fortune, it will all be owing to you,”
he murmured. -

And ‘Lady Val, with a momentary seriousness and
gravity which made her face very sweet, answered in a
still lower tone. “ God be with you, Jack!” she said.

. “Itis the old form of ¢ good-bye,” you know—and it is-the
best wish I have to give.” - .

3 They parted,” with the same self-contained gravity.
Lady Val was escorted to her own home by Charlic,
whom she dismiss}{c? at the door with b#ave, laughing
words ; and then she went up ;to her own room to weep
her heart out, and to pray upon her knees for the reforma-
tion of John Hannington’s erring, sin-sick soul,

Hannington got away by the express, as he had intended
to do, but not without a struggle. When the magic cf
Lady’ Val's presence had been removed, his spirits fell
once more to zero. In this depression of mind, it was
natural to him to think of his usual sustainer and consoler
—the stimulants or the opiates on which he had almost
lived of late. But his new resolution was sincere, and by
a great -effort-he mastered the craving which seemed at
first as . if it would utterly subdue him. ¥e locked the
bottles in a cupboard, and, in a moment of angry despera-
tion, threw the key into the fire. It was curious to him to
observe the feeling of lightness and relief that this rather

) unreasonable action gave him. The throwing away of the
- “¢key was like a casting-away of bonds in which he had
been enthralled. -

The journey Northward was somewhat unfortunate.
Snow had been falling heavily in some parts of the country,
and a.great drift impeded traffic in the neighborhood of
Carlisle. He was so much hindered that he did not
arrive at Dunkeld until the afternoon of the next day;
and then it seemed to him that the best thing was to take
a room at the hotel and write a note that night to Molly’s
father. . - : : T

The note was a difficult one to write, but, all things
considered, he did it very well. There was more .sin-
cerity, more humility in his letter, than Alan Mongcrieff
had expected to find. It set forth simply and unaffectedly
that he knew how badly he had behaved to his wife—

~

~
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that he deeply regretted his conduct, and begged for an
interview with her. He dared not write to her himself, he
\ said, knowing that she was still weak and ill, and fearing
%o startle her ; but he begged for her father’s pardon and
her father’s help. ) )
It was the first time in his life that Hannington had
ever written such a letter, and witholiit Lady Val’s influ-
ence it would never have been written at all. But he was
genuinely ashamed of himself, and anxious to be at peace
with his wife, and—as it was hardly possible that his .

motives should be free from alloy—reinstated in the ™

world’s good opinion. He. had softer thoughts, too, of
Molly and of his child ; and, growing stronger every hour,
there was the conviction that his last chance had been
given to him, and that he must reform his life or go to
“ruin once and for all.

His last chance! ‘It was an easy thing to say ; and yet
what infinite possibilities of good and evil were contained
in those three words! In a far deeper sense than he
i ined, he was indeed having his last chance.

Late in the evening a note was brought to him. Mr.
Moncrieff wrote formally and coldly, but he fixed an hour"
at which he would call upon Hannington at the hotel.
“They could then talk freely, he said, and could consider .

. the advisability of the proposed interview with Molly.
The young man drew a long breath of relief when he read
the words. Yes, he did want to see Molly—he was begin-
ning to wonder how she looked and what she would say to
him—and a flood of shame filled his heart at the remem-
brance of the past.— Foras Lady Val had said’to Stella,
John Hannington had some sort of a heart, some sort of a
conscience, after all ; and if they were roused, the man
might still be saved. _ - ’
" Mr. Moncrieff would come to him at five o’clock next
‘day. He wondered why the hour was so late, never sus-
-pecting that Kingscott’s influence had again been exerted
to fix it as late-as possible. Ralph Kingscott scented
danger in the air, and had resolved to make his escape
before Alan met. John Hannington. But he had a few last

. arrangements to make, and therefore he had taken care to
Secure some hours before Molly’s husband could arrive at

" Térresmuir. : .

Hannington grew nervous and uneasy as the day went
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on, and soon after luncheon he determined to go for a long
walk by way of working off his disquietude. ' He went past
‘Torresmuir, resolving to turn back in good time, so as to
be at- the hotel at five o’clock precisely. A fancy took
him to look once more at Tomgarrow, where his meetings
with Molly used to take place. He reached the narrow
- lane which led to the little hamlet, and walked slowly up
the ascending ground. The day, which had been mild
and cloudy, was already closing in. The gathering dark-
ness made him scarcely aware of the approach of another
wayfarer from an opposite direction until the two were
almost face to face. And then Hannington roused himself
from his revene, and came to a sudden standstill, barring
the other man’s advance.

“I've a word to say to you, Ralph Kingscott,” he said,
in harsh, decided tones.
. Ralph Kingscott also stopped short, and the two men
looked into each other’s eyes.

CHAPTrgR XXXIX.

JOHN HANNINGTON’'S FATE.

* ¢ WHAT have you to say ?” said Kingscott.

There was a scarcely suppressed impatience in his tone.
He glanced up and down the narrow lane as if he wanted
to estimate his chance of escape from his interlocutor.

¢“I want a good many things,” replied Hannington,
doggedly. ¢ You have several matters to answer for »

“ Not to you, I think ! ” said Kingscott, with a sneering
laugh. ¢ You have surely enough-to do in settling your
own accouits.”

“ I'l take care of my own accounts. I want the truth of
this story about Molly. You know as well as I do that she
never took from her father’s house a farthing’s worth that
did not belong to her. I hear that you—you of all people !
—helped to throw suspicion upon her.”

<« There was no need for me to do that. The ma.tter was
as clear as daylight. Who would take her mother’s jewels
but Molly herself ? She hada perfect right to them, And
as for money—we all know how much you needed t——
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¢ Stop that!” said Hannington, harshly. ¢ You had
better not go on. I have heard the whole story from
Lady Valencia Gilderoy—I know the proof on which they
relied : the finding of the ring which Bertie had seen on
your hand a short time before. To Alan Moncrieff the
proof of Molly’s guilt may seem positive ; to me, it is only
a token of your own guilt.”

Kingscott laughed, but his fachad tuined pale. ,

“You are romancing,” he said, contemptuously, ¢ and
I have no time to listen. Let me pass; I shall-see you
again, no doubt.”

“1 hope I may never see you agamn as long as the
world lasts,” said Hannington, the long-harbored resent-
ment against Kingscott suddenly bursting into life. ¢ This
will be the last time, I assure you.”

“ What do you mean?” said Ralph, somewhat uneasily.

“Oh, I don’t mean any harm to you. I am not going .
to hurt you. I mean only that I'm going to make a clean
breast to Moncrieff of all the dealings I have ever had
with you—including the way in which you used to bully
Bertie Moncrieff, and the help I got from you when I
made love to Molly. I don’t suppose he has ever heard
that yox used to plan our meetings, or that yox arranged
the details of that elopement. It will be a little surprise.
for him.” ,

“Tell what you like,” said Kingscott, coolly. It will
make no difference to me.” -

It will probably make this difference: you will be

. kicked out of Torresmuir.”

Kingscott laughed lightly and made a step forward.
“I've provided against that contingency,” he said.

Hannington’s perceptions were keen. His eye fell upon
Kingscott’s attire—it seemed to him like that of a man
ready for a journey; he carried a large bag in one hand.
“Oh, I see. So you are going to bolt at last,” said Han.
nington,-seftly. :

Kingscott smiled and shrugged his shoulders.

“ My dear fellow, -you are too clever by half,” he
answered. “I am going to pay a short visit to London,
that is all. Settle your affairs with Moncrieff as you

.Please ; I shall arrange mine pleasantly enough.”

‘“ Excuse me,” said Hannington, in a very determined

tone. “ You won’t get off quite so soon as you think. I

\
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\ insist on your turning back with me now to Dunkeld, and
being present at my interview with Molly’s father. We
must have that matter of the robbery clearéd up as soon
as possible, as far as Molly is concerned.”

“I know nothing about the robbery. Appearances
were against Molly and yourself. I only agree with Mon-
crieff in thinking that you ” He stopped short: Han-
nington had seized him in a strong masterful grip and was
shaking him as a dog shakes a rat. ,

“You lie!” he said. ¢ And you know that’you lie.”

Kingscott was apparently much the weaker of the two
men. He was shorter and slighter than John Hanning-
ton ; but Hannington was out of training, and had lately
led a peculiarly exhausting and unhealthy kind of life.
On the other hand Ralph was less courageous than his old
acquaintance, and was inclined to make his way out of a
difficult position by cunning, where Hannington would
probably sink to brutality. His very lips looked pale in
the waning light, while Hannington’s face glowed with the

urning red of anger and excitement. \ . .

¢ Let me go, you great fool |” saidk‘mg’scotb 4
.~ “You will come with me to Dunkeld, then?”

“NotI.”

¢ I'll make you.” . i
* “You'll do nothing of the kind. I,‘é;i I tell you, I’ll
come baék!” ‘

“ Yeou'll come with me now and clear my wife’s name.” -

““ How long is it since you have been so fond of your
wife ? ” said Kingscott, with a“sneer.

It was an ill-advised remark. Hannington’s hand closed
more tightly than ever upon his collar. The two meh
closed with one another; in the struggle it soon became
evident that Hannington’s superior height and weight, as,
well as his frenzy of anger, told in his favor. Kingscott
defended himself but feebly. He seemed to know that. it

. Was useless to contend for victory. .

“There you are!” said Hannington at last, as he held
his opponent down upon the ground and loeked at him
with grim vindictiveness.” “ I have you now. What will
you do? Will you walk quietly back to Dunkekd with me

“and hear what Moncrieff has to say to all that I can tell
him? or will you take the thrashing that you deserve ? ”

¢ Neither,” said Kingscott, viciously.

<
5

\
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4

Hannington had slightly loosened his hold. Kingscott
wrenched his hand free ‘and thrust it into an inner pocket. -
He kept his eyes fixed on his enemy’s face : the savage
hatred in them fascinated Hannington’s attention for one
moment and in that moment he was lost. For Kingscott
was now a desperate man. -

The report of a revolver rang out to startle the silence
of the lonely hills. To the man who fired that shot it
seemed as if its echo would never die away. Although the
lonely lane in which he stood was far removed from the
habitatiofis of man, he could not but fancy that the sound
would rouse the avengers of blood and bring -them from
scores of nooks and corners to punish the murderer for
his crime. -

For Hannington had fallen to the ground and lay as one
dead, while, for a moment or two, Ralph Kingscott—
crouching beside him—watched and waited for any sign
of life. But none came. .

" Kingscott rose to his feet. With a shaking hand he put
the revolver back in- his- pocket, picked up his bag, and
stood still, looking and listening. There was not a sound
to be heard, save the chirp of a startled bird in the hedge.
The grey sky seemed suddenly to have grown darker; the
wind was rising and rustled among the leafless branches
of the gaunt brown trees. Kingscott shivered, and then
laughed. He wanted to convince himself that he was not
afraid. ¢ The sooner I'm off the better,” he said, eyeing
the body at his feet with strange invincible reluctance.
«“Is ke dead ? T’ll look—no; I will not. What -does it
matter to me whether he is dead or.alive? My business
here is done. At any rate I have paid him out for what
he has made me suffer. I knew all the time that it was he
who shot me at Torresmuir.” He turned to go, but after
taking a few steps, he returned to Hannington’s side. “1I
might as well 2zow,” he muttered, ¢ how much mischief I
have done.” ‘

He moved ,the inanimate form, of which the face was
-hidden in the roadside grass, laid it onits back and placed
his hand carefully on the man’s heart. At first he thought
that there was no movement of the pulse : but a faint throb -
made manifest by and by that life had not departed. In
spite of his callousness, Kingscott felt relieved—not on
Hannington’s account, but on his own. To have com-

1

\ .
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mitted £ murder was a different thing from having played
fast and loose with his brother-in-law’s money or throwing
aspersions on the character of his niece.

He turned away and strode hastily up the lane, Hedid
not Want to be seen in the high roall now. He would
strike across the fields and take a devious route towards
Blairgowrie, thence to the nearest seaport town. - He meant
to make the best of his way to Spain. He disappeared
into the gathering darkness, therefore, and left Jghn Han-
nington to his fate. - ’

The injured man became conscious after a time. He
lay as Kingscott had left him, with his face turhed up to the
cloudy sky. The ait was véry cold, and a chill numbness
took the place of pain.” But he did not yet pass into
insensibility again. His mind gradually acquired an ex-
traordinary clearness ; the whole of his past life seemed to
unroll itself before him in the vivid light cast by the coming
Eternity. For the first time he judged himself; for the first
time he wished that he had his life to live over again and
vowed to himself that if an earthly future were spared to .
him, he would spend it differently. ~ But he had no hope of
life. Something in his sensations told him that he was
doomed. He only longed intensely that he might not die
without being able to say one word to Molly, to send a
message to Lady Valencid, to ask pardon from Alan and
his wife. He calculated the chances of his being found
alive, and rated them very low. It was more than pro-
bable that he would lapse into unconsciousness, and pass
gently before morning from unconsciousness to death. The
bitter cold was more than his strength could bear.

The process was already beginning when helpcame. A
working man passed up the lane from the high road to
Tomgarrow. Hannington had heard the footsteps of sev-
eral passengers along the road, but had known that it was
useless to try to surmmon help. He did not tly care,
His brain was becoming confused: it seeme him as
though a pleasant sleep were overtaking hin, when the

" tramp of heavy footsteps roused him from the istupor into
which he was fast faling. He heard a man’s voice, he
heard the summons for help ; he was painfully aware of
being touched, handled; examined—and then he knew no
more. Movement was torture, and a dead swoon was the

- greatest blessing that his best friend could have wished
him then, -
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When he awoke to conscidﬂsness, he was dimly sut-
prised to find familiar faces wer@ about him. Hehad been
cartied to Torresmuir, for the man who had discovered
him knew that he had married Mr. Moncrieff’s daughter,
and had taken it for granted that*he would be nursed’at
his father-in-law’s house. Ay another time some embat-
ragsment af feeling might hate been atoused by this turn
of events. At this titne, h uld ut feel dumbly, pas-
sively grateful for the care and the tenderness lavished
upon him, and renew within himself tHe determination that
it;i life were spated him he wo ake of it a different
thing: .

Bgt this was not to be. His hours were numbered ; he
had had his * last chahce " on earth. Other chancgs might
be waiting for him elsewhere, but for this life at least his
time of probation had expired. All that he could do was
to make the best of the hours that remained.

He lay for the most part in a dreamy state, not suffering
much pain, but growing weaker evety hour. It seemed to
him that he was wrapped in a sort of mist, from which faces
occasionally emerged with puzzling distinctness. They
were all kihd and friendly faces but he had not enetgy to
respond much to the kindness. Now it was Stella’s soft
eyes that rested on him pityingly ; he roused himself to
ask her to forgive him for all that he had done. Then
Alan Moncrieff bent ovet him and asked him some ques-
tiotis, and to these he did his best to regly‘ But it was
hard to fix his attention, to cali his mind back from the
floating mists in which it was enveloped.

* Had Ralph Kingscott anything to do with this?"”
Alan asked. There was a pause for .the feeble answer
came: It was all my fault.” _

* All your fault?—you had quarrelled?

** It was fabout—Molly ; I can’t tell you now. She never
robbed you-—nor did 1. I believe that it was Kingscott.”

+*Yes: I believe that it was Kingscott."” '

“ You know that it was not Molly? "

%1 know—I am sure of it."”"

" “That’s right,” said Hannington_ in a tone of weary
relief, and thefr his eyes closed and the mist seemed {o
Kave engulfed him once again.

When he opened his eyes they rested on Molly's white

worn face, She was sitting beside him.
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‘“Molly,” he said feebly. \*“Is it really Molly 2"

“ Yes, dear Jack.”

“There’s something I wanted to say. Will you fornge
me, Molly ?”
© “I forgave you ever so long ago, Jack, When baby
came I forgave you.’

“You’ll let me see it—the baby—before I go?”

¢ She is  here,” said Molly.

“I can’t see it. Everything is so dark.”

She guided his hand to the little head of the child which
:as now ngen into her arms. Then he asked if he might

iss it.

.. Itis agirl,isn’t it?” hesaid. ¢ She'll be a comfort to
you, Molly. Somebody told me what you were going to
call her ”

“ Valencia,” said Molly softly.

‘*Valencia: yes.” A clearerlook came into hiseyes: he
lay silent for some moments as if thinking deeply. “Molly,”
he said at last, very gently, “ if I had lived, I meant to be
a better husband to you. I wanted to be a better man. ’
But I haven’t the chance.” ~

“ Dear Jack,” she said, the tears falling fast as she spoke,
“I was not a goo?i@xfe to you. I meant to be better too.
Perhaps God will take what we meant to do as if it had .
been done.”

“ Perhaps,” he murmured, and then iay very still.

Molly was warned by the nurse that she ought to come
away : she was not really fit to leave her bed, but she had
been carried into Jack’s room, so-that she mlght see him
once again. But before she went she had one more word
to say. -

‘¢ Jack,” she said, “is there no one whom you want to
see?” A sudden hght came into his eyes. He looked at
her eagerly, but did not speak.

“ I have seat for her,” said Molly. ‘I know you loved
her, ]ack but’ you love me a little too, do you not? "—It
was a piteous cry. But she was satisfied with his ansWer.

I love her in a different way, Molly. I never injured
Aer. It was all so different... Child, forgwe me——and say
-good-bye. I love you—yoz, my wife.”

But when they had exchanged the last sad kiss, and he
was left with his nurses, it was noticed that he began ‘to

-watch the door as he had never watched it for Molly’s
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coming. Every sound seemed to agitate him : the stupor
was varied by fits of feverish restlessness, in which he
murmured a name that was not t}ﬁf?of his young wife.
He had learned, perhaps, to love Molly; but he laved

- Valencia, as he had said, in a very different way.

-She was with him at last. Her face came out of the

- mists and smiled bravely upon him. She was always
courageous, and she had made up her mind that she would
not distress him by lamentations. He was vaguely glad
that she did not cry—as Molly did.

“Val,” he said with a faint smile of welcome. *‘ The
efid has come, you see.”

“ Not by your own seeking, Jack,”’sh%l;wered. She
had knelt down beside the bed and was pillowing his head
upon her arm. A sort of instinct told her whatwas best to
‘be done for him.

*No, not by my own seeking. I was trying to do what
you told me.” . ’

She suppressed a cry of agony. ¢ As it has turned out
in this way, and you were trying to do right, Jack,” she
said, I think that we must conclude that—that it was
God’s will.” .

. “For me to die?” said Jack, with a smile. - “ Well, 1
told you that it was the best way out of our difficulties. I
want to say something to you, Val: hold my hand: don’t
let me go—don’t let me die—until I have said it.”

¢ No, Jack,” she answered softly but firmly. * You shall
not die until you have said all that you want to say ! ”’

**Youmake me feel strong, Val. With you—with-you—
I should have been a better man. = We are alone, are we
not?” .

“ Yes, dear.”

¢ Tell me that you love me, Val.”

“I have always loved you—all my life. I shall love
you till I die—and after death, to all eternity.”

¢ And I—you, Val.”

MT; en quite easily and naturally, he began to spe,ak of
olly.

T would have been a better husband, if I had lived, to

. that poor child. She loves me, and I could have loved
her the child too. You will be a friend to them, will -
yoyfnot, Val? Ileave them to you.”
© € Yes, Jack. I will do all I can.”

19
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« She will marry again,” said I-I n qmetly. w Ruth\:
ertord perhaps I hope she- wi > 1’het so, if

ever the occasion comes; Val. - Andif sﬁg hi -—oth’etchxlo ‘

‘dren, and this little one “Should” be neglected or i the'child
was left motherless, ‘then you—V.

¥ Shie should be ‘my child, theﬁ said’ Valencxa Softly. |

*“Yes thatis w,hut wanted to hear you say,’ ‘God bless
you, Valencia. God forgive me /"

“The light was fading from his eyes : his voice was gréw- ’
ing very weak. She could barely heat his words when he
‘murmured at last.— . e o
© wKiss me, Val? - .

She bent to kiss him, and recexved his la.st breath upon '

her lips. i e

CHAPTER XL.

THE_LUCK RETURNS. -

'THE way in which John Hannington-came by his death_
remained for some.time a mystery. Ralph Kingscott's”
flight was not at first connected with it, except by Alan
Moncrieff in his own mind ; and the questions that he put
to: Hannington, and. that others also_put, had not been
answered by ‘the dying man’ with- sufficient clearness to
ensure certainty. .

‘Moncrieff became sure in his owr mind that ngscott
was resp0n51ble for Hanmngton s death, but he sincerely
hoped that it was by accident and that ‘his brother-in-law
g?d harbored no murderous design. The suspicions of

ther people Wwere very easily allayed. It was not known.
that Ralph had met Hannington-no one had seen him -
leave Torresmuir, and hé went away from home so often
that his absence did not exclte remark.

‘When Alan Moncrieff looked into his own aﬁ'alrs, much

that had been puzzling to _him was explained. The fraud "

and trickery gf which he had been the dupe for years made .
hjm stand aghast. Ralph had goneon until discovefy was.

imminent, and had then disappedred ; he had tiken With
~him’ large sums of money—enough mdeed, o constitute’ a

ni¢e little fortune on which he could subsist very ‘comfor:

tably in a fo{elgn land. Moncrieff, m “the first shock of
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the discovery, was inclined to prosecute, but the publicity
of a prosecution would have been very painful to the
whole family, and it was decided that the matter had betteg
sink into oblivion., '

About a month aftér Hannington's death, however, a
letter arrived which threw considerable light upon several
pbints. It was addressed to Alan Moncrieff, and the post-
mark was that of an obscure town in Spain. It was from
Ralph Ringscott himself.

‘““Dear Alan,” it began, with an audacity which almost

took away Moncrieff’s breath : “I have just learned from
the newspapers that poor Hannington is dead: I suppose.
he has told you how the affair took place, and'I need not
make any secret of the matter in writing to you, but for
my own satisfaction 1 wish to tell you why I shot him as
Idid. The act was not premeditated, but it seemed to
° me unavoidable. .He brought it on his own head, by his
utter obstinacy and stupidity.
. “To make you comprehend the 'matter from beginning
to end would be too long a task; I cannot undertake it.
But I will give you a few renseignements, from which you
- m1y construct the story if. you like. Mrs. Moncrieff and
grour children will probably supply details. '

“I must trouble you first with my reasons for stiying so

" - long at Torresmuir after Marie’s death. The place was

not interesting to ms< ; your society was not that which I
preferred—you were always too straight-laced for me—and
the work that you expected me to do was detestable. Add
to this that I.hate your climate, and you may well wonder
why I stayed a mo ith you. My dear Alan, you for-
get—you had always a knack of forgetting—that I was
* poor. You paid me what you considered a-handsome
- salary, no doubt; it was enough for my wants if I had
m2ant_to live at Torresmuir forever. But I had dreams
of my own. I wanted a competency. I wanted avillain
some warm southern place, where I could be all day in tbe
sun, and get the accursed Scotch chill out of my blood.
1 very early resolved. that I would make.my fortune out
of you, and would leave you as soon as 1 had doneso. It
took me a longer time than I anticipated, and involved
- me in varions awkward complications, on which I had not:
reckoned ; but my efforts have at last been crowned by
complete success. If you will not meddle with me, I
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! protnise you to lead henceforth b:ﬁﬁiosnrephﬁblehfe. -For
- ¢bvious reasons; T 'do not: give amy dddress; K de~not live
- -here-under my own namé¢; and my personal appéafaneeis 3
considerably changed: :1 am safé enough :in: ‘Spun—but .
_then, I do not wish to reside -in Spain continually.::
should- therefore very-much - like your-assurance that you
- will not endeavor to have ‘me arrested when I leave this
country. You'can manage to throw the police completely
off the scent if you will. And really—is it worth while to
put me in prison for the sake of-a few pounds whichI
dare say you would have given me if ¥ had chosen to ask
for them ? Judgmg from your, character, my dear Alan, and
your pride in your family, I .cannot bring myself to think
that you would stoop so far!’ Send ‘me a line to the
address that I enclose, and I shall know what to do.
¢ And now to-business. I resolved, as I said, to make
a fortune out of you. To this end I sacrificed all that
stood in the way. Your coldness towards your children
gave me a great many chances., You were so easily sus-
picious of them that it was no hard task to throw blame
on them a thousand times when they were perfectly inno-
" cent. I began with wishing to make a'competency ; before
long, I wanted your whole fortune. I resolved to make
-you cast off both your children, and leave your property
to me by will. When that will was made; I thought that
-you would probably soon give me possession of the estate.
Because your affections ‘are pretty strong, although you_
-hide them with a coating of ice, and" when your héart and
spirit were broken, as I meant them to be, by your son’s ..
dissipations and your daughter’s disgrace, ypu would not
- ‘bear your unhappiness very long. You would either-have
gone out of your mind, under the circumstances, Alan
Moncrieff, or you would have committed suicide. Know-
ing you as I do, I feel sure of that.
£ My plans were succeeding admirably, when ynu-—qmte
unconsciously—put an obstacle in the way. You-engaged .
Stella Raeburn’ as a governess for’Molly ; and, what:was
- more, you fell in love with her almos from the beginning.
1did my best.to put a spoke into her wheel, speakmg
familiarly. T showed up her. 1gnorance on' several:odéa-
sions with-considerablé-skill, I fancy : 'I insinuated. doubt,é )
of her capacity and of her good will ; but “with ‘very little
eﬁ" ct. It was I, for instance, who. managed thatshe and
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B=rne shou}&h“ )eft@ogethe&upou tbe zslamd I hoped
‘that theZ boy.would make love to-her—but he wastoo
mexpenenced, and you, bry that time, were, resolved.to
" think no ill of ther.- You married: her, and I knew- that
my power at Torresmuir would soon come to an end. -
- .. «J did my.best.again, however, and _partly succeeded.
“F fostered Molly’s love for Hannington, and devised theéir
"elopement. I took the jewels and papers from your
- ‘burean, and - dropped Molly’s ring’into one of the drawers
- —as5 ‘Bartie can testify. ction would effectually bar
* her return, I thought, to E:%But your wife once
more defeated me. She threw dis t on my character :
she ted Bertie to confess his escapades,.and Molly—indi-
rectly—to ask your pardon ; and although I told you the
stoty of her previous engagement to Hannington and todk
care that you should see her letters to him, I knew that
she would conquer i the end. The period of coldness
between you lasted longer than I expected ; but when I
~ saw that you were re:onciled, that Bertie had got under
young Rutherford’s influence, that Molly was back at Tor-
resmuir, and that Hannington was. expected—why then,
I felt that the game was lost. If Hannington were te_
come and to find out that he and his wife had been sus-
pected of robbery, I knew that he would fly into a rage
and tell you a good deal more abodt me than you had
- ever dreamt of. He knéw of two or three little transac-
tions which I had hitherto carefully kept from your ears :
and if these were to be revealed, it seemed to me that I
would rather be out of the way. Bertie's  scrapes, too,
“were partially known to Hannington, and Idid not quite
like the-idsa of your hearing that I had been responsible-

. In'the matter of the cheque, itis perhaps only fair-
to say—-as I’wish to do the handsoms thing by you-
‘allin leaving the country—that Bertie was littie to blame.

- He. had had considérabte pressure.put upon him, and he-
-was:so- frightened of yourself, that he thought -anything
- preferable to telling you the truth.
.- "“The game being up,.then, I prepared for departure
(What I.did not reckon on was coming_ face to face with
ey Ha,nnmgton in the lane that leads to Tomgarrow. He
»'was in a tremendous rage over the story of the r_obbery, :
- which Lady Valencia Gilderoy had told him, and accused
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me of plotting to- throw disgrace on Molly. Then he
‘insisted on my coming back with~him to Dunkeld, to
‘meet you and to clear Molly’s name. I saw immeédiately
. that this would not suit my book at all. I had studied
" ‘time tables to some purpose. - If I missed a certain boat,
I might not be-able to get away to Spain for two or three’
- days, and I was not certain how you would take Hanning-
" ton’s revelations. I knew that I had, strictly speaking,
‘brought myself within reach of the law. I did not want
to wait on Scottish soil, and be confronted with the tale °
‘of my own misdemeanors—besides running the risk of
prosecution for embezzlemeént if you were in a particularly
savage mood. It was absolutely necessary then. for me to
get away. ) - - ’
“ Hannington was difficult to deal with. He insisted:
I'refused. He attacked me in his usual brutal way—
knocked me down, and tried to extract from me a promise
that I would go with him to Dunkeld to meet you. I had
a loaded revolver in my pocket. The temptation was too
great. I got'my hand free, and I fired. I meant to wing
him only—but at a short distance one does more harm
sometimes with fire-arms than one intends. I can, how-
ever, assure you that I meant only to disable, not to kill,
him. I ascertained that he was alive before I went on my
. way, and I knew .that he was sure to be found and taken
to your house before long. I amused myself with pictur- -
" ing the ménage that would be formed at Torresmuir—with
Jack Hannington“as a reformed character being lectured
by Madame. It was-quite a shock to me to hear that the
poor fellow ‘was dead. _
“TI have now told you the whole story in outline, and
you can fill in the details as you please. I have not suc-
ceeded in my main object, but I have not done very badly
for myself after all. The only thing that I want now is
your assurance that I am safe from prosecution for embez-
zlement, fraud, robbery, or whatever you like to call it,
and that you will not make the contents of this letter
public, so as to bring suspicion upon me with regard to
Hannington’s death. In return for this assurance, which, .
for Marie’s sake, I think that you will give, I will set your
mind at rest on a point which once disturbed you more s
tharr you would allow—the fate of that stone which went
by the name of ‘ The Luck of the House,’
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- <«It-was Ewho totk n’aw&f“ (as, by the bye, Moily, wrth
unusual adinfeh, dlWays: ‘Suspected), and for two reasons,
First:Iswanted to have the stone tested, as I had a notion
that -it-miglit prove  morevaluzble than- we thought. But
inathis I-was wrong « the stoné was intrinsically worthless,
Secondly; I knew -that-its’ dlsappearance would perplex
and, perhaps, distress ‘you, for the family superstition had
nevet. been eradxcated from your find. In this'I was
right: ..

- ¢ I-am: qmte ‘wxlhng now, however, that you shouId ha.ve
the. stone, if you can find-it.~ In a fit of unreasona,bfe

vexatiofi at;its worthlessness, I' fling it out of a window -
" in‘ tne Tower, igto the midst-of a thickly growing bed

of bracken. It y be there yet, for aught I know.. If
you cax find” 1l4nyou ‘are Welcome to it, and to all the luck
that it may-bn

-« ¥ have now told you the whole truth, and I thm,k tha,t
you can afford to'let me pass from your notice and from:
your memory ‘You'are not hke]y to hear of me aga,m.

- “R K__”’
Moncneff read thls letter with a feelmg of 1a

_shame of which hefound it diffictilt to rid 1mse1£ All

Steila’s. persuasions- were needed before he could r ol,ve
to send Kingscott: the' assurance that he would

steps to. make the-matter public; but he did so at Ia.st,
under ‘the conviction 'that for Motly’s sake "it had better.
remain unknown. The robbenes he could forgive: butit-
was hard to pardon the man’s vile plotting against the .
characters. of Stella and of Molly; or his cold’ blooded
murder of John Hannington. These He ‘could never
pardon; but he refrained from vengeance, and was content
.to-leave his enemy to- the’inevitable dxsappomtment aond
remorse which Time -alone could bring.-

A search was made for the stone, but proved unavalhng,
It must”bave becofne embedded in the ‘earth and over-
grown . with vegetation, and probably, Moncrieff said, .
rather regretfully,  would never be found at all. ,H'e.
declared that- he-had no superstitious feeling about it in.
the very least, but Stella fancied that she could read a.

- little regret in hls ‘honést eyes. -

Molly mourned her husband bltterly, but she was yonng
still, and her heart had, after all, not been broken. There.
came a day when Captam Rutherford af'ter two years of

~
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paticnt waiting, found her alone in_the-garden at Torres-
muir, and asked  her if she éould st him to. make her
life happy, and if she could ever consent to be his wife.
And Molly-did not say no. . - -

" In the days'that were to come, when a troop of children
made gladness in Rutherford’s house, and Molly ‘was
) roud of their beauty and their noisiness and their mirth ;

even then John Hannington’s foreboding was not justified.

"\His child was never neglected, never set aside-for any of

e.new comers. Her mother and her stepfather had
indeed a special tenderness for her ; she was their darling,
and in due tine their helper and their comfort. But they
never grudged_het to their old and true friend, Lady Val-
encia. In her house, little Valencia- Hannington spent .
many weeks every year; she was Lady Val's greatest
interest in life. Many people said that Lady Valencia’s -
great wealth would some day be left to her namesake, and -
" that Val Hannington might yet be one of the richest -
_ - women in England, but that day does not seem likely to
dawn just yet. For Lady Val is as strong and brisk and
active as she ever was, and the only trace that her great
. sorrow has left upon her is a wistful sadness in her beau-
- tiful eyes,and an ever increasing tenderness for the lonely,
the sorrowful, the weak—and-pethaps, we may add, the - e
wicked—of the earth.
~  With one more scene from the lifé at Torresmuir, our
story will fitly end. g )

It is a bright summer morning, and Stellaand her hus-
" band stand on the, terrace, discussing their plans for their
day, reading their letters and opening their newspapers, .
after the pleasant fashion that obtains at Torresmuir on -
sunny mornings, when the post comes in. Presently - N
Stella turns her head, and, laughs for very happiness. A
sturdy little fellow, with great brown eyes, comes stum-
bling and panting up the slope of the hill towards the ter-
face, with something tightly clasped in his dimpled hand.
-~Master Alan makes his way straight to his mother, throws
himself upon her with exuberant affection, and then dis-
- plays what his hand contains. It isan oddly shaped stone
—something like a lump of dull glass—and at sight of it,
_ Mr. Moncrieff utters an exclamation of pleasure and sur-
prise. p

“ Where did you find that, my boy? ” he asks.
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Alan the younger, explains in broken English that he
found it in the grass,.and that he thought it “pitty,” and
wanted to bring it to ¢ Muzzer.”

«It is a good omen;” said Alan Moncrieff, with a smile.
¢ Stella, this is.the stone that was lost. The boy- has
found it at last.”

Stella, with her child in her arms, turns to him, smiling”

also.
¢ So he has brought back the luck of the house? ” she

exclaims. / : -

" But Alan suddenly looks grave. “No, no,” heanswers,
in a softer tone; as he puts his hand upon her shoulder,
and looks into her eyes. ¢ That came long ago, when
you, my Star, brought us your sweet presence, and the
love that has brightened all our lives. Then you brought
back to us, Stella, ¢ The Luck of the House.’ ” .




