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A FEW WORDS PREFATORY AND DEDICATORY.

My Drar L:

Do you remember standing with me upon the
bridge, and tossing chip boats into the river, and how eagerly we
watched to see which should drift ashore, or wreck themselves

against the stone pier, or remain idle and motionless in the eddy
pool, and which should glide safely through the arch and down the

smooth stream beyond ?
Come, now, and help me launch another venture, the little craft

called “ Cipher,” whose construction you have watched with such
ready sympathy and interest, and to whose freight you have so
Enteredg;ccording o Act of Congress, in the year 1860, by Sumr.pox & Comeany, in the Clork’s omcfei largely contributed. What is to be its fate ?  Will it be stranded,
the Ditriot Court for the Soathera District of New York. or shattered, or left idly in the pool, or run down by heavier craft,

or sunk by the missiles of those wicked boys upon the other bank ?

Shali we call to the boys and deprecate their attack by a confession
that our little boat is not an iron-clad war vessel, much less our

L

final idea of an elegant yacht, and that even for a chip boat she
has been almost spoiled by over-whittling? Neo, never mind the
boys ; let us say nothing at all to them, but, standing hand in hand,
watch tegether the fortunes of our little craft, thanking God that,
should she sink or should she swim, she does not carry our lives or
our happiness with her,

I G A,
Concord, Mass., April, 186q.
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CHAPTER 1.
. MR. GILLIES'S FIRST LETTER.
66 ¢ Q. A. GILLIES, Post-Office.” Why, here’s a letter for Mr. Gillies,
e  First one that ever I see!”

The scene was the interior of a city post-office, the speaker a carrier or post-
man, who stood at one end of a long table assorting a heap of letters thrown thera
for him to arrange and distribute, \

The clerk whom he addressed paused a moment in his occupation of can-
celling the stamps upon a mountain of outward-bound letters and glanced at the
one in the hand of the carrier.

“Tor Gillies, sure enough, and as you say, the first one I ever knew of his
getting. There he is, making up the northern mail.  Youd better hand it over.”

“Let's see what he'll say to it,” remarked the carrier, crossing the office and
approaching another table covered with letters and packages, where stood a
. middle-aged man, with stooping shoulders and the sallow complexion peculiar
to men and plants grown in the shade,

He was busy in folding small parcels of the letters before him in wrappers,
announcing their contents at the same time in a voice whose sonorous sweetness
contrasted even grotesquely with his appearance, while a clerk opposite rapidly
entered the list thus dictated in a large volume, and two assistants tied and
“packed ” or docketed the little packages.

“Barnstable, N. H., twenty-seven, nine, three.”

“ Biddeford, Maine, six, two,” intoned the yellow man.

#A letter for you, Mr, Gillies,” interposed the carrier, tossing it upon the
table,

“Not forme. Never have letters, Benson, Vermont, twelve, four ”—chanted
the clerk.

“Youre J. Q. A. Gillies, I expect, aren’t you?” asked the carrier, a liztle
indignantly, as he caught up the letter and thrust it under the eyes of the impas-
sive Gillies, who was zlready reciting,
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“ Carrington Cenlre, Vermont, three, twelve, three.”

As the letter was thus abruptly interposed between his eyes and the package
already completed beneath his nimble fingers, he cast a hurried glance and then
a steady look at it, while an expression of astonishment, even of alarm, crossed
his face. .

“John Q, A, Gillies, yes, that's my name, but it can’t be for me. T never
have letters,” said he, reluctantly. -

“Three, twelve, three unpaid,” murmured the entering clerl, repeating the
last call and glancing impatiently from the long rows of unentered letters to the
clock above his head,

“Youwve got one now, anyway. There it is,” and the carrier tossed it again
upon the table, while Mr. Gillies hurriedly called,

“Charlestown, N. H., thirty-six, twelve, nine, I would say nine, Mr. Blodgett.”

“ Nine,” echoed the entering clerk, and with one eye upon his book he cast
the other in astonishment at Vance, the “backer.”” Mr. Gillies for once had
made a mistake, and Blodgett and Vance felt a natural satisfaction in the oc-
currence, .

The entering went on, but not so serenely as before, That thick yellow letter
with its Lold address Iay upon the table, staring into Mr, Gillies’s face so per-
sistently that he could not choose but return its glances, and even when the
course of operations had carried him half way down the table, his eyes travelled
incessantly to the end where it lay alone and conspicuous.

“ Montpelier, Vermont, twenty-one, seven,” :

“John Q. A. Gil— I beg your pardon, Blodgett. I meant Merrifield, Ver-
mont, six, two,” called Gillies, hurgjedly.

Blodgett and Vance tittered, and the first suggested, good-naturedly,

“You're thinking of your letter, sir, aren’t you!”

“1t’s not for me. I never have letters, Attention, Vance,”

“ Rockport, Maine, six, two.” .

And from this point John Q. A, Gillies no longer suffered his attention to
wander beyond the business in hand, but kept himself and his assistants so
closely to it that the northern mail on that Friday evening was made up at least five
minutes before its usual time. Gillies closed and locked the bag, and watched,
in an abstracted sort of way, the porter who teck it upon his back and carried it
to the entrance, ready for the expressman.

Then he turned, still thoughtfully, and taking up the letter, studied the ad-
dress as il it had been a hieroglypl ; examined the post-mark ; looked for a seal,
and found none, and finally murmured,

“ A drop letter. If I open it I can tell who it’s for, perhaps. It isn’t me.”

But yet he threw it down again, and looked about to see if his services were
not needed somewhere ; if some one was not coming to speak to him; if some
other John ). A. Gillies was not looming up from the horizon. No such deliv-
erance was at hand, however, and, with a sudden flutter of womanish curiesity,
the middle-aged clerk,-who had hardly in his whole life seen a letter addressed
to himself, tore open this one. ;

The coatents were brief and sufficiently clear:

" If Mr. John ). A. Gillies will call at the rooms of Jones, Brown & Robinson,
solicitors, at his earliest convenience, he will hear of somethihg to his ad-
vantage.”

CIPHER.

CHAPTER II.
AN OLD MAN’S LAST ODDITY.

AT nine o’clock of the next morning a dubious kneck upon the outer door of
Messrs. Jones, Brown & Robinson’s chambers elicited a gruff * Come in,” from
Robinson, who being the youngest and worst paid of the firm, was expected to
give the most time and do the most work, '

“It’s not for me, of course, but "—confided Mr. Gillies to the door, as he
pushed it open and stood dumb before the gruffvoiced Robinseon, who was
chafing his numb fingers over the stove. - s

*Good morning, sir,  Are you looking for one of the firm? I'm Robinson,"
announced the lawyer, concisely, for the tall yellow man with the dubious look
did not strike Lim as a good investment for much politeness. ’

“Yes, sir. 1 was looking for one of the firm, although I'm sorry to trouble
you for nothing—* :

“Heavens I what a voice the fellow’s got. A splendid baritone. Should
like to hear him try “.Swoni Lo Tromda,’” thought Mr. Robinson, who was & bit of
an amateur in musical matters, DBut he said;

“No trouble; no trouble, sir. Take a seat. You were saying— 77
. “I got this letter last night. It is directed in my name, but I suppose there
z gs;me} u(;l;)rtl',ltl\,(’! I can’t think that anybody knows of anything to my advan-

Mr. Robinson’s professionally quick eyes traversed the face, figure, and out-

ward adornment of the person so quielly uttering this forlorn sentiment, and
then fell upon the letter in his hand.

“Oh, yes. Mr, Gillics, I presume ?”

My name is Gillies,” admitted the clerk, dubiously.

“Of course. And this is your address ?” pursued the lawyer, rustling the
letter. -

“Yes. That is, I am in the post-office, and my name is John Q. Adams
Gillies.” ‘

“Certainly. 1 made a few inquiries of Mr. Postmaster —— before sending
this letter.  It%s all right, Mr. Gillies, I assure you, Step this ﬁay.” "

And Mr, Robinson led the way to the inner office, pointed to a seat beside
the desk, and disposed himself in the arm-chair before it, :

John Gillies looked troubled and anxious. For ﬁvc-and-forfy years he ha(i
?ed an existence so completely isolated, his life had been so barren of any tie or
interest beyond his own welfare that even the slight excitement of receiving a
letter could, as we have seen, unnerve and distress lﬁm, and now the matter
seemed assuming an importance that terrified him, He wished for no news, good
or bad ; he wished for ho meddling eyes and fingers in his affairs, even tflgugh
they promised advantage. The man felt, in the hands of this shrewd lawyer, as
an oyster should, into whose shell a lobster insists upon thrusting a claw, \\"ith
promise that the interference shall result in nothing but good.

“I don’t think 1°d better sit down. I am sure it is some other Gillies that
you mean.” A

“No, it’s not.  Sit down, sit down, sir, and I'Il give you the whole story in a
nuishell,” insisted the lawyer, and the clerk slipped into the designated seat ag
if it had been a dentist’s chair,

The lawyer opened his note book,
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“ Perhaps you remember, Mr. Gillies, one very icy day last winter, when an

old gentleman passing up the post-office steps in front of you, slipped, and in

falling fractured his coliar-bene. You helped him up, cal.led a carriage, and at
his desire drove with him to his hotel, You then, still at his request, sent a sur-
geon, and in the evening returned to inquire for him.”

¢ Mr. Vaughn, you mean.”

“ Reginald Vaughn, Esquire, late of ”

“He's dead then ? Excuse my interruption.”

Mr. Robinson bowed stiffly, implying that he excused, but did not approve
of it, and after a significant pause, as waiting for further remarks from the client,
continued, )

“ You called twice afterward by Mr. Vaughn's expres$ desire, and went with
him to the steamer when he left for Europe. He died in London six weeks ago,
and just before his death dictated an instrument bequca:ching all his property t.o
John ). Adams Gillies, clerk in the post-office of this.city. Tha.t gentleman is
undoubtedly yourseif, and you will please receive my congratulations upon Xour
accession of fortune.” o

Jobn Gillies leaned his sallow face upon his hand, and looked moodily into
the fire. . Co

“ It was contrary to my usual habit to make these calls. I only did it because
I was asked, and the old man said something about being lonely and deset;fed.
As for picking him up and taking him home, I couldn’t help that, of course. i

“Why, surely, man, yow're not sorry for having inducec? Mr. Vaughl} tf) think
of you as his legatee ? " asked Mr. Robinson, rather impatiently, “ 1_1’ it is your
situation in the post-office that you are regretting, I se¢ no necessity ff)r your
resigning it. Probably, too, you can sell the estate. Stop, 1 should give you
this packet forwarded with the will, and addressed to yourself. In a letter to

us, written at the same time, Mr. Vaughn speaks of it as containing important -

conditions connected with the inheritance. Here it i8.”

# Another letter,” muttered John Gillies, as he reluctantly took a sealed en-
velope from the lawyer’s hand, ‘ o

The letter it contained was not a long one, but Mr. Robinson h.ad time to
lose and regain his patience and to lose it again, before his new c_hent, slowly
re-folding the paper, placed it in the envelope and the envelope in his I:JOC!'Et:t. )

“Well 17 said the lawyer at length, for Mr. Gillies, his chin buried in his
hand, seemed less and less likely to break the silence. .

“Well 17 echoed he, rather irritably. “But it is not well. If I accept this
property under the conditions imposed upon me the consequence will be an en-
tire revolution of my life. I am to make this estate of Cragness my home, and
for company * . .

The lawyer waited for the next word, but John Gillies’s dry lips closed over
it before it could escape, and when they unclosed it was to say,

“You were Mr. Vaughn's legal adviser, were you not?"

“Yes, Qur firm has managed the aftairs of the Vaughns for fifty years.”

“ Probably, then, you can give me some history of the family,” . .

# Legal and medical advisers do not generally gossip of the affairs of their
clients,” said Mr. Robinson, drily. . .

% Certainly not, but if I assume this property, T assume with it a _trust requir-
ing as minute an acquaintance with the history of the Vaughn family as 1 can

acquire.”

CIPHER, ) o

#Does the late Reginald Vaughn desire you to apply to me for this history 2 * -
asked Mr, Robinson, cautiously.

“In so many words.”

“Will you show me the letter expressing this desire 27

1 will show you that sentence. The body of the letter is intended for my
private-eye.”

“An odd man—a zery odd man was the late Reginald Vaughn,” muttered the
lawyer, as John Gillies again drew the envelope from his pocket, and slowly un-
folding the letter, doubled it so as to leave only two lines fully exposed to view,

* Nothing could be odder than his putting this trust and this property upon
me, and 1 had far rather have been left quict where I was,” said the clerk, mood-
ily. #But even though I refused the whole affair, and went back to the post-
office as poor as I lefl it, the mischief is done. My ideas have got a wrench that.
has unfitted them for their old groove, 1 should always be wondering why I
didn’t accept fortune when it came to me, and fancying a thousand pleasures it
might have brought with jt. And then this—-this trust—interests me.”

He paused rather abruptly, and the lawyer ventured,

“Itis a secret trust, you say.”

“Entirely a secret trust,” assented Gillies, gravely, “and as such I accept
it, and with it the bequest of Reginald Vaughn, and the utter change of life in.
volved in it. Here is the letter.”

Mr. Robinson took the paper and read—

“If you wish for such help as is to be found in a history of my family, you
may obtain it from either member of the firm of Jones, Brown & Robinson, our
solicitors for many years.”’

“That is quite sufficient, Mr, Gillies, and I will gladly place such knowledge
as I have at your serviee,” said the lawyer, returning the letter.

Mr. Gillies simply bowed with the reluctant air which had accompanied him

through the interview, and the soliciter, after a moment of thought, began the
following narrative,

CHAPTER IIL
CRAGNESS AND BLONNIEMEER.

“THEY are an old family, these Vaughns, and as proud of their honors as
other old and well-to-do families. They have a genealogical tree at Bonniemeer
as tall as one of those California pines, and a crest on the silver, and all- that,
Something more than a hundred years ago, Egbert Vaughn, a younger son of the
English family of that name, came to this country and built the old house you
have inherited, giving it the name of Cragness. He digd, leaving one son, also
called Egbert, who in due time married a cousin upf?ﬁ the Vaughn side, and
became father of two sons, named Egbert and Alfred. His first wife died when
these boys were twelve and fourteen years old ; and he married again, but lost
his second wife in the first year of their marriage. She left one son, named Regi-
nald, who died in London six weeks since.” .

“He was this Mr. Vaughn ?”” asked John Gillies, tapping with his dry fore-
finger upon the letter in his hand.

“ He was that Mr. Vaughn,” assented Robinson ; “but while Reginald was
still a child the two elder brothers grew to be men, and very quarrelsome men,
too. At least, they could never agree with each other, or with their father, who
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favored sometimes one and sometimes the other of them, but fixed all his affec,
tions upon Reginald, whose mother he had doted on with an old man’s fondness.

“ Matters finally came to a crisis among them, and, after a violent guarrel,
Alfred Vaughn left Cragnesss and subsequently died abroad. At the time of his
disappearance, his father caj:c to town and executed a bill bequeathing the estate
of Cragness and the personals to his youngest son, and all the remainder of his
property, principally derived from the first wife, to Egbert, his eldest son. Al-
fred was barely mentioned, and received no bequest. Soon after this, Egbert
was married; and, persuading his father to make over to him his promised
inheritance, he built 2 handsome house upon the property of Bonniemeer, and
settled there, keeping up but little communication with the father, who, with his
youngest son, lived for a few ycars at Cragness in a very secluded manner, and
then died, leaving Reginald in possession.

“He, then a young man of two or threc-and-twenty, went immediately
abroad and spent many years in travel. Finally, however, he returned home,
stayed a short time at Bonniemeer, and then retired to his own estate, where he
lived a very secluded lfe until a year or so before his death, when he came to
town and sent for our Mr. Jones, who had an interview with him at his hotel,
and who expressed himself not surprised at Mr. Vaughn’s recent disposition of
his property.”

A slight smile wrinkled John _iillies’s yellow cheeks. He saw that the younger
lawyer was piquéd at the preference thus shown to his partaer.

“ Mr. Jones desired, however, that either Mr. Brown or mysclf should see
you when you came,” continued Robinson, *and declined an interview on his
own part, so whatever private clue he may have to Mr. Vaughn’s motives does
not seem likely to benefit your researches.”

“ And what became of Mr. Eghert Vaughn?” inquired John Gillies, tena-
ciously clinging to the point. ) :

« Excuse me, Mr. Gillies, but are not you a Scotchman ?”

« Excuse me in turn, Mr. Robinson, but had net we better finish the Vaughn

genealogy before we begin upon mine ¢
Mr. Robinson glanced with increasing disfavor at his new chlient, but an-

swered, coldly: . .

“You are quite right, sir. Mr. Egbert Vaughn married, as I have said, and
became the father of several children, who all died young, except a daughter,
now married to Alfred ‘Murray, Esq., of this tity, and a son, named Frederic,
who, at his father's demise some years since, inherited the estate of Bonniemeer,
where he at present resides with his wife, a young lady from the Southern
States, He has as yet no children.”

« Then this Mr. Frederic Vaughn and his sister are the only representatives
of the family now alive 27

“ S0 far as I know, they are,” assented the lawyer,

% How far apart are the houses of Bonniemeer and Cragness 27

% About two miles, and each of them nearly that distance from Carrick, the
nearest village. They are both secluded enough. I beliese 1 have now given
you all the information in my possession regarding this fan.ily, Mr. Gillies. - Can
we be of any further service 77

1 thank you, sir. I may very possibly require your help in this affair before
long ; ” and the cloud of perplexity upon the clerk’s face grew still darker. “I
cannot tell—at any rate you will, if you please, take whatever legal measures arg
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?i’clf;15111:if g)]z(;:stt;alil‘iilliizrzrrthis will, and putting me in. possession of the property.'
‘ s your firm as my legal advisers.”
“ Certainly, Mr, Gillies, if you feel inclined to honor us with your confidence,”
said Robinson, formally, ’
“ anl mean that I have not yet done so,” retorted Gillies, as drily. “You
are quite ‘wclcome to all T know of mysclf, which is just this. T was selected
fi‘f}m the inmates of a foundling lLospital by a man named Gillies, a bachelor l
with not a friend or connection in the world, so far as I know, He c,licl not seen':
to care very mucl} about me, although he treated me kindly and sent me to a.
}::‘;‘llz_\lelc‘\,s]flll?()l(;t‘l;]t']1 I \\‘f'a.s twcl.v'e YCars ‘01(1.‘ At that time T entered the post-
ere Gillies was a clerk.  He died soon after, and I rose throueh recu-
lar gradations until I reached my present position. I am now foriy-ﬁ:e e:rs
old, and, as I told you before, have never been out of the city bounds exce ft ‘for
A country walk, which wearied and disgusted me. I am fond of only one lthin«
in the world—music. 1 dislike nothing. You have my history,” d °
Mzr. Rabinson looked at him in astonishment. T
“And you are going to live at Cragness ? " asked he.
“I am going there. Farther I cannot say)”

“ But how will a man of your tastes and habits content himself in a solitar
sea-shore house.  How will you amuse yourself? ¥ LT
_ “I'will have an organ,” said John Gillies, soltly, as a tinge of color rose t
l].IS sallow cheel, a sign in this impassive nature of I‘E,I.I'E and obvcrpo'\vcrinw ei*n \
tion.  “‘The one wish of my life has been to possess a fine oraan. I Tl i o
the best in Germany.” s o

“Shake hands, Mr, Gillies. I am a masical enthusiast also, and vou must
come to my house to-night ; we have a few friends and a lttle CC,anCl‘t ¢ I thi .k
you will be pleased with some of the voices.” ' i

“ Thaok v . 1 s .
hand, :m*;; :-is;y,?;’ti:l;o.l never visit,” said Gillies, slightly touching the proffered

“* As you please, of course ; hut 1 should have been glad to see you,” and the

1a 15 1 ] H 1 : H H s
awyer shawed his new ¢ ient to the dOOl with @€ S'I.]l!e upon hIS [l s and a I'se
3 cu
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CHAPTER 1V,
THE MERMAID'S CAVE,
TuEe villa i 5 :
. I]II‘ lellhge of Carrick was a place of few excitements The departure or
riva i ‘
a mngg Lt e tln.-ee fishing schooners whose several firms embraced every person
sequence in the hamlet; an occasional wreck upon the ragged reef forming

“ e I gl[l)(? ; 4 bltl‘ll b at 1 ti T | wdene aay ) 58 wer
Ju ]1'1 1on on election or “ nde L5} ¥
, < P
I 1 H th <

A smaller : re fir i
er bui more frequent mnterest, however, centred in the semi-weekly

arriva i YRy
th:‘l\;":lltof.' the[t;l:ul ::03011 forming the only communication between Carrick and
bu; theerkwo: [L .] I;\;en to see it whirling down the samdy street was something
nowledge that. it bore the 1 i s

g e lean mail-bag, perhaps a )
out the > the lean 2, aps a passenger, perhaps
o 133(212-:‘3]1)01; of news affecting, it might be, the fishing interest, it ’might gc
o to.th;? a ‘ms; ?[‘ s]\fate, was sufficient to attract every male idler of Car
avern of the Mermaid's Cave, where i 6
s 2 tere it stopped for change of |
while every woman in t ith ! o, Tt baby vt
own pausecd with her pies half in t}

e S : : in the oven, her baby yet
pped, her coffee “ on the bile,” to rush to the door and stand on tiptoe ‘it'{ri}nf’
. o ®
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down the street as if the Possibility, for whose advent most of us wait all our
lives, wera booked to Ler by that especial ceach.

Never, perhaps, had the constancy of these idlers been more severely tested

_than on the afternoon of a certain dismal December day when the coach, delayed
by a furious storm of snow and hail, so far passed its usual hour of arrival that
the dinner preparcd for the passengers was, as Mrs, Burroughs, landlady of the
Mermaid’s Cave, remarked, “dried to askillington, and had no mors taste left in
it than last year’s seaweed.”

“The worse for them as has to eat and pay for it,” retorted her Jord, phil-
oscphically. % But keep it hot, Jemima, she’ll be here yet.  Billings never failed
to get through somehow, and whoever ke brings will be hungry enough to eat
biled hake ’thout gravy.”

“There’s the supper horn for some on us,” said one of the loungers ahout the
bar-room stove, as the blatant tones of a fish-horn pierced the gathering darkaess
without, and angrily scemed to demand an answer.

“Reckon it's mine,” remarked Reuben Brume, with a somewhat uneasy grin.
“But 'l hold on a spell for the stage. She can't be much longer, and I guess
my woman il kecp a bite and a sup for me.”

“ More like she’ll give you the bite without the sup,” retorted Burroughs, whd
like most magnates was fond of a joke at the expense of his courtiers.

A general laugh followed his present jile, for Nancy Biume’s proficiency as
a scold was well'known throughout the village,

“What's the joke ? I don't sce none,” asked Brume, angrily. ¢ Some folks
laughs as a loon squawks, jest to make a pooty noise.”

It takes wit to see wit, Reub. You'd better jest laugh when other folks do,
’thout trying to see why,” replied the landlord, with a wink to his neighlor.

Brume, far from mollified by this suggestion, was still cudgelling his dull
brain for a retort, when the door was thrown open and a smart young fellow,
whip in hand, entered the room and strode up to the bar. '

“ A glass of toddy, Burroughs, as quick as you've a mind to make it. It's
cold enough outside to freeze your mermaid’s tail off. Don't you hear her
screeching # 7

The dismal grean of the sign vibrating upon its rusty pintles accompanicd the
question, and Reuben Brume, finding the laugh diverted from himself, gave up

the desperate search for a retort, and asked, instead,

“Did you see anything of the stage, James ?”’

“Yes, it's lumbering into the village, I Drought down a horse for Mr,
Vaughn to ride home. - It wasn’t worth while to try wheels nor yet a sleigh,
such going as we've got to-night,” )

¢ Is he coming in the stage ?” asked the landlady, in some excitement.

“Yes, He drove the horses up three days ago, but said if it stormed bad he
should come down in the stage and 1 was to meet him here with a cutter.  Here
they come.” )

" A shout and the crack of a whip were heard at this moment, and the inmates
of the bar-room rushed in a body out upon the stoopat the front door, in time to
see the driver check his reeking horses and clamber stifly from his box.

“It's same cold, Billings, ain’t it?? suggested Durroughs.

“You put this old concern down to Wylde's to-night, and see if ye're as
chirk when you git there as you be now,” retorted the driver, grimly, while he
threw open the conch door and turned down the step.
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“Carrick. Stop for dinner,” briefly announced he, mnd then leaving his
horses to the stable boy, and his passengers to the landlord or to fate, he pl;:shed-
threugh the group of idiers, and entering the deserted bar, mixed himself a stiff
glass of spirits and water.

From the coach descended first a well-formed and handsome young man, ap-
parently about twenty-five years old, who, nodding good-humoredly to the spec-
tators, followed the driver into the house. Close behind. him appeared the
stooping figure, yellow face, and rounded shoulders of a tafl man, whe, slowly
extricating himself from the coach, and rising to his full stature, remained an in-
stant staring disconcertedly about him.

) “Wor't you walk in, sir?” asked the landlord, rubbing his hands and
shivering a little. %A nice fire in the bar, and dinter all ready.”

“This is the town of Carrick, is {t?”

“Yes, sir, this is Carrick.  'Was you going to stop here?” And at the im-
Pplied possibility the idlers pansed in their retrcat toward the fire, and eazed
with revived interest upon the stranger, whom a lucky chance had };erha Z de-
livered over to them, d

“Yes. [Is this the hotel 17

“Yes, sir,” replied Burroughs, with a little hesitation, & The Mermaid’s

Cave, stage tavern, post-office, and hotel,” i

At this new assumption of dignity on the part of their magnate, some of the
a3 . i ’
con:; tiers drew themselves up with a sense of increased conseqguence, some
nudged each other with sly smiles isaffi |
, and the disaflected Brum -
marked, : openly e

“Fust time I ever heerd the old tahvern called a ho-tel. Burroughs " be
- . o

setting up for ‘the gen’lemanly lan’lord ' next,”

At this moment the discordant tores of the fish-horn sounded again througl
f‘.he whirling snow, and Reuben, now left alone upon the stoop paust;,d amo ot
in doubt of the expedicncy of disobeying the summons. ,The'sﬂpper l?::;:'t
however, was already passed. To return now was to suffer all the "pcnaltieq "md,
reap none of the advantages of further dela , and after a momentary hesit';ti‘on
Rcu-bc.n, with a defiant grimace in the direction of his home, followed his‘co :
.mdes into the bar-room, and joined the silent ring about the ;;tove ever m“:nrl:l-
it bending his entire attention to the conversation between the litidlordyantll tl::
stranger.  Mr, Vaughn stood a little apart, questioning his groom as to tl
state of the roads, and the best mode of travelling them. At aZother ‘time th]i:
fnt?rrogntory, now reduced to by-play, would have constituted an ample even-
ng’s entertainment for the frequenters of the Mermaid’s Cave, hut to attend to
more than one thing at a time was never a fashion of the me;'x of Carrick, and
Mr Vaughn they had seen and heard before, while the stranger fell amone Elaem
as a human victim to sharks long confined to a fish diet, - o

“Cragness! Why that's the old Vaughn place,” said the landlard, just
Reuben Brume edged into the circle. J S

“. Yes, I wish for a sleigh, horse, and careful driver to take me there im-
mediately after dinnet,” said the stranger.

“ But there ain't E:obody living there now. The Square went off to Europe
;:esizlcﬁ:zsxg??re last winter, and there’s only an old man—old Laz'rus Graves-—in

“1 know it. Can I have the sleigh?”
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Wa-al”—and Mr. Burroughs looked helplessly about the circle for compe-
tent counsel in this unprecedented case.

The courtiers stirred each in his place as expressing sympathy and interest,
but no man yet ventured to suggest the appropriate question which should at
once arrive at the point next to be ascertained, namely, the motive of this mys-
terious stranger in thus seeking conveyance to a deserted and lonely house,
haunted, too, as every babe in Carrick could testify.

“ Wa-al,” repeated Mr. Burroughs, and again his rolling eyes traversed the
circle. This time they fell upon the figure of Mr. Vaughn, wio, having finished
his instructions to the groom, tow approached the fire. A brilliant idea illumi-
nated the publican’s brain. '

« Here’s Square Vaughn can tell you all about the old place,” said he. *“I
guess you don’t fairly know what sort of craft yow're shipping in, agoing there,
and maybe he'll give you some light. Scuare, this gentleman wants to go te
Cragness to-night.” )

“Indeed?” And Mr. Vaughn, with somewhat cold politeness, turned to
the stranger, who, in their long day’s journey, had not offered one remark to
hirn, or vouchsafed more than the curtest replics to his own attempts at con-
versation, :

1 am afraid you will find the old place somewhat desolate on such a night
as this,” said he,

“Possibly, But I am not sensitive to such matters. Are there no horses
to be hired here, can you tcll me?”

“Why, yes. 1 suppose, Burroughs, you could let this gentleman have your-

own horse and a saddle, couldn’t you ? My man says the road is impassable for
wheels or runners on account of the drift.” ’

“ Whitefoot ain’t agoing out to-night,” whispered a sepulchral voice from the
kitchen door into the landlord’s ear, who, starting a little, answered slowly,

“Wa-al, Square, I'd like to 'commodate the gentleman, of course, and I've
got my own horse in the barn as you say, but I guess he’d better stop there to-
night. I couldn’t send no one to fetch him back, and like enough it'll storm
worse to-morrow, and maybe the gentleman never would get to Cragness,-and
I'd be awful sorry to lose Whitefoot,”

«1 suppose, then, I must stay here until the storm is over,” said the stranger,
glancing somewhat ruefuily about the dingy room.

“«We'll 'commerdate you the best we can, sir, though winter time, so it’s
rather hard to have everything shipshape,” said Burroughs, casting a dubious
side-glance toward the kitchen door,

“T can suggest a better course, perhaps,” interposed Mr. Vaughn, with a
Titite hesitation, “if you will ride my servants horse and accompany me to
Bonniemeer, I shall be most happy to offer you a bed, and so soon as the roads
are practicable, will send a man to show you the way to Cragness. Burroughs,
you will let James ride Whitefoot, won't you? I promise you shall se¢ the old
nag safe to-morrow.”

“ Yes ¥ echoed from behind the kitchen door, and “Yes,” replied the land-
land, with some added phrase of confidence in the ¥ Square’s making it alil right
if anything came to the horse.”

All eyes now turned upon the sfranger. His first impulse was, evidently, to
refuse Mr, Vaughn's proffered hospitality, but a second thought held him a mo-
ment irresolute, and he finally said,
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“I thank you, sir, for your invitation, but it may make some difference to’
your feelings to know that I am John Gillies, heir to your late uncle, Reginald
Vaughn.” ”

The listeners gasped for breath. Such a mine of interest as was opened by
this announcement sufficed to engulf all Carrick for many a day.

Mr. Vaughn smiled frankly, and extended his hand.

“Very happy to give you a neighbor’s welcome, Mr. Gillies,” said he ; “and
[ only wish 1 could congratulate you on your accession to the property. But
‘ihe horie of my fathers,’ as the school girls say, had never much attraction for
me, and I infinitely prefer you should be its proprietor to owning it myself. You
will come home with me, 1 trust?”

“Thank you. Yes,” said Mr. Gillles, almost cordially,

“Then we will set out at once and dine at Bonniemeer,” suggested Vaughn,

“ But you'd best take something 1o keep out the cold, gentlemen,” interpgsed
the landlord. “The iron’s in the fire, and we’ll have some flip reacly,beforc you'll
get your horses round.”

“ It's churlish to refuse a stirrup cup, I suppose,” said the younger gentleman
laughingly, and Mr. Gillies gravely bowing, said not a word, but watched sor;m:
what curfously, while the landlord drawing a tankard of ale, mingled with it sucar
spirits, and spices, and then pulling from the glowing coals a sbhort iron barbﬁtj
tec'l with a wooden handle, stirred the compound in the tankard, until a rich
spicy oder from the heated liguid rese in clouds, and caused the, souls of the
courtiers to momentarily retire from eyes and ears to centre in their noses,

] Each gentleman drained a glass of the flip thus compounded, and the host
Joined them in another, saying, as he raised it to his lips,

“Here's wishing you good healths, sirs,”

] “A prosperous journey were more to the purpose just now, Burroughs,”
said Mr. Vaughn, gaily. © Are the horses ready, James ?” ’

*“All ready, sir,” replied the groom, rather sulkily,

“Then get your own share of the flip, and follow us,” said his master, and
the two gentlemen mounting the impatient horses held by the stable boy a; tlie
d(‘)or, rode away as rapidly as might be, while James, upon the landlord’s broken-
winded nag, followed as besthe could, comforting himself with several remarks
not to be here repeated.  The idlers of the Mermaid’s Cave attentively watc‘he\d
them out of sight, and then returned to the bar-room to digest the events of the

even?nlg, aided by Billings, who had decided the weather and the roads to be un-
propitious to farther progress that night,

CHAPTER V.
THE OMEN OF THE DUNES.

'As the closing door of the bar-room shut off the stream of ruddy light
which had hospitably marshalled the travellers to their saddles, John Gil]ies,
Iookecll about him in dismay. No such scene as this had ever entered his
experience. - I

The twinkling lights of the hamlst already lay behind him, in front, the dark
expanse of Aan angry sea, its breakers thundering on the beach, and rolling up
1a great white crescents to his horses’ feet, or in their retreat dragging down to
the depths the rattling pebbles the next wave was to return. To the right lay
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along range of sand dunes glimmering ghostly white through the darkness,
while the wind chasing the storm through their mimic gorges and shifting tun-
nels, and up and down their treacherous slopes, shrieked and yeiled in its awful
glee. Across the scene a broad white track bordering the black waters showed
the crescent curve of the beach, a sort of terrene milky way.

The snow now turning to sleet, beat furiously into the faces of the travellers
with a feel like powdered ice. No such scene had John Gillies encountered in
all his intermural rambles, and he was inwardly strengthening himself against
an impertinent doubt of the wisdom of Lis own course, when his companion
shouted in his ear,

“ A wild night, even for the coast.”

“Very likely,” said Mr. Gillies, curtly.

“] am taking you by the beach, It’s a lit{le more open to the storm, but
my man says the other road is drified very badly,” continued the master of Boa-
niemeer,

i [ leave it entirely to you, sir,” replied his guest, and neither thé‘veather nor
his company encouraging further conversation, Mr. Vaughn relapsed into silence,

- broken only by an occasional phrase of encouragement to, his horse, while for

nearly an hour the three men struggled on, often reduced to a {oot pace by the
violence of the storm, now directly opposed to them, and blowing at times with
such fury that the horses, restrained from their natural impulse to turn from it,
reared impatiently, as if to overleap a tangible obstacle.

The night, now fairly set in, was as dark as is ever known in the immediate
vicinity of a large body of water, and it was only by keeping close behind his
leader that thé\stranger was able to follow the road as it finally left the coast and
struck in among the sand dunes, .

Suddenly, Mr. ¥aughn’s horse swerved, paused, and uttered a shrill neigh,

“What now,/Bhor 17 exclaimed the rider, as he beat from the saddle to search
for the object Af the creature’s alarm or surprise. _ ‘
like a garment partially buried in a snow-wreath, rose and fell
stifty as a blast of wind swept through the dunes.
eavens ! some one is lying here, frozen perhaps. What is to be
done 2" exclaimed Mr. ¥aughn, throwing himsclf from his horse.

Mr, Gillies uncloscd his lips to suggest a watchman, but recellecting himself,
was silent. James and Whitefoot were far in theirear.

“p's a woman, I should think, and she has something—yes, it's a child—
wrapped in her cloak, Do you hear me, sir; here’s a poor creature and her
baby freezing to death at-your horse’s feet!” exclaimed Vaughn, impetuously,
as his comrade quietly began to dismount. -

%1 understand, but T don’t know what to advise. There is no station-house
near by, 1 suppose, where we tight apply for help.”

« Station-house ! good heavens,no! My own house is the nearest; but how
are we to get her there?”?

#1 cannot suggest,” said Mr. Gillies, calmly, and in the darkness lost the
look of disgust bestowed upon him by his companion.

# §he's gone, poor creature, I'm afraid,” and the younger man softly raised
one of the stiff hands, and then replaced it beneath the cloak. ‘

“James! Ie's out of sight and hearing,” continued he, impatiently. « Well,
Mr. Gillies, if you will mount again D'll give you the child to carry, and contrive
to get the woman upon my own horse. They can’t be left here.” -
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“] cannot carry the child, I never touched one,” said Mr, Gillies, in solemn
alarm,

# 0, very well. Y shall wait for my man to take it, then. I do not know
that he is more experienced than yourself, but I presume he will not refuse to
make the attempt, when life and death are at stake.”

“ A plan suggests itself to me,” said John Gillies, slowly.

“ Indeed ; what is it 2 asked his companion, with scarcely-concealed disdain,

“1 will stay here with the woman until your servant comes up, when I will
direct him to place her in front of hin.  You, meantime, will Lasten home with
the child, as every moment of continued exposure is a chance of life lost to it.”

“Youwill stay here? Possibly, James may not come up at all. I shouldn’t
wonder if that old nag had foundered, and he walked back to town,” said M,
Vaughn, doubtfully.

“In that case, I shall, after satisfying myself that no life remains in this
body, leave it, and trust to the horse to carry me to his home. 1 have read that-
their instinct in such cases is a sure guide.”

“But why not let me now put the body in front of you, and come at once ?”
asked Mr. Vaughn, in a more amicabie tone. :

“ 1 do not wish to touch it,” replied the impracticableiGillies,

“Then I will accept your own propoesition. I dare say the horse will come
straight home, and, as you say, the life of this child depends on immediate
relief” i ‘

Mr. Gilligs, as his sole reply, seated himself in the snow at a short distance
from tlye body.

“ {jood heavens, man! you'll be asleep in five minutes, and freeze to death
in fifteen. I did not actually think of leaving you, of course ; but you are so
very sclf-possessed 1 could not help a little trial to sec if you were in earnest.”
) *1 am always in. earnest,” said John Gillies, solemnly ; and Vaughn, with an
imperceptible shrug, replied : ‘ o

_“How delightful ! But here is James ; now we ‘are all right at last, Here
]ar‘nes, come and put this poor creature’s body in front of me, and then take the, .
child yourself. Who is that behind you?? o

« “Thomas, sir. He was sent down to Carrick just after I started, and ‘got to
the tavern a few minutes after we left. S0 he came along the bench.,”

0o as 1 a1 . . -
Was sent!” exclaimed Vaughn, in a changed voice. “Is anything wrong
at Lome 2 o

@ r o . -

Mrs. Vaughn is sick, sir,” said the groom, besitating; “and Thomas says

Mrs. Rhee seemed a good deal frightened when she sent him.” ‘
3 i

] Thomas! what message did Mrs. Rhee send to me?” asked the master,

impatiently. ,

“She said, sir, ride for life if i
; you wanted to see your wife again,” sai
Thomas, huskily. : ’ e sginT s

, .A‘(lieep groan burst from Vaughn’s lips, and, throwing himself upon his
;nse, he struck spurs into his sides with an energy that made the fiery creature
P ullli;ge ;Im.d rear, and then dart forward as if borfie by the wind itself,
ven in that moment of agony, however, the humane and hospitable instincts
of the man asserted themselves.
i - 12 H
_ James,” cried he, “I depend upon you to bring the woman, the child, and
this gentleman safely to Bonniemeey.” -
The next instant he was gone,
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CHAPTER VL

BONNIEMEER,
wrrn some difficulty, the grooms succecded in placing the 130(1){ of the
woman upon one of the horses, and while one man mounted and held it th]c.r.e,
§ 1 - o
the other, with the little child in his arms, regained his own saddl'e, and, callmi,1
upon Mr. Gillies to follow closely, they took: the same road their master hai

done., - .
The violence of the storm would have rendered communication difficuit had

it been desired, and not a word was exchanged until, at a sharp turn of the1 1:021(];:
h i ‘er W 3 Liem, turned ina

fhie servants pausing to see that the stranger was closeﬂbc;;d;zv::r Yrc,cus i

a gate sheltered apd nearly concealed by a denm‘e growth .&. e ti N
At some distance, and a little higher than this ¢ntrance, appr_‘? ¢d the g

ing li ildi imly i apainst the stormy sky.

ing lights of a large building dimly outlined agains ‘ ¥ X ))/m e and
A few moments later the horses paused at the foot _oflsome HOF u.d PS, ‘

James, with the infant, carcfully dismounting, varried it in at the ha : (I)or, anl

presently returned followed by two or three female servants, who, with much

o many questions, helped him to take the body of the woman from the

outery an LS

stl Ll'JC(]. hiagip ()f Fhom who v Ved llllllbelf Chlued to the marrow
& 5 1 a5, avowy r ’

|
carricd it into the house. _ A
Then, and not till then, James, who had privately resented wmore t

illi res -1 erence in this work of
thought safe to express Mr. Gillics’s leso]ut_f: non-interd

han he

humanity, said, )
wWill you get off your horse, sir, and walk into the house,

Mrs. Rhee, for | suppose Mr. Vaughn won't be able to sce any one to-night.”
Ir, Gillies remained immovable. .
‘I:III -“?1‘111;330‘ ;ny man here a dollar, or as much Tore. as we g]la?r df]mde uporn,
to show me the way to my own house of Cragness, s:u]d he, ot dm% 1. L reacls
“ Cragness, sir?  There isn’t @ man or horse about the pl:u;ea ; n C\(;\;I:);'t 3 o
Cragness to-night. There’s no choice but f_or you tw stop m-i‘ ¥e
please walk into the house,” replied James, with respectiul 11111)nt1L11c§.1 —
With undisguised reluctance; the visitor chsmountt?d and followed his g

1 will speak to

up the steps. . ., ed |
e

1 had rather go to my own house,” persisted h ) '

To this remark James offered no reply; but, pushing open the hc:fuy c.100r,
usherad the guest into a hall, whosc warmtly, light, and the f}'.’lgl;mce hmv: .I.(;me
Taree flowering shrubs, offered a charming contrast to the wild weather without.

t!The door of a room at the right of the entrance stood open, angl James
pushed it z little wider. ) . L T il soeak o fhe

«\Walk into the library, sir, and sit down,” said he. “I will sp
housckeeper.” - ]

“l ~m£ sorry I could not go to Cragness,” murasrured John Gillies, asl.hu; 11(:3

2 1 ‘ \
vanced into the quiet room and looked about him. The Iamlps were n(;t .11._: }‘e .
but a fire of bituminous coal blazed in the grate and fitfully illuminated the fres-
coes of the ceiling, the rare marbles and dim, 1§ttct'e(1 bindings of volumes rarer
than any marbles, the carved blazonry above the fire-place, the moss-green car-
pet, and furniture.

“ A man of letters and art—a prou X » !
shrewd John Gillies, as his eyes wandered over these details. And not 2 mu

d man and a luxurious,” commented
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sical instrument of any sort,” added he, with a hard smile of contempt, as he
turned his back upon the room, and stood looking into the glowing coals.

“ Shall I show you to your room, Mr. Gillies " said a voice at his elbow.

He turned, and found a woman beside him. A woman, perhaps thirty-five
years old, with one of the most singular faces he had ever seen. Not a trace of
color lay beneath the pale olive of the skin, except a deep scarlet in the lips,
The large eyes, dark and full as those of a stag, had swept one rapid glance at
him when she first spoke, but fell before his own could fairly meet them, Heavy
masses of black hair were swept away from a low forehead, and half coverest the
small ears,  The figure was slight and graceful, the hands small, the dress quiet,
but handsome. It was in none of these, however, that the peculiarity of this
woman’s appearance lay; it was in the latent expression of the whole, a sort of
terrible intimation of something just beneath the surface, hidden for the moment
by an unnatural quiet, but ever watching for a moment of weakness in its guar-
dian to burst irom her control. -

Something of this the acute physiognomist, John Gillies, felt, but failed at
the moment o reduce the perception to thought.

“Shall T show you te your room, sir? 1 am Mrs. Rhee, Mr, Vaughn's
houselkeeper,” said the woman, finding her first appeal disregarded,

“Thank. you. I am sorry to intrude upon strangers at such a time as this,
bat am informed it would be impossible to reach my own house to-night.”

“Quite, sir. It is a terrible night for any one to leave a happy home ard go
all alone into the storm.”

She shivered convulsively ag she spoke, and moved toward the door.

Both words and manrer were strange, and catching rather at their hidden
than their ebvious meaning, Mr. Gillies said,

“The woman we found to-night, will she recover ? ?

“She is dead,” said the housckeeper, briefly, as she began to ascend the
stiurs,

“And Mrs. Vaughn 27 asked Gillies, doubtfully.

Mrs. Rhee paused, and clung a moment to the banister betore she answered,
in a whisper,

“She is dying.”

“A terrible night for any one to leave a happy home and go all alone into
the storm,” echoed through John Giliies’s brain, but he said nothing, and the
housekeeper recovering from her sudden emotion, passed swiftly up the stairs
and threw open the door of a bed-chamber, warmed, lighted, and luxurious,

“You will find a beli at the head of the bed, sir, and dinner will be served in
bhalf an hour,” said his attendant, briefly, as she closed the door.

The guest stood looking after her a moment, and then drawing a chair to
the blazing fire, seated himself and stared absently into its depths,

“A terrible night,” murmured he; “1 wonder if what is left of those two
women will know what sort of a night it is, I wonder if that housckeeper was
very fond of her mistress, or if she is what they call nervous. I wonder if this
man sitting before this fire is the man who twenty-four houts ago had never been
out of the city where he was born, had never seen one bof these curious people,
I wondler if they keep going on in this way all the time.”

Half an hour Iater, the servant sent to summon Mr, Gillies to dinner, found
him sitting in the same position still staring vacantly into the glowing coals,
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. “Mr. Vaughn begs to be excused from dinner, sir. He cannot leave hig
wife,” said Mrs. Rhee's subdued voice, as the guest entered the dining-room.

The dining-room door again opened, and a small man with quick bright eyes,
and a clese mouth, entered, and advanced toward the table,’

“ Mr. Gillies, Doctor Roland,” said the housekeeper, briefly.

The two men bowed, and seated themselves at table. Some trifling conver-
gation upon the weather, and upon the peculiarities of the sea-shore in winter,
ensued, but the housekeeper did not speak, except in performing the duties of
the table, nor did either food or wine pass her lips, Only as they were abeut to
rise, Mr. Gillies noticed that she asked for a glass of ice water, and drank it with
feverish rapidity. -

Returning at last to his own room, he paused on hearing satifled grons from
a corridor just beyond, and, looking down it, was startléd to see a dark shapeless
figure lying upon the floor at the farther end, and writhing to and fro as if in
agony. Cautiously approaching uatil he stood directly above it, Mr, Gillies
still failed in the dim light to discover more than that it appeared to be a woman
suffering intensely. g

“«What's the matter ?” asked he, hesitatingly.” “Can I help you in any
way ? 7 . .

‘The sounds of distress became more violent; although evidently suppressed
as much as possible, but still the figure neither rose nor spoke,

Gillies, unwilling either to abandon or to urge his proffer of sympathy, stood
irresolute, when a door softly opened, and Mrs. Rhee appeared, closing it be-
hind her. '

#Chloe 17 said she, sternly, and stooping down, she whispered a few words,
and then said aloud,

“Get up, Chloe, and go to my room to wait till you are called. Mr. Gillies,
I will show you the way to your own chamber.”

#] know the way to the chamber I was in before dinner,’ said Gillies, com-
posedly. I came here to see what was the matter with this person.”

He paused, as he spoke, to look at the uncouth figure now standing erect be-
fore him. It was that of an intensely black negro woman, dwarfed in stature,
and so malformed that her head, bent upon her breast, could enly be turned from
side toside, forcing her in addressing any person to give them a sidelong upward
glance indescribably elfish and peculiar.

“ She is Mrs. Vaughn's nurse, and she feels—"

Mrs. Rhee paused abruptly. The negro woman who had moved away a few
steps, turned impulsively, and catching the housekeeper’s skirts, buried her face
in them with a dumb moan of anguish more pitiful than words. For an instant
Mrs, Rhee stooped as if to throw her arms about her, but restraining herself,
said imperiously,

“ Come with me, Chlee. Mr. Gillies—?

“] have no intention of farther intrusion upon the, domestic affairs of this
house, ma'am,” said Gillies, coldly. 1 should not have heen guilty of it in
this in this instance had not humanity—"

But Mrs. Rhee had not paused for more than his first words, Already she
had disappeared througl a doeor at the end of the corridor, followed by Chloe.

Mr. Gillies walked meditatively to his own room, and gave no further clue
to his feelings that night, than to say as he stepped into bed. “I wish I could
have gone to Cragness.” :

CHAPTLR VII,
THE IOUSEKEEPER'S HAND.

THE‘ next morning dawned clear and cold, Mr. Gillies, arising at his usua,
early hour, approached the window with some curlosity, and very few pre-
conceived ideas either of the situation of Bonniemeer or of scenery in general, his
experiences in this direction having been limited to half a dozen ascents to the
cupola of the State House of his native city.

Fancy the revelation to such a man of a view like that lying now beneath
his eyes ! :

At the right, miles of evergreen forest ¢ clothed the wold and met the sky,”
its dense green flecked with the snow clinging to the level branches, and softened
by the snake-like tracery of the naked birches fringing its margin,  To the left
abruptly rose a rocky headland, crag piled upon crag in majestic outline, tossing
scornfully from 1ts broad shoulders the snow which gently sought to cover it, and
raising its fearless crest to meet the morning sun that paused to crown it brother
monarch, while yet the valley lay in twilight. ,

. Across the front swept the ocean, curving broadly to the horizon line, and
giving the idea of limitless extent, the satisfaction of soul only to be obtained by
the introduction of ocean into a picture.

The satisfaction of soul! for if the horizon closes with a mountain, a plain, a
broken country, who has not felt the impulse to place himself just at the vanishing-
point and see what lies beyond 2 It is an unfinished continuity, and excites more
craving than content. DBut the gaze, which after traversing leagues and leagues
of shining water, broken only by the grand curve of the globe itself] sinks at last
into the vague brightness of the horizon line, the dissolving-point where sea is
sky and sky is sea, lingers there content. Beyond lies space, eternity, God, and
humanity quails from the encounter, )

_ Behind that crag at the left hand, although Mr. Gillies did not know it, lay
his future home. The wood at the right sheltered the hamlet of Carrick, and the
beach lay glistening a mile from the window whence the post-office clerk took
his first look at Nature,

A servant presently summoned him to breakfast. At the head of the table
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sat Mrs. Rhee, and John Gillies’s first impression in looking at her was, that she
had shrunk farther into herself since he saw ber last.  Surely her eyes were not
s0 hollow, her lips so thin, her temples so sunken, the night before. Tven the
hands, busy among the teacups, looked withered and pinched, and the observer
- noted that a ring upon the first finger, which he bad watched sparkling in the
lamplight at dinner-time, was now slipped round by the weight of the stone, as
if it suddenly had grown too large.

The table was laid for two only, and the housekeeper, motionirg Mr. Gillizs
to the vacant place, said, in a low voice,

“Mr, Vaughn will not come to breakfast, and the doctor has gone.”

“ And Mrs. Vaughn—7 ‘

“She died at midnight.”

Mrs. Rhiee turned away her face as she spoke, but Gillies could see the deadly
pallor that overspread even the slender throat and little ear, the quiver of sup-
pressed anguish that trembled through every curve of the graceful form, and
while he looked and wondered, the plrase of the night before went sighing
through liis mind like the burden of a half-forgotten song.

“ A terrible night to leave a happy home and go out all alone into the storm.”

The meal was a silént and a slight one, Mrs. Rhee merely performing the
duties of the table, while her guest, naturally abstemious, found his appetite ma-
terially lessened not enly by his situation, but by the absence of his accus-
tomed viands.

As they rose from the t'tble a servant entered with a message from Mr,
Vaughn, desiring the housekeeper toattend him, and Gillies, awaiting her return,
strode impatiently up and down the room, asking himself again and again, what
concern of his was the grief and loss oppressing this houschold, and how or why
it should become his own so much as it had done. ‘

The servant quietly cleared the table, and he was left alone. Throwing him-
sell into a chair beside the window, he sat drumming upon the sasl, when the
door opened noiselessly, and Mrs. Rhee entered, Gillies’ s guick glance invol-
untarily searched her face for the result of her interview w1th her master, and
found it in a renewal of the strange expression he had noticed at their first inter-
view. The same concentrated firmness about the mouth, the same painful con-
straint upon the brow, while the secret of the dilated eyes looked from them so
eagerly, lay so close beneath the surface that John Gilties bent his brow and held

his breath, walting to sce it fully revealed. But, conscious of his observation, -

the woman turned hastily away, and approaching the fire, held her hands so close
to the blaze that it canght upon the lace about her wrists.” She neither started
nor made any exclamation, and when Gillies, springing toward her caught and
wrapped her hands in a cloth snatched from the table, she only murmurcd indit-
ferent thanks as for a courtesy that might as well have been omitted. DBut the
incident had diverted those searching eyes from her face, and, conscious of the
relief, she spoke hastily

“Mr. Vaughn desires me to apologize for him. He does not feel able to see
any one, but hopes that you will make use of the house, the servants, and the
horses at your pleasure.”

“1 am much obliged to Mr. Vaughn, and I should be glad of a cenveyance
and a guide to my own house as soon as possible, if you will order it,” said Gil-
lies, with undisguised satisfaction.
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" Mrs. Rhee rang the bell and gave orders that James and two horses should
attend Mr. Gillies immediately. .

“You will be obliged to ride, sir,” said she. “The roads are not broken for
a sleigh yet.” :

“Very well, ma’am. I came here on a liorse and I presume it will not be
more dangerous or disagreeable to ride to-day than it was last night. I do not
like it, but can endure it," replied Gillies, reflectively.

“ Mrs. Vaughn’s faneral will be the day after to-morrow,” continued the house-
keeper, in a voice whose measured coldness betrayed the emotion it covered hut
did not conceal.  “The woman who was found on the beach will be buried at
the same time, and Mr. Vaughn will be gratified by your presence.”

“ By no means ! exclaimed Gillies, bastily. “I never went to a funeral in
my life, and T probably never shall.”

The housckeeper replied by a look of some dlsple13u1e, and Gillies ab-
ruptly inquired,

“Did the child die, alsa?”

The look of displeasure changed to one of surprise as Mrs, Rhee coldly
inquired :

¢ Do you refer, sir, to Mr, Vaugiiu’s daughter ?"

“Good Heavens,no ! exclaimed Gillies. 1 thought—that is to say, ma’am,
I have been infor med that Mr. Vaughn had no children. I was asking about 1he
dead woman’s Laby.”

“Mrs. Vaughn died in giving birth to an infant,” said the housekeeper, fixing
her ominous eyes upon him, and dropping the words from her white lips as if
they had frozen them.

“But, the other child,” persisted Gillies.

“Mr. Vaughn will keep it to be cducated with his own daughter—he says.”
And with the last words the speaker’s voice dropped to an accert of bitter scorn
and jealousy, as incomprehensible to her listener’s ear as any other of the myse
teries surrounding this strange house and its inmates, He stood for a mo-
ment looking her steadily in the face, and then, glancing ous of the window,
said, abruptly:

“I see the man and the horses. Good morning, ma’am,”

“Good morning, sit,” replied the housckecper, coldly, and with no more
leave-taking, Mr. Gillies hastened to the outer air, and in reply to James's re-
spectful salutation and remark upon the coldness of the weather, he muttered,

“Cold enough, but better than in there. Two dead women, two babies, and
a witch for a housekeeper, Ugh!” -

CHAPTER VIII,
“ CRAGNESS, SIR,”

THur new proprietor looked up, and found himself at the foot of a consider-
able eminence standing boldly out into the sea, which, in the high spring tides,
washed three sides of it, and had year by year encroached upon its area, until
now its farther advance was resisted by the solid granite foundations of the little
peninsula, washed bare of all disguise, and frowning defiantly down at the waters
which dashed angrily upon it, and withdrew only to retwin yet more vehemently.

Upon the crest of the promontory stood a low stone building of peculiar
architecture, the main body of the house describing a panlldoglam of no con-
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siderable extent, but throwing out toward the sea a long and narrow gallery,
terminating in a circular tower of only one story in height, with a domed
raof.

The thick walls and narrow windows, combined with the chill air of aban.
donment hanging over all, gave the place a peculiarly gloomy appearance.

John Giilies sat on his horse perfectly quiet, and surveyed his inheritance
and {uture home.

A mighty struggle was going on in his mind. This dreary house, this savage
scenery, this imperative mystery, all were as diametrically opposed to any wish
he had ever formed, as to any experience he had ever khown, The forty pro-
saic and methodical years of his life rose up before him, each one summoning

"him to turn his back upon these strange mew claims, and to return to the life
that he knew, and the assured future it promised him.

On the other hand lay the obstinate pride of the man, his stubborn acher-
ence to any course or opinion he had deliberately adopted, and with these
mingled, though Heaven only knows whence in that sterile nature it had sprung,
an impulse to abandon himself to this mystery so unexpectedly involving him,
to plunge into the new lift and new interests, alien to his Labits though Fhey
were, with the same energy and dominance of will, which had for years given
him the first place among those with whom he had been associated.

Two minutes John Gillies sat in the sharp north wind, staring up at the old
house of Cragness, and jn those two minutes he had passed the crisis of his
“fe, and decided not only his own destiny, but that of a number of other
persons. '

Or was it perhaps that his destiny decided him ?

James meantime had ridden up the hill, and was now knocking vigorously at
a door in the back of the house,

“It's no good to go to the front, sir,” said e, as Mr. Gillies drew rein beside
nim.  “There’s a door there, but it's never opened, and old Lazaras burrows
this way somewhere, T believe, Here he comes.” .

Slow steps were heard approaching along the passage, and then the harsh
cry of rusty bolts withdrawn by a feeble hand.  The door presently opened, ar}d
an old man, small of stature, with long white hair, faint blue eyes, and a skin
blanched as if by long exclusion from the sun and air, stood upon the threshold.

« How are you, Lazirus Graves?” said James, heamtily. ¢ Here's the new
master of Cragness, Mr. Gillies, come to take possession.  Stir yourself, old

* man, and show him in from this freezing cold.”

"The old man looked attentivelyin the groom’s face until he had finished, and
then said, .

% Mr. Reginald is not at home to-day. You had better call again.”

¢ & Not at home! No, nor he won’t be, old Lazarus, Don’t you remember
Mr. Robinson .came down here last week, and told you he was dead, and had left
the place to Mr. Gillies? This is the gentleman, and you had better let Lim in,
and get a fire and some dinner going as fast as possible,”

The dim blue eyes wandered painfilly from one strange face to the other, and
then suddenly overflowed with tears.

«Mr, Reginald dead !” said he, “'Why, I carried him in my arms when he
was a baby and I had boys of my own. O, no, he couldn’t be dead, and poor

old Lazarus Graves left alive.” ‘
s .
¢ He's more broke than I thought, sir,” said James aside to Gililes, who
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stood staring perplexedly at the old man. #It’s the news of his master’s death
has been working on him. He was quite smart before that. Hadn’t you better
come back to Bonniemeer, sit? I am sure Mr. Vaughn would wish it. You
can’t be comfortable here.” .

“To Bonniemeer!” repeated Gillies, quickly. “Certainly not, James. 1
shall do very well here, I have no doubt, if this old man can be got to let us
in.” f

#That's easy done,” said the self-assured groom, stepping into the passage
and taking Lazarus by the arm. :

% Come, father,” said he, “take us to the fire wherever you keep it. This is
the kitchen, isn’t it?”

And he pushed open the door of a cavernous brick-floored apartment, in a
corncr of whose wide chimney a handful of fire withered away, leaving but small
impression upon the sepulchral air. A broken chair, and a simmering sauce-
pan hinted at the occupancy and uses of the place.

“ Cold comfort, sir, I'm afraid,” said James, standing aside for Mr. Gillies to
enter.  “ But I suppose there isn’t a spark of fire in the house besides,”

“Fire! There's fire in the Hbrary. Mr, Reginald might come any {ime
you know, so I'm always ready, and so is his dinner,” interposed Lazarus,
eagerly.

“ Well, then, suppose he has come, that’s all,” said James, “Here is Mr.
Reginald, alittle changed by his life in foreign parts, but wanting the fire and . .
the dinner just the same as if you remembered him.”

The old man looked bewildered. Giliies, ill-pleased with the position, but
hesitating how to assume his proper place in his own house and in the conversa-
tion, frowned slightly, and moved toward the fire.  The eyes of the old servant
followed him, and returned dissatisfied to the smiling and assured face of the
groom, who, without being in the least superior to his condition of life, had the
art, s0 uscful in every condition, of crganization, ‘

“It’s all right, I tell you, Lazarus,” sald he. #There’s Mr. Reginald come
back to stay awhile, and you must just go on as you used to when he was here
before, Now bring us to the library.” .

The old man shook his white head dubiously, but turned to leave the kitchen,
James approached Mr. Gillies.

“I hope you wor’t think me forward, sir, but I have known Lazarus Graves
a good many years, and I thought perhaps I could humor him into doing as he’'d
ought to better than you could. He's so broken that T doa’t believe he really
knows whether you are Mr, Reginald Vaughn or not.”

“He’s crazy. I don't like crazy people. It's a very irregular way of deing
business to make him think I am some one else. Besides Mr, Reginald Vaughn
is dead, and I don’t like using a dead man’s name,” muttered Gillies, discontent-
edly, as he walked toward the door,

James shrugged his shoulders, and followed.

Pursuing the echoing foot-falls of their guide, the two men traversed a long
passage, mounted some steps, and found him unlocking a small door deep sunk
in the thickness of the wall,

“Hope you'll excuse me, sir, but T wouldn’t let the old fellow keep the key
of this door,” whispered James. * He'll lock you in, and forget all about it, and
may be die in a fit and leave you to starve.”

Gillies nadded, and, the door being at last opened, followed the old janitor
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into a dark passaze, which he concluded to be the gallery noticed as connecting’

the rotunda with the main building.

It was pierced with several windows, closed Dby shutters, and admitting the
light only at small openings in the form of crosses. At the end of this gallery,
Lazarus Graves unlocked another door, and, throwing it open, said in a cheery
voice, ' .
“There, Mr. Reginald, I've kept it dusted and aired, and since the cold
came, I’ve had a fire in it mostly, to keep the chilt off in case you came sudden.”

Without reply, Mr, Gillies passed in at the open door, and looked about
him,

The recom was large and lofty. As the exterior promised, the form was cir-
cular, the ceiling domed. :

Walls and ceiling alike-mere panclled with a rich dark wood, and the floor
was of oak, partially covered with a heavy Eastern carpet. In the stone fire-
place smouldered a fragment of drift-woeod, relic of some forgotten wreck, above
it hung rusty arms surrounding an heraldic device like that holding a similar
position at Bonnicmeer.  Opposite to the door the circular form of the room
was broken by a deep bay window containing a small table, a chair, and foot-
stool. :

Approaching this window, Gillies saw that it faced, and, indeed, overhung
the sea, being thrown out beyond the face of the precipice from whose verge
sprung the outer wall of the tower.

“ P've kept your chair in the old place, Mr. Reginald,” piped Lazarus. “ You
didn’t use to like to have it moved, so I’'ve lLeen careful, and that's the same
book you left on the table. I'd a notion once to put it up, but thought better on
it

Gillies raised the little volume from the reading-desk beside him. It was
¢ The Ihilosophy of the Supernatural”” FHe threw it down, and shivering a
little, walked toward the fire.

“ I've dusted the books once in a while, but the rats have been at them some,
I'm afraid,” pursued old Lazarus, too much engrossed in discharging his con-
science of its trust to look attentively at his recovered master. Approaching
the wall, he drew back first one panel and then another, showing that the space
hetween them and the outer wall had been finished in sunken book-cases, well
filled with volumes, most of them in the dark leather or ghastly vellum of the
antique bindings. : N

“That will do,” said Mr. Gillies, speaking for the first time, “You can go
now, both of you.” ‘

Lazarus Graves turned, and fixed his watery eyes upon the speaker with a
startled expression, and the slow cloud of perplexity settled again upen his
face. He turned to James, who, standing respectfully near the door, waited to
be dismissed. *

“What did you say about Mr, Reginald, young man ?* asked he.

“Why,” said James, slowly, “what I meant to tcll you was, that Mr. Regin-

ald isn't coming back any more, but that this’ gentleman is in his place. Mr.

Gillies is his name.”
The old man shook his head positively.

“He'll come back,” said he. “ His Iast words were, ¢ Keep everything just »

as it is, old Lazarus, and I'll be back some day before you know it And 1've

)
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been very careful to keep everything as it was, and he'll be back, you may depend
upon it.”

“Well, till he comes, he wants you to treat this gentleman just as if it were
himself,” said James, slightly changing his tactics. @ You're to do the best you
can, and treat Mr. Gillies as if ke were the master.”

“Did he send that word ?” asked Lazarus, hesitatingly.

“ Yes, just those very words,” replied the groom, promptly.

O well, then, its all right,” and the cloud vanished from the troubled old
face, as Lazarus hobbled out of the room, and returned to his kitchen.

“Can I do anything for you at Carrick, Mr. Gillies ?” asked James, with the
door in his hand. %I shall be there with Burroughs’s horse this aftern,oon.”

Mr. Gillies considered a moment, and then said, “ You may ask the landlord

r‘fo send Tae some provisions at the same time with my trunks, and you may ask
if there is any person not an idiot or a lunatic who will come here and do the
necessary work of the house,”

“A man or woman, sir?” asked James, innocently.

“A man, of course,” replied Gillies, promptly, adding, under his breath, © A
woman indeed ! ’

“Yes, sir; I will see to it. Gdod-morning, sit.”

“Good-morning, and here, James, is something for yourself.”

“No, I thank you, sir. Mr, Vaughn pays me well, and never wants any of

us to také presents. Good-morning.” And James left the room with quite
the air of a Brutus.




CHAPTER IX,
RUYLLYE AOL OLUDLU.

EFT alone, Mr. Gillies’s first movement was to fasten the door, his next
L to open every one of the sliding panels and narrowly examine the recess
within, to make sure that none of them covered a hidden entrance to the room.
Then he seated himself in the reading chair occupying the bay window and
locked out. It was like looking from the windows of a ship in mid ocean, for,
owing to the peculiar construction of the opening, no sign of land was visible
from it; only a world of waters stretching wide and blue to the horizon, with
the pale gold of a winter sun flecking their surface and glittering on their whiter
maned crests. !

John Gillies looked long and earnestly, then sadly shook his head.

“1 doubt if T ever like it,”” muttered he, and turned the chair with its back
to the window., Then, in a reluctant fashion, as one who approaches an impera-
tive but repulsive duty, he drew a note case from his pocket and selected irom
its contents a paper carefully folded, and docketed

“LETTER OF INSTRUCTIONS FROM R. VAvuGHN.”

Spreading this upon the table before him, Mr, Gillies slowly read—but not
aloud, for, to have afforded gratuitous information upon his affairs even to the
walls and the sea, would have been to do violence to his nature—these words :

You will probably be much surprised, Mr. John Gillies, at finding yourself appomted
my heir, and the explanation I am about to give of my choice, will leave you as bewil-
dered as before ; nevertheless, it would defeat my own purpose were I to he more explicit.

Several ycars ago, when I returned from Europe and took possession of my meagre
patrimoeny of Cragness, I found my brother Egbert comforiably estublished at his seat of
Bonnicmeer, and happy in his family and position. The fraternal friendship that sprung
up between us was pleasanter than I can say, to me, 2 man without ties of family or affec.
tion other than those binding me to him and his. I made a home of his house, and re-
solved in my own mind to bequeath my small property to one of his children.

This state of things endured for years, and then in one day these relations and this
determination were destroyed. T withdrew to Cragness, and have lived there until now,
a lonely and unhappy man, My motive in thus destroying the happiness of my own life
has remained up to this moment a mystery to all connected with it. My brother, in trying
to solve it, met with so decided z repulse that he left me in displeasure, and, with the im.
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placable spirit of our race, never allowed himself, from that day to the day of his death,
to again approach the subject or to exhibit any desire for a renewal of the brotherly inti-
macy whose loss was nearly as severe to him as to me.

" To you, John Gillies, I give the explanation I refused to my nearest friend. I had
discovered a secret relating to our family affairs whose amuouncement would have ruined
at a blow all that fair structure whose corner-stones were my brother’s honor, his wife's
peace, their children’s future.  Should I have been the one to bring desclation to the
home that had opened to me with such welcome and such promise? And yet might I
keep this thing to myself and feel that the traditional honot of the Vaughns had suffered
no taint? ’

Tor years I have vainly sought in my own heart for an answer to these questions, and
yet they remain unsolved. While T have waited, Time has moved steadily on, My
Lrother is dead, his wife is dead, of all the pretty children who used to group about my
knee only two remain, but those two stand in their father’s place, and to them I still owe
the duty I owed to him.

T feel that my own departure draws nigh, and the question that was too mighty for the
vigor of manhood is not to be sclved by the feeble and timorous mind of age. 1 dare
not carry the secret I have discovered to that other world where T may mecet those who
will demand account of 3t; I dare not speal it out and bring dishonor and perplexity to
my brother’s house. I have decided to commit it to Destiny, and T choose you as the
agent of Destiny. Why youn,.why exactly you and no other man, are the man I choose as
this agent, is another secret belonging only to myself and to you, and its solution js
bound up with that of the great and principal one which has tortured me to my death,
and which I now bequeath to you coucked in a cipher peculiar to my own family and un-
known beyond it : )

EDAOLU OE OLUDLUV.

In the interpretation of these three words, you have the clue to z mystery so portens
tous that it has crushed my life beneath its weight, and now haunts my death-bed with a
tertible doubt of my own guiltlessness in so long withholding it

And yet I cannot.speak it out; I cannet.  Take it as T give it you, John Gillics, and
with it take the consciousness that, folded in this mystery, you hold the peace, the honor,

‘the comifort, the very life and name of a proud and ancient family. Remember that you,

of all men, are the one best fitted for this responsibility, and it was only when 1 decided
to find and confide in you that even death seemed a possible end to my entanglement ;
for, as I before said, I should never have dared to carry it to mect those who wait for me
beyond the dark river,

You will not refuse me, you dare not, for it is from the grave I speak to you, and
charge it upon you as a living man to obey the voice of the dead, Accept my bequest, -
accept my sccret, and both under these conditions :

You are to make Cragness your home, spending the most of your time there, and
using the library as your usual sitting-room,

- You are to make the most faithful endeavor to compass the secret partially confided
to you, and, if discovered, you are to use it in the manncr which honestly se¢ms best to
your own miad, or at your option to destroy all evidence of it, andl allow matters to res
main as destiny has arranged them, '

You are upon no account to confide any particular of these arrangements to any mem-
ber of the Vaughn family, although you are allowed to use your own judgment in select-
ing an adviser outside of that circle; your natural reticence of disposition being guaran-
tee that this permission will not be abused. .

If you wish for such help as is to be found in 2 history of my family, you may obtain
it from cither member of the firm of Jones, Brown & Robinson, our salicitors for many
years,

As to your testamentary disposition of the property bequeathed by me to you, I say
nothing more than that T shall cxpect it to be guided by the result of your researches,

And now T leave the matter to Destiny and to you. If the infirm purpose and vace
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itlating will which have been my bane through life have misled me at the last, may God
pardon me and inspire my successor with - more wisdom, Recinald VAUGHN.

¢ In this room,” muttered Gillies, finishing and folding the letter. Then he
rose and surveyed the room as an athlete measures the foe with whom he is
about to grapple in deadly conflict. A room of mysteries, he felt. A room
whose every object locked at him with wary eyes and close-shut mouth, as who
should say, %I have the secret, and I shall keep it.” A look answering line for
line to the stubborn determination of his own face, and, indeed, as room and
man stood confronted, an observer could not fail to perceive one of those subtle
likenesses Dy no means unusual between men and things, resulting now in at-
traction, now in repulsion, In the present instance, the relation threatened to
become antagonistic, for the stubborn and reticent man demanding the secret
which the equally stubborn and reticent room refused to yleld, would inevitably

come to hate the thing that too successfully resisted him, and a room so per-

sonal as this Library of Cragness would be at no loss for means to make itself
odious to the man who defied it. ‘ )

Some vague perception of this strange relation between himself and the
place must have stirred in John Gillies’s own mind, when, with clenched hand
and frowning brow he tarned his cold eyes once more to every side, and mut-
tered,

“I'll have it yet!?

A sudden chill seemed to fall at the words from roof and walls, and in at the
broad sea-window, An involuntary shiver ran through the flesh and blood
which it assailed ; but the man’s will neither shook or faltered.

Striding to the fire-place, he threw another fragment of the old wreck upon
the embers, and then standing upon the hearth, his back to the room, applied
himself to seriouslty consider the heraldic achievement before him, an object to
which he had hitherto paid but small attention. The shield was a. proud one.
Upon an azure field it bore a kaight in golden armor, his lance couched for the
the onset, his Ieft hand guiding his sable war-horse. The crest was an argent
passion-cross, upborne by angels’ wings. The molto enwrought in golden let-
ters upon a fanciful seroll was— ‘ :

Dizu, le voy, et Iz foy du Vaughn,
The whole was surrounded Dby the quaint and many-colored arabesques known
to the heralds as the lambrequin, ‘ ‘

This device John Gillies cxamined in detail, with the same grave attention
which he bestowed upon everything ; but even here found cause of discontent,

“ The knight has his face covered, and the motto is in a foreign language,”’
said he, and taking a book from the mantel-sheif ke resolutely began at the title-
page and read until the gathering dusk warned him that night was approaching.

Then, suffering the book to fall to the floor at his feet, and, leaning back in
the old chair, he allowed his mind for the first time to turn upon the sirange
circumstances surrounding him.

The sound of footsteps and a feeble knock at the door aroused him, and
opening he found old Lazarus upon the threshold, with a broad-shouldered,
awkward feilow behind him.

“ There, I told you there was no one here but Mr. Reginald,” said Lazarus,
peevishly;

That ain’t Mr. Reginald, you old simpleton-—~it’s Mr. Gillies, the very man
I was asking for,” retorted the stranger in a loud whisper; and then, stepping
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forward, he said, with the mixture of awkwardness and conscious independence
peculiar to the American rustic and (o no other class of men beneatl: the sun:

“ My name’s Brume, I live down to Carrick, and see you last night when
you came in the stage. Jim Powers, that stops to Frederic Vaughn's, was down
to the tavern awhile ago, and said you wanted your things fetched up, and would
like a man to stop awhile, and sort of help along a litile. So 1 theught, as I’d
nothing particular to do just now, and it’s sort of tedious sitiing round all day,
I'd fetch up the things, and, if we suited each other, I might stop.”

“ As a servant P 7 enquired Gillies, calmly,

“ 0 waal, cap'n, we don't need to call no names about it. I know how to
take hold of most anything ; been to sea for cock and steward, and are what
they cgll a jack-of-all-trades. I'll do pretty nigh as you'd like to have me; but
1 can’t begin, going on forty, to call any man master, or myself servant.”

“So long as you perform service you are a servant,” said Mr. Gillies, posi-
tively ; “but the name under which you perform it makes no difference to me;
if it does to you, choose what suits you best. I will make enquiries about you
in Carrick, and if the answers are satisfactory I will engage you, at such wages
as we may decide upon. Do you wish to stay on these conditions #7

“Well, yes, cap’n; I expect I might as well,” said Reuben, rather doubt-
fully:

] shiil require very little of any one,” added Mr. Gillies, “and shall choose
to sce as little as possible of any one, This old man is to stay, and be treated
with consideration.” :

#0ld Lahs'rus ! Oh, sartin. He's one of the old stand-bys, and I shouldn’t
never think of sctting up agin him,” said Mr. Brume, with an approving slap
upon the shoulder of the old man, who, with one withered finger at his lips, was
staring uneasily t;rom one speaker to the other, and again past them both into
the library, whence he seemed to expect the momentary appearance of one who
should, assuming his rightful place in the house, drive out these vexatious in-
truders and reéstablish the old order of things.

“ At present,” said Mr. Gillies, coldly, “1 should like some dinner. You
may see, if you please, if anything is to be found in the honse.”

“There, now,” said Reuben, with a sudden illumination of countenance, 1
guessed right for once, I'll bet a cent, Jim told me how matters wos up here,
and that he didn’t b’lieve Lahs'rus would make out anything of a dinner for you,
So I told Burroughs he might put up a basket of vittles, and I'd fetch "em along,
Even if you'd got something, I thought they might work in handy; for I'm
rretty hearty to cat, myself, and if you wasn’t a mind to take ’em, why I told him
’d pay for ’em out of my own pocket. I recken 'twouldn’t break me, though I
don’t pretend to be a Creshus.” -

“You did very well, although ordinarily I do not wish any one to make pur-
chases for me without orders,” said Mr. Gillies. “1 will eat here. Dring in
what you have prepared, and then sce about my bed and your own,”

# All right, cap'n. T reckn we'll keep her before the wind, though we be
rather light-handed,” said Reuben, cheerily ; and, taking possession of old Laz-
arus, he withdrew, closing the door behind him, while his new master, returning
to the fire-place, stirred the brands until a river of sparks flowed up the broad
chimney, and great billows of light surged into every corner of the dark room,
and flashed from the oriel-window out upon the waters, so that the bewildered
mariners thought to have discovered a new Pharos upon the dangerous coast.
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CHAPTER X.
THE GOLDEN SERPENT,

IT was the day after the double funeral had taken its sad path from the gates
of Bonnigmeer, and Vaughn sat alone in his study, helpless under the sense of
lonely desolation which no words can paint tq him who has never known it,
which no time can cfface from the memory of him who has. :

One of the commonest impulses of this condition of restless misery is toward
flight—a flight terminating often like his of the song, who, flecing from his
househo.d demon, heard it call to the wayfarers from the loaded wain, ““ Aye,
we're all a-flitting [ and so turned b:ﬁ:‘k to wrestle with it beneath his own roof-
tree, rather than in the open world. .

This impulse toward flight now possessed the widowed Vaughn, and, yielding
to it upon the moment, he rang a bell, and swnmoned Mrs. Rhee to his presence.

She came, and stood within the door, pale, haggard, wasted, her eyes faded
with incessant tears, her mouth tremulous with ill-suppressed emotion.

Vaughn glanced-at her, carelessly at first, then with a steady scrutiny, The
housekeeper returned the look, and the Sccret—TUE SECRET that lay between
them, spoke from eye to eye, imploring, refusing, appealing, denying, until the
woman hid her face within her wasted hands, and Vaughn, springing from his

- seal, trod as impatiently up and down the room as though he could thus trample
out of sight a past that would not be left behind.

Presently, commanding himself, he said, with measured calmness,

%Sit down, Anita. I wish to speak with you on matters of business alone.”

The housekeeper mutely obeyed. .

“I am going abroad, it may be for some - years,” pursued Vaughn, no longer
looking at her, but hastening to place his resolution in words binding upon them
both.

“] shall leave business matters in the hands of my lawyers, one of whom
~will be appointed my agent here, but to you I wish to entrust the affairs of the
house and the care of the child—of Gabrielle’s child. You should be a second
mother to her, Anita.” .

He paused, and looked at her with strange significance and yet a strange re-
luctance. “

She locked as steadily at him, and said,

“You may trust me. I will be a mother to the child of Gabrielle, and—jyou.
I, who have no child, can pity this motherless baby, can love her in place of my
own.”

The unutterable pathos of her voice reached his inmost heart and roused not
sympathy alone, but such a storm of conflicting emotions as swept his very soul
before it and bowed him to the earth. He turned from her, hiding his face, and
through the heavy silence of the room was heard a dull threbbing sound as of
some hidden clepsydra. That sound was the beating of Anita’s heart, as stand-
ing with her hands clasped above it, her figure inclined forward, her lips parted,
her eyes glowing, her color faded to an ashy pallor, she watched the man before
her—watched till the crisis should be past and the tenor of ler future life de-
clared, ‘ "

Suddenly Vaughn turned and looked at Lier. She read his face eagerly as
one might read the page of futurity held open in a wizard’s hand. She read
there pity, sympathy, and an inexorable resolution—a resolution based upon the
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very foundations of the man’s nature, and no mgore to be overthrown. She read,
and with a bitter, bitter moan she turned away, the thin hands clasping yet more
fiercely the throbling heart whose every.bound seemed like to be its last. Could
she have doubted his face, the first tones of his voice would have proved to her
that she had not deceived herself. -

“If the future looks cold and barren to you, Anita, remember that it is to be
conquered by your own effort.  So far as physical well-being is concerned, I can
assure it to you—the rest you must do for yourself. We all have our own fight
to make in one way or another,” °

He waited, but she would neither speak nor look, and he went on, resolutely,

“I may be gone a long time. You will hear from me through my business
agent, and T shall wish you to write, through the same medium,; of matters con-
nected with the child or the house that you may wish to communicate,’

He hesitated 2 moment; and approached a little nearer to where she stood
with drooping head and downcast eyes, one hand rosting lightly upon a chair
the other hanging nervelessly beside het. ’

“There is one thing that you must promise me, Anita. The child must
never kgow, must never suspect even so remotely.  Can you do it 77

“1 promised the same thing two ycars ago, when you married Gabrielle,”
replied the housekeeper, half scornfully. % Have I ever broken that promise ?

“Neveryas [ fitmly believe. But now you will be alone, and you will lgve
this little child so much that it will be hard.”

“Ts it the ouly thing in my life that is hard ?” asked she, sharply,

“No, I have told you that we have all our own fight to make. If yours is
a hard one through act of mine, may God and you forgive me, Do not fear that
I shall not suffer the full penalty of my own misdoings. Do not doubt that my
own conscience has said and will sayall and more than you, or Gabrielle, or even
this new-born child has a right to say. If you suffer, Anita, you do not suffer
alone.  And now I will have no more of this. From this momert we speak to-
gether in only our obvious relations. You quite understand my wishes in regard
to the child.”

“Quite, sir.  Am I to address her entirely as Miss Vaughn, or will you give
her 2 Christian name ??

Putting aside the sarcasm without notice, Vaughn replied,

“Certainly she must be named, and she shall have a name expressing her
birthright, Call her Franc ; it means free.”

“Not Gabrielle ?** asked the housekeeper, impetuously.

“Noj; Franc, or perhaps Francia is better, Let her be called Francia.”

“Yes, sir,” said the housekecper, her voice as coldly submissive as his was
coldly determined,

“Chloe, of course, will be her nurse, and you will guarantee Chloe’s silence,
as heretofore, I presume.” r”

“Yes, sir,” :

“I believe that is all, then, I shall see you again gpon some household mat-
ters not yet decided.” - '

“What is to be done with the other little girl, sir?  The child of the woman
found dead on the Leach,” ’ :

“Ah, T had forgotten. Is she an intelligent and well-formed child, heaI;chy
and brigh¢ ?» T

“Yes, sir, T should judge so.
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« 71,0t her be educated with Francia, then, and precisely in the same manner.
Regard her as my adopted daughler, and make no difference between them in
any way. 1 will never commit the cruelty of rearing a child beneath my roof to
a condition of dependence and sycpphancy. The finest nature must become de-
based or crushed by such a life. Educate her in every respect as if she were
Francia’s sister, and let her story be kept a secret from her as long as possible.
Loolk: to this, if you please.”

“Yes, sir.”

% She must be named, also.”

“Ghe is named already, sir, At least the word Neria is pricked into her
shoulder with Indian ink, and I take it to be her name,” said Mrs. Rhee, some-
what contemptuously.

“Neria? The mermaids must have named her before they left her on the
shore. Well, it is a pretty name. Let it belong to her, Was there nething
about the mother to tell who she was or where she came from ? 7 .

“ Nothing, sir. She looked like a lady, although her elathes were poor and
worn, She had a wedding ring, and wore a curious bracelet, but neither of them
were marked, nor were any of her clothes. James has inquired at Carrick, but
no one saw her pass through, except an old man, whe remembers that some one
asked if Mr. Vaughn lived near hére, and he directed her to this house; but jt

“stormed so that he did not notice much how she looked, or ask any questions as
to where she came from, or anything.”

“ Probalily she -wanted help, and had heen referred to me,” sald Vaughn,
quietly scttling in his own mind a question that should not have been so readily
answered. “Where is the bracelet of whith you speak?” i

“Here, sir. 1 brought it to give into your own charge, as it appears very

_ waluable.” )

She laid it in his hand as she spoke. A golden serpent, his scales delicately
wrought in the old Venetian style, and so subtly jointed as to writhe at every
mation with all the graceful convolutions of his kind, The flattened head was
set with an emerald crest and diamend eyes, while between the distended jaws
flickered a flame-like tongue carved from a single ruby.

Vauwghn, who had a Juxurious fancy for rare gems, looked with delight at the
exquisite toy coiled uporf his hand, vibrating with every throb of its pulses, and
fashing back the sunlight from its diamond eyes with a cold glitter haif diabolical
in its life-likeness. . .

“Jt must be an heir-loom of some eld family,” said he. *Our paltry gold-
smiths do not conceive such exquisite fancies, And the workmanship is the
Venetian style of the last century—genuine, too; it is no modern imitation. 13
there no mark upon it of any kind ?¥ '

% No, I believe not,” replied the housekeeper, wearily, while through her mind
glanced the question, .

«Can he really care more for this toy than for the anguish devBuring my
heart ! ” -

“ Vet but there is. See here” And unheeding the swimming eyes that
sought his own, Vaughn showed where, upon the serpent’s throat, one scale was
‘marked in tiny characters with the initials “F. V., 1650.” Upon the scale above
was traced the outline of a crest, but so faintly that Vaughn failed to make it out
by the minutest scrutiny,

“iF, V) Why, those are my little Francia’s initials,” said he, musingly.
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% Who knows but this precious bracelet is actually a family jewel of our own,
You say the woman was inquiring for me. I must see the old man you speak
of before 1 leave.”

“ e knows no more than I told you, sir. I have seen him mysclf, I did
not suppose you would be able to speak with him so soon »

She glanced at him half reproachfully as she spoke, and a shadow crossed
his face. '

“Yes, I know,” said he, hurriedly, * I do not {forget my loss in caring for the
living. This child is now my charge, and I shall atlend to her interests as care-
fully as to those of my own daughter. The bracelet I shall put away until Neria
iz old enough to wear it; and before leaving home I shall make 2ll possible in-
quiries concerning her mother’s story. And now, Anita, good-by. I shall not
see you alone again until limee has done so much for both of us that we need not
fear to meet.” ,

He took her hand, looked down into the dark eyes raised to his with such an
ocean of anguish in their depths, and then, half drawn by them, half impelled
by his own tender nature, he stooped and kissed her,

A vivid scarlet stained her cheeks, a wild joy lighted her eyes; and as she
slowly withdrew her hand and left the room, every line of her supple figure,
every motion of her graceful head, so expressed the new life burning in her
veins that Vaughn, watching her, muttered, as she closed the door,

“Jt was folly, it was inconsistent. DBut it is the last. Never again, Anita,
npever again.”

And TFate, listening, smiled a scornful smile, whispering,

“Yet once more Frederic Vaughn, yet once morepqand in your own despite.”

CHAPTER XI.

TIGER TAMING,.
IN pursuance of the intention expressed to his new retainer, Mr, Gillies took
an early opportunity of ascertaining Reuben’s reputation in his native village.

%0, there ain’t no harm in the fellow,” said Mr. Burroughs, to whom his first
inquiry was addressed. “1 guess the worst that’s to say of him is that he’s sort
o' slack, and had rather luff and bear away than to keep her right up in the
wind’s eye. But he’s handy, Reub is, and can do first rate if he’s a mind to. 1
shouldn't wonder if e answered your purpose, Cap’n, as well as a better man.
Lot what does Nance say about it 77

“I do not know to whom you refer,” said Mr. Gillies, in his driest manner,

“Why, Reulys wife, Nancy Brume. H she hain't gi'n her consent, it won't
do no good to ship him. She'll be after him, and get him, too.”

Mr. Gillies looked puzzled and disgusted, but made no reply.

“Tell you what, Cap™n,” pursued the good-natured publican, “ why don’t you
jest step over there, and speak to Nance about it yourself. It seems a pity you
shouldn’t have Reub, and I tell you now, Nance is skipper of that concern, and
is the one you've got to reckon with first or last. If you don't go and sce her,
she'll be up to see you before many days are over.”

“Heaven forbid ! " ejaculated Gillies; and after 2 moment of consideration,
briefly added, )

“Very well, T will go. Where does she live ?”
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Stepping out upon the porch, Burroughs peinted fo the little cottage from
whose door the fish-horn had been so vigorously blown wpon the evening when
Mr, Gillies was first introducel to the village of Carrick.

“That’s the house,and I guess you'll find her to home. Don't be scared if
she’s kind of rough at first, Cap’n.  Her bark’s worse’n her bite.”

To this friendly advice, Mr. Gillies deigned no answer whatever, but stepping
off the porch, walked briskly in the direction indicated,

The door of the cottage stoad opén, and the visitor paused a moment before
it, in some doubt how bést to make his presence known, when a sudden uproar
arose within, and a boy, dressed in & fisherman’s coarse clothes and heavy boots,
flec out of the door and down the street, pursued by a tall wiry woman holding
a large fish by the gills, which novel instrument of punishment she heartily
applied about the boy’s head and shoulders whenever she could reach him,
shouting at the same time, ’

“I'll teach ye to fetch me a hahdock agin, ye young sculpin! Didn't I tell

c I wanted a cod, and what d’ye s'pose I care how many they took up to Fred
Vaughn’s, Think I'Hl be put'off with a hahdock while other folks cats cod?
Take that, and that, and that!”

And as little else than the head of the offending haddock now remained in
the fair epicure’s hand, she seized the lad by his shock of wiry hair, and bending
his head back upon her arm, scrubbed his face with the remnant of fish, uatil the
luckless fellow, screaming with mingled rage and terror, broke away and rushed
down the street.

Mrs. Brume looked after him a moment, and then slowly turned toward home,
wiping her hands upon her apron, and muttering to herscl{ invectives, mingled
with self-gratulation.

Mr, Gillies stood upon the door-step with a face of unmoved gravity.

“Does Mrs. Brume live here ? 7 inquired he, as the virago approached.

“Yes, I'm Miss Brume,” replied she, in an ancompromising manner.

“T should like to speak to you, thcn, for 2 few moments.

“Well, you can come in” And Mrs, Brume led the way into a vigorously
tidy kitchen, and after setting a wooden chair for her guest, retired to a back
room to remove the traces of her late encounter. While she was gone, Mr.
Gillies cast an observant glance about the room, Everything was .as clean, as
orderly, and as uninviting, as hands could make it. The white floor was scoured
and sanded, the stove blackened and polished, the windows as nearly transparent,
as the ereen and wavy glass could be made. Even the cat blinking in the sunny
corner had a wan and subdued expression, as if her natural depravity, and with
it her vitality had been nearly cleansed away.

Mrs. Brume returned, her face and hands red with ablution and excitement,
her hair, also red, smoothed, and a clean white apron tied tightly about her
waist. Seating herself in 2 chair opposite her guest, she opened the conversi-
tion by saying,

“Like eneutrh you thought strzmvc to see me so mad with that young one,
but he hadn’t no business to bring me a hahdock when I spoke for a cod, and I
ain’t one of them kind as puts up with everything and never says a word, I'm
apt to spesk my mind, specially if I’'m 2 little riled, and I'd as lief one man
would hear me as another.”

To this ingenuous confession Mr, Gillies responded by a slight bow, and then
said,
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- 41 called to let you know, Mrs, Brume, that your husband thinks of remain-
ing with me for the present.” My name is Gillies, and I live at Cragness, the
estate of the late Mr, Reginald Vaughn,”

Mrs. Brume's color rose, and she twitched at the stungs of her apron, but as
she raised her eyes they met the cold grave look steadily bent upon her, and
with a very unusual effor{ {o suppress her rising wrath, she asked,

“How long does he think of stopping 27

“As long as I wish to employ him,” returned Gillies, coolly

“0—h!? replied Mistress Brume, slowly, while an ominous paIlor settled
about her lips; and her hands flew to her hips.

“And if I might ask without offence, Mr. Gillies, I'd just like to know how
long you calc’late to keep a honest woman's husband away from her ?”

S0 long as he wishes to remain,” replied Gillies, in the same imperturbable
manner, and beneath that manner and that steady gaze Nancy Brume found her
usually unfailing powers of inveciive mysteriously checked: and subdued. She
bravely tried to rally her forces.

“0 well,” said she, Lridling, «I den’t suppose its of no consequence to
either one of you what 1 think abontit. A poor weak woman hain’t got no
chance when the man as had ought to look out for her can get them as calls
themselves gentlemen to back him up and help him along in trampling onto
her feclings—"

But these same feelings of chy Brume’s, denied full expression in their
usual manner, found sudden vent in another form, and she burst into tears, sob-
bing front hehind the white apron.

“1 don’t know, I'm sure, what I ever did to you, sir, that you should come
and take away my husband this way, and then set there as cold as I don’t
know what, and—make {rom fun of me, and all.”

“Make fun of you, ma’am!” exclaimed Mr. Gillies, indignantly, and indeed
the phrase by which Dame Brume had sought to express the unsympathizing
and unassailable manner of her guest was ludicrovsly inappropriate, although
sufliciently significant of a jealousy almost universal in her class toward its
social superiors. Nancy, unable to defend her position, with feminine quickuess
changed her base of operations.

“Pm sure I've been as good a wife to that man as there is in Carrick. His
house has been kept tidy and his vitiles has been cooked reglar, and if his
clo’s hain’t always heen whole and neat, it wasn’t my fault, but his’n, which he
wouldn’t leave ‘em off—"

“Mrs. Brume ! will you stop and listen to me 1 inter ruptcd Mr. Gnllles S0
decidedly, that the white apron suddenly dropped into Nancy's lap, disclosing a
scarlet but attentive face.

Mr. Gillies glarced at it and thenaway. Poor Nancy's heauty was not of the
exceptional style to which tears are an added charm,

“What I wish to say is simply this,” continued the guest, rising to depart.
“T have taken your husband into my service for an indefinite period, and think-
ing it proper you should be informed of the fact, I called here to mention it.
With your matrimonial virtues or faults T have, of course, no concern, and
merely came here to-day lest you should think it necessa:y to seek your Lus-
band at Cragness.”

“1 don’t know but I've been kind o' ha'sh, sometimes,” pursucd the wife,
more attentive to her own course of thought than to the cold words of her guest,
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‘“hut I've set more by Reub than he knowed, I guess, and though I did put him
out and lock the door tother day I never thought he was going off for good. 1
wish’t you'd let him come home and have a talk 'long o’ me, Mr. Gillies, *fore
you fix it all off,”

“1 have no reason to suppose he wishes for such permission,” said Gillies,
with grim humor.

“You don’t think he’s give me up altegether,” cried Nancy, in sudden tertor,
and again the white apron weat over her head, and she recked to and fro in a
paroxysm of grief. The guest silently waiked toward the door.

“Stop just a minit, please, sir,” sobbed the deserted wife, and as Gillies re-

luctantly paused, she wiped her eyes, and looking up in his face with a piteous

smile upon her hard mouth, said,

“1 wish’t yowd take me, too, sir.”

Gillies recoiled. ’

“Take you, too ! exclaimed he, in solemn horror.

“Yes, I'd do all the work of your house, and keep it real nice and tidy, too.
Reub cari’t do that, nor—though he can cook pretty well, he can’t come up to
me, and I'm a first-rate washer and ironer, too, and I'll do just as you'd like to
have me., Do take me ’long ¢’ Reub, Mr, Gillies, for it don’t seem as if I
couid make up my mind to part with him. Pl come real cheap, too, it won’t
hardly cost more for both than one, and I'm awful saving about a house.”

There was a pathos in the rude tones and sharp face of the wife thus plead-
ing for leave to work at her husband’s side, to which no man could have been
quite Insensible, and the shrewd arguments by which she supported her proposi-
tion produced their full effect upon the mind of her listener.

He considered for a moment, and then said,

“But your husband came to me with the intention of separating from you.
I cannot refuse-him my protection.” .

“0, I'll settle with Reub,” said his spouse, with feminine confidence in her
own conciliatory powers. “He scts by me, same as I do by him, more’n either
of us let on. He kind o' calc’lates on me, too, to push him along and held him
up straight, Reub’ll agree fast enough.”

Gillies considered again. ‘

“Your plan has its advantages, Mrs. Brume,” said he, at length, “and if 1
find Reuben is satisfied with if, you may come to Cragness on trial, and under
one condition, but that a stringent one,”

“ And what's that, sir? 7 asked Nancy, beamingly.

* That you shall never raise your voice above its present toncs while upon
my premises, and that you never scold your husband in any tones. When you
find the vivacity of your temper beyond your control, 1 will always give you
permission to come to Carrick, and expend it either upon the fisher boy or in

any other manner you see fit, but while under my roof, I shall expect it to be’

held in perfect control, I am a guiet man, and strongly object to disturbance of
any kind, especially discordant noises,”

“T'll do my best, sir,” said Nancy, meckly.

“That will not be sufficient, unless your best comes up to my requirements,”
returned Gillies, coldlys “And I wish you to'come with the understanding that
unless my conditions are fulfilied, I shall expect you to retire from my house,
leaving your husband there so long as he wishes to stay.”

“ I ain't used to being beat by anything, and if I once tackle my own temper,
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I reckon I can get the upper hand of it same as I would of anything else,” said
Nancy, with the calm confidence of a habitual conqueror.

«Then I will speak to Reuben, and, if he wishes for your socicty, he may
come down to-night and tell you se.  Good-morning, Mrs, Brume,”

“ Good-day, sir.”

As Mr. Gillies walked away, he smiled, in his own dry fashion, and said, in
his own mind,

“Surely, no man in his senses will voluntarily place himself in that woman’s
power, after having once escaped from it.”

But, probably, Reuben Brume’s ideas of sanity differed from those of his
master ; for the very next day saw Nancy installed in the kitchen of Cragness,
and commencing an indignant but neiseless raid upon its many crypts and by-
places, while Lazarus; seated beside the fire, watched her vigorous movements
with dire astonishment ; and Reuben obeyed her numerous mandates with cheer-
ful alacrity. ‘

“ Looks kind o' good, arter all, to see you round, Nance, specially when
you're so good-natered,” said he, in the course of these operations; and Nancy,
womanlike, retorted :

“Yes; and I was a big fool not to let well enough alone, and Jeave you to
muddle along here, best way you could.”

But Mrs. Brume, besides being a woman of quick temper, was a woman of
powerfil will, and the resolution she had taken in coming to Cragness she kept
as perfectly as the faulty nature of humanity would permit; and the occasions
when her husband was forced to enquire if he should “speak 1o Mr. Gillies”
became so rare that Rouben privately blessed the day of his emancipation, and
logked upon his master with the admiring awe due to a moral Van Amburgh.




CHAPTER XII.
“THE MAIDEN TO THE HARPER'S KNER"

HE sun of a summer’s day had just sunk beneath the horizon, leaving the
western sky a-flood with a golden glow unflecked by clouds, while sea
and earth lay hushed beneath the grand calm that ever falls with such a sunset.
Clouds, gorgeous though they may be, cannot but detract from this calm—cannot
but disturb the unity, the conviction of eternity, that fills the heaven and crowns
the earth in its presence. The cloady sunset is a grand spectacle of nature-—
the golden glow that seems to draw us into itself and on to Eternity, is Space
illumined by Divinity, Against this sunset the trees crowning the summits of
the western hills lined themselves almost leaf by leaf, while Mount Lion, stand-
ing sharply cut in the foreground, loomed black and forbidding as the impious
height reared by Titans who would fain clamber to that glory’s source. IHigher,
the gold melted through a belt of tender green into the clear blae of the zenith,
while all the East was veiled in an amethystine mist, as rare as it was lovely in
its tint,

Out of the,slumberous sea rose a moor rounded 1o its perfect circle, and

with her splendor fell upon earth and sea a benediction :
Peace, O Earth ! be still, O Sea ! for He that made us, reigneth.

The tide was out, and upon the grey-ribbed sands lay many a wonder of the
decp.  Shells, pebbles, mosses, of every delicate dye and graceful form, quiver-
ing jelly fish and awlkward insects, lobsters, crals, horse-shoes, and one malevo-
lent squid or cuttle fish, who seized upon everyfhing within his grasp, tearving
and crushing it to atoms. ’

Among these marine euriosities strolled a party of four young people; three
of them girls varying in age from twelve to seventeen, the fourth a lad of six-
teen, who divided his attention pretty equally between his companions and a
fine spaniel answering to the name of Otter, who seemed to ask no better amuse-
ment than to obey his master’s many and somewhat imperious muandates, frisk-
ing now into the water, now up the rocky shingle at the head of the beach, now
forward and now backward, as he was ordered,

“Hark! There is music, an organ, I should think; where can it he??
asked Claudia, a glowing brunette beauty, and the eldest of the three girls.

“Why, it is Cragness! Who would suppose we had come so far¥” said
Francia, looking about her. % Just round that rock you will see the library win-
dow, Claudia, built out over the water, That is all you can see of the house
from the beach.”
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“Let us go on, then, and listen to the music. Does that old scarecrow of a
Gillies play like that?” asked her cousin, in contemptuous surprise, as she led
the way onward and paused at last directly beneath the deep bay window of the
library of Cragness.

The others followed, Francia skipping along beside Claudia, narrating in a
tone of lively gossip such particulars as were current in regard to Mr, Gillies's
morle of life, and adding comment and suggestion from her own merry wit.

Behind them walked Neria, a tall, slight girl, of a face and figure promising,
through the immaturity of their thirteen years, a development of rare loveliness,
With bent head, and eyes fixed upon the ocean and the rising moon, she seemed

. to care as [ittle for the lively chat of the girls in front as the rude play of the

boy and dog belind her.

Claudia, who Lad the sensuous love of music befitting her temperament,
paused beneath the window, and, imposing silence upon her companion, seated
herself upon the rocks to listen, Francia wandered down upon' the. sands, col-
lecting brilliant pebbles, in the}]ext moment to be thrown away, and about mid-
way between them stood Neria) her hands locked together, her head droaping,
her dreamy eyes fixed iipon the water, and a faint smile stirring her sensitive
mouth.

Lencath the hands of its master, the great organ poured out its soul in mu-
sic, exalting like the archangel who soars undazzled to the foot of the throne,
piling chord upon chord in massive harmony uniil great billows of sound swept
out upon the breathless aic and surged up to the open gates of heaven, The
solemn ecstasy reached its height, and fell, through fine gradations, to a single
silvery melody, pure and sweet as the song the shepherds sung upon the heights
of Bethlelem ; then wandered on through dreamy variations until of a sudden,
perhaps because the level rays of the rising meon now shot into the great bay
window, the wandering notes changed to a well-known strain, and a fine tenor
voice rolled out the notes of * Casta Diva;” while, combining with the severe
purity of the melody, the managed instrument rendered such complicated orches-
tral effects that one could hardly believe one pair of human hands the only
media between human ears and the world of harmonious melody suddenly
opened to them. .

The aria ended, the organist fell again into his dreamy fantasiz, and now the
great organ wailed and sobbed as if the banished peri breathed forth her long-
ing and her sorrow through it ; and tears, not to be withheld or cxplained, sprang
te the eyes of the listener. A quick transition, a handful of minor chords, deep
discords resolving into strong, hard tones, and a storm of passion, a@ infernal
rebellion, a contest of demons, was hurled out to the summer night, and swelled
wilder and'louder, faster and fiercer, until Claudia rose to her feet, her cheeks
flushed, her eyes wide and bright with emotion, her lips arched and quivering,

Neria had sunk upon her knees, her face buried in ler hands, and her slea-
der form shaken with irrepressible sabs.

#1 must see this man—now, at once,” said Clandia, imperiously. “ Neria,
come with me,” '

But Neria did not move or speak, and Claudia, the impetuous, hastily climbed
the tortuous path leading to the brow of the cliff, and a moment after knocked
at the same door that, twelve years before, had been opened by Lazarus Graves
to admit the new master of Cragness to his lonely home. It was now opened
by a gaunt, middle-aged woman, who eyed the visitor with surprise and distrust.

“1 wish to speak to Mr. Gillies,” said the young lady, briefly. ; ‘
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“Do? Well, Il tell him, but I don’t know as he’ll come,” replied Nancy
Brume, curtly.

“No; I will go to him; he is playing on the organ, and T wish to hear him.”

“Hear him! You don’t expect he’s going to play with you a setting by, do
ye¢? Why, if be could help it, he wouldn’t let the rats and mice in the old walls
hear him. I dursn’t do i¢,” said Nancy, with a tone of awe in her vaice, en-
grafted there by her twelve years’ residence under Mr. Gillies’s roof,

“ Nonsense ; show me the way directly,” retorted Claudia, imperiously. “1 |

will explain everything myself.”

Without further remonstrance, Nancy turned and led the way up the long
passage, muttering,

“Have your own way and live the longer ;. but tain’t the way gals acted when
I was young.”

Arrived at the door of the gallery dividing ihe library from the house, she
paused and, with the curt direction, * Straight ahead,” waited until Claudia had
entered, and then, closing the door upon her, went back to her own domain.

The young girl hesitated a moment, and then, with heightened color, passed
on, and, softly turning the latch of the library door, ¢htered and stood within
the gloomy chamber.

The musician turned at the sound of the opening door and sat looking in
mute wonder at the brilliant apparition s¢ suddenly vouchsafed him. And in-

deed Claudia had never looked so beautiful as now, when a touch of maiden

shame softened the lustre of her eyes, trembled on her proud lips, and bowed
her regal head. So, as she stood, her white draperies and glowing beauty
thrown forward from the dusky shadows crowding up behind her, a tremulous
half-motion vibrating through her slender figure, her whole presence instinct
with youth’s beautiful enthusiasm, she might have been the spirit of music
evoked and embodied by the artist’s longing soul and magic touch.

John Gillies gazed speechless, and his very consternation restored to his
guest the advantage she had for a moment lost.  She laughed a little rippling
laugh, and advanced to the centre of the room.

“Indeed, T could not help it, Mr. Gillies,” began she; “and if you often
make such music here by the sea as has drawn me hither, you must be too well
accustomed to visits from mermaids and nixies, or whatever spirits haunt these
old grey rocks, te wonder that a mere mortal was unable to resist the spell. My
name is Claudia Murray, and I am niece to Mr, Vaughn, of Bonniemeer. I love
music better than I do life, and I never heard such music as has floated from
this window in the last half hour. Now please sit down again and play to me,”

She threw herself as she spoke into a great arm chair beside the fire-place,
and ) ’

——turned her suinptacus head, with eyes
Of shining expectation fixed

on the musician,

In silent ghedience, he seated himsell before the organ; but now the tones
were feeble and confused, expressing as faithfully as before the emotions of the
musician’s soul, and therefore painful and unsatisfying. He ceased suddenly,
and, rising, closed and locked the doors of the instrument.

#1 cannot play to listeners,” said he, half in humility, half in anger, as he
came and stood before his guest.

Claudia looked up and smiled. :

“But you mast learn,” said she, “for I am always coming to listen to you.
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If I may not come here, I will sit outside upon the cold rocks beside the sea;
but listen I must.” ‘

Gillies stood and looked at her with the same terrible wistfulness that we
have all seen in the eyes of some dumb creature struggling for the utterance
which nature has denied him. To borrow the distinction of a subtle psyghoto-
gist, the John Gillies as his Maker knew him experienced emotions whicly Jobhn
Gillies as men knew Lim could not express, and which Jehn Gillies as he knew
himself could only half define, So he looked at Claudia and opened his lips,
but no words came,

Again the woman drew assurance from his discomfitare.

** You won't forbid my coming to hear you sometimes ?** asked she, with a
bewildering smile. ‘

“1f I know you are here, [ can never play,” said Gillies, hesitatingly.

“But you might—0, Mr. Gillies, it enly you would ! and the listless figure
sprang upright aned stood, with clasped hands, looking up into his face.

“If I would—" repeated he, perplexed.

“If only you would try to teach me a little.”

#1 teach you!” and John Gillies turned pale and trembled visilbly,

“Yes. I can play on the piano pretty well, I believe, and I know about mu-
sic—-the mechanism, you know—but O, I never dreamed it had a soul till I heard
you just now.”

The shadows lifted from the musician’s face, as his mind reverted o his own
most usual subject of thought. He forgot the sirange and beautiful vision be-
fore him, in contemplation of a beauty fairer, higher, sweeter than anything of
earth. ‘The passion of his life swept away the admiration of & moment. ‘

“Ttis only when we learn that music has a soul that we can interpret it to
the soul of another,” said he, serenely. .

“ But how learn it ?” asked Claudia, passionately. “I have all my life studied
music, but never felt it until to-night.” -
~ “Probably you have all your life studied an instrument and the technicali-
ties of science. 1f you had studied music as an art, you would have found her
soul long ago,” said the musician. '

“Yes, that is it. T have studied the piano, 1 have never studied music; I
have never found any one to teach me this art. O, sir, will you??” o

Dark eyes swimming in tears, curved lips tremulous with feeling, clasped
hands, and a face pale with genuine cmotion. Powerful agents, thése, to work
upon the will of a man ; but the eyes of the artist feli upon them now as calmly
as upon his own reflection in the mirror.

“T will try,” said he, briefly. “But if I find that you are incapable of re- |

ceiving the ideas I shall try to communicate, 1 shall stop. No man can do more ™

for another than to show him the path. Fach must tread it for himself,”
L1 H .
I un‘derstand,” said Claudia, humbly ; “and, though I nay be stupid and
tnappreciative, at least you shall not find me ungrateful,”
I she hqped to extort words of flattery from thosg_dry lips, the—swily-—5:
qm,‘t‘te was disappointed ; for Mr. Gillies did not even glance at her as he said,
I'will try. Your may come here to-morrow at four o'clock. But do not
expect too much,” .
13 1
I will come, and 1 do expect a great deal,” said Clandia, joyfully, and, with
a graceful gesture of farewell, took her leave. '

END OF I'ART I,

B v




CIPHER:

A NOVEL-—PART SECOND.

CHAPTER 1.

A SUMMER NIGIIT.

E :IGHT more years had etched their almost imperceptible wrinkle upon

earth’s furrowed brow, and the moon of a summer’s night dreamed
‘softly upon sea and shore, upon the grey and grim old walls of Cragness, within
whose shade John Gillies and the Secret still watchfully confronted each othet
upon the still fair waters of Donniemeer, the lakelct that gave its name to the
estate, and upon a pretty pleasure-boat drifting across its placid waters.

The occupants of this boat were Neria and Francia Vaughn, Claudia Liv-
ingstone, a bride in her honecymoon, and her brother Fergus Murray, a young
man whose five-and-twenty years had done for him the work that fifty fail to ac-
complish for many men.

Let him who would read faces aright watch them when cxorctsed to truth
by the magic of such a night; and when we remember that madness is but un-
disguised sincerity, and that a lunatic is lut too fervent alover of that fair moon
who first entices men to sleep beneath her kisses and then stabs them to the
brain while they dream of her, we see at once that to submit to her influence, to
meet her smile, is to voluatarily enter upon the first stage of madness by allow-
ing the deepest emotions of the heart to become patent upon that bulletin-board,
the face. )

Watch we then by moonlight, these, the principal characters of our story,
as each slips idly through his fingers the white and grey thread that Arachne
twists as pitilessly in the moonlight as in the dark, while we smile as we weep,
while we trust in her, as after we have learned to sneer.

Claudia, tall, elegant, and Circean in her beauty, reclined in the stern of the
beat, gazing now at her own reflection in the water, now at the diamonds upon
her whlte fingers,

At her feet sat Neria, her hands clasped upon her lap, her eyes upraised in
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ahsorbing reverie, her pure profile clear cut against the background of dark
woodland, her attitude as graceful as it was unconscious.

In the bows, Francia, smiling to herself, wove with nimble fingers a wreath
of dripping water-lilies, glancing as she wrought at the handsome hcad of her
Cousin Fergus, who, with his back to her, found amusement now in lightly dip-
ping the oar that he held, so as to shatter the image Claundia watched with so
nwuch satisfaction, and now, in gazing at Neria's wonderful loveliaess.

The wreath was done, and Francia lightly placed it upon the head of the un-
conscious carsman, who started slightly, and then catching the hands still busy
about his temples, drew them to his lips, and lightly kissing them, said,

“That is too much honor, litile cousin, and besides the decoration is naot ap-
propriate.  Give it to Neria, who in the moonlight looks like the spirit of the
lake, or,” and releasing the hands, the young man turned toward his cousin and
lowered his voice. I we want a veritable Undine, | know where to find
her,” '

“Undine before she found her soul ? 7 asked Francia, archly,

“Before she was married, yes,” replicd Fergus.

“The idea that 2 woman must necessarily be improved by being narried. 1
don’t believe it—there's Claudia now.”

“I believe we won’t discuss Claudia’s affairs, 1 don’t approve of meddling
with what don’t concern me,” said Fergus, with a shade of severity in his voice,
Francia drew a little baclk, and silently averted her face, while a rich, lazy voice
asked, from the stern of the boat;

“What's that about Claudia 2’

¢ Claudia bas admired herself sufficiently for once,” replied Fergus, resum-
ing his seat and his oars, and must now go to relieve the anxieties of her friends
on shore.”

“Whether she will or no ?” asked Claudia, hdlf rebelliously. Her brother
made no reply, and in a few moments the keel of the little boat grated npon the
white sand of the beach, At the sound, threg gentlemen rose from a bench,
where they had been sitting, and came down t& meet the voyagers.

In the first, a fine-looking man, bearing his forty years as Time's seal of per-
fected manhood, we recognize Frederic Vaughn, the master of Bonniemeer.

The shorter, stouter, more florid man beside him, is John Livingstore, the
oridegroom of Claudia Murray, and the tall, thin, grey-haired, and grey-faced
gentleman behind them is her father, the widowed brother-in-law of Vaughn,

Without waiting for the hand her father stepped forward io offer, Francia
sprang lightly to the shore, and passed hastily up the path leading through the
wood la the house.  Fergus, stepping more deliberately from the boat, drew it
up on the beach, and after carefully handing Neria out, impatiently called :

*Come, Claudia, we are waiting for you !

But Claudia lingered, adjusting her draperies ; and when, at Iast, she stepped
upon the gunwale, placing her hand in that of Fergus, he seized it so hastily that
Claudia stumbled, tangled her feet in her long dress, and was only saved ﬁom
f'{HlUU' by the destruction of the ganzy fabric,

Take care! Did you tear your dress? It is not a fit one for a hoating
Party,” said Fergus, jurriedly passing the boat-chain over the post set for it, :m(l
hastening after Neria, already disappearing in the sonibre woodland path,

“There, Mrs. L, that’s fifty doliars gone, I suppose,” remarked Mr. Liviag-
stone, as Claudia ruefully gathered up lher ruined dress.
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“I wisli you wouldn’s call me Mrs. L.)” retorted the lady, pettishly, “You
know that I detest it.” -

“Don’t get mad, young woman.. Tt wasn’t me tore your dress, and [ guess
it won’t break Livingstone Brothers to furnish the funds for a new one,” said
the husband, good-humoredly, as he tucked his wife’s arm under his own, and led
her up the path.

Mr. Vaughn and his brother-in-law slowly followed.

“ Livingstone makes Claudia a very good husband,” said the latter, compla-
cently,

“He seems very geod-natured,” assented Vaughn, with reserve.

“Yes, and that is a great deal. Then he is perfectly willing to Teave her to
her own pursuits and companions, and has both means and inclination to in-
dulge all the costly wlims which nearly ruined me while I had the honor of sup-
plying her purse.”

Mr. Vaughn slightly smiled, but’said nothing ; and, after a little pause, his
companion added, positively: .

“ A very good husband, and a very good match.”

“I am glad you are so well pleased,” said Vaughn, finding an answer impera-
tive.

“Humph! Your aristocratic prejudices won’t allow you to be reasonable,
Vaughn, You don’t like my son-in-law because he's in trade, and because his
fqther bad no idea of a grandfather or a coat-of-arms, But, as for the last, I
assure you, Livingstone hkas imported the very finest one in the Heralds’ dol]e«e,
and Claudia has got it engraved on everything in the house.”

“Your satire is more honest than your praise, Murray. You are more of a
conservative at heart than 1,77 said Mr, Vaughn,

Murray slightly smiled.

¢ My practice is for myself—my theories for others,” said he. “I have a
theory that Mr, John Livingstone is an admirable husband; but in practice I
see him as little as possible.”

“But Clandia is your daughter, and may be supposed to have the same tastes
and prejudices as her father,” pursued Vaughn.,

Mr. Murray’s sarcastic smile deepened.

% Claudia,” said he, slowly, %is a young woman of uncomman good sense.
She considered this matter well, and decided for herself, and, as 1 think, wisely,
There was a young man, good-looking, well-mannered, romantic, and all that,
whom she preferred, no doubt; but he was just out of the medical schosl, and
was beginning on the thankless course of gratuitous practice incumbent at
this day upon a young physician. In ten years he may be able to marry and
live in a small way; but he never will be able to provide the sum Claudia ex-
pends each year for pin-money. Mr. Livingstone and he offered themselves on
the same day., The girl dutifully came to me and asked advice.”

“ And you connselled her to accept the richer ?” asked Vaughn,

“1 said to her, ¢ My dear, look past the next five years into the forty or fifty
which I hope await you beyond, and consider whether you wiil roll over them in
a barouche, or plod through on foot, dragging a baby-cart after you.! She loaked
me in the eye a minute, turned as pale as a ghost, and quietly laid Dr. Lutrell’s
letter on the fire, That was all.”

Vaughn's fip curled, but he made no reply; and the two men walked on

CIPHER. 47

through the rustling wood, where the moonlight quivered down, to make a
diamond of every swinging dewdrop, and to light the rendezvous of amorous fays.
Vaughn stopped and looked about him, Twenty years before, he would have
said : :

“ Can worldliness assert itself in such a scene as this?” DBut at forty one
has learned, if ever, that © speech is silvern and silence is golden.”

Mr. Murray cast a vacant eye upon the moony sky, the dreaming earth, the
swinging blossoms, and whispering trees, and then said :

“You like this soit of thing, Vaughn ?#

“Yes.” ¢

“Why don't you take a wife and settle down, then? You havn’t spent a
month here since Gabrielle died ; have you? "

“Only the summer we ail spent here five year ago,” said Mr. Vaughn,
quietly,

“Q, yes ; the Iast summer of Mrs, Murray’s life—poor Catheriné.”

Apain, silently, Mr. Vaughn considered whether the ruthful epithet was best
applied to Mrs, Murray dead or Mrs. Murrzy living ; and the unconscious wid-
ower resumed :

“But why donw’t you marry again, Vaughn,”

“1 have ne inclination at present,” returned his companion, coldly.

“ Perhaps not ; but you will do it yet, and, unless you look out for yourself,
you will be drawn into 2 very foolish thing. It is not my affuir, and I know so
well the reward of friendly interference th'lt I would not Inve rlskcd speaking
excet from the very highest regard for vour welfare.”

“T am extremely grateful, my dear fellow,” replied Vaughn, in good-humored
astonishment, *but 1 haven’t an idea what you're driving at.”

“0Of course, you'll Iaugh, and, possibly, will be offended ; but, once for all, I
tell you that little ward of yours, Neria, is falling in love with you,” said Mr.
Murray, in a matter-of-fact voice. Vaughn stopped and stared at him.

“ Neria in love with me!” exclaimed he,

“Falling in love, I said,” returned Murray. “It is only a few weeks that
you iave been at home, you know ; and since she saw you last she has grown
from a girl to a woman, and is, womanlike, all ready to fall prostrate at the feet
of the first idol that chance sets before her.  She is fascinated by your appear-
ance and manners, and the sazwvoir faire resulting from your wide travels appears
to her the wisdom of a God. She is devoting herself now to the building of an
altar for this god ; and, presently, when the incense begins to rise, you may find
it more intoxicating than you imagine.”

Vaughn walked thoughtfully en for some moments, and then said,

“The caution is kindly meant, Murray, and, I assurc you, kindly taken ; but
I don’t think you quite know me, and neither of us knows more of Neria than
her exquisite beauty. Perhaps, then, we had better not try to look into the
sacred mysteries of a virgin heart, or discuss, as probabilities, ideas which scem
to me the wildest of chimeras.”

Mr. Murray stoically accepted the delicate rebuke, and said,

“0, very well. L only wished to open your eyes ; and now have no more to
say, except to rather demur at your phrase, ‘exquisite beauty.! To my mind
either Francia or Clandia is far handsomer than Neria. She is too cold and
lifeless, has too little color and curve for my taste. She always reminds me of
the winter sea that washed her up,”
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“You have not seen her as I have,” said Vaughn, quietly; “and perhaps
never conld. And to compare her with Claudia and Francia, or them with each
other, is unjust to all three, for while each is an almost perfect type of a special
form of beauty, the three forms are as wide apart as the sea and the sun. [ saw
women like Claudia in Spain, in Italy, in the Ionian Isles; I have found
Irancias in England, in Germany, and here at home, but there are no more
Nerias.”

He smiled dreamily as he speke, and Mr. Murray shrugged his shoulders.

“1 should think in Norway, Sweden, Russia, anywhere near the North Pole,
you might find plenty of them,” said he, slightingly.

“ Plenty of complexions as pure, and once in a year, perhaps, features as
delicately moulded, a form as exquisitely proportioned—Dbut the peculiarity of
this girl’s beauty is one that I have never belore encountered, She is trans-
parent.  The body is beautiful enough, although men like you might call it cold
and inanimate, but the real beauty is within, and only once in a while takes pos-
session of the body and transfigures it, absolutely changes it to another,” ~

Mr. Murray shook his head,

“Just as romantic as ever,” said lie, compassionately. “ More of a boy than
my Fergus ever was, Now, I suppose in common every-day parlance, you mean
by this transfiguration and ‘posscssion’ that Neria has a very expressive face,
Well—"

“No, that is not what I mean,” interposed Vavghn, I mean that under
strong emotion or deep interest, she becomes another person. Her eyes, which

ordinarily are a clear, light grey, deepen to the color of the sea beneath a thinder |

sky s herlips glow with a vivid scarlet, and ripen to an exquisite fulness ; her
cheeks bloom with the rare tint that Titian strove all his life to embody in color ;
her very hair deepens from its pale gold to an aureola of glory; her slender
figure dilates and rounds itself to the perfection of womanhood, It is marvel-
lous—abselutely marvellous, and no one who has never witnessed this change
should speak of Neria’s beauty, for it is a thing he cannot understand.”

Mr. Murray plunged his hands into his pockets, and looked askance at his
brother-in-law,

“1 had better have Leld my tongue,” said he. “I had no idea you were in
this condition, or that you had turned your forty years (o so little account.”

Vaughn slightly frowned, then smiled.

%It is I who should have held my tongue,” said he. “You and I never
looked out of the same eycs, Murray, and you do not see that I am admiring
this lovely ward of mine just as I admired the Madonnas of the Sistine, the
Psyche of Florence. She is to me another embodiment of beauty, that is all—
another reason to praise God, whe gave me eyes and brain to admire His works,”

“And that is all 77 asked Murray, incredulously.

“That is all,” assented Vaughn, with a grave and steadfast look into the fur-
tive eyes of his companion.

“Wait awhile,” said Mr. Murray, dryly, and they ascended the broad steps
to the terrace, where Claudia sang passionate love-songs to her guitar, while her
husband, with a handkerchief ever his head, sat upon the sill of the dyawing-
room window, and Francia wandercd restlessly up and down, looking every
moment toward the garden where Neria’s white dress floated throuah tlm long
alleys with a dark shadow at its side.

Light and shadow presently eame toward the house, and Francia, who had

e T o e e e
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been for some moments immovable at the end of the terrace nearest to the gar-
den, hurried to the other end, and seated herself upon the shaded steps, with a
cruel little pang at the thought that she should not be missed. Withoat turning
her head, she heard the merry talk that sprang up at the farther end of the ter-
race, heard some one ask for herself, and Claudia’s. careless answer that she had
gone into the house, perhaps torest, Then she heard a firm quick tread along
the marble walk, and drew still further into the shadow as Fergus approached,
paused, and sat down beside her.

“«What is the matter, Francia P asked he, with a little impatience and a
good deal of tenderness mingling in his voice.

“ Nothing’s the matter,” said Francia, pettishly,

“Yes, but a good deal’s the matter when you speak in that way, little girl,’
retorted her cousin, taking in his own one of the listless hands that only half-
tried to evade the capturc.

“ Now tell me, Franc, what is it?”

Half yielding to the tender and imperious tone of this demand, Francia
spoke, but, womanly, left the most unsaid.

“You were so cross in the boat!”

Fergus laughed aloud.

Now, Franc, aren’t you ashamed of yourself 7 Very likely I spoke too
sharply, but’was that a thing worth pouting over for hours 7 'What I meant was
that you and I have no right to judge, or even discuss other people’s affairs.
You were beginning a remark about Claudia’s marriage, you know, and 1
thonght it was something of which you should not talk, I could not explain
then, but you ought to have understood.”

Francia looked up with a smile in her blue eyes.

“You are so fastidiously honorable,” said she.

“ And you are such a little goose,” retorted her cousin, meeting the smile
half way.

“Come, Franc, we are going in,” called Claudia from the window, and with
a little reluctant sigh, the girl obeyed the summons, slowly followed by Fergus,
who, instead of entering the house, sought again the garden paths and wandered
there until ¢ Orion, low down in his grave,” showed that the night had changed
to morning.

CHAPTER IL
SIEUR.

HoLp to Genesis if we may, to Hugh Miller if we must, for the story of the
creation ; but who that has seen a summer morning upon the sea-shore can
doubt that there was once an Eden whose echoes yet haunt the earth? The
hush, the dreamy melancholy, the mystery of night, is gone, the soul no longer
sighs to escape from earth and float unfettered into space ; but rather it incorpo-
rates itself more closely in the body, giving to a man almost the afilatus of a
God, saying to him, Up and be doing, for what limit is there to our capacity?
And one no longer treads the common earth with weary feet, but feels himself
tpborne upon invisible wings above the garden where angels walked with men
and infesed new strength into their souls with every word,

Such 2 morning dawned upon Bonniemeer, and Neria, alone upon the terrace,
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stood looking over sea and earth, and dreaming the pure, bright dreams that
such scenes should stir in a young and virgin heart,

Not dreaming, but humming a blithe hunting song that suited well his active

. and virile mien, came Fergus, striding rapidly up the avenue, until catching sight

“of Neria, he stopped, half in admiration of her attitude and the glorified beauty
of her eager face, half shame-faced in remembering his disordered appearance
and *he dripping towel in his hand.

At the same moment Vaughn, appearing in the doorway, paused to look at
the two, and especially at Fergus, trying to see him with a young girl's eyes. “A
handsome fellow,” thought he, with a strange reluclance in making the admission,
“and with a certain air of pride and resolution that sheuld have its weight.  Not
highly intellectual, perhaps, certainly not fanciful or yomantic, although not free
from the sentimentality of youth, DBearing the impress upon his face of a clear
and well-trained mind, of high principle and fastidious honor, of elegant tastes
and habits—a man whom a girl must admire, might easily love, should he love
her,” concluded Vauglin, just as his nephew sprang up the steps, giving him a gay
good-morning, and he replied; a little coldly,

% Good-morning, Fergus. You have the advantage of us in your early walk.”

“Yes, sir, and also in my dip into the surf. A splendid morning for a
bath.”

And the young man passed on, with one sidelohg, wistful glance at Neria,
who smiled a greeting, but did not speak. At the same moment Vaughn ap-
proached and greeted her.

“ Good-morning, sir,” said she, half sh}ly extending her hand,

Vaughn took it and held it for an instant, examining the slender, rose-tipped

fingers.

“ And what a morning 17 continued Neria, turning to mect @t little wave of
fresher air, one of Ocean’s ponderous love-sighs that just then grazed her cheek.

“Yes," replied Vaughn, absently, and then asked, .

“Of what were you thinking, Neria, just before Fergus came up ?

“1 was thinking of you, sir,” replied Neria, quicily,

“0Of me ! echoed Vaughn, too stariled even to be flattered.

“Yes, sit. I was thinking that a mas born and brought up in face of such
grandeur and beauty as this, must of necessity be noble and pure,

“No, do not say it, child {” ¢ried Vaughn, in terror. Do not put me to
shame by reminding me of opportunities, incentives, aids to a nobler life, that
have been showered so freely upon me, and which have been so miserably, mis-
erably neglected.”

The clear eyes looked into his with such wonder, almost such fright, that the
pain metted from his brow in a tender smile as he said,

“ Do not look s0 much shocked, either. I did not mean to represent myself
as an ogre, or even as a man stained with some dark crime; but who is, then,
worthy to live, as you say, in the presence of such beauty and such grandeur as
this? What man, I mean? If onc looks among women—"

+ He paused, and with a smile half playful, half in earnest, looked deep into
the transparent eyes still raised to his. « ‘

# Dut, Neria, tell mte something,” added he, drawmg her hand through his
arm and walking up and down the shady terrace, “Why have you given me no
name since I came home ? It is three weeks now, and you have not once called
me anything but sir.  Five years ago, you said papa, as Franc¢ does now.”

-
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Neria looked a little troubled, and then saddenly relieved.

“Tam glad you spoke of ity sir,” said she, “for now I can ask you what I
had better say. I do not like to say papa or father, becatse you know you are
not my father, and it is claiming a right and a place which do not belong to me.”

“Do not belong to you, dear P asked Vaughn, in pained surprise. “ Have
you felt any want of affection or consideration in e, or in any one? Has
Francia ever shown a feeling of jealousy or assumed—"

“0O no! no!” interrupted Neria, anxiously, “Pray do not think of such a
thing. Franc does not know I have thought of these things. She has forgot-
ten, I believe, that I am not her very sister.”

“ And how came you to know it?” asked Vaughn, half smiling at the child-
ish expression, and yet with an ominous frown gathering in his d‘u'k eyes.

#1t was leng ago,” said Neria, dreamily, “ when we were quite little girls,
that we had some dispute, Franc and I'; and although I gave up to her, I said
she had no right to try to force me to, for she was in the wrong, and was really
the one to yield. Then Mrs, Rhee, who was Ly, said somethmg about every-
thing being more Tranc's than mine ; ; and when we asked what she meant, she
said I was an orphan whom you had taken in out of pity, and though it was ne
fanlt of mine, it should make me humble and less forward to speak of rights

“and to contand with Frangia about trifles, I thought about it a good deal, and

although Mrs. Rhee never would say any more, and seemed to wish it were for-
gotien, I made old Chloe tell me, litile by little, all about it.”

“All about what 27 asked Vaughn, quietly,

“About your finding me on the sea-beach, in the arnis of my poor dead
mother—"

Neria paused, and stood for a moment looking out toward the sea with a
wistful yearning in her eyes, as if the memory of that dead mother were to her
forever associated with that other mystery beside which she had lain. A look
so full of inexpressible longing of lonely gricf, that Vaughn, gazing down upon
it, would fain have clasped her to his heart and kissed the d‘n kening eyes and
quivering lips to peace and trust ; but he could not do it, 2s he should, he would
nof, as he wished.

“I always thought about it while T was little,” continued Neria, drearily ;
“and sometimes it made me sad—made me lee! as if T did not quite helorw here,
and really had not the right to resist if Francia did not agree with me. But
since I have grown up it seems different. [ feel as if you really wished I should
be your dmwhter, and did 2ll you could for me, and it was ungrateful not to
keep the place you had put me in. Besides, I cannot—I do not thiak it right
for any one to give up what they know to be true and just, even if some one else
has rights which they have not. I could not tell Francia that I thought as she
did, if T dic not, or even be silent when she or any one .said what I did not
thm]\ the truth, But I hope I am not ungrateful or quarrelsome, and indeed I
love Franc as if she were my mother’s child, and you, sir, as if you were my
father.”

No cloud, no doubt, dimmed the candid eyes which Vaughn questioned with
the keen interrogatory of a man’'s selfishness, no maiden timidity made them
droop hefore his own. He slowly withdrew his gaze, half pleased, half pained.

“But still,” pursued Neria, “ T do not like to call you father, because you

’lre”not in very truth my father, and so I should do nothing to make it appear
S0,
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« Perhaps you are right, Neria, although, as 1 have always considered youa
child of my own, your scruples seem to me excessive. DBut, after all, it is as
well to change this paternal title for one that will express no more than the ex-
act truth. Will you call me guardian??”

“VYes, sir, if you like it.”

“But not ‘sir!’ little ward!  That is too formal.”

“ Francia says ‘sir, and so doés Fergus,” suggested Neria, hesitatingly.
“ And I was thinking if you liked it, that Siewr is the very name I would like
to call you best, as if you knew you were the king and I the orphan ward for
whom you cared.” .

¥ Ah, you do not leave out the romance when you read history,” said Vaughn,
smiling, “ Well, then, call me Séewr if you will, and the name so resembles
your usual address that no one will notice the change, and so our little secret
shall be our own.”

* T don't like secrets very much,” said Neria, apprehensively.

# Child, you are morbidly sensitive on this matter of cander: It is right and
just that every heart should keep some things locked safely away from the world,
So only do we preserve our individuality,” said Vaughn, gravely; and his ward
answered with docility,

“Then this shall be a secret.”

“ Come, good people, come to breakfast, we are 111 waiting for you,’! called
Claudia from the window, and Neria turned to her so winsome a face, that the
young matron smiled as she had not done for many a day. -

CHAPTER 111
A CONFESSION.

“ AND now what ! 7 asked Mr. Livingstone, as the party rose from breakfast,

“ A ride,” said Fergus, decisively, “Neria and Franc, get on your habits,
and I will order the horses ; Claudia, T suppose you don't care to ride 2

#No, it tires me too much. I am going to drive, by-and-by, with Mr. Liv-
ingstone,” said the Lride, Tanguidly,

“But I should be very happy to ride,” exclaimed Francia, with a brilliant
smile,

Fergus silently looked at Neria, who had not spoken.

“1 cannot go this morning,” said she, “I have something to do.”

“Pshaw! Put by your something, and come. There is not such a day once .

a month,” expostulated Fergus, in a low voice.

Neria smiled, but shook her head.

“You and Franc must enjoy it enough for me too.”

“What is your something? What are you going to do?” asked Fergus,
pettishly.

“0, something.”

“Something you won’t tell me?”

# Not just now,” said Neria, beginning to look a little troubled.

% You will spoil my ride—in fact, I won't go.”

% That would be unkind to Francia, who wishes to go,” said Neria, quietly,

“It will be your fault if she is disappointed.”
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“ As it was my fault that the squirrel bit me?” asked Neria, smiling mean-
ingly. -~

Fergus colored indignantly.

1 did not think it was in you to be so ungenerous, Neria,” said he, rising
and walking to the other end of the room, where the others were gathered in the
breezy bay window.

“Shall we go, Fergus 77 asked Francia, timidly ; for she had learned to read
her cousin’s face, and now saw displeasure and disappointment in it.

“Ves, if you please,” said he, coldly ; and, as Franc moved slowly toward
the door, he stepped out of the window, without glancing toward Neria, and
went to order the horses.

. Half an hour later, Claudia, lounging in a great Indian chair, saw Neria
coming down the stairs in her wa.ll\m«r dress, aud with a sudden impulse, ad-
vanced to join her,

#Stop a minute,” called she, “ I will go a little way with you, if you are for
a wallk.” i

Neria hesitated, and then said:

“Come, then, a little way."”.

“ How far are you going 1"

“T will tell you as we walk along.”

“Charming little mystery ! Where is rny veil? O, here; tie it behind for
me, please. This sea air is so tryigg to one’s complexion, and it’s quite a mis-
take to suppose brunettes don’t tan.. Goodness, child, you are never going to
wear that little hat and no veii? You will be a squaw by the time you come
home,™

“I never tan or burn, and I never wear a veil,”” said Neria, quietly, as she
put the little hat, with its drooping white plume, upon the top of her airily-fold-
ed, shining hair.

*Yes, it {s very becoming, [ admit,” said Claudia, ha!f envious; adding, as
she glanced at Neria’s stainless skin, “and such a complexion as yours is heav-
en’s last, best gift to man.”

“Not to man, exactly,” retorted Netia, putting aside, as ill-judged, an jm-
pulse to suggest to her companion some better cause for thankfulness to heaven,

“ And now, where are we going?” asked Claudia, as they walked under the
rustling lindens in the avenue, amid whose golden blosgoms innumerable bees
hummed with a murmur like surf breaking on the distant shme

*I will tell you now. You remember Mr, Gillies ? 7

“Yes, indeed ! The charming old hermit who infected me witl his own mu-
sic-madness that summer, five years ago. Do Le and his old tower with the
glorious organ still exist?”

“Yes; bul (.l.mdm I think he never has been just the same since that he
was that summer,” said Neria, dubiously. “When I used to go with you to
take your lessons, you know how animated and enthusizstic he was about mu-
sic——how dry and reserved on everything else?™

“Yes, I know,” said Claudia, with a cunning smile,

“Well, after you went away, Francia and I used to go sometimes and listen
from the beach to his playing, just as we did the first night; and after a while
hie found us out, and one night he asked us in. So we went, and, though Franc

thought it rather fearful to sit in that old library in the dark and listen to such
solemn music, 1 enjoyed it; and, when he asked us to come again, we got leave
from Miss Doardman, and used to go often. Sometimes he would ask a few
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gquestions about you, but generally he said very little, unless we spoke to him,
At last, one evening, I don’t know how it was, but I found myself standing close
beside him, and crying as bard as I could. e was playing something of his
own, then, and I never heard such sorrow and loneliness as he conveyed in that
music ; he never could have said it in words—"

“ No,” interrupted Claudia, softly ; “like dumb people, he expresses himself
throngh his ingers.” ‘

“Well, he turned suddenly and saw me, and caught my two hands in his,
and looked at me! Claudia! there is a picture of Landseer's—of a stag hunted
to death, and turning to loek at the hunters, who come crowding up the hill to-
ward him—he looked just like that: so piteous, and so dumb.”

*“You romantic child,” said Claudia, adding, a little uneasily,

“Well, what did he say?” ’ ¥

“Not a word ; and, after a minute, he closed the organ and left the room.
But the next time we went he asked me if 1 would learn of him to play, I said
that nething could make me happler.  So he began at once.” ’

“But it did not succeed, T imagine,” said Claudia, with another smile,

“What, the teaching ? O, yes, I learned qujte easily.” ]

“Noj; I dor’t mean the teaching. The poor old hermit did not find his
homeeopathic idea of curing the disease by reproducing its cause, successful 27

“1 don’t understand,” said Neria, with a puzzled look.

“Well, never mind.  So you took lessons 7 For how long ¥

“Three or four years—till Miss Boardman, who used to go with ma, left us,
and Mrs. Rhee said it was improper for me 1o go alone; so, as Franc wouldn't
go, and there was no one else, 1 left off.”?

“But you are going now ?”

*Yes; within a few montls Mr. Gillics has been quite ill and very dull.  We
heard of it through his housekeeper, and one day Fravcia and 1 called to see if
Le needed anything that we could send him. He asked to have us come in, and
said if I would sit down and play for him, it would do more good than anything
else, L did it, of course, and, when I was going, be thanked me with s6 much
feeling that T asked if 1 should not come again. He said so much in reply that
I was quite ashamed to hear him ; and ever since I have been over, at intervals,
and am going now. Now you are all here, I am more occupicd at home, and
have only been once in three weeks; but this morning (on the terrace) I re-
solved to go Dbefore dinner, let what would stand in the way. I have done
wrong not to do so sooner,”

The two girls walked on in silence.  Presently Claudia stopped, and, locking
far away to the point where, beneath a silvery shimmer, the sea seemed to nielt
into the sky, she said in a low voice,

“ 1t was like me.”

“Whai?” asked Neria.

“Why, child, you were too young and too innocent to see what went on be-
neath your eyes that summer. I was curious to know if that hard, cold man,
with his one passion, had any heart, I searched tili I fpund it, and—1I broke it.”

Nerla looked at her, with a slow horror gathering in Ler eyes.

“ 0 Claudia!™ was all she said; but as she turned and waiked on alone, the
remorseful woman who had met those eyes and Leard that tone, sank down upon
the beach and wept as she had not wept since the fatal day that first saw her
glide heneath John Gillies’s roof.
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CHAPTER 1V.
MR. GILLIES DISCHARGES HIMSELF OF HIS TRUST.

ArriveDp at Cragness, Neria was al once admitted to the library, and found
its master seated at the open window, looking listlessly out over the water. He
rose as his guest entered, mutely greeted her, and then feebly sank again into
the great arm-chair, The years had wrought wpon John Gillies in a fashion
characteristic of himsell.  His tall figure was not bowed, but seemed to have
dried away to a skeleton, thinly covered with indurated flesh and ashen skin;
liis grey hair was no thinner than it had been (wenty years before; his dry lips
closed as firmly, his shaggy brows drew together as keenly, but in the eyes
themselves there was a change. Those grey eyes no longer looked on men and
things with the shrewd suspicion, the crafty watchfulness, of their youth, but
had taken a dreary, introspective softness into their depths—a pain, a doubt, a.
longing, inexpressibly mournful to Neria, who looked now at her old friend with
a new appreciation of the silent story of his life.

Almost without a word, Mr, Gillies unlocked the ergan and motioned the
young girl to seat herself at it. As silently, she complied ; and presently stole -
out upon the hushed air, not the pain and sorrow of the human heart aching in
the musician’s breast, but a tender melody, rising and deepening to a noble an-
them—tones of lofty hiope, of aspiration and prophecy—a strain that bore the
listener from the grief of earth to the content of licaven ; that, in language high
above specch, told of the grand unities of crealion, of the eternal harmony in
which all discords shall yet be resolved, and the incompleteness and vagueness
of life shall be salisfied, by the Master's hand striking the grand chord, em-
bodying in ils fulness the key-note of every man’s soul,

The solemn joy dicd away, and Neria sat, withSowed head and dreamy
eyes, her fingers idly wandering over the keys, and drawing from them faint
whispers, dim echoes —hints of the murmuring sea ihat swept up beneath the
open window, of the summer that glowed in sky and shore,

A thin, hard hand, laid lghtly upon Ler arm, roused her, with a start,

“T have something 10 say to you, Miss Neria,” said Joha Gillics, and walked
stiffly back to his seat in the window, where Neria followed him, and silently
sat.

But the recluse seemed to relapse into his nsual reticence. Leaning an el-
bow on the table and his chin upon his palm, he sat looking far away to the hori-
zon line, where, like the wings of a great bird, the sails of a distant ship glanced
and wavered in the sunlight. -

“You are not quite well yet, Mr.. Gillies,” said Neria, at ]ength, fancying
herself forgotten,

The dreamy eyes came back from the white- wmged ship now sinking below
the hovizon, and fixed npon her face.

“Not well ? 1 can hardly say that; but I am going away, Miss Neria.”

“Away from Cragness } 7

“Away trom everything. I don’t say, going to die, because I don't know
what that means ; but I am soon to make the great change, and I have an un-
fulfiiled trust holding me back. This trust I wish 1o make over to you, if you

will have it; but first 1 must tell you what it has done for me, Then you shall
choose,” ‘

Again he paused, and in his fixed eyes dim shadows of the past slowly gath-

ered and darkened, When he spoke again, it was in a weary and hollow voices
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“I made the grand mistake of my life in coming here. I did not know my-
self as I now do, or T never should have accepted Reginald Vaughn’s bequest,
My nature, unlike that of other men, had but one passion—one point open to
romance or idealism-—and through this one narrow chaunnel powed all the im-
pulses of my Jife, leaving the rest to be guitled by reason, methed, habit.

“ The combination, if unusual, was effective.  The vehemenee of my passion
for music was toned and restrained by the habits of my duily lile, and when,
after the dry routine of labor, I could feel myself free to induige this passion,
it was 1o me as love and fame, as home and wife and children are to other men.
It was my solace, my rest and recreation.

“1 came here. All the fashion of my life was changed. T no lenger mingled
with men, I no longer filled a place in the aflnirs of the world; the bonds that
had for years held me to a positive duty, a defined position, were snapped at a
blow. 1 had no longer hours, requirements, or IE‘E]_JOllHllJllllltq save such as
were sell-imposed. My whole life was unhinged,

“ Add to this a secret, a solerhn mystery placed in my hands by a dying man,
who bade me live here in this very room, where every handsbreadth of surface,
every book, every mote floating in the air, the sea booming agaiust its walls—
yes, even my own organ—all know this secret, all taunt me witk it, all whisper
it forever in an anknown tongue, whick I have wastéd my life to learn, and yet
do not know.”

He looked slowly about the reom, with a wild, hungry light in his sunken
eyes, and Neria’s heart thrilled with a strange fear.  Gillies glanced “sharply at
her, and said, quietly, '

» It would not be strange if my brain were unsettled, but it is not—as yet.
Whether death or madness come first, Fate only knows."”

“Fate 1" said Neria, softly.

“Yes; or God, if you prefer. It is the same power by a different name.
Do not talk of that.

“My nature is one slow to take impressions.  For years the change wrought
by this new life was almast imperceptible ; as imperceptible and as unpausing
as the hand of time. I gave mysclf up to music; I collected the works of the
great masters in the art; I dreamed over them, and tried to find in myself the
power to rival them ; I brought from Germany this organ, the chg-d auvre of
ils artist; for he was a man who expressed Art in form, as the musician does
in sound, I revelled in dreams and visions like those that break the hearts of
peets, who can aind in words no language to embody them. 1 lived alife of pas-
sion and excess with my beautiful Art, and she turned upon me, as these idols
will, and slew me.’

e rose and paccd the {lusky room in strong emotion, and presently sank
back into his chair, pale and exhausted. .

“I blaspheme,” said he, in a choked voice. “ It was not Art thatslew me—
it was I, who knew not that man is not as a God, and cannot live above the
earth without sooner or later feeling earth’s vengeance,

“Years of this Jife wrought their work upon me at last. My great passion
lhiad taken possession of my entire existence, forcing to unnatural development
the impulses severely restrained by the rigor of my former life—awzkening ca-
pacities and wants unknown to my earlier years. I was roused, restless, and
unsatisfied. Then came the vengeance of earth—came in the old familiar form
of—woman.”

The bitter coptortion of his mouth was not a smile, but matched well with
the cruel sell-contempt of his sudden glance,
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%] know what vou mean,” said Neria, softly, “Do not speak of it, if it
¥ , s ¥ ! )

pains you.”’

“You know ?  Well, it spares me some pain, and so let il pass, Since then,
my lifc has been the broken reed that has at last pierced to the heart.  Aimless
and discontented, it has no lenger the pure purpose, the carnest faith, which
Art demands of her favored lovers. The inspiration of those first years never
comes now ; [ no longer create—1 can only copy; and the masters whom I
lhoped to emulate no longer whisper their secrets to my heart. I profaned the
pure worship of the divinity by conjoining a false idol with it, and now I am

cast out, broken, forsaken, unworthy even to lic at the steps of the altar.”

The wild gleam had returned to his eyes, and again be paced up and down
the dim chamber, pausing in its midst, at last, to say:

“ And this secret of the old man’s: I have never found it out, and it haunts
me day and night. You s¢e now what it has done for me. Will you have it ?”

Neria turned pale, and lool\ed vaguely about the room, as she answered, re-
luctantly,

“I am afraid of secrets.”

“Tut I cannot carry this one to haunt me in another world, as it has in this,”
sald Gillies, nervously, * Besides, who knows whether that old man who gave
it me may not demand a reckoning when we meet there beyend, and then it will
be too late. . And who is there but you?”

“Mr. Vaugha is far wiser than I—? began Neria, but Gillies impatiently
moved his hand.

“1t is to be told to none of the name or race of Vaughn,” said he, “And
if you will not have it, I must take it with me. DBut I hoped to leave it this side
the grave”

Moved by his voice and manner, Neria teok counsel with herself for a few
moments, ahd then said, !

“Can you trust me so far as to tell the secret, and then allow me choice in
the matter of accepiing the charge it contains?  You cannot doubt that, at all
events,  shall keep it inviolable!”

Gillies considered.

“Yes,” said he, slowly, “T will trust you, Wait,”

From a locked drawer of his desk he drew a sealed package, and, after at-
tentively examining it, placed it in’ Neria’s hands.

“There,” said he, “is the letter the old man left for me, and it contains all
the information I am able to give you. I have not advanced one step beyond,
Keep the package carefully, and, when I am dead, read and act upon it as you
think fit.  Vou will ther be mistress of Cragness, and may you escape the curse
it has brought with it to me. Now go, for my gloomy mood is at hand, and you
cannot help me,”

Neria took the letter, and, as she touched it, a light shudder ran through her
frame.

“After reading, I am free to accept or refuse the trust #* asked she, again.

“Yes; but, if you refuse, choose another agent, and give this house and the
secret to him, It is your re-:pon'aibility now—1I have done with it.”

* At all events, the trust is inviolable,” said Neria, solemnly ; but Gillies,
who had {hrown himself into his chair, with his face to the window, made no re-
ply; and Neria, unwilling to disturb his reverie, silently left the room,

In the passage she met old Lazarus Graves, and, with a smile and kind word,
passing on, presently found herself breathing more ﬁcer in the open air,
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“ How unfortunate,” said she to herself, “am I, who dislike secrets so much,
and have two of them given to me in one day.”

CHAPTER V.,
AND LAZARUS GRAVES OF HIS.

WITHOUT appearing to sce Neria, to whose patient ear he was usually gar-
rulous of the old days in which he lived, Lazarus Graves passed on into the
library, and stood, with folded hands and smiling face, looking up and down the
room with the humble fondness of a dog who watches his master’s movements.
But, of a sudden, a shade of hewilderment crossed the wrinkled face, and, turn-
ing his head rapidly from side to side, the old man, with his dim eyes, searched
the room again, as does the dog who suddenly misses the beloved figure. With
increasing perplexity he turned to look at the door behind him. It was close
shut. Then he tottered across the room, and laid a hand upen the shoulder of
the motionless figure in the arm-chair.

“Well 27 demanded John Gillies, impatiently,

“Where is he gone?” asked Lazarus, in a volce as dim and hollow as a
sound lost ages ago in the catacombs, and ever since trying to escape to the
open ait.

“Who?”

“Mr. Reginald, He passed me as I sat upon the doorstep in the sun, and
smiled, e has a rare smile, has Mr. Reginald; and then he came in, and up
the passage, and into this room, I hobbled after as fast as I could, for I wanted
to hear him say I had kept all as he told me when he went away. And now,
where is he?”

Gillies made no reply, but turned and looked attentively at the old man, who
maundered on: )

“He said he'd come back, and I knew he would ; and I've been waiting this
many a day just to hear him say I'd kept all as he wanted ; and now he's come,
and if he goes again I'll ge, too; but—but where is he?”

Still, witheut answer to the pitiful appeal, Gillies watched the old man as he
stood there in the sunshine, his bowed figure leaning on bis stafl, his thin, white
hair floating over his shoulders, his mouth trembling with emotion, his dim, blue
eyes always wandering about the room, while once more he piteously murmured,

“Where is he ?”

“Where you and I will soon be with him, old man—and where is that??
said Gillies, at length ; but Lazarus Graves did not hear him. Dropping his
staff, e had clasped his hands and raised both them and his ashen face ina joy-
ous ecstasy, while his eyes fixed themselves upbn a point at the opposite side of
the room. ’

“Why, there he is now,” cried he, #*with his hand upon that book he used
to be so fond of. He's looking at you, sir. Why den’t you speak to him,
Seel’

“ And the old man pointed impatiently, turning, as he spoke, to Gillies, whose
fixed ‘eyes never swerved from the seer-like face of the speaker.

# Al, now he sces me; now he's going to speak,” murmured Lazarus, taking
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AGAIN HE SEEMED TO LISTEN, AND A BRIGHT JOY IRRADIATED HIS FACE.-—
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a step forward and smiling joyously, while ke seemed to listen to a voice un-
heard save by himself,

“Yes, Mr. Reginald, you said you'd come, and 1 knew it,” said he, at length.
“ And T've kept all as you'd wish it, so far as T was able; but I'm getting into
years now, sir, and am pretty tired by spells. It’s coming time for me to rest,
as old folks must.”

Again he seemed to listen, and a bright joy irradiated his face.

“Aye, that T will, sir,” said he, “I canrfed you in my arms when you was a
baby, and 've held to you ever since ; and I'd have followed you long ago if I'd
known where to find you. DBut now you've come for me, 'l ask no better than
to go along with you, Let’s be going, sir. Good-by, Mr. Gillies ; you've been
kind and good to me; but my old mester’s come back at last, and I'm going
away with him. He’s come for me.”

“Say you so, old man? ” muttered Gillies. “Then, by Ileaven’s grace, has
he come for me, too.”

Without heeding him, Lazarus turned, and moved a few steps toward the
door, paused, tottered, threw up his arms with a stifled gasp, and fell forward
upon his face. He had followed his master.

CHAPTER VI
THE HOUSEKEEPER.

His family and guests dispersed to their several amusements or oceupations,
Mr. Vaughn sought Lis study, and, after an intervai of anxious thought, sum-
moned Mrs. Rhee to his presence. .

She came, and, at a sign from her master, seated herself in the very chair
where she had sat efgiiteen years belore, while he told her of his intention to
leave his home for an indefinite period. These years had borne heavily upen
the housekeeper, and her youth had deparied with them, leaving but a pallid

 wreck of the beauty which had so impressed John Gillies an the evening of his

first visit to Bonniemeer. In her dark eyes, larger from the attenuation of her
face, still lay the old, unquiet mystery—still the hungry pain of an unsatisfied
heart; and still they followed every movement of the master’s stately figure,
while he silently paced the room, as if they hoped and dreaded to read in his
face an answer to their appeal,

At last, Vaughn stopped in front of her, His face was both stern and sad.

“You Lave not held to my directions with regard to Neria,” said he, quictly.

The woman's face flushed, and her eyes drooped.

“IHow 77 asked she.

“I desired that the knowledge of her Dirth might be kept from her, T de-
sired that no difference should be made between her and Francia,” said Vaughn,

“1 have tried to obey, but you should have thought how hard a task you im-

* posed upon me,” faltered the housekeeper.

Vaughn impatiently waved his hand.
“There is the trouble,” said he. ¥ You will not forget, you will not put out
of sight, what 1 have desired shoutd be forgotten and put out of sight.”
“You have found it very easy to do so; I am of a mere faithful nature,” said
M 5. Rhee, bitterly.
Vaughn frowned and resumed his restless promenade.
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“ At least,” said he, harshly, “I might have expected you to comply with my
directions that the child should not be informed of her erigin,” )

“The secret escaped me in a moment of irritation at seeing her assume airs
of superiority over Francia. You yourseif could not give her the right to do
that,” said Mrs. Rhee, boldly.

“Yes, but 1 could,” retorted Vaughn, again pausing and locking down at her,
“I could give Lher the right to control every inmate of this house, simply by
making her my wife.” )

The housekeeper turned frightfully pale, and uttered a stifled cry of rage and
apprehension—a passion of sobs and tears, which shook ler slender figure
through and through. '

Vaughn leoked at her, while pity, pain and sclf—reproaﬁh swept by turns
across his face.

% Forgive me, if I have been harsh, Anita,” said he, at length, I see how
hard your life must have been ; I cannot wonder at your present feelings. It
was too much that T asked of you. Indeed, from the first, it was ill-judged of
me 1o put you in your present position.”

“It was my own wish, and 1 was content to abide the consequences,” said
the housekeeper, without looking up.

“I know, and 1 yielded to your solicitations, against my better judgment,
Tt was a weak compliance, and, while it has made you no happier, has kept alive
in my heart a painful secret that might long since have been put aside but for
your presence.”

Mrs, Rliee raised her head with dignity.

“Tt is better, then, that I should go, at any rate,” said she.

“Perhaps it is, Anita,” replied Vaughn, kindly, but with an unconcealed ex-
pression of relief upon his face. )

“ Do not think,” added he, hastily, “that I am displeased with you, or that
we part on other than the best of terms. I do not forget the tie that binds us
together, and, though it can never be recognized, it shallalways give you a claim
to every care, every consideration, at my hands.”

¢ Eyery consideration 777 asked the housckeeper, with deliberate emphasis.

# Lvery consideration consistent with my own safety and my daughter’s wel-
fare,” said Vauoghn, impatiently.

Mrs. Rhee replied by a slow and bitter smile.

“You cannot expect me to sacrifice these, especially now, when I have
guarded them, and forced you to guard them, for twenty years?” demanded
Vaughun, sharply. )

#1 expect nothing but death, which must come, sooner or later, and to be
forgotten,” said the woman, bitterly, and glided from the room, leaving the mas-
ter of Bonniemeer to pondery through a weary hour, as many a man has dorve
before, how best he might pluck out from his harvest-field the tares whose seeds
had been sown with the wheat.

CHAPTER VIL
A MARRIAGE.,

ALL through the day, John Gillies sat almost motionless in the embayed win-
dow, his dreamy eyes gazing far across the shining waters, his thoughts roaming
beyond the limits of sea, or earth, or life itself.

Nancy Drume in vain invited him to eat of her choicest viands, in vain im-
portuned him with questions as to the sudden death of Lazarus Graves, and the
disposition to be made of his body. He answered everything with a vriefly-ex-
pressed desire to be left alone, and the housekeeper, who had gradually acquired
a profound respect for the wishes of her taciturn master, at last complied,
and from the middle of that day to the merning of the next, did not venture in
his presence. o

The long summer day ended, and with the sunset came rolling up out of the
the south great clouds which presently wrapped heaven and earth in a DLlack
and stiffing mantle, through whose folds pegred no light of moon or stars, al-
thougly each sullen wave, as it rolled shoreward, was crested with the lurid light
of its own phosphorescence, and, breaking upon the beach, tossed its fiery sparkics
far up the level sands.

Dark and heavy as fell the night npon the beach, it fell darker and heavier
yetin that close-mouthed and ghastly chamber, darkest and heaviest of all in
the heart of the man sitting so rigidlyin the old arm-chair, gazing, forever gazing
aver the phosphorescent sea, into the black void beyond, holding for him, not
alone the secret he had so wearied to discover, but all secrets, the last great
secret, the secret in whose uiterance the lips of the Sphynx petrified forizver,
leaving the unspoken word to be guessed from her melancholy eyes.

Hour by hour the night stole on, until the rising tide lapped with its fiery
tongues the foundations of the old house, and all the monsters that be beneath
the sea rose, each in his place, to look in at the man who still sat wailing, always
waiting until the hour should come. It came at last. A spirit moved upon the
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vast waters, entered at the open window and laid its shadowy pall upon that
weary head and breathed upon those pallid lips ; and before those wistful eyes
opened a vision, a foreseeing, a promise such as no man who has seen has ever
found tongue to tell,

Over the white and weary face came a smile such as had never rested there
before, and the musician, softly rising, went through the gloomy room to place
himself at the organ.  His fingers fell upon the keys, and that sweet, strange smile
passed through them, and embodied itself insound, Such sounds! Such “long
disquiet merged in rest!” Such full content and peace ; such grand and solemn
joy! And, ah! the glorious rending of the bonds and cerements that had
cramped in earth’s heavy atmosphere the spirit whote home was in the clouds!
It was the song of the lark who sees the door of his cage thrown wide, and
after weary months of pining, in one instant finds the prison far below, nething
but the subtle ether around, nothing but the sunhbright heavens above, and who,
thrilling upward to the sky, sends a joyful heralding of song before him, whose
tones dropping back to carth, steal into men’s hearts like the memories of their
youth, like the faith of their childhood.

Such music it was that floated out upon the mirky air of the summer’s night,
uniil the listening monstars, catching its joylul meaning, lashed the waters into
pools of fire with their ponderous glee, and sported together till the sliding
waves broke in great shouts of laughter on the beach. Only the mermaids, the
Undines, would not sport or laugh, but hiding their faces in their long hair, clung
to each other trembling and sabbing, for they, whose merry lives are forever
shadowed by the thought of the immortality denied them, knew that the joy of
the musician’s heart was a joy in which they hhd no share ; they knew that from
their golden harps no such notes should ever ring—through their soulless lives
never thrill such ecstasy. .

And as the dark night waned, and aged, and came to the dawning of another
day, the musician gathered his life in his hands and inspired with it the tones
that grew beneath his touch. It was no longer music, it was the soul of a man
who had lived and died for music, and to whom the divine art had at the last
granted its Jove and grace, and had entered into his form, and made itself one
with his spirit, until souf and art together sang such a nuptial hymn, chanted
their epithalamium in such 2 glory of triumpliant harmony as never before has
earth heard, never the heavens let fall to man.

And in that grand triomph of his life, in that glorions consummation of an
eternal union, the soul of John Gillies emancipated itself from the broken bedy
that had confined it, and seared upward until its broad vans were gilded by thy
rays of the rising sun. ‘

CHAPTER VIIL
THE OLD MAN OF THE SEA UPON NEW SHOULDERS.

AmoxG Mr. Gillies’s few papers was found a will, bequeathing his entirc
property to Neria. This instrument was dated only the day before his death,
and made no allusions to the peculiar conditions involved in the heirship. But
to Neria’s delicate conscience this silence only made her duties more onerous ;
and, on the day after the funeral, she went to Cragness, and locking Lerself into
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the library, opened and read the letter of instruction left by Reginald Vaughn
for the guidance of his first heir, -

Youth is brave, and Neria was too devout a worshipper of ruth to be easily
daunted by mystety. It secmed to her that, if one inguired earnestly after any-
thing, he must be answered by flesh, or spirit, earth, air, or water. As an
infant may, perchance, see in his first \\'orldly surroundings and attendants the
heaven and the angels he has just left behind, Neria fancied every man and wo-
man an ithuriel, armed with the diamoend-pointed spear whose touch must extort
truth from its most ingenious involvements.

So she doubted nothing of discovering at her pleasure this secret, whese re-
sponsibility had lain with such nightmare weight upon the musician’s mind, and
she only wished that he had sooner taken her into council, that, by sccing the
mystery uaraveiled in his lifetime, he should have been relieved in death of the
haunting anxXiety and remorse so apparent in their last interview. .

The names of Reuben and Nancy Brume were signed as witnesses to the
will, hut neither was aware of its contents 5 and the natural curiosity upon the
subject burning in the mind of each was very pleasantly allayed by Neria’s
guiet information that she was now possessor of the estate, and should wish
them te continee to fill their present position in the house,

“And will you come and stop here, miss 77" asked the housekeeper, in some
bewilderment. . .

“Not at present,” replied her new mistress, with a smile. “ My guardian,
Mr. Vaugha, would hardly think me old enough or wise enough to manage a
house of my own. But atter a while, I dare say, I shall come amd live here, and
have you to take care of me, Mrs. Brume. Then it will be I who shall sit all
day in the gloomy library, and play at night upon the great organ. It will be
Mr. Gillics all over again. I always thought I should like it.”

“That sort of a life ain’t meant for young ladies,” said the housekecper,
scornfully.  “They'd ought to be going to balls and parties, and dressing up,
and keeping company, and getting married.  Afier that’s time enough to settle
down.”

Neria smiled again, gently, but with such reserve that Mrs. Drume closed
het lips upen the piece of advice just ready to issue from them, and asked, in-
stead,

# Have you any d'rections to give, Miss Neria, about the way things are to
o here, or shall we just keep on in the old way ¢7

“In the okl way,” said Neria, dreamily, * Let everyihing be just as it has
always been, more as if the master were gane for a visit than for ever—as if he
might return at any moment, 1 can hardly believe it otherwise, even yet,”

With a gracious movement of leave-taking, the young mistress of Cragness
descended the path to the beach and flitted away through the (wilight, until, i
the distance, she showed like some graceful vision fashioned of the rising mist,
whicl, at the last, closed aver it and reclaimed it

Naney Brume stood watching her from the ¢liff; with arms akimbo and brows
drawn into the scowl universal among dwellers by the sea, whose eyes thus ha-
bitually seek to shelter themselves from the glare of sand and water, and so ac-
quire a ferecious expressien oddly at variance with the rea! kindliness of nature
almost s universal, :

_ Reuben, lying strétched upon the short, brown grass at her feet, amused him-
sell with a solitary game of stick-knife.
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“ Reub,” said his wile, “I ain’t more notional than most folks, but something
she said kind o’ ha’nts me.”

#?5 that so0 ¥ " asked Reuben, lazily, adding a slight “ Phew ! as the knife,
in its descent, caught him rather sharply upon the knuckles.

“Yes, Didn't you mind she said she wanted everything kept just as if
Gillies had gone off for a little while, and might be back any time,”

“Well, it's less work than to go to changing round, ain’t it? What's the
matter with that?” o

“ Yes, but, Reub, don’t you mind how Lahsrus was always saying just the
same thing 7% :

“ Don’t know as I do,” returned Reuben, absently, his mind engrossed in
the effort to catch the knife upon the back of his wrist.

“Well, he was, He was always telling that Mr. Reginald, as he called him,
was coming back sure some day, and that everything had got to be kept ready
for him. 1t used to make my flesh creep, odd times, to watch him going round
and fixing things back when they'd got stirred a little.  Don’t you know the old
boat he would keep chained to the rock down there till finally the boat rotted
away, piece by piece, and left the chain hanging, just as they say men have done
when they was chained up in dungeons and left to starve 2

“He was cracked, Lahsrus was,” said Mr. Brume, with benevolent contempt,

“Mebbe he was, and then again mebbe he wa'n't,”’ retorted his wife. “ Any
how, he sce him, finally.”

“Who—see who 2 asked Reuben, leaning on one elbow and looking up in
his wife’s solemn face,

“ Lahsrus see old Vaughn. It was the very day he died, and I was setting
to my window sewing, and he was setting on the door-rock in the sun, kind of
purring to himself, as he used to, when all to once I see him put his hand up,
shading his cyes, and looking down the patl. Then he kind o! lighted vp all
over, and looked more man-fashion than I’d seen him for many a day, and, says
he, speaking up as clear and bright as you please, ¢ It's my dear Mr. Reginald—
he always said he’d come,” Then be got up and stood o’ oue side, turning his
head, just as if some one passed him and went up the entry-way, and then he
followed right along to the liby’y, My, Gillies never told what he see or said
when he got there, for he was struck with death himself at that very time; but
I shall always believe that Lahsrus waited for Lis old master till he come, and
that they both weot off together.

“ And now, don’t you see, Neria kind o sets it to us to stop here and wait
just the same fashion for Mr. Gillies to come back ; and, like enough, here we'll
stick, year after year, and year after year, till we kind o dry up and lose all our
faculties, just as Lahsrus did, and finally they'll come back and carry us off, It's
just like shipping aboard the Flying Dutchman—secems to me.”

Reuben Brume sat upright and stared at his wife.

“Tell you what, Nance,” said he, “you're getting cracked, too, I reckon ;
but, mind you, if it’s so, I ain't going to stop here along with a loonytic. How
would I know but you'd take the carving-knife to me some night? I guess,
anyway, I'd best be looking out for a v'y’ge.  It's dull work stopping here.”

Mrs. Brume looked contemptuously down at her lord, again recumbent on
the turf.

“’Fore you sign your name to any ship’s books,” said she, #you'd oughter
tell the skipper that you're a sick man, and that your ailment ’s dreadful catch-

ing”
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% What you driving at now, Nance ?” inquired the husband, with an wneasy
foreboding of an impending blow.
“Why there wa'n't never a clearer case of
Fever-de-lurke,
Two stomachs to eat,
And nene to work,

since time begun,” said Mrs. Brume, dryly; “and I reckon your best course is
to be off 10 sea as fast as you can.  Youwll get nussed with ropes’ ends and
blaying pins there, and that’s just the physic for your disorder.”

Reuben turned upon his stomach and silently resumed his game of stick-
kaife, while Nancy, with a grim smile upon her 1ips, returned ‘to the lonely
house, where now, in the dim twilight, the shadows that all day lay hidden in
the corners and corridors, in the hefght of the vaulied ceilings, or in the angles
of the unlighted stair-case, came boldly out and flitted througl: the empty rooms,
danced gleefully over the dead men’s memories that lay beneath their feet, drew
their clammy fingers over the keys of the great organ, crept into the chair where
Reginaid Vaughn and John Gillies had sat watching and wajting, unt@death
came suiling across the sea and hailed them to take passage with him—hovered
about the hearth and cowered above the blaze until it started up in wrath and
fiashed out such a sudden light and heat that the shadows fled gilibering to their
corners, and the Knight in Golden Armer upon the wall stood boldly out, as if
Le were charging upon them with his black horse and his proud slogan ; “ Diew,
le roy, ef le foy die Vaighn 77
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CHAPTER IX,
A DROP-CURTAIN,

AND now, Mr. and Mrs. Livingstone, baving completed their visit to Bonnie-
meer, were on the point of returning to the city, and Clandia insisted that Neria and
Francia should accompany them, and make their @ébus in society under her
chaperonage. Francia was wild with delight at prospect of the gay life prom-
ised her by her cousin, while Neria looked and listened much after the fashion
of a fawn, who, wandering to the edge of his native forest, sees suddenly before
lim a great plain with a city in its midst, its domes glittering, its many-win-
dowed palaces flashing back the merning sun, shaded gardens nestling about it,
and an army with plumes and peunons, fanfare of trumpets and flash of accou-
trements, winding out of its gates, and stretching like a glittering serpent across
the plain. So strange, so unlearned, so omincus, and so fascinating lay life be-
fore Neria, child of the sea and the sky, her fect set in the path worn deep by
the steps of those who have trod it since first it led Eve away from paradise,
Ler head still crowned with the glory lingering around every fresh work of the
Divine Artist, her slender fingers folding close above her breast the shining
robes of innocence and truth,

Neria in a fashionable assembly | said Mr. Vauaghn, in reply to his broth-
er-in-law’s urgent advocacy of Claudiz’s plan.  © Why it would be the Holy
Grail upon the supper table of a daussese; it would be both a desecration and
an incongruity,”

 As for the desccration, my dear fellow, we won't argue the point,” said Mr.
Murray, taking snuff.  “ And as for the incongruity, 1 must say that to be in-
cengruous with the elements of a faghionable assembly, is, in my eyes, a very
questionable virtue in a young lady.”

« Neria's manners are above conventionality,” said Mr. Vaughn, decisively.

“That is impossible. Conventionality is the religion, the worale of society
—there Is nothing above it; to be outside of it, is to be bencath it,” retorted
Murray, sublime in his faith,

But Vaughn, smiling, put the question by, and said,

] suppose hoth Neria and Francia must mix in socicty at some time, but I
confess I dread to see their country freshness wither in its atmosphere, and my
violet and wild rose come back to me as hot-house flowers, all properly labelled
and trained, but with neither perfume nor strength left in them.”

#Come back to you? No, but I shall insist upon your taking up your quar-
ters with me,” said Mr. Murray, hospitably. “There are Fergus and [ left by
Claudia’s marriage to keep bachelor’s halt together, and we need just such an old
jraveller as yourself to come and show us Lhow to manage. You should see
me attempt to pour dut tea, and Fergus boggle at cutting a pudding, Then
you ecan keep watch over your daughter and your—ward, do you call her?
and snatch them away from the naughty world at the precise moment when the
polish is obtained, without the waste of a single particle of the gem. Wil you
come " ‘

“Thank you, yes,” said Vaughn, heartily. “And T will confess that with
Claudin as chaperen, and two utterly inexperienced gisls as débuianies, I think
it will be qmite as well for me to be at hand.”

# Claudia is a sensible young woman,” said Mr. Murray, complacently, “and
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will, I dare say, before the season is over, marry Francia as handsomely as she
has married herself.” ‘

“ Heaven forbid ! ejaculated Vaughn, adding with a smile,

“But why only Francia, why is she not also to marry Neria 27

“Because, retorted Murray, quietly, “the very pith of your wish to come up
to town Is to see that she does not. You are resolved to marry Neria your-
selfl”

Vaughn started from his seat, and stood for several moments looking out of
the window, then, resuming his chair, fixed his eyes upon those of hisT)rother-
in-faw, saying, quietly,

“It is only now that I have resolved it,”

“ Consciously, yes. Unconscicusly you resolved it long ago,” insisted Mur-
ray ; and Vaughn, searching his own heart for the truth of tI;e assertion, forgot
to answer it. T

In another weck, Bonniemeer was deserted, and left in charee of Mrs, Rhee
‘who, not having as yet determined upon her future course in lifz, was very willj
ing to remain in her old home until she should do so.

CHAPTER X.
“TRONZE-COLOR ; A GREYISH-YLLLOW."—Nicholsoan.

“Carps for a ball, 2 fancy Lall, a masked ball, mes filles 17 proclaimed
Mrs. Livingstone, taking three envelopes from the table and tearine them open
as she and her guests entered the drawing-room, after their 11101'11&11:’ drive, ,

“How perfectly splendid! What a magnificent idea! O, Ctl'audiu what
shall I wear?” exclaimed Francia, bounding up from the sofa, where S]’le had
sunk, and quite forgetting her fatigue, ’ ‘

) “The idea of d_isposin.g of such a question in a breath ! retorted Claudia.
Why, we shall discuss it all the rest of to-day and all to-morrow, and shall

quarrel like the Three Furies before we are done with it. A prop;r costume

for a fancy ball is a serious question, petize” '

i “The more reason why we should begin to discuss it b i

Ira‘r‘lcia. “ Neria, what are your most ogvious sentimentts T\tpsgct.l?e jlf‘:;;::]:]fg

‘o hiicszlt::-r:z .';;;liskcd Neria, with her not unusual look of wistful perplexity ;

“As badly off as the old dominie, who pathetically remarked : Locke says
the h}lman mind is never entirely void of ideas; but I have been conscicus of
long intervals of time in which my mind contained absolutely no ideas what-

ever,’” suggested Claudia, ¢ o
:‘I th!:nk I will be a gypsy,” said Francia, dubiously,

‘1 think you ‘will 1}othing of the sort,” continued her cousin. “ Wait till to-
Ell:f?]w, and 1 xvql’thmk aboult you. A‘t present, I have an idea with whizh to
rnish poor Nerin’s empty mind. Neria, attention! You are Undine, You
:1111 be dress'ec].iﬂ a robe of sea-green gossamer over green satin, which will spar-
do{ivi‘ro.sgh {)t Jll;st like the light in a wave. Yot{ will have your golden hair all
ot ¥ litr ack, jand be crowned with \-\'ﬂter»IiI]ES, and wear pearls upon your

and arms, - In your hand you will carry the chinet of red and white
coral that Undine drew from the depths of the river to give to Bertha”
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“Beautiful ! There couldn’ be anything better suited to Neria. Your idea
is an inspiration, Claudia,” exclaimed Francia; but Neria shivered.”

“ Undine is an ominous character,” said she.

“Don't be afraid.  There is no Bertha in the case, dear,” returned Claudia,
with a significant smile,

“ Nor any knight Huldbrand, either,” added Francia.

“Dut to call myself Undine is to invite both,” said Neria, smiling.

* And if they come, my dear, I hope you will prove the superiority of a wo-
man over a mermaid by the manner in which you secure Huldbrand and circum-
vent Bertha, Undine behaved like a fool,” remarked Claudia.

“And yet like a woman, It weuld be so much easier to quietly let onc's
heart break, than to plot and labor to retain a love that wished fo escape,” said
Neria, sofily,

“Love! Thatis'as it may be,” retorted Claudia; #But do you imagine any
woman with the spirit of a canary-bird would stand by and see another woman
steal away the man who had once vowed constancy to her, and never make an
eflort to reclaim him? Why, I would kill such a woeman, though the man were
one I never earved to see again.” B

“ Dr. Lutrell,” said the servant, opening the door of the drawing-room.

A gentleman upen the threshold Lowed profoundly, and advanced into the
room,

Claudia, on hearing the name, had half uttercd an exclamation, and started
from her chair. Instantly recovering herself, however, she restrained cvery
symptom of emotion except the deep color that flushed her face, and, advancing
a few steps toward her grest, extended her hand, saying, with a smile, courtcous
even if artificial

“I am glad to see you again, Dr. Lutrell, and also to hear such pleasant
things of you”

“Thank you. T did not know that my modest nuptials would make suffcient
impression to be remembered after the brilliant wedding that made Mr. Living-
stone the happiest of men and an object of envy to all the rest of us,  Accept,
in turn, my congratulations and good wishes.”

A fine tone of sarcasm rang through the careful modulations of his voice,
and was caught by Nerla’s sensitive ear.  She turned to examine more particu-
larly this new guest, of whom she had never heard.

A slight and elegant figure, small hands aad feet, a perfect toilet-—all this
was well 5 but at the face Neria paused, and finally suspended judgment. Either
it was very handsome or utterly repalsive, and for the moment she was unable to
determine which. The clear-cut and regular features were almost faultless, the
dark hair suited well with the mas complexion ; the frequent smile displayed cx-
quisite teeth, Lut the eyes—what was there in those furtive ¢yes that made Nceria
shrink from their passing glance and shiver as she felt them again resting upon
her? The color was peculinr and indescribable, unless, perhaps, one named it
yellowizh-Lironze ; but the expression was something more than peculiar, and
suggested to Neria vague ideas of hungry creatures Iying ambushed for their
prey, of serpents sleeping in deep jungle grass, of a Thug waiting patieuntly for
hours behind his palm tree, while far down the valley the doomed victim comes
riding on, his ¢yes filled with memories of home and love, a smile upon hLis Iips,
and hope whispering at his heart,
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% Girls, Tet me present Dr. Lutrell. Miss Vaughn, Dr. Lutrell, and Miss
Francia Vaughn.”

Franciz bowed with her usual smiling grace, and Neria, with an effort, raised
her eyes once more to those so steadily bent upon her: She was glad when she
had dene so, for in this direct gaze she determined that, after all, there was
nothing so peculiar about these eyes, except, perhaps, the color; and with a little
fecling of self-reproach for her first impression, she excrted herself to answer,
with sufficient courtesy, the enquiries and remarks addressed to her.

“We were talking of Mrs. Minturn's fancy ball,” said Claudiz, presently,
“You will be there ? 7

#We have cards, but I had not thought of going,” said Troctor Lutrell, “'To,
select a character for a fancy ball you must commit either a stupidity or an in-
discretion.  Lither, you assume a disguise utterly incongruous with your person-
ality, and so, utterly wearisome, or you sclect one which betrays to the whole
world your own estimate of yourself, and so give Mrs. Gmndy a rich opportunity
for the good-natured little remarks in which she delights.”

“1 den't think people in genceral go so far as to measure the masker’s own
character against that which he assumes,” said Claudia.  DMost people don’t
think at 21l, and of those who do, the majority are persons who will, at any rate,
be malicious, We are all fools or knaves,” ‘

The two young ghls turned -startled eyes upor their cousin, then Francia
laughed, and even Neria’s face swept a tide of color, showing that the deep
fountain of her emotiens was touclhed. ’

Dr. Lutrell's eyes flashed across the face of either, read them more than
efther knew, and came back to rest upon Claudia’s with 2 meaning glance, which
she read and recklessly answered.

“0, these girls have come to me to learn somety ; you would not have me
turn out the pretty lambs to the wolves without warning them, as far as [ may,
of the style of creature they are going among.”

Dr. Lutrell turned gaily toward the couch where Neria and Francia sat to-
gether. -

“Dan’t believe a word she says, young ladies. Socicty, especially in this
city, Is an assemblage of all that is great, wise, good and beautiful in the world,
Lvery onc is amiable, every one is intelligent, cvery one speaks and lives the
exact truth.  Come among us and sce! Mrs. Livingstone knows all this as
welk as 5 but to-day she has the headache, or a dyspepsia, or was out too late
last night.”

He rose and bowed as he spoke, and passed down the long drawing-room,
His hostess accompanied him a few steps, and said in a low voice,

*Why do you wish to deceive them in what they will so soon learn for them-
selves P

“Why do you put your vase of wild flowers in the shade, instead of in the
sun ?” asked the guest, and went on his way witk a smile in his tigerish eyes.




. CHAPTER XI,
TRANSPARENT MASKS,

KNOT of young men in various costume lounged in the hall of Mrs.
_ Minturn’s handsome heuse, and discussed the masquers who, passed
before them into the drawing-room, witl a freedom characteristic of their condi-
tion. Three female figures descended the stairs, and were Jjoined at the foot by
a domino, who waited to escort them,

“A Cleopatra!™ sald a Charles II, among the Aasewrs, in an audible voice,
*and very well got up, too. See the golden asp upon ler right arm, and the
string of pearls upon her left. The crown, the starry veil, the royal robes—all
correct, fair sister, but tell me, is it Marc Antony to-day, or another # "

The Cleopatra thus attacked threw an angry glance upon the questioner,
and passed quickly on. Nothing daunted, the merry monirch continued Lis re-
marks.

“And a mermaid ? No—Undine, by the string of coral, but,” in a lower
voice, “ I had not supposed any woman in this city would have the cfirontery
to crown herself with water-lilies and wear pearls for her only ornament, She
must be very new—or, very experienced. Probably the latter, for the innocence
of a woman of the world is a great deal more natural than nature.  Muis voild 7
la jolie petite marguise ! See the ravishing little waist displayed by the long
points to her bodice, and the coquetry of that tiny patch just in the dimple of
the chin, and the round white arms, andthe turn of the neck! You may wait,
my friends, for whom you will---I go to see if e mrarguise will not play Lonige
de Querouailles to my Charles 11., for an hour, at least,”

As the gay speaker separated himself from his comrades, and followed the
object of his admiration into the drawing-room, he was joined by Mephistoph-
eles, who had stood silently listening to his remarks, and who now-said, as he
passed his arm through that of the king,
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“ Vour majesty and 1 are old friends, and should hunt in couples.”

# The deuce we are !" retorted Charles, eyeing his companion askance.

“Just what I remarked, and a very pretty deuce we make ; deuce-ace, if you
will, for unlike most couples, we are {wo in one, or one in two, as you piease.”

“Go look for your Faust, I will none of you—my familiar never showed
himself in company,” said Charles, shaking off the grasp of his companion.

“ That was because you were still running through your days of grace,” re-
torted Mephistopheles,  “ But now you have come under authority, and are
only out on leave to-night. It is I who am king, and—vivas Rex.”

“Tout blen! Come, then, and advise me how to penetrate the incognito of
the little mrarguise,” said Charles, reclklessly.

“1 will advise you to let her alone, or at any rate to say nothing for which
you will be sorry when you meet her unmasked,” said his companion, signifi-
cantly, “Try your gallantries on the Cleopatra if you will "—

“And leave fz marguise to you! ‘Thank you. wen diable! T am a wor-
thier pupil than that. Compare notes with Cleopatra youwrself, or see if a Becky
Sharp does not lurk beneath those water-lilies ; but “leave my love to me”

The party had by this time reached the upper end of the long rooms, where
stood the hostess in the dress of Dame Quickly, but without mask. As each
guest bowed before her he presented a card bearing both his real and assumed
title, After glancing at these, Mrs, Minturn dropped them into a vese zeal-
ously guarded by a roguish Cupid, who, with drawn bow and warning cry, men-
aced all who ventured to approach too near,

. After a few words of compliment, the party moved on to make room for
other guests, and the royal Stuart approached the Marquise with a low bow and
a request that she would faver him with her hand for a valse-quadrille in the ad-
joining batl-room.

The Marquise hesitated, but after glancing at Cleopatra, who nodded assent,
she silently accepted the proffered arm,

Mephistopheles, at the same moment, addressed to Undine a request to
promenade through the rooms with him, offering to give her a lesson in reading
disguiscs which she should find of use through all her future life.

Cleopatra motioned her to accept, and herself taking the arm of the domino
who remained in attendance, slowly followed for a few steps, and then said, in a
low voice ; ‘

“Go, now, and find some one else. I will take care of myself”

* All, right, my lady,” replied Mr. Livingstone’s thick voice; “only don’t let
the men be too free. They!li say things from behind their masks that they
wouldn’t dare to say without them.”

“Not to me,” said Cleopaira, haughtily, and each went a separate way.

CHAPTER XIIL

‘A DEUX TEMP S,

In the ball-room the frenzy of the galop had subsided into the passionate
tenderness of the waltz, and the band, led by a musician, rendered, with such
fidelity and adasndon, the wild Leart-break of the Sophia waltees, that one in-
stinclively feared to see the whole place a necropelis of swooning and dying
princesses.




72 CIPHER,

Francia, in her charming costume, 4 /z Pompadonr, her supple waist encir-
cled by the arm of the King Charles, his breath upon her cheek, her right hand
pressed close to his heart, floated round and round the room in a strange ec-
stacy, wotdering how she had lived so long and never before felt the joyof life;
wondering, too, at the passionate impulse of tears that almost suffocated her,

The music ceased with a long, piercing strain, that might have heen the wail
of the lover as his royal mistress fell| dead at his feet, and Francia, blind and
breathless, atlowed her partner to sup\port her for 2 moment longer in {he em-
brace which we all consider so eminently proper while the motion of the dance
conlinues—so very shocking a few minutes later. '

“I never shali forget this waltz,” murmured King Charles.

“Nor I, for I never enjoyed one half so much,” said Francia, guilelessly ;
and Lehind his mask the merry menarch smiled a meaning smile,

¥ Let us promenade a fittle,” said he, and led the way to the cool shadow of
the conservatory.

“Do you believe in magnetism, Marguise ?7 asked he, seating his compan-
fon upon an ottoman and throwing himsell upon a footstool at her side.

“I don’t know anything about it,” said Francia, wonderingly,

“ Then take your first lesson of me, wa delle. It was a powerful magnetism
that drew me to you the first moment my eyes rested upon you; it is that same
magnctism that made our waltz to me the very calmination of my life; and, teli
¢, Marquise, may I be very frank, very bold 27 ‘

“Yes,” murmured Francia.

“1t was that same magnetism that wrought upon you when you said vou
. hever had enjoyed a dance so much.”

He took in his the soft, white hand that Francia had nervously ungloved
when she first sat down, .

“I must sce your face, I must hear your name, here and now,” murmured
he, half besecchingly, half impericusly.

Tlhe little hanel grew cold, and trembled in his grasp, but it was not with-
drawn, nor did the bewildered girl resist, as with a quick movement her com-
panion untied the ribbon confining her mask, and suffered it to drop into her
lap.

The face thus disclosed was indeed one worthy of a monarch’s admiration ;
and just now, with checks and lips at their Lrightest, eyes at.their bluest,
and the perfect shape of the low white forehead displayed by the coquettish
backward roll of the hair glittering with golden powder, Francia’s fresh beauty
was so Lewildering that it hardly secmed an extravagance for her amasked ad-
mirer to murmur, )

0, that I were indeed a king, that I might, with some faint hope of success,
offer my throae to the Queen of Love and Beauty !

Francia’s head droeped lower and lower, while the earnation deepened on
her cheels, and even “ihe nape of her white neck fushed rosy red,” but, alas !
not “with indignation.”

His bold eyes devouring her beauty, Charles grasped again the hand she
had withdrawn, and murmured, .

“Tell me what to call you, my queen.”

A sharp step rang through the ante-room dividing the conservatory from

the other apartments, and Francia, snatching away her hand, hurriedly replaced

KiNG CHARLES AnD Tow MaroQuise.—
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her mask. It was not yet tied when a kaight in golden armor stood before

her.

“ Fxeuse me, sir,” said he, haughtily, to King Charles, who had risen to his
feet; # but this young lady is a relative of mine, and 1 am desired by her friends
to conduct her to them.”

«1f the young lady desires to exchange my company for yours, [ shall of
course submit to her wishes, otherwise 1 shall claim my privilege of leaving her
under charge of the lady from whose side T took her,” retorted the grzasi mone
arch, with right kingly imperiousness,

The knight hesitated an instant, then twned his back wpon his rival, and
gaid in 2 low voice, ‘

“ Francia, come with me.”

The girl arose, but before she could accept the arm offered her by the knight,
her late partner interpesed,

“ May 1 not have the usual privilege of a gentleman who has been’ honored
with a lady’s hand in the dance, and cscort you to your claperone 2°' asked he,
in a voice so exceedingly guarded as to betray the irritation of his feelings.

Francia hesitated, half-turned toward the last speaker, then again to the
knight, and whispered,

“1 will go directly to Claudia, Fergus, and you can come, too.”

“You will do as you choose,” was the stern reply; and Francia, her eyes
fille:l with tears, took the arm persistently offered by her other cavalier, and
walked away in a very different mood from that of a few moments before.

“May I ask the name of that young man?” inquired King Charles, still ia
the tone of claborate courtesy, so significant to a practised ear,

“ He is my cousin,” faltered Francia, instinctively answering the question her
companion had not chosen to ask.

“ Cousins have strange privileges, it appears 1o me,” said the King. ¢ Swect
ones, too, sometimes, if I am rightly informed.”

“Fergus has always been like a brother to me,” murmured Francia,

“Very like a Drother, as I have found them bebind the scenes,” said her
companion, “ But may I not resume the inquiry you- were about to answer

- when this peremptory cousin-brother of yours interrupted us 27

“Myname ! Mrs. Minturn can tell you. Ah, here is Neria.”

“The Undine ? DBut there is Cleopatra in the next room, with a crowd of
courtiers about her. Wil you go to her?”

“Yes, if you please.”

And as she answered, the poor little wmarpuise cast a timid look over her
shoulder at the stately form of the golden knight who now stood in the door-
way of the ball-room watching her movements.

“ Monsieur le consin appears to doubt either your word or my honor,” said
King Charles, bitterly, as he followed her eyes.

Francia made no reply, but burried on, and in another moment stood heside
Claudia, who received her with a little nod, and went on talking to the three
gentlemen, who all claimed her attention at the same moment.

King Charles, with a low bow and a murmured word of thanks left her here,
and went to lock for Mrs, Minturn, with whom he was an especial favorite.

While Cleopatra and her courtiers flashed their javelins of wit and badinage
over her head, Francia remained for some moments in a bewildered reverie,
through which the waltz, the conservatory, the strange Dbold words of her Iate

-
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partner, and the displeasure of her cousin mingled confusedly. Recovering a
little, she raised her eyes, and timidly explored the room for Fergus.

He was promenading with an elegant Dizna upon his arm, and although he
passed and repassed the spot where Francia stood, never by any chance turned
his head toward her.

“ How vexed he is, and how much I shall have to say before he will be kind
again,” thought Francia, and over the glitter of the ball-room and the fiush of
her innocent gayety came a dark mist, a chill, like that when upon a summer’s
afternoon, great white clouds of fog come rolling over the sea and wrap earth
and sky in their mantle of bleak despondency.

She sighed heavily, and the domino who, although dismissed by Cleopatra in
the first of the evening, had soon returned to hover near her, offered his arm,

“ Tiresome, ain’t it,” said he, in a low voice to the drooping little marguive
# Never mind, they’ll have supper in a few minutes, and that will pay for all.
If it was’n’t for the suppers I couldn’t stand this sort of life.”

“ T was not tired until just now,” said Francia, accepling the proffered sup-
port. .

Neria approached with Mephistopheles. '

“And here we come,” said he, “to a group whose disguises I will not
venture to penetrate, and even could I do so, I shrewdly suspect you are better
able to describe to me than I to you the graces and virtues adorning it.”

4T hope you have been as correct in all your intimations as in this.
Neria, playfully.

“ Do not doubt it, and I am glad to have been able to illusirate to you my
remark of a previous occasion, that there are, after all, very few wolves in this
so much maligned society of ours,”

The latter part of the remark reached the ear of Cleopatra, who turned
sharply round—

“Al, it is you,” said she, quickly.

* said

* Great queen, who can withstand your penetration. It is the humblest of

your slaves,” said Mephistopheles.

*“ Malice avers that Lucifer was an ally of yours in the old tiwes, and, accord-
ing to his wont, deserted you at the last,” suggested one of the courtiers,

“Malice was, then, as stupid as she generally is,” said Mephistopheles,
coolly ; “for it was Cleopatra who deserted me.” :

A swift glance passed between the Queen and the speaker, and each turned
to another companion, At this moment Mrs. Minturn approached on the arm

“of King Charles,

“ Pardon the manvats godié of an introduction enz masguxe,” said she, aside to
Claudia; “and allow me to present my cousin, Rafe Chilton. He begs your
permission to take Miss Vaughn down to supper.”

“ Certainly ; I will let her understand that I sanction the movement, although
your drawing-room is sufficient guarantee for any of your guests,” replied Clau-
dia, in the same tone, and Mrs. Minturn rejoined aloud,

# Will your majesty permit me to introduce a brother monarch, hight Charles
of England.”

Cleopatra, with a regal inclination of the head, extended her hand, which
Charles made a feint of raising to his lips  As he lifted his head their eyes met,
and while Claudia remembered the saucy query, * Is it Marc Antony or another,
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to-day " which had intercepted her entrance to the drawing-room, Charles saw
that she remembered it -

“ Generosity is a royal prerogative,” said he, in a low voice.

“ S0 your majesty found it when Louis Quatorze filled your exchequer with
French gold,” retorted Cleopatra, in thie same voice.

Charles laughed.

“ Let us forget all that we should blush for in our former lives,” said he, “and
bagin our acquaintance from the present moment.”

“Agreed ; and unless we are better than most of the people about us, we
shall, in the next hour, have accumulated a new stock of blushing matter, and
shall have to begin over again,” said the Queen,

“That can hardly be, for Cleopatra of to-day has preserved all the grace
and none of the foibles of her prototype,” said Charles, courteously.

“And the merry monarch of England has certainly freed himself from the
reproach of having

Never said a foolish thing,

replied Cleopatra,

# Do not force him 1o believe, also, that he has *never done a wise one’ in
seeking the honor of an introduction lo your majesty,” suggested Charles, with
a royal audacity which did not injure him in the estimation of the lady he ad-
dressed, '

“ Nows werrons,” said she, laughing. .

#May I ask your majesty to present me to the young lady at your side, and
allow me to escort her to the supper-room ?” pursued the King, with easy
grace,

*Mademoiselle, allow me to present King Charles the Second, of England,
a monarch whose reputation is his best introduction,” said Claudia, turning to
Francia, who bowed without speaking,

“A breach of faith, royal sister. 'We had agreed to leave our former reputas

tions out of the question,” said Charles, meaningly; and Cleopatra, stightly

abashed, made no retort.

CHAPTER XIII,

CHEZ MADAME LIVINGSTONE.

THE world had been informed that it would find Mrs, Livingstone “ at home
on Thursdays,” and on the first recurrence of that day, after the fancy party, we
shall see collected in her drawing-room nearly all the persons to whom this his-
tory has introduced us.

Mr. Vacghn had looked in, and without in the least meaning to do so,
dwatfed the younger men by the polished ease of his manner, his dignity, and
the knowledge of the world for which he was remarkable,

Fergus, seated near the elegant Miss Winchendon, was evoking that young
lady’s most gracious smiles, and rewarding them with a satirical dissection of
their absent friends, mingled with covert compliments to herself. .

Francia, who had not seen her cousin since the ball, watched this by-play
from the corner of her eye, and grew more and more incoherent in her answers
to the fashionable gossip with which Mrs. Minturn kindly tried to entertain her,
But as that lady rose to go, the drawing-room door was thrown open to admit
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Dr. Luttrell and Mr. Chilton; and as Francia noted the sudden frown clouding
her cousin’s face, a wicked impulse to brave the anger she despaived of soften-
ing, seized upon her, and she returned Mr. Chilton’s bow with a smile ihat at
once brought that young gentleman to her side,

Dr. Luttrell paused beside his hostess, who was, for the moment, discngngedf

“Where is Mrs, Luttrell P 7 asked Claudia.

“Where I am not,” returned the husband, concisely.

“And always 1"

“ When it can be so arranged.”

“Your honeymoon closed yesterday,” sald Claudia, with a Dbitter-sweet
gmile,

“«A thing without beginning is also without end,” retorted her guest, coldly.

“ As, for example, the Jove a man professes to the woman lie wishes lo
marry,” suggested Mrs, Livingstone,

“1 have, in my life, professed love to only one womnan, and she—made a
worthier choice,” said Luttrell, suffering Lis eyes to rest, with quiet scorn, upon
the stout figure of Mr, Livingstone, who staod, with Lis hands beneath his coat-
tails, upon the hearth-rug, discussing pelitics with Mr, Murray.

Claudia winced a little, but recovered herself cleverly, “ Al !? said she,
nonchalantly. % Who would suspect you of a gesite hisfoire? You shall toil it
to me some day. Just pew I must go.and talk to Mrs. Burton ; and you, let me
see P—you may bring Neria and the musician together, and get them into a
conversation about art. They are counterparts and ought to find it out.”

She glided away as she spoke, and seated herself to listen, with smiling in-
terest, to Mrs, Burton’s narrative of her struggles with her last cook, until she
could adroitly contrive to entrap another matron into the conversation and
herself withdraw imperceptibly to more congenial companionship.

Dr. Luttrell watched her, with a singular expression in his tawny eyes, not
unlike a tiger, who, from the jungle, watches a stately doe surrounded by her
courtiers, and says in his heart,

Theirs to-day, mine to-morrow, if I will.

Then he turned to look for Neria and the musician, who sat a little way
from each other ; she listening with grave atiention to the chat between Fergus
and the brilliant belle, he apparently absorbed in reverie,

Dr. Luttrell placed himself between them and began to talk opera,

CHAPTER XIV.

¥RIXE, PAX, ET—"

TuE last guest departed, and as the door ‘closed behind her, Fergus furned
o Nerin, saying : )

“ Now, Neria, give me a little real music after the miserable tinkling of that
—Percy do they call him # I am perfectly sick with it.” - .

«Then T am quite sure I could not please you, monsieur,” said Neria, gaily;
#and I must go directly to my room and dress for our drive.  Are you coming,

Francia ? ”
“In a minute,” replied that young lady, affecting to be busy in arranging
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some flowers upon the fable. Neria left the room, and Fergus, with an ab-
stracted look, was following her, when a timid voice recalled Lim.

“ Did you see this rose-camelia, Fergus ?”

“No, is it remarkable 7% asked the young man, coming slowly toward the
table.

“Iden’t know., It is very pretty.”

“[ see, Is thatall you have to say?”

“ Aren’t you going 1o drive withus 2

# Not to-day.™

“ You have not been here Iately,”

#1 am flattered that you should notice my movements so closely.

T'rancia blushed scarlet, and bent lower over the flowers.

“You have not been without company, however,” pursued her cousin, * [
sce that Mr, Chilton has established Limsel{ here upon a very familiar footing.
You will be much improved by such association.”

%0, Fergus, don’t speak in that tone. How have I offeaded you 3 7

“Offended me? Notatall. I was speaking of Mr, Chilton in terms of the
highest commendation, was I not ?*

“ Please, Fergus ! Tell me what I have done, and let me say I am sorry,
and then forgive me.” .

The clasped hands, tender blue eyes full of tears, quivering rosebud lips were
very pathetic, and a half smile softened the stern lines of Fergus’s mouth ; but
he said, coldly :

“I'have no right to be offended ; but I will own I was rather surprised at your
conduct the other night.”

* What conduct ? 7 faltered Francia.

“In the first pluce, dancing round-dances half an hour with the same part-
ner, and he one of the most nolorious profligates about town : then wandering
oft into the conservatory with him, allowing him to unmask you, to ke your
hand, to say 1 don’t know what to you. I did ngt try to listen, although I
could not help sceing, Ther, when I came (o extricate you from your ridicu-
lous and indecorous position, you absolutely refused to accept my guardianship,
ad clung to your new acquaintance as if he were alover, Afterward you
allowed him to take you down to supper, and danced with him again,”

“Ounly a cotillien,” interposed Francia.

“You danced with him-—no matter what,” pursued Fergus, severely. © And
now, the next time I see you, this fellow is at your side, offering his insalting
attentions in so conspicuous a manner that every person who goes wway from
here to-day will have a sneer for you the next time your name is mentioned
in their company. Yeou can do as you choose, or as my uncle chooses, I sup-
puse, but you will excuse me if I say that I can give ncither respect nor con-
ﬁldcncc to a young tady, who deliberately encourages the attentions of a libers
tine like Rafe Chilion,”

“If Claudia and Mr, Livingston encourage his coming to the house, they
cannot believe him so very bad,” said Francia, with some spirit.

“I do not undertake to vegulaie my sister’s affairs,” said Fergus, coldly
“nor do I wish to discuss her movements—they do not concern either you or

me. [ was only explaining to you the reason of the change in my manner
which scemed to annoy you,”
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“T was not annoyed, Fergus, I was grieved.”

The young man trifled a moment with the toys upon the table, and then
said, reproachiully :

“You do not find Neria running into such follies, although she has the same
‘opportunities,”

“ Neria isn’t so gay—so—"

“So thoughtless as you. That is true enough; but to be thoughtless in
these matters is something more then a foible, Francia. It is to estrange your
friends, to injure your own prospects, to give foul tongues an opening to meddle
with your name, Mr. Chilten's acquaintanceship is enough to ruin any woman’s
reputation ; but if you choose to cultivate it, of course it is no affair of mine,
Good morning.”

* Good morning,” said Francia, in a tone as cold as his own, and with spark-
ling eyes and heightened color, she walked toward the window. Fergus went
to the door, but his gleves still lay upon the table where he had placed them
while speaking. He returned for them, waited to put them on, and was again
moving toward' the door, when a soft voice whispered :

“ Fergus!”

He sileatly turned and looked toward Francia. Fluttering, blushing, tearful,
she glided to his side, and sweetly looked into his face. He took her hand,
whispering :

“What is it, Frane 2" -

I am so sorry. [ won'tif you don’t want me to. Please, dear Fergus!”

"He put his arm about her slender waist, he laid his hand beneath her
rounded chin, and raising the rosy face that fain would droop, he looked deep,
deep into the blue depths of her innocent eyes, and then—how does it go?

“ Kive, par, et "—what comes next ?

Fergus stayed to dinner, and spent the evening. When Francia went to
her room that night, she stood a long time looking from the window ; and, as
she turned away, murmured half aloucl ‘ But he is my cousin, almost—just like
a brother,”

CHAPTLER XV.

CHECK TO THE QUEEN. . .

THE winter went on, and went by, March had come, with its chilling winds
and cheering sun, its raw certainty and its sweet promise—like a hoydenish girl
of thirteen, whom we endure and even admire, in faith of the future.

It was evening, and Mrs. Livingstone’s drawing-roems were moonily lighted
by hanging lamps with alabaster slmdes. In the bﬂudow at the end of the suite
of apartments sat the lady herself, deep in a game of chess with Dr, Luttrell,
In the next room, Francia, nervous, halfunwilling, and yet not quite unpleased,
listened to the low-voiced conversation of Mr. Chilton, while the master of the
house, dozing in an arm-chair near at hand, played propriety to the 28fe-d-féze.

In the drawing-room beyond, Neria, at the piano, softly played “Q Bel
Alma ;™ and Percy, standing beside her, improvised a dreamy accompaniment.

But the story that the musician told, the question that he asked, and the ten-
der, mournful denial that Neria returned to his petition, are not now our cons
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cern. These are of the secrets that the angels keep and men do but guess.
Let us rather watch the far from angelic game so skilfully played in the boudoir,

“Check ! said Dr. Luttrell; and Claudia, who had been dreaming over her
game, suddenly found both king and queen menaced by an audacious knight,
who lad quietly approached, under cover of a manceuvre for the capture of a
pawi.

#0, but I cant lose my queen!” exclaimed Mrs, Livingstone, examining
the situation with disniay.

Dr. Luttrell silently leaned back in his chair and watched her. From be-
tween his half-closed eyelids gleamed strange green and yellow lights, flashing,
sparkling, changing, like the great diamond on his breast. His thin lips smiled ;
but it was not a smile pleasant to look upon.

“Can you save her 7" asked he, guietly, when Claudia had goue over every
possible combination of her few pieces for the twentieth time, and at last pl.med
a reluctant finger upon the king.

“ No; but the game is lo:,t. How could I have been so stupid 7

“¢#Whom the gods doom,” etc.—it was fated that T should conquer, and it
would have been useless for you to resist, had you been ever so diligent in your
efforts.” :

“You are a fatalist, then 2

“Are notyou?”

“No, I will not give up my free will. In this case, if I had chosen to attend
to my game, 1 should not have lost it.”!

“ It was futed you should #of choose to attend toit, It is very easy to reason
after the event,”

*DBut, warned by experience, the next game we play I will play with such
care as Lo thwart fate, if she has decreed another stupidity on my part.”

“#Then you will again be the servant of fate, who will have decreed just the
pains you take to thwart her.”

“ This is fearful,” exclaimed Claudia, passionately; “this idea that, will as
we may, struggle as we may, we are blindly hurried on by an unknown power,
perhaps to gaod, perhaps to evil—at any rate toward a hidden end. What be-
comes of moral responsibility, of conscience, of any eflort toward self-con-
quest ?”?

#They go down befora the iron keel of destiny, who bears us on, resisting
or unresisting, blind or open-eyed, to what you truly call the hidden end.”

“Thea why should men be punished for crime 77

“They should not. There is no crime, A man does that to which his tem-
perament impels him-—that which his destiny has pre-ordained from the begin-
ning. 1le is no more accountable for the results than is this bit of ivory for
your lost game.”

He fillipped the captured queen as he spoke, and her lead rolled across the
board and dropped at his feet.

Clawdia put aside his apology with a smile, and said :

* Like her mistress, she feels that in losing the game she loses all.  She has
escaped destiny now, at any rate.”

* No, for destiny decreed that she should thus fall ; also has decreed that, in

spite of her attempt at seli~destruction, she should be restored 1o all her former

beduty and usefulness,” said Dr, Luttrell, as he smilingly put the broken piece
in his pocket,
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Claudia looked at him with flushed cheeks and brilliant eyes.

“Lut this matter of destiny,” said she. . ** Are you resigned to be thus blindly
impelled hither and thither, and to feel all effort and resistance a useless strug-
gle? Does not this belief deprive you of all interest in life ?”

“Not at all. Life to me is an interessing novel, of which I am the hero,
Fate tarns the pages, and I read as fast as 1 am petmitted. It is far less trouble
ancl much more exciting than your idea of writing the book yoursell,  Author
ship is not my rd/z.”

“ At least you showld never be angry with those who disappeint or thwar
you,” said Claedia, in a low voice.

# To the philosopher, disappointment isa word without value or meaning,” re-
turned the other. #It is folly to try to guess what is written on the other side of
ihe page ; but if you will do so, and find you have guessed wrong, why, there is an
end of it—why be disappointed 7 What must be, will be ; and why vex yourself
by quarrelling with destiny ? 'When you chose to marry Mr. Livingstoue instead
of me, you theught you decided for yourself; but you did not, and 1 knew you

died not, and so felt neither anger nor sorrow ; neither Llamed you nor loved you -

the less, for I knew that you accepted this necessity of fate as unwillingly as I
did, 1 knew, too, that this marriage ceremony would prove .o solvent to the
secret affinity which must forever bind our séuls together, ot our tongues belie
it as they may.”

He fixed his gleaming eyes on Claudia’s face.

She returned the ook defiantly.

«You have no right to say that,” replied she.  “Since T was marricd I have
never spoken a word to you that should prove that 1 remembered—"

“ Nor I to you; but have you not known it 27

“ No,”* said Claudia, desperately.

Luttrell smiled. .

“ Say no, if you will, but do not try to think ne,” returned he, quietly, “for
nothing is so weakening as self-deception.”

« But I will not—you shall not—1I, at least, am no fatalist, and will not have
my free will thus quietly taken out ol my hands,” persisted Clandia.  #I do
ot choose to remember or to knew more than that Dr. Luttrell and his wife
are pleasant acquaintanees of Mr. and Mrs. Livingstone.”

Dr. Luttrell smiled and bowed, hiding his shining eyes with their drooping
lids.

Clandia waited for denial, for argument 5 but none came.  She nervously re.
placed the chessmen in their box, and glanced toward her Iate ‘advers:u‘y. His
face wore an expression of regret, of mortification, perhaps, but he did not raise
his eyes.

] should have said friends, instead of aequaintances,” said she, soltly.

«The first is the better word,” replidd Luttrell, coldly.

% hen you do not wish me for a {riend,” gaid Claudia, wounded beyond her
seli-possession,

T do not believe in friendship,” returned Tattrell; “we have acquaintances
more or less intimate ; we have passions and affiities ; but friendship is to me
a word without meaning.”

% You are cynical,” said Claudia, bitterly. .

% Notatall; I am philosophical, and it is one of my philosophies to talk as
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little as may be of myself, or of my own experiences. Do you notice how heav-
ily the air of these rooms is charged with electricity 2 »

Clandia glanced at him inquiringly. .

“I mean the moral atmosphere. There is enough passion, intrigue, hope

. o > ]
despair, restlessness circling about our heads to furnish matter for a score of
romances.” -

Claudia slightly moved her position so as to command a view of the draw-
ing-rooms.

It was the moment when Percy and Neria, standing hand in hand, looked fare-
well into each others’ eyes.  Rafe Chilton had drawn his chair close to Francia's
side, and while teying with her fan, murmured behind it words to which she list-
ened with Llushing, half-averted face and down-dropped eves,

Mr. Livingstone, aroused from lhis nap, studied the stock-list with frowning
brow and muttering lips, 7

Unseen by all, Mr. Vaughn and Fergus Murray stood just within the door-
way, the keen eyes of each (aking in the fezt ensemdle of the scene, and each
drawing from it his own conclusions. ‘ ‘

[ [ERP ~ fa 1§ 3 Tal

I see,” sald Claudia, in a low voice; and rising, she went to greet her
guests, and to break up the too obvious #8e-a-£322 Detween Francia and a man
whom she knew both her uncle and her brother disapproved,

CHAPTER XVI.
FRANCIA'S MISTAKE.

WiITH slight notice of his sister or the rest, Fergus passed into the other
room, and standing beside Neria, said impatiently,
“When are you going home, I wender??”
“To Bonniemeer?
[ H H
. Yes, I am tired of stumbling over that meoning Parcy every time I coma
ere, A‘s for Chilton, T am afraid that some day I shali take the trouble to im-
part to .lnm my opinion of himself; and that might lead to unpleasant results.”
Neria placed her cool hand upon his.
“ T e el . -y T
1 Dpcm Fergus,” sajd she, “ cannot you make your circle of tolerance a little
o L L -
arger ? One is so much happier in charity and love with all men. And it
grieves us when you are ill-pleased,”
1 y
- I cannot flatter myself that my words are so important,” said Fergus, sul-
enly, ’
. . : . .
Yc?u wrong yourself and us in saying so; us, by doubting our Iove and
S » K - . - S - =3 B .
yn%ntay, ‘.md yourself in refusing to accept this love and sympathy, which
wm:‘cg :;dmltted to your life, render it so much more peaceful and beautiful.”
thers t like y ria,” sai { i .
o) are not like you, N.e}m, saicl thg young man, in a softer tone.
here are lile me in caring for you, Fergus
13 > .
" }Ilow much does Francia care, when she encourages that profligate fellow,
after I . \ .
er tl1e expression of my disapprobation ; after her own promise to give up hig
acquaintance ?” asked Fergus, gloomily.
i\‘ena looked troubled, but presently answered cheerily,
y F.ranc is so charming and so much admired, that we must be reconciled
0 i r
b seeing @ good deal of homage offered at her shrine, and sometimes by un-
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worthy worshippers. It does not harm her, and by-and-by she will be tired of
her position as divinity. “ We women have four seasons like the year,” and it is
spring-time with her yet.”

& Gome women’s spring-time has all the freshness of her’s without its crude-
pess,” said Fergus, smiling into Neria's eyes.

« Put not the rich and glowing promise,” returned Neria, half sadly.  “See,
Mr. Chilton is going.

“That is a pity—for Francia.” i

& Now, Fergus, don’t he cross with the poor child, You have not been kind
to her for some weeks.”

« Because she has allowed Chilton to haunt her like her shadow.”

«To be unkind to her yourself, is only to make his courtesies seem the more
agreeable. She is coming in here, and I shall go away and leave you to make
friends. We go home next week, and it is quite time you were on good terms
again. Be gentle and careful.”

Francia approached with a nervous smile upon her flushed face.

«1 thought Mr. Percy was here,” said she to Neria, but glancing timidly at
Fergus while she spoke. ‘

“He went away a few moments ago. Sit down, dear, and sing us that little
barcarolle, won't you? Fergus has not heard it.”

Francia seated herself, played a simple prelude with faltering fingers, and
tried to sing; but in the first notes her voice trembled, broke, and in 4 sudden
burst of tears she ran away from the piano, and sought shelter in the deep bay-

windaow.
With an expressive glance at Fergus, Nevia went into the other room, and

seated hersell near Vaughn, who was carrying on a desultory conversation with
Mr. Livingstone,

Fergus hesitated a moment, and then followed Francia, who crouched sob-
bing upon an ottoman.

“ Franc!” said he, softly, as he seated himself beside her.

No answer.

« Don’t cty, Francia, I'm not angry.”

“ But you will be.”

«No, I won't. T suppose you couldn’t help his coming.”

13 N'O‘O-”

& But you need not have let him whisper In your ear.”

A fresh burst of sobs.

¢ Franc, T wish you would be more womanly ; show a little more dignity,

or at least a little more regard fpr me.”

« There, I knew you would.”

“Would what, child # ¥

“Would scold.  And you will be so angry.”

& No, but I am not angry, and not going to be, only sorry. 1 love my Fitle
cousin too much to be really angry with her.”

«1 don’t think you have loved me very much this last month,” murmured
Francia out of her handkerchief. )

w1t is because I love you so well that T have been sorry to see you—well, I
won't say any more. So you thought I didn’t love you, little girl 27

H1 Yes.”

«Well, I never thought you didn’t love me, 5o you see I was the wiser of the

1
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two. Now [ will tell you what I shall do to prevent any such mistakes in fu-
ture. 1 shall tell all the world that I love you and you love me, and that you are
my own little Franc, and no one else is to come within six feet of you, or to
speak to you any lower than they would to Mr. Livingstone. Then I shall send
you back to Bonniemeer, and keep you safely there until I have a nice little
cage all ready for you here or somewhere else ; and then I shall come and bring
you to live in it forever and a day, and—Llow do the story books end ?
. Lived happy all their lives,

isu'tit??

He put his arm round her as he spoke, and drew her close to his side, but
gven in the dim light was startled {o see the pale face and wild eyes she raised
to his.

“Q, Fergus, Fergus!” cried she. “ Why did you not tell me sooner?
How could I know—and—and I am engaged to Rafe Chilton,”

Fergus started to his feet, and looked down with terrible eyes upon the fair
young face, that seemed to wither beneath his gaze,

“T would not have believed,” said be, at last, ““ that you could sink so low.
Forget from this moment, as I do, that any other tie than our unfortunate rela-
tionship has ever drawn us together.” '

He left the room, the house, without another word ; and Franciz, sinking upon

i the floor, child-like, cried herself to sleep. :

So Neria found her an hour fater when Vaughn, the last of the guests, had
departed, saying to his ward as he bade her good-night,

“T have something to say to you to-morrow. Will you ride with me at
eleven P -

“Yes, Sieur.”

CHAPTER XVIIL
THUE PERRY WOODS.

O, sLve-Evep Katle Coleman, do you remember the summer days that you
and T, two merry hoydens in our earliest teens, langhed or dreamed away among
the joyous Perry Woods? Now it was a butterlly, a tiger-moth, a glittering
dragen-fiy which we chased, and left uncaptured at the last; now it was the
white and yellow violets in the meadow beyond the wood that tempted us to
the destruction of hose and shoon ; now it was the nedding Solomon’s seal, the
purple orchis, the gay columbine, that we sought upon the hill-side, and though
we lost each a shoe in the meadow, we found whole handfuls of lady's-slippers
in the wood, And do you remember, Katie, when we pulled the farmer’s rad-
iS!lES, and sitting under the edge of the wood, eat the stolen treasure with its
clinging soil, and cven wjhile the acrid flavor brought tears to our eyes, as-
szlred each other that it was a feast. Ah, prettty Katie Coleman! Twenty years
since then, my friend, twenty stages from that idyllian age of golden romance !
But the sunshine that fecked the turf of Perry’s Woods with sheen slill glime
mers duskily through my life, and shows me here and there around my feet a
flower that, without it, I might never see.

And if this blue sky above my head arches also over yours, may it shed all
balmy dews upon your path, all peace and love upon your life, for the sake of
t\hose blithe days bygone. And if, my Katie, you now dwell above, as I beneath

P gt ey
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the sky, T know right well that your pure heart 4nd gentle nature will have Jed
you to other woods and other flowers, fairer even than the suony memories of
youth.

So it was to Perry’s Woods that Vanghn and Neria rode upon the breezy
March morning when he spoke. The sky was a pure bright blue, islanded with
great white cumuli, The south wind smeli of violets a-bloom whence it had
come. The willow twigs made a wreath of rosy mist along the brook-side—ihe
brook that warbled loud and warbled soft its spring-tide song. The earliest
Lluebird of the year praised God from the topmost branches of the elm.  The
exquisite tracery of twig and branch against the lucent sky was beiter than
foliage, and the springing grass under foot was faiver to the winter-withered
senses than all the Aush of bloom that should hourgeon the summer,

Neria sat upon her white palfrey, and with her smiling eyes seemed to gather
in and taken pos‘session of the scene until its charm incorporated itself in her
being, and shone forth again, adding a new and subtle beauty to what had seemed
finished already. .

Vaughn looked only at her, and the love of a man’'s strong nature made his
face as that of 2 god. She turned suddenly, and met his eycs—mef and read
them, and her sweet face grew pale. ‘

He took her hand. . .

« Neria, where are the words that T shonld say to you? How can I hope to
tell you the reverence and love that has become my life? How dare I ask God
to give to me, alone, the pure angel whom he has vouchsafed to mankind?
You have so little of earth, dear Neria, that I cannot ask you to male yourself
with me, who, alas, am.all of carth ; but, sweet, if I may wear you on my lieart as
a blessed amulet, if I may stand betwegn the world and you, and you shall stand
between Heaven and me—if I may help you to make others happy, and you will
belp me to mend mach that is amiss in my own life—2Neria, if you will be the
angel in my house and iggny heavt, then can I ask no more' of Heaven than to
give me life and grace to show continually how 1 prize its gift,”’ ‘

The sweet content of the spring-morning changed on Neria’s face to doubt
and alarm.

«Gjeur, T have not thought of this,” said she, simply.

“ Think of it, now, dear child.

“] cannot. I must disarrange all the habit of my thought to place you in the
position of—"

“Of a lover, you would say. I feared it would be so, dear. [ am too far
away from you—in years, in cxperience, in the circle of life—for you to find my
love other than oppressive and unwelcome,” said Vanghn, sadly.

% No, not that, Sicur, but it is so new. May I think about it a little, before
I say any more 2 .

«Surely, dear, as long as you will, but you may net try to force upou your
lieart the belief that you can return this love of mine, and so offer yourself a
sacrifice upon the altar of self-devotion, If you cannot give yourself to me
frankly and fully, Neria, tell me so at once, and we will forget all tliis, and you
shall be again to mea daughter, a trust ; something to be loved, and guarded, and
reverenced, as Arthur’s kaights guarded the San Grail, though no man among
them dared lay finger upon it.” .

He turned his horse's head while e spoke, and they rade slowly home.

It was that very evening, as Vaughn sat alone in the twilight of the deserted

[
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drawing-room, that the faint perfume always enveloping Neria, suddenly floated
around his head, although he had heard no step, and a slender hand crept within
his own.

He looked up.  Through the shadow of the twilight a fair face shone down
upon him, saint-wise,

“Is it my angel, or the angel of mankind ?” asked he, softly.

“0, Sieur, do not call me an angel; I am so.weak, so ignorant! But if it is
true that 1 can help you a little, let me do it in your own way,”

It was not the loving confession he would have liked to hear, but it was ac-
cept'imce; and the heart of the man was stirred as with strong wine, while for
the first time he took his bride in his arms, and reverently kissed her lips,

CHAPTER XVIII,
COMING HOME,

THE great content of his new happiness disposed Vaughn to be mere indul-
gent than even his wont to the wishes of his only child, and although he could
not approve or sympathize in her choice, he would not absolutely refuse consent
f.O.lt. He did not, however, refrain {rom expressing to Mr. Chilton his views
with regard to some passages in that young man’s life, and informing him most
distinctly that his engagement to Francia must be a conditional one, to be broken
atany time when her Triends considered him to have failed in keeping the good
resolutions that he now professed.

Chilton, quite sericusly in love, and rather proud of bearing away the beauty
of the season, as Francia had been styled, found himself very willing to sub-
.scril)e to even harder conditions than these ; and immediately removed Tlis lodg-
ings from a hotel to a quiet boarding-house ; reduced his allowance of cigars ?o
three ger digime; confined himself in his convivialities to light wines; t‘ur:—l‘ed the
cold shoulder to several of his former intimates ; spent nc;rly an hour every da
in the law-office, whose door-plate bore his name in conjunction with tlmt} of‘i
partuer who did all the work and assumed ncarly a’l the profit of the concern ;
a‘ml, in brix, resalved, as he himself expressed the determination, to “try the’
l<a]stafﬁ:1|1 lodge, feschew sack, and live cleanly. ¥ ,

Neria's consternation and regret upon first hepving of Francia’s engagement
wcre' exFremc. Her pure and true instincts had always negatived anybfe:ling of
nfllllll'ﬂtl(ln for Mr. Chilton’s appearance or manners, and her sympathy with
I'm'gus'cause'd her painfully to appreciate the severe disappointment and sorrow
r;:if:s};;ialf{; tsile;;ii&;gleil‘i:z':. Sh(-:,-hcmrever_1 said but little upon the sub-~

. ancia, 1 she treated with an added tenderness and
d.uh(fncy, sufficiently expressed by Francia's playful wish, that she were a little
glrlél;stclnd of a great one, that she might call Neriz mother.

audia was content with Dbot gag i é
wealth and fashion, and would, of cl(l)ui:::r;;f;fr?ift-el anonnce the apen offaces

: se, ately renounce the open offences
H'L.:am.st morality which had somewhat disturbed society in its wish to render
h.l.m its highest consideration.  As for the rest, Mrs. Livingstone’s standard of
lllﬂ-: was not very high, and she held the tenet that evrery young man was either a
sinner or a hypocrite.
bie ﬁ;:g]:f;s;:ye;?gi snuff, and blandly congratulated Vanghs upon his own and

gagement,
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Fergus almost deserted his sister’s house, and professed himself absorbed
m business,

It was arranged that Neria’s quiet marriage should take place as soon as its
preliminaries could be arranged, and that until then she and’ Francia should re-
main with Claudia, while Vaughn vaciliated between the city and Benniemeer,
where he was pleasing his luxurious taste by some alterations and new furnish.
ings in honor of the bride who was to be.

It was on a joyous April day that he finally brought her home, and, before
entering the house, lingered a moment upon the terrace with her, to admire the
capricious beauty of the landscape, where all carth seemed frolicking in her
girlish glee, and afar upon the horizon line the bright blue ocean tossed its glit-
tering foam against the bright blue sky. '

Vaughn drew Neria c¢lose to his side.

“ My wife,” whispered he, “tell me that you are happy.”

“0, so happy !” said Neria, brightly. “Such a heavenly day, and coming
home to our own dear Bonniemeer, are enough for happiness.”

“DBut to be with you in any weather, and at any place, is enough for happi-
ness to me,” urged the bridegroom, in a tone of half-playful reproach.

Neria looked at him a little wonderingly, and then raised her face heaven-
ward with a smile of serene satisfaction ; but whether evoked by his words cor the
joyous scene, Vaughn did not dare inquire. ;

“ Come, spirit,” said he, leading her toward the house, ¥ I am afraid to let
you stay here, lest you suddenly float away and leave me desolate. I will close
you within walls, and only allow you to see the sky through non-conducting
glass, until you are a little naturalized by sympathy with me, I anticipate that
in course of time our natures will become equalized, to a certain extent, at least.
You are to elevate and purify me, and I am to strengthen and practicalize you, So
shall we both fill more perfectly our places in this world, and in each other’s hearts.

Neria regarded him with a dreamy smile, and softly said,

“1 cannot tell, It is all so new and strange to me as yet, but I am sure that
you will be to me what you have always been.”

“ 0O no, dear child, but more and better,” said Vaughn, eagerly. “Do you
not feel the change that love has wrouglht in our relations to each other 27

“ But I have always loved and reverenced you,”” returned Neria, with the
pathetic intonailon peculiar to her voice when she found herself perplexed or
troubled.

Vaughn smiled a little dubiously, and led her into the house.

“ See, now, my ocean waif, the bower I have heen building for you,” said
he, leading the way through a richly-furnished bridal chamber and dreésing—
room, to the entrance of one of the apartments recently added to the house.

“ Here is a boudoir, where you may, if you choose, fancy yourself still be-
neath the sea.”

He threw open the door and Neria, standing upon the threshold, uttered a
little cry of delight.

The arched ceiling, divided into four compartments by heavy mullions, rep-
resented in fresco, Venus rising from the sea, surrounded by rosy little Loves;
Arion riding bis dolphin, and drawing all the creatures of the deep to listen to
his wonderful melodies; the nymph I'yro yielding half coy, half willing to the
wooing of Neptune, who drew her toward his wave-borne chariot; and last, an
exquisite design showing a fair child asleep in a great sea-shell floating upon @
smiling sed, and rocked by the tiny hands of Nereids, whose sweet faces ard
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shining hair floated above the waves, while their gleaming shapes showed fairly
through the pure water.

From the cornice fell heavy folds of sea-green silk, draping the walls and
lying upon a carpet of white velvet, cmbossed with groups of sea mosses and
grasses, with sprigs of coral interspersed. Upon the mantle shelf, itself upheld
by sculptured Trilons, lay two-great sea-shells with flowers and trailing vines
drooping over their rose-red lips, and between them an exquisite marble group,
showing Andromeda chained halflifeless to the rock, closing her eyes to shut
out the sea monster, while Perseus stole to her side, and looked with admiring
wonder upen her rare beauty.

Two or three paintings, gems of ocean scenery, hung upon the walls, and
on the dagdre lay some rare mosaics, cameos, shells, and sea pebbles. A little
hook-rack was filled with the poets Neria loved, the volumes bound in silk of
the same tiat as the hangings of the room. The furniture was of ebony inlaid
with mother-of-pearl, the chairs and couches luxuriously cushioned with silk of
the prevailing tint. A wide bay window let in a flood of morning sunshine,
and commanded a wide view of the distant sea.

% Do you like it 2 asked Vaughn, who had watched, with loving delight, the
varying expression of Neria's face as she silently made the tour of the litile
chamber, gathering in all its beauty with her swift and comprehensive glances. As
he spoke she came toward him and raised her lips to his with innocent grace.

“How can I ever do anything for you who are always doing so much for
me ?7 asked she.

“ Do anything for me, darling ? By simply being, you do everything. My
white angel, my pure saint, do you not know that it is by thus putting the
smallest portion of my love into deeds, that I relieve my heart of this burden
of joy which almost cleaves it in twain! Neria, you do not know, you do not
faintly guess how much I love you. And you—ah, my love, my darling, be a
little human—Dblush whea I kiss your lips thus and thus ; droop those pure eyes
before the passion of my gaze; let those calm pulses beat, and pause, and beat
again, as mine do when I clasp you in my arms. Neria, love me as I love
you !”

And Neria, pale, passive, disturbed, answered in her plaintive voice,

“1 do love you, Sieur—TI love you very much.”

Vaughn impatiently opened his lips, but left the words unsaid, Taking the
slender hands of his girl-wife in one of his, he looked down into her troubled

-face for a moment, then smiled a fittle sadly, and tenderly smoothed her hair.

“You are tired, dear child,” said he; “come into your chamber and rest a
Little, T will send up your trunks, and Mrs. Barlow, the housekeepet, to help you
with your toilet.” '

Neria mutely obeyad, but when she was left alone could not rest for wonder-
ing why the love that had always seemed good and sufficient in Vaughn’s eyes,
kad suddenly grown so inadequate to satisfy him.




CHAPTER XIX.
PUTTING THE BUTTERFLY INTO THE CHRYSALIS,

“Wro shall say that we are out of the reach of fashionable gayeties ? 7 asked
Vaughn, merrily, as he entered the boudoir where Neria, pale and pensive, sat
reading aloud to Francia, who wrought at some embroidery secretly destined to
adorn those “wedding clothes” over which the idlest little maiden grows indus-
trious,

“What is it 2" asked Francia, eagerly, while Neria ralsed her languid eyes to
her husband’s face.

#1 have been to Carrick,” said he, “and in the post-office was addressed by
Joues Merton, a young gentleman pursuing the profession of blacksmith in that
place, but just now more interested in the management of a ball to be given to-
morrow evening at the Mermald’s Cave, in honor of the fishermen who leave
home upon the following day to be gene all summer.  Mr, Merton, after giving
these particulars, closed with a pressing invitation to me to be present myself,
and *bring my folks.” T told Lim I should be most happy to attend, but feared
that the ladies of my family would be unable to accompany me. Did I do
right??

“ No, indeed, papa, you did very wrong. I should Iike of all things to go,”
exclaimed Francia, *“ Shouldn’t you, Neria 2 )

“1 don't believe 1 should,” said Neria, slightly smiling. “DBut I will go to

chaperon you, it Sieur likes to’take us.”

“ No, indeed, Neria; I shouldn’t think of letting you make such z sacrifice;;
nor can [ imagine any combination of person and place so incongruous as you
in the ball-room of the Mermaid’s Cave,” said Vaughn, “If Franc likes to go,
I will take her, The society of Carrick is net exigeaste, in the ’m:itter of chap-

erons.”
“Then £ am not incongruous, papa,” pouted Francia, se comically that her

father kissed her ripe lips, as he answered,
“You are a little girl, and it is of small consequence what you do or leave

undone.” -
“1 am eighteen, and not so very little ”—persisted Francia—‘not so little

but that T can put my arms about your neck, for all your six feet of dignity,

wonsicur le péve’
She suited the action to the wovd, and suddenly found herself lifted from the

flgor and borne round the room in a very secure, if not a very dignified, posi-
N

tion.
« There, now go and ask your mamma what you shall wear, and don’t be tog
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fine for the company,” said her father, replacing her upon the ottoman where he
Lad found her, and seating himself in such a position as to get Neria's profile
against the green background of the hangings.

“ My mamma, indeed ! exclaimed Irancia, laying ber bright Lead upon Ne-
ria’s fap and looking up into her face. “Well, respected parent, what shall I
wear? "

“Something that may be washed afterward, I should say,” rejoined Neria.

“Q, you fastidious child ! I dare say the people will be just as nice as those
we met last winter, only a little less cultivated.”

“ And a little more fishy,” suggested her father.

“Well, Neria can beuar to go to their houses and stay whole Lours, seeing to
sick people and babies and all 5 so I think I may dance with them one evening!”

“Yes, indeced ; I was only jesting,” said Neria, “I have no donbt you will
enjoy yourself very much; Lut I wouldn’t wear anything claborate. White
muslin, with a few Liue ribbons, will be quite suftficient.”

“And don’t put on your pearls,” suggested Vaugim, “or they will think you
mean oysters,”

“ Or your coral, lest they should think you mean lobsters,” added Neria.

“You horrid aristocrats ! cried Francia, indignantly. "“ And yet you Loth
see more of these people than T do, or could bear to.”

“ Neria goes among them, not for her own pleasure, but for their good,” sug-
gested Vaughn, significantly,

Fraunc blushed a little, but put the lesson aside with a blithe lavgh.

“And so do 1,7 declared she, “I am going to give them a lesson in danc-
ing.”? .

“T beg your pardon, my dear ; here is a leiter for you which I forgot until
this moment,” said Vaughn, suddenly, drawing from his pocket and handing to
Fraucia a letter addressed in Mr, Chilton’s handwriting.

“Thank you, papa,” said she, shyly taking it from her father’s hand and run-
ning away to read it,

Left alone with him, Neria glanced doubtfully at her hushand, who was at=
tentively regarding her, then, opening the book in her hand, asked,

“5hall I read to you from ¢ Aurora Leigh???

“Not just now, dear. I would rather have you talk. Neria, you grow paler
and thinner every day; your cheerfulness is forced, and you are never joyous.
All your occupations are matters of resolution, not of inclination. You are si-
lent, thoughtful, and would always avoid me, did you not force yourself to en-
dure me.  You are totally changed from the Neria who married me two months
ago, and I have seen the change working, day by day, from the very morning of
our arrival here, Now, dear child, explain it to me, as you might to your own
father. * Forget, if you will, that I have ever claimed another relation to you,
and may God and you forgive me if I judged wrong in assuming that relation,”

e took her hand in his, It was cold as death, and every trace of color bad
left her face, while, in the large, luminous eyes, such a depth of sorrow, doubt,
appreliension, expressed themselves, that Vaughn, covering Lis face with his
hands, groaned aloud.

0, Neria, Neria,” cried he, % you will die, and it is my love that is killing
you." '

Neria softly taid her hand upon his head.

“Have a little patience, Sicur,” said she. “Itis all so new to me--I am so
young. I did not know what love meant—other love than that I had always
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felt for you. T am very heartless, I think—I believe I cannot Iove in the woy
you would like me to, and I am afraid that, by trying so much, I have done harm
to the love T should naturally have given you. 1 am afraid, Sieur, I never should
have married any one, but have been your child, and loved you as I could.”

« Miserable, selfish, coarse-patured creature that I am,” muottered Vaughn,
“What have 1 done? Because an angel hovered near me, I must grasp and
bind her to my side, trying to make her as myself. Neria, I see it now—I see
better than you can see yourself, the struggle that has almost killed you; I feel
your sublime self renunciation and my own blind selfishness far more acutely
than you could cver feel them, Psyche and Silenus were as well matched—1I
see now. I see it all; and, if T had not been love-blinded, 1 had seen’ it sooner.
I have watched you from day to day, and said, ‘she is weary,’ ‘she is ill,” *she
is pre-occupied ;' fto-morrow, or the day after, it will be different, and in the
end she will love me. Now, I sce that this will never be, and pray God that I
see it in time. Neria, {rom this moment I am your father, your brother, your
friend—what you will. T shail never again alarm you with a lave that you can-
not comprehend, and with which you have no sympathy, but show you only an
affection that you can return in kind. We will forget the fatal error of our mar-
riage, and go back to the sweet relations of the cld time,  You and Francia will
be my children, and I will be a tender father to both. Does this please
you?”

Through the forced calm of his tone pierced the sharp ery of a wounded and-

rejected love—the cry of a man’s strong lieart crushed back upon itself'in all
the vigor of its ardent life-~the cry of a broken hope, '

Dimly as the words of an unknown tongue, this voice reached Neria’s heart,
and, though she could not comprehend its suffering, she instinctively tried to
solace it

“ But we loved each other very much in those days, Sieur,” said she; ™ and
so do I love you very much now. Why will you not be as happy lo return to
the ol quiet way of loving ? 1 shall ride and walk with you, and you will read
and talk with me, and all will be well again, Do you not like it as weli ?”

“ As well, and better, my Psyche, if you will be as happy as you were then,”
said Vaughn, raising to meet her gaze, his face pale, but resolutely calm.

“ T will be as happy as you could wish,” said Neria, joyously, as she lightly
kissed his brow, *And you?”

“ And T shall be happy,” said Vaughn, not returning the caress.

So Neria, who wonld silently have broken her heart and died, rather than
consciously embitter any existence that God had created, accepled the sacrifice
of a man’s life as simply as she would a flower ; and Vaughn, devoting himself
to a future of constant watchfulness, self-restraint, and feigned content, knew
that his sacrifice must remain unappreciated, unthanked, forever—{or not the
most implacable coguette is so pitiless to the man who worships her as is the
wife who knows not how to love,

With the rapid prescience of strong emotion, Vaughn, sitling calmly at his
wife's feet, saw his future life outspread before hiny, and resolved upon even the
minutizz of his own cenduct. Like Francia? No; she could never be like
Francia, nor must he permit himself the caresses with her that he offered to his
child, A guarded and undemonstrative affection was all that must e permitted

to appear ;.a thoughtful attention to her wishes and comfort; the careful train-.
ing of her intellect in study and conversation ; a cautious enjoyment of her so-~

ciety ; a great and constant care to hide every symptom of suffering or discon-
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tent. So far he had arranged the weary programme, when Neria’s voice, blither
than it had sounded for many a day, said,

“I am so glad you thought to say this to me, Sieur; and now let us forget it,
and quietly return to our old ways, Don’t you think I ought to go to the ball
with Franc?"” .

Vaughn stared at her as might a man preparing himself for death, if asked
whether he preferred his cravat tied in a bow or a knot.

Neria smiled merrily,

“A penny for your thonghts,” said she, “I was speaking of the ball at Car-
rick."”

“Q, certainly, the ball, I promised to take Franc, I believe.”

“Yes, but ought I not to go with her?”

#1t is not at all necessary, so far as she is concerned ; but if you fancy it on
your own account, go, by all means,” said Vaughn, quietly,

"I?believe I will. 1 feel so gay, Sieur, now that I may be myself once
more. ’

Vaughn smiled back her smile, and then abruptly left the room, feeling that
he conld bear no more just then. "

CHAPTER XX.
THE BALL.

FraANCIA’s letter, among more important items, contained the announcement
that Mr. Chilton’s only brother, a lad of sixteen years, and a midshipman in the
United States Navy, had just arrived dt home from a tong cruise, and was ibout
to set off wpon another. ‘

Between the two, he had so strong a desire to be introduced to his brather’s
Jiancde, that Mr. Chilton had taken the liberty to invite him to Bonniemeer for
2 night, and they would arrive the day after the letter. Nothing could be more
fortunately timed than this visit, as Francia immediately declared ; for, besides
p!‘oviding er with an escort of her own, it would give the visitors an opporiu-
333 oll' sccing a phase of society to which they had probably never been intro-

ced,

Her father and Neria acquiesced in what seemed to give her so much pleas-
ure, aithough neither of them could feel any great delight in the prospect of sce-
ing R:.}Ife Chilton, or extending their acquaintance with his family.

With careful hospitality, however, Vaughn sent his carriage to Cartick to
meet -the coach upon the ensuing afternoon, and the two young men arriving in
;.I]me for tea, were informed of their prospective amusement, and then left inhthe
1)rzrl?;ltti(a)r::ewt;:lot:;‘tlaixz(:ezygi\{[: Vaug].l'n,'while the ]a.dnie-s wen.t up to dress.

. as sell-possession and saug-froid were always severcly
tried by the presence of his prospective father-in-law, fell into the mistake of
many young men, in supplying the place of ease by audacity, and told stories,
made fests, and asked questions, until Vaughn's glacial politeness froze him
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into sudden silence, and the host, turning to his other guest, kindly que:ticned
him of Ius voyage, of his fancies for sea or land, and showed himself so tho-
rotl“h]y master of one of the most difficult arts in the world —that of conducting
a conversation between a boy and a man—that Ned Chilton afterward declar ed
to his brother that his “ governor-to-be was just the jolliest old brick there was
going”

The door opencd to admit, first, Neria, locking like the spirit of“the mist, in
her dun-colored barege and green ribbons, then Francia, radiant in a diaphancus
white tulle and coquettish little bows of violet ribbon that contrasted well with
her clear complexion and sparkling eyes.

Chilten went to meet her, and his whispered admiration did not lessen the
bloom lic admired or scothe the Autter of spirits in little Francia's’ heart.

The midshipman stoad afar off and gazed, his heart filled with a boy’s ad-
miration of beauty, his mind perturbed with a boy’s wish to say something ex-
pressive of that admiration, and a boy's terror of making himself ridiculous by
attempting it. l

Neria did not know more of boys than she did of men, but a graceful instinct
led her to his side.

“You are not surprised at your brother s choice 77 asked she, smiling, as

she followed his eyes.

“In his place, I shouldn’t have been able to make a choice,” said the mid-
bhlpm'lll, gallantly, although blushing scarlet while hie spoke, and 1C‘uly the next
instant to bite his tongue threugh lest he had been too forward.

Neria was a little surprised, but smiled unaffectedly.

“You sailors learn flattery with navigation, I Dbelieve,” said she. # Have

you been long at sea?”

Ned, following this lead, Inunched into his nautical adventures, and by the
time the carriage was anncunced, was quite at his ease, although suffering a
slight relapse under the deubt whether Le should offer his arm to Mrs. Vauglhn,
or leave that privilege to her husband.  The question was solved by Neria her-
self, who, while still speaking to him, quietly slipped her hand under Vaughn's
arm, and thus doubly atlended, followed Irancia, who was already seated in the
carriage.

When the party from Bonniemeer reached the Mermaid’s Cave, still kept by
our friend DBurroughs, now a widower, they found the festivities in full progress.
Prisoned in a gallery at one end of the large, low ball-room, sat the orchestra,
consisting of the two violins and a bass viol which, on Sundays, officiated in the
village choir,  The area of tlie hall was well filled with a joyous company, the
ladies as smartly dressed as their wardrobes would allow, the swains varying in
costume, from swallow-tailed dress-coats with Drass buttons to the more becom-
ing blue flannel shirt and belted trowsers—the fisherman’s ordinary dress. A
prevailing atmospliere of fish and good humor was very apparent, slightly viti-
ated in certain cases by the use of a perfume compesed of musk and bergamot,
popular, under various titles, among the less enlightened classes of the commu-
nity.

“0-h!” erowed Francia, clasping her hands over Chilten’s arm. “Isn’t it
charming? O, see that man shuffle, and oh, do lock at that girl opposite him.”

“ Barnum ourht to get hold of the whole affair and set it up in Broadway.
It would draw immensely,” replied the young gentleman, fixing his eye-glass
upon his nose and coolly surveying the scene,

Mr, Vaughn turned round quickly.
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“Francia!” said he in a sterner voice than she had often heard from Lim.
# Let me beg you to make no more remarks of this sort. These people are our
neighbors and well-wishers ; they are in theixr own quarters and enjoying them-
selves ja their own way, If we come among thew at all, it must be as a civility,
not as an insuit.”

A deliberate look into Mr. Chilton’s, face pointed the rebuke, and when
Vaughn quietly led the way to the upper end of the hall, Francia md her lover
mutely followed,  Flere the party was welcomed by Jonas Merton and Cephas
Wild, the hearty master of the schooner Mary Ann, bound for the Banks upon
the ensuing day, and acting meantime as second manager to the grand ball given
in honor of the expedition.

These gentlemen Mr. Vaughn presented to his wife and daughter, and re-
quested for himself an introduction to some of the young ladies who sat near.
In these introductions Mr. Chilton and his ‘brother shaved, and the midship-
man, resolved not to lose any of Lis oppertunities, immediately led a partner to
the foot of a country-dance already commenced.

“If youll pick out a dance for next time, Miss Vaughn, I'll spéak to the
music about it,  Anything you'd rather have, so’s’t we know it,” suggested Cap-
tain Wild, who had engaged Neria as his partner,

“But your programme is arranged already, is it not?” asked she, in some
surprise. "

“That don't make no difference.  We'll dance anything you'd rather,”

Could the courtesy of the Tuileries go farther?

Nerin expressed her appreciation of the politeness, but begged that the
dance might go on in its regular order.

“Well, next comes Tisher’s Flornpipe,” said the captain, consulting a serap of
paper in his pocket-book. “How do you fancy that for a dance, ma’am?”

Neria was forced to acknowledge that she had never scen ity and begged to
have the gure explained beforehand.

“Never sec Fisher's Hornpipe! Why, don't they dance up to the city 27
asked the mariner, in amazement,

“ 0 yes, but seldom country dances. In those crowded rooms, cotillons and
the round dances are more convenient,” replied Neria, quite seriously.

“Round dances ! Why, what sort ’s that ?”

“DPolkas, waltzes, galops, and several others. Don't you dance the polka
here 7 agked Neria, almost as much surprised as the caplain had been at her
ignorance of Fisher’s Hornpipe,

“Idon’t believe there’s a feller here that knows polky by sight,” said the
captain, musingly. “ Like enough, some of the gals do—they sort of pick up
things, you know. But you said waltz, dida’t you?”

“Yes”

“Like enough, now,” pursucd the manager, “ Jim Todd can play 2 waltz, and
you and the Square might dance iL.” .

“ 0 no,” exclaimed Neria, alarmed. 1 had much rather dance what the

rest do,  Please tell me about the Fisher's Horapipe,”
) “That's easy enough. It's just down the outside, down themiddle, cast off
right and left, and four hands round.  Siop, we'll try it on beforehand, if you
and Miss Vaugha will stand up a minute’long o' me and Jonas. Trypheny, you
and Zeb stand up, t00.”

Trypheny, a tall, handsome brunette, who had just come in with the fine-
looking young ﬁshermqn alluded to as Zeb, took her place in the impromptu set,
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and received Mr, Chilton’s bold look of admiration with a conscious smile and
toss of the head, which made Zeb’s eyes travel wrathfully in the direction of her
coquettish glauce.

“There, that's all there is to it,” said Captain Wild, after taking his partner
twice through the figure. * Now we’ll show ’em how it’s dene.”

He led Neria to the top of the set already forming ; Francia and young Mer-
ton came next, and next to them Chilton with Trypheny, whom he had quietly
invited while she was leaning upon the arm of her lover, who had not consid-
ered it necessary to explicitly engage ler for the first dance, Su])posiung it an al-
ready conceded privilege. He now stood indignant and astonished just where
the faithless fair one had deserted him, watching with wrathful eyes the move-
ments of his rival,who, scorning the etiquette of the dance, chose to stand by
his partner while the set was forming, talking in a style of careless flattery rath-
er appalling, but utterly captivating to the rustic belle. .

“Rafe is making a fool of that girl, and, she doesn’t know it,” whispered
Franciz, laughingly, to Neria, who shook her head disapprovingly; while Vaughn,
who did not dance, watched the movements of the young man with an uneasy
eye,

The other set was ambitiously headed by Ned Chilton, who had secured the
prettiest girl in the room as his partner, and left two others in the full convic-
tion that he had rather have danced with them. The music began, and Neria,
floating up and down the long Hunes, and through the intricacies of “cast-off ”
and right and left, with perfect grace and accuracy, seemed te shed upon the
homely dance and dancers an atmosphere of fitress and refinement not always
to be found among the dances and dancers of the salowus.

“1 was wrong,” thought Vaugln. ¢ This contact does not degrade her—t
elevates them. I did injustice to the strength of her influence,”

Next came Francia, who, commencing with the gravest propriety of bearing,
found herself, before she reached the end, so carried away by the exhilarating
motion, the sharp, quick time of the melody, and the half subdued impuise of
her partner, that not Trypheny hersel{ made the classé down the middle so
rapidly, or reached the foot in such a state of breathless mirth.

“ Take care, little girl,” whispered her father, as she returned to his side;
“don't fall into the other extreme, and be too familiar instead of too supercili-
ous. Watch Neria, and see how she bears hersell.”

Captain Wild had no sconer seated his partner than he souglht the music

gallery, and the result of his instructions to the band presently appeared ina
lively strain from the first violin, greeted by Francia with the exclamation,

“A waltz! a waltz! How perfectly splendid, only I don’t care to waltz with
all these—gentlemen ! Must I, papa, if they ask me?”

“1 fancy there is small danger,” said Vaughn, laughing. “ Captain Wild
just said there was not probably a man in the room who had ever seen a walty,
and this one is played entirely for our benefit. Mr. Chilton is coming for you.”

“ Will you waltz, Franc?” asked Chilten, approaching.

“ Certainly ; but teil them to play more siowly.”

The message was transmitted, and Francia floated away upon the arm of her
lover, who, however he might fail in certain traits of morality and honor, cer-
tainly possessed the cardinal virtue of dancing, to perfection, while Francia her-
self deserved the title of Terpsichore.

“ Will you do me the honor, Mrs. Vaughan ?* asked the midshipman, blush-
ing and bowing.
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# Thank you, but T only waltz with Mr. Vaughn,” said Neria, in a low voice;
and Ned went to look among his new friends for some one who knew hew to
waltz.

Vaughn hesitated whether he should accept the swegt intimation of a reso-
lution he had never imagined, and then asking himself why he should be-denied
a privilege which, with most ladies, any stranger might claim, he smilingly took

* his wite's hand and said, “ Come, then!”

Vaughn had waltzed in Vienna to the music of the elder Strauss, and the
% oh born® frauleins and countesses who had been his partners were wont to
assure him that he danced better than their own countrymen., With a difference,
perhaps, he did, but the difference was on the side of stateliness, and a certain
grandeur of motion, that never deserted him, The waltz is the enly round
dance in which it is possible for a man to look like a hero, and the waltz was the
only round dance to which Vaughn ever commilted himself. Neria’s style had
also its peculiarity. In daneing, especially in waltzing, she seemed to lose her
slight affinity for earth altogether, and airily glided over the fioor like a dream
of beauty, visible but immaterial,

“Lean upon my arm a little, my mist-wreath,” murmured Vaughn, drawing
lier closer to his breast.  “ You are too much of a fairy.”

Neria glanced smiling up, and her warm, pure breath swept his cheek.
Vaughn could hardly repress the wild desire to rajse her in his arms, and cover
those smiling lips with the kisses tingling on his own. With a terrible effort he
paused, and released her from his embrace.  “ That is encugh,” said e, abrupt-
Iy, and Neria looked wonderingly into his face for the cause of the harsh change
in his tone.

“Are you dizzy ? " asked she, kindly. }

Vaughn recovered himself, and smiled. “Itis some time since I waltzed,"
said he, “and 1 find it does not agree with me. I shall not try again, but if you
like it, do not hesitate to accept such partners as your taste approves. You
must not give it up becanse you are married.”

Neria only answered with a smile, and the music ceased.

“Take partners for chorus jig,” shouted Jonas Merton, and Captain Wild,
after a whispered word with Mr. Vaughn, presented the young fisherman called
Zeb to Francia as ¢ Mr. Lewis,” while an aspirant for Neria’s hand appeared in
the shape of an uncouth lobster-catcher, named Barrows, whose bandy legs,
crooked fingers, and beady black eyes would of themselves have suggested his
avocation, Neria, a little startled, and not a little repelled, replied to his invita-
tion somewhat coldly.

“Thank you, but I am rather tired, and will sit still this dance.”

A look of blank mortification displayed itself upon the lobster-catcher’s face.
“’xcuse me,” said he, * for taking the liberty to ask you,”

Neria’s quick feelings were touched, and she made room upon the bench bhe-
side her.  «I do not know this dance,” said she, ¢ Chorus jig they call it, do
they not 7 .

*Yes'm. Like enough yowd find it kind o’ rough. A body gets pritty well
tuckered ount by the time they're at the bottom on ’t,” said Barrows, glancing
wistfully at the vacant seat, but not daring to take it.

“Do you go away with the fishermen to-morrow ?” pursued Neria, smiling

in spite of herself at the gaping look of admiration with which the lobster man

regarded her,
“No’m, I'm alobsterer, I am,”
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“Indeed? And how do you catch lobsters ?”

The chorus jig was shorter than the answer of the delighted Barrows; and
before it was over, Mrs. Vaughn, with no compromise of dignity or good taste,
had secured a humble admirer for life,

Francia, meanwhile, was undergoing a somewhat startling experience. Zeb
had placed lber at the head of the dance, and briefly explained the figure, part
of it, by the direction, *first lady turn second gentleman until the music is
through.,”  Pondering a little upon this curious phrase, Francia arrived at the
designated point in the dance, and gave both hands to a stalwart young fellow,
who, with a little smile of amazement, enveloped the dainty offering in his own
hands, as brown and hard as a well-dried side of leather. Then they turned,
and they turned again, and again, and again, and again, until Francia, dizzy, bewil-
dered, and somewhat indignant, was very glad of the aid of the young fisher-
man’s sturdy grasp in keeping her upon her feet. The next gentleman per-
formed the same evolution, and, finding that this was the regular order of pro-
cedure, Francia entered into the spirit of it, and allowed herseif to be twirled
as rapidly and for as long a time as the music and her opponent’s strength
allowed. Arriving at the foot, she perceived, by looking up the dance, that she
had been treated with the greatest circumspection, and that the fowss de force
in progress between the fishermen and their more usual partners were quite an-
other affuir from what she had experienced. In fact, the less agile and athletic
voung ladies were continually whirled off their feet, and fell either to their knees
or into the arms of the whirler, who, to do justice, was generally ready to offer
aid.  One young lady, of rather diminutive stature, became so exasperated by
repeated occurrences of this nature, that upon being whirled to the floor by a
powerful young fellow, standing in relation of cousin to her, she sprang to Ler
feet, and inflicted a Lox upon his ear so heartily as to affect him to tears, and
every one else to laughter, while mademoiselle herself impartially indulged in
bath,

Four-hand reels followed, and Ned Chilton won the admiration of the com-
pany by his skill in “shuffling out the tune,” and bringing down the final stamp
on ihe exact turn of the measure, His only rival was his partner, Trypheny,
who, with her hands upon her slender waist, head set saucily back, and lips and
cheeks glowing scarlet, Jooked. as Rafe Chilton found an opportunity to whisper,
# Quite too charming.” So thought Zeh Lewis, who had given up dancing and
devoted himself to communion with the green-eyed monster, who prompted him,
as the reel finished, to seek his betrothed, and emphatically inform her thatif
she was ever going home with him again she had “ got to go now.” Trypheny,
somewhat awed by the suppressed emotion in her lover's face, submitted to au-
thority, and, with one sidelong look of farewell in Mr. Chilton’s direction, al-
lowed berself to he led away.

The party from Bonniemeer soon followed, leaving the majority of the revel-
lers to dance until the day dawn summoned them to their hardy toil.

—_—

CHAPTER XXI.
THE GREAT ORGAN.

A FEW weeks after the ball, the post brought in a letter from Mrs.
Livingstohe to Neria, in which ameng other matters she mentioned that
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Dr. Luttrell was looking for a quiet house upon the sea-shore where he might
spend the summer with his wife, who was very much of an invalid, and sug-
gested that Cragness would probably suit him exactly, and give some pleasant
Iluf_fhborq to Booniemcer. 1n fact she acknowledged she had already men-
tioned the bousc to Dr. Luttrell, who was much pleased with her description of
it, and only waited for her permission to formally apply for it,

This suggestion Neria referred at once to Vaughn, without even confessing a
certain repugnance in her own mind, to seeing strangers installed in the shad-
owy rooms so associated in her mind with her old friend and teacher, Gilljes.
Vanghn, however, who had seldom been at Cragness, and regarded it simply as
a picce of property, thought it very well to turn it to account, and in compliance
with his advice, Neria answered Clandia’s gwnasi application so favorably that
in the course of a few days, Dr. Luttrell himself came down to look at the prem-
IHCH PI’EV{OH‘: 1o Ell‘-""l“’ll’l(" thClTl. .

Mr, Vaughn drove over with him to Cragness, to the consternation of Mrs,
Drume, who was, as she expressed the situation, “all in the suds "—a dilemma
shargd by her Jord and master, who, as the gentlemen drove up, was to be seen
al the back door, with rueful face and reluctant arms, splashing a heavy “pound-

" up and down in a barrel hal{ filled with dirty clothes and hot water.

Nancy, whe, through the misis of her tub, had seen the approaching visits
ors, found -time, before they fairly stopped at the door, to clutch off the un-
comely cap adorning her grey hairs, to replace it with a smarter one, to put on
acellarand stern hrooch of Scoteh pebble, and to tie a white apron about her waist
as tightly as if, like a Hindoo devotee, she sought to cut herself in twain, by
way of penance for her sins. Finally, she wiped her face so vigorously upon
the discarded tow apron as to Impart to her features a genial glew, not unlike
that of the sun setting behind a fog-bank. Then she darted to the back door,
and, catching Reuben by the arm, said, in 2 rapid undertone :

“Go round to the door—there’s folks !

And, after all this by-play, the daughter of Eve stood in her door, a minute
later, the picture of innocent surprise, as she exclaimed :

“Well, I declare for it, Mr. Vaughn! I don’t see how you got up ’thout
some of us seeing you.”

Vaughn returned her greeting w1th the debonair manner which made him the
idol of his humble neighbors,.iniroduced his companion, and mentioned their
errand.

Mrs. Brune readily accompanied them through the house, not unwilling, per-

“haps, that her employer should see Low faithful she had been to her dutles al«

though left without supervision or contral.

In the lbrary all stood as it had done upon the night when its last master
departed thence to voyage upon unknown seas, with an unknown pilot at the
helm.  Over the fireplace, the knight in golden armor, his face covered with his
helmet bars, still guarded the secret of the place, and, from the scroll at Lis
feet, still faintly glimmered the proud device, * Dien, Iz roy, ef le Joy du
Vaughn

“A somewhat gloomy chamber, this,” said Dr. Luttrell, looking about him,
with a slight shiver.

“Decidedly so0,” assented Vaughn, striding to the window,

“The last proprietor and one of the servants died here very suddenly, I une
derstand.” pursued Luttrell. % Was it in this room 27

“Yes, 1 believe so. Do such associations disturb you ?” asked Vaughn. -
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“ Certainly not. I am not superstitious by nature, and a medical educat%on
Llunts one's mind to imaginative terrors- very thoroughly. I was wondering
whether there is anything unhealthy about the place. Mrs. Luttrell, as you

is quite an invalid.” "
kno““"‘r,Cla:\‘)ngidly speaking,” returned Vaughn, “1 shou}d th‘ink the gloom and
darkness of this room would be very depressing to an invalid ; and what ;J;Hects
the spirits s apt to affect the body, especially when thf.: {atter is unsourfd. .

% That is true in some cases,” said Luttrell, reﬂectlve_l_y; but my .w1fe is not
in the least fanciful, and cares very little for the moral or im‘agma.twe atmv:)s-
phere surrounding her, so that she does not miss the material luxuries to which
she is accustomed.” ‘ ' ‘ - i: N_—

Vaughn simply bowed, not choosing to enter inte a discussion of Mrs, Lu
trell’s peculiarities, especially with Mrs. Luttrell's husband. ) " .

% What is this, an organ?’ asked the doctor, pem?tmtmfg, with his ke‘?n
gaze, the dusky corner where poor Gillies's familiar was niched inte a recess built
to accommodate it. . L )

“Yes, and a fine one, as I am informed. Mr. Gillies imported it, at a con-
siderable cost, from Germany.”

“AL? I have done a little in this way myself Indeed, therr:* arE fe'w
things [ have not tried, and still fewer which I have not found \\':Entm'g, said
Dr. Luttrell, turning the key in the door of the organ'and thmwmg_ it 0pe1‘1.
“Ves,” continued he, this looks like quite a grand affuir. I should like to try
it, if you will not be bored, Mr. Vaughn,” ]

Of course Vaughn was delighted at the prospect, and courteously seated him-

self to listen.

i But the bellows—how is that managed? Does some one outside attend to
it #? asked Luttrell, looking about him. . ]
Vaughn did not know ; but Mrs. Brume, on being st‘nnmom?d, exp.ia_med tl:mt
Mr. Gillics, not choosing to be dependent en human f\ld for his capricious min-
strelsy, had invented a plece of mechanism, and had 1t_;1ttached to the organ in
- such wanner that he could introduce air by his own action. )

This machinery was set in motion by turning a crank, which she pointed qut.

« Aha, that is easily done,” said Luttrell, seizing the handle and attempting
to move it; but the rusted wheels refused to turn, and when, applying more
force, he jerked and pushed the handle violeml;y, it sudcllm}}y gave way, and a
loud whirring noise within the organ told that some fatal injury had been com-
mitted. : ) .

#“The organ is faithful to its master. It w‘zll serve no other man,” said
Vaughn, lightly, as Luttrell, half angry, half mortified, began an apology for the
mischief he had done. .

“ With your cansent I will make it serve me, if I se:nd to Cerma11y.foz"t11e
man who built it to repair it,”” said Luttrell, eyeing, with grim determination,
the thing that had foiled him. - . N .

«Pray do as you like with it, if you come here,” said Vaughn,”rlsmg; but
the air of this gloomy room is chill as that of a tomb. Let us go.

« &g chill as that of 2 tomb,” repeated Doctor Luttrell, softly, as he followed
his host from the room. : ) .

A few days later Vaughn received a letter announcing that his late 'guest en-
gaged the house and domain of Cragness, upon terns already spec‘nﬁcd, and
would take possession as soon as the summer weather should be fairly estab-

fished.

.
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CHAPTER XXIL
OBL

WHEN Mrs. Rhee left Bonniemecr, just previous to Vaughn's marriage, she
had gone no farther than Carrick, and still kept up a sort of left-handed connec-
tion with her old home through the negress, Chloe, who, in the fine summer days,
would frequently creep over the two miles of road, staff in hand, peering side-
long at every creature she met, and muttering to herself, until all the children,
and some of their elders, were quite sure that she was 2 witch. Through the
old nurse, Mrs. Rhee constantly sent messages of regard and remembrance to
Francia, with numerous humble petitions that she would come and visit her, if
only for a few moments. Francia’s kind heart would not allow her to neglect
these petitions, and the consequence was that she often called upon the whilom
housekeeper, until one day, her father passing Mrs. Rhee’s cottage, and seeing
his daughter’s pony at the door, entered the little parlor, where he found the
young lady seated in Mrs, Rhee'’s lap, while a refection of cake aned currant
wine upon the table showed how she had been amusing herself.

In a few decided words Vaughn informed his daughter that he was ready to
escort her home, and, when she had gone out, he added to Mrs. Rhce

“And I do not wish Francia to be upon these terms with you. It is not in
woman’s nature that you should keep our secret inviolable under such circum-
stances,” . .

“1 do not know that T shall always keep it,” returned Mrs. Rhee, defiantly.
“You have pleased yourself in marrying, why should I not please myself also ?

“Because you dare not brave my anger,” said Vaughn, quietly,

Mrs. Rhee looked at his white face and steady eyes, and turned away her
head.

Vaughn strode to the door, but returned and held out his hand.

“Let us be friends, Anita, for the sake of the dead, and of the past—a past
which no future can undo; but remember that T am master,”

The woman took his hand, and kissed it passienately.

“You are master,” said.she, and when he was gone gave way to a tropic
storm of sobs and tears,

So Francia was informed that she was to go no more to see Mrs. Rhee, with-
out especial leave ; and soon lost all jnclination to do so, in gatliering anxicties
and apprehensions caused by her lover's irvegularities, reported to her by cer-
tain ofiicious correspondents in the city ; while his own letters grew every week
litiefer and more unsatisfactory,

0ld Chlee’s walks to Carrick remained undisturbed, as were'indeed all her
other movements ; for Vaughn had advised his new housekeeper that the old
nurse was a privileged person, not to be controiled or reproved by less
authority than his own or Mrs, Vaughn's,

It was to Neria, then, that Mrs. Barlow came one day, and, after some pream-
ble, inquired if Mrs, Vaughn knew that Chloe was in the occasional habit of
leaving the house privately, in' the middle of the night, and ahsenting herself for
several hours. Where she went, or what she did during these periods, Mrs.
Barlow could ot pretend to say, nor had even inquired. If it were one of the
maids she would not be long in finding out, continued the worthy woman, but
Chloe was different, Mr. Vaughn had said she wasn't under any authority but

his own, and perhaps be wouldn’t even like to have her watched. She had

hardly liked to speak, but concluded Mrs. Vaughn had better know,
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Neria quictly assured her that she had done quite right in speaking, and
promising to attend to the matter, dismissed the housekeeper, (2 worthy, but
commonplace woman, whose pride of office had been s?rlwewhat wound'ed Ly
Mr. Vaughn’s injunction), far better satisfied with her position and her mistress
than she had been inclired to find herself, ]

“She's got a kind of a tact about her, Miss Vaughn has, that sets every-
thing straight that she touches with so much as her ﬁnger-en.cl,” was the deci-
sion that evening confided by Mrs. Barlow to James, the English groom, whom
Vaughn had long since promoted to the position of body-serlvant, and \'vho had
gradually assumed various other duties which, in an English establishment,
would have belonged to the office of steward or major-domo. .

“You're right, there, Mrs. Barlow,” replied James, on the present occasion,
“and the Squire’s done a better thing this time than he did before, I can promise

you.”

“You knew the first Miss Vaughn, then 2’* asked the housekeeper, curi-
ously. o )

“Yes, I knew her” replied close-mouthed James, picking up his cap and‘
eaving the room, ]

It was on the easuing night that Neria, unable to sleep, S.'-lt at her wn.xclow,
dreamily enjoying the beauty of the moonlight view, and HSteﬂll']g to the distant
beat of the rising tide upon the beach. The low sound of a closing door startled
her from her reverie, for the hour was past midnight, and the orderly hou.sehold
had long since retired to rest. Suddenly the housekeeper’s story returned tq her
mind, and she at once concluded that the untimely wanderer must be old Chloe.
A sudden impulse to solve for herself the mystery of tl.le nurse's r}octumal
wanderings, took possession of her mind, and hastily wrapping herself in 2 dark
¢loak, with the hood drawn over her head, and protecting ber feet fro.m the
heavy dew, she glided down the stairs and out at the garden—df)or, which, as
she had correctly judged, was the one she had heard so cautiously closed.
Outside, she paused a moment to look about her. Far down the garden 'path a
distorted and crouching figure crept along between the roses, and re:achmg the
end, passed through the little gate leading to the grove, be'yond which lay Fhe
pine wood and the lake. Swift and silent as a shadow, Neria -followe.d, bem.'lng
with her the perfume of the roses and the lilies, that opened x.wde theur.chnhces
to cast incense upen her path, for all Nature loved Neria, as Neria loved
Nature, .
Through the garden and through the dim oak wood they passed, until at its
farther edge Neria puaused, and, holding herself i‘n the shadow, watched atten-
tively the motions of the old negress, who, advancm'g to the f'oot of an oak tree,
standing Dby itself in a little glade, busied hersell in removing from its Lollow
interior an accumulation of brush and leaves. These she laid on one side, and
then, thrusting her arm far into the cavity, groped for a few mon.mnts, And ﬁr'mlly
Lrought out an immense toad. Fim she set upon the ground in the mo?nllgllt,
and, prostrating herself before him, appeared to offer some prayer or supphcatzfm,
to which the singular deity ungracicusly replied by sparkling eyes an.d chlll.ng
throat. Rising to her feet, the negress described, with the sharp-pointed st;ck
in her hand, a circle some three fect in diameter upon the- sward., and, baring
her Liead and feet, paced three times around it, chanting in a dim uncarth.ly
voice some barbarous rune, ending with a wild wail to which the screech-owl in
the neighboring wood shrieked response. The ci.rcle completff, the negress
placed the toad carefully in its centre, and deseribing another circle prcc;selly
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similar, took her own position in its midst in an attitude as nearly resembling
that of the toad as her form was capable of assuming. She now addressed to
him some words, still in the unknown tongue of the chant; and after waiting a
few moments, and finding that he remained motionless, took from her pocket a
little vial and poured upon his head a few drops of liguid, which apparently put
the:poor creature into 2 state of frantic pain, causing him to writhe, leap, and con-
tort himself into every possible shape, Without losing one of these motions,
the negress applied herself to imitating them as exactly as possille, and the
wondering spectator in the wood knew not whether to find the sight more gro-
tesque or horrible, as the swollen reptile and the negress, deformed almost be-
low humanity, vied with each other in such gruzsome gambols as might fit the
familiars of witch and warlock sporting in the moonlight upon some haunted
heath. '

Exhausted at last, the toad turned upon his back and lay apparently lifeless,
Still Chloe imitated him, and Iay like an ugly corpse upon the sparkling sward.
Presently, however, she cautiously zrose, and taking the toad in her hands,
hathed his head with the abundant dew, and warmed him in her bosom. When
he began to show signs of returning life she moistened her finger in his mouth,
and signed herself upon the brow and breast, mutteréd another unintelligible
charm, and finally replaced him in the treé, securely covering him with the
débris under which she had found him. .

Her next movement was to carefully pluck the grass from the spot where the
toad had lain in his final exhaustion, and alse that upon which her own, head
had rested at the same moment. ‘This she carefully wrapped in the leaf of a plant
which she had plucked as she came through the wood, and then turned her
steps toward home, passing close béside Neria, whose slender figure was hidden
by the trunk of a giant cak. As silently and as stcalthily as they had come,
the two shadowy figures returned toward the house, and the negress reaching it
first, entered, and closed the door., :

Neria, who was close behind, heard the lheavy bolts shot into their places,
and remained for 2 moment in doubt as to her own course, not wishing to let
the negress know that she had been watched, and yvet seeing no other way of
cfiecting her own entrance.  After 2 moment of hesitation, she glided along the
terrace to the window of the little room used as Vanghn's private study. This
room communicated with her own apartments by a winding stair, and Vanghn
had of late converted it into a sleeping-room, averring that his late and uncer-
tain hours of retiring made it more convenient. The maidenly instincts which
Neria's brief and peculiar married life had not overcome, made her hesi-
tate and tremble in tapping at this window, and when at last she did, it was so
lightly that Vaughn, Iying awake to indulge the bitter thoughts which in the
daylight he was better able to withstand, hardly knew whether the sound
were other than the pattering of the vine leaves against the glass. It was re-
peated, and drawing aside the curtain, he looked out. Neria, shrinking away
from the window, stood motionless, draped in her dark cloak, her pale face dimly
showing beneath the hood, the moonlight sparkling in the dew-drops that
gemined her drooping head.

Vaughn threw open the window,

“ Neria!” said he, in a hushed voice. “Is this really you? ”

“Yes, Sieur. Do you not know me ?”

“You came so spirit-like it might have been your wraith, But where are
you going—what is amiss”

T

%
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“ Nothing, Sicur, but I want to come in.” )

“Tg come in! What, the queen of Bonniemeer and of its master, wander-
ing forlorn through the night and begging shelter for her royal head ! exclaimed
Vaughn, gay in the sudden revulsion from his first terror. “Wiil you come in
at this window, or must I open the hall-door for your majesty 2’

“Can I come in at the window ? ” asked Neria, dubiously.

“Surely, Give me your two hands, put your foot on the ledge in the stone-
work, and—so ! "

He drew her in at the window with the word, and as she lay a moment in
his arms, pressed his lips to hers.

She smiled, but struggled to her feet. He immediately released her, and
asked, gravely,

“ Why are you out so late, and so thinly dressed, dear child? See, your
hair, your cloak, are drenched with dew. Your hands are cold and damp—you
are as pale in the moonlight as a true ghost, Explain.”

Neria sank into an arm-chair, for she was indeed almost exhansted, and told
her story as briefly as she might. Her husband listened attentively.

% The poor old creature must be deranged in mind,” said he. % She is very
old, for she was already past middle life when I first saw her.”

“ She came here to take care of Francia and me, did she not?” asked Neria,
g little surprised at his hesitation. :

% No, dear, she was here before. I have always taken care of her on account
of past services, and we must still protect her, although it may become necessary
to restrain these wanderings. Can you imagine any object in the strange pro-
ceedings you saw to-night 7"

% None,” said Netia, hesitating. “ None that I can mention with any show
of reason, and yet 1 feli—Q, Sieur, I felt like one who sees his scaffold built
Lefore his eves. 1 camnot telt why. I know it is fanciful, perhaps unjust, and
yet 1 feel sure that all these spells and charms were in some way directed
against me.”

She fell into a fit of aguish shivering as she spoke, and raised her face to
Vaughn like a little child who secks protection. He stooped and took her in
his arms, gathering her to his broad breast with an impulse of yearning tender-
ness not to be withstodd..

# My poor little dove, my timid nestling ! ** murmured he, “ who would harm
you? What creature so monstrons as to wish you ill? Do you not know that
my life stands between you and hurt ? My darling, my darling, may I never tell
you how much I love you ?”

Neria nestled into his arms and laid her head upon his breast, with a sigh of
content. Vaughn’s heart gave a great throb. Had the happiness for which he no
longer hoped, come to him now of its own sweet will? Did Nerja love him at
last, wife-like 7 He tried to deny the hope, he tried to doubt, he tried to reason,
and in the end, with a terrible shock, the great-love that he had bound down
within his heart burst its bonds, and rising in its might, took possession of the
man who had striven to deny its God-given life, He pressed her to his heart,
he eovered her lips, her eyes, her brow, her hair with kisses ; Lie murmured in
her ear every caressing name, every passionate endearment which he had been
wont in half-bitter, half-plaintive mockery to lavish upon her picture, her glove,
her airy image. But with an unmistakable movement of repugnance, Neria re-
pulsed him, and extricating herself from his embrace, hurried to the door of the
staircase leading to her own apartments.
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Vaughn followed, and, seizing her by the hand, demanded passionaiely,

“Why do you leave me thus } 'Why do you refuse my caresses ? Do you,
then, absolutely loathe me ?”

“No; O, no!" said Neria, faintly. “ But do not touch me, do not kiss me
again! O let me go, I am faint,”

She snatched away her hand, and groped for the handle of the door, swayed
heavily forward, and fll swooning upon the stairs.

With a sharp revulsion of feeling, Vaughn raised her again in his arms, bore
her reverently up the stairs, and laid her upon a couch near the open window,

A flagon of cologne-water stood upon the dressing-table, He applied it to
her temples and poured some drops into her mouth. In a few moments she
revived, opened her eyes, turned them upon Vaughn, shrank away and closed
them again, He took her hand. It was withdrawn.

“1 have broken our pact,” said he, with stern sadness; “but it was because
I deceived myself. I fancied for a moment that you returned my love, might re-
turn my caresses. Even now I will have no doubt remaining between us.
Speak plainly and as frankly as you would pray to Ged. Do you love me; do
you think you will ever love me other than as a child loves’its father, a sister
her brother? Will my caresses ever be other than repugnant to your feel-
ings¢”

Neria sat upright, her white face, gleaming eyes, and cloudy hair, giving her -
the look of the angel of tears and sorrow, She raised her hands in unconscious
deprecation of her own words as she said,

“ 0, Siear, how can I bear to tell it you, but I fear I never can; I fear that
if we are to he happy at all, if even I am to live at all, you must never again
forget what you have promised, Sieur, I pray God that I may die soon, and
leave you free to love and marry soon one who will love you as [ cannot, O, 1
pray that T may die.and leave you free.” i

The plaintive tone in ker voice deepened to a heart-break, and as slie finished
speaking, she fell into a passion of tears and sobs, shaking her slender form to
its centre. It was the first time in all her life that Vaughn had scen her weep,
and he was more terrified than he had been when she swooned.

“ May God be merciful to us both!” cried he, bowing his face upon hig
hands, while through his heart thrilled the fierce pang of which a man’s tears
are bora,

Presently hie took Neria’s hand, It lay cold and lifeless in his own,

“ My wife,” said he, solemnly, “ for you are still my wife, to cherish and to
guard, if not to love, all this shall be set right for you, if not for me.  You will
forgive what T have made you suffer, and not blame my broken faith toe harshly ;
for, O, ¢hild, a man is not as a God, and my strength was taxed heavily, heavily.
Forgive me, Neria, and show that you forgive, by never in your inmost reart
again wishing me the terrible punishment of your death.”

He waited for no reply, but was gone ; and presently stepping from the win-
dow where Neria had entered, he sought the wood, and wandered there until the
night was dene, the summer night of meon, and stars, and richest balm of
dewy flowers, and dreamy chirrup of half-awakened birds, and wooing whispers
of the warm west wind, and solemn diapason of the distant sea; and yet, the
night than which no night was ever blacker, er fiercer, or more blankly starless
in the life of Frederic Vaughn.




CHAPTER XXIII
THE GREAT BANNER.

FEHE days had come when the “blood-red blessom of war” bloomed upon

our fields, and the toesin was loudly summoning her laborers to reap the
harvest which, sown by anarchy and oppression, is in the divine order of evenis
to be gathered into the garners of peace and widest liberty.

The stern echa of this cry had jarred discordantly upon Vaughn’s bridal joy
and he had answered it with his wealth, his influence, his earnest wishes, Him-
self he had withheld, for he had said he was no more his own, but Nerix's,
Now, however, as devotees will give to God the heart that earth has broken,
Vaughn was ready to offer to bis country the life that love had wrecked.

The next day after his decisive Interview with Neria he applied for 2 com-
mission as colonel, volunteering to raise and equip the color company of a new
regiment at his own expense.

Pending the answer to this application, Vaughn busied himself in setting his
affairs in order, with the same solemn tenderness with whick a man who feels
his death at hand, will care for the welfare of those he loves and must leave
Lehind., Heedful even of Neria's fantasy, as hie deemed it, he sent for Chloe to
his study, and closely questioned her touching her nocturnal rambles ; without,
however, telling her how he had heard of them, .

The old negress appeared at first utterly stolid, but when pressed for the
motive to her curious pantomime with the toad, she mumbled some broken sen-
tences implying that she had been working a charm for the benefit of her own
health, and that to preserve its efficacy this charm must remain a secret.

The explanation seemed to Vaughn very consistent with the sllperc;htlon
anil secretiveness of the negro character, and be contented himself with
warning Chloe that such exposure to night air and damps was far more likely
to injure than to henefit her health, and desiring that she should in future omit
them. He further informed her that he was about to leave home for some time,
and inquired if she would prefer remaining at Bonniemecer, subject, of course, to
Mrs, Vanghn's pleasure, or be placed with Mrs. Rhee at Carrick.  Whichever
home she selected, however, Vaughn decisively forbade any private communica-
tion between the two, and sternly desired the old woman te understand that no
messages from Mrs. Rhee to Miss Vaughn were to be delivered, whatever might
be the urgency of the housekeeper’s entrenties.

Cliloe turned up her head, and gave Vaughn one of her wicked sme]ono' tocks.
So forcibly did the action remind him of some ill-omened bird, some erafty
raven who had learned a secret of sin and shame, and only waits the fitting
moment to prate it in the ears that last should hear it, that he could not restrain
a smile, .

« Dears nat'ral ‘nough, arter all, dat Miss *Nita like to hab missy Franc
come see her odd times,” began she ; but Vaughn, no longer smiling, raised a

finger,
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# Hush, woman ! 7 said ke, sternly, ¢ If you speak of what is forbidden, I
shall know that you are crazy, and send you to a mad-house.”

“ Lors, mas'r, it be you dat’'s mad, not me,” replied the old woman, with such
simplicity that Vaughn remained uncertain whether she had understood him or
not, and after ascertaining that she preferved remaining ai Bonaiemeer, con-
tenied himself with placing a considerable present in lher hand, and charging
her, in a kind but aathoritative manner, to remember his irjunctions,

Chloe mumbled thanks; and with a promise of compliance, shuflled away,
pausing with the door in her hand to once more glance sidelong at her master,
and mutter in her own barbarous dialect some unintelligible phrase.

“ T wish she had chosen to go, but I cannot turn her out, and I believe she
is harmless,” said Vaughn, as the door clesed ; and then; dismissing the unpleas-
ing subject from his mind, he turned to more important matters.- The manage-
ment of his large property he continued in the hands of Jones, Brown, and
Robinson, the hereditary advisers of his house ; but for a personal and confiden-
fal adviser in any difficulty, Vaughn recommended Neria to apply to Mr. Mur-
ray, whose talents as a business man were undeniable, and whose interest in the
concerns of his kinsman’s family was not to be doulited, although occasionally
shown in a somewhat unadvised manner.

Neria acquiesced in everything, listened patiently to her hasband's minute
directions and council, and opposed none of his arrangements, not even the
primary one of leaving home. Indced, since the hour when the decisive though
involuntary expression of her distaste for his love bad so wounded Vaughn's
heart, Nevia had grown timid, silent, and pre-occupied ; broeding, not as her
husband bitterly told himself, over the untoward fate that had DLound her, past
release, to his side, but perplexing herself afresh over the yet unsolved mystevies
of love, of her own life, and of man’s nature,

So the days went on, all flewers and sunshine and song of summer birds
upon the surface, while dead men’s bones, and crawling worms, and cold, and
dark, lay benecath the surface.  So with the great carth hersclf, so with many a
smaller sphere swinging in a smaller orbit, and yet indissoluble from the finely
graduated scheme of the universe, No Thalberg, no Gottschalk, no Lisiz can
so endlessly vary his theme as can nature, and yet the foundation of each va-
riation ie the theme itself,”

Vaughn received his commission, and was busied day afier day in the city
with regimental affairs.

At home, Neria and Francia wrought silently at the great silken banner des-
tined to be borne by the wmen of Carrick, who had answered to Vaughn's
spirited appeal for their support and assistance so unanimously that the cergs
&’ honprcunr which he proposed to raise, was almost entirely composed of men
who had either grown up with him, or who had from boyhood looked upon him
as their natural leader and adviser.

So Vaughn led forth the men of Carrick, and Vaughn’s wife and their wives
remained in their lonely homes.

CHAPTER XXIV.
MRS, LUTTRELL.

Tue Luttrells were settled at Cragness after several dehys on account of
weather and the health of the 1nvahd and Neria, with Francia, drove over to
call upon them.
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Shown into the library by Nancy Brume, they found Mrs. Luttrell lying upon
a couch near the window, alone, She half rose to meet them, but sank back
with a murmured apology for her weakness, and looked indeed so fragile that
no apology was needed, While Francia, always fluent and at ease, made talk
upon the weather and the debilitating influence of the first hot days, Neria
looked at the invalid with a painful and perplexed intercst,

It had so chanced that they had never met in the city, and Neria found it
impossible to account for the impulse of tenderness and sympathy now possess-
ing her. She could not even decide whether the face of the invalid was more
prepossessing or painful in its wan loveliness,

Tall and slender in figure and handsome in feature, Mrs, Luttrell had, at the
time of her marriage, been considered a beauty ; but now, her abundant fair hair
seemed 1o have lost its light and gloss ; her complexion, from delicate, had be-
come (ransparenily pallid ; her white teeth shone ghastly between lips almost
as white, while her large bluc eyes had acquired a singular expression of
anxiety and terror, a dreamy watchfulness, a weary forchoding, never lost, as she
listened or as she talked. Her slender hands, too, Neria noticed had assumed
an unnatural pearly whiteness and a stiff and labogjous motion, while beneath
the nails appeared a violet tinge instead of the rose-red hue of health.

Her manner, too, was changed. Naturally serene and undemonstrative, it
now was marked by uncer(zain flutter, a rapid alternation from animation to ab-
straction, with frequent lapses into reverie, Inr a pause of the chat, which even
Francia found it hard to sustain, Neria kindly inquired if Mrs. Luttrell found
benefit from the sea air.

“ The sea air 27" repeated the invalid, vaguely. © Oh, it makes no difference
about that.” She stopped with a frightened start, and presently continued, in a
tone of forced gayety:

“0, I am doing very well—quite as well as T could expect. The doctor says
it is only that T am nervous.”

“ How long have you been so ill ?” asked Francia.

“ 1 don't know when it began—1I can’t think,” replied Mrs. Luttrell, in a low .

voice ; and from the last word she seemed 1o drop into an abyss of reverie, so
profound that neither of her guests liked to intervupt it.

Through the half-open door glided the ficure of Dr. Luttrell, and, although
noiselessly, his wile, who hasd Iain with her back to him, raised her head and
moved, so that she could see him ; neor from that moment to the end of the call
did her eyes ever wander from his face for more than a moment. This fixed
and anxious gaze did not, however, scem to embarrass its ebject, who never, by
any chance, returned it, although he occasionally addressed his wife. The la-
dies of Bonniemeer he professed himself delighted to welcome, and hoped they
would often take compassion upon Mrs. Luttrell, who was toe much.of an in-
valid to move about much. ) ‘

The conversation no longer lagged. Inquiring if Neria had scen the sunset
of the preceding night, Luttrell launched into some new theories of atmospheric
effects, solar rays, and the aurora; had some new discoveries in the moon to
narrate ; and, with a turning toward Francia, closed with a droll story of a far-
mer who must cut his salt hay in apogee, and, because his werk pressed, sent
to Cambridge to request that apogee might be put off a week pr two, otfering to
pay ¢ anything in reason” for the accommodation, Then he spoke of Vaughn’s
devotion to his couniry’s cause, and, with a half glance toward his wife, said
that “had he not a paramount duty at home, nothing should deter him from fol-

lowing so fine an example.”
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A sudden impulse drew Neria’s eyes to Mra. Luttroll’s face as these words
were spoken, in time to see the doubt, the terror, the torturing uncertainty,
deepening and deepening in the great blue eyes, while they dwelt as earnestly
upon the speaker’s face as might those of a child on the page where is written
a fascinating tale in an unknown tongue. '

Luttrell felt the gaze—felt its expression, too, as the sudden Lnitting of the
brows and compression of the lips sufficiently proved ; but still he never looked
toward his wife, never paused in his conversation, but presently, as if uncon-
sciously, took a fire-screen from the table, and, playing with it while he talked
held it between his wife and himself. : ’

The face of the invalid grew clouded. She moved uneasily upon her couch
closed her eyes for a moment, and lay quite still, as if gathering strength for :;
struggle, and then opening them wide, while alj the power of her bodyAseemed
gathered in their luminous rays, she fixed upon Luttrell a gaze which pierced
through every defence, every subterfuge—a gaze which, though it might drain
the vital energy of that delicate organization, could not fail of its ol)jgst. Lut-
trell paused suddenly in what he was saying, threw down the fire-sereen, and
walked to the window. His wife moved slightly, that she might stilt keep her
eyes upon him.

Neria found herself oppressed and agitated with the mystery floating around
her, and blending with the oid mystery of the place, which bad of late Lesun to
haunt her with a sease of duty unfulfilled. She glanced at Francia and 1%5@ ta
go. Mrs. Luttrell half rose, made an adieu as brief as courtesy would admit,
and sank back. Her husband, visibly anxious to escape the room, seized Lis
hat and escorted the ladies to their carriage. As they drove down the hill they
saw bim turn toward the beach and stroll away with the air of a man whe has
several hours to dispose of, and is in no hurry.

“He won't go home very soon, by his Iooks,” said Francia, laughing, as she
touched her ponies with the whip.

113 NO.”

# How do you like Mrs. Luttrell??

“She is very interesting—1 pity her.

“Well, T don’t know. She didn’t seem interesting to me; T thought her
too much taken up with herself, and dull, like all sick people. I like Doctor
Luttrell ever so much,” returned Francia, positively ; and Neria said, pointing
to the headland hefore them,

“5See the Lion’s Head against the evening sky. Isn't it grand?”

CHAPTER XXV.

THE weather became oppressively hot, and Mr, Chilton, forsaking his usual
summer orbit, came quietly down to Carrick and took lodgings at the Mermaid's
Cave, Colonel Vaughn's absence preventing his receiving an invitation to stay
at Bonnjemeer.

Neria watched the effect of this movement upon Francia with much interest,
for it had been too obvious during the last few weeks that some great anxiety
or doubt had taken possession of the child’s mind, and was exerting a morbid
influence on her character. Neria, fastidiously delicate in her fear of intrusion
upon the personality of others, asked no questions—refrained, even, from that
nute sympathy which sometimes is more intrusive than a direct appeal; and
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Francia, for the first time in her life, seemed inclined for meditation rather than
speech, so that, whatever lay beneath the surface, life at Bonniemeer went on as
usual, Mr. Chilton was there much of his time, of course, and seemed quite
sufficiently devoted 1o Lis beautiful fiancée—all the more so, perhaps, that she
no longer beamed full moon upon him, but had her hours of depression, abstrac-
tion, even of pettishness. Also, she oceasionally appeared with réd eyes and
feverish lips—new symptoms in her sunny life. The lover was not slow to per-
ceive these changes, but, question he never so tenderly, could get no satisfac-
tory explanatior: of them, and 6ccasiona]1y departed for Casrick in an undignified
state of mind, characterized among children as ¢ the sulks.” :

Two or three weeks had passed after this fashion, when, one merning, as
Neria was about scanding to Cragness to inquire for Mrs, Luttrell, Francia of-
fered to ride over herself.

# Mr. Chilton will he here svom, I suppose,” suggested Neria, glancing at
her watch, ¢ You might wait and have his escort.”

“It’s not worth while to delay,” returned Francia, hastily. % He may not
come before dinner, and it will soon be too hot to vide. T will just go over
alone.”

“Very well, dear,” said Neria, a little puzzled, for she knew that Francia
had once minded neither heat nor cold, and would have thouglit it little to wait
hours for her lover’s company.

The black peny was brought round, and as Francia, settling herself in the
saddle, glanced toward the window with a nod and smile, Neria was struck with
the change a few weeks had wrought in Ler face. ¥rom very pretty she had
become lovely. The eyes that had been but roadside violets, smiling frankly up
at cvery passer, were of a sudden violets shyly blooming in the deep recesses
of a forest, where never penctrates the sun to drink the dew that trembles on
their lips—never comes ruder step or harsher voice than the fawn’s and the
nightingale’s.

The night of a year ago, when—she crowning him with water-lilies—Fergus
had called Francia Undine, floated into Neria's memory, and while she thought,
1t s the soul slowly crystallizing in the midst of her life that I see in her cyes
to-day,” she sighed.

Y Sighed for the gricf and the pain

For the reed that grows nevermore again
As a reed with the reeds in the river.

Francia did her errand, and heard from Mrs. Brume that the invalid was no
better—in fact, grew daily worse ; and, to the inguiry if Mrs, Vaughn could
send her anything, or offer any service, Nancy replied, with some hesitation,

“Well, if you or Miss Vaughn could come and set up a night with her, I
should be dreadful glad, for theve’s no one but the doctor and me, and we're
pretty near tuckered out. She’s so notional she won't have a nuss, though I've
heerd him offer 1o send to the ecity for the best that’s to be got.”

¢ Certainly we will come,” replied Francia, readily. “Thatis, ] will; and I
have no doubt Mrs. Vaughn will, although she is not so strong as 1. One of
us will come to-night,”

“That's real clever of you, now, I do say. I didn’t expect both on you,

though the more the merrier ; and you've got sickness to home, too.”

“Yes, poor Chloe does not grow any better ; but Aunt Sally takes good care
of her, and Mrs. Vaughn sees about it. Good morning.”

“ Good day, Miss Franc,” said the housekeeper, and stood in the door, one
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skinny hand shading her eyes, while the other gathered together an apron not
absolutely clean, watching the graceful figure of the young girl as she rode
slowly down the beach.

“’Pears like there’s something on her mind,” soliloquized she, at length,
“Wonder if she’s heerd—"

Nancy went back to her work, and Francia rode pensively along the sands,
where now the noonday heat began to quiver in a shimmering cloud, while the
dunes heading the beacl: seemed parching and bleaching to a ghastlier white,
and the scattered tufts of beach-grass lay prosirate and wilting. The round
spot of shade at the foot of each ragged mound crawled slowly nearer to its
base, and following, inch by inch, the fierce sunlight drank up the dew that the
night had pityingly let fall upon the scorching traces of yesterday’s heat.

A mile from Cragness the road to Bonnicmeer wound in between two of
these dunes, and Francia had already drawn her pony’s rein toward it, when eye
and hand were arrested by the sight of two figures, at some distance ap the
beach, seated under the shadow of a great rock, against which the female figure
leaned, while her companion, stretched upon the sand, rested upon an elbow,
with his head so near her shoulder that, in that drowsy atmesphere, a speedy
contact seemed inevitable,

Francid’s eves were good, and her perceptions keen. Also she was Colonel
Vaughn's daughter, and with a sharp turn of the bit she guided ler pony back
to the sands, put him to a canter, reduced, as she approached the rock, to a
walk, at which pace she passed, glancing across the two figures as she glanced
across the sands, across the gulls, as Lady Clara Vere de Vere glances across
the face of young Lawrence, when she no longer cares to remember him,

As she approached, Chilton sprang to his feet and advanced a step toward
her; then, catching the expression of her face, paused, and stood in all the awk-
ward embarrassment jnevitable to the most polished dissembler at some points
of his career, His companion turned her face seaward and giggled nervously.
Leaving them thus, Francia paced slowly on, sitting her horse with the noncha-
lant grace of an accemplished Lorsewoman, who feels herself free from the
restraint of spectators.

Surely, a throne is not such vantage ground as a horse’s hack. Mounted,
the rider who understands his horse, duplicates all the highest attributes of
humanity. He is braver, he is nobler, he is more decisive, apter to attempt re-
dress of the wrongs about him, Had Arthur's knights Leen foot-soldiers would
there ever have beena Round Table? Had the horse refused co-operation would
chivalry ever have glorified the earth, would the noble madness of the Crusades
have done its mighty work upon the civilization of the i iddle ages? “When I
am the king and you are the gueen ” we will apportion .o every new-born child
a steady horse, upon whose back he shall be eradled, shall learn to sit upright,
shall find his home by day, his rest by night. .

That evening. when Mr, Chilton appeared at Bonniemecr, very ill at ease, and
as doubtful of his reception as he had a right to be, he found Francia scated
with Neria in the drawing-room. :

She bade him a courteous good-evening, but made no movement to meet
him, asked no questions as to his occupations through the day, showed neither
displeasure nor pique teward him, or indeed evinced any emotion whatever ; and
the slight ‘shade ot reserve pervading her demeanor was so delicately drawn as
to give no ground for comment, or warrant any appeal for explanation,

Chiton made his adieu at an early hour, and walked slowly back to Carrick,
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wondering whether he was most pleased or annoyed at the course his fancéds had
choser. When he was gone, Francia rose, and, flitting restlessly about the room
for a few moments, came and threw herself upon the floor at Neria's feet, laying
her head upon her lap. It Lad been a favorite attitude of hers till jately, and
Neria fondly smoothed the bright brown hair that rippled beneath her fingers
like the tiny waves of a sunlit sea,

“ Neria, darling, what shall T do?” whispered Francia.

“ Ask your own heart, dear, not me,” said Neria, sadly.

% But, if my heart has misled me once 7 "

“Was it your heart or your fancy, your vanity, that misled you, Franc 27

“But, if 1 have done something and think I should not have done it, is it
worse to try to undo it, or to go on, hoping time will mend jt?” asked the girl,
earnestly, while she raised a pale face to the mourniul one bent over her, and
Neria said :

“Q, Franc, how dare I advise you? I, who have guided my own life so ill.
I am afraid, dear, I cannot help you, and yet I will not refuse. Think of it to-
night, question your own heart, question the Father who, sooner or later, heals
all wounds, soothes all sofrows. Take council with the night, and if] to-mor-
row, you still wish for such help as I can give, come and you shall have it.”

They kissed and bade good-night, each taking for her companion throngh
the sleepless hours, the Gordian Lnot which life presents to every one of us, and
which most of us spend our years in the effort to unravel, finally perhaps bor-
rowing of despair a sword to sever, not the knat, but the life entangled in it.

With the morning came Fergus, an unexpected envoy from his father to
Neria. upon some matter of business. The ladies were together when he
arrived, and from Neria he turned to Francia, who found beneath the courteous-
ness of his greeting, a formality and constraint that she, sighing, told herself
had been unknown to the old time. She sat while he talked with Neria, and
listened, not to his words but to his tones, firm, deep, and resolute, She looked
through her long lashes at his face ; it was perhaps a litle thinned, but full of
energy and determination,

“Very little effect could such a girl as I have on a nature like that,” thought
Francia sadly, and sighed.

At sound of the sigh Fergus glanced toward her, but directly averted his
eyes, and continued his conversation, with Neria. So Francia took her sick
lieart to the solitude of her chamber, and there listening to its moanings, deter-
mingd upon an experitent for its relief, in the heroic style of treatment,

When Mr. Chilton called, he was told that Miss Vaughn was not well and
could not ses him. He came in, and encountered Fergus, and although Neria
exerted herself to {ulfil every hospitable obligation ta even an unwelcome guest,
Mr. Chilton found the atmosphere of Bonniemeer so oppressive that he declined
an invitation to dinner, and departed,-to return in the evening.

Francia did not show herself until tea-time, when she came down stairs, pale,
but with such an expression on her face that Neria looking at her, thought “she
has resolved” Fergus glanced once, and then away. Perhaps his own eyes
were for the next few moments more thoughtful than their wont, and certainly
he did not speak, but what Fergus thought on this, as ol many points, it was
only Fergus who knew,

Tea over, Neria was called from the room a moment, and Francia, trembling
very much but still, with the heroic mood uppermost, said, guietly :

“Tergus, I should like to speak to you. Will you W’l]k toward the lake
with me ?”  Her cousin looked at her with ill-concealed suspense, but replied
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“ Certainly, T shall be very happy to do so, W111 you go now ™

“ Yes, if you please.”

“1f Mr. Chiiton calls, please say I am out,” added Francia, to the servant,
as she and her cousin passed through the hall,

Down the garden path, and through the dim oak wood to the pine grove
where the brown needles spread carpet-like under foot, and the heavy odor in
the air told where the sun had lain hottest, and still Franeia had not spoken,
save in brief replies to the commeonplace remarks of Fergus. They reached
the mere, whose placid waters lay sleeping in the twilight, with fairy palaces all
of gold 'md mother-of-pearl, showing fairly in their depths as the ‘evening sky
bent down to kiss them. The boat lay there, the very boat where, twelve months
before, they all had sat—the memory brought so sharpa pang’to the poor wounded
heart that from its very suffering it gained courage, and Francia desperately
began, ¢ Fergus, you are my cousin, and I have uo brother, I need a brother's
help and council to-night—will you give them to me 2

I't was quite a moment before the answer came, and then it was,

“If you ask them in a matter where 1 may properly give them.”

“ 0, Fergus, do not be cold, do not be cautious ; what concerns me, concerns
you; what I may properly confide to you, you may as properly discuss.”

“Go on, if you please, Francia.”

“You don’t call me Franc now.”

Fergus glanced at her in surprise.  The inconsequence of the reproach in
the midst of so much earnest feeling was so purely feminine a trait that his
virile nature failed to comprehend its cousistency.

Francia as little comprehended his glance of surprise.

#Ixid you not mean to change ? " asked she ; “I am glad of that, but indeed
everything seems changed about us boLh Last year, Fergus—do you remem-
ber?”

“What was it you wished to consult me upen, Francia??” asked Fergus,
gravely, [Francia paused, collected herself, and said at last,

“Itis this. If you have done a thing—made 2 promise, perhaps, and find
you were wrong-—feel sure indeed that you should never have done it—what
then? Is it worse to break your promise, or to keep it, knowing it to be a bad
one ¢V

“You are too indefinite. I cannot answer so general a guestion,” said Fer-
gus, turning a little away from her, and leoking far across the shining water to
where, over the eastern hill, *hung a crescent moon with a great white star be-
neaih.

Francia tried to speak, but the throbbing of her heart choked ler voice,
She glanced at her cousin. Pale and stern, his eyes still bent upon the wan
mgon, he gave no answer to the look. She tried again. :

“1It is about myself and Mr, Chilion,” said she, desperately. I am afiaid
I never ought to have been engaged to him. T am afraid I never really cared
for him, I tink it was only my fancy, my vanity, that he appealed to. 1
never have been quite happy, and lately, since I know what sort of a man he
is—"  She waited, but Fergus remained silent and immovable.

“Qught I to break the engagement, Fergus, or to keep it? Which is more
dishororable ?

At last he turned toward her, and in his brooding eyes she read the answer

before he slowly spoke it. . .

“ Four months ago, Irancia, when I, with every reason fo suppose my love

1
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returned, asked 'you to be my wife, you told me of this engagement. I gave
you then my opinion of it; I mentally foresaw that this very moment must ar-
rive ; this, the beginning of a train of disgust, mertification, disgrace, should
you bezome Rafe Chilton’s wife; of unceasing regret for a solemn promise
broken, a degrading experience undergone, if you do not. Choose between these
alternatives for yourself ; T am the last adviser you should have sought. It is
a cardinal principle of my life to interfere in no affairs not connected with my
own. This certainly is not, and I must decline to express any opinion upon it/

All the spirit of the Vaughns flashed in Francia’s eyes, mantled in her
cheeks, and curved her lips.

“You will excuse me,” said she, coldly, “for intruding upon you affairs,
which, as you say, are certainly none of yours, I had been so feolish as to
imagine that being mine they inight have an interest for you. The mistake will
never be repeated, and I hope, in the improbable event of your requiring sym-
pathy in some trouble of your own, you may meet a friend as nearly like your-
self as possible.”

She walked quickly up the path with feet that scarcely seemed to touch the
earth, and head haughtily uplifted to the evening sky. Fergus followed, saying
quietly,

“You are angry, and unjust, as angry people always are. When you think
calmly of what I have said, you will sec that I am right.”

Francia did not reply, but hastened on toward the house, nor did her cousin
make any further attempt to conciliate her.  In the hall they parted (,uldly, and
the next morning Fergus returned to the city.

i

CHAPTER XXVI.

THE VENETIAN GLASS.

NOTHING is so selfish as love-sorrow.  Not the maelstrom itself is so ab-
sorbent, and, from Hualdy Ann, whose mother cemplains that she is no longer
“wuth her salt,” to Rosa Matilda, whose canary bird would starve but for the
parlor<maid’s attentions, you shall find its victims self-absorbed, dreamy, and
forgetful of the life about them, So Francia never thought again of her prom-
ise to Nancy Drume, until that worthy woman sent to Bonniemeer an explicit
inquiry, whether she was to count upon cither of the ladies there as “a watch-
er " for Mrs. Lultrell. .

Francia, vehemently remorseful for her negligence, insisted upon going the
first night, and returned in the morning with a meclanchely account of the con-
dition of the invalid, whose prostration of body had become excessive, while her
mind alternated constantly from gloomy depression to excited fancies and hallu-
cinations, hysterical emotion and fright{ul mirth,

“You told them I would come to-night, didn’t you, dear?” asked Neria,
when Francia had given the experiences of her arduous watch, :

“Yes, but I don't think you ought to stay alone with her. She seemed out
of hex head part of the time, and was so excited she quite frightened me.
Then she is so weak that she cannot stir without help. 1t will be too much for
you, Neria,”

“( no, dear, I will ask Mrs. Brume to sleep within call in case any help is
needed, and I am not at all timid.”

“You arc nothing that would prevent your doing good to other people,” said
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Francia, fondly, and sighed at her own deficiencies, while Neria's heart cun-
tracted with a sharp pain as she thought of Vaughn and the good she had
wrought in his life.

When Neria arrived at Cragness she was received by Dr, Luttrell, who an-
nounced that he should share her watch, as the condition of the patient was so
critical that the end might be expected at almost any moment.

They stood together in the library while he said this, and Neria raised her
eyes to his face with some expression of sympathy and concern upon her kps,
but the words died in an incolierent murmur as she looked. Always pale, Dr.
Luttrell’s face was to-night of a ghastly yellowish tinge, scarcely changed even
in the dry lips at which he gnawed incessantly. His eyelids drooped as if to
conceal the tawny eyes, alive with electricity, gleaming and sparkling in their
lurid depths as they wandered impatiently hither and thither, with a watchful,
expeetant look—a look of desperation and yet of terror—a look like that of the
baited tiger, who knows the jungle closely environed by the huniers, and with
his haunches gathered for the 51)1'1'n'>‘, watclies every point at once for the first
assailant,

The vigilant eyes did not fail to perceive and interpret Neria’s gaze. They
flashed upon her and away, then back, with a steady daving, and held hers, while
the dry lips said ¢

“You find me changed, Mrs. Vanghn., It Is now two weeks that I have
spent every day and nearly every night at my wife's bedside. Remember, 1 am
her physician as well as hushand and nurse.”

“You must be very much fatigued,” said Neria, slowly, as she tried to ana-
Iyze the ominous echo,of these words in her mind, #1 beg,” continued she,
earnestly, “that you will trust me with the sole charge to-night, and try to rest
yourself thoroughly for to-morrow.”

“No; O, no!" returned the doctor, hurriedly. “That is tmpossible, To-
night is, T believe, a crisis in the disorder, and T must be present, It is my
duty, and, at any rate, I could not rest.” Nancy Drume opened the door.

“If you're ready to go up stairs, Miss Vaughn, I guess I'll be off to bed,
Like enough T shan't more’n get my forty winks “fore P'm called up,” said she;
and Neria followed, without reply, to a large and gloomy chamber upon the sec-
ond ﬂ001 where lay the sick woman, a pale spectre, shadowed and surrounded
by dark bed hangings and furniture, that seemed to oppress the air of the room
with their funereal atmosphere. The two windows loaked upon the sea, which
now came booming up beneath them, each wave smiting the foundations of the
old house with the sullen roar of a ‘cannonade. A half-open door showed a
dressing-room, with a handsome toilet-table and apparatus, among which stood
a shaded lamp, and an arm-chair beside it, Nancy pointed toward the door.

*The doctor "I set in there and read, so’s he’ll be handy in case anything
goes wrong. He'll give her the medicine when the time comes,”

With these words she departed, and Neria, approaching the bed, looked
compassionately down at the patient, who had altered sensibly for the worse
since she had last seen her. Her eyes, showing supernaturally large in her
ghastly and emaciated face, were wide open and glazed, Beneath them a circle
of viclet stained the otherwise colorless skin, and the same tinge had deepened
under the transparent nails of the hands folded languidly upon the countérpane.
The parted lips were parched and blackened, and Neria tenderly moistened
them with some water in a goblet upon the little stand beside the bed. The
patient Iooked up and smiled.
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“ You are Michael, the angel who fights with the dJevil,” said she, quietly,
“He was here a moment ago, and 1 suppose is hiding from you. He poured
some fire down my throat while T was asleep one night, and it burns—O, how
it burns 1" : '

She laid her hand upon her chest, and looked pitcously into Neria's face,
bending above her with a divine compassion in its every line.

“He keeps his imps in the next room, all in bottles,” pursued the sufferer,
in a mysterious whisper; “and sometimes he brings them out and shakes them
up before my eyes. Then they dance—the imps do—dance just like the fire
down in that old library—did you ever see how that dances in the twilight ?—
and when it flashes into the dark corners you can see—ugh, ’ve seen them time
and again! That was before he caanght them and put them in bottles, 1 sup-
pose. And then that old man who sits and plays on the organ in the dark—did
you ever see him? He never makes any sound, hut he plays and plays till the
ghost of the music fills the whole room—only the ghost, you know; you can’t
hear it, but you feel it. It comes creeping, creeping through your blood, il it
chills it to ice. 1 believe that's/the way I first came to be so cold; and now 1
" never am warnt. Good Michael, can’t you take the ghost out of my blood ? It
freezes me even while the devil's fire scorches.” .

Neria took the thin, white hands in hers, They were indeed ice cold, and
had the stifl, hard feel of flesh no longer instinct with vitality. She pressed and
chafed them in her own. The patient smiled gratefully.

“ Ah, that is comfortable,” said she. “T feel the little spears of life going
out of your hands into mine. If you had come sooner you might Lave saved
me; but now I have drank too much of that fire. Wait—I want you to do
something for me—will you?”

“What is it?”

“You see that wardrobe over there?”

“Ves” . .

“Well, open it and T will tell you.—AD, there he comes! Now, where's
your sword ! Now you will fight him ! Now you can make Lim take away the
fire out of me ! ™

She rose in her bed, and, with a long, white finger, pointed past Neria, while
in her eyes the look of terror and foreboding dawning there when she first came
to Cragness shone full-moon. Neria glanced quickly over her shoulder. In
the door of the dressing-room, holding by the lintel, stood Doctor Lattrell, his
ghastly face and brilliant eyes thrown out from the dark space behind him, into
which his figure seemed to melt.

“ He's got a head, you see, but no body—that is bad,” said the sick woman,
anxiously. “ But you might crush his head. Deon't the Bible tell about putting
vour heel on his head ?” ‘

“ Neria did not answer. She was hicld by the glittering eyes that seemed im-
periously to demand of her her inmost thought. - For a moment she quailed and
grew confused, but then a great wave of divine strength and power seemed
to swell through her soul, filling it with a serene assurance. The wild words

of the dying woman bore of a sudden a strange significance. She had called -

her by the name of the Warrior Angel, and something of his sublime courage
and ardor raised her to a level above that of ordinary moods. She lifted. her
head, and looked back the look of these opalescent eyes, while her own quick-
ened with lambent fire, and deepened to their darkest hue. The color rose

lightly to her cheeks, her lips parted, and her golden hair seemed touched with.

& glory like that of sudden sunshine, or the aureola of a saint.
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The white face in the doorway writhed with a bitter sneer, but retreated inta
the darkness.

“'There, he’s gone ! But he’ll be back in 2 moment,” gasped 1he sick woman,
who still sat upright, clinging to Neria, while her staring eyes and pointing
finger seemed plunging into the darkness in pursuit of the object of lier terror.

As Neria turned to answer and soothe her, a stealthy foot crept over the
carpet, and belore she knew that he was near, Dr. Luttrell’s voice saiéi, signifi-
cantly, “You see that my wife is very ill, quite out of her senses, in fact, and as
frequently is the case in mania, her fancies are the direct opposite of her impres-
sions when sane, For instance, she was but now, I believe, describing me as a
fiend, and you, the most feminine of womer, if I may say it, as a warrior. My
poor Beatrice |

He laid his hand upon his wife’s brow and smiled pityingly down upon her.
Neria made no answer but watched him attentively. So did his wife, who lay
now perlectly quiet, her whole consciousness apparently absorbed in the wary
questioning lock she fixed vpon him.  Luttrell drew a little nearer to her, and,
still pressing his hand upon her brow, seem to plunge the concentrated rays of
his burning eyes into hers, which soon began to waver, to droop, and finally
closed altogether, while from beneath the long fair lashes, great tears stole: out,
and ran down the pallid cheeks. '

“ She is asleep,” said Dr. Luttrell, turning toward Neria, but not meeting
her eyes. “lt will do her good if anything now can. You had best go into
the dressing-room and read, or rest on the arm-chair you will find there. You

need not try to keep awake. I will call you if anything is needed.”

“On the contrary,” said Neria, quickly. It is I who will stay here, and
you wha had better go and rest. I am in no need of sleep myself, and should
prefer to stay with Mrs. Luttrell.”

He glanced swifily at her, and said, carelessly,

“ As you please, of course. I think she will sleep until midnight, when I
will give her a draught,”

He glided away as he spoke, and presently Neria saw him light the shaded
lamp and seat himself to read, in such a position that his eyes commanded both

" the bed and the chair in which she sat beside it.

The night wore on, as slowly as it always wears for those who wake while
others sleep ; and Neria, who had laid Ler watch upon the little talle at her
side, could hardly believe that its slender hands moved at all, so reiuctantly did
they creep over the dial.

For the first two hours she was painfully conscious that the eyes of the meo-
tiorless figure in the other room were fixed upon herself, and her own gaze
wandered perpetually from the pallid sleeper at her side, to the circle of Hght
beneath the reading lamp, showing a book, two white hands, a dark-clad figure
as high as the breast, and nothing more, except the cccasional gleam of two
bright points a little higher, flashing out of the darkness toward her.

But no mind, however active, however subtile, can absolutely control the
body, and as midnight approached, Doctor Luttrell slept, at first lightly, but
finally with the heavy exhaustion of overtaxed nature,

As he dropped to sleep, the corpse-like figure in the bed stirred slightly, and
Neria terning, found the eyes of her charge fixed upon her face in a dumb ap-
peal for help, not to be misunderstood or denied. '

“ What can I do for you ? ¥ asked she, softly.

“I don't know. I think nobody can do anything now,” said the sufferer,

v
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sadly, and with no appearance of excitement or hallucination. She paused, stil]
looking with anxious entreaty into the heavenly face above her.

“1 do not know,” said she, slowly. “But I think there is something wrong
about this illdess. I was always well until a few months since, and my symp-
toms are so strange. My husband calls this a decline, but—well, it would do no
good to know. A few more hours willend all; and I love lnm, yes, I dolove him
dearly, and shall die loving him, It he had asked me for my life, I would have

given it freely—he need not have taken such pains to steal it. It was long ago, .

QO so long, that this dreadful suspicion, this great shapeless doubt came into my
mind, and then I began to watch him, to see if T could find cut from his eyes—
they are such strange eyes—did you ever notice them? DBut I never could, and
I don’t know now, There is one thing you can do—not that it means anything,
you know, but just to amuse me. Open that wardrobe, please, the door is in the
middle, and on a shelf with some trinkets you will see a ruby-colored wine-glass
in a gold stand, Will you bring it to me?”

# Certainly,” said Neria, a little surprised at the request, and taking the
night-lamp from the fireplace she opencd the wardrobe, found the glass without
difficulty, and, as she brought it toward the bed, curiously examined its singular
and admirable workmanship. A golden serpent resting on his coil, reared aloft
his swelling throat and evil head, between whose wide distended jaws was fixed
a bubble-like bowl of ruby glass, capable of holding, perhaps, a spooniful of some
priceless nectar—nectar such as that with which Ia Borgia stilled the too ur-
gent reproaches of her injured lovers ; and as Neria slightly turned it in her hand,
the faint lamplight striking through the ruby bowl fashed down vpon the sealy
folds of the serpent, and glanced off with a glsam like trickling Ulood.  She held
it before the weary eyes, that momently grew heavier and duller.

“Yes, that is it! It is a Venetian gliss—one ol those that they used to
make in the old time; the art is forgotten now. My mother was an Italian and
this was in her family for gencrations. Will you have it—or, rather, wail; per-
haps it will not be worth giving. You see that vial on the table-—that tiny one.
Now, please pour some of its contents into the glass.”

Neria took the vial—a very small one, without Iahel, and about half filled
with a colorless, odorless Hquid—uncorked it, and was inclining it toward the
glass, when Mrs. Luttrell said, hastily, “ Put the glass on the table first, for fear.’
. Neria, without qu'estion, did as desired, and, setting the cup upon the table,
filled it half full, K

“That will do; wait, now,” whispered the sick woman, eagerly fixing her
eves upon the glass, whose contents were already in a state of strange ebuili-
tion, foaming, flashing, and sparkling through and through, as if interpenetrated
with tiny shafts of flame, while a dark wave of color, as if it were the bireath of
the serpent, came creeping up the sides of the ruby bowl, changing its pure tint
to a turbid stain, The boiling contents reached the lips of the glass, the turbid
stain sullied the last line of color, and, with a clear, sharp explosion, the glass
flew into a million picces. \ '

Dr. Luttrell, startled from his sleep, sprang hastily to his feet, approached
the table, saw all, understeed all, and turned to Neria with the look. upon his
face of Satan summoned to answer for his conspiracy. Sne confronted him as
did Michael confront that Satan. HMe turned to his wife, who had sunk back
upon her pillows, pale and breathless. As he approached she suddenly aroused,
and grasped his hands in both of hers, while in her eyes, the weary question an-
swered at last, gave place to a tender and fathomless love, unmingled with reproach
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« Tt was not needed,” said she. %1 would have died if you had told me it
was necessary to your happiness that I should. T knew you loved her better
than me always, but you might have told me, and let me go away somewhere out
of your sight, and die of my broken heart as surely, and less painfully. 1 have
suffered so much, It was hard to feel my life torn out of me inch by inch—it
was such a brave young life when you began,  But don’t be sorry—net too sorry
—TI am willing now, although when I began to know, I was not—and I fought
agrinst it, fought hard, and tried not to believe. Ttwas to find out that I watched
you always, and I read it at last. It began far down in your eyes, so far that it
only showed like the great dim creatures that live under the sea, and then it
came up slowly, slowly, and every day 1 read it plainer, until now it is written
there so that a child might read, 2, ¢, @, #, A—that’s the way it foes. Don't
look at any onc—don’t let that angel sce, who was here just now—he might
write it with his finger on your forehead, just as God did en Cain’s, you know—
I am so tired now—so—tired.  Good-by—don’t be too sorry—when—"'

The next breath that crossed the white lips was inarticulate, then came a
long sigh that seemed to strike a chill through all the air of the chamber, and
then the pale, sad face dropped of a sudden into the sharp outlines, the marble
rigidity, unmistakably distinguishing the most slecp-like death from the most
death-like sleep. The eyelids drooped, but again slowly opencd, and with the
last instinct of vitality the eyes turned to those of Luttrell, while from their blue
depths arose once more the solemn question, whose answer was Ideath, and
stood there patiently—stood, even when Nevin, with trembUling hands, had closed
over it the lids that could not hide it, stood there when the pale form lay encof-
fined, when the carth was laid upon it; and when be, the mourner, came back
to his lonely home, the question was there before him, always, everywhere, wait-
ing, waiting, always waiting, till it forced the answer to his own eyes, and he
slnank away from men lest they should read it there—shrank mest of all from
Neria, of whom the dying woman had Lid him Leware, as the angel whom God
had sent to write the secret upon his brow.

CHAPTER XXVIL
CHLOE'S SECRET.

“ 50 disasters come not singly,” wurmured Nevia, as she rose from the
conch, upon which she had thrown herself on returning from Cragness, and pre-
pared to obey a summons 1o the bedside of Chlog, the negress, whose healih
had been rapidly failing ever since her nocturnal excursion, and who now,as she
felt her [ast moments approach, sent an urgent message to her young mistress,
implaring an {nterview without delay.  Wan and trembling from her late vigils
and the terrible doubls filling her mind with regard to Mrs. Luttrell's death,
Neria came, and seated herself beside Chloe’s pillow, locking like a waiting
spirit sent to conduct the almost enfranchised soul to its eternal home. The
violence of the disease was past, as was its suffering ; and death, in his grisliest,
most unrelenting form, had laid his hand epon the poor distorted body, soon to
be all his own.  “ You do not suffer now, Chiloe P asked Neria, finding that the
suflerer did not speak.

# No, mist'ss, I's strock wid def,” said Chloe, simply. #But I’s got suffin
to tell you fust, mist'ss. I's hated you awful bad, fust and last, but ’pears like,
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S . . . .
:‘_low I’s goin’ to die, as if T see things difi*ent. Miss 'Nita was de one dat put
i in my head. Mas'r’s fust wife was her darter, you sce, missy—"

£ o 7
. Mrs. Vaughn was Mrs. Rhee's daughter ! ” exclaimed Neria, in amazement
) Yes.;, missy, and dey was bof slaves, jes’ like me,” replied the negress, with
a diabolic grin on her pinched features. ’
Neria looked at her in silent dismay.
“You see, missy, w’ 3 5 i
Souf amn 0ne1d iy, w cr; }naa: r'wab a young fellow, he went travellin’ down
,‘ ay he see Miss *Nita put up for sell on de auction 'block cause
ot K 3 . . - . )

i ,0 € mas’r was dead berry sudden, and his wife was mad wid 'Nita, cause ole
mas’r like her de bes”.  So Mas’r Vaughn buy her an’ gib her her freedom, an’
den he bought me ’cause I'd alluz nussed Miss *Nita, an’ she was dreffu! fond
ob me. Well, we stayed long a’ Mas's Vaughn, an’ went trabellin in Europe a
Wh’lIE. You see, mist’ss, e was so kin’ he couldn’ say no w'en she axed to £0;

) H .
an’ she couldn’ bear to part from him nehow, slie was dat (on’ ob Lim, Den we
come home,and Miss ’Nita’s darter, dat had heen at de Norf at a boardin®-schosl

" H ’
was ]gr;)wed up, an’ Mas’t Vaughn bought her, so's not to let her young mas’r

& . l
get -1_0dt ?f her, ,as he lmean:t to, an' den she was dat pooty, an’ arter a w'ile e
married her, an dfan fily Missy Franc was barned, but as pooty as she is, she
g?t de black drop in her, same as ole Clo’. An’ "twor Miss 'Nita put me up to
pizonin' you i 'late, an’ i !

h,i t iq-u ‘m cIe. choc l:lt(., an’ now I's tole all, Not quite dough—Thol’ on a

N :;}u.ei] iss Neria. W’en your mammy was fotch in here dat night dat M.ss

‘ a I’"l]t: e dl?(.l’ 1 was tole to lay her out, 'cause she was stone dead w’on dey

(T]un. her, an’ 50 I did.  She'd got on a braceret dat I gib to Miss 'Nita, an’ she
LT a3 o ‘
ﬁl > lt, to n'ms T, but bidf:? dat, dere was a book full ob writin,” wid shinyhooks to

,’an a picter of a gen’I'man inside ob it, in her pocket, an’ a ring on her finver
an’ dem 1 kep’ for mysef,” N o

“The book with writing in {tt
n it! 0, Chloe, where i " ask i
s . where is that?” as
breathlessly. , walked Neria

A cz‘t‘;)x'lczf)us: gleam of the hunchback’s constitutional malice shot from her
eyes. 1 didn’ 'out, missy, dat I'd eber tell you dat,” said she

13 - 1 ’

But you will, Chloe—0, Chloe, I do not know my father's name. 1 never
saw my mother’s face.”

113 at

t De1e; lots ob1 pooty gals down Souf just as bad off as dat, an’ wusser
a0, cause dey is sold roun’ from one mas’s j i : said

as’r to anodder just as it hap ? gai

Chlge, sullenly, : ppens,” said

1] ¢ H T

. C]hloe, the Tord is waiting for your soul. ‘Wil you go to him and say, °1
) 1

ml{g \1t ':I‘:.w? ma(.le onc of your creatures happy, and I would not, 1 did not ¢’ "

asI \eic ;J e; ia, t}\u]th solemn earnestaess. A spasm of sudden pain contorted ‘the

waoie body of the negress, and she threw herself | i

erself into a horrible grotes i
ot grotesque atii

« I . .
bed" ObLi’s a comin’ arter me ag'in,” shridked she, writhing to and fro upon her
Neria Taid a firm cool hand upon her forehead. It is the truth that tort
you thus,” said she. * Speak it out, for your own sake.” e

But a fiercer convulsion of pain seized upon the unhappy wretch, even as
she'spoke. She grasped at Neria’s hands, and wrenched them within ’her o ;
until the pain forced a deep flush over the pale face of the young woman :']m
yet 1‘11ac1e o effort to release them, who even forgot to pity the sﬁferin«; b! ‘F‘ o
her in the devouring anxiety that had seized upon her. A sudden andhtmii‘li;:
strength surged through her will, and inspired her whole soul. Fixing her
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dilated eves upon the dying woman, bending her face until her pure breath
mingled with Chloe’s expiring sigh, she issued her irresistible mandate,
“Speak ; speak out! Where is this paper? Tell me, or you shall not
die!”
“The tree—the old oak tree "—a horrible sound closed the sentence ; it was
the death-raitle, and with it the stiffening fingers slid from their grasp of Neria’s
hands, the painful struggle ceased, and the sufferings of the unfortunate creature

were at an end. . . . . . .
1t was not till night, and in the seclusion of her own chamber, that Neria
unfolded the little canvas-covered package she had found in the cavity of the
oak, where it had lain for months guarded by Chloe's loathsome familiar. A
small, thick note-book, clasped with silver, lay within, and as Neria carefully
opened it, the pages, glued together by mould and time, tore apart as reluctantly
as if they knew that the secret of a lifetime was about to be snatched from out
their keeping. Within the cover lay a miniature, painted on ivory, the picture
of a young man, handsame, proud, noble ; the face not of a stranger, but as fa-
miliar to Neria as her own, and yet she knew that she had never seen it in the
flesh. Where then? Her mind wandered to Mrs. Luttrell and her death-cham-
ber, and chiding itself for the wandering, came back to study every lineament
of the face already beloved, for nature told her that it was her father's. And
still the vision of that great gloomy chamber, with its mournful bed, and the pale
figure lying so motionless upon it, came floating between her and the picture,
enveloped, blurred, effaced it, clamored, “turn to me, I am the solation, this the
puzz!e.”
Beneath the picture lay a bit of folded paper. Neria opened it, and found
a little plain ring, small enough for her own slender finger, and engraved with
the initials G. de V. from E. V. This, Neria laid aside with the piciure, and
turned impatiently to the little book which was, she hoped, to explain every-
thing. 1t was a journal, and the first date was that of twenty-iwo years before :
Here am I 2t Venice, and here T will stay for 2 while, at least, for in truth I am tired
of rambling. Besides, where are eyes like those of Giovanna Vascetti, and wherc such
clustering locks of gold? The real Venetian. style so rare out of Titian. Heigho! What
more is there of life? I believe I have seen it all, and swe vie réckanglée must be the
tamest of all feaits. Love! Bab, I have loved a hundred women, and twenty of them
had hair as bright and eyes as blue as these of Donna Gicvanna, What do I care? I
wonder if one mightn't drop lazily to the bottom of these canals and lie there very com-
fortably. It would save such a deal of bore, as they eay in England.  England?  Well,
home T may as well call it, for I believe I was born there, Stop, I will begin by register-
ing myself duly at the commencement of this my journal, that the Austrian mouchard
whe, doultless, will read it, may find ro trouble in 1dentilying its writer, and bringing him
to justice for whatever treasonable cxpressions he may see fit to insert,  First, then, Tam
Edward Vaughn, five-and-twenty years of age, six feet high, with brown curled hair, hazel
eyes, etc., etc. My father was Alfred Vaughn, a gentleman of America, State and town
unknown, to me at least.  He left home on account of fami'y differences, and not as an
emissary of the American Government to spy out the secrets of that of Austria—(that's
for you, smen mouchard) My mother was a Spanish gypsy, with whom my father chose
to fall in love, and I suppose, to marvy, I never saw her, or heard much more than is
here set down. I have lived at English schools and college until three years ago, when
my father appeared, from the Lord only knows where, said to me, “ Ceme, my iriend, let
us be comrades. Forget that there is a tie of blood between us, as I shall ; otherwise we
shall hate each other.” I saw that he had rcasen in his decree, and 1 assented. We lived
in Paris, Petersburg, in Vienna, at Baden, Rome, London, wherever the world lives. We
saw -it, and Vaughn pére showed its secrets to Vanghn fils; until when, a year ago,
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Vaughn pdre went to fasezer in another world, Vaughn ffs was quite competent to protect
himnself in this, Feide toart !

So finished the fiist entry.  Those that fellowed it were more fragmentary
and interrupted, giving litlle information beyond memoranda of the writer’s en.
gagements, and occasional aphorisms in the same spirit as the first page. Dut
under a date of Lwo months later, came an entry, more careflully written, which
Neria devoured as fast as her eyes could decipher the blurred and faded script.

Giovamna is an angel, and I—well I am ashamed of my audacity in loving her,  Here
is her little note before me—"my heart, my soul, my noble lord, my king and law,” so she
calls me—and I? When I look back through mylife and count its stains—staing of which
the swalipst and faintest puts me beyond the pale of her most daring conception of wick
edness, I feel such torture as Satan might, if' bound at the foot of the Throne. And she
loves me ! Ves, all her pure bright life is placed between my hands to cherish or to
crush. I T bid her forth, she will leave her father's palazzo to-night, and join me in wan-
derings as wild as those from which iy father rescued his gypsy bride,  Ab, hal T
wonder, after all, if that gypsy mother does not rule my blood, and if 1 might not be hap-
pier as king df a tribe, with a bold-browed, black-cyed queen at my right hand, than with
this golden-haired maiden, whe shrinks, if I de but hend my trow a little earnestly,
Pshaw! Icaven sends an angel to draw me out of the slough, when T sink clcspc—rr every

day of my life, and I hesitate to yield myself to her guidance. Let me not Lelieve that

wy taste is already too vitiated to appreciate a pure love, that caviare and not bread js my
stafl of life, No, rather I will hope that it is conscience, which withholds me from too
eagerly accepting this affection ; that it is because I feel too keenly the vast gulf Tetween
this pure child and myself, which life—my life has set, If I marry her, can I assure my;
self of her happiness, and without such assurance, should I not Le the basest of mankind
to join her to my capricious life and uncertain fortunes? Have I the strength to make
mysclf what Glovanna’s husband should be, and, failing in the effoit, would not the hu-
miliation of failure sink me lower than I already am 7 Linh ! It is too late to make Eghert

Vaughn into a saint, and he is yet too much of a man of honor to pretend to be other,

than he is, or to sully the innocent life of the purest woman he ever Lnew by bringing it
into contact with his ewn. It is better, my Giovanna, that your Ilue eyes should weep a
few idle tears now, at what you will fancy my unkinduess than that by-and-by your heart
should weep tears of blood at the certainty of my unworthiness. Go you your way, and I
ming—the one leads up, the other down, -

Neria paused, and taking the picture from the table, looked ‘at it long aud
earnf\:stly, seeking, in the noble cast of the features, the lofty bearing of the head,
a contradiction of the characteristics which the journal made no attempt to dis-
guise. Butstll the haunting remembrance of the chamber at Cragness, and
Mrs. Luttrell’s death-bed swept between her and the pictured face, She kissed
it sadly, and laid it down, murmuring, “ My father still! T know that you
were my father.” ‘

The next date was three weeks later, and under it was written :

“ L omme gpropose, mais le Dicwe dispose,” is uis true a saying to-day as when it was first
spoken.  Giovanna is my wife, and here we are hidden in the lttle village of Fieschi, as
happy.and as loving as the ringdoves that coo all about our cottage. And it has all come
about in such an irvesistible sort of fashion, that I take no shame to myself for incon-
sistency, even when 1 read the last two or thrce pages af this journal. Tt was just after
writing them that I got Giovanna's little, teary, heart-broken note, saying that the old
dragon of a marchesa had discovered her davghter's deadresse for my unworthy self, a
foreigner, a heretic, and above all a manzais sufet ; and, that at the end of a terrible seold-
ing, had come the decree that my poor little girl was to return foréhwith to her convent,
and there await the movements of her parents, who werc already arranging a match between
their daughter and Count Montaldi, the ugliest, oldest, and richest man in Venice, She
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did not say, this little Giovanna of mine, “ Come and rescue me, for I love you,” but
she did say, * Good-by forever—unicss I sce yon for a moment on the road to the con-
vent,”

Of course T was on the road to the convent, and with the aid of one scrvant per-
senated so successfully a whole troop of banditti, that coachman and guard fled in tervor
from the first glimpsc of our excellent get-up, and the hideous old duenna, Liding herself
in the bottom of the carriage, shricked dismally,

#0, Donnz Giovanna, we are but Jost maidens. These Landitti respect neither youth
nor beauty.” ‘

We left the ancient dame wncomlorted, for her mistake was precisely the idea we
wished to incmlcate; and, diving into the mountains, soon found the three horses hidden
there since morning, mounted, and in a few hours were safely housed at this place, recom-
mended by my valet, who was, T believe, born here.  Before night we were married, and
already my wile has nearly done blushing when Paolo addresses her as signora,

The last words were nearly unintelligible, and Neria vainly tried to separate
the few succeeding leaves ; the mould and damp had so firmly united them that
she found it impossible, and it was only with great difficulty that she was able
to decipher the following brief entry, under the date of nearly a year later:

The child is gone, stolen T have no doubt, Giovanma is inconsolable, and I am more
affected than I would have believed possible.  Paolo must have played traitor and sold
the seeret of our hiding place to the Vascetti, who, congidering Giovanna irredeemably
lest, have snatched Mer infont as a brand from the burning, and will edueate it to take its
mothet’s place in their house. I suspect all this, bt cannot know, at least, not at pres-
ent, My immediate concern is to hide Giovanna where they will not get hold of her also.
We must leave the country [ think.  The old dragon would net flinch at poisoning her,
if she funcied it would wipe out the stain upon their name.

After this, for many pages, Neria could distinguish only an occasional word
or sentence from which to infer that the writer, with his wife, had removed from
Italy to Switzerland, and that he had satisfied himself that his child was actually
in the hands of the family of his wife, from which he found it impossible to res-
cue her. The next decipherable page was dated in LEpgland somewhat more
than a year after the last tatry, and ran thus :

I have decided at last to go to America and laok for my fathet’s family. Giovanna
wishes it, She is haunted with terror lest this child should be stalen from her as was the
first, Tt is a prety little creature and we call her Nerin, because she was born upon the
sea,  We shall take passage in asailing vessel hound for Boston, in Massachusetts, within a
few weels, our means not allowing us to indulge in the luxury of a stcam-passage.  Ine
deed we have been obliged to scll some of our valuables alrcady, to raise the necessary
funcs,  Giovanna has Insisted upon disposing of her most important jewels, and would
even have sold the scrpent-bracelet, the hereditary ornament of the daughters of her
house, would T have permitted it, but this must be kept, at any rate, to deck the arm of
little Neria, when it shall have attained mature proportions, I am sorry Giovanna could
not have possessed the goblet also. She says an ancestress, a second Lucretia as it
woulc scem, had these two golden serpents fashioned in precise similitude, except that be-
tween the jaws of the one was set a tiny Venetian goblet, and in the head of the other,
intenced to be worn as a bracelet, was placed a small quantity of a deadly poison, which
may be ejected by pressing the finger upon the jewel forming his crest, when a slender
spear shoots forward, pierces the finger and leaves death in the wound. Thus the pos-
sessor of this brace of serpents commands, through them, both the lives of others and his
own safety. My gentle Giovanna will never be likely to use the weapon or need the cle-
fence, hut T Tike the idea of these hereditary jewcls, and thank the sanguinary ancestress
for her idea, and also for leaving us her name, graven upon both serpents beneath the -
crest of her hoyse.  Fiamma Vasett], thou wast @ woman of rare fancy and had a very
pretty idea of assassination! Well, well, what is all this to the present. I must set my=-
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self to making the nccessary arrangements for our passage. T wonder if any of the
Vauphas survive, and if they will own their errant kinsman. Not that I will ask more
than a welcome of them : I mean to earn my living for inyself somehow, but just how I
cannot now say. Since I am husband of Giovanna, I dare not pursue the little occupa-
tions by which my honored father accumulated the property his son has just spent. I
detest the sight of a green table and a pack of cards, and would as soon play with the
honcs of my ancestors as with those my father so often tossed, and so invariably to his
own advantage. 4 bien ! T find by my father’s papers that his family lived near a little
town called Carrick, and thither we first will betake us on arriving in America, If these
Vaughns repudiate me they cannot fail to welcome my lovely Giovanna, my innocent lit-
tle Neria, and if they will make them happy I ask nothing for myself,

This was the last. A few more pages had been partially written over, but
the disconnected words still Jegible gave no clue to the meaning of the whale,
and Neria was fain to finish the sad story for herself She readily conceived
that the voyage had been accomplished, that her father had died either upon the
passage or soon after his arrival in America, and that the hapless wife thus
widowed had attempled to reach, with her infant, the unknown wriends, of whem
her husbapd had doubtless told her. Reduced to absolute penury, she had
probably been obliged to perform the last part ¢f her journey on foot, and be-
fore reaching Carrick had sunk upon the spot where Mr. Vaughn had found her,
Neria covered her eyes and shuddered, as faney, or it may be'something which
is not fancy, pictured before her the biack bitter night, the angry sea, the deso-
lite shore, and the poor young mother struggling on, her baby in her arms,
shrinking before the piercing blast which froze the tears upon her cheeks betfore
they had time to fall, while close behind her stalked Death’s grim form, his
fleshless jaws grinning, his bony hand already outstretched to seize Lis uncon-
scious prey. .

« My mother, my mother ! moaned Neria, and in the bitterness of her pain
felt 2 momentary resentment at, Vaughn, that he had not arrived in time to
save mother as well as child,

She took up the journal again and strained her sight in the effort to distin-
guish something more in the blurred pages at the end of the book, Here and
there a word was easily to be read, but nothing ronnected or intelligible, until in
the middle of the last page appeared the words: “secret cipher of the Vaughns,
formed by using our motto’ as an alphabet, it has been—"" Neria dropped the
book, as a sudden cenviction flashed across her mind, “The secret! Poor
Gillies’s secret!” murmured she, and flying to her desk she found and opened
upon the table the letter of Reginald Vaughn confided to her keeping by the
musician. Her eyes ran hastily over the familiar sentences until she came to
the cipher, upon which she had so often and so vainly pondered :

FpaoLy or QLuDLUV.

The motto of the Vaughns was as familiar to ker as her own name, and
hastily writing upon a bit of paper the words: “Dieu e voy et le foy die Vaughn,”
she placed the letters of the alphabet beneath the Jetters of those words, and
by assuming the upper letter as the name of the Tower one, found herself pos-
sessed of a new alphabet, by whose aid she translated the three words of cipher
into the phrase: “ Father of Heralds.”

Here, however, was a fresh enigma ; and Neria, utterly exhausted in body and
mind, put it aside for the consideration of a calmer moment, and locking the
journal, the picture, and letter in her desk, threw herself upon the bed with eyes
already closed, just as the earliest bird uttered his warning note of the coming

morn.

CHAPTER XXVIII,
THE GOBLET FRAME

WHEN Nerla awoke from a brief and disturbed sleep, it was some time be-
fore she found it possible to understand what change had come upon her life
And as one after another of the strange revelations which Fate, after withholdin(;
them from her most urgent researches, had capriciously piled before her in a sin‘::
gle day, rose to her mind, she set it aside to twrn to anether, which for 111; mo-
ment s?emed more important. She was herself 2 Vaughn then! She had the
same right by birth to his proud name, as the husband who had bestowed it
upon her. .She migh.t name her mother with tears, perbaps, but without a Llush,
An.d hett sister 2 Did not that dying woman say that the Venetian goblet was
an mhcrltan.ce from her own family, and was it not in exact similitude with the
brafze[et which Vaughn had, soon after their marriage, given her as her sole in-
heritance, the only relic of her parents? And was it not thus—and as this
thought flashed into Neria’s mind she caught her breath sharply as if the poi-
soned tongue of the golden serpent had pierced her own flesh—was it not the re-
semblance in her father’s picture, to the face of that most unhappy and foully-
wronged of women which had haunted her when she first beheld it ? H!d
she not sufficient ground for the conviction that Doctor Luttrell’s wife had
been her own and only sister? And he? With what emotions must she hence-
f{?rt-h meet him 2 And what was her duty, in regard to communicating her sus-
picions to those who would sharply investigate their foundation ? bAnd even
were they verified, what satisfaction could the result bring to the life alread
broken upon the dark and crue! purpose of this insatiable :mn? ‘ ’

And Francia! Drilliant, careless, beautiful Francia! whose life had yet
known no darker shadow than a lover's quarrel, how could she bear the shame
and misery of the story the old nurse had told of Vaugha's first wile, and her
mother 7 But at this point Neria once more paused aghast, Vanﬂh’nI Her
husband, the man whom if she had net wholly loved she had rgvcred and
trusted, and accepted, in his every deed and thought, as worthy to be her luw!
What was this story of his early life, almost his present life indeed 7 Mrs, Rhee
hixd lived at Bonniemeer until Vaugln's marriage with herself, and Chloe had
d.lsl‘inclly said that the housekeeper had loved Lier master with an idolatrous pas-
sion, and had jealously sought the life of the woman to whom he had eiven the
love for which she had pined through so many years. How had thiz woman
dared to love him thus, and how had he received her love ?

Neria hid her face in her hands, and a hot blush tingled over her face and
neck, and even to her fingers’ ends. O, if Vaughn was not pure and good, what
hope was there that she should ever love him better than she bad done? And
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the hereditary secret of the Vaughns, whose solution became more binding upon

her than even before, now that she was herself a party to it, and now that a

certain clue had been placed in her hands—what was she to do in this matter ?
A sudden resclution formed itself in her mind, and seating herself at the

table, she hastily wrote a few lines to Fergus, merely saying that she needed his

help and counsel, and begging him to come to her without delay. The address
was hardly written, when, after a gentle tap, the door was opened by Francia,
who entered so quietly that Neria, looking up in surprise, was startled to see
kow pale and haggard she looked, and Lhow large her eyes had grown irra single
right of watching and weeping.

%) have come to see if you are ill, dear,” said the girl, gliding behind
Neria's chair to avoid her questioning eyes.

% No, Frane, but T can sce that you are,”’ and Neria, rising, took Francia’s
hands in hers, and looked into her fair face, while the malign assertion of the
old negress rushed back upon her memory—¥ She got de brack drop in her veins
for all her pooty looks,”

With a sudden and womanly impulse, Neria opened her arms, and taking her
adopted sister close to her heart, kissed ler tenderly, and with a warmth very
uniusual to her ordinarily reticent temperament. Francia, whose heavy eyes
needed but this invitation to overflow, hid ler face upen the other's neck, and
wept unrestrainedly, while Neria, gently smoothing the ripples of her hair, found
something terrible in the thought that this poor child had come for shelter and
comfort to her of all others—to her, who had become the recipient and possible
Letrayer of a secret, before which these tears should dry as morning dew before
the terror of a devouring flame. The very idea that she must hide so.much,
even while appearing to receive and repay the mute confidence of these tears,
made Francia’s presence distasteful to Neria's sensitive truthfuluess, and after
a few moments she geatly withdrew from the cmbrace, and said, with an attempt
at cheerfulness,

1 fancy we are neither of us very well or bright this merning, darling, Wil
you please tell {hem to send me some coffee up-stairs, and then take something
yourself? I will not come down just now.” .

“Yes, Neria,” and Franc, wiping her eyes, and a little hurt at teeling her
confidence repelled, was turning away, when her eye canght the direction of the
letter upon the table. A quick wave of color swept into her wan face; and as
she hurried away, a second burst of tears gave a significant clue to the origin of
the first.

Neria looked after her thoughtfully, and from the door her eyes turned to the
letter upon the table. “Yes,” said she, aloud, “it is right that 1 should tell
Fergus all—everything.  He has as mush right to know these matlers as L7

, An hour latter, Mrs. Vaughn ordered her pony-carriage, and drove herself
along the beach to Cragness, at which place Doctor Luttreil still lingered.  In-
quiring for him, she was shown at once to the library where he was sitting.
Surprised, and yet relieved that she should come to see him, Doctor Luttrell
advanced to meet his guest with outstretched hand, Neria looked at him quiet-
ly, and the hand sunk as if palsy-smitten. (

[ supposed by your coming to sece me that you were my friend,” said he,
sullc'nly; “or is this a business call? I am aware that my lease has ex-
pired.”

Tt is a business call, but not connected with your lease,” said Neria, calmly
disregarding the sneer, I wish to ask you some questions with regard to the
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late Mrs. Luttrell” She fixed her eyes upon him as she- spoke, and he, resist-
ing the impulse to evade or quail before that straightforward glance, held his
feline eyes unwaveringly upon hers, although in the effort his lips grew white,
and contracting slightly upon themselves gave a cold gleam of his glittering
teeth between. To speak was impossible, but a haughty bow signified his as-
sent to the proposed inquiry. “ Will you tell me Mrs. Luttrell's maiden name?”
asked Neria, presently.  An expression of relief crossed Doctor Lutirell’s face.
“ thought all the world knew her to have been Miss Davenport,” said he,
with a sneer.

“1 knew that she was so called, but I have reason to suppose that she had
the right to another name by birth,” pursued Neria, undauntedly.

Dr. Lutirell considered for a moment, but seelng no sufiicient reason for at-
templing to conceal facts with which Neria appeared, at least, partially ac-
quainted, he assumed an appearance of candor, and said, “Certainly, You
have very probably heard that Mrs. Luttreil was actually the danghter of an
Ttalian noble, the Count or Marquis Vaseetti, who, like many of his countrymen,
retained nothing of the anclent splendor of his house, except its haughtiness
and its traditions. Mr. and Mrs. Davenport, spending a summer in Venice,
hired the patazzo of the Marquis, who retained a modest corner for himsclf, his
daughter, and one old scrvant, the last survivor of the hereditary retainers of
the family. The Davenports became much interested in the daughter, whose
name was Beatrice, and when, one {ing morning, the old marquis was found
dead in his bed, and it seemed probable that the bed itself must be sold to pay
for burying him, they stepped in, as the Dews ex mackina, put the old man de-
cently under ground, or under water, (as it is of Venice that we spealk), pen-
sloned the servant, left the palazzo to the Jew who had foreclesed his mortgage
upon it, and taking the poor little orphan under their paternal and maternal
wings, brought her home as their adopted daughters  Fodle fonr/ Andif you
find this bit of family history a bore and out of taste, remember, madam, that
it is you who have asked it of me.”

In the course of his long address he had recovered his native coolness, and
in speaking the last words, looked into Neria’s face with an assured smile,
mingled with something of supercilious inquiry, as to her motive in thus ques-
tioning upon matters which, as he intimated, were not her own.

To 1his unspoken taunt Neria quietly replied, * You will excuse the ap-
narent intrusiveness of my inquiries when I tell you that Mrs. Luttrell was my
only sister. 1 will not trouble you with particulars; but of the fact, your late
account of her parentage has enabled me to speak with certainty. Witl. this
explanation 1 think you will no longer wonder that I should feel a more than
commen interest in her life, or in her death” And with this last, she fixed
apon him such clear Lright eyes that he shrunk as from the pitiless gaze of the
noonday sun, and could only stammer with averted eyes,

“Your sister ?7

“Yes, my sister ; and it is of you—of you, her husband—the sworn protector
and defender of the life and happiness of that unfortunate girl, that homeless
orphan—poor in {he midst of weaith, hecause denied the ties and the love that
make the humblest home a happy one-~it is of you, Wyvern Luttrell, that I ask
a reckoning of my sister’s year of married life—the year which kas closed, in
pain and terror, the story of her young life. Why is she dead at two-and-twenty,
she who should have lived to see the glory of maturity—the peaceful joy of age
Why is she dead 7
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) As her regard had pierced his heart, so did her thrilling voice strike through
his brain. He shrunk together, and, with sidelong, sullen loolk, that dared not
rise above her feet, muttered, Howam I to tell? Her time 11:1(,1 come?? Ne-
ria paused a moment, while her soul gathered its strength, and the solemn light
of prophecy made Lier face awful in its angelic beauty. Then she said : “/Cnd
God’s time will come at last for you and for me. Dare not approach me until that
hour.”  Livid and shrunken with terror and impotent rage, he made no reply,
offered no response to her gesture of farewell, but stood, with down-droppeci
head and hanging arms, like Eugene Aram, when, in the clear morning light, he
saw, in all its hideous meaning, the vision of his sleeping hours. R

At the door she turned and said, coldly: My sister, in her last moments
gave me the remnant of that ancient jewel of our house, whose .Veuetian,
gla.ss was shattered by the draught you were abont to administer to her.
It is a sacred relic to me, but can hardly be so to you. Will you give it to me ?”

He looked toward but not at her, muttered something in his throat which his
white lips refused to articulate, then left the room, and presently returning with
the goblet frame in his hand, offered it, without a word, to Neria. °

) She took it as silently, hastily sought and found the minutely engraved ini-
tials and crest which completed the chain of evidence establishine hebr own and
Mrs. Luttrell’s parentage, and then, with no pretence of lez;ve-btakino‘ to the
guilty man who stood watching her with doubt and terror strurmlhl:r in his
feline eyes, she withdrew, leaving him alone with the shadows and a:’e n:emories
of that ghostly chamber,

The next morning brought Fergus again to Bonniemeer, Neria welcomed
him joyfully, and at first felt as if half her perplexities were removed, now that
she had so efficient a ¢counsellor and assistant to whom she might con;ide them
But, when seated with him in the library, she began to consider at what poiml:
of the story she should commence, she found herself restrained by delicacy to-
ward Francia, by honor toward Vaughn, from repeating the details given her b
Chloe, while a reluctance to show her suspicions of Dactor Lutt?ell with any
one whomsoever, deterred her from giving more than a vague outline of her sisJ:
ter’s life and death. ,

But the finding of her father’s journal and its contents, the proof obtained
from it of her own and Mrs, Luttrell’s pareatage, as well as the identity of the
Lracelet and Venctlan goblet with the hereditary jewels of the Vascetts, all these
she related fully, as also the story of the secret trust bequeathed by,Ren'inald
Vaughn to John Gillies, and by him to herself; all this she repeated (;jlearly
and without reserve, ending by placing before the young man the letter of his
granduncle, the few lines left with it by Gillies to her, and the journal containin
the key to the cipher. ¢

Fergus listened attentively, read minutely, and then asked :

#Is Doctor Luttrell still at Cragness ¢

“Yes, but leaves to-day.” .

“Then to-morrow we will go over there, and I shali try to prove the correct-
ness of a theory which suggests itself 'to me in connection with this story of the
cipher. Meantime, allow me to congratulate myself upon the relationship newly
discovered between us. I had rather consider you as my own cousin than as
my uncle’s wife.”” e took her hand and kissed her cheek as he spoke,.and
Neria felt a strange thrill in this her first recognition by her kindred. « ’Now
show me, if you please, your father’s journal and picture, with the bracelet and
goblet frame,” continued Fergus.
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Neria laid them upon the table, and the young man took first the picture,
which he examined minutely. '

“Ves, this is a Vaughn,” said he, at length, “there is no mistaking either
the family likeness or the likeness to yourself, You show no trace of your
Ttalian blood, unless in your golden hair, which is truly Venetian and like that of
Titian’s women.”

Neria looked up in surprise, for a compliment from the truthful and exact
Fergus was a circumstance ; but he, not noticing the look, was now curiously ex~
amining the bracelet and goblet frame, ‘

“Yes,” said he, “here is the name on each, ‘F. V.7 for Fiamma Vascetti.
And the fact of Mrs, Luttrell’s inheriting this goblet is certainly proof of the
strongest in support of your consanguinity. Do you imagine the bracelet still
to possess its death-dealing powers, or has time destroyed them?”

«T have never been able to move the spring whiclk should project the little
shaft mentioned in father’s description,” said Neria. % Perhaps he or my mother
had it desiroyed, and sacrificed the romance of the thing to the safety of its
wearer.” .

“ Probably,” replied Fergus, after some futile efforts to move the emerald in
the head of the serpent, who seemed to writhe and coil beneath the torture of
the attempt. “That would have been the common-sense course to adopt with
regard to so dangerous a plaything, and I presume you are correct. Now, if
you please, I will take this journal to my own room, and see what I can make
of it.” .

Neria signified assent, and, when Fergus was gone, sat for some time indulg-
ing the pleasant consciousness that she might safely rely upon his clear head

" and decisive judgment for important aid in her various perplexities. Uncon-

scicusly, she compared him with Vaughn, and found herself better content with
the uncompromising integrity, commanding will, and stern self-control of the
one, than with the other’s more suave, more polished and finely graduated char-
acteristics.

Francia did not appear until teatime, and then scarcely looked at Fergus,
who treated her politely, but with indifference. Neria watched both uneasily.

¢ She loves him only too well,” thought she ; “bat he—how does he regard
her? and, even if their love should be mutual, what would Fergus think of
Chloe’s story?” With these questions perplexing her mind, Neria became
more silent than her wont. Francia scarcely spoke at all, and Fergus evidently

only talked to avoid silence.




CHAPTER XXIX.

Under these circumstances, the time could not but pass heavily, and Neria
had several times sought a private interview with her watch, hoping to find the
propet hour for retiring arvived, when the sound of a carriage driving rapidly up
the avenue was heard, and the next moment it passed the front of the terrace,
where the cousins were seated, ,

*Whom have we here, I wonder ?” inquired Fergus, rather superciliously,
as a common covered wagon stopped at the foot of the steps, and a man in fish-
erman’s costume leaped out,

“Some one on business, probably,” said Neria. * Will you see him, Fergus,
and, if T am right, send Lhim round to the housekceper ?”

#1 shall sugyest, also, that this bouse has a less conspicuous entrance than
the front door,” muttered Fergus, slowly walking down the terrace. But he had
not yet reached the steps when the visitor ran lightly up them, and with a ¢ivil,
but not deferential bow, inguired ;

“Can you tell me where to find Miss Vaughn, if ye please, sir?”

“Miss Vaughn? Do you wish to speak with her personally ! inquired Fer-
gus, in surprise.

“Yes, ['ve got something for her,”

“0bya parcel. You may leave it at the top of the stegs, and I will see to it.”

“No; that won't do,” returned the man, in a voice less rude than determined.
“I have a word to give along with the parcel, and I must see Miss Vaughn her-
self. Is that her down there?” .

Fergus looked rather indignantly at the speaker, but found something in his
hronzed face and manly bearing which so modified his first impression, that he
only said, quietly: i

“You are very decided in your tone, my man; but I will ask Miss Vaughn
if she will see you.” .

“That's right,” replied the intruder, briefly ; and, running down the steps,
he rolled up the back curtain of his wagon, and began to handle a Leavy mass
of something lying in the bottom of it,

Fergus watched him for a moment, and then went to summon Francia, who,
accompanied by Neria and himself, approached the steps just as the man, s
cending them with some difficulty on account of the bulky nature of his burden,
arrived at the top, and deposited it at their feet.

#Mr. Lewis |7 exclaimed Neria, as she recognized the young fisherman, and
saw the nalure of his burden.
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“What is this ? who is this man ? "

She stooped as she spoke, and examined, by the light of the failing moon,
the features of the body which, pinioned, helpless, but convulsed with rage and
shame, lay writhing at her feet.

“Which is Miss Vaughn ? 7 asked Lewis, recovering his breath by a painful
effort, and, locking from one lady to the other,

Francia stepped a little forward. The young man bowed and removed his
hat.

“This fellow, I believe, ma’am,” said he, puiting one foot lightly upon the
parcel lying between them, “Is a friend of yours, or, perhaps, you enly think he
is.  P've brought him here to-night to tell you what he is, and leave it for you to
say what shall be done with him.” Francia made no reply, and he continued :
“1 come home unexpected last night, partly because I'd had such luck with my
fishing I thought T might as well be married before I got another v'y'ge, and
partly because I was sort of anxjous—just why I couldn’t tell. I hadn’t been in
town ten minutes when I went to sce the girl I've becn a year expecting to mar-
ry. Her mother looked scared when I asked for the gal, and said she didn't
know where she was. 1 told her if she didn’L she'd ought to, and T was going
to look for her. I asked round a little at the neighbors, and, finally, one fellow
told me, with a sarcy grin, that he reckoned I'd find her somewhere up the beach,
along with this fellow.,” ‘

The fisherman’s foot emphasized the last word by a slight motion, beneath
which the “fellow” writhed like a wounded snake.

“1 knocked down the man that said it, of course,” continued Zeb, quietly.
“But I went up the beach, and just as I was going to turn back I heard Try-
pheny’s voice talking to some one, They were sitting under the lee of a big

»

rock, and T walked up to the other side and hearkened a bit to what they were

saying, Justwhat it was I ain’t going to tell you, for it wasn't talk fit for you, or
any woman who thinks much of herself, to listen to; but ameng the rest I found
lhe was planning to take her off to the city when he went, and she was in a hurry
to go. That was enough; and I stepped round the rock, picked up the mean
rascal who wasn’t even man enough to hit back when 1 struck Lim, and gave him
as much of a thrashing as it was in me to give to such a white-livered sneak ; and
then I tied him up this fashion, put a cobble-stone in his mouth to keep him
quiet, and left him propped up against the rock while I took Trypheny home to
her mother. I didn’t say much, nor 1 didn’t feel mad as she thought I did.  1f
it had been something that could have been got over, I might have tried to put
it into words, and, after a whilg, be done with it. But nothing that any human
being could say will ever undo the ten minutes I spent listening behind that rock,
nor can ever put the girl I had thought so much of in the place she's fell from,
S0 I said nothing to her and to her mother, no more than that if she didn’t know
where her daughter had been, I did now, and that T bid her good-by, ence for all.
Then I went and got a horse and wagon, drove up the beach o where my young
man was waiting very patient for me, loaded him in, and brought him here. Now,
ma’am, it’s for you to say what I shall do with him next.”

“Itis not for Miss Vaughn, it is for me to decide that question,” said Fergus,
in a voice of suppressed rage. * Untie him, Lewis, if you please.”

“Wait. It is for me to say, I think,” interposed Neria, with quiet dignity.
“Tlat no violence shall be committed in my presence, or within my grounds.
Fergus, you will not touch this man in any manner.”
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Fergus turned impatiently toward her ; but when he had met her steady look
and fixedly returned it, he bowed his head—that head so seldom bowed in defer-
ence or submission to any one—and murmured,

“ Pardonnes moi.  Voire volonté est ma lol

Neria slightly bent her head, still more slightly smiled her thanks, but before
she could again speak, Francia laid a hand upon her arm.

“No one has my right to act in this matter,”" said she, in a voice whose sup-
pressed emotion tingled through its every tone, and made her low accents as
thrilling as the trumpet pealing the onward charge of an army. Al paused and
turned to look at the slender pirl who stood beneath the moon, transformed in
an instant, as it were, to a stern Dian pronouncing judgment on Actzon, a
Boadicea rehearsing wrongs which no blood could ever drown. The pride of
her fathet’s house, the brooding sense of injury, the life-deep passion of her
mather's race shone together in her eyes, throned themselves upon her lips, as
presently she spoke, looking at Lewis.

“The insult this man has offered me, the bitter wrong he has done to you,
are not to be in the lightest measure undone or satisfied by any insult, any pen-
alty that could be inflicted upon him. What you said with regard to that un-
happy girl, holds good for him. Any words that conld be framed by mortal lips
would but insult the feelings they could never express. Any attempt at retri-
bution would, while it gave us only an angry disappointment, comflort him with
the idea that his crimes were expiated. What I will bave you do is simply this,
Remove his bonds and leave him to slink away inte the night, alone and unno-
ticed, like a faithless hound whom one sgorns to beat, but turns from the doors,
as no longer worthy of so much as a hound’s place in the regard of man or
woman,

“ Untie him, Lewis, and let us see that he departs. One would be sure such
a thing did rot lurk about the house.” ‘

No one offered reply or opposition to the haughty words and gesture. The
fisherman silently cast off the lashings, and removed the gag which had held his
captive guiet, but ostentatiously refrained from any roughness or insult. When
he had done he stood aside, and beneath the scornful eyes, the more scornful
silence of those whom he had so foully wronged that he could never do them
right again, Rafe Chilton, the exquisite, the debonair, the curled darling of
many a boudoir, the successful rival of Fergus Murray, the chosen husband of
Francia Vaughn, slowly rose from the dust where he had grovelled, and stood
before them shaking with rage and agitation. He turned to Francia.

“You've had your say, my beauty,” began he, in a voice thick with passien,
*now hear me !

Fergus uttered an angry exclamation, and would have interfered ; but Fran-
cix with a hand upon his arm, while her eyes never wandered from the face of
the speaker, silently asserted her right to centrol the moment,

Tt is all very natural that you should feela little mortified at being jilted
for a common fisherman’s daughter, and that betweer the disappointment and
the cursed pride which is a part of you, that you should be somewhat bitter in
your remarks, but for all that I know you love me still, and would at a word fol-
low me over the world—"

“ Francia | you shall not restrain me !” exclaimed Fergus, shaking off her
hand indignantly, but still with her eyes upon the face of the man whose words
could no longer be held of so much value as to be an insult, she again grasped
her cousin’s arm and said below her breath.
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“Hush ! let him speak ! ?

“Yes, Francia Vaughn,” continued Chilton, in'a tone of concentrated bitter-
ness, “you love me now as you loved me when you let me steal you from that
proud fool of a cousin who dared not then, and dares not now resent either my
deeds or my words, and I want no better revenge for this night’s work than the
chance of telling you that I never cared for you so much as for your father’s
money, and that just by your own outrages and your own insolence you have
driven me to a determination that with all your pride and all your pretended an-
ger you will not hear unmoved, I will marry the girl whom I love better than
ever I loved you—a girl whose pride and whose honor and whose very existence
begin and ead in my love; and when 1 give her to the world as my \;ife, if that
world says that pretty Francia Vaughn wears the willow wreath that Trypheny
Markham may wear the bridal roses, who shall contradict it ?

He finished and stood staring malignantly into her face, hoping to find there
some trace of the anger or chagrin he had hoped to arouse, But no marble was
ever colder or more changeless in its scorn and pity than the face of Frederic
Vaughn's daughter, as she looked and listened until his own eyes-wavered and
he half turned away. ‘Then Francia, still with her hand upon her cousin’s arm,
led him toward the house, saying sofily to herself in a tone of bitterest self-con-
tempt, '

“And I fancied that I loved him {”

Fergus made no reply, but as Neria entered the door after Francia, he quietly
drew back, and would have returned to the spot where Chilton still staod, had
not Neria lingered beside him, saying quietly,

“ Remember, Fergus, that you are under the roof of my husband and Fran-
cia’s father, and must respect our wishes.” .

“But it is too much—too much that you require,” muttered Fergus hoarsely,
as lte half threw off her grasp.

“If it is much, so much the deeper the gratitude your forhearance merits.
Fergus, for Francia’s sake !”

“For Neria’s sake | whispered Fergus, as he suffered her to lead him into
the house.

Lewis slowly mounting his cart was already driving away, and as the heavy
hail door closed upon him, and he felt himself alone, an outcast and a social
outlaw where he had been an honored guest, the bitterness of defeat writhed
serpentlike about the heart of the libertine, and stung to its black centre.

.

CHAPTER XXX

THE RIDDLE READ.

THE next morning, after a fé7e-d-#34¢ breakfast, for Francia lept her room,
Fergus and Nertia drove to Cragness. '

Nancy Brume opened the door te them, and in answer to Mrs. Vaughn's in-
quiry, said that Doctor Luttrell had left upon the previous evening,

“And though the old place air't the delightsomest of housen at the best,”
pursued the worthy woman, as she opened the door to the library passage, “it's
berked up wonderful since he took his black favored viznomy and his cat’s eyes
out'n it.”
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In the library, with'closed doors, and with the solemn mystery ever brooding
more or less tangibly over the house and its inmates, boldly confronting and as
it were daring her to its solution, Neria sank into the arm-chair of the bay win-
dow, her sensitive crganization succumbing, even while her spirit rose to the
crisis which instinctively she felt approaching. i

Before her dazed cyes the dim room seemed to reel and shimmer like cbjects
seen through mirage ; the black books crowding the shelves on every side seemed
gathering momentum for a forward plunge, which should bury the intruders be-
neath an avalanche of dead men’s thoughts and fancies—thoughts and fancies
which, instead of peacefully perishing with the brains where they were bred, had
been condemned to some such life-in-death as befell the maiden chilled to sleep
for a hundred years, in company with the bear, the crocodile and the serpent.
Above the fireplace the knight in his golden armor seemed stirring in his sad-
dle, and fixing, through his visor, eyes of gloomy menace upon the irreverent de-
scendants of his house who dared attempt to pluck from his hand the secret of
alifetime. From the dusty corner, where stood the organ, shadowy forms
seemed to wave hands of ominous warning, to sigh and moan in a voiceless
lamentation that their realm was to Le invaded, their unnamed charge to be
snatched from their guardianship. .

Doubt, mystery and menace embodied themselves on every hand, expressed
themselves in every form the place contained, except in the figure of the man
who stood upright in their midst, strong, hard, unimpressible, and regnant.

Upon his thoughtful face Neria’s eyes at last rested, and there found support
and reliance.  Fergus was the first to speak.

% This secret, Neria,” said he, slowly, “is one that must now be known, If
Repinald Vaughn had been a man of decision and character he would never
have left it for us to settle the guarrel between himself and his conscience,
which seems to have tormented him into his grave. Certainly the absurd com-
promise of half concealing and half revealing it to Gillies, a perfect stranger to
him and to the family, could have given him little comfort in his perplexity, and
was the occasion of infinite annoyance to the unfortunale monomaniac, upon
whose shoulders he, in dying, foisted it. He should either have carried it to his
grave or revealed it at once.” ‘

“ Do not judge harshly of the dead, Fergus,” said Neria, softly.

@ Fyery man, dead or living, must consent to be judged by his life, and those
of Reginald Vaughn and his legatee seem to me to have been miserable fail-
ures,” replied Fergus, coldly. “Vaughn, as 1 have said, showed a pitiable
weakness in neglecting to either keep or tell his secret; Gillies, an unpardena-
ble want of determination in neglecting to unravel it—"

w1le couid not, interposed Neria, ““and his anxiety to conquer the impossi-
bility hurried him to his grave.”

@ Impossibility is merely an arbitrary sign -representing an unknown gquanti-
ty,” returned Fergus, with a slight tmile, %1 de not think it need be used in
this instance at all, I already have a theory upon the subject, and shall be
somewhat surprised if we do not, by its aid, spell out this wonderful secret before

we leave the room.

“We already know, throug
that the words Edaolu oe Oludiuv may be translated Father of Heralds,
it is casy to infer that this sentence, meaningless in itself, contains a reference

and

to something more important.™
« The oldest English herald of note is Guillim, and in fact 1 have secn him

h the key contained in your father’s note book, .
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referred to by this very title of Father of Heralds. Now, do you know, Neria,
of a copy of his work in this library 27
1 M opanl - H
No,” replied Neria, doubtfully, “1 don’t think I have ever heard of him,”
“ Then ! X ) " R . '
Then let us look,” returned her cousin briefly, and immediately comimenced
the scarch, while Neria forgot other ocenpation in watching his energetic move-
ments and the rar i y is glitteri y
he rare emotion I:')etm) ed by his glittering eyes and fushed cheek.
Ar hour passed thus, and an impatient frown was beginning to darken Fergus’s
=
face, when from the depths of one of the sunken book-cases he drew a black
. ' ’
moth-eaten quarto volume, evidently of great age. Opening at the title page
. . - - a - e
the young man inhaled his breath with a quick sound of joyful surprise, exclaim-
ing, “The very thing! OId Guillim himseif, venerable Fat
N e Father of Heralds,
Now [et us see.”

He seated himself, the book upon his knee, and Neria looked anxiously over
his shoul-dief. With deiiberate hand Ifergus began to turn the leaves one by
one, searching for some loose paper laid between them, but the end of the vol
ume was reached in this tedious manner, with no result.  Biank leaves at the Le-
ginning and end there were none, and Fergus remained staring a moment at the
quaint colophen in a sort of angry disappointment at the result of his well-laid
calculations.

“ Perhaps there is a false cover,” suggested Netia, quietly.

i Of urse . . ) ) . " A
- course not. The outside is lefllh(‘il, replied Fergus, somewhat impa-
tiently closing the book., *And yet,” continued he, examtining it more minute-

o« N N . . , o L o . !
ly, I don’t lfumf but you may be right, Neria. This outside leather slips a lit-
tle-—yes, I think it has been placed over the original cover and glued down upon
the'inside, Let us see.”’

A sharp penknife soon ‘established the correctness of this theory, and after

a breathless moment of expectation Fergus drew from between the two covers a
g 7

sheet of thin paper, yellow with age and covered with the crabled and peculiar
manuascript of - Reginald Vaughn. It was written in cipher, but with the key be-
fore them the cousins readily translated it to this effect :

“The sins of the fathers shall be visited upon the children,” says the Book whence
Christendom receives its Taw. The Book is to me no more than the earliest historical rec-
ord of mankind ; but in this axiom is closed a great Jaw of human nature. The destiny of
my house has pursued and overtaken me unawarcs, and T know not how to deal with it
other than by leaving it to its own fulfilment. '

Many years ago the weakness of my own and another’s nature, crushed beneath my
futher’s iron prejudices, led to certain results ; chicf of which was the birth of an unfortu-
nate child, whose mother died in the same moment, whose father never will, never can
recognize him as his own, “Nor yet has he been utterly abandoned.

Et was a heavy bribe from me which induced the Scotchman Gillies to select from
among the inmates of the asylum, where I had placed him, the child whom he as little
knew to be my son, as the child of his own lost sister, and consequently his own nephesw.
Could I have done better for the miserable little creature than to place him under guardi-
anship of his maternal uncle? As he grew to man’s estate I found him amply able to
care for himself, and consequently dropped from my fingers the invisible thread which had
sowfar bound his life to mine. Now I am about to resume it, and under peculiar circutn-
stances.

My earliest recollections are of the stormy scenes constantly occurring between my two
e_lder brothers, or between one or both of them, and my father, and I still vemember the re-
lief T experienced when after a violent quarrel, It which all three had taken part, it was
announced that Alfred, the younger, had left home, as he professed, forever. Not that he
was to me the most disagrecable of my two brothers, for his storms and freaks of rage
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were as temporary as violent, while Egbert's temper was of the sullen and vindictive turn
far more dangerous as well as unpleasant to encounter,

I was, at this period, about twelve years old and, when scon after Alfred’s departure,
Egbert married and settled at Bonnjemeer, I became my father's companion and friend,
This was the happiest period of my own lite ; and, as I think, of his also, Our amuse-
ments, our studies, our interests were identical ; he treated me as an equal, even while he
adapted himself to my youth and inexperience, and, within certain limits, I was allowed
to treat him with a familiarity upon which his elder sons had never presumed,

Upon certain points, however, he was inflexilile, and I, cowardly and secretive by na-
ture, never dreamed of opposing him apenly, however I might secretly disobey him. Tha
most positive of these restrictions was one never distinctly expressed, but most distinctly
understood, debarring me, as I grew to manhood, from sccking the socicty of the other
sex, Lazarus Graves was our only attendant, and no woman’s face ever Dbrightened the
dim chambers of our home, My father necver visited, even at Bonniemeer; and I should
as soon have ventured upon the grossest insult toward him, as to have noticed by more
than a distant salutation the pretty daughters and wives of the fishermen who oceasionally
met us in our watks or rides, But strong passions and weak principles are the disfine-
tive brand of the Vaughn character from the earliest record, as the story of Marion Gillics
and her luckless boy would prove were it here set down, as it most certainly will nof be.

Absorbed in my own secret and the precantions with which I surrounded it, I hardly
noticed my fathet’s failing health and increasing gloom, He preferved to be much alone,
and when in my company fell often into profound reverie, from which he arcused himself
with a scrutinizing glance at me that more than once sent the guilty blood to my heart
with the conviction that I was discovered.  Now, I do not doubt that my father was con-
sidering the safety of intrusting me with a mystery which weighed even more heavily
upon his mind than the disease already leading him to the grave.

e died, and in his last moments struggled piteously to speak to me. T do not doubt
it was the secret, the shameful secret which even then tortured him with its demand for
an utterance denied to it by death. 1 could not guess at his Nemesis, nor did I care to
do so, for my cwn bad overtaken me., Marion had died the day before.

I laid my father in the ground and returned to Cragness, the lonely, loveless man I
have remained ever since. The years since then are so nearly a blank that I pass them
over in silence until a day, now years ago, when, in some curious examination of the
carved woodwork above the fireplace of the library at Cragness, I hit accidentally npen a
secret spring, distant six inches in a right line from the spdar-head of the knight in herald.
ic device there blazoned. Within the crypt, disclosed by the movement of this spring,
1 found the secret which, having driven my father to his grave, then turned back to fasten
upon me, and will, as T am certain, never release me until I lie Deside him.  How to dis-
pose of it is to me a question as unsettled as my own existence beyond the grave ; and
after tormenting myself with it for years I have at last resolved to make this plain state-
ment of my own personal interest in the affair, to hide the statement as securely as possi-
bley and then fo fly from this accursed house forever. Once abroad I shall die to the
world, soon, as I doubt not, to earth also, and in my legal death I shall bequeath this
place, the secret, and the knowledge of his own, his mother’s, and his father’s shame, to my
son, John Gillies, 1 shall place a blind clue in his hand at starting, and afier that 1 Jeave
him to Destiny, and to the slow and terrible justice of Destiny, which will sooner or later
ordain that through the wrong dotie by me to him and his, the wrong done by another to
the proud name of Vaughn shall be exposed,

The manuscript closed thus abrupt]y; and, at the last word, Fergus and Ne=
ria, raising their eyes to each other’s face, withdrew them suddenly, while the
frown upon his brow, the burning blush on her's, already verified Reginald
Vauoghn’s bitter application of the curse ordaining that the shame and suffering
of the father’s sin shall be surcly visited upon the innocent children so long as
the world endures, : .
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Then, without a word, Fergus folded the yellow sheets together, and hiding
them in a desk upon the table, went to the fireplace, and stood for a moment
minutely examining the carved scroll-work surrounding, like a frame, the dim
blazonry of the sghield. Irom its midst the golden horseman looked sullenly
through his closed visor at his opponent;.and, to Neria’s strained fancy, the
lance in his grasp seemed quivering with the rage of an approaching onset.

“8ix inches in a right line from the spear point,” muttered Fergus, measur-
ing the distance with quiet exactitude. * And this,” pursued le, after an in-
stant, as he pressed his finger upon a slight projection half hidden beaeath a rib-
like scroli—=+* this must Le the spring.”

As he spoke, the spring yielded to the pressure, and, with noiseless motion,
the shield, with its baffled knight, its solemn crest and haughty motto, slid away,
revealing a small closet or crypt constructed in the thickness of the massive
chimney. From its interior Fergus silently took a folded parchment and aa old-
fashioned pistol, primed and loaded.

“ These are all,” said he, returning to the table, where Neria sat watching his
movements with dilated eyes and pallid cheeks, The panel, released from the
pressure of the spring, slid noiselessly back to its former position, and from its
face the effigy of the baflled and impoteatr guardian of old Ligbert Vauglhn's se-
cret, looked down with ghastly rage upon its audacious heirs.

Beneath the lock of the pistol was closed a strip of paper with these words
written.upon it: ]

If one of my sons shall discover the secret place where is hidden this pistol and the
confession of his father’s follics and crimes, I counsel him to lay the latter upon the fire,
and to discharge the first into his own head.  So best shall he shield the memory of his
ancestors, and spare himself their inheritance. ‘

These ominous words read Fergus; and withhelding them from Neria’s out-
stretched hand, said, softly : .

“ No, my cousin. It was not meant for us, and will only shock you, Letus
fook at the parchment.” )

Laying the parchment upon the table, Fergus carefully laid open its stift
and yellow folds, and seated himself beside his cousin, that they might together
learn the mystery which for a century had hung ever the fortunes of their house,
and for more thzn one of its members had mingled its dusky shadows with those
of the grave itself. A gleam of sunshine, piercing of a sudden the stormy sky,
flashed across Neria’s pallid face and wildly lighted her sombre eyes, glanced
over the bent head and dusky face of her cousin, and touched, as with the finger
of Fate, the secret lying before them. Then, flickering upward, it lighted toa
flame the golden blazonry upon the wall, lingered yet a moment upon the closed
visor of the kright, and was gone, leaving a darkness and chill behind which
struck upon Neria’s sensitive nerves like a breath from the tomb, whence, as it
seemed to her, they were about to pluck its sacred mysteries.

“0 Fergus,” whispered she, pressing closer to his side, “let us leave it as
we find it. It is not good to meddle with the sccrets of the dead. Put this pa-
per back, leave it for another to find, and let us begone. This place is killing
me.” .

“ Hush, child. Do not yield to womanish fancies now, when all is accom-
plished. Give up the secret when it is within our grasp? What folly! Re-
member, Neria, we are performing a solemn duty.”

He placed his arm about her as he spoke, and Neria sheltered within its fold
as quietly as on her mother’s breast. So together they read:
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When I, Eghert Vaughn, was but a Doy, 1 loved my Cousin Maud, and she, in the
pride of wit and beauty, sneered at my passion. 1 left her with the silent oath that we
would yet change places, and that it should be my turn some day to triumph and hers to
plead.

Three years after, when I returned from my distant voyage, I forgot my oath in won-
der at her beauty and the sweetness of her welcome.  I'loved her more than I had ever
done, and she confessed to-an cquai passion, 1 pleaded for an immediate marriage, and
she and her cunning mother opposed me only so much as to excite my ardor and give
impetus to my wishes,

We married ; and I waked from my fool’s elysium to find myself the dupe of an in-
famous plot.

My cousin, true to the violent passions, the rampant pride and easy principles of her
race, had chosen to secretly marry, during my absence, a fellow so low, so debased, so dis-
graceful in every manner that even she dared not acknowledge him before the world, or
even to her own family. e was a sailor—a common foremast hand—and some weeks
after their marriage, had Dbeen induced, during a drunken frolic, to ship with some com-
rades on board a whaler just ready for sea, and when he recovered his senses found him-
self out of sight of land, with a three-years’ voyage hefore him.

This was only a month previous to my return, and Maud Vaughn, rememlering that
her marringe was without witness or proof, and under a feipned name, and, moreover,
already weary of her folly, at ence resolved to forget the secret chain binding her to it,
secure that, even in case of her husband’s return, he would never date to clain her with-
out proof or cven probability to adduce in support of a pretension which she should in-
dignantly deny.

In the first moment of my return she spread her lures, and baited her comning snare
with the.smiles and sighs, the Llushes and half-uttered regrefs for former misconduct,
which might have led a sounder judgment, a colder heart captive, She had not intended
to reveal the secret cven when her object was effected ; but, cunning and rrsolute though
she was, she had found in me her master, and I forced the confessien from her lips, word
by wmd without her finding the power to resist.

When she had done, she cast herscll at my fect and implored me to =hle1d her, to aid
her in ridding herself of her disgracefal connection, for the sake of the jove I had horne
her, for the sake of the life she would Icad in the future—ifor the sake of her unborn child,
1 laughed in her face,

Then she stood up, her eyes all ablaze with the haughty fire of her Blsod, and bade me,
if T dared, to tarnish the name we both were proud to bear, to cast dishonor on the time-
honored race whence we both were sprung.  When she was willing to lay a woman’s na-
ture in the dust, to deliberately break the laws of God and man rather than live degraded
in her father's house, where the proofless marsiage would never Le credited, was I, she
suid, was T-~a3 man—to be less brave, less daring in shielding the honor of our house 7

“0 noble house ! sneeved I, “as all its daughters are * sans reprocke,’ so should its
sons show themselves *sans penr’ 1 do not wender, fair cousin, that you exhort me to be
brave.” '

1 left her without any promise as to the future ; and, day by day, and week by week,
and month by month, I watched the gnawing terror consuming her heart as T dallied with
the secret, half-vevealing it to sonmice chance visitor, or pretending solemn cenfidences with
her own relatives, whom I cncouraged to frequent the house, Many a time, as, after a
stern and warning fock at her, I have beckoned her grey-haived father or hev fiery brother
from the room, have I seen her eyes darken, her lips blanch with the anguish she could
not quite conceal. I never went farther, T did not wish te spoil iy own sport; but
chose rather, at times, to quiet the suflever by feriods of cool kindness, or even indifer-
ence. Then, when a feeling of secarity had nursed her to a llttle strength, a new blow
fell, waking in an instant all the old terrors,

Was this amuscment a little cruel - Does it remind one of the Inquisitien or its arche
type and patron down iclow P Perhaps ; but remember that this woman had deliberately
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plotted to injure me as never man was injured yet and forgave the injury. T had loved
her with all the trust and strengéh of my ardent hature ; and now I hated her; yes, hated
her with the rancor of a love poisened at its spring, and I took my revenge after my own
fashion.

Her child was born,  The old serpent, her mother, her only confidante, had not yet
discovered that T made a third in the pleasant little family secret, and so came to me the
day after the child’s birth with her honcyed congratulations, and an inquiry if my sen
should be christened by my own name,

“ (iive the boy his father’s name by all means, my dear madam,” said I, looking her
in the eye until her cheeks grew white heneath her rouge, and her false mouth guivered
with rage and fear. But she mastered hersclf as only so well-drilled a votary of Satan
could have done, and, looking back my look, said, defiantly :

“Certainly ; we. will name him Eghert.”

# Ah ! I do not wish to be inquisitive ; but it is 2 curious coincidence if it 15 s0,” said L

She did not ask what I meant, but Jeft the room and the house. They named the boy
Egbert—and I allowed it ; for I had resolved to suffer him to grow to manhood before I
should reveal his true birth, and turn him, as an impostor, from my doors, Through the
son, t00, lay a new road to the mother’s heart, a new weapon in the life-fong punishment I
had ordained for her,

It was about a year after this that a returnin'g whaler brought tidings that the ship on
which my cousin’s husband had embarked was lost at sea, with all hands on board.

This news I hastened to communicate to the widow, adding the suggestion that, as she
was now free, she might marry whom she would, and that I advised her to make the whale
story public at once, to withdraw from my protection, and make arrangements for a more
reputable life.

I could have pitied her then, if pity had not died out of my heart in the first year of
cur quasi-marriage,  She implored me not to cast her off, not to compe! her to reveal her
early folly and subsequent crime.  She confessed, with sobs and groans, her sins toward
me ; but she protested that, through all my harshness, she had learned to love me, and
that now no new misery could equal the parting from me, and she ended by a passionate
petition that I should privately marry her again, and, accepting her for the future such as
she wounld make it, should forget the past and suifer her to forget it,

I have never, cven among the beautiful danghters of my race, seen a woman so gor-
geously beautiful as Maud Vaughn; I have never heard so sweet a voice, never felt the
witchery of so seductive a manner, so tender or so winning an appeal.  As I stood and
tooked at her, kneeling at my feet, every nerve in her graceful bedy trembling with the
passion of the entreaty she had made, I felt the hard determination which had cased my
heart tremble and crumble beneath the magic of her presence.  The old love rose up like
a mighty sea, and swept over all that had come between, burying it fathoms deep.  Al-
ready I stooped to gather her to my heart, when the door opened and the eld mother
entered with the child in her arms; the child whom they had impudently named by my
name and imposed upon my bounty. '

The sight sent back that mighty flood of love and forgiveness with as mighty an ebb.
I spurned the woman at my feet with such words as I never before had spoken to her. I
ficrcely bade the wrinkled hypocrite at her side begane, and never darken my doors again,
I snatched the screaming child from her arms and would have tossed it through the win-
dow to the roarfug waves helow ; but its mother caught it from my arms, and stood before
me, defiant and beautiful as a Judith, braving me to my crucl worst, -

I rushed from the house and wandered the whole night apon the beach, At daylight
my determination was reached, T would put all future relentings out of my own power,
destroy at 2 blow all hope for the future in. the heart of my temptress, and in so doing
prepare a new torment for her in revenge for the weakness into which she had so n=arly
surprised me. ’

I married another woman, 2 woman who supposed me already married, and who con-
sidered the cercmony proposed by me as an idle farce to quiet her own conscience.




138 CIPHER.

It was no innocent victim whom I thus deceived, but a woman as wily, as full of pas.
sion, aud as lax in moral strength as if she had been born twin sister of my Cousin Maud,
wmstead of merely being her dressing-maid, ’

I do not care to linger upon this part of my story, or to give it in detail. It is not
pleasant to remember the white facé and steadfast cyes with which Maud Hstened to my
boast of what I had done, or to remember the year that followed. If when I saw the
only woman I had ever loved slowly dying of a broken heart and a bruised spirit, T found
my own heart as slowly crushed beneath the weight of that dying woman’s eurse, my own
spirit writhing and tortured bencath the burden of its almost accomplished revenge——if
these things were, I will not tell of them, I will not satisfy the Nemesis which has over-
taken me, by an adinission that her work is accomplished. As I have lived, so will I die,

When I found that my real wife, still wnconscious of her rights, was likely to become
a mother, I seut her away, and after a time followed with the lady whom all the world hut
herself, myself and the wicked old mother supposed to be my wife. Recturning to Crag-
ness after some months, we were accompanied by an infant, who was introduced to the
world as our second son, Alfred by name.

The lady’s-maid had returned to England, where some yeqrs after she died, never hav-
ing suspected for a moment that her generous protector was in fact her lawful hushand, or
that the brat whom she believed dead, was actually the legitimate heir of his father’s name
and property.

In less than a year after this my Cousin Maud died.  Of this occurrence, or of my own
feclings in connection with it, I will say nothing. . ,

Years after I married again, my lady's-maid being as I supposed dead, although I have
since found reason to doubt whether the date of the mariage or the death should be
placed first.  Nor did I particularly care, being in those days somewhat reckless, and more
than somewhat contemptuous of life, and law, and my fellow-creatures, especially of women.

My son Reginald’s mother was a pretty and innocent girl whom I loved as I did my
dog, my horse, my tame doe. She loved me, too, as far as she was able, and respected
me fearfully.  We were happy together, and I was sincercly scrry when she died in child-
birth.

Egbert and Alfred Vaughn as they grew up displayed the honest antagonism to be ex-
peeted from their birth and antecedents.  ‘They hated cach other cordially, and I hated
both, the one for his father’s sake, the other for his mother’s. On my youngest child I
eentred such affections as I yet had to offer, and in my own heart recognized him as my

only true son, and heir of such property as I felt at liberty to bestow upon any one; the

estate of Bonmiemees, derived [rom my Cousin Maud, I had always destined to Egbert
her only child.

With these arrangements in my mind, it was no cause of regret to me when my son
Alfred announced his intention of leaving home forever, in consequence of the constani
quarreds between himself and Egbert, and the harshness and injustice which he com-
plained of having always received from me. I presented him with a thousand dollars, my
malediction, and a plain warning to let me sce or hear of him no more.  He sailed for Eu-
rope, and was a few years after reported dead. I have since learned through a reliable but
secret source, that this report was circulated by himself in a childish desire to annoy me,
and to cut off all possible attempt at reconciliation on the part of his {friends at home.

I1e little knew the utter indifference to his life or death which possessed my mind, T
accepted the contradiction without taking the trouble to make it public, and for many
years ag completely set aside the memory of my son Alfred as I did that of the vicious
and disgusting woman his mother,

But now arrives the time when failing Nature warns me to be done with the concerns
of earth and resign myself to the great oblivion; and now T prepare the Parthian bolt,
which even from my grave shall reach and punish, through their descendants, those who
hailf a century age stung and warped to Loundless cvil a nature formed by God for hound-
less good. The son of Richard Grant and Maud his wife, born and bred as the eldest
son of the house of Vaughn, and heir to its wealth and henors, now in middle life, with all
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the pride, the prejudice, the tuxury of his assumed station fastened irrevocably upon him,
is now to learn, and to learn in face of the whole world, his own ignoble parentage, his
‘mother’s weak and criminal subterfuge, and the releatless hate and vengeance that even
in his cradle prepared this grand finalc to the drama in which he has played so important
although unconscious a part, .

Before m death I shall confide this paper to my son Reginald Vaughn, with peremp-
tory orders to convey it at once to my solicitors, instructing them to take immediate steps
for depriving Ligbert Grant of his wrongfally assumed name of Lgbert Vaughn, and of
certifying the fact that Alfred Vaughn and his children are my only assuredly legitimate
descendants.  The estate of Bonniemeer pertaining to Mand, wife of Richard Grant, in her
own right, devolves upon her son, but failing heirs of his body reverts to me, her nearest
Tiving relation, and in case of such reversion I hereby express my inteation of bequeathing
said property to my son Allred and his descendants, and if sufficient time is allowed ne,
shall draw up o formal instrument 1o that effect.

My son Reginald, rest content with this decision, You alane are, and have ever
been the son of my heart and my hopes. Whether the law would recognize your legiti-
macy or not 1 cannot say, and the question need never be agitated, as I shail leave to you
by name the slender patrimony of Cragness, sufficient, if you are prudent, for all your
needs, especially as I have striven to imbue vou with so much of my distrnst and aversion
to womankind as shall keep you from the arch-foily called marriage. Over the property
now called Bonniemcer 1 do not consider myself to have any control, as I never was

. legally marricd to its possessor. It descends, of right, to her son, Egbert Grant,

In concluding this confession, a model father would naturally deduce for the hencfit
of his son, various moral conclusions and warnings, I prefer to leave them to your own
Common-sense, '

The characteristics of our race are almost unfailing in each gencration. Their errors
only vary in ranging from folly to crime, according to the constitution of each member.
I have little hope that you will aveid them, but should you find it possible to do so, I

earnestly recommend the course.  The old age of lawless youth is not a comfortable one,
even Lo 4 man sgus pois,

CHAPTER XXXI.
THE ORGAN'S REQUIEM.

Ture darkening sky was Dlack with the approaching tempest now, and a low
peal of thunder mingled with the deep tones of Fergus's voice as he pronounced
the last words, and suffered the parchment to fall from his hands.

In the gloomy chamber seemed to have fallen an uglier shadow than all those
crowding there before; the very air seemed thick with the passion and the
wrong, the crime and the misery summoned from their uneasy graves by the re-
cital just finished. Qut from the record of that wicked life scemed to have
emanated a curse ready to fall upon the heads of those, his luckless descend-
ants already trembling in its presence, Alrcady it had set its seal upon the wan
face of the girl, the hard rebeilious brow of the man. Each looked at the other
through the gloom, as might the children of Cain have looked at each other
wheu first they learned to read the sign upon their father’s brow,

Fergus was the first to speak, and his tone was harsh and bitter: 3

“ Allow me to congratulate you, Neria. You are, it seems, the only veritable
Vaughn among us, zlthough you have lost the name by marriage. Your hus-
band, my uncle, has as little right to it as my mother had. I wonder where we
shall find our relatives of the Grant connection.”

“Richard Giant's wife was as much a Vaughn as her cousin, our great grand
father,” said Netia, timidly.
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“Ah, yes, T forgot; we may claim cousinship still through that immaculate
womar--that woman ‘saus #eprocie) as her cousin so aptly called her,” sneered
Fergus.

In the growing gloom, Neria crept a little closer to his side, and put her hand

in his, saying, softly: :
- “Dear Fergus, they are dead long years ago. Let their sin and their duffer-
ing rest with them. Let us live a5 if we had never learned their dismal secrets ;
let us hold ourselves in the sunshine and leave these mournful shadows to them-
selves. Why should we clasp them to our hearts to darken what should be all
brightness, Let us look for our own faults which, with God’s mercy, may yet be set
right; and let us only remember this sad confession when we pray to God to for-
give those who sinned before us, and to keep our own feet from the bitter path
they trod.” .

“This paper directs that the childven of Richard Grant shall no longer bear
the name of Vaughn. It belongs alone to you,” persisted Fergus; but his face
brightened, his voice softened as Neriz spoke and looked,

#Could he speak to us now he would take back that cruel wish. In the
grave al} is forgiven. Make peace with his memory, dear Fergus, as you your-
self need pardon. TForgive and e forgiven.”

‘As she spoke, the tempest, risen to its height, broke in a fearfal tlmnder-cl:{pj
directly above their heads ; the bolt splintering the topmost crag of the Lion's
Head, and sending its blackened fragments plunging into the flat and pallid sea
at its feet. The old house rocked to its foundation, and the great organ in its
recess quivered through every fibre.  Then, like the swan who dies, its agony
found voice, and from the long-silent pipes crept a strange wild sound, as fantastic
and as thrilling as the supernatural tones of the ZFolian harp,  For one moment
its wild waves filled the chamber, then sank, trembling through fine gradations
‘to a whisper—a sigh faint as that of a dying infant, and were gone. “Itis the
answer to my words—-it is the promise of peace and pardan,” murmured Neria,

Fergus made no reply. His hard reason refused to accept this solution of
the phenomenon, yet failed to furnish a Detter.  'While he still hesitated, another
flash of lightning, vet more blinding thau the last, filled the room, and in the
same instant a clattering peal of thunder seemed to burst upon their very heads,

¢ The house is struck—quick, Neria!” cried Fergus ; and, seizing her in his
arms, rushed from the room, through the long corridors, and into the open air,
leaving the storm, the shadows, the grim, golden knight, the confession of Eg-
bert Vaughn, the memory of his son Reginald, of Lazarus Graves, of John Gil-
lies, of (iiovanna Vascetti, of all the sin and misery which a hundred years had
gathered there, to hold revel together in the dreary house,

But the measure of its days was full ; its heaped iniquities might no longer be
forgiven. With a thunderous crash the western wall, riven stone from stone,
fell out, and through the chasm Fergus pointed silently to the organ already
wreathed in flame, whose agile finget's ran across the keys, whose waving gar-
ments fluttered from the choir, whose passionate breath crept through every tube,
and flaunted, banner-like, from the desecrated cross at the top. ’

Neria looked and hid ber eyes.

“Some attempt must he made to save the house or its contents,” said Fergus,
locking impatiently down the empty road.

“ Do nothing ; it is the hand of God,” replied Neria, solemnly. # Let house
and secret perish together, and let us trust that, with fire from His own hand,
God has purged away the guilt of each.”
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CHAPTER XXXIL
ULYSSES REDIVIVUS,

THE tempest without was less terrible than the flames and ruin within, and
the cousins resolved upon immediate flight. But Mrs. Vaughn's ponies had
already decided the question on their own part, and tearing themselves free had
dashed down the road and out of sight just as the last fatal bolt descended.

Nancy Brume, waiting only to satisfy her conscience by informing her em-
ployers of her intentions, had followed them, and Fergus saw noother course but
to wrap Neria as securely as possible, and with his arms about her, to half carry
and half lead her down the cliff, hoping to find some shelter at its base. But
Neria, wrought upon almost to frenzy by the scenes she had passed through,
was now inspired with a wild terror of the spot and its neighborhood, and re-
fused to listen to any propesition of lingering, even for a few moments,’

“No, no! Letusgeton Anywhere away from this,” was her only answer
to the expostulations of her companion, and when Fergus had marked the rigid
pallor of her face, the wild light of lier eyes, and the convulsive trembling of her
limbs, he no longer resisted her entreaties, but led ber on through the storm,
shielding hLer 2s best he could from its fury, and silently longing to take upon
himself the double of her pain, fatigue and terror; if so she might be spared.
And still as they struggled onward through the tempest, the flames of the burn-
ing house shed a lurid light along their path, and as they turned to Jook shot
apward in 2 torrent of fire ar.d smoke, as if earth, refusing longer to conceal the
ghastly secrets of the house, committed them once for all to the Prince of the
Power of the Air, to do with them as he would. Then the fierce fame smoul-
dered down to an angry glow, and a cloud of smeke and mist wrapped the ruin
from sight. .

The way was long and rough, and yet a mile from the gates of Bonniemeer,
Neria's fictitious strength suddenly gave out, and she would have fallen to the
earth but for Fergus, who hastily threw an arm about her waist, and found her in
the-next moment swooning helplessly upon his breast,

No human habitation lay nearer than Bonniemeer, but some rods from where
they stood, Fergus remembered a ruined smithy whose broken roof might yet
afford some shelter from the storm ; and, tenderly raising Neria in his arms, he
made his way toward it as rapidly as his burden, the blinding rvain, and the ap-
proaching darkness would allaw.

As they approached the shed Neria, recovering consciousness, struggled to
regain her feet, and Fergus suffering her to so, supported her by an arm about
her waist while with the other hand he drew the light shawl more closely around
her neck. But as they gained the shelter of the smithy and paused, Fergus
looking earnestly into the face of his companion was startled by its uncarthly
pallor and the vacant stare of the usually animated eyes. With a rare impulse
of tenderness he clasped her to his heart and kissing her cold cheek, mur-
mured :

“You are too nearly an angel, for the sin and trouble of this world, dar
ling.”

With a faint sigh Neria’s head sank upen bis breast, and le, not knowing
that she had swooned again, bent his own above it in caressing tenderness.

At the same moment. 2 man who had, at their entrance, secreted himsell be-
hind the chimney of the forge, and thence attentively watched and listencd to al
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that passed, stepped quietly through a chasm in the wall of the ruin, and with
bent head and muffled form, made his way through the storm in the direction of
Bonniemeer.

An hour later, Neria, leaning heavily upon her cousin’s arm, reached the
house, and was met at the door by Francia,

“Why Neria! How came you to walk in such a dreadful storm, and where
is the carrfage ?  But what do you think ? Papa is here.”

* Here ! ” exclaimed Neria, faintly,

“Yes, indeed. He came in the stage-coach, and one of Burrough’s men
drove him over about three o'clock. He wanted to go on to Cragness and meet
you, but you had the ponies, and the carriage horses are both sick, John says,
so—but you musn’t stand here in your drenched clothes. Go up stairs, please,
and I will run and tell papa you are come home.”

“No, no, not yet,” cried Neria, catching at Francia’s dress as she turned
toward the Iibrary door.

“1 am sotired and wet, e would be disturbed,” pursued she, in answet to
the look of surprise upon the young girl's face. “Let me go up stairs first and
change my dress,”

“Come then, T will go and help you. Let us be as quick as we can, Papa
must be dsleep or he would kear your voice,” ’

* Wait a moment, Neria,” interrupted Fergus, and drawing her 2 little aside,
whispered, . ’ )

“Shall you tell my uncle what we have discovered ??

“Q no,” returned Neria, in the same tone, “what need of disturbing him
with it? Let ug forget it, or at least appear to forget.”

“Tergus, you shouldn’t keep Neria now, she is very wet and will take cold.
Besides, she wants to see papa,” called Francia, from the foot of the stairs ; and
Neria obeyed the summons, while Fergus, with rather an angry glance at his
cousin, sought his uncle for the double purpose of greeting him and of relating
the catastrophe of Cragness.

Half an hour later when Neria, refreshed, but still pale and worn with her
recent fatigue of body and mind, came to greet her husband, Vaughn met her
with a grave and even pitiful tenderness very different from the fond devotion
he had been wont to exhibit in the first days of their marriage. And as Neria
raised her eyes to his face she was shocked to see how it had changed since
their separation, )

“You are not locking well, Sieur. Have you been ill ?” asked she, kindly,
and yet with a timid reserve in ber voice, painfully famitiar to her husband’s ear,

* Not at all, only hard at work,” replied he, releasing the hand he had taken
as he kissed her cheek. “1 have found plenty to occupy my time, especially of
late, and I have only asked a furlough now for a week. I shall return to-mor-
row.”

" “5o0 soon ?” asked Neria, and 1o Vaughn’s sensitive ear it was as if she had
said, “It is well it is no longer.” .

He made no reply, but Francia’s voice volubly filled the silence with regrets,
entreaties and exclamations of dismay. Fergus standing in a distant window
with his back to the room, took no part in the conversation. He had fancied
his uncle’s greeting to him strangely cold, and his manner repellant although
strictly courteous ; and Fergus, man of the world as he was, was still young
enough to allow a slight he could not resent to obviously disturb his mind.

Tea was served, and under the genial influence of the brilliant table, the ex-
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quisite beverage, and the harmonious influence of social feeling, a certain su-
periicial cheerfulness veiled for & time to each mind its substantial anxieties and
troubles.  But when in the great drawing-room they gathered about the smoul-
dering fire, and looked each in the other's face, a shadow of reserve and isola-
tion seemed to stand between, dividing those who should have been nearest,
and replacing the fond confidences of a reunited family by the ominous sen-
tence, “ Every heart knoweth its own bitterness, and there is a grief with which
the stranger intermeddleth not.”” Only Francia, in whose mind the necessity
of concealing her feelings from Fergus was even more urgent than the feelings
themselves, assumed a liveliness so forced as to border on levity, and without
perceiving that no one listened, no one applauded, that Vaughn was abstracted
and gloomy, Neria pre-occupied with her own thoughts, and Fergus with Neria.

The evening dragged wearily on, and at an earlier hoar than usual Neria
rose, pleading fatigue, and bade good-night. Vaughn accompanied her to the,
foot of the stairs, and taking her hand locked deep into her ey es.

“ Sleep well to-night, pale nun,” said he, sadly. ¢ To-morrow I shall be gone.”

“Q Sieur! you do not think I wish it? You do not feel your visit unwel-
come ?” asked Neria, in pained surprise. ’

“My visit? You are right, Neris, T have no home, no wife. Good-night,
child, do not be grieved at what I say, do not think I blame gou. You have
been as courteous to me as to any gentleman who might have been the guest of
the house for a night. More, I did not expect, or if I did, I deserved to be again
disappointed.” He smiled as men have smiled while death tore at their hearts
and drank their blood, and left her to wearily climb the stairs and sink forlorn
upon the floor of her chamber, crying, . ‘

#“ O mother, broken-hearted mother, why did you not cast me into the sea
before you died upon its brink ?  Cruel, cruel life, and O most mercitful death !

CHAPTER XXXIIIL
NOBLESSE OBLIGE:

THE next morning, Colonel Vaughn, returning from his morning walk, was
overtaken by a ragged boy, who thrusting a billet into his hand with the injunc-
tion, # Miss Rhee says you must Jook at it right off,” turned and shot away in the
direction of Carrick with a rapidity strongly suggestive of a reward in prospect.

Vaughn looked after him a moment in some surprise, and then opening the
paper read, :

“Tam dying. Come to me once more for the sake of Francia's mother, if not
for the sake of poor Anita.”

As he read, Vaughn's haggard face grew yet paler, and he muttered:

“ Does not the day bring its own troubles without calling back those of yes-
terday P Anita, Gabrieile, Francia, if T have wronged you, be content, for Neria
revenges all.” )

Tearing-the paper into atoms, he scattered them upon the fresh autumn wind
and walked slowly homeward.

The unsocial breakfast over, Vaughn took his hat and left the house, but
paused a moment on -the terrace, doubting whether he sheuld not mention his
destination, and yet disliking to enter upon the subject of Mrs, Rhee with any
member of the family who had been taught to avoid her name.

Standing thus, Fergus’s voice reached his ear through the closed blinds of the
library. *You look ill and wern, Neria. Are you disturbed at anything 2"
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“How can you ask, Fergus 7 This terrible secret crushes me to the earth.
It will kill me with its shame and sin,” murmured Neria in reply; and Vaughn
starting as if a serpent had lain at his feet, sprang down the steps and struck
toward Carrick, his brows drawn low above hLis glittering eyes, his mouth hard
and white with the emotion he supnressed.

Arrived at the hittle cottage, he was admitted by the old domestic as an
expected guest, and conducted at once_to Mrs. Rhee’s bedchamber.

#Vou have come | exclaimed the dying woman, extending her wasted hands
and fastening her eyes hungrily upon liis face.  “I was afraid youwould fmot.”

“Why should I refuse, Anita? If you indeed are dying, I shall lose in your
death a heart that once, at least, loved me well.” o

And Vaughn, balf bitteriy, half tenderly pressed the thin hands to his Iips ; afqd,
seating himsell, retained them in his grasp. Upon the wan face of lhfe dylf}g
woman cante the flush and light of almost incredible joy, and the ebbing life
seemed to rush back in a flood to her heart as she cried: )

% And you say it} O Frederick, not once, but always——noulr—t]us very mo-
ment, I love you as no woman ever willor ever can love you. Believe that, and tell
me you believe it before I die, for it is so many, many years that you have forced
me to be silent, that you cannot know lLow unswerving my love has been from
then till now.% ’

“ And Las this }ove been joy or sorrow ? ¥ asked Vaughn, abruptly.

“ A bitter joy, a cherished sorrow,” replied Anita, atter a pause.

“So is love always to one of the two it falls between,” returned Va‘ughn,
harshly, “ Be content, Anita, your love is as happy as mine ; happier, for it l]:!ld
its day, a brief one, perhaps, but bright while it lasted. You were content while
we were abroad 27

“ Content ! " exclaimed Anita, while the flush upen her cheek deepened to a
fever glow. ¢ Each moment of that time has made tolerable a year of the life
since. [ die because those moments are expended.”

“ Pity me, then, Anita,” groaned Vaughn, hiding hie face upon the bed.
“ Pity me, for I have no such memories to support me, and I am a man and can-
not die.”

«She does not love you then, this pale girl, whom you have placed above all the
queens of the earth by giving her your heart and your name ? ” asked the octorcon,
fiercely. o

# She does not love me!  She loathes my presence, my voice, my face. IfI
touch her she swoons with disgust and terror.”

As the litter words dropped from his lips Vaugha would, if he could, have
snatched them back, but it was too late. Anita’s jealous ears had caught every
one, and she murmured passionately, *If 1 could but live, if I could but
IRL

\lfaughn did not hear her. He was pacing the 1itt1fa room through and
through, and alrcady had forgotten the presence of the dying woman, when she

said meaningly, -
“There is good cause, no doubt, for such coldness. Does Fergus Murray

live

remain at Bonniemeer since your return?” o
Vaughn was at her side in an instant, her hands g.rasped in his, her eye:s
chained by the terrible inquisition of his gaze. “ Anita!  What does th,i
mean? Esxplain yourself, or you shall die repenting that you had ever spoken.
«¥ou should have learned in the old time that to threaten was to seal my

lips,” returned Anita sullenly.
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“Yes, but speak! Woman, you wiil drive me mad! Speak out, for God’s
sake.” )

 For your sake, who are my God, I will speak, Do you not know that long
before the fatal idea of making her your wife occurred to you, your nephew loved
her and she him? She would have married him, but it was better to be mis-
tress of Bonniemeer than the wife of a young man with his fortune yet to
make—"*

“No. There you are wrong, I will swear,” interposed Vaughn, sternly, ¢ She
has nothing mean or calculating about her. Sheis above the world in her errors
as in her virtues.”

%O well then,” sneered Anita, Very likely it was some romantic idex of
gratitude, of sacrificing her own wishes to those of the man who had Dbeen a
providence to her when Providence deserted her, She offered herself a victim
to your passion.” '

Again Vaughn started to his feet, stung to the heart by an explanation tally-
ing so cruelly with the experiences of his married life. *And I, who loved her
50 far beyond myself, accepted the sacrifice.”

“The sacrifice was incomplete it scems, for she could not conceal, even in
your arms, her regrets for another,” said she, cunningly.

Vaughn paused in his stride, looked at her us looks the wounded lion at the
foe who has hurt him unto death and yet holds himself beyond his reach, and
said nothing. .

“It is not for myself that I speak,” resumed Anita; “T am dying, and even
though I lived, T have long since relinguished all hope of your love; but it is
Francia—it is the child of my child who is thé true suflerer, the real victio.
Long ago, before you forbade her to visit me, I knew that she loved Fergus, and
when I found her suffering and troubled, I drew from hLer the secret that was
poisoning her life. She loved Fergus, and Fergus would have loved her, but
that Neria stood between, and drew him to her with the wonderful magic of her
smile. 1 tried to seothe and quiet her, but the child inherits the passions of
her mother’s race with the pride of yours, and she threw hLerself AWAY Upon a
man whom already she despises. Neria married you, and now rewards herself
for the sacrifice by indulging her passion for Fergus in your absence. “ Do you
know where they were yesterday 7

“ At Cragness,” replied Vaughn, briefly.

“¥Yes. The whale day alone in that deserted house. Even the woman who
lived there was sent to Carrick, and it was night before they returned home,”

“What scandal are you trying to make of this ? The place was struck by
lightning and burned to the ground, Mrs. Vaughn’s horses were frightened and
escaped, and she was forced to walk home ; of cowrse it was late when they ar-
rived. Be careful, Anita, not to go beyond the truth.”

“Beyond !” exclaimed the octoroon, with an evil langh. “ De careful you,
not to go so far as the trath if you still would lold to your idel.  How engross-
ing the conversation or the business which took them there must have been,
when neither the lady nor the gentleman perceived the tempest gathering in time
to escape it! Nancy Brume had watched it for hours, and went to the library
door to warn them of it, but, although she knocked loudly. no one replied. Mrs,
Vaughn is a great business woman, ! believe ; probably she was engaged in set-
tling old accounts.” o

“That is enough. Not one word more,” groaned Vaughn, and his torturer,
looking in his livid face and meeting the gaze of his burning eyes, saw that it

|
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was enough, and sank back upon the pillows exhausted with the vebemence of
her own passion. When she spoke again it was in an altered tone. ¥ Frederick,
shall not 1 see Francia once more before I die ?”

“ To poison her ears with this 77

% No; I swear hefore God not to reveal one word of all that lns passed be-
tween us. I only wish to bid her good-by, to kiss her lips and feel her pure
breath upon my cheek. Remember, she is the only creature of my blood in the
whole world. You will not deny my dying wish »”

1 dare not. She shall come, if you will promise also not to reveal yourself.”

«1 promise. When shall she come?”

% To-day.” 1 shall not return to Bonniemeer, but you may send for her,”

“You will not return! Will you not let them know that they are discov.
ered 7V

“Discovered ? T do not.comprehend you, Mrs. Rhee,” said Vaughn, with a
haughty coldness. * The scandalous suspicions you have suggested with re-
gard to my wife and my nephew, inspir¢ in my mind only a feeling of contempt
for the slanderer who can utter them. They harmonize well with the anony-
mous letter whose author I now recognize,’

Anita started to her elbow. “An znonymous letter relating to Neria and
Fergus!” cried she, in tones of genuine surprise. “Have you such a one?
It was not from me. I swear it by all that is sacred.”

«1t is sufficient. T believe you,” said Vaughn, briefly,

“ And this letter, from an entirely different source—does this also excite only
contempt for the slanderer who wrote it?” sneered the octoroon.

Vaughn hesitated ; but only for a moment, oaly until the chivalrous honor of
his nature could assert itself, Then he said: “Yes; I will not believe Neria
guilty of more than the fatal error of sacrificing herself to me, until my own
eyes or her own tongue convict her.”

#Such proof you will never have. She is too careful,” muttered the baflled
woman, bitterly. ‘

“Such proof I shall never have, for a lie cannot be proved. To coonect sin
or shame with Neria is to drag the heavens down and trample on them,” But
as the words left his lips, a fiend’s echoed in his ear those that Neria had that
morning spoken to Fergus:

@ 'This terrible sccret crushes me to the earth. It will kill me with its shame
and sin,” and Lis proud heart quailed within him. He threw himself upon his
knees. %My God, my God !” groaned he. * Let me not lose my reason, let me
not lose my faith in her.. Take life, take hionor, happiness, all, but leave me my
faith in her—let me die with her pure image in my heart.” Never prayer was
thus wrung from the centre of a tortured sow), and remained unanswered, never
~since He, hanging on the cross, called upon the Father and was comforted.
Vaughn arose pale and serene. The temptress, looking at him, knew that her
power was over, her work done, and with a hitter moan she turned her face to
the wall and was dumb. Without another word Vaughn left the room, and an
hour later was on his way to the great battle he knew to be approaching, and in
whose front he now hoped to lay down the life he no longer cared to keep. He
had not, however, forgotten his promise. In the hurried note of leave-taking,
written to Francia, from Carrick, he had bidden her go to Mrs. Rhee as soon as
possible, and had sent word to Neria that she would receive a letter from him in
a day or two, explaining his abrupt departure in full.

.

CHAPTER XXXIV,
MRS. RHEE'S PARTHIAN ARROW,

O Neria came Francia with her father's note, She found her in the library
with Fergus, who reported the present condition of the ruins at Crag-
ness, and the attempt he had, by his uncle’s desire, put in progress to rescue
such books, pictures or furniture as might have been spared by the flames, As
Francia entered, Neria was saying—
“Iam sorry anything is to be done. I had rather everything perished to-
gether.”
#That is just of a piece with my hews,” exclaimed Francia, in a voice oddly
compounded of grief and vexation.
 Here papa has run away without even coming back to bid good-bye, and
only says it was impossible for him to see us again before starting, but he will
write to you to-morrow to explain; and he says that poor Mrs, Rhee is dying
and wants to see me again and I may go. Come with me, Neria, please, I
don’t know what to say to any one who is dying, and I shall be afraid.”
“ Afraid of what?” asked Fergus, somewhat contemptaously.
“ Not afrald of being too tender with her, as you might be,” retorted Frane
cia, turning decidedly toward Neria, who sat pale and silent,
“ Come with me, won’t you ?” pleaded she.
“To Mrs. Rhee? Yes, certainly ; but show me your father's note. Gone!”
‘ Yes, actually gone, Here s the note, and I will run and change my dress,
Shall I order the pony carriage 77
“Yes, please,” replied Neria, absently, and as the door closed, turned to

_ Fergus, her eyes full of perplexity and dismay.

“ Why should Sieur have left us so, and why was he so strange while here ??

“1 cannot tell, nor do I wish to speculate upon either questidn. It would ke
an impertinence toward my uncle. He promises to write and explain fully to-
motrow, you see,” replied Fergus, characteristically,

“Yes, but I feel that something is amiss. I had meant—1I had hoped while
he was here-"

She paused and Fergus would never have asked her to continue, had his cu-
riosity been excited to its fullest extent. He only took her hand, kissed it light-
Iy and walked away to the window, lest he should seen to watch the emotion
she could scarce control.

The silence had not been broken when Francia returned, bringing Neria's
hat and announcing the carriage.

Fergus, with silent coulte‘;y, waited upon his cousins to the door, lle]ped
Francia 1o enter the carriage as carefully as he did Neria, and saw them drive
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away before re-entering the house. Upon the library i_ioor he found Neria's
handkerchief, wet with the tears she had been unable quite to repress.  He put
it to his Kps and hid it in his bosom, whispering— : -

% Did she weep because she loves him and he is gone, or because she lovjres
me and fears her own heart in his absence? And I-—can 1 stay here ?ovmg
her as I do love her? Did he read it in my face or in my heart? .Is this the
pure honor I have tried to guard before everylhing ? I will Ieav? this place -tp-
night.”” And then, sternly suspicious of the tender wea-]u?ess which had ove:.ta-
ken him, Fergus drew the litile handkerchief from its Liding Place, and denyl.ng
himself even one more kiss, Iaid it upon the table, and taking a boak, buried
himself in its contents with all the force of his iron will. )

The rapid drive to Carrick was almost a silent one. Nt?na, sad and grave,
answered but bricfly Francia’s first attempts at conversauon,‘and as they ap-
proached their destination the young girl herself grew grave in remembering
their errand. . )

“You must go up-stairs with me,” whispered Francia, as they stood in ‘fhe
passage of the little cottage, and she was informed that Mrs. Rhee woiald see.
her, Neria silently assented, and the two entered tog.ether the chamber f)f the
dying womat and stoud at her bedside. She was dozing, but openethef eyes
as they approached, fixed them fondly on Fran{:m and then turned tf) ermi‘ )

“Since you have come here{l have something to say to you, Mrs. Vaughn,
said she, maliciously. “1 did not send for you, but Fate has giver me the oppor:
tunity. Francia, will you wait below for a fow momfents ? .I must see you ?ast.

« Certainly, if you wish, aunty,” replied Francia, m?vm%‘ somewhat 1clucl—
tantly to the door, and casting wondering looks at Nlﬂl'lf!,, who although much
surprised at the request made no movement to contradlc_t it. ,

“ git here close hy my bedside,” continued the dying woman, as the door
closed behind Francia. o

Neria silently obeyed, and Mrs. Rhee gazed scrutinizingly upon the pure
pale face with its fearless eyes and queenly mouth. , ) .

1 will move you from that proud calm before I am do.ne, thought she, an
then said, significantly, “ Mr. Vaughn was here this morning and talked to me a
long time of you.”

“ Indeed ! ” - ‘ 1
“Yes., You think it strange that he should confide so much in ene who has

been no better than a servant in his house. But old h;}hits are ‘strong., and long
before he ever saw you he found in me all that l:Jc required of‘men.ds]:’[)) or love.
Why should he not refurn to me in his disappom.tment a::.d his grief?

| have not blamed him for doing so,” replied Neria, calmly, as the other

i an answer, '
wm‘t‘eglf?;;::r lips grow white with mortiﬁcfatim? at ﬁfzcling that he conﬁd‘es in
me what he hides from you. You would gn{eltnatﬂdlamond o your finger to

/ 5 fidences were,” persisted the other. .

kncz‘:vl“\::gttlti]c:‘c?tczﬁoxv you to tel’l rliue if you wished. What Colonel Vaughn
desires to keep secret from me I have no desire to learn,” - o

« You were always a hypocrite, but you never chcateii‘ me with ym;{ 1:m u
ways, nor do you now,” exclaimed the octoroon, ﬁerceTIy. But y;}u sllrlx :z::r;
whether you will or not. You are found 0}1.t, madam ! Y(?ur .hus )an)cﬁml.;; gone
away without seeing you, because he has discovered your mtngues. ;‘.1r 1: erb} :
Murray, and will not steep even to reproach you with your unfaithfulness, b

holds you in such contempt.”!
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Neria rose and stood looking down ugon the miserable woman wha sought
to nsult her, with a sublime compassion, a lofty innocence, '

“1 do not know what youw are saying, but I will not fisten longer. You must
be very unhappy to feel so towayd me, who never. harmed or wished you'ill. Tt
is not the first time you have hurt me. I knew that you tried to make Chloe
poison me. I knew that you made Francia suspicious and jealous of me, Lut'I
kaew, too, your own unhappy story and I forgave and pitied you, understanding
how you should feel me an usurper both of Francia’s place and of your daugh-
ter’s. And even now, when you have dene me this last great injury, I stil can
pity, and if before you die your conscience stings you for the evil you have done
amd tried to do to me, remember that 1 have freely forgiven all.”

“Forgivel You forgive me |” screamed Mrs. Rhee, her face distorted, her
eyes glaring with impotent rage. “ You dare 10 stand there, accusing and for-
giving me ; you, whose husband has this very day left you forever because he
knew you to be false and a wanton—"

“Stop!” eried Neria, and into her pale face flashed the seraphic power
which had subdued Luttrell, which had drawn her secret {rom Chloe’s reluctant
lips ; the power of a nature untouched by sin, though filled with the knowledge
of good and evil. .

*Stop! I will not allow you to add to the burden already on your soul,
Do you not see that it is yourself and not nie whom you injure? Do you think
any words of yours could make such a monstrous lie look like the truth fo a man
like Vaughn, or do you think you could force me to believe that he believed it ?
You have fajled, utterly failed, and I have no anget, only a profound compassion,
a full forgiveness for you. Pray God to forgive you, also, and thank Him that
you have not been suffered to succeed.” ‘

“Degone! Send me Francia,” gasped the dying woman, upon whom her
excessive emotion was telling fearfully.

Neria left the room without reply, and telling Francia that Mrs. Rhee was
ready for her, added a caution against staying long, as she was already much ex-
hansted. Half an hour passed while Neria, waiting in the little parlor, resolutely
battled with the doubts and terror, inspired, in spite of her determination, by Mrs,
Rhee’s explanation of Vaughn’s disappearance : '

She was roused from her veveric by quick footsteps running down the stairs,
and Francia's voice calling to her from the passage, as she hurried out of the
house and seated herself in the carrfage.  Neria followed with some anxiety.

“Is some one with Mrs, Rhee? She should not be left alone,” asked she,
hesitating. ‘

*Yes, I called the nurse from the next room, She did not wish me to stay,”
replied Francia, hurriedly ; as she drew her veil closely about her face, and
taking the reins drove rapidly homeward,

Neria looked at her in suprise. The voice, the manner, the reserve was so
wnlike Francia, especially toward herself,

“You are distressed at sight of your old friend so near her death, dear ? ” said
she, inquiringly, when some moments had passed in silence.

“My old friend? Yes, and more of a friend than younger ones. If I had
krown her sconer—"

She stopped abruptly, as fearing to betray a secret, and with averted face
urged the horses to a more rapid pace.

Neria leaned back in her seat, her eyes fixed upon the distant shimmer of
the sea, lying like a lake of fire beneath the noonday sun, and the bitterness of
wronged and repulsed affection surged irresistibly upon her soul,
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“First Vaughn, and now Francia ; she has alienated both with her wicked
falsehoods ! ” thooght she.

Reaching home, Francia threw the reins to the groom, sprang from the car-
riage without a word, and hurried to her own room. Neria did not follow her
there, but still stood wistfully watching her retreating figure when Fergus,
opening the library door, asked her to enter for a moment.

“I wanted to say good-bye, that is all. I must return to town to-night, and
am about to start for Carrick now. Can John drive me over?” said he, with
foreed indifference of manner. i

ke You too!” exclaimed Neria in a tone of sharp dlStl’ES‘i, and turning, she
would have left the room, but staggering blindly against a chair sank beside it,
her face hidden upon it, and broke into a passion of tears.

Fergus, not guessing the pain and doubt filling her heart to overflowing when
she entered, stood thunderstruck for a moment, and then a strange wild joy
throbbed through his veins. This uncontroflable grief, this emotien so rare in
one 50 habitually calm ; was it that Neria felt his presence a necessity, that she
leaned upon him and could not lose him ?

He sloaped and raised her in his arms. “Darling! what is this ?” whis-
pered he, in a palpitating voice. “ Shail I not leave you? Do you care to
have me stay?” His lips sought hers and kissed them tenderly, but Neria
wrenched herself from his embrace, erying :

“This ! O this is wors{ of all! Leave me, cast me off as they have done,
but do not make me despise myself and you! Such love is worse than the de-
sertion, the alienation, the hate that others have heaped upon me !”

She fled out of his presence, and Fergus, guessing at his mistake, cursing
his fatal error, and consumed with ‘mortification at his own weakness and the
injury he had done both to Neria's feelings and her opinion of himself, left the
house abruptly, with no further leave-taking or explanatlon

CHAPTER XXXV.

% NOT LAUNCELOT OR ANOTHER.”

THE next day bronght Vavghn's promised letter to Netia. It was this :

Pardon the seeming discourtesy of my abrupt departure, and my first signifying it to
Francia. 1 could not see you again, Neria, I could not write to you of less than the
whole,

Remember first and always in what I have to say, that I Tield you above all women in
ray respect, and in my love, and that whatever unhappiness has come hetween us 1 trace
wholly to my own folly, and would, if possible, keep wholly to my own heart, leaving you
only the divine sorrow of an angel who has tried to become mortal for a mortal’s sake, and
has failed.

Dearest, this is a farewell and a petition. A farewell, for a great battle is approaching,
and what one poor life can do to win it for our country shall be done. A petition, for I
see now, as never before, the crnel wrong T did in accepting the sacrifice of your young
life, and in giving it back to you, as I shall do in my death, T ask you to bestow it, here-
after, where your heart dictates. Become his wife, dear child, witheut too much regret for
him who should never have stood between you, and be sure that such peace as my here-
after may know, is doubled by the assurance of your happiness,

Nor fancy, tender conscience, that you have wronged my love by showing, even to my
¢yes, the love, not for me, filling your pure heart. Love such as yours, Netia, is of God,
and as holy and as sacred as all his gifts,. You have subdued and hidden it, because the
unholy bond between us two forced you te do so, but had there been sin and shame in its
existence, that sin and shame should have been mine, not yours,
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Now vou are free, or shall be soon, and let the future recompense the past.  But at
the last, O love and life, hear me say that never one thought of blame, never one reproach
for you has suliied my heart, Chief among women I have loved you, chief among womnen
I have reverenced you, and do now, and shall, as I go out alone to fight and dic, and win
for myself the peaceful rest of a struggle past, the sweet dark night of the toilsome day.

As Neria read and read again these tender words, and felt the noble heart
throb through them its devotion, its trust, its heroic abnegation, her own heart
stirred within her as it never yet had stirred. Again and again she read them
until her eyes shown bright, and her cheeks burned scarlet with the fire of a
wild emotion. '

“You, vou yourself, my king! ¢Not Launcelot or another,”” murmured
she, pressing the letter to her brow, her lieart, her lips.  And then the passion-
ate words of the great Idyl sprang to her lips, and with the guilty queen she

cried
Is there none

Will tell him that T love him though so late ?
Naow, ere he gaes to the great battle?

But at that woful word, the new-born human love gave way to human grief
and terror, and Neria, for the first time in her married life, felt her heart shrink
with the sudden fear that Vatghn might die and leave her desolate. 4

“ Not before he knows that I love him, not before my lips have told him so!
O God, not so!” crigd she, upon her knees, with hands and eyes upraised to
heaven. When she arose comforted, it was with a fixed resolve. She would seek
her husband were it in the front of battle. If he died she would die with him;
if he lived her love should make life another existence from what they had cither
of them known, And then her thoughts went back through her own brief his-
tory, gratefully acknowledging the tender affection, care, and lonor with which
Vaughn had crowned the life he had rescued ; the chivalrous homage of his love,
the passionate devotion, so coldly repaid, in the early days of thelr marriage.
And now, at last, when he had traversed hundreds of miles to greet her, perhaps
for the last time, to bid her, it might be an eternal farewell, he had found her
preoccupied, cold, reserved. It was the shadow of the secret, she said to her-
self, it was the curse of that old-time sin and misery pursuing to the third and
fourth generation the children of those who had so sinned and suffered ; and she
now regretted that she had not at once confided all to Vaughn, and by sharing
with him the secret of her depression, prevented the misconception under which
he evidently labored.

Still dreaming, with smiling lips and dewy eyes, Neria was startled by tivo
soft arms laid tenderly about her neck, while Francia’s lips sought hers, % For-
give me, darling; say that you forgive me,” whispered she.

Neria’s arm about her waist drew her to a seat upon her lap as she whispered
back: * How can 1 forgive what has not offended me ?”

“You should have been offended, or at least shocked and hurt, at my conduct
ever since we left Mrs. Rhee’s that day,” persisted Francia; “Dbut she told me,
O little mother, she said such things of you, and, and—some cne.”

“Yes, dear, I know. And you belicved them ? ¥

“ No. O Neria, I did not believe ; but you know I felt—well I felt differently
to you.”

% Yes, dear, I know, said Neria again.

% And then she said papa believed—""

“You should have done your father more honor than to believe that he he.
lieved,” said Neria, quietly.
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“I know it; but at ﬁr.;t-—-and then, Neria, she fo/d me something else—
something—"

The girl paused, and, drawing a little back, looked into Neria's face with such
adumb cry of appeal, such endless protest against the burden fallen of a sudden
upon her untried shoulders, that Neria caught her to her heart, shielding and
comforting her as if she were a little woundad child,

“Of your mother, darling ?”

“Yes, and of herself. O Nerla, my father bought her j~she was a slave. I
don't so much mind the negro blood ; but I come of a race of slaves, of women
who have been bought and sold for their beauty, of women who had no right to
their own consciences, their own honor. Neria, Neria, speak out the truth!
What can wipe away such disgrace? How can I ever feel myself what I was
before 7 How cauld any honorable man ever trust—" '

She hid her burning face again, and the passionate sobs that shook her frame
finished the sentence.

# Make yourself such a woman, Francia, that an honorable man shall in Iov-
ing you care for no past ; shall trust the future as he does the present, because
to doubt it were to doubt you.”

“But, O; Neria, can I learn to be such a woman? Can I eyer be such a
woman that & man would say, I trust you in spite of alt?2'?

“Yes, Iranc, such a woman you can be, and though the day may never come
when the man you lave best shall say this to you, it shall not be that you do not
deserve it, but that our destinies are not for us to choose,”

“You do not think he will ever love me, then ? 7 broke from Francia’s impetu-
ous lips ; but hefore Nerja could answer, she hurried on: “I dor’t mean—that
is—I wasn’t thinking of what I said. 1 have a little note for both of us from
dear papa. I did not give it you at first because 1 wanted to make up, and let
you not have my ill temper to trouble you, too. Uncle Murray sent it down just
now. It was directed to either of us, so I opened it. Sce!”

Neria took the scrap of soiled and torn paper and read these {lines, hastily
written in pencil :

I arrive just in time. My regiment 1s to.move in half an hour. We shall be in action
before night, A courier leaves for Washington at once, and I write one lile to say good-
bye, and God bless you both, My darlings, He only knows how I love you. [ leave you
each to the other’s care.

FREDERIC VAUGHN.

“So soon! O, I shall be toe late; T shall not reach him! O, Fiancia, why
did you not give it me at once ? I must go to him; I must go directly! If it
should already e too late! My God, if it should be too late !

Francia looked at her in astonishment. Could this be the calm and self-con-
tained Neria; this wild-eyed crealure, moving, looking, speaking with an impet-
uosity to which her own stormy moods were calim? And so resolute to seek,
even upon a battle-field, the husband whose danger and whose absence had been
hitherto so tranquilly borne ?  What could it all mean? But almust before the
question was formed Frarcia’s affectionate nature had set it aside for the more
pressing need of sympathizing with and coemforting even an undue affliction.

“1 will go, too, Neria, darling, if you must go,” said she, beginning with busy
hands to arrange the clothes in a travelling sack that Neria was already packing,

“Come, then, but hurry; for-every moment is a life now ! said Neria, ring-
ing the bell violently to give the order: “Tell John to harness the horses as
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quick as possible to drive me to Carrick, and send Mrs, Barlow to me imme-
diately.” )

A few moments later, the two young women were on their road; and that
evening, as Mr. Murray and Fergus sat at their unsocial tea-table they were
startled by the intelligence that Mrs. and Miss Vaughn were in the drawing-
room, and would like to see the elder gentleman as quickly as possible. i

Both answered the summons ; both heard in silent astonishment the hurried
announcement that Colonel Vaughn's wife and daughter were about to seek him
uporn the field of battle, and each replied in his own way—the father by a com-
passionate smile and a shake of the head so courteous as to be almost an affirm-
ative, the son by the curt remark: :

“I should think you were out of your senses, both of you. It is perfectly
impossible.”

“1 must try it. "I must see my husband at all hiazards,” exclaimed Neria,
feverishly, turning from one to the other with hands clasped in uncenscious
appeal.

‘1f it could be done at any hazard, however great, Neria, you should try it,
and I with you,” said Fergus, coming close to her, and taking the clasped hands
in his ; “but we might not even be allowed to try. It would be impossible for
any but a military man or a government agent 1o obtain a pass to the front now,
and without one we should be turned back belore we were within ten miles of
the scene’of action, It is quite impossible, belicve me. Do you not say so, sit P ®

“Of course, of course ; Fergus is entirely correct, my dear, and you can only
submit. In a few days, or whenever hostilities cease, it is very possible some-
thing may be done; but at present it is quite, O guite out of the question,”
replied Mr. Murray, in his silkiest manner, but with a determination in his cold
eyes that smote Neria with dismay.

“Quile impessible 7 echoed she, despairingly.

“Quite, my dear Mrs. Vaughn, In fact, the telegraph announces to-night
that action has already commenced with the right wing of our army ; and long
befote you could reach even Washington the whole force will have marched and
countermarched, have moved this way and that, hither and von, a dozen times.
If my life depended upon it, absolutely my life, madam, I would not undertake
to find Colonel Vaaghn until this battle is well over.”

Neria’s head dropped upon her breast. “And when it is over Le will be
where I shall never find him !” muttered she.

The cool-blooded cld man could not hear the words ; but even he could not
see unmoved the despairing attitude, the woful face of one so fair, so young. so
delicately nurtured. He laid a hand upon her shoulder, and the dry white fin-
gers quivered with a motion that was almost a caress.

“ Don’t be so much disappointed, my dear,” said he, kindly, “ Vaughn will be
at home again Before long, and that will pay for all.”

Neria looked vacantly in his face, and turned to Fergus. “ And do you refuse
to help me, too, Fergus ?” asked she, uncensciously using as a weapon in her
extremity the very ove whose confession she had so sharply rebuked a few hours
before. '

“ Refuse you, Neria 7" exclaimed the young man, passionately; “it is not I,
it is the fact that refuses you. I would do more than you think to satisfy you,
if it were possible; but it is not, ¥You can only wait.” ‘

“Wait! But while I wait he will be killed; and then—" She looked at
him, at his father, at Francia. In every face she read denial, and al the pity
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and the .ove covering it could not assuage the sharp pang that pierced her heart,
the bitterness as of death borne in upon her soul by the mocking echo, “Too
late ! too late!™

To return to Bonniemeer in this uncertainty was impnssible; and for the
next four days the two ladies waited under Mr. Murray's roof for the almost
hourly bulletins flashed over the wires from the scene of action, and regularly
brought to them by Fergus, even before the public could receive them

At last came the victory ; but victory or deteat were one to Neria in the ter-
rible anxiety devouring her. The returns from the regiments arrived, and hour
by hour Fergus came with cheery step to say, * No bad news yet, Neria.” At last
ke did not come until, as the suspense grew intolerable, and Neria was about to
venture forth to seek him, she heard him slowly ascending the stairs. She met
bim in the doorway, looked into his marble face and pitiful eyes, and crying,
“Too late ! too late !'” sank swooning at his feet.

CHAPTER XXXVIL
TWO STORIES.

A WEEK later, Fergus returning from * the front ” with a companion, brought -
him to Bonniemeer, and into Neria’s presence.

“This is Reuben Brume,” said he, introducing him. e was close beside
my uncle when he fell, and he will tell you all.”

Netia raised her dim eyes to the sergeant’s agitated face. * Please tell me
everything you can remember of him,” said she, simply.

“Well'm, the kunnel seemed as chirk that morning as ever I see him, [
toulk particular notice, as we come in sight of the enemy, and he turned round to
¢heer us on, how bright his eyes was, and how his mouth shet together as if
there wouldn t be no two ways of settling with him that day. He didn't say

muck, only told us to remember any one of us might be the man to save his

country, and he told us to fight for them we loved at home, who was a praying for
our success, and then he sung out “Charge ! and we went in.  What come next
I couldn’t say particuler, Theblood sort of got into my head like it does i a wild
creter’s, and [ just ket drive right and left on my own hook “thout noticing the rest
on ‘em, till I found myself right cheek by jowl with the kannel, Lord ! how he did
fight! He slashing away at a big fellow, a captain, I guess it was, any way, an
officer, who was s]ashmu‘ away again at him, and the two mated so equal there's
no knowing who'd have lnd the best of it, when up come a big brute behind the
offier and with a yell and a cuss druv his bay'net square through the kunnel's
Dreast, through the very heart of him, I reckon, for he just throwed up his arms
and staggered back with one mortnl cry, and was dead fore be reached the
ground, No one Leerd that cry but me; but 1 did—it was your name, ma'am.”

Reuben Brume stopped and turned his face away ; but theugh tears rained
down his Lronzed cheeks, and Fergus was fain to hide his face, Neria’s eyes
glittered cold and bright as winter stars, and her voice was unshaken while she
asked: “And his body 2”7

It had to be left there, ma’am. It wasn’t a minute, hardly, just time for me
to smash in that rascal's skull with the brecch of my gun, which my bfiyonet
was lost; when the order came to fall back behind the batteries. Before night
we’d fell b'u:k five mile, and though we beat ’em in the end, the place where the
kunnel fell was fur within their lines. The gineral asked leave to send in and
bury our dead, but they refused ; they said they buried ’em themselves, but—?

“Colonel Vaughn was dead when he fell ? interposed Fergus, hurriedly.

“ Yes, I'in sartain sure he was,” asserted he, stoutly, * The bay’net went in
‘ust about here, and that’s right over the heart, and he wouldn’t have fell as he
did unless it had been a mortial wound. It touched the life for sartain, ma’am,
and he never suffered no more afier that, His eyes was shut, and his face turn-
ing white, in the last glimp [ caught, just as we was falling back, and the enemy
piling along after us.”

“ Over the bodies of the fallen ? * asked Nerfa again, in that icy voice,

“Well'm, I guess they didn’t stop to pick their way much, that's a fact,”
assented Reuben, reluctantly ; and Neria turned her stony face toward the win-
dow and seemed to gaze at the far- off sea, smiling and dimpling in the gorgeous
hues of sunset,

Ata sign from Fergus the soldier followed him silently from the room, and
from the house, and a few days later shipped on board a whaler for a long voy-
age, so careful was Fergus to remove from Neria’s path all thai might remind
her of her loss.
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It was the depth of an autumnal night. Driven before the hurrying wind the
bewildered clouds drifled hither and thither, now huddling in massive groups,
now breaking and flecing to the four quarters of the heavens only to gather
again, again to flee. The Iate moon rising through one of these cloud-banks
looked out upon the scene, tipped with silver the crested ocean waves, flaunted
her banner across the combat of wind and forest, and fell like a benediction
upon the golden harvest fields already ripe for the reaper. But from one field
the blessed moonlight shrank affiighted, upon one harvest fell no benediction,
but rather a curse; for when climbing the mountain behind it, the moon hung
where she might view it well, she hid her face and all earth remained in dark-

ness. It was a bloody battle-field, it was the harvest of a violent and cruel death.”

And yet the dying and the dead were not sole possessors of the field, for as
the moon hurrying from the vefluge of one cloud te that of another, shot a wild
flood of light upon the scene, a human figure stole from the covert of the wood
and crossed rapidly to the ceatre of the fleld, where, sheltered bebind a rampart
of lifeless bodies, lay the tall and stalwart figure of & man still grasping a broken
sword, while on his breast lay congenled the blood that had flowed from well-
nigh a mortal wound. He was alive, for in a death-pale face shone two resolute
dark eyes, moving slowly from side to side as if to recall the scene or speculate
upon the chances of help. !

Between these wistfu! glances and the sky, came the dark figure of 2 man
stooping to pecr into the face of the wounded officer, who in secing it involun-
tarily closed his eyes and shrack a little, brave soldier though he was, in think-
ing that the knife of an assassin and a thicf was to end the life just creeping
back to his frozen heart.  But it was no assassin’s hand raising that fallen head
to @ fajrer position, no assassin’s voice muttering,

“1t’s he, sure cnough, but be he dead or not is more than I can say, Mas-
ter, be you alive 2"

Colonel Vaughn's eyes opened wearily, and his white lips whispered, « James !
Is it,you ?”

“Yes, sir, and main glad to find yoa alive,” replied the fzithful servant, who
having followed his master to the bittle-field as he would upon any other expe-
dition, made the cause in which he fdught quite subsidiary to the service that
had led him into it. '

“ How came you here I'” whispered the white lips again.

“ Why, sir, I saw you go down, and then our men fell back, as they called it,
I should say ran, and the others after them ; but my lookout was to keep rear
you, sir, to help you if you was alive, and to bury you if you was dead. So,
passing through a wood back here about a mile, 1 just swarmed up a thick tree
and waited till they’d gone by, both lots of ’em. Then I waited a spell longer
till it was dark, and then made my way back here. When the moon rvose I took
a squint over the field and made out pretty nigh where you lay, and so come
across, and here T be.” .

“ Faithful fellow. But I will die here,” murmured Vaughn. ‘

“ No, sir, you won't, if I may be so bold. I'm a bit of a surweon myself,

r
'

*specially since I was in hospital last month, and I'm going to bind up your

wound and then carry you en my back te a shanty up on the mouniain yonder.
There’s an old black fellow lives there who's got the name of a wizard among
the country folks. T heard all about it from one of our contrabands, but if he's
the oid boy himse!f he shall take you in and do for you, and when you can move
we'tt make a push for camp.”
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“Wait. You shall not stir me from this place, James, until you promise to
obey my orders.”

“Yes, sir.  Of course, sir:”

“You are not to tell this negro my name. Tear off my shoulder-straps, that
he may not know my rank. If I die, bury me here, and go home to tell my wife,
If 1 recover I shall voluateer as a private undér another name, Meantime call
me John Brown, and say I am your brother. You will do all this 2"

“Yes, sir, if you say so, of course,” assented the groom, somewhat reluc-
tantly, but too well trained to express surprise or ask an explanation of what
seemed an unaccountable whim upon hisymaster's part.

“Support me, and T think I can walk. Have you a little brandy ?

“Here is your own flask, sir; it is filled with better stuff than they give us,”
said James; and after swallowing the cordial, Vaughn rose to his feet, and,
teaning heavily upon the shoulders of his faithful servant, slowly crossed the
field of death, and was presently lost in the rustling shadows of the wood.

CHAPTER XXXVII.
THE DARK HOUR.

THE days and the weeks and the months moved on. The golden auturn
pave way to the majesty of winter, winter softened beneath the kiss of spring,
like a hard old king in the embrace of his girlish bride ; spring ripened into the
traeéd glow of summer, and Neria’s widowed heart mourned day by day more
passionately, and more remorsefully. Remorsefully, for upon that delicate con-
science lay the burden of a noble life sacrificed to her ingratitude. Not one of
the weary days, not one of the fearsome nights since the news of Vaughn s
death, but she had told herself that it was for love of her, for sorrow at her cold-
ness, and remorse at the bonds he had placed upon her, that he had gone to his
death so resolutely—that death and he could not fail to meet. Day and night she
bowed herself before God and before His spirit for pardonr and comfort, and day
and night she rose uncomforted, for as the flowof Heavenly love warmed and
expanded her heart, came with it the fresh consciousness of the earthly passion
sprung full-grown to life within her scul, and clamoring aloud for the food she
could not give it. “ :

And TFrancia, the bright, the loving, the joyous Francia mourned also,
Mourned the father she had adored, the joy that had passed from ker life and
from her home ; mourned her own wasted youth and wasted heart; for this is
the cruel nature of a great sorrow, that it does not absorb and negative the
other sorrows preoccupying the heart where it comes to dwell, but rather stings
and quickens them to new life, inhabiting with them not in peace ot in harmony,
but with a bitter fellowship. ’

To these two in their seclusion came occasionally Fergus or his father, with
news of the great world, its battles, its progress, its interests, or its gossip,
Thus they knew, or might, if they had cared to lsten, how the clections went ;
how England and France stood waiting, one at either hand, to side with the
stronger against the weaker party, so soon as victory should clearly declare it-
sclf in the family quarrel they so eagerly watched ; how gold, and with it bread,
and fuel, and clothes, rose day by day out of the reach of those who most needed
them, -

Heard, too, how Claudia, the gayest of the gay, shone starlike at all the fes-
tivities ol not only her own city but the other great capitals of the couniry, and
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how, while her husband buried himself to the lips in the gold the misfortunes
of the land was pouring into his coffers, Queen Claudia was forever surrounded
by a cloud of courtiers and slaves whom she managed so well that rumor found
no one among them to honor with the preference. And the hard old man, her
father, in whose heart a certain admiration for this brilliant and evil child re-
placed ail other emotions of tenderness to his kind, rubbed his dry white hands,
smiled a covert smile and said,

# Claundia is a clever girl, a very clever girl. She enjoys herself and spends
Livingstone’s money 3 'tfter her own fashion, but the world finds nothing to take
hold of. A cool head, and a cool heart,itoo, has Mrs. Livingstone.”

But of all these, one subject alone had interest for Neria, and this was the
war, Since Vaughn's death the only link holding her to earth had seemed to
be the cause in which he died. She read all the news, listened to all the details
brought her by the Murrays, traced through the desolite southern land the
progress of our armies, but more especially the corps containing Vaughn's reg.
iment, whispering to herself]

“He would have been here now,” or “ They need not have made this retreat
had he been with them,” and 50, half persuading herself that he was still identi-
fied with the great struggle, she identified herself with it not only in interest,
but by contributing of the means at her command, so liberally,as to call down
the censure of her advisers, and a recommendation on more than one occasion
from Mr. Murray to regulate her donations somewhat upon the scale of those
of ather and wealthier patriots. But Neria, gentle and yielding in most matters
of business, was here inexorable, saying, with serene decision,

“We need but litile here at Bonmemeel, and all the rest goes to help his
armies and his fellow-soldiers,”

CHAPTER XXXVIII,

CLAUDIA.,

IT was the twilight of a summer’s day, and Neria, from the shore beneath
the ruins of Cragness, watched the curving waves slide up the sands, watched
the glory dying from the western sky, watched the faint light of the young moon
creeping down the wali and peering into the chasm whence had fled upon that
fearful evening the sccrets of the gloomy old home of her fathers.

The sound of horses’ feet upon the sands broke upon her revery, and, look-
ing around, she saw Mr. Livingstone dismounting from a carriage driven by one
of her own servants ; and rising hastily went toward him, smitten with a sudden
terror by the pallor of his usually florid face and the gleam of Lis restless eyes.

“Mr. Livingstone!”

“It's me, Mrs. Vaughn”

Their hands met, and Neria’s eyes asked the question her lips could not form.

“Yes'm,” replied her visitor, nervously wiping the forehead where great drops
of perspiration gathered, although the night wind was blowing fresh and cool-—
“yes'm, it's me, and D've come to you for help. O, Neria, she’s gone, she’s—"

His white lips quivered, and he stopped to swallow a great sob, while the
chmmy drops upon his forehead broke out afresh.

“Shg's gone ?—who ? ¥ asked Neria, turning pale at sight of his emotion.

“Clffadia, my wife, ma’am. The woman that I’ve worked and toiled for day
and night, as you may say; the woman that hasn’t had a want nor hardly a whim

«

CIPHER. 159

that hasn’t been satisfied ever since I gave her my name. Money! she hadn’t
anything to do but sign'a check ; and all I had was hers, and shawls, and laces,
and diamonds, and silks at her will. She didn't like the carriage I got her when
she was married, and this very last winter I made her a Christmas present of a
new one. She wanted her servants put in livery, and livery it was, though I lost
one of my best customers, a New England man, by the means. She wanted to
go to New York and Washington for the winter, and I never said worse than
*Suit yourself, my dear ;’ she wanted to go to Newport, and she went~—"

“ But how is it ? what has happened P asked Neriaystemming the torrent of
words which seemed somewhat to relieve the over-burdened heart of the injured
husband. :

“5She’s gone, run off; and where, or who with, or for what, I don’t know
more than you,” said Mr. Livingstone, pausing in the act of wiping his forehead
again, and staring blankly into Neria's face.

“ But what were the circumstances 7 persisted she.

“All I know is that three days ago a letter from Newport came in with the
merning’s mail, and here it is. He drew from his letter-case a note written in
Claudia’s dashing hand upon the heavily-perfumed paper she aflected, in these
words :

Good-bye, for you will not see me again, You have been a good master and a good
servant to me, and it was not your fault that you could not be more. I forgive your stu-
pidities, and part with you upen the best of terms. No one here suspects more than that
I travel to New York to-morrow; so arrange a story to suit yourselfl

“It was just as she says there,” continued Mr. Livingstone; while Neria
handed back the note with a look of silent dismay.

“I went straight to Newport, of course, and, without Ecttm‘f on that there
was any trouble, found that Mrs. Livingstone had taken the boat for New York
the morning before, leaving word with the coachman to drive his horses back to
the city, as she should not return that way., I went quietly round to all the hotels,
hut could not find that anyone whom I could suspect had been stopping in New-
port, or, at any rate, had lefl about that time. Several people asked, rather cu-
riously, if I expected to join Mrs, L. at Newport ; and to all T said *No, I only
came down to settle up the bills and get a mouthful of fresh air.’ Not a soul but
lrer father and brother, and you and I know anything of it yet; and if I could
only find her before it's too late I'd forgive her all—I would—and take her back
cheerful.”

“Would you ?” asked Neria.

“Yes, I would; for somehow she’s got such a hold of me, Neria, it seems
as if I could forgive her if she cost me every cent I've got in the world, It
hasn't seetmed to me these three days as if T had got anything to live for. Ac-
tually, I didn’t close a bargain with a good Western customer yesterday, though
I might have with a little more talk ; but, somehow, I didn't care.  But where is
she, and bow am T te look for her? I’ve come to you to krow, for you always
could do more with Ler than anyone else, and yow've got a way of leoking right
into matters that I never saw in any other woman. Besides I don’t mind you
knowing that my poor girl's gone dstray, as I would another.”

His voice faltered as he spoke the last words, and his anxious eyes grew dim,
Neria, shocked and pained, assured him that there could be nothing she would
rot gladly do to aid him were it possible to do anything, but professing an ig-
norance as entire as his own of Claudia’s probable movements or probable com-
panion. She also agreed with him upon the expedliency of keeping her impru-
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dent, if not guilty flicht secret as long as possible, and, finally, she promised, at
Mr. Livingston’s solicitation, to accompany him should he discover his wife's hid-
ing place, and to persuade Her to accept the forgiveness and opportunity for
amendment so generously offered by her husband.

‘With this promise Mr. Livingston departed, refusing the hospitality of Bon.
niemeer even for a night, as he was eager to hear reports from the detectives he
had already secretly put upon the track.

Toward night of the next day, however, he reappeared, with an excitement
of manner and appearance, added to the disturbance of the previous day, that
prepared Neria for his news:

“ Read that, ma'am,” said he, as soon as they were alone.

Mrs. Vaughn took the clumsily-folded letter extended to her, and read, in a
scrawling hand :

Mr. Livingstone is by this informed that his wife and Doctor Luttrell are stopping in
the farm-house of a man named Brown two miles west of the town of , in the Cats-
kill Mountains, They call themselves Mr, and Mrs. Smith, and pass for a new married
couple. The writer of this, thinking you might like to know, takes this way of telling ;
but if’ you will take his advice you'll let her go for a bad lot.

“There ! What do you.say to that?"” asked Mr, Livingstone, meeting Ne--

ria’s grieved eyes with a look of impatient questioning. .
“ Pogr Claudia ! whispered Neria.

“¥es, but she’s run away with that fellow, and she’s passing for his wife; .

think of that: and this fellow, whoever it is, knows of it, and will tell the whole
world. Then think of me showing my face on 'Change afterward, I'll have the
Iaw of him, i there’s law in the land. . I'll have damages out of him, I promise
you—good rousing damages, too—if there's such a thing as a judge and jury to
be had, and I wouldn't mind 2 theusand dollars divided round among ‘em either,
if they couldu’t do me justice without.”

“But yesterday you said you would forgive her—you said you would take her
back if she would come,” pleaded Neria, gently.

“Yes, but that was before I knew she was actually living with another man—
Mrs. Smith, indeed —and before T knew this fellow who writes the letter knew
about it, He'll tell every one he knows, you see ; there's where’s the rub.”

“ Perhaps not. Ie seems to wish well to you by writing at all; and he
surcly would see that the way to serve you is to keep the matter as quiet as pos-
sible.” . :
“If 1 only knew who it was I'd let him set his own price to keep it (uiet,
and pay it down, too,” mused Mr. Livingstone, unable, more than the wily Wal-
pole, to conceive of a man without a price,

“ But Clandia ? wilt you still forgive and shield her?”

“1 don't know. It's worse than I thought. Living with another man, and
she, such a figure of a woman, to fling herself away like that! Poor thing!
where'll she get her velvets and laces now, I wonder. That fellow isn’t worth
ten thousand dollars, for all the fine property he got with his wife. That went
like water as soon as she was dead. Poor Claudia; but it serves her right, it

gerves lLer right.”

Neria looked at him in perplexity, uncertain whether to pity or to turn from

him : but the struggle was a brief one. “Let us go and find her, and on the
way we will speak of what we shall say to her,” said she, with the angelic voice
and look no one yet had ever resisted. And Mr. Livingstone, softened and
refined in spite of himself, ylelded to her gentle bidding.
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. Arrived at their destination Mr, Livingstone left Neria at the little inn while
he made cautious inquiries as to the whereabout of Mr. Brown’s farm-house and
the character and appearance of his boarders. e returned after an absence of
several hours quite excited,

#I have found her,” exclaimed he, coming close to Neria, and speaking in a
hoarse, quick tone,

“It.is a lonely sort of place, no other house in sight, and I looked round
among the trees and bushes until T saw her standing at a window. She looked
pale and downcast, and as if she'd be glad to be off her bargain if she could.
Poor girl! T can’t but pity her, and 1f she’s humble and sorry, and we can keep
the matter hushed up, I will hold to my word and take her home again. She's
a splendid creature at the head of my table, or receiving company, and if I sep-
arate from her there’ll be a scandal at any rate.”

“I do not doubt she repents already—it must be that she does,” said Neria,
eagetly, “’And by forgiving her you may save a soul otherwise [ost.”

. TR forgive ber if she feels as she ought,” replied Mr. Livingstone, stoutly;
“I've said it and I'll do it. Of course, I shall make my conditions ; she can't
be quite as free with her check-book for a while, and I shall expect her to stay
at home this winter. Washington isn’t a good place for a woman like her,
especially without a husband.”

“It cannot be that she will wish to go,” suggested Neria, considerably
shocked at the nature of the condilions apparently considered satisfactory by
the injured husbhand.

“I don’t know that,” returned he, shaking lis head ; # Claudia can hardly live
without society and admiration, and she’s always been where there was the
most of it 1o be found. She won’t like stopping in one place ; but she’s got to,
if she comes back to me. 1 shan’t trust her further than I can see her.”

“ And yet you will call her wife ? " broke involuntarily from Neria’s lips,

“Under conditions, yes. Why, she’s no worse now than a dozen women I
could name who stand as fair with the world as Claudia did last week, or does
to-day, for that matter. Society's a queer sort of affair after all, Mrs. Vaughn”

“ And shall we go at once to Claudia ?” asked Neria, escaping from the dis-
cussion. .

“Yes, they're harnessing a horse-—lere he comes now.  Are you ready 27

“In one moment;” and as Neria possessed the rare feminine virtue of count-
ing but sixty seconds to a minute, she was ready neatly as soon as her com-
panion,

“ Now, my plan is this,” began Mr. Livingstone, as he drove down the howery
country road ; “I'll show you the honse and let you go in and get over the first
with the poor girl alone. She might not feel quite se shamefaced with you as
with me, and she’d be more likely to come round to do as she’d ought to.  With
me, like enough, she’d sort of straighten up and think I’d come to exult over
her and afl that, when goodness knows it’s the lzst thought in my head, But
she's a proud piece, and there’s no such thing as driving her. She's got to be
coaxed and no one can come near her half so quick as you, Neria.”

“I’ll do my best ; but what shall I say from you, what offers or promises shall
I make P asked Neria. '

“Why, say I know she’s done what she hadn’t ought to, but I forgive her if
she's as sorry as she should be. Tell her I'm lonesome without her, and she's
too handsome and too stylish a woman to go the way she’s set out, and though
it’s a hard pill for me to swallow, still I love her well enough to overlook what
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she’s done—and—you fix out the rest yourself. You know what a man had
ought to say, and you can say it for me hetter than 1 can for myself”

“But if I meet Dr. Luttrell ?” faltered Neria, as she left the carriage.

#Tell him, if he'’s wise, to keep out of my sight,” growled Livingstone, “1
won't take the law of him as Id faid out to, but if T get hold of him I't! be my
own judge and jury ; yes, and executioner, too, may be. Flesh and blood won’t
stand everything, and though I'm a man of peace I'd shoot that fellow as quick
as 1 would a dog.”

With these instructions Neria walked slowly down the shady road, and
stood presently at the door of an old red farm-house, nestling picturesquely
among its lilacs and syringas. Her kneck brought the blithe-faced housewife to
the door, and as she nodded inguiringly at the visitor, a sudden perplexity arose
in Neria’s mind. How should she inquire for Claudia ?  She would not use the .

" assumed name of Smith; she dared not speak the one sullied by Claudia’s sin.

"% Won't you walk in, ma'am ? 7 asked the farmer’s wife, finding that lLer vis-
itor did not speak.

# Thank you. I wish to see the lady who is staying with you.”

“Q, Miss Smith, Yes, she’s Tight in the parlor here. Come in” She
threw open the door as she spoke, and Neria, entering, closed it behind her, for
already she had caught the wild glance of Claudia’s eyes, and shielded her from
observation and scrutiny, while still she might.

“ Claudia !” said she, softly approaching her, as cowering away, she hid her
face in her hands. '

 Claudia ! and the gentle hand upon that bowed head fell like a benedic-
tion, But the guilty woman shrank {rom that pure touch as sinners fiom the
sunlight.

“ What do you want with me # 7 asked she, sullenly.

«1 want to call you back before itis too late,” and Neria sank upon her
knees beside her.

“Too late ! Ttis too late alreadv—too late for anything but to go on as I
have begun—"" exclaimed Claudia, half’ angrily, half piteously, hut suflering Ne-
riz to take onc of her cold hands in hers. w '

s Ah, no, dear Claudia, it never is too late for us to repent and amend ; never
too late for God to forgive.”

“Us1” laughéd the other, mockingly. “You do well, Neria, to put your
pame with mine, ‘You who never since your birth bad need of repentance or
amendment, how will you judge for me ?”

Neria's white lips quivered with the sharp pang at her heart, but she an-

swered bravely— ,

“ You cannot know it, but my sin is hardly less than yours. My whole life
is a repenting ; and, less happy than you, God does not offer me the opportunity
of amendment.” i

“(, yes, you talk, you good women talk, but you know not what you say,”
exclaimed Claudia, writhing nervously away from Neria's arms. “Your sinis
some fancied peccadillo, some trifle magnified by your own conscience, but itis
not like this. And forgiveness, do you say? I do not know much of these mat-

ters, but do you think, Neria, it could ever be forgotten—I mean when 1 am
dead ! She spoke softly, and woman though she was, seemed half ashamed
of caring for what had always been her scoff.

“ Better than forgotten—it shall be forgiven and washed away in the blood
of the Redeemer. ¢ Though thy sins be as scarlet, they shall become white as
wool,” said Neria, solemnly.
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“Toes it say that in the Bible? T hava't been happy for many weeks. I
ran away partly because I couldn’t keep up a smiling face and elsy wmanner any
longer, but it is worse to be alone, and-—¥ she stopp-ed and looked about her—
“‘worst of all to try and talk with him. DBut you, Neria, I can trust to you.
You always were so true and good ; there is something sodthing about your very
presence. I have longed for you so; but I theught you would not look at me
O, Neria, may 177 .-

She turned and laid her head upon Neria's bosém, clinging about her neck
with a pitiful dependence, while she, her pale face and beautiful eyes irradiated
with the joy of an angel, who leads back to the fold a soul almost lost forever
bowed her cheek upon that regal head, and whispered such words of promisé
and pardon and love; as God gave her to speak,

 But will he; will my husband—O, no, he cannot forgive, or shelter me from
the world,” moaned Claudia, at last. It is too much, I must g0 awiy some-
where by myself and live out my life solitary and forlorn.  If 1 i}irrht come {o
you, Neria; but no, they would not let me—I must not conmminatet;zou. But I
shall be so desolate 17

“ Claudia, I would not tell you till now; but it is he that has sent me. It is
'that generous and forgiving husband who has bid me come and say to you that
if you so repent and amend that God forgives and receives you back, he will noi’:
refuse to do likewise, Can you hesitate in face of such clemency ? ?

“But can he forget? If he should taunt and reproach me !

“I do not think it of him; but even if he should would not such humbiing
of your pride be a light penance in comparison to what you might suffer?” ask“a
Neria, with some severity. . i

“True, true; I ought to De humble, and I will try; but you know, Neria
kow ungoverned I have been,” said Claudia, sadly. “He is generous and wooci
to offer to pass it over, and so shows Limself above me now; but you kngw it
has aiways been I who have looked down upon him.” ‘

“ Perhaps, dear Claudia, if you had done more justice ta the really fire quali-
tles of his disposition you would have developed others, and learned to love them
so well that this could never have been,” suggested Neria

“ Perhaps ; but now it is too late,” said Claudia, wearily, “ He may pity and
forgive, and even receive me back; but if he is a man and human, he never wiil
allow me the place I held before.”

* Do you deserve it?” asked the clear veice, severely, yet so pitifully that the
guilty woman did rot shrink away as she answered, “ No.*

“Then, dear, should you not take as an unmerited alms such forgiveness
as he tenders you,; and if reproach is mingled with it, take that, too ; silently
if not gratefully. Flas he not a right to chide when he passes by his’ right to
punish, as he might?  And if he, being but human and a man, should lzin“le
his pardon with the bitter draught of reproof and reminder, remember C]aucﬁa
that He who is all love holds out a frec and unqualified forgiveness t;) all whc;
will seck it.  He will forgive you, Claudia, and love you none the worse, so soon

" as you shall ask Him.”

“Itis you who must ask; I dare not,” whispered Claudia.

“We will ask together,” said Neria; and with the simple words of the peti-
tion went up to the Mercy Seat an offering of the scalding tears of a true repent-
ance—ihe purg, bright drops of a holy sympathy, an angelic pity.

“85it there, Neria; let me put my head in your lap and cry; it will do me
good,” moared Claudia; and Neria did not resist the impulse of humility zo
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stgnificant in the haughty sinner. A half hour passed thus; and when the schs
had died away in sighs, and Claudia, pushing back the purple-black masses of
hair from her face, smiled wanly up in Neria's face, she said:

# And now I shall call your hushand to hear you say what I know you will
wish to say to him.”

“He-~is he here ?” asked Claudia quickly, while a deep blush burned over
the face but now so pale.

“Yes; and he has waited alf this time to hear whether he ought 1o see you.”

“Then you would not have called him if—" -

“If you had been hard and impenitent, no,” said Neria, quictly. Claudia
looked curiously at her.

“How is it you are so quict ana so resolute, so sweet and so severe, all in
one ? 7 asked she; but Neria, with a little smile and a shake of the head, waived
the question, and hastened from the house,

Never in his prosperous life had Mr. Livingstone passed so anxious and
miserable an hour as that since Neria had left him, and he now came to meet
her with a trepidation of manner vety unlike his usual placid self-satisfaction.

“Weil ? " asked he, brietly.

“She is waiting for you. You will be generous and gentle with her, I am
sure,” replied Neria, pointing towatd the house. -

“ Aren't you coming with me ?”* asked he, nervounsly.

% No, you had better see her alone. I will wait here for youw.”?

#Ts Luttrell there ?”

“No, he has gone away for some days.”

“Well for him, and me, too, perhaps. Wait here in the shade of these trees,
if you won’t come, I shan’t be long.”

“Don’t think of me, but go at once, and do not hurry back,” replied Neria,
pitying his agitation ; and Mr. Livingston€ with a fervent pressure of the hand,
silently followed her advice.

Left alone Neriz sat for a while in the shady nook selected for her by Mr.
Livingstone, and then attracted by the tender gloom Lrooding in the recesses
of a wood, hordering on the road, she wandered into it, satisfied that she should
see or hear her companion whenever he might return.  But absorbed in her own
thoughts she soon lost sight of the road, and striking into a woeodland path
strolled slowly along it, pausing now and again to smile a recognition to some
familiar flower, or to listen to the song of some forest bird, lovingly as to the
voice of a friend. To pluck the fiower no more occurred to Neria's mind than
to kill the bird, or to wound the friend, ‘

But at its height the harmony of this pastorale was broken by the baying of a

hound, rapidly approaching, and while Neria startled, if not frightened, stood .

pale and still, he broke through the underbrush and sprang toward her. Timid,
like most women, Nevia’s timidity teok often the form of a blind courage, and
she now advanced toward the fierce brute with the “good dag ! poor fellow ! ” and
similar expréésions best suited to the canine perception. 'The hound, evidently
surprised at this course of treatment, instead of the panic and flight on which he
had counted, paused to consider of it, and like the woman who deliberates was
lost, for Neria’s little hand upon his Lead, her eyes meeting his, reduced him in
one moment from her fierce antagonist to the humblest of her slaves, fawning at
her feet, smiling up into her face, and lavishing such caresses as she would per-
mit upon hands and cheeks.

A sharp whistle was heard from the wood. The hound paused, hesitated and
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listened. The whistle was repeated, and with an apologetic kiss bestowed upon
Neria's hand, he bounded away, but was met at the turn of the road by 2 man
with a gun upon his shoulder, who called him sharply by name and ordered him
to follow more closely. Neria, already walking away, heard this voice, and caught
her breath sharply. It did not need the hasty look she involuniarily cast benind
to assure her that the gunner was Doctor Luttrell, the man of all others whom
she most wished to avoid. He had recognized her also, and with a few strides
was at her side, his tawny eyes glittering, his thin lips curling with malice,

* An unexpected pleasure, Mrs, Vaughn, May I hope that it is mutual 27

“1tis no pleasure to me to see you, Dr. Luttrell, as you must be well aware,”
sald Neria, coldly.

“No? v suis desolée; but Mrs, Vaughn was ever cruel—to me. I believe
Mr., Murray is more fortunate in gaining her favorable regards.” ‘The insulting
tone pointed the words, and Neria suddenly stopped and looked at him,

“Itwas you, then, who wroie an anonymous letter to Colonel Vaughn,” said
she, contemptuously. .

“Your sagacity is equal to your amiability, madam,” replied Doctor Luttrell,
coolly. “I thought it as well, since I had married into the family, to have an
eye to the preservation of its character. You will remember, my dear, that 1
am your brother by marriage, and in that capacity found it a disagreeable duty to
inform Colonel Vaughn of the use you were making of his absence. 1 did it
anonymously to avoid disagreeable explanations when he should return home.”

“Did you not know him to be dead you would not dare acknowledge such in-
famy,” exclaimed Neria, indignantly. .

¥ 1t is true, then, that you are a widow. Might I hope that in time I could
conquer the repugnarce with which you have ever repaid the admiration I have
never concealed—" began Luttrell, mockingly, but Neria interrupted him.

“I have notbing more to say to you now or ever,” said she, coldly; “except
to give you a warning. Mr, Livingstone is with his wife, and intends to take her
home with him. Iler eyes are open to the sin and shame of the course to which
you have tempted her, and she only desires to escape another interview., You
will do well to avoid the preseace of either.” .

Luttrell's lips grew white, and his eyes sparkled with rage as he fixed them
upon Neria’s. “Again!™ said he, in a low voice. “You have dared cross my
path again, dared grasp at another secret so nearly concerning my life and
honor ¢

“I dare anything for the right, even to meddling with Doctor Luttrell’s hon-
or,” said Neria, roused to an impulse of bitterness. .

“TIt is not safe. Declieve nie, Neria, it is not safe, I have a foolish admira-
tion for your beauty and your character, or you never would have carried the
secrets that you did from my wife’s death-chamber, " T tried to fuin your charac-
ter in self-defence, fearing the harm you might some day do to me, But you
had best not tempt me too far,”

1 am not afraid of you, Doctor Luitrell,” said Neria, quietly. “And you do
not speak the truth. The reason you did not murder me, as well as my sister,
was because guilt is always cowardly, and you knew that I had found you out,
I spared you the ignominy of exposure, because the forfeit of your life could not
give back hers, and you may yet repent and amend as Claudia a]reécly does,”

“Nonsense. The reason you did not give your suspicions—for they were no
more-—to the world was, that you could not prove them ; and if you could, would
not have wished to introduce a gallows into the family history.”
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Neria looked at him a moment, and silently turned away. He overtook and
detained her. “Stop; I have something more to say. You kunow or suspect
too much of me to be allowed to go at large as my enemy. Be my friend, Ne-
ria. Keep my counsels and I will repay you amply—you do not know in how
many ways. Speak your heart’s desire, and you shall bave it, were it even to
summon the dead from his grave.” ’

*“Were you able to perform even that impious promise I would make no
compact with you,” exclaimed Neria, indignantly, ¢ Any benefit you could ever
render were insulficient to bind me for an iestant as friend to my sister's mur-
derer; my own slanderer; Clandia’s seducer. Go; and if God gives you time,
repent ; but never think to be other than an object of pity and abhorrence to
me,” -

She moved decidedly away, and Luttrell, gasping with passion and sudden
hate, bounded after and grasped her brutally by the arm, but as he did so the
imprecation upon his lips changed to a cry of pain and withdrawing his hand ke
clenched and shook it as in agony.

“What is this!" cried he, turning suddenly pale, and staggering to a seat
upen a fallen tree.

His cry was echoed from Neria’s lips, and as she wrenched her arm from his
grasp the golden serpeat bracelet fell from within her sleeve and lay coiling
among the dewy grass, its diamond eyes and ruby erest sparkling with & ma-
licious joy. The deadly purpose of Fiemma Vascetti had been fulfilled, and she
in her century-old grave rejoiced at the vengeance wrought ufon the enemy of
her house. .

“The bracelet | the peisoned bracelet ! cried Neria, pale with horror.

“Poisoned ! Sorceress and murderess, you have wiled me to my death !
gasped Luttrell, sliding from his seat to the ground, where he lay writhing and
moaning, his face livid, a light foam gathering upon Lis Eps, his rolling eyes
blazing with agony and rage.

The hound, trembling all over, crept to his master’s side, licked his check and
hand, and then, with a piteous howl, darted away into the forest. Neria threw
Lerself upon her knees beside the dying man, her eyes dilated with horror but
shining with a holy purpose. “It is not I who have killed you,” said she,
solemaly ; ““It is the hand of God! O, repent, repent, before it is too late ! Beg
for His almighty pardon and He will give it you even now. Humble yourself
before Him, quickly, before the agony of death scizes you. We forgive you—
my sister, Claudia, I, we all forgive you—bat it is nothing ualess you gain His
pardon. Say that you repent!”

“ Why should I mock,at God if there is a God ?” gasped Luttrcll, mastering,
by a terrible effort, the cgﬁwulsions trembling through his fimbs. ¢ If repentance
could avail, it should have come sooner.  Say no more of that, but listen; I did
not mean to kill your sister, She was the viciim of science. I had a splendid
theory of a new mode of treatment. I experimented upon her, She could not
have lived many years, at any rate. . She had an incurable complaint, I never
loved her, and I did love science. Claudia would have bsen none the worse for
me if her own nature had not led her astray. I have done you no harm,
Vaughn lives—1 have scen him, Now go—I can no longer master this ageny.
O, my God, my God! The pains of hell have scized me before the time!  Go,
woman, go! I will not have you watch me! Go, I say!”

“5Say that you repent. Ask God’s forgiveness. One word, but one weord,
before it is too late ! persisted Neria, her whole rame quivering with harror
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as she knelt beside him, one hand pressed convulsively upon her heart, the other
raised to heaven.

«Leave me, leave me! You shail not see me die like a dog. It is too late, I
tell you—too late ! " gasped the dying man, his face already grey with the awful
pallor of death.

“ Too late for human aid—mnever too late for God’s mercy ! I will not go, I
will not watch you, but pray beside you till the last,” said Neria; and \Yith that
guilty soul went to God such petitions for its pardon and peace as Neria could
never have uttered had he for whom she prayed less bitterly wronged her and
hers. .

The soul was already sped, the prayer was ended, when, through the dim
arches of the wood, hastened toward the scene, a man, conducted by the faith-
ful hound. At sight of Neria he paused, hesitated, and would have turned, but

" was arrested by a warning growl from the dog, who seized him by the coat and

dragoed him on, . ]

7 H e 13 ] ] . 4 ‘d 1

Neria looked up, too stunned for surprise, “Go for help, James,” said she,
quietly. * He is dead already, and they must carry him home. No, stay here,
and [ will go. She must not hear it too suddenly. Come to me afterward with-
out fail.” ) ) . ]

“Yes, ma’am,” said James, with tacitarn obedience ; and, leaving him stand-
ing with the dog beside the terrible thing so rudely marring the sylvan beauty
of the scene, Neria hurried away, hardly conscious whither she went, bardly
conscious of the joy that, buried deep beneath this weight of horror, began
already to sing in the depths of her heart—He lives! le lives!?”

CHAPTER XXXIX,
SUNRISE.

FAITHFUL to every duty, Neria had prepared for that terrible ‘h?me-coming;
had broken the ghastiy tidings to Claudia; had scen that_Mr. qu}gstone was
able and willing to sootlie the agitation into which her passionate EXClle!‘]l(‘}llt had
subsided, and had singly told the story of Luttrell's death to the physician and
magistrate summoned to meet his dead body at th_e.ﬂ\rlml}ouse,'bei:ore she
allowed herself a word with James, who, with the activity and tact of his class,
had superintended not only the removal of the body from the forest to t.he h.ou'se,
but all the subsequent proceedings. Neria, rcleased at lf-:ngth, found ]111n-s,1tt1ng
in a shady porch at the back of the liouse. She gave hl]"ﬂ her hand, while her
eager eyes, asked as well Lefore her lips :

« James, where is your master 7" . o

« Up herc, ma’am, among the mouniains. We are camping in a log shanty
we found there.” i ] )

«But how—why—" She would not ask what wifely pride told her she never
should have needed to ask ; but her magical eyes spoke for her, and the man
r»PE:eIdéion’t know, ma’am, except it was the Colonel’s wish'es that no one shotﬂd
koow. He was left for dead down there in the Chickahm}mny; i}u't I found'l'nm,
and carried him off. He was sick a long spell; pretty nigh all winter, I might
éa.y; but an old darkey and I took care of him, and finally he pu]h.zd thr'ough.
He hasn't been so as to enter again, and he never would have me write a line or

i [ Y -
sead a message to anyone, This summer we came up fhere, and have been gun
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" ning and fishing for a living preity much, I happened to find out about Dr.
Luttreil and—and the lady, and so I thought it no more than my duty to let
Mr. Livingstone hear where she was. I didn’t say anything to the Colonel
about it, because T thought he might be disturbed at the chance of some of the
family coming this way, and think it best to remove.”

Neria smiled slightly ; for, indeed, the solemn twinkle of James’s eye, and
the elaborate innocence of his tone, in thus revealing his little plot for a return
to civilization and identity, were too funny to be resisted. * I will go with you to
him,” said she, after & moment of thought. :

#*It's a long and rough way, ma’am. Can't I take a message or a note to the
Colonel, asking him to come to you 7

“No; he might not—it is better I should go myself. Wait until I speak to
Mrs. Livingstone,” said Neria; and James submissively answered :

“Yes, ma'am ;" while in his shrewd heart he thought— She’s afraid he'd be
off and never come.”

To Claudia, Neria simply said she must leave her for a few houts ; and to Mr.
Livingstone that she needed no other escort upon her errand than that of James,
whose appearance in this place she did not attempt to explain, Absorbed in
their own emotions, neither hasband nor wife questioned or watched her, and
just as the sun touched the tops of the tallest forest trées Neria, passed under
their shadows, and with a heart strangely vibrating between joy and fear followed
her taciturn conductor toward the secluded hut where Vaughn had sought to
bury his Droken life, his despairing love. The path led by the scene of the
morning’s tragedy, and when James would have turncd aside to avoid coming
within sight of it, Neria checked him. “ Let us go straight on,” said she, quietly;
and as they reached the place she paused and gazed unshrinkingly at the spot

where the corpse had lain, while in her inmost heart she once more offered full -

and free pardon to the guilty soul thence sped, and prayed that even so might
he be pardoned of God,

“ Here is the bracelet, ma’am,” interposed James, thinking that must be the
object of her search. ©I picked it up this morning, and would have given it to
you before, but the Justice wanted to see it.”

#Thank you, James ; we will go on now,” said Netia, taking the hauble in a
reluctant hand, and hastlly putting it out of sight, while its wicked eyes, catch-
ing aray of the setting sun, shot out a green and crimson light.

“It's a very odd thing, ma’am, that the 1’ison should have laid on that little
spear so long and never got shot out before,” pursued ]1mes, with respectful cu-
riosity.

“Jt is very old, and no one understood its construction. I supposed it harm-
less or I should not have worn it,” replied his mistress. ‘ :

“ Certainly, ma’am ; and even now I can’t make out how to start it, or how
to hinder it. I tried it all sorts of ways, and so did the doctor and the squire ;
and finally the doctor said he didn't believe it was that killed him, or that he was
plisoned at all. He says he shall call it apoplexyin the report he's going to
write out.”

“Tam glad if it is so,” said Nern, quietly ; and James, suspecting the subject
a disagreeable one, said no more upon it. -

The sun had set, and the moon-~the moon that a few days hefore had shone
upon Neria through the riven walls of Cragness—now shed silver fight upon her
head as she.stood just within the edge of a clearing, half way up the mountain-
side, and locked at the picture to which her guide had silently pointed before he

teft her.
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It was a sylvan lodge, such as hunters build of saplings, boughs, and barl ; and
upon the flat stone at its door sat a worn and haggard man, his chin resting upon
bis hand, his elbow oun his knee, as he looked wearily across the sea of foliage
beneath him to the mountaik peaks beyond, gleaming white and strange in the
full moonlight. A lounely and 2 stricken man, said every linc of his figure, said
his aititude, and his mournful eyes, and yet a stately and a gallant figure withal,

But to Neria the picturesque side of the scene could not present itself. She
saw before her the object of the love that since his reported death had risen to
a vital passion ; the husband, whom, as she devoutly believed, God had given
back to her incessant prayers, if not from the grave, at least from a living death,
Heart and soul clamared for the joy and rest of his embrace, his kiss, his full,
free pardon and love, and yet 2 nameless doubt, a womanly diffidence, a Nerean
shyness held her back, would not let her run to fall at his feet as she would have
dong; held her trembling and wavering there, a sweet statue of some wood-
nymph smitten with love and awe at ber first sight of humanity.

So, like the spirit of the night, the genius of the wood, she stood as Vaughn
turned of a sudden and loolxcd toward her, looked lonn and silently, and \\hl.a-
pered, half aloud,

# 1t is her spirit-—she is dead.,” 7Then, with bated breath and measured step,
as one who treads a haly place, he came toward her, and she, blind and sick with
the great joy swirling through her heart, stood mute and still awaiting him, A
few feet off he stopped, and whispering, “ Neria 1 held out his arms, imploringly
vet hopelessly, as one holds them toward the heavens.

Then, with a great sob, the fountains of her heart broke up, and throwing
herself into that longed-for embrace, she cried out, “ My husband ; O, my love,
my lord, my all 1” o

“Notdead! My Neria, mine at Iast, my very wife 77 incoherently questioned
Vaughn, putting her away to look into the earnest, tearful face, all flushed with
love and excitement, that so bashiully, yet earnestly, returned his gaze, and then
straining her close, close and closer to the sad heart that had so longed to feel
her there.  DBut Neria, struggling from his arms, slid to her knecs,

“Say, say that you forgive me for all T have made you suffer,” murmured she,
“T did not know it then, but since I have learned to love I have learned to feel.”

“What! You will kneel to me? Nay, then; will you now give me the first
offence you have ever offered?  Here, heve in my arms, and so near my heart that

ou may feel it beat the echo of my words, hear me say, sweet wife, that this one
¥ Y >4 ¥ y

moment repays the past tenfold ; that I weuld not, if I might, abate one moment
of thag pastif so I must abate one instant of this hour. It was right that I
should wait and serve for you, my rich reward, It could not have been hut that
you must learn earth by slow degrees, my pure angel. I only feared that you

should pine : away in longing for your heavenly home, and so leave me desolate 3

or that love, when he came, should point not toward me, but to another—"

“Stop, Steur |7 and in the bright eyes, whence the moonbeams flashed back
into his, Vaughn read for the first time the sweet imperiousness born of a con-
scious love. He »miled, and would have kissed the clear, bright eyes, but Neria
held him back.

“ By one thing in all our life you have done me wrong,” said she. “You have
fancied that I, being your wife, could love another man! O, Sieur, that grieved
me much.”

“That, and zll the wrongs T have done you, my fairy princess, sprang from an
incapacity upon the part of my grosser nature to comprehend your pure spiritu-
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‘ality. But now, thank God and Neria, the love in my heart has reached to hers,
and across that rosy bridge sympathics and perceptions shali travel so inces-
santly from the one heart to the other, that we may never say where the sweét pil-
grims really dwell, the two shall so become one heart. O, darling, is this true, is
itreal? Can God have been so good to a sinful man hlxe me? And how dare
I accept such gifts, I who— Neria, here wpon this lonely mountain-side, be-
fore we go back together to the world whence you have come to claim me, I
must tell you the errors. and mistakes of my early life, and, if it may be, gain
pardon hoth for the concealment and for what has been concealed.”

“ No, Sieur, do not speak a word of what is past. I krow all, and I have
forgiven and forgotten all. Chloe, before she died, told me everything; and
Mrs, Rhee—"

“ Did she see you ?”

“Yes. Hush, Sieur, she is dead, and with her the story of the past. Let
us leave it all behind, and make our home in the future.”

“But did she speak to you of what I afterward wrote ?” asked Vaughn, anx-
ously. ¢ Did she tell you that I believed—"

“She told me many things which I de not wish to remember or repeat.  She
told me that you believed them, and it was as if she had told me the ocean was
dried up and the sun extinguished. I knew you too well even, then to believe
that you believed such tales of me,” 4

“True woman and true wife ! You but did me justice then, and yet I blush
to think I could fancy even such innocent faithlessness as I did. But now tell
me, sweet, how you came here, st'zmding like a spirit in the mopnlight, and
watching me with your dreamy eyes, until I'thought you indeed a thing of air or
water or fire, altogether fashicned of the elements, and inspired with the pure
soul of my pure-hearted Neria,” Te drew her toward his cabin as he spoke,
and seating her upon the great stone where she had found him, stretched him-
self at her feet, gazing mtent[y up into her face, while she related as briefly as
she might, the strange chain of events that had fed her hither.

“ And so Master James was weary of our incognito, and laid a little plot to
lead to its discovery,” said Vaughn, gayly. I may truly say to him, « Well
done, good and faithful servant,’ for without his intervention I do not know, my
Neria, how this tangled coil would have Leen undone, I could never resoclve

, whether I should arise from the dead, as it were, or allow my name to go down
to posterity among the killed of the battle of Seven Oaks. 1 think the leading
idea was, to live here in the woods 4 sort of wild hunter life, until, at last, dying
I should send for Neria to close my eyes, and give me one parting kiss. I
always meant to see you again, at least once.”

Neria looked at him with dim eyes and a quivering mouth.

“Q, Sieur! You must have suffered so much before you could come to
that {7 :

“Suffer 2 What is suflering? T do not recognize the word with my arm
about Neria’s waist, my head upon her Luee, her eyes looking love into mine,”
whispered Vaughn, passionately ; and then, man-like, he proudly smiled to see
the rose-tinl mount her slender throat, flush her soft cheek, and faintly tinge her
braw.

“ Neria, say *I love you, Sieur,’” ordered he; and Neria, bluslting yet more
brightly, whispered,

“1 love you, Sieur; I love ynu. better than my life,” and as he kissed her
lips she kissed back with the first wife-kiss they bad ever formed.
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CHAPTER XL,

A NO-5AY AND A YES-SAY.

THE moon that lighted Neria on her true-love gquest had waned and faded,
and a teader crescent hung in the west wher Francia Vaughn, creeping from her
father’s house like a guilty creature, stole through the shadowy garden and on
to the wood beyond, where lay the mere, But once within its friendly covert,
and shielded from all eyes, even those of the stars just trembling into view, she
paused, and throwing herself upon the ground, gave way to a burst of passion-
ate grief; grief of which oaly an ardent temperament, an untried nature, and the
first vigor of youth is capable. Later in life one’s tears come more reluctantly,
and from a deeper source, uatil at last it is its very life that the stricken heart
distils in tears.

A firm, slow step came through the wood, and Francia, starting to her feet,
resolutely composed her face and furned to meet Fe ergus. He extended his
hand.

“1 was looking for you, Trancia, to say good-bye. Tam going to Australia
on business, and shall sail ina weel. T am, of course, much occupied, and could
only run down for to-night.” The awkward sentence ended in a pause as awk-
ward, Francia’s coll fingers dropped lifelessly from Fergus's grasp, and. she
stood silent with averted face.

“Shall we walk as fr as the lake ?” asked he again. “ 1 lave not seen it
in a tong time,”  Franciz mutely turned her steps in that direction, and walked
bestde him with eyes that, looking straight before her, saw nothing, They stood
upon the border of the little lake watching the shadow of the hills, the duplicate
crescent, the stars that momently showed more closely sown in the heaven be-
low as in that above. Fergus, the iron TFergus, felt the influence of the hout,
of his approaching deparlure, of the memories thranging the place and time,
and turning to his cousin took her hand and softly asked, ¢ Not one word of re-
gret for me, Frane P”

5he smtched her hand away, asking in turn, “ Do you remember when we
last stood here, Fergus? ”

“Yes, You .151-:::(1 me if you should keep or break your engagement with
Rafe Chilton.”

“Yes, and do you remember that, when T, with full heart, brought my sorrow
and my perplexity to you, you threw me off and told me that my affairs were not
yours, and that you would not interfere. Do you suppose that one such rebuff
is not enough?” The grief, so thinly cloaked by indignation, struggled up as
she spoke, and turning to meet his eyes, her own suddenly overflowed.

“That was long ago, Francia. I have changed since then,” said Fergus,
moodily ; and turning s]ightly from her, he bitterly reviewed the months of the
lust year.

“Yes, you have found what it was to love unwisely yourself since then,” ex-
claimed Francia, hastily.

Fergus faced her, and, with his i xmperlous eyes on hers, asked quietly, “ What
do you mean, Francia?”

“Nothing. " 1 did not mean to say that,” rcplied she, in confusion.

“Yes, but it is said, and now I must know what it means,” said Fergus, with
patient persistence.

¥ Well, then, I mean that when you thought my father was dead you loved
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Neria,” said Francia, softly, and turning from him to pluck the leaves from the
rustling alder at her side. '

Fergus was silent for some moments. At last he slowly said, “Some years
ago, while T was gunning among the Derkshire hills, T climbed a crag to reach a
gay tuft of Aowers blooming there. As I drew myself up, a rattlesnake, basking
on the rock, gave an alarm, and, before 1 could retreat, struck his fangs into my
arm, [ left the flowers where 1 had found them, and seating myself at the foot
of the rock, took out my hunting knife, cut away the wounded flesh, and then,
heating the knife at the fire I had just kindled, canterized the wound. A scar
" remains that no time will efface, and it was long before I could forget the pain,
but I was cured.” .

He was silent, and Francia, still plucking at the alder leaves, said, bitterly,
“Yes, such a scar must remain through life.”

“Better a life-long scar than a coward’s lingering death,” replied Fergus.

“Yes, your will decreed, then, that through torture you should retain your
life ; it decrees, now, that through other and finer torture you shall relain your
peace of mind ; but the body is forever maimed, the heart forever crushed,” said
Francia, gloomily. .

Her cousin turned her face to-his.  #Franeg,” said he, ¥ why did you escape
through the window just now, when from bebind the curtain you heard me tell
my uncle that I was going abroad 7.

Francia blushed in spite of Lerself, © You saw me then ?”

“Yes, saw and followed you, Fwanted to know why you escaped.”

“To avoid the necessily of saying that I regretfed your going,” retorted
Francia, desperate as any timid creature at bay.

“That answer deceives neither you ner me,” said Fergus, coolly.  “ Francia,
two years ago when I showed you that I loved you, or could love you, if you
Liad met me frankly and gencrously, as my love demanded, how much would
have been spared to both., You, teo, wear your scars, poor child.”

+ “ Mine is not the scar of an unrequited love,” interposed Francia, sharply.

“ No, but of a desperate attempt to love an unworthy object. Tell me, now,
Francia, why did you engage yourself to Chilton?”

“He loved me, and you—you had never said—1 thought you cared for Neria,”

“ Impatient and jealous,” prouounced Fergus, remorselessly. “ Do you know
new that you were wronz? Do you see now that by this course you so wounded
my love—"

“ No, your pride,” interrupted Francia.

“ Self-respect, ! prefer to call it, and in my nature no love can be love that is
at war with this quality, This self-respect, Francia, forbid me then to love you
who had so doulted me, as it now forbids me to love the wile of another man.
This is the knife which has cauterized my moral hurt, and well is it for me that
I had it at hand.”

Francia (urned earnestly toward hint. But you have a terrible enemy, Fer-
gus, in this darling self-reliance of yours, It is this that stands in the way of
pity and generosity, and all the gracious virtues that you lack”

¢ After the cautery should come some blessed balm, and as it soothes the
burning pain, the heart finds rest and room fox these gracious virtues. They do
not spring in the crisis of suffering and effort. Some such scothing balm as the
love of an affectionate heart, Francia.”

“ And you would ask such love with nothing to offer in return but the pleas-
ure of soothing the scar of an unforgotten passion ?” said Francia, with spirit,
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“Am I selfish? Remember, I ama man, dnd it is for you, a woman, to soften
and refine my nature, nor look too curiously at the halance of benefit between
us,” said Fergus, somewhat sadly, # Come, little Francia, let us tale what good
is left to us, and be thankful for it. Perhaps we never can go back to the.glow
and glory of a first love; perhaps you never will be the woman, or I the man
we once were to each other, but there may be betfer things in the future for
us than we can now imagine. I need the influence of ;vour warm and loving na-
ture, your grace and gayety; and you, my wilful cousin, will be none the worse
for a little training in law and order.  Will you go with me to Australia, Francia,
as my wife ?” -

Francia hesitated for a moment, and then facing him, frankly said: “ No,
Fergus, I do not like the way you have asked me to marry you, and altheugh
you seem so confident of my consent I will not give it ou such terms.  You say
I love you, or you imply it. Well, I do not deny that I do, that I have always
loved you, and that my engagement to Rafe Chilton was, as you called it but
now, & movement of impatient jealousy. And yet with all this I valne myself
too highly to take the position you would assign me. My love shall never be
used as a balm to heal the wound of another woman’s indifference ; I will not
accept permission to give you my whole life, taking in return such scraps and
fragments as are left when another has taken all that is best.  If you cannot give
me the ¢ glow ard glory’ of a full and honest love, be it first or be it second, 1
will have none. 1 will never foliow you forlornly through the world on the
chance that some indefinite future may reward me.”

“ Andl yet you own that you love me,” said Fergus, somewhat Litlerly.

“I love you so well that I would net have you marry a woman whot you
could not respect, and I respect you so much I know you could not really love a
woman who would accept the position you offer me. No, Fergus, I love you,
and [ refuse you.”

Looking steadily into her face the young man read there a determination
equal to his own; a dignity and self-respect as firmly based as those forming
the foundation of his own character, Looking deep into the soul standing in
that moment unveiled before him, Fergus saw there, qualities he had never be-
fore acknowledged, and the conviction flashed into his mind that should he lose
the prize a moment before so undervalued and new so tantalizingly withdrawn
from his grasp, the Joss would be one that every day passing over his head
should magnify until it became the lasting regret of his life.

% Francia, I am sorry to have hurt you—? began he ; and Francia, turning to
retrace her path, said quietly,

“1 am sorry you did, but I forgive you Fergus. I am sure you will regret
it-”

She moved away with unaffedted decision of munncr,\ancl Fergur, standing
discomfited and humiliated, where she left him, watched the lithe figure pass out
of his sight beneath the dewy arches of the wood, and fele, too late, the terribie
mistake which he had made. And Francia, too, despite her proud and resolute
bearing, did she not feel that this victory was almost more cruel than defeat?
Reaching the first flight of steps leading to the terrace, she sank down upon
them, faint and trembiing, and, hiding her face in her hands, wished Diiterly
that she might never stir again. .

Half an hour later somebody descended the steps and stood before her. It
was Fergus, who, returning to the house by the more direct route, had seen her
from the terrace and, after one sharp short struggle between love and pride, had
come to say :
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“Francia, T was very wrong, very much mistaken in what I said to you just
now. I do not ask your love without return; I ask itas a great and precious
gift, and I offer in return all the good of which my nature is capable. I love
you more than I myself knbw; more than I cver have or ever can, as T now DLe-
lieve, Iove any other woman. If you will accept this love, and will return it, you
need never fear that T shall forget how much it is for me to ask or you to grant.
Do not judge me by my words, Francia; they are cold and hesitating 5 but you
are able, as you showed yoursell but now, to read the thoughts and feeling be-
low the words. Read my heart, déar cousin, read it thorouglhly, and you wiil be
content.” '

He sat-beside her, and the hands clasping hers were cold and tremulous as
her own., In the dim light Francia saw how pale his face had grown, how ear-
nest his eyes, how tender his mouth, and a great joy stirred at her heart. But
the next instant, with a cry of sudden terror, she snatched away her hands,

“0, Fergus, you do not know !

“Not know what, Francia? What is it, dear 77"

% My story—my mother—"

“Good heaven, what is this! Francia, you alarm me inexpressibly. Speak
out, I pray you,” ' -

Francia wrung her hands despairingly. “Youdo not know, and I had forgot-
ten for one moment, 1 was so proud and glad that you should really love me at

last; and now, good-lLye, dear, dear Fergus, it can never, never he—never while |

we live,” She would have sprung away like a wounded fawn to hide her mortal
hort in solitude ; but Fergus seized her arm,

“ No, Francia, you shall not go until you have explained these strange words,
When you refused me just now, you gave your reason, and a geod one.  That
reason is removed by what I said just now. You ave satisfied on that point, are
you not?”

“Yes, fully satisficd ; but this other is a more terrible obstacle, for it can
never be removed. Say good-bye, dear Fergus, and let me go. It must he so.”

“Never, Francia. I demand an explanation; I demand it of your justice
and your honor, and if you are what I think you I shall not appeal to them in
vain,” said Fergus, resolutely.

“Well, then,” cried Francia, desperately, “have it, and be satisfied. Mrs.
Rhee, my father's housekeeper, was an octoroon slave whom ke bought at public
auction in Savannah. My mother was her daughter by the master who sold her.

My father married this free daughter of his slave, and I am her child, Now are

you content 7 ™

She struggled in his grasp, and when he would not let her go fell moaning at
his feet in a passion of shame and grief too deep for tears. Fergus, grasping
her wrists with unconscious viclence, stood looking down at her in mute aston-
ishment and dismay. Presently he raised her to her feet, and seating her again
upon the step, asked, quietly:

“3Vill you promise to remain heve until I return 2>

“¥es,” whispered the girl, her head falling helplessly upon her breast, her
arms and nerveless fingers hanging straight beside her.

Fergus looked at lLier a moment; and then, with slow and measured steps,
disappeared in the shadows of the grove. An hour had nearly gone when he
retarned, and seating himself beside Francia, who had never moved, put his
arms around Ler, and laid her head upon his breast,

“So let me shelter you so long as we both live,” said he. “I would not
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yield to the impulse that bid me say so at first, for I dared not trust an impulse,
T would not risk wronging you by saying what [ might repent. But that impulse
came from the inmost chamber of my heart; it is as vital as my conscience,
Francia, darling wife that you shall be if you will, never fancy that I remember
this in the future. You could not but tell me, and yet I would have you ferget
that you have told me as soon as may be, lest at some time you may fancy me
so0 base as to point at it should I treat you less tenderly than 1 ought.”

“T never should suspect you of a meanness, Fergus. I know you too well”

 But this secret, Francia, calls for such added consideration and delicacy on
my part, such thoughtful care and honer, that I fear my own harsh, hard nature ;
and yet if I understand myself at all, I do not think I can fail to make you feel
how all my life and hepes and chance of becoming other and better than I am
are bound up in you, Francia, will you trust me 27

“With my life, and my soul,” whispered Francia.

And on her lover’s arm she leant,
And round her waist she felt it fold,
And far across the lulls they went
In that new world which is the old,

CHAPTER XLI.
L'ENVOI,

THE story is done, and in leaving these our friends and somelime associates
to the chances of the future, we may please ourselves in remembering that each
and nll of them have learned at the hands of that stern mentor, Experience, les-
sons which rightly applied should insure peace, content and beneficent influences
to the coming years. :

Forestalling the secrets of those years, we may fancy Vaughn and Neria, in
harmony at last with each other and with life, the noble, dignified and gracicus
heads of a well-ordered bousehold, ruling their children and their dependents
with such loving wisdom, such mild authority, that the law becomes delight, and
obedience is as involuntary as affection.

We see Fergus and Francia, returning after years of exile, happy in them-
sclves and in each other, the asperities of his character softened, as the weak-
nesses of hers are strengthened by the harmonizing influences of time and love,
and we no longer fear lest harshness on the one hand, or levity on the other
should destroy the happiness so long desired, so hardly won.

And Claudia ? Yes, let us hope even for Claudia, for under the sin and pas-
sion and weakness that have hurried her to shipwreck, lies a great, strong heart,
a heart whose deepest fountains were stirved while she lay upon her knees at
Neria’s fcet that day in the lonely farm-house, and heard that the husband she
had wronged would even yet forgive and grant her the opportunity for repent-
ance that she had-counted already lost,

Yes, Glaudia, though thy sins were as scarlet, there is a Fountain wherein
they may be washed white. And so, bidding them and you good-bye, O friend,
let me hope that what has been told may have taught some lesson, however

vague ; may have won to momentary forgetfulness some aching heart, or solaced

an idle hour for those whose hearts have not yet léarned to ache; may have

stirred an aspiration in the forecasting mind of youth, or a tender memory in

that of age; or, failing all eise, may have awakened one friendly feeling toward

the narrator who lingeringly and regretfully closes this the happy toil of months.
THE END. '




