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LOVE IN A MAZE.

PART 1.

CHAPTER 1I.
THE COQUETTE'S COUNSEL.

Two maidens, in the bloom of youth, were
in a front chamber of a large and splendid
mansion on Madison avenue, late one after-
noon in Decerber, 1806

One was reclining on a sofa covered with
amber-colored silk, looking at some papers
lying on a table before her. Her form was
exquisitely symmetrical, and rounded into
slight embonpoiné; her features were piguant
and pretty, and her complexion a clear olive
with & rich rose-tin$ in the cheeks, Her eyes
were long, almond-shaped, dark hazel, and
shaded by black lashes, corresponding with the
penciled line of eyebrows, and the jetty rings
clustering on her forehead. From this low
forehead the masses of raven hair were brush-
ed back and laid in a massive coil on the top
of her head. Every lock that could escape
from this confinement curled in willtul dedi-
unce of order, adding a picturesque grace of
its own to the dusky framing of the face,

Her companion sat in a cushioned easy-
chair, holding a small hand-mirvor, in which
she was contemplating the coiffure she had
just finished. 1t was a simple one; her hair
waved, without clustering in rings, and was
brown, with -a tinge of chestnut. It was
brushed back, and the light ringlets hung on
either side to her neck, Her face was inter-
esting from the depth of character it revealed,
The features wers strongly ontlined, but class-
i¢ in regularity, and were marked by a pen-
sive expression in repose; though they lighted
up into beauty when she smiled. Her com-
plexion was fair and elear, without color, ex-
cept when it was called up by some transient

excitement.

The habitual air was thoughtful and earn-
ost, in contrast to the changeful spirit of her
friend, whose mirth would burst forth as sud-

» denly and brightly as the flash of April sun-

shine, while joy danced in her dusky eyes, and
her clear, ringing laugh infected all in her
presence,

Miss Ruhama Seaforth laughed a great deal,
and too often at what others thought grave
matters, She could be angry, too, and curl

queen who ever walked the stage; but she more
frequently found subjects for merriment thau
indignation.

In short, Huhama might be called a butter-
fly or a fairy, or anything that suited a poet’s
fancy, expressive of her habit of roving from
one attractive scene to another in search of
amusement. .

Olive Weston more aptly represented a peri,
or a wood-nywmph, of the floating, contemplu-
tive, meditative order.

These two girls had formed a close friend-
ship at school, and promised each other, when
the time for parting eame, to malntain it
through life. Their studies had been the same,
and their soeinl position—in different circles—
was equal, though fortune had been diverse in
her gifts,

Ruhama Seaforth was the daughter of a
wealthy banker, and the party to come off that
evening was to be given in her own drawing-
rooms, She had sent for Olive to spend $wo
or three days with her, that together they
might superintend the making of their ball
dresses, and the decorative arrangements gene-
rally. The girl’s mother had died when she
was a child, and a spinster aunt superintended
the household,

Miss Weston's father was a lawyer, in good
practice, but baving no fortune. His residenceo
was a handsome country-seat some ten miles
up the Hudson, and looking on the river from
the: summit of a green slope sprinkled with
shade-trees,

Olive’s mother was an invalid, and on her
account the family made frequent visits to the
city in cold weather, stopping 'at one of the
hotels for several days ab a time,

Both the young girls had been introduced
into society, and had mingled in the gayeties
of a metropolitan winter since they had left
school.

When her mother was not well enough to
chaperone her, Olive went out with some
friend; often with Mrs. Blount and her daugh-
ter Kmily, neighbors of her parents, who spent
all the winter months in town. s

It would be bard to say whether Ruhama or
Olive had been most admired. 'Their styls of

her lip scornfully, and look aeiafyg 6?(: guuty was o very different.
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In point of mental cultivation Miss Weston
was superior, for she inherited her father's
literary tastes, and spent much of her time in
judicions reading. She wus accustomed also
to read to her mother, who Joved poetry and
the drama; and, possessing a native dramatic
faculity, had become artistic in her elocution.

Both girls had fine musical eulturs, though
neither had extraordinary talent for the art,

# Now, child,” said Olive, after an unusual
silence, ‘it is time for you to try on your
dress.” '

T will send for lights,” answered Ruhama.
“ The silk must be seen by gaslight, you know
Have you tried yours? .

“VYes; and the alterations are made.”

“Then ring the bell, please, and let Ada
bring my dress.” .

The gas was lighted, the shutters were
closed, and the amber silk curtains lowered.
Their swéeping folds corresponded with the
delicate rick groundwork of the earpet, which
was sob off by large bouquobs of roses, tulips,
and other bright flowers, with leaves of vivid
green,

The wardrobe, burean, and large pieces of
furniture were of polished rosewoud; the
Psyche glass reflected the full length figure;
and the rest of the furniture corresponded in
spiendor,

The surroundings well matched the beauty
of the two fair creatures, who had both made
their entrance into life with such promise of
success,

After the dresses were fitted and pronounc-
ed perfect, they were taken off, and the two
gat to dinner, served in their reom on this occa-
sion. There was half an hour yet for loung-
ing before the momentous business of dressing
need be commenced. The talk they fell into
will help to show the character of each.

“You say you never cared to bsa belle,
Olive,” observed Rubama. * Now, don’t play
sentimental to-night, Suppose we change
characters? I will be gentle and dignified, and
you shall sport coguetry.” .

“ I am quite ignovant of the art.”

“Oh, it is easy enough! Ifis the perfume
to the rose; the color to the violet; the music
to the strings of an instrument, You can keep
a score of admirers in suspense at the same
time."”

“You are not so heartless, Ruhama, as to
think that a trinmph!”

 Ah, you need 1ot look so demure! Come,
I ans resolved you shall begin this evening to
taste the joy of flirtation! I will play into
your hands. There is Tom Wyast, for.one—
But why do you color sp? Olive—naughty
girl, you have been keeping a setret from me.
You dare not say you are engagel to Tom”’

“ No, Ruhama, for it woald not be true!”

“Then why do you blush like a milkmaid, I
should like to knowy”

“ Not because I care for him,” returned
-Olive, with a little laugh of embarrassment,
113 Bub__’!

“But what? Come, you will have to con-
fess. You cannot hide anything from me that
I will not dig ount. Ah! I remember now;
Tom’s messenzer brought something to you
yesterday afternoon; what was it?
not tell me of anything, and T forgot to ask.”

' 4Tt was not worth your being curious about,
Ruhama!

“ It wasg, if you make a mystery of it; and
you look as guilty as possible, this very min-
ute. Come, what was it?”

HQOnly—a letter,” :

“0Only a letter! And what had Mr. Tom to
write to you about? You may aswell tell me,
Olive for if you don’t I shall ask him.”

She had taken Olive by the shoulders, and

peered into her face with a comical expression .

of determined authority.
‘Mixs Weston drew a note from her pocket.
“ Here it is,” she said.
discreet, [ beg of you, for once in your life,
Ruhama.”

Tha girl took the dainty little missive, and

looked suddenly serioas,

i A declaration of lovel Drawnup in regu-
lar form. Good in love and law!”’

¢ (Five it back to mel”

"And taking it from her friend’s hand, Olive 1
twisted the note up, lighted it at the gas-jet, |-
and when it was in a blaze threw it on the i

bearth nnder the polished grate.

“Did I ever see such coolness!” exclaimed
“ Burn & love-letter in that stylel I

Ruhama.
You must be a heavtless girl!”

#An avownl of love ought bo put out of

sight and out of wmind, too, unless—"

“ Uunless the love is returned! And what
answer did you send to this? Or have you
seut any &’

¢ Cortainly; I sent a prompt retusal.”

A refusal! Poor Tom! Well, I never
dreamed of this! I never thought Tom’s wings
were clipped ”

“ It was a great surprise to mo, I assure you
If I had ever flirted with him, I should blame
myself severely,”

“ No; Ihave done all the flirting. And to
think he should propoese to you, and not to
e .”9

Do you cars for him, Rulkama”

“Not tho toss of a” glove! ButIown to a
little mortification. Tom is a dead flirt him-
self, and, considering the sport we have had,
it does a~tonish me that he should go and send
you such & matter-of-fact, hearty, passionate
declaration! The words seemed to barn! 1

did not give him ecredit for such depth of na-

ture. He was always light and trivolous with
me. To think you should have been the one
to bring such a vich heart to the surfuce and
the light!”

“1f you could not love him, Ruhama, you
surely cannot wish for the opportunity of re- i;

fusing him!”
¢ (h, nol

You did

“ Read it, and be

I never had the least desire to i
hurt his feelings: not the least in the world!
I did not know he had any to spealk of; aud 1 ;
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confess to a little disappointment. He was
such an excellent subject for coquetry.”

¢« Rubama, you wrong yourself by pretend-
ing to be such a coquette.”

i A coquettel” eried the girl, resuming her
vivacity. ¢ Ob, & coquette is like a butterfly,
roving from flower to flower and sipping the
gweets of all, while his own wings are unfet-
tered, Variety prevents the taste from being
cloyed or wearied; and the dread of losing the
airy, dancing phantom stimulates to a per-
petual chase. Only try it, Olive, for oncel’

¢ What would be the worth of success?”

“It is the most potent love-charm in the
world. You have heard of such things?

4] read of one in a French novel,”

“And [ found a pretty story of one in my
Ttalion lesson. One of Count Montagno's
danghters, Giulia, had a gold bodkin of a
witeh, and wore it in her hair. The spell
caused a Marchese to transfer his afections
from his betrothed bride to Giulia, and he
would have married her, but, somehow, she
offended the witeh the night before her wed-
ding: the bodkin fell out of her hair and the
charm was broken. So the Marchese returned
to his first love,”

“ Fhe moral of your storyproves the evil of
such arts.” ‘

**Oh, no!
disputable!”

Olive shook her head.

“1 am determined, my dfar, that you shall
canry the spell to-night., 4f no other consider-
ation will move you, let me tell you, you are
too lovely.to be spared by the shafts of envy,
and we shall have some wallflowers in the
party. I know all about o certain person's at-
tentions to you; and I do not want to be no-
ticed as the friend of the poor girl who is in
love with @ man who cares so little about her,
That would be a variation of ‘the house that
Jack built’ not at all to my mind.”

“ Ruhama!” exclaimed Olive, with a look of
surprise and reproach.

“Thers, don't be angry! It doesn't becoms
your style at all! It suits mine better, I wilk
do all the resentment for yon. Come; ib is
time for us to dress; and here comes the maid
to help us.” ’

The power of the charm was in-

CHAPTER II
THE TWO SISTERS.

A LoNeLY district of sterile land stretches
for miles along a part of the coast overlocking
the wild and stormy Atlantic.

1t is a broad bluff; the face of the cliff be-

ing for the most part sheer, precipitous, and
piled with broken rocks. The ground isjonly
cultivated in spots Lere and there; the rest is
a dreary waste, with only a sparse growth of
trees, balf denuded of their leaves even in
summer by the fierce blasts that sweep the
common, ‘

At Dbarren intervals were seon defached
dwellings of logs or stone, Inhabited by

wreckers, & disreputable class, always ready
to reap their harvest from the woes of the nn-
fortunate, though boastful that on many occa-
sions they had saved the lives of the drowning,
while seeking to rob them of the plunder the
waves had spared.

A remote and gloomy-looking house of large
size, and sheltered by a few old trees, with a
spacious garden in the rear, stood hali a mile
back from the bluff, looking seaward.

This house had been for years the residence
of a retired merchant, a little past middle age,
His name was Rashleigh. He had come from
the city, it was rumpered, in disgust at the.
ways of the world; for he indulged his misan-
thropical tastes by secluding himself from the
society of his fellow-men. The neighbors said
he had accumulated enough to live on without
labor; for his supplies were brought regularly
from the city to the nearest railway station,
and fetched thence in his wagon, which he
drove with a single horse, He lived with his
wife, and a eolored woman who did the work
of the household, Silas, the man-servant, who
usually went to market, and occasionally of
errands, had shortly before left the house.

The habits of Bennet Rashleigh being so un-
racial, he never welcomed a guest. It was the
opinion of many who knew him that he had
been guiity of some frandualent transaction, by
which he had acquired, if not wealth, at leas}
competence, and that the eonsciousness of ill-
desert had given him this misanthropical ten-
deney.

His wife seemed even a more extraordinary
person, It was known that the pair did nof
live in harmony; but all were ready to aver
that disagresment could not be the woman's
fault. She had never been known to retorn
answers to the jibes or reproofs hurled at her
by her husband, nor to show resentment at ill
usage. His naturslly sullen and churlish tem-
per was aggravated by intemperate habibs,
and scenes often occurred which severely tried
the wife's patience. But she bore all meekly,
fulfilling all her household duties with care
and exactness,

With her own hands she prepared the
dainties often required by the master at his
meals, and even his bowl of teddy at night.
1f it were not hot and ready for him when he
returned from a wallk, he would growl and
storm at the uncomplaining creature; and she
would bear in silence what would have roused
her negro assistant to a sharp retort.

Some incidents that had occurred ten years
before had given her strengthened motives for
gelf-control and reticence, They were then
living in the same dwelling; but the dame's
habits were more active, and she was in the
practice of making excursions to the eity,
though at rare intervals.

Ou one of these, she was detained later in
the afternoon than usual, It was near dark
when she left a shop where she had purchased
various materials for clothing. Carrying her
parcels, she uPrned the next corner on her way
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to the ferry, when she saw a slender form
leaning against a pile of boxes, apparently
faint with exhanstion. Something in the air
of the young stranger—for she was evidently
youthful—showed her superiority to the com-
mon vagrant.

Mrs. Rashleigh went to her assistance.

“Lean on me, madam; you are ill! Shall I
help you into the shop?”

The wan face turned slowly toward her.

A cry burst from the pale lips.

“ Letty " exclaimed the stranger.

At the same instant Letty had recogmnized
the forlorn one.

¢ Albertinel” she exclaimed,
you#’

She clasped the drooping form in her arms
and placed it upon one of the boxes, which she
arranged as a seat. With tears, embraces,
and endearing words, she gathered to her heart
the sister she had not seen for five long years,

‘“ And he who enticed you to fly with him
from your home left yuu to perish thus!”
Mrs. Rashleigh moaned, in her sympabhet;w
distress.

“He—my husband? Oh, Letty, how you
wrong him!” murmured her sister. “I am
too weak to toll you now; I have not tastea
food to-day; let me go home to my child ™

“I willgo with you, Albertine, dear. Only
wait 4 moment.,"”

Bhe hwrried into the groeery close by, and
retwrned with a bottle of wine and some bis-
cuits, She persuaded her sister to taste them,
and motioned for an empty carriage that was
passing, to which her parcels were transferred.

They drove t0 a poor tenement house neair
the river, which was now the home of the un
happy Albertine.

As they ascended the rickety stairs to her
room, she stopped at oue of the landings,
whers a kind neighhor had kept her little
danghter. The child was asleep on the bed.
The mother took her in her arms, and Letty
helped to carry her up-stairs,

There, in the scantily-furnished room, with
the fair child still asleepon the pallet of straw,
Albertine told her story. Her antecedents
were these:

BShe had lived with Lotty after the marriage
of thoe elder sister; but Rashleigh's tyranny
made his home utberly distasteful to the girl;
and she yielded to the persuasions of a lover
whont the churlish brother-in-law had forbid.
den the house, and eloped with him,

“See, I have our marriage certiflcate, with
that of my child’s birth and baptisin,” she
said, showing some papers she took out of a
yellow box. “Charlie was kind—oh, how
kind to me! and I was happy, though we were
s0 very poori?

“Why did you not write to me?' asked the
elder sistor, through her fast-falling tears,

“Idid; T wrote several fimes. Is it possi-
ble yon did not get my lettersy’

‘¢ Rashleigh must have destroyed them, He
was 50 angry at your marriage. He had made

“ Can this be

another match for you, with one of his rich
friends.

“1 thought, Letty, after that, you did not
ears to hear of me, and s I wrote no more.
But we wanted nothing while dear Charlie
lived.”

{ He is dead, then

My husband? do you think we should be
here—in this den-—if Charlie was alive? He
cared for me to the last, And, a fortnight be-
fore he died, the news came that he was rich
—that a fortune had been left to hjml”

‘A fortune??

“Yes; it was all in the b&nker ] hands His
unclo had willed it. And Charley had to em-
ploy an agent; for he was too ill to go out or
leave his room; and I could not leave him,
The agent prom1sed to attend to everything,
and he did, while Charlie lived.”

“My poor Albertine!”

“I was delirious for weeks after he died.
The nurse gave me the papers when I recover-
ed my senses. There they all wers, and a
memorandumm in Charlie’s writing, and uander
geal and witnessed, leaving all he had to me—
his wife—1to use and keep for his child—onr
little RElodie,”

The pale mother glanced toward the sleep-
ing innocent.

““ But how s it, then—" began Letty.

“ Liet me tell you as briefly as I canj for my
strength is failing. The agené would not give
rae the papers about the funds, He pretend-
ed he had been appointed a trustee, and said
he would bring me an allowance every month,
I was forced t0 be content with this, The al-
lowance wins enough to keep us, and I laid by
a little, in hopes after awhile to be able to get
legal help and compel the dishonest man to
give me conirol of what rightfully belonged
to me. So [ signed the orders he brought me
from timeo to time, so that he could draw the
money from the banker’s. Whenever I asked
him ahout it he would tell me my husband had
wished it'so and so, I was wealk and ailing
most of the time,”

“0Oh, if you had only come back to mel”
wailed the sister,

“1 was afruid—afraid of Rashlelgh—Letty,
You know how grasping ho always was. I
was afraid he might get hold of the property,
and wrong my child in some way.”

Letty only answered by tears.

50 wa lived—-I and Elodie—for two years.
At last the agoent cut short the allowanee one-
half, and then more still. He told me the
money was running short; but I knew it could
not be so,”

¢ Vou should have had advice.”

““Then I lost sight of the man altogether,
He came no niore to see me, and I could not
find him at his office. I did not know the
bauker’s name, I was helpless. Then we had
to give up our lodgings and move hers. I
have lived by getting small jobs of work while
I was strgng enough; and ail my dresses were
pawned.” .

~were blue and Triltiant.
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# Oh, Albertine!” cried her sister, weeping
bltterly, “it was cruel not to come to me!”

“] thought you would not be allowed fo
help me, And, then, I was g0 wealkened by
gickness! J ust this morning I went out to in-
quire along Wall street for the banker who
held my husband’s property. I have walked
miles and learned nothing, You know the
rest.”

The sister roused herself.

“ Now, Albertine,” she said, ““my home is
yours again, I will never, never part with
you. You sha.ll come with me—this very
night,”

i Not to-night, Letty. I am too weal!”

“ You must eat heartily -first, to get
strength, Is the' fire burning? I can soon
prepara supper.”

She laid some sticks, and heaped coke on
them in the grate. In a few moments there
was & cheerful blaze,

i Now, I will be gone but & moment.?

Ta.kmg up a basket, she went rapidly down-
stairs. She returned shortly with a delicate
bird, some fresh eggs, tea and coffee, bread
and butter and other elements of a comfort—
able repast, Thers was a pitcher of milk for
the child. . :

The little girl roused herself from slumber
while these preparations were going on. Pres-
ently she slid from the bed and came close to
the fire.

She was about five years old, apparently.
Fair as a lily, there was a tint of the wild rose
in either cheek, and her curls of pale-gold clus-
tered around her hond and neck. Her eyes

She laughed as she seated herself before the
alluring blaze, and asked if Santa Claus had
seut them a good supper, and a nice old lady
to cook it

% This is your aunt Lebty, my love,” said the
mother, ¢ You have heard of this dear aunt.
She loves mamima and Elodie!”

The child rose, came to [Mrs. Rashleigh and
put her little arms around her neck, kissing
her familiarly.

#1 have heard of my good aunt Letty,”she
lisped. “Mamma and I say prayers for her
overy night; dor’t we, mammat”

“Then you did not forget me, Albertine,
since you taught your child to pray for me!”

Supper was placed on the table. The little
girl ate her bread and milk anda piece of ome-
let, with keen appetite; but the mother could
scarcely be persuaded to take the broiled bird,
She drank two cups of tea with feverish eager-
ness,

“ Now, Letty, you must go,” she said.
Rashleigh will be angry.”

1 shall not leave you to-night, my sister.
T could not get home after eight o'clock., I
will stay all night, and to-morrow I will take
you with me.”

41 have no bed to offer you.”

¢ T will sit up and sleep. If Icouid only see
you eat something more!”

€ Mr,

“It i5 so long since mamma had & good
supper,” said the child, “she forgets how it
tastes,”

“ Lot me make you a bit of toast.”

Albertine could not eat, though she fried,
for Letty’s sake,

¢ I will have a doctor see you before we go
away to-morrow,” said the elder sister.

Mrs. Rashleigh was accommodated with a
hed, by one of the poor lodgers on the same
floor; and Albertine slept the deep sleep of ut-
ter exhaustion,

Elodie was playing about the floor, langh-
ing and dancing, when Letty went in to the
room in the morning. She lighted the flre and
prepared a tempting breskfast, of which the
child partook with relish; but the mother could
eat nothing. Then her anxioussister went out
for a doetor, and was fortunate enough to find
one who came without delay.

“ Mrs, Sterns,” he said—-calling the invalid
by her married name—*‘is suffering under

ore debility induced by overwork and poor
food, There is no reason why she should not
regain strength, with change of scene,”

He rofused the fee proffered by Mrs, Rash-
leigh, and went out. .
Letty busied herself with preparations for
removal; dressed the child warmly, and wrap-
ped her sister in a shawl folded over her serge
dress. Beyond the box that held Albertine's
papers and a few relics, there was mothing

worth taking away.

When the rent had been paid, there was just
enough left in Letty’s purse for the carriage
to the ferry, and the journey home, She had
Listened fto no remonstrance from her sis-
ter.

Thus they traveled till the train set them
down, and ancther carriage conveyed them to
the house by the seacoast.

CHAPTER IIL
THE COQUETRY OF AN HOUR.

TaE ball-rcom gayety was at ifs hight,

In the spacious and magnificentr drawing-
rooms the brilliant lights, and music, and flow-
ers, and merry voices, and graceful floating
forms contributed to the gorgeous confusion,
always relgmng where the gay and young
meet to enjoy the passing hour.

The rich profusion of bouguets and fra.gramt
pyramids of bloom, wherever there was room
for a vase to stand, symbolized the overflow-
ing happiness of many innocent heuarts,

There was the usnal gquantity of eager hopes
and disappointed expectations; of heart-yearn-
ings and heart-burnings; of raptures and ri-
valnies; of jealousy and generosity; of mirth
and melancholy; of joy and grief.

Among the brightest in the throng was Olive
Weston, She wore a pale-blue silk with a
cloud-like over-dress of white tulls, looped up
on one side with a delicate spray of flowers,
and confined with a blue sash. A single roso
was in her bosom, s rose she bad taken oub of
o glass in her room, having cherished it sev-
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eral days with special care. There was an un-
usual color in her cheeks, and her lips were
resolutely cgmpressed; her eyes were often
downeast, bgit lifted now and ¢hen with a flash
of somethigiz like scorn, as her glance swept
the eircle Jound her.

In her disturbed bosom lurked the sting Ru-
hama’s wirds had implanted; and whoenever
she felt it most acutely, her manner took an
additional haughtiness, or she bent her head
more eagerly to listen to her companion’s re-
marks.,

She could not belp thinking it unaccount-
ably singular, considering what had passed,
that the most pertinaciously devoted among all
her admirers was Tom Wyatt. He lingered
ever at her side.

He was a gay, dashing young fellow, full of
wit and humor and fancy, and an experienced
eritic in all matters of taste. With all his vi-
vacity, she had always thought he possessed
an excellent heart; and Olive was utterly at a
loss to account for his undiminished spirit,

Had he not received her raply to his letter—
her rejection of bis suit? Or was he striving
to heal the wound to his vanity by showing
himself heart-whole?

She could not solve the mystery. Perhaps
it was because one more interesting o her was
absorbing her faculties of observation and re-
flection.

A gentleman of distinguished aspect had en-
tered the room. Though young, his form was
broad as well as tall, promising a future devel-
opment of great muscular strength. ¢ What
a noble figure,” would have been the passing
remark of any stranger; and his face matched
it in nobleness, A high and broad forehead,
shaded by curling brown hair; eyes of dark-
gray, piercing, bright, with depth of meaning;
& healthy but pale complexion, and features
cast in manly mold; an expression frank, hon-
est and eandid, bat dashed: often with some-
thing like hauteur; all about him won admir-
ation, while undue familiarity was checked,

Claude Hamilton had never been what is
called a beau, or & general gailant; he rather
avoided the society of lndies in general, and
altogether despised flirbation. But he had of-
ten sought Miss Weston'’s society.

She felt her oheeks tingle with the sudden
flush as she canght sight ot him. The nextin-
stant, in humilisting consciousness, she turned
her face away, atfected to he excessively en-
tertained by something her companion wasg
saying to her, and nervously toyed with her
fan. Tom -Wyatt tgok it from her hand, and
stood fanning her gt intervals, bending over
her with the devotgd air of a gallant knight.

Claude Hamiltuh approached, and for her
life Olive could not help looking up., Their
eyes met for an fnstant; he passed her with a
cold bow, and went on to join a group at the
other end of the reom.

What could this strange greeting meant
thought the girl. He had always seemed so
bappy tosee her, and how eagerly hitherto he

had songht her in' the most crowded assem-
blage.

Bhe stole another glance, for he was not out
of sight. He was not talking with any one;
his air was abstracted and melancholy; he
seemed to keep aloof trom her sedulously.

What could have brought about the change?
Surely she had done notiing to offend him]

She forgot the compliments Tom Wyats
was pouring into her ear, the mumur of ad-
miration around her, while she tried to solve
this enigma,

Then the recollection of what Ruhama had
hinted at flashed upon ker mind, and summon-
ed back her woman's pride. iShe had forgot-
ten that evil tongues—women’s tongues, of
course—bad commented on her evident enjoy-
ment, of Claude Hamilton's society., He, per-
haps, had heard the ill-natured rumors or re-
marks, and, more tender of her good name
than herself, or alarmed for his own, bad re-
solved on this avoidance,

The idea stung Olive to the very soul, Had
she, indeed, fallen so low! She fancied all
eyes turned on her o read ber heart, and ses
how much of it had gone out of her own keep-
ing. How many envious rivals were exulting
in the shame and pain they saw betrayed in
her looks!

This must be hidden from all eyes; not one
of them must even surmise the load of morti-
fication and anguish that had so nearly erush-
ed her. He, ot all others, must not know it.
The erimson of indignation and defiance rmish-
ed to her cheeks; the fire of seli-assertion
flashed from her eyes. Bhe assumed a gayety
she did not feel, and entered volubly into con-
versation, ‘

Her triend, Rubhama, might well have fan-
cied she was practicing, to the best of her
power, the lessons in coquetry she had taught
her,

Yire long Rubama came up to Olive, touch-
ad her arm, and begged her to play and sing.

The lovely brunette was bewitching in am-
bur silk, profusely trimmed with white point
lace; flounces, bertha, and lace underslesves.
Rubies glowed on her neck and arms, Na-
tural japonicas looked like snow in her davic
hair, She was laughing, and her parted lips
diselosed the whitest little teeth in the world.

Miss Weston took her seat at the piano, and
played an air from Don Giovanni. The depth
of her violet eyes grew more brilliant, and the
rose-tint on her cheok brighter than ever, whila
no one dreamed of the mingled pain and plea-
sure at her heart, that gave the unwonted
bloom and fire.

Ruhama, with her eyes full of mirthful mis-
chief, stood listening to the music, beating time
with her fan, and noticed that young Hamilton
had drawn near and was earnestly regarding
the fair musician.

Olive’s voice trembled in spite of herself as
she sung the words, “mi trema wn poco i cor.”
Suddenly lifting hor eyes she met Claude's fix-
ed gaze, .
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When the song was ended, Hamilton had
laft the room,

Tom Wyatt stood close by, and offered his
arm. to the singer, He remarlked carelessty:
© wQgr friend Hamilton is out of sorts to-
night; but he will soon get over it. I heard
him say just now he is to leave the city for
Europe almost immediately.”

(live felt the blood recede swiftly from her
cheek. It nesded all her self-control to hide
$he pain inflicted by the words of the young
man., With a desperate effort, she managed
to clothe her expression of surprise and regret
in language cold and measured enough for the
occasion, .

Going away! Would she ever see him again?
Going-—and withont an adieu; without one
word to her! :

These thoughts rung dolefully in her heart.
How many

+ Gentle wishes long subdusd,
Subdued and c¢herished long,'
woere laid prostrate by those eruel wordsl

-Ruhawma saw her grow pale; saw her fea-
tares work with the pain she could not conceal,
and ran to her,

“You are faint with the hoeat!” she cried.
“Come with me! No—Mr, Wyabt! I know
best how to doctor her,” and she drew her
friend through the French window out into the
conservatory.

Swiltly along the flower-bordered path she
led her, till she stopped beside the largest foun-
tain; and there she placed the girl on a rastic
seat,

“ Now, tell me alll” she said.

Olive could no longer restrain her tears.

She managed to falter a half confession,
blaming herselt for conduct so foreign to her
nature and her judgment,

“ For what can you blame yourseli?” asked
Ruhama, while she stilled a little twinge of
self-reproach.

¥ for Leing influenced by the silly fear of
being thought to vaiue Mr, Hamilton's atten-
tious—into playing a part so foreign to my
character, What must he have thought of
me¢’

“ Had he any claim on you that gave him a
right to find faule with your coquetry? |

* Noj but I aun not the less humiliated.”

‘“T'hen, in the name of woman's pride, do
get up spirit envugh to think no more of a
man who can serve you so! I would have
pledged my life that Hamilton really loved
you! And to set people talking Ly avoiding
you, and then depart so suddenlyl To go
awway and leave the country—as we hear he
means to do—without explanation!”

“ Hush, Rubama!”

#1 would have my revenge! And you can!
Did not Tom Wyatt send you a sincere, im-
passioned love-letter?

“You know, Rohama, I sent him my an-
swer yesterday.” .

“But you can recall it, Tom is, in my
opinion, worth half a dozen of such timid, ea-

Why not aceept him#*

pricious admirers as Mr, Hamilton, Tell Tom
you have reconsidered the matter.”

“ Ruhama, you are incorrigible
you jest on such a subjeet!l”?

“Tom has been your shadow all the even-
ing. You can easily do it. Bless me! Here
ig the pentleman himself, come to look after
us both¢ He shall bring you baclk.”

And the lively girl, pressing her friend’s
hand significantly, hurried away, just as
Wyatt’s honest face of concern came into view,

He took the seat near Qlive, who had recov-
ered her self-possession, nnd was able to an-
swer with something like sprightbliness to his in-
quiries after her health. Anything rather
than let him know the cause of her indisposi-
tion.

The young lady rose to return to the draw-
ing-room., But Wyatt detained her.

He looked unusually grave,

“The letter my boy took you yesterday "—
he began, in a faltering tone,

“It was answered immediately,” replied
Olive, ‘“Surely you received the answer, It
was by post wishin an bour.”

Tom essayed to speak, but seemed strangely
embarrassed. His voice failed entirely, He
covered his fuce with his handkerchief,

Qlive eould never endure the sight of suffer-
ing; and this wus of her own iuflieting! Anoth-
er fruit of her coquetry of an hour!

She feit herseli redponsible for tho delusive
hopes she had reawakenad; the bitter disap-
poinfment! In selt-reproach she also covered
her oyes to conceal the tasf-ilowing tears.

“ My, Wyntt,” she said, db last, ¢ believe me,
this causos me as muck: pain as yourself. - You
took me so by surprise! It grieves ine more
than I can oxpress, that a temporary misun-
derstanding—" -

The young gentleman removed his handker-
chief from his face; from ‘‘eyes unconscious
of o tear.” A peal of langhter, the more im-
pressible from having evidently been violently
struggled against, burst on the young lady’s
astonished ears. .

“Mr, Wyatt!” she exclaimed, recoiling in
amazement,

“ Pardon me, but I cannot—by George! I
cannot help is!” stammered the pseudo lover,
indulging in a second burst of merriment,

i ‘Phis conduct ig inexplicablel” said Miss
Weston, indignantly, as she turned away,

st Stay—one moment, I beg—! can explain
it,” eried Tom. ‘ Vou were deceived, Miss
Waeston, by the fact that the letter was taken
to your house by the boy in my office. I only
diseovered the mistake an hour before I came
this evening, and I have been watching for an
opporsunity tostell you all about it. That let-
ter was nof written by mal?

st Not written by you!” exclaimed the girl.

“ No, Miss Weston; and you may remember
if my boy left word who was with me whon he
was senf,”

“ He left no message. It was an anonymous
joke then?’

How can
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¢ Anonymous?”

“ The letter—the declaration---had no signa-
ture,”

¢ Is it possible!
dolt!”?

‘Tt was not signed at all. From the fact
that your messenger brought it, I inferred that

_ it was from you.”

“Oh, no! I have the honor to be the hum-
blest among your friends; but—what & deuced
seurvy triek that—to serve a man! I owe him
& dozen grudges for it!”

“Whe, if you please, sir?” demanded-Olive,
her eyes flashing resenfment. ‘ Who wirote
the lettersd”

“The blandering idiot was Claude Hamil-
ton1”

The girl's lips moved torepeat the nams, bub
they uttered no sound. She grew pale for a
moment; then the color rushed back in tor-
rents to her face. Bbe turned away, and cov-
ered her tace with her hands,

“T have much to pardon, as well as your-'

self, Miss Weston, to Hamilton's silly basbrul-
ness, for having procured me your indignation,
Monstrous impudent you must have thought
me, oo, in ehatting with you so carelessly to-
night after you had rejected me.?

“Ho—does he not know of the mistake?
faltored Glive.

“No, not yet; but he shall pay me out
for it—the blundering blockhead! He came
into my office, aslced for paper to write a note,
and tore up half a quire bofore he could suit
himself, Then he asked me t0 send it to the
address. . And this morning I got your rejec
tion of my suit, which astonished me not a lit-
tle. I did not understand it at all, till I ques-
tioned my boy to-day, and learned where he
had taken Hamilton's note,”

Olive listened like one in a dream, Then
that was the cause of Claude's avoidance! He
had declared hislove for her; but had recsived
no answer to his avowal. "To this apparent
contempt ghe had added the coquettish gayety
which he must have thought assumed in mock-
ery of his feelings! He bad acted fooliskly in
his timidity and distrust; but what must he
think of her?

She sighed deeply.

“ Never mind!” said Tom, as he offered his
arm to lead her back to the rooms. I will
see Hamilton to morrow, and rate him well for
his stupidity "

The girl did not speak. Her heart was full.
Hardly yet she dared give admission to the
hope that came like a sunbeam across the
gloom that had oppressed her,

There was some confusion as they entered
the parlors, still thronged with the gayly-at-
tired guests. The dance had been suddenly
interrupted. Persons were moving to and tro
hurriedly.

*“There she is!" cried one or two voices.

Then Olive saw Rohama coming quickly to-
ward her, followed by Mr. Seaforth.

The girl took Olive’s arm from Wyatt, drew

Could he have been such a’

head, and wiping away the tears,

it within her own, and led her swiftly through
the company toward the door. Olive was ter-
rified by her grave face,

‘ What is the matter, Ruhama# she asked;

Mr. Seaforth began to speal; but his daugh-
ter stopped him.

* Don't tell her here, father,” she implored.

“Tell me--whdt}’ exclaimed the startled
girl. “For pity's sake, do not keep it from
me! My mother!”

fYour mother is well, darling!” eried Ru-
hama, ‘Here we are in the hall, and Ada
has brought your cloak. You must go, my
dear friend. An accident has happened—and
your father is hurt. We hope it is nothing
serious.”

Her face was streaming with tears as she
embraced her friend, Mr. Seaforth handed
Olive into the carriage, and she sunk on the
seat, fainting, as he followed her.

CHAPTER IV,
SAD OHANGES,

OLIVE was driven from the ball quickly, to
the hotel where the Westons were staying.
Mr, Seaforth tovk the young lady into the
drawing-room; but she would not wait for him
to make inquiries.

She ran, breathless, up the stairs,

In the corridor she was mot by her mother,
who clasped her in her arms, @

“ Papa! papal” faltered the weepm‘g girl,

‘“Be quiet, my child; we hope he is figt hur
much, He was thrown out of the ca.'lnge.
No, you must not go in just yet; the dbetors
are with him.”

Olive pressed for all the details of the acci-
dent. Mr. Weston had been sensible through-
out, and no limbs were broken. Only the
shuck to his system had been very severe.

Presently the door of the suite of rooms oc-
cupied by the Westons was opened, and two
gentiemen came out, One of them came to
the wife,

“# My dear madam, you must not be alarm-
ed ”

¢ Doctor Searles, is there not cause for it

¢ Mr. Weston has met with a serious acei-
dent; but no bones are broken, and we are
doing our best, He is helping us by bearing
the pain cheerfully; and you must help ug by
not giving way, and by keeping up his spirits.
It will not do for him to see you suffer on his
account.”

The other physician stepped up.

“I will send the nurse immediately,” he
said, and bowing to the ladies he went down-
stairs,

¢ A nurse!” repeated Olive, lifting up her
‘“ Cannot I
narse papai Oh, mamma, let me; I am strong
and well.” .

8he looked radiant as she stood there in her
ball-room dress, from which the cloak had fall-
en, her face glowing with painful excitement.
The doctor did homage involuntarily to her
beauty. Dut he would not favor her petision.

{4 he replied.

! to the room, B,

) lrissed the dear face.

L and they to you
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«7T cannot allow it, my dear young lady,”
“You may be strong, but you
foel too much. You may take care of your
mother; and I assure you, she nceds looking

L4 after.”

“ And I may not see papaf” wailed Olive,
with a fresh burst of tears.

“You may for a moment; I will take you
in; but I warn you that execitement is the very
worst thing for a patient whose nerves are in

¢ such o state.”

Both Olive and her mother followed him in-
Heaforth having bid them
good-night.

The doctor made a gesture enjoining silence
as they went toward the bed. The daughter

: kneeled down, drawing her father’s head to

her, gnd klssmg it again and again, Mrs,

! Weston sat in the easy-chair, where she conld

ook into her husband’s face,.

“ My dear child!” the sufferer murmured,

Olive threw one arm around his necl, and
But she could not re-
press her gobs,

# This will not do!” interposed the physician.

“ My good sir, I have indulged these ladies
with permission to see you, but you are too
weak to bear any conversation; and I cannot
permit them to remain. You will be able soon,
I trust, to say everything you wish to them,
Now, you must excuse me,”
He took Olive's arm, lifted her up and led

. both her and her mother to the door, i\ir

#Vou will not leave him}¥?’ faltered

! Waston.

1 will gtay till Dr. Clark sends the nurse.

i Ho can be relied on implicitly. Now let me
i recommend you, madam, to retire,

T do not
want two patients on my hands at once.”
Smiling, but imperative, he sent them off to

1 their own rooms; then returned to those of the
i bt man,

Tho next day, and the next, it was nearly
the sarme, Mr. Weston, sanguine in hope and

. cheerful in spirits, could not understand why
i he did not get better much more rapidly.

His
physician knew, but did not state the reason;
he had received a severe internal injury; and

. it was yet doubtful if nature and a good con-

stitution would triumph over it,
But the doctor’s language was encouraging,

a3 it was necessary to keep the patient in a,

hopeful mood; and the anxious family, who
hung on his words as upon those of an oracle,

| were surely not to know there was any ground

for despondency. So the mother and daugh-
ter seemed cheerful when they paid their stated
visits to the sick room, and counted the hours
when they might take the place of the nurse,
and minister with their ovwn loving hands to
the one they loved best on earth.

Ruhama came early the morning afser the
accident, and spent hours with her iriemd.
Mr. Seaforth called twice every day.

Rubama soon passed from the daleful topics
of illness and sorrow to gossip about her ball
and her beaux, as she and Olive sat in the par-

'sent by his messenger.

lor aleove together, Whilathere, Tom Wyatt’s
card was brought up; but the ladies conld not
sea him.

The card brought back the subject of Tom’s
strange behavior at the ball, and his lightness
of spirits after the rejection of his suit.

““Oh, you did not know, then!” exclaimed
Qlive, “I forgot all about ity of course, with
papa’s illness, and all our distress on his ac-
count.”

‘1 did not know what, Olive! Did you re-
call your refusal, thent Was that the reason
Tom was so merry

“Dear Ruhama, how absurd! No—Tom
never proposed to nie; never cared for me at
all.” -

“ And he denied it, after his written decla-
ration?’

¢ That was not from Mr. Wyatt,” said Olive,
drooping her head,

“ Not from—Olive, you do not know what
vou are talking about.”

#0h, yes; he explained it all while we were
inthe conserva.tory. A—gentleman came into
his office and asked for paper: wrote—the—
the letter, and sent Mr. Wyatt’s boy with it,
I supposed it came from Tom, as his messenger
brought it,” !

“ Supposed it came from Tom? Was it not
hig own writing, signed with his own name”

¢ No; the letter had no signature,”

¢ Olive, what do you mean!”

I mean what I say; there was no name at-
tached to the letter,”

¢ And Tom lent himself to such a cruel joke.
To send you an anonymous declaration of
lovel”

““Don't judge him too severely, Ruhama,
Mr. Wyatt did not know till I told him, that
the letter was unsigned. He was angry enough
about it, and said he should seek an explana-
tion,”

“ The lotter was written in Tom's office, and

Then of course he
must know who wrote it.” :

¢ He—gaid—Nhe did,”

“Who was it#"

Olive hesitated, and her color went and
came. She bad an insuperable repugnance to
having the matter commenited on by her lively
friend. Ruhamu was quick and impradent of
speech; no, she could not tell her, lest she
should betray herseif, -

Ruhams repeated the question.

“I—he gave the name of his friend—but—
Rubama, you must excuse me; I cannot tell
you. It would not be delicate in me to talk
of the matter—to discuss it at present.”

“You have a secret, and will keep it from
me”

“Pardon me, Ruhama; this is not my own
secret.”

“Not your own? whose, then, I should like
to kmow? The man who wrote the letter sent
it without his name, and by the messenger of
his friend, leading him into a scrape therehy—
that man must be either a blundering dolt or
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a cowardly trifler! And you shield him from
blame! Otlive, I am ashamed of yon|"
The girl hung her head; then lifted it in a
sort of desperation.
“I do not believe he is either the one or the
other. There was a mistake; but it would not
be seemly for me to go about trying to clear it
up. That is for him to deo.” t
‘“Could he have meant it fora pitiful joke?"
¢ T am sure he did not.” '

“ Then I return to my firsé alternative. No
man in his senses could so treat a lady, with-
out deserving a thrashing, If you had a
brother, Olive, he should do it. I could find
it in my heart to do it myself, You need not
tell me who it was; I am sure it was Claude
Hamilton. No one else could have been such
& fool.” -

Olive put out lier hand to check her too im-
pulsive {riend; and at the same moment the
door opened.

It was the servant with two cards on a
tray.

One was that of Emily Blount; the other
her brother Wyndham's,

I think, dear Olive, you might see Emily,”
said her mother, ~ ¢ Not Wyndbam; we have
seen scarcelty any of cur friends. My compli
ments awl thanks to the gentleman, and say,
we hope Mr, Weston is improving, Show the
fady up.”

The man departed, and in a fow minutes
Emily Blount came in, She was a gracetul,
beautiful blonde, with rich auburn hair and
violet eyes. She and Olive had been intimate
before their schooldays; in fact, they had al-
most grown up together. She wag less impe-
tuous thun Rubaina and altogether more suit-
ed to Olive's disposition and character.

She came full of sympathy and offers of ser-
vice; not valued the loss because the offers
could not be accepted. Bub when My, Weston
was well enoligh to be removed to his country
home, Olive suid Xmily should go with them,
and shara their labors and consolations. .

Mrs. Weston retired, leaving the three girls
in animated conversation,

The subject was musie, in which Ruhama
protessed to be an enthusinst. She was always
reproaching Miss Blount with despising that
sweetbest of the embellishments of life.

4T do not despise the ornamental,” returned
Emily, ‘1 honor musicians, too, in their vo-
cation,” and she stopped to take a flower from
& vase thas stood on the table, ‘¢ But girls are
susceptible, my dear; and I do not like to see
Pprecious hearts surrendered to the first foreign
artist who can pley an opers air.”

“And why,” said Ruhama, * with my in-
tense love of musie, it I choose, should [ not
marry one of that profession?”’

% Because artists are almosk always poor,
and poverty would suit you no better than my-
self.”

' “Not always; genius is a mine of wealth,
For example-—Liszt—"?
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and got a fortune at last by marriage,”

“He did not value riches.”

“ The greater folly in him.”

“#You are calenlating, Bmily.”

! Not mora 50 than is simply prodent; and 1
maintain that the arts in this country, more
especially, are but a frail dependence. Among
the great masters, how many, like Bach and
Beethoven, have died deserted and in poverty?
How many, like Tartini and Mara, have was-
ted their gifts? With those of inferior pow-
ers the chance of happiness is still more doubt-
ful,”

“You surely do not think wealth absolutely
neces:ary o happiness?”’

* No; bat with young ladies brought uplike
youand I, Ruhama, & certain portion of the sub-
stantiel as well as the ornamental, is absolutely
indispensable, That proportion is more than the
arts, in this country, at least, can always fur-
nish,  Besides, though muosic is ealled fthe
food of love,” and may calm and soothe the
passions at times, I cannot see that its cultiva-
tion, as the chief pursuit of life, has any of
that aliaying quality., Moderate your enthu-
siasm, my friend, and give up your visions of
living on the renown of the chosen of your
heare, it he be an artist. Otherwise, I give
you leave to love musie as devotedly as you
choose.” ‘

“Ab, Emily!"” sighed Rubama, “I fear my
cousin, He bert St Clare, nas as little chance as
ever of subduing your wayward heart! He
bad sueh a profound love of musie! Ieigh-
ho! 1t is well he has left the country ™

Miss Blount did not reply; nor did her
friend notice that her cheek suddenly grow pale,

There was indeed a pang at her heavt, asshe
thought of the tirns when, seven yeurs before,
Herbert 86, Clare had given her the love of an
ardent and trusting heart, and redeived her as-
surance of atfeclion in return, '

He was then so full of the enthusiasm of
buoyant yourh——rieh; burning, overflowing—
and it found vent in his absorbing passion for
musie, His very soul was wrapped up in the
art to which he had determined to devote his
future life. And to Bmily Blount's cultivated
mind and graceful taste he losked for the in-
fluence that should chasten and model Lis own
exuberance of imagination, With a narrow
income, but boundless hopes, he had resolved
to visis Earops for the purpose of educating
his musical talents; he wished his heloved
Emily to beeome his bride at once and the com-
panion of his travels.

But BEmily, though she loved Hurbert, re-
fused to share with him the uncertainties of
such a fortune. Without an overweetng de-
sive for wealth, she took a matter-of-fuct view
of things, and was convinced that her lover
could neither be forbunate nor bappy in the ex-
clusive indalgence of his favorite tastes, In
her eagerness to show him the supericr advan-
tuges of a more lucrative business, she perhaps

“A poor illustration! He squandered as

underrated, somewhat contemptuously, those

fast as he made; gave his jewels in charity,

of the profession he was a.nxiqus 1'70 etn_bmce.
The lovers parted in mutual dissatisfaction.

It was not long, however, before Herbert
perceived the common sense of her views; and
though in his heart he a(_:eused her of colq-
pess hie felt himself constrained to sacrifice his
idol. He went abroad as the agent of a mer-

ile house.
cmﬁti‘ialy’s father had required that i?he engage-
ment between them should not continue during
@ separation that might Jast many years. !t
was understood, however, by each,‘ that thel_r
union would take place on Herbert’s return, ii
both remained of the same mind.

The implied bond had béen held sacred on
the lady’s part. Her beauty and rare qua_h«
ties had attracted suitors of wealth and dis-
tinetion; but she listened to none, Fhe wasin
her twenty-fourth year, and had Heard noth-
ing of Herbert for yeurs, except from distant
acyuaintances that he appeared devoted to his

ginosy pursuits,
buﬁtui!y puow locked on life with different
oyes in spite of her theory; and though pru-
dent in her eounsels and cold in her demeanor,
bad learned to valae affection beyond alt the
possessions of earth. .

Deeply, in her hoart of hearts, did she regret
her refusal of St. Clare. Hnd she not given
him a right to think her coldand sordid? Was
she not justly punished by losing his !ovle tor-
ever? These painful musings were f-ztll'l'lr}g in
her breast, even while the prf?ced_mg d‘]SE:l]S-
sion was going forward, in which is exhibited
the hard part of her nature. )

Olive listenad, but took no'part in the con-
versation. A deep gloom oversprqud her face;
ghe leaned listlessty over the arm of the sofa,
abstracted in painful thoughts. .

Rubama rose to take leave, and, in her rat-
tling way, again rallied ber friend upon her
sadness, and told the story of the m{sﬂnder-
standing between her and young Hamilton,

¢ He has saiied for Burope,” Emily remark-
el. “Wyndbam went with him to the
ghip,” . .

{Well, he deserved his ill-fortune, sn_apped
Miss Seaforth. “ To gend a propos.al without
a signature. involving all sorts of blunders,
snd then go awayin a huff, because people
are misle'l by his stupidity |

“ Ryhamal” exelaimed Olive, in earnest en-
treaty. |

“ Pherd—don't look so distressed, my dear!
We are ull friends, you know!” ‘

And while the volatile girl kissed the pale
cheek and ran out of the room, Emily Blount
took a seat by her, and passed her arm round
COlive's waist, . :

Some moménts of silence passed, in which
Olive wept quietiy. ‘ )

¢ Why was not this misunde}'standmg clear-
ed up?’ asked Miss Blount, in a low tone,
““Surely Mr. Wyatt was bound to set matters
right.” '

“ Ha said he would do so at once.”

e
|

i
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absent from the city. He left home the very
morning after the ball; and only returned jost
before he sailed. They missed each other,”
“Emily,” implored Olive, “do not speak
further of this!”

« I am only anxious, my love, that your hap-
piness, and his, should not be thrown away for
a trivial misapprehension.”

“He must know the truth; he may have
changed his mind! For the world, I would not
have him called back to me!” .

“ (live, beware of tampering with the flow-
er of the heart! Be warned by my sad ex-.
perience!”

“ Yours?!

#Did I not despoil Herbert of his glorious
gitts, so rich in power to confor happiqess?
Did I not fetter him with my limited notions
of usility

‘¢ But you said, truly, the arts were a poor
dependence, for those seeking the means of sub-
gisteica,”

8o they are; and in strict prudence, my
ideasare all correet. But, oh, what a margin
there is to love, and I never allowed it! W'ha.t
a lairy world stretches beyond, full of prizes
the angels might strive forl . Be prudent,
guarded, and careful as you will; but remem-
ber, love outweighs the world!” )

« What can I do?’ faltered the trembling

irl, )

i« Write to Claude, if you know his address,

tell him of the mistake.”
mr]fl‘I do not know his addvess, and if I did, 1
would not write! How could I expla'in my
conduct that evening—so nearly verging on
flirtation?’

st Confess the truth to him.”

# Confess whaty”

¢ That you were piqued by remarks you had
heard; that you supposed he uvmdefi you i’o_r
the same 1eason; that the blundering of‘ his
letter had led to a mistake on your p‘a,rb—"

¢ QOh, Bmily! and what would he infery”

s He might infer what it would please him
beyond all things to discover.” .

“ And you would have me thus humiliate

ny
e ‘#lgmt humiliation would there be, it you
cared for his esteem and affection, in letting
him know it?? .

“Never! I will never do itl
wish me to do such a thing!”

“T wish you to be happy, Olive.”

“Had he really loved me, he would }mve
made sure of his letter having been received.
He might have known common gourtesy would
not permit me to leave it unan-aw?red. He
would have given me an opportunity of ex-
planation.”

“ He is diffident to a fauly, you know; and
solf distrust may have prevented him.”

«and am I to pursue him half over the
globe, and make good the shortcomings of his
gelf-distrust#’ ) )

¢ He has been precipitate in throwing away
his chance of happinaess!”

You canpob

“Qh, I ¥mow now! Mr. Hamilton wasg
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“ How do I know that? He may have sent
the proposal under an impulse he regretted-af-
terward.” :

“I do not helieve that.”

“Is it for me to hold him to his offer, and
follow himn up? Emily, I cannot degrade my-
self. He may find ocut the consequences of his
blunder.” :

‘T hope, indeed, he may.”

1f he does not, I shall take no steps to re-
claim him.”

“You may be right, Olive, to be swayed by
pride in this matter; but—"

¢t Not pride; only maidenly delicacy.”

“But I would sacrifice something to put an
end to misunderstanding.” :

“Let us talk no more of it, dear Emily.
I am unhappy enough about dear papa.”

Her tears burst forth afresh, and her friend
strove to soothe her,

Claude Hamilton had indeed sailed for the
0ld World without giving poor Tom Wyatt a
chance to elucidate matters, And he left no
address; so that the letter Tom sent to him
was never received.

Devotedly as he Joved Miss Weston, the idea
that she had received his proposal with con-
tempt was fixed in his mind. The memory of
her face a8 he had last seen it, glowing and
beaming with pleasure at the frivolous compli-
ments offered by a male butterfly, haunted
him, Bhould he break his heart for one who
had shown herself so regardless of his feelings?
No; that he would not. '

Among the gay young men of Paris, not one
was gayer than Claude Hamilton, while ke bore
a wound in his bosom which time was almost
powerless to heal,

~Thus by a small piece of blundering and the
failure of elforts o set matters right, the
happiness of two loving hearts was wrecked.

How much further misunderstanding, bitter-
ness and heart-burning were to be gone through
before the mistake was discovered !

A farthing rushlight, at the right moment,
would have opened the full stream of sunshine,
warmth and love.

‘While Hamilton sought relief in foreign ad-
venture, trying to efface the imnage of the girl
he loved from his heart, she bore her suffering
added to the weight of the deepest misfortune
that can afllict one cherished as she had been,
Neither kuew or suspected the anguish en-
dured by the ofther.

Months passed of harassing doubt and anx-
iety; mouths of gloom, scarcely relioved by a
ray of hope. The Weston family returnced to
their hoime with the invalid, but ke never re-
covered his health,

No need to linger on that mournful time,
The wife and daughter were left alone in the
world, and the declining health'of Mrs. Wes-
ton rendered her entirely dependent upon
Olive’s care,

Very little property was left. The able
lawyer had lived up to his income, hoping for
many yenrs of usefulness, in which he mighs

make provision for the dear ones he loved so |
well. He had no debts, bu ruany due to him
could not be collected.

Olive bravely faced the difficulties. When
the villa was vented, and the furniture dis-
posed of, she found herself able to take a re-
tired little cottage in Harlem, and to furnish
it very plainly.

Bhe had one pretty room for her mother,
This had many articles from their old home,
and was luxurious as Mrs. Weston’s had been
before her change of fortune. 'The invalid
found no difference in the accommodations re-
quired by her daily wants,

not spare from her mother's table.

Olive went in search of music pupils, and
turned to account her delicate taste for paint-
ing, in all the work she eould get from pub.
lishers and photographers. One holiday folio
of flowers, which she had to color, gave her
pleasant employment for months, and proved
& luerative oceupation,

It was a gorgeous thing—that book of natural
flowers, grouped s0 exquisitely, and painted
with such troth to natwee! But such works
are not to be found often; the public does no
encuurage them,

The girl was sitbting heside her mother one
afterncon in early autumn,

Her danghter’s i
own hands prepared the delicacies she would

She had been disappointed in her hope of
obtaining some new scholars, and had come
home weary and sad. But she spoke always
cheerfully to the invalid.

A catriage stopped before the little gate,
and two ladies alighted, They were Ruhama
and Miss Blount.

“1 am so glad to have found yon at home
darting!” cried Emily, “1 have something
strange, oh, how strange, to tell you!”

CHAPTER V.
A RUFFIAN'S PLAN,

RASHLEIGH was not at home when the travel-
ers drew up before the door, and his wife re-
juiced at it, for it enabled her to make her
sister comfortable in her spare room, and give .
instructions to the colored woman to do every-
thing she required.

She made Albertine lie down after taking a
cup of tea; durkened the windows, and gave
the child something to play with in the kit
chen,

The negress willingly took charge of the
little one; and Elodie was delighted with the
new things she saw. Her aunt then walked
toward the village, to meet the storm she
knew would break on her head, when the
churlish master becaine aware of what she had
done in her desperation.

She met him sauntering from the tavern, his
pipo in his mouth in full blast, He paid no
beed to her “good morning,"” nor to her excuse
for her stay over night in the city. .It was the
first time she had ever done such a thing; and
she trusted, she said, it would never happen
again,
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4 And, now, I have something strange to
tell you, Bennet,” she added; “I have found

. Albertine at last !

#Who?” )

“ Albertine, my sister, You know we have
not seen her in five years.” .

#The ne’er-do-well hussy]l I hope she has

¢ guffered for the caper she cut!” was the en-

couraging response,

#Qh, Bennet! pray don't bear malice against
her|”

“ She rid my house of a pest, when she ran
away with a villain! I don’t want to hear any
miore of her.”

“The man who married her wasnot a vil-
lain,”

“ Married her! Do you expect me to believe
in any such bosh as that#’

 Albertine was married; I have now the
proofs?”?

“ What of it, if she was! It's nothing to me.

: Was it that kept you out all night, and no
¢ supper fit to eat for me?’

- A sudden thoaght struck Letty—a light to
direct her course! She would appeal to the
cupidity of the man she knew had no mercy
in him.

“ Her husband—Alhertine’'s—was good fo
her as long as he lived. And he came inton
fortune before he died!”

“En! What's that?” ,

{Mr. Sterne left money to his wife, to Al-
bertine, and she ought now tobe well off, But
the agent, who pretended to be a trustee, tried
to swindle her.”

“Will you talk sensel” exclaimed the brute,
removing his pipe, and gazing at his wife with
some appearance of intervegt. *f Tell a straight
story if you can,”

Letty went over the whole matter, as briefly
and as clearly as she could. *I thought,” she
added, deprecatingly, “you might find out
where her money is invested, as you under-
stand business!”

‘ Humph! The fellow she calls her agent has
run away with the funds, T supposel”?

“That could not be; for he could only draw
any amount by having Albertine’s order.”

“Has she got any one to see to her af-
fnirsp” ' - .

“Oh, no! Bhe has been very ill; she is too
wenk to go to any onel Buf she would pay you
well, Bennef, if you would attend to it for her;
she would give any commission you choose,”

# Humph! Where is she?”

“Will you see her?”

“Perhaps; if the job is worth it. She ought
to have some one to take care of her money, if
she has it.” : : ’

0Oh, thanks®

“ But I must talk to her about it *

) Now cmme the hardest part of poor Letty’s
ask, ’ .

“1 hope you will forgive me, Bennet; but—
I wanted you to see her; and—and she was ill
and hardly able to sit up; and so—I brought
her with me,”

# Where? What do you mean? Can’t you
gpealk, woman

“#I have brought her home; she is in the
house.”

“In my house?’ with a burst of profanity.

* There was nowhere else I could take her.
Oh, Bennet! she is my sister.”

 Curse your sister!” exclaimed her husband, .
with a burst of ferocious execrations,

“8he sham’t stay in my housel I'll see if
I'm to be put upon by every beggar you hap-
pen to meet !

“Oh, Bennet, she is no beggar! She will pay
you well! And she may not live longl? :
‘“ Begone, woman; stand out of my way!”

¢ Where are you going#’ ‘

‘“Home! I'll see who's master in my own
house]” ‘

The poor woman wrung her hands helplessly
as her husband strode on to the house,

For a moment her spirit rese against this
cruel injustice, and she resolved that if Al
bertine were driven out to perish, she would
go with her, and would never return tc the
dwelling of her tyrant. But the habit of ab-
Jject submission resumed its sway, and then she
could only think how his wrath could be
averted. There was but one point vulnerable
in his nature—his love of monsy.

That had done its work before Rashleigh
reached home. Iedemanded tosee Albertine;
and his wife found them in quiet conversation
when she returned, She felt greatly relieved;
and went into the kitchen hoping for the
best,

Rashleigh hoppened to be perfectly sober,
and soon mastered all the difficulties of the
case. The next day he wont to New Vork,
and by diligent inquiries soon found where the
money—some twenty-five thousand dollars—
was deposited. It was invested in ample se-
curities. None of it could be drawn without
the order of Albertine Sterne,

The man returned home, and consented to
the stay of his sister-in-law and her child, on
condition of the payment of a high board, and
such sums as he thought proper to demand
from time to time under the pretext of ¢ ex-
tras.,” These covered medicines, delicacies in
food, sending for a ¢ity doctor occasionally,
ete.

For Albertine did not mend, It was not
long before the symptoms of the malady, that
had taken off her mother—consumption-—werse
developed.

Letty was the most devoted nurse in the
world; and the invalid had every comfort.

The sisters sat for hours every evening,
hand in hand, and talled of the future of the
little girl, so scon to be left to the sole care of
her aunt, Albertine had no fears for her un-
der such guardianship. She empowered Letty
to draw for ber needs whenever money was
required, and, in an informal way, made her
the trustee and guardian of her child.

The little one grew apace, and gave promise
of robust health, invigorated by the sea air,
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It was in the spring affer the widowed meo-
ther had come to sojourn by the coast, that
her faithful sister watched the ebbing of the
tide of life, 'With Albertine'’s last breath, she
commended her child to Letty’s care.

¢ He does not believe I was ever married,”
she whispered, referring to her brother-in-law.
“Keep the papers safe, and do not let him
know where they are. IHe might destroy
them, and then wrong my Elodie.”

The sister promised te proteet the girl’s
rights. ‘

¢t The church register will show it,” faltered
the dying, ‘*if you should be robbed. That
and my darling’s birth. The will Charley
made said I was to have everything, and my
child comds after me; it is all hers, You will
see that she has it, Letty. Give the papers to
gome lawyer you can irust. God bless you
both, my sister, and my hittls danghter!”

They were almost her last words.

When the funeral was over, Rashleigh de-
manded access to the effects and papers of the
deceased.

Letty secreted those of importance, and the
letters which he discovered were of littls con-
sogquence,

He was confirmed in his opinion that the
story’of a marriage was a fable, Was it like-
1y a man who had expectationz of a fortune
would marry the girl ke had induced to run
away with him? The child could inherit
nothing; the sister—his wife—was the real
heir to all thot Albertine hnd possessed.

So he toid Letty, with maudlin congratula-
tions, in bis tipsy hours, on her access of for-
tune. His wile dared not dispute the matter;
and suffered it to pass, She could give Lhe
child all she needed-—drawing the installments
of interest by her own order; and she would
purchase peace by silence as long as possible.
She held some degree of power in he.: hauds
g0 long as her signature alone sulficed at ihe
banker's.

So time passed on, Elodio was sent to the
country schiool, and fortwo years to a board-
ing-school in the city. Books were provided,
which she devoured at home. Her life was
made as pleasant as it could be made; and
with her love of mature, and her buoyant
spirits, the girl was as happy as a bird.

She never had a sorrow till her aunt became
an invalid. Then her tenderness and affection
were brought out, Hey little hands were ac-
tive in household tasks, prjd no nurse was more
assiduous in the care of the sick, She read
and sung to the sufterer; she prepared dainties
to tewpt her to eut; she gath red wild flowers
and fragrant boughs, and decorated the rooms
to please her. She would wander for hours
gathering seaweed to arrange in moss pictures
and put them on the walls, She refused to be
sent to school again while her beloved annt
was ill; and the sunshine she made in the house

was the invalid's greatust comlort. )

There seonied u musual repulsion between
the girl and ber uncie. He had always dis-
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likzed the child. He wished her out of his way;
and had from the first meditated the confiscs.
tion of her property—or that called hers—fto |
his own use. .

To provide for the fulfillment of his wishes,
he had compelled his sick wife to sign a con-
veyance to himself of all she possessed. This, |

he was certain, would cover all her late |
younger sister had left; to which she was the |
undoubted heir, for Albertine had left no wil,
and he insisted that the child should be al-
lowed to inherit nothing from her father.

CHAPTER VL
ELODIE AND HER GUARDIAN, ;

M=rs., RasaneieH lay very ill, A low fever ;
had wasted her strength for months, and now
had prostrated her so that she could not leave
her bed. ) '

Rashleigh bore the privation of his comforts
with surly impatience; and vented his anger
often on his suffering wife, when his servants
would not bear it. Bilas, the man, had finally
been dismissed in a guarrel.

The man made his way to tho little village
not far from the highest bluff, and sauntered
to the low-roofed tavern. There he saw a
phaeton turn into the yard, and learned that
it belonged to & young gentleman from the
city, who had more than once visited the lo-
cality on business with his master,

The young man's name was Wyndham
Blount. He was taking his dinner in the par-
lor of the inn.,

He recognized 8ilas, and asked affer the

family.

A very sad account of it had tho discharged
gervant to give, The mistress ailing: as good
as dying, one might say; the master that
eross, there was no bearing bis tewpers, and
dlranl halt his time at that; how could a de-
cont workman abide it? and poor Mrs. Rash-
leigh to have no doctor in all her suflerings!

4“1 am going there directly,” said the young
man, “ You know your master has often
consulted me about his investments, and I
have come over to-day on the business, I
shall talk to him about a doctor for his wife.”

¢ And indeed, sir, you'll be doing a Christian
charity !’ .

4t Is thore a medieal maon in the vil.age?”

¢ There is, sir, a tolerable one for practice,
He is excellent with horses.”.

“ Butwe don’t want a horse-doctor! I had
best send one down.”

“It's a chance if the masfer will let him
coms in,”

T will see to that.”

When he had finished his dinner, Wyndham
walked to Rashleigh's house,

The master was not at.home.
in, and inquired for the lady, )

The negress looked surprised, but went to
take the visitor's name to her mistress. Pre-
sently she returned, and asked him to walk
into her chamuover,

A pale, emaciated woman lay on ths bed.

He walked
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¢ She was evidently in the last stage of weak-

ness. She smiled as Wyndbam entered, and
held ont her wan, wasted hand. He was af-
fected almost beyond the power to speak.

¢#“] am very glad to see you,” said the in-
valid. ‘“Pray sit down.”

#] cannot tell you, Mrs. Rashleigh, how
gshocked I am to find you in this condition,
You should have the best advice. Let me
send Dr. Orme to see you.” ;

 No, no, Mr, Wyndham; he can do nothing
for me; nor can any one. My days are num-
bered."”

) # You must not be discouraged. I shall in-
i sist upon sending a better doctor than you can
get in this village.”

# It wiil be of no use. And I do nof care to
recover. Bub—but you can do something for
me. You can do what will give me peace—
oh, such peacelein dying.”

She whispered to the colored woman, who
nodded her head, and left the room.

“My dear madam,” said the young man,
with deep emotion, * you may rely on me for
any service in my power.,”

“Thanks! I will—trust youl”
utterance failed.

The sufferer reached her hand for a glass
half full of a mixture, that stood on a table
by the bed. She sipped a few drops, and they
seemed to strengthen her. She fixed her eyes
on Wyndham with intense eagerness, and her
lips murmured:

“ Flodiel” -

“Your little girl?

“¥ey; all I have in the world; and most
precious, It is the bardest of all to bear~—the
thoyght of leaving her unprotected.”

i8he is not Mr. Rashleigh’s chiid?’

 No, nor mine; I thoight you knew that.”

“T understood she was your niecs."”

“Bhe is; the daughter of my dead sister
Albertine. There is a sad story; I have part-
ly written it out; I have not strength to tell
it; nor tims; for ke may come back! But one
thing I want you to know-—"

Her voice faltered again, Wyndham hand-
od her the cordial, which she took with trem-
bling hand, Her anxiety to relieve her mind
of its pressure was telling on her slender stock
of force, Presently she went on;

“ Elodie is not poor; she is not a dependent
on the bounty of Mr. Rashleigh, She is en-
titled to a large property, if she could prove
her claim.”

‘i Indeed?’

“Itis true; and when I am gone, I want
some able lawyer, some one who will feel an
interest to see justice dome, to take up her
cause,”

“If I canrender service—" began Wyndham,

“You ecan, you can!” eagerly interrupbed
the dying woman. “I know your legal abili-
ty; I should like to place her cause in your
hands,»

‘“Thig homestead and land—does it belong

The husky
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“No; this is Rashleigh’s, and he has enough
besides; more than ha will need. Elodie's for-
tune Is in those investments of stock; you know
something about them; it is a good property.”

‘1 thought you had assigned all those to
your husband.”

The invalid raised herself upon her elbow in
bed, and the covering fell from her thin shoul-
ders, while her eyes, wild with vivid axpres-
sion, were fixed on Wyndham’s face.

* Could my signature convey to him proper-
ty that did not belong to me?” she asked.

# Certainly not.”

“Then it is safe!” and she fell back, ox:
hausted, on the pillow,

 But, madam-—excuse me—when you exe-
cuted that conveyance, did you lnow——"

“1 did-—yes—1I did know—that it was all
Elodie's!” answered the woman, with a gleam
of exultation in her pallid face,

‘“ He forced me to sign the paper! If T had
said, the property was not mine, but my child’s,”
he would have laughed me to scorn, and per-
haps have done her a harm, So I let him
deceive himself., I only fold him the paper he
compelled me to sign was worth nothing, and

,| I told him truth: it was not!”

* The child’s claim, then, was never recog-
nized by her uncle?” .

‘t No; he always called her a child of shame;
but that was false! I had the proofs, but I
did not know how to use them, and there was
no need of a stir while Elodie was so little?
But I am going to leave her, and she must be
righted. You have promised to see to it, Mr,
Wyndham?’ )

1 will do what I can; but I must have the
proofs yon speak of in my own hands,”

The sickk woman touched & small bell on the
table, 4

‘ Nelly,” she said, when the negress entered,
“ fetch me that yellow box I gave you to take
care of, Iam glad, sir, you reminded me: I
have not an hour I can count upon.  You will
see that Elodie is the legal heir of her father,”

She unlocked the box with a key she wore,
suspended by a ribbon round her neck, and
took out a bundle of papers, which she gave to
Wyndham,

1 shall never be able to finish what I have
begun to write,” she said, wearily, ;

‘ But Elodie can tell you what she remem-
bers, and-—hers are the proofs: you will find
the certificate of her birth and baptism with
the rest. She inherits her father's property,
and all that was her mother's: the' last would
have come to me, if Elodie were not living;
and for that reason I was afraid to tell Ragh-
leigh again, that the ¢hild was not——what he
called her,’” :

Wyndham took the papers. They were safe
with him, he said. He put them in a pocket
in the breast of his coat.

“You may rely, madam, on my care and
fidelity in this matter. Elodie's interests ara
quite safe with me.”

to you, Mrs, Rashleight?

#Oh, thanks, sir! you have taken & load of

.
i
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distress from my mind,” murmured the in-
valid.

“But yon wust permit me to send Dr.
Orme Co- ’

The dame shook her head. The colored at-
tendant, who had now come in, sald her
streggth was worn out, and she would do well
to slesp,

The young man saw he could render her no
better service than leaving her for the present.
With a farewell pressure of the hand, he quit-
ted the room, .

% Where iz your master?” he said to the ser-
vant, who had followed him out.

“ 1 think, sir, ou de blufl somewhar’'!”

# And Miss Elodie?”’

‘““Bhe done went out with her basket to
gather sea-weed, It's 'mazin’ what a fondness
de chil’ has for sea-weeds and such trash,”

41 will look for them, I must speak to Mr.
Rashleigh,” said Wyndham, *“I think he can
not know how ill your mistress is,”

He went out, and walked alony the cliffs,

The frowning headlands were faced with
masses of sharp rocks, piled in broken preci-
pices. The wind had risen, and the moaning
gen, dashed heavily upon the bowldors strewn
along the beach. A vessel, staggering under
an unusual, and, as it seemed, dangerous quan-
tity of sail, was making for one of the narrow
inleta that ran in between the bluffs,

Wyndham watched her course with some in-

terest, as he walked along the brow of the |

precipice.

Suddenly he canght sight of a muslin scarf
fluttering, as it seemed, half-way fo the beach,
and, as a furious gust tors it away, it was car-
ried and lodged in a leafless tree on the inac-
cessible face of the rocky wall, ;

Thers was a faint cry; and the next moment,
to the young man’s horror, he saw n slender
girl standing on a platform ledge, under the
brow of a crag, two-thirds of the way down!

Burely, he thought, she would not be so mad
as to attemnpt to recover the scarf! No: he

"heard her laugh: she had abandoned it. Then
he shouted to her, warning her not to stir un-
- til he came for her. :

The girl beard him: she looked up, and an-
gwered; but he eould not hemr what she said,
He sought a place where he could descend the
rocks. _

The gorge on the right Ted down to the shore;
and if he could cross that, his path was easy
enough, DBut the crag, more than a hundred
feet above the ledge where the girl stood, pro-
jeeted wo that a plumumet would have fallen
soveral feet from her.

The wind was freshening, If she would
only not attempt to move till he reached her
side! else the savage gust would blow her
down. He could see her scarf twisted in the
dead branches, and blown about like a flag in
a storm at sea. The vessel he had watched
had rounded the point, and disappeared.,

He shouted sgain, end made signs that he
was going down. The young girl secemed to

undergtand him: she pointed to the gorge and :

then traced a path along the ledge. Then she
erouched down close to the rock, and pasged
her arm through a tough root that hung from
a tree above, and was fastoned below,

Wyndham hurried down, stepping from ona
granite mass to ancther, and clinging to the
trees as he descerded. It was a rough descent
and full of risk; but he soon reached the ledge,
and crept along to the spot where the girl sat.
She langhed in her joy at seeing him.

* You were wrong to come here, Elodie,” he
said, gravely. .

#0Oh, I know if, Mr, Wyndham; bat I came
up on ihat side; see, and I thought I could get
back the same way. 8o I could, but the great
stone that was poised there fell, after I had
crossed it.”

The young man shuddered as he looked.

The bowlder bhad been dislodeed, even by
the girl’s light touch, and had left a sheer de-
geent only a bird could pass over.

““We can go the way you came,” the girl
said.

“Impossible! I conld scarcely keop my foot-
ing, holding by the saplings with both hands,
You could not go alone, especially in this wind;
and the steps are too narrow for me to help
you.”

“Then can we get down to the heach

“ Not unless & miracle should interpose to
help ns. ¥ ‘

. “ What are we to do, then?’

The girl laughed a little as she asked the
question, looking frankly into Wyndham’s
face.

Bhe was very young; cerfainly not more
than fifteen, if so much. Her hair, like a fluff
of pale gold, in the wildest disorder, framed
an oval face, fresh and bright as a rose. 'The
eyes were blue, open and fearless in their eon-
Ading expression; the mouth was small and
pouting; the pink chin was daintily rounded.
It was a sweet, childish face, and W3ndham
thought he had never seen anything so lovely.

In answer to her guestion he took off his
coat and put it on her, Bhe made some resist-
ance, on account of the danger of his feeling
the cold; but he paid no heed to her.

¢ You have lost your scarf,” hesald, * You
must wear this, What are we to do? waitfor
a boat from the vessel out. theret The men
can fling up a rope.”

“ But they cannot see us,
chored behind that point.”

% Can she get in there?”

“ Certainly ; there is quite a bay; sheltered,
too, by the rocks on each side.”

“Then some of them will go up; and we
must call to them,”

“The wind blows so flercely I am afraid
they cannot hear!*

Wyndham shouted with all his might, but
only the shrieking blast answered.

‘* And the storm is coming on worse!” he
wailed. ¢ Tell me, does the tide rise as high
a5 this?" )

The vessel iz an-
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Elodie burst into a ripple of musical merri-
ment.

“ You might know it does not,” she replied.
“ Look at those weeds strewn like ropes be-
low there. That is high-water mark.”

But, even as she spoke, a mountainous bil--

low, hurled against the cliff with terrible force,
covered the platform and them with spray!

The young man shivered as he tried to sereen
Elodie; but she did not seem to heed the
drenching.

““ This is bad enough,” she said; “and it will
be worse presently, for the daylight is leaving
us! Would it not be wise to attempt an es-
oape, even if we risk something! If it gets
dark we cannot move!"

“T will not peril your life! If you can stay
nete alone, Elodie, while I try to scramble
up—"

“Don’t leave me, pleasal” cried the: poor
girl. ** Let me go with you!”

“You conid not pass where I did to eome
here! I could manage to get over it, though

. the return is more difficuls,” '

‘Then yon must not go.
ourselves down,”

“With a rope, tied round this rock above us,
we might venture, and it would be safe. But
nothing can be done without a rope.”

“Then must we stay here#

“Tiil help comes, 1 see no other way. Ii
we cannot get off to-night, I will wateh you.
Elodie, while you sleep.”

“My poor aunt! how ghe will fret nfter
me!” murmured the girl, weeping softly. *“ How
foolish I was to come here!”

It was rapidly growing dusk. The mnasses
of clonds driven up into the sky obscured the
sunlight, and the roar of the seething waters
below seemed more terrible than ever. The
younig man tried to soothe the giri's self-re-
proachful grief. '

He shouted for help at intervals; and atlast
the welcone gleam of a lantern was sven mov-
ing far above. Their cry for help was an-
swered by a cheer.

Two or three men could be seen. T a short
time they lowered a rope; but it fell so far out
it could not be grasped.

- Lowered on the other side it fall beyond the
bowlder that had slipped down. .

“ Let it down eutirely, on the other side!”
shouted Wyndham, and in & few moments he
was oheyed.

The rope had been made fast above, He
called to them to loosen it, and send the boat
to meet them ab the beach,

Presently the rope, which he firmly grasp-
ed, was let down, and he caught it. He made
it fast around the imbedded rock, and prepared
to descend. The waveswers bresking furious-
ly &k their foet, and ut intervals covering them
with spray, .

“No boat can live in such a ses!” he groan-
ed, “Theycannotrescueus, But there must
be & path along the beach, Can you find i,
Elodie, in this twilights" i

If we counld let

“0Oh, yes,” the girl answered.

“Not by

the point; we cannot get round that; the tide

has risen too high,”
‘“The boatmen are there; and
with you, child, to the inlet.,”

I can swim

“1f a boat could not live in the sea, yow can-

notl” cried the brave girl.
dashed against the rocks, and we
perish

*True; what ean we dof”

“ You would be

should hoth

-

“ There is & safe path on the opposite side,”

* Are you sure you know it§”

“1 have been over it a hundred times.”

# And it is not too iate?”

ed,
“‘ Then come; trust yourself to

#Oh, no! Bee, the tide has only just turn-
”

me.,”

He wound his anm around the girl’s slender
waist; having previousty lashed the rope about

his own,

There was a lond cheer from the

men above as he commenced the descent. He
bade the girl cling to him flrmly, steadying
himself by the rocks, now by one hand, now

by both, as they passed.

There was good foothold part of the way; and
only a few feet here and there whero he had

to depend on the rope.

But the heavy waves hurled therhselves upon
the pair more and more furiously as they went

down.

Wyndham kept his arm claspe 1 about

Elodie, telling her not to loosen her hold foran

instant.

They stood on the share, but they had not a

moment to lose.

They fled swiftly along the

way poiuted out by the girl, who caught her
breath convulsively as the greedy waters dash-

ed over her,

At last they were out of danger, in the path
that led upward through a ravine partly clear-
ed. The men, with torches, had come to mest

them,

‘“You had best carry her in. your arms,”

said Wyndham,

raleasing Elodie,
strength was indeed nearly spent,

whosa
“T will

follow you as fast as you can walk,”

This was done, and the girl was borne by
two of the neighbors toward her home.

“Is Mr. Rashleigh here?’ asited Wyndham.

‘* No," answered one of the men,
not in o fit state to come with us,”

“ He was

The young lawyer muttered an exclama-

tion.

“And I heard that his wife was took for
worse,” observed another of the men,

Sobs came from the poor girl they were car- .
rying, and she bade them let her down and she

would walk, They could get on faster.

wapt all the way.

They carae to the house,
in gll the rooms.
doorway,

Bhe

There was light
A dark form stood in the

“ Oh, Miss Elodie! Miss Flodie! whers hag

you been all dis timaf"

The girl clatched the black woman’s arm.
#Is she alive? Or have I killed her with my

folly#”’ she gasped, white as death,
¢ QOh, honey! don't take on 8o}

She's alibel
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An’ she bain’t fretted mone for you; she was
past frettin’.”

Poor Blodie, wot ag she was, tore off the
coat she had worn till now, flung it down,
and rushed past the rest, into the chamber of bher
dying relative,

There lay the form on the bed, so motion-
less it might have been taken for a corpse.
The girl sunk on her knees, clasped the hand
that hung passively over the coverlet, and cov-
erad it with passionate kisses,

“ Qh, my aunt, my darlingl
at me! Speak to your poor Elodisl
forgive her! Mamms! Darling!”

The oyes unclosed; the pale lips moved;
there seemed a power in the voige of &ﬂ.'ectlon
to bring back the prey of death, even after his
grasp wag secure, The woman reeogmzed her
niecs, and tried to smile,

Wyndham bad passed into the rcom, wlnle
the other men stood back. The dying woman
glanced toward him, and he walked to the bed-
side,

Mrs. Rashleigh’s feeble fingers closed over
his hand, as he laid it on hers, Bhe drew it
toward Elodie's, and made an effort to put hers
into the young man's. He saw what she
meant, and firmly he gmsped the girl’s small
hand.

¥ promise-" ha said, solemnnly—* I swear
—to be faithful to the charge you gave
me.”?

The dying woman understood him, and
smiled.

She strove to lifs up ber head, and to ar-
ticulate a word; but her strength fajled. She
fell back on the pillow, and her gasping breath
grew fainter, till they could hear it no longer,

“ Come *way, honey!” implored the faithful
nurge, * Come with me, and let me put on
your dry clothes! Wou saw her again; dat
was all she wanted. Sho's happy now.”

Wyndham guickly walked ount of the room,
The dead silence that prevailed told alk pre-
gent what had bappened, .

The door leading up-stairs way then slowly
opened, and a haggard, flushed face presented
itself.

“ What's all this? Men in my house! What's
the meaning of it#' stammered a drunken
voice, as the master of the house staggered in,
and essayed to eross the room fo the chamber
that had been his wife's,

“Letty! Letty! Isayl
itors?’

Wyndham strode after bim, and seized his
arm,

“You shall not go in there!” he said, sternly.

#Whab's to hinder me? Letty, Isay! Why
don’t you speak?’

“Oh, master!” exclaimed the negress, ithe
silent now! She'll never hear you, nor speak
to you no more! never, no morel”

¢ What d’ye mean? he cried, turning upon
her. She had Elodie in her arms, and was
tuking her into apother room. At the sound
of the inebriated man's voice the girl stood up,

Mamma! look
Say you

Have you got vis-

faced her uncle, and dashed the tears from her
oyus,

“She means, sir, that my darling aunt is
free at last!” she eried, defiantly. *f You can-
no$ scold her any more. Turn on me, if you
like; you cannot hurt et I'm not afraid of
you.”

“* And who are you, ye imp of Satan, and
how dare you speak so to me, whose bread ye-
've been eating? I'll have you here no longer!
Tramp—out of my house "

“ Bhe shall leave your house to-night,” in-
terposed Wyndham, angrily. ¢ Elodie, change
your dress, and let me take you to the inm,
The purse shall go with you!™

{t Oh, we cannot leave my darling aunt! We
must wateh with her, and dress ber for the
funeral. ‘When she is baried I will leave your
house, Mr. Rashleigh, and you shall never see
me again. Come, Nelly, belp me to get
ready.”

She passed out of the room with the colored
woman. Rashleigh, whose drunken percep-
tions had now taken in the fact that his wife
was dead, looked a.fi:er her sullenly and bewil.
dered.

# Where is the hussy going?” he asked.

“ T shall take her to my mother’s house,” re-
plied Wyndham, * Her aunt gave her into

my charge with her last breath, and I accept-

ed the trost.”

But Elodie refused to lenve the house while
her aunt lay dead within it; and Wyndham
persuaded one of the female neighbors to take
charge of her.

He returned to attend the funeral, and as
soon as that was over, bade the young girl
prepare to accompany him to the city.

Rashleigh made no opposition to the depart-
ure of Blodie. He only reguired to bs inform-
ed of her address. Convineed that she had no
legal rights, he cared not what became of her,
and was just ag well pleased to be rid of the
expense of her support.

Wyndham took his fair young ward to the
home of his mother and sister,

They recéived the orphan with cordial kind-
ness, and made her one of the fumily at once.
She found a thonsand things in the novelties
of city lite to make her forget her sorrows.
Before long, Elodie was again happy; for her
buoyant nature could not long be held down
by the pressure of calamity.

CHAPTER VIL
THE NEW PUPIL,

“T HAVE a new pupil for you; and she ig
such an odd little thing!”

This was Miss Blount's intr oduction to a
graphic and detailed account of her brother
Wyndham’s adventure, and the result, an ad-
dition to the members of her mother's family.

“ Qnly think of Wynd’s baving a ward]” she
added, when her rarration was finished,

“ And an heiress, too!” put in Ruhama,
“Who knows but it will end in the usual man-
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ner of romances, with ward and guardian fall-
ing in love with each other!”

“] thought you said Miss Sferns was a
child " remarked Olive,

"¢ QOnty fifteen; but wonderfully precocious!
And so fond of her own way! She always
manages to get i, too, somehow!?

‘¢ Has she tasts for music”

# A perfect passion! Isalways playing and
ginging, but lacks cultivation, of course. My
brother says he wants her to have all the cul-
ture necessary, to develop what talent she may
possess,”’

“You know, Emily, I am not capable of
being a scientific teacher; that is, of the high-
esb grade »

“ Hardiy any private teacher can be expect-
ed to do that, But you will try her, Qlive?’

#71 will do my best, and thank you for the
addition to my list.”

“ Thanks for nothing, Olive, dear!” cried
Rubama. ‘¢ Who should we think of, but you,
and be happy that we can contribute: & little
to your snccess ¥

“Not a listle, dear friend; I owe my best
pupils to your kindness!” ‘

“ Now, have done with such talk! Kind-
ness, forseoth! If I had a fortune of my own,
who should share it but my dearest Olived

Miss Weston turned away her face to hide
the tears that sprung to her eyes.

* But we have & favor to ask,” said Emily,
“We are going to have a drawing-room con-
cert at Mrs, Moore's splendld rooms, in aid of
the Orphan’s Home. There is to be music and
recitations, Will you help us?"

19" repeated Olive, looking up in surprise.

“ Why not, dear?’ answered Miss Blount.
%It is not a pa,rty You have such an exquis-
ita tuste; and we want you to lead the chorus
in the music that is to accompany the readings.
The chorus will be in the third parior,”

“1 cannot possibly come.”

“It will oblige us immensely, and do good
You were always willing to lend a helping
hand, dear friend.” .

“But I cannot leave my mother,
even for one evening.”

*Bhe is not worse, I hope?”

“ Bhe is failing from day to day.”

The girl’s voice was lost in the sob she

No—not

" Birove to repress,

“Then you shall not be urged,” cried Ru-
hama, going to her and kissing her cheeks,

“We shall have the aid of the new musical
lion, you know, Emily,” she said, looking
archly at Miss Blount, ‘*'You shall not dis-
tregs Olive, The foreign gentleman, you know,
Was he introduced to you last evening at Mrs,
Bogal ts e

‘ Noj I did not see himexcept at a distance;
I did not even hear his name.”

“The Count del Raggio, or somethmg like
that, He is very handsome, and they say, is
of a distinguished family in Ita.ly Dear ltaly!
how [ love all who are born in that charming
country

¢ There I cannot agree with you, Ruhama,
I do not admire old Antonio, for instance.”

¢ Oh, the hideous juggler! No,no; I meant
such Italians as the count,”

“Or any sunburned individual with plenty
of whiskers, and stiletto-looking eyes, who can
loak lofty, and talk gibberish when heis in a
rage.”

“ You could not help ealling the count hand-
some, if you had noticed h1m, Emily. And,
as o his gibberish, you should have heard hlm
sing that Italian bravura after you were gonse,
It was exquisite; and they say he composed it
lnmself "

“ e is a musician, too®”

“Of course. Olive, dear, I ehall bring him
to see you one of these days, on pur pose to tet
You hear him, You will receive him in a pro-
fessional way.”

And she went on to give an account of the
stranger.

The handsome stranger, with his Italian
name and his acknowledged genius, had al-
rea.dy become the admiration of all the ladies
in the most fashionable circles of the metro-
polis.

He was 50 reserved and stately, yeb so wili-
ing to oblige by playing the airs he had com-
posed, and accompanying the piano or guitar .
with his magnificent voice!

Then thero was something of mystory about
him. He seemed melancholy and abstracted
at times, and frequently did not answer when
addressed.

He had brought letters, Ruhama added, that
were sufficient vouchers for his respectabxhty,
¥et it was but seldom he could be induced to
go into society, Whenever he did, he sought
no introductions, often declining them though
with a graceful courtesy that could not possi-
‘bly give offense. He had willingly consented,
however, o lend his aid to a charity entertum—
ment,

They were interrupted by a knock at the
outside door.

Olive went and opened it. A slender, youth-
ful form stood there, but the face was covered -
with a thick vail,

The young hostess hesitated, It was a
stranger; and she did not like to ask in visit-
ors she did not know,

The young girl inquired if Misg Blount wasg
there. Betore Olve could reply, Emlly, who -
bad heard and recognized the voice, ran out
and contronted the new-comer.

“You naughty child!” she exclaimed, with
laughter struggling in her reproving tone.”
“ Did I not tell you you must not come with
us! _And how did you find the way®

The girl had thrown back her vail, and Olive
was struck with her singular face.

Her profusion of pale gold hair, rippling
across her forehead, hung in masses, like Hoss
silk, on either side her frech, rose-tinted
cheaks. She had the brightest viclet eyes in
the world, just now flashing with something

like defiance.
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T know that you told me not to come, Miss
Emily,” she replied. * But I knew youn were
eoming to see about my music lessons, and I
wanted to see the teacher before you made
any arrangement,”

“And you followed us all the way, by
yourself#"

#1 did not follow you; I knew the address;
and I came in the cars, part of the way.”

“ After you had been forbidden to go out
alone?’ . ‘

+You should not have forbidden me," re-
torted the girl. ‘I am not used to obeying
orders.”

“ You will come in?’ asked Olive.

4 0Oh, yes; you may as well,” added Miss
Blount, teking the girl’s arm and leading her
into the little parlor., * Olive, 1 am sorry the
first intreduction to you of your pupil should
be in this wise; but you must excuse impa-
tience in a wayward child.”

¢ [ am not 4 child,” the girl murmured; but
Olive kindly took her hand, and said:

“1 am glad of the opportunity of knowing
the young lady; and I trust we shali get
along comfortably in our new relations, if it
plenses her that we enter upon them.”

"Phese words soothed the ruffled self-esteem
of the girl; she smiled brightly, and ook the
seat offered her.

Then, with the courteous kindliness that al-
ways marked her manner, Olive asked ques-
tions about her previous lessons, and her tastes
in the art,

¢ Perhaps you would like to hear her play a
Jittlei” asked Emily,

- At the vequest of Miss Weston, Elodie took
off her gloves, removed vhe shawl thut covered
her shoulders, and seated herself at the piano.

She struck the keys with a bold touch and

played an air from Norma. It wasa difficult
one for a young performsgr, and she was inac-
curate in several notes; but on the whole she
had a brilliant execution.

Her passion for the art asserted itself, At
the more startling tuins, her face seemed to
kindle. She looked up like an inspired crea-
ture; she seemed to forget the presence of
those about her,

Emily was impatient at the blunders she
made, and Rubama laughed; but Olive listen-
ed attentively, smiled, and warmly applauded
her at the close,

# You have manifest talent,” she said.

“ But sadly needing culture,” observed the
other two ladies.

t Where there is real  genius,’ answered
Dlive, *‘ it will not take long to triumph over
obstacles caused by inexperience, I can see
that she will outstrip me, and that before a
great while.”

Elodie started up, came hastily to her and

*impulsively threw her arims round her neck.

1 ghall be glad,” she said, “ to bhave you
for my teacher.”

Ruhama gave another of her musical ripples
of merriment,

“ Nothing wins the heart like praise,”

“We all know that appreciation is plea-
sant,” was Olive’s reply; and the young- girl
gave her a grateful look, while her ecolor rose
perceptibly.

“Would you like to hear me sing?’ she
asked.

“ Very much indeed.”

Again Elodie seated herself at the piano;
and after a low prelude, dashed intoa wild
and stirring song. Like her playing, it was
tull of foults, but of spirit as well. She mas-
tered the trills admirably.

Her gentle instructress was convinced she
would have a poweriul though erratic genius
commiited to her training. .

Bhe kept silence, buried in thought, when
the song was ended, Elodie’s eyes were rivet-
ted on her face,

‘¢ Emily,” said Olive, at length, “this
young lady would do credit to a better teacher
than myself.” .

“ She could not have one so patient with
her faults. You see, she needs to go over the
elementary studies, to learn to overcome her
inaceuracies,”

‘+ She will soon conquer those; and then she
wiil soar far above me,” said Olive, with a
smile.

 And I will bave you, and nobody but you,
to teach me?” cried Elodie.

“ You really must undertale her,” said Miss
Blount. *Only do not spoil her; she is too
conceited alveady.”

%[ think I can correct the faults she has;
and when I have done all I can, she can be
ready for a scientific professor.”

» Keep her in leading-strings as long as you
can,” whispered Emily, ‘ Your gentleness
and general eulture, if you can iwmpart them,
will do her good. My brother was wishing
she were like you,”

Olive’'s pale cheek colored slightly, She
glanced at Ruhama,

¢ You would say,” eried the lively brunetts,
¢ that Mr, Blount ought to prefer me for a
model "

It was Olive’s thought, though she had not
expressed it.

“QOh, no, my dear] Mr. Blount may ad-
mire me; but he wunts his ward to be graver
and more steady. He would not have her do-
ing a bit of flirtation for the world!”

The tinkle of a small bell was heard.

“You will excu-e me,” said Olive. “I
must go to my mother.”

“ And we must go home,” said Miss Blount,
¢ We shall bring Elodie to you three times &
week, beginning to-morrow.”

The adieux were made, and the three ladies
went out to the carriage.

CHAPTER VIIIL,
THE CHARITY CONCERT.
THE charity concert was a social party ad
well; dancing being added to the attractions
of the evening.
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The house wag & large double ons on Park
avenue, and was furnished with splendor,

In addition to the spacious parlors, A room
was extended in the rear, of immense size,
lofty, and lighted from above; the windows
opening to the sky and richly colored. The
ceiling was frescoed, the walls were covered

- with choice paintings, and the floor was inlaid

with many-colored woods, and polished like a
mirror )

It had always been used a8 a musie-room,
and a platform was raised and carpeted for
the musicians at the further end. The whole
offect of this magnificent suite of rooms, mul-
tiplied by mirrers from floor to ceiling, and
filled with elegantly-dressed people, was like
that of a palatial levee,

Elodie bad heard of the brilliant affair, and
was wild to be of the party. Why not} It
was & charity concert, and she was ready to
contribute by the purchase of tickets. If not
old enough to be permitted to enter society,
she conld sureiy be present at the entertain-
ment. Bhe could have a now dress made; she
could make one herself. Bhe tonserl her
guardian till she obtained his consent to her
going.
© 41 am not in favor, Wyndham, of allowing
that child to think she must go everywhere
with us,” observed the grave gister. * She is
wuch too forward for her age.”

“But this is an entertainment children will
enjoy, as well as grown people, I know sev-
eral who intend taking their families.”

“4] speak of general usage. You have in-
dulged Elodie in going to theaters and operas
and concerts, almost every evening.”

“Not so often ns that] not more than three
evenings in a week,”

“ And how can she study, if she partakes of
such amusements{” :

“ Do you find her backward?!

#1 cannot say I do; she has more than or-
dinary powers, and learns rapidly. But it is
not well to have her thoughts diverted. Al
her teachers will tell you so.”

“I do not mean that they shall be. ILet
her understand that in future such indulgences
must be rare. Though an evening now and
then. at the opera will help to cultivate her
musical taste. She has rare talent for music.”

“ (lortainly -she has; but it needs strict
training.”

Elodie heard such conversations often en-
ough to be aware that her protectors judged
it expedient to restrain hier passion for excite-
ment,

She did not feel thig need, and chafed at the .

restraint. She resolved to gratify her passion
for dress on this cccasion, and had actually
purchased and begun to make up a rich white
silk, embroidered with tiny sprigs of pink and
gold—sto be set off by a wreath of fowers to
match crowning her head, and a fragrant bou-
quet at the bosom,

But Emily peremptorily interfered; laughed
at the idea of so young a girl making her ap-

pearance in such a dress; and insisted on her
wearing plain white muslin, S8he was sup-
ported by Mre. Blount; and even Wyndham,
when appealed to by his dissatisfied ward,
urged on her the beauty of simplicity in her
attire, Even ornament in her hair was for-
bidden.

1f the poor child had been determined $o set
off her beauty to the best possible advantage,
she could not have done it more effectually
than by obeying the mandate of her seniors.

When sha came into the parlor, ready to
start, in her simple white dress with blue rib-
bon fastening the ruffle at her throat and blue
ribbon confining her luxuriant hair—her wild-
rose complexion as pure and fresh as the petal
of a flower, her blue eyes dancing with ex-
citement, Wyndham wes sure he never had
beheld so lovely a creature,

Mrs. Biount took charge of her, and the four
filled the carriage.

Just before them as they entered, they saw
Rubama Seaforth, leaning on the arm of Tom
Wyatt. '

Beside the young lady walked a stately
gentleman, whose air and gait seemed famil-
iar, in some degree, to Emily. But, as he
bowed to several persons in passing, she no-
ticed a decidedly foreign manuer; and thabt
was not to her taste.

Rubama, as usaal, was superbly dressed, in
a gold-brown silk funio over a rich dark-
brown lower skirf, both trimmed profusely.
She always wore her hair rather loaded with
ornament. She was in contrast to Emily
Blount, who was aimost nun-like in her grave
costume, and preferred the dull colors,

Ruhama and her party took a seat near the
platform, and weye presently joined by her
father, and a noble-looking elderly man, who
was invited by the banker to occupy a chair
next his daughter. Both addressed himn fre-
quently, and called him General Marsh,

Rubams sent several messages by Tom to
her friend Emily, who sat several rows ot
chairs behind her, On one slip of paper she
had written:

v Fhe Count del Ragelo will sing the fourth song.
He will not be on the platform,” ~ |

Emily showed this to her brother. He
shook his head; he had never met the celeb-
rity.

The songs were alternated with dramatio
recitations, and & scene between a lady and
gentleman, in costume, with appropriate ac-
tion. i

‘When the fourth song was announced, as to
be given by the celebrated artist, the Count
del Ragyio, there was a burst of kid-gloved
applause from the fair portlon ¢f the crowded
ussemblage, Even many of the gentlemen
added their hearty clapping,

But there was no respounse by the appear-
ance of the lion upon the stage, He was to
aceompany himself, and he had taken his geat
&t the grand piano so far on the leit side as to
be out of the view of a large part of the audi~
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ence. Among these was the Blount party;
and several around them expressed their dis-
appointment.

“Why doesn’t he come out and show him-
salf?” murmuored one.

“You know he is not a professwnal u an-
swered a lady just behind her,

# But he might bave acknowledged the ap-
plause with a bow at least,”

¢ The eccentricity of geniusl”

fiPshaw! I don't believe he merits half

" what they boasgt of him!”

“ Wait, and judge for yourself|”

‘When the performer touched the instrument,
ull recognized ot once a master-hand. Nothing
bhad been heard like it, RElodie started from
her employment of watching the late comers,
and a flush of sudden delight illumined her
features.

Even Miss Blount, litfle given as she was fo
raptures, was startled into admiration when
she heard the stranger sing and play. The
perfection of artistic skill seemed united with
the freshness of wild nature in his perform-
ances. It wag the gush of soul itgelf,

He was encored; and when he sung to anair
composed by himself, the words of Metastasio,
beginning, ‘L'Ouda dal mar divisa,” the
touching melancholy of the siinple melody,
representing the restless longing of a soul un-
satisfied with all this life can offer, and finding
repose only in death, deeply atfected Emily.
Bhe turned away her head, for she felt the
tears stealing down her cheels.

Rubama, who was observing her, noticed her

agitation, and smiled, as if she thought she had
achieved a triumph.

Wyndham, though he had no cultivation in
the art, shared the enthusiasm of the rest,

Elodie could not contain her ecstatic emo-
tions,

When the song was ended, the applause was

overwhelming, Then came an interval for
gocial converse.

“PDear guardy!” exclaimed FElodie, *is
that gentleman—the count—an Italian? Then
T'll be bound he is a teacher of music. Will
you let we take lessons of him#’

¢ Hush, child!” whispered Hmily.
not a teacher.”

‘“How do you know? I never heard you
gay you knew him, Will you bring him and
introduce him after concert, guardy? Ishould
like so much to know bim.”

“ T am not acquainted with the gentleman,
Elodie,” replied Wyndham,

“But Miss Seaforth will introduce youl
Bee, he bas come out to speak to her; and now
she is looking this way! She would present
him to Miss Blount."”

' Be silent, Elodie,” said Emily. *“I donot
wish the stranger to be introduced to us. No,
WynJham,” she added to her brother, who had
rigen, **1 beg you wiil not go there,”

“ e is a genius in musm:” eried Wyndham.

- ¥ Who can he be?

“He is

“An Itulien. I have heard Ruhama speak'

of him,
banker. Don’t look that way so persistently,
Elodie, It is not well-bred to gaze at people.”

Wyndham noticed a tremor in his sister's

| voice, and other signs of disturbance, that

showed she had been deeply moved by some
cause or other.

“They are all looking this way again!?
cried the impetuous little girl, “and Miss Sea-
forth is laughing; can it be at any of us? Are
yvou sure, Mr, Wyndhamn, that the count would
not give me lessons, if you were to ask him?
All Italians are poor, and want pupils, I have
heard.”

‘1 think he must be an exception, my child.
If he were needy, his friends would have rec-
ommended him. He seems tolerably intimate
with the Beaforths.”’

Tom Wyatt came sauntering toward them
at that moment, and stopped to enter into con-
versation with Emily and her brother.

He told her the count was only an amateur,
and had required considerable persuasion toin-
duce him to sing before so large an audience.
‘He is always ready to oblige in a private
drawing-room, but appcars to shrink from
publieity.”

“Then he is not ab all professionald asked
Mrs, Blount.

“Qh, dear, no; not in the least,
never made music o profession.” .
“ e dues not give lessons,” put in XKlodie.

“dob ab all, I believe, He bas an independ-
ent fortune, made, too, by himsélf; but not
by art.””

# How then?”

‘' By—upun my word I don't know precisely;
but I think some comimercial business. e is
traveling partner in some wealthy firm.”

“Strange!” exclaimed Wyndham. *“Those
foreigners are so seldom engaged in mercantile
pursuits! and with his wouderful talent for
musie, it is smgulnr he did not put it to some
lucrative use,”

“I'nat he has declined to do.
music as A pastime merely."”

“1 am so sorry for that,” murmured Elodie.

Emily pressed her avrm to keep her silent.

in the second part of the concert the count
sung twice, being warmly encored each time,

The effect of his marvelous performance
was greatly increased. All agreed that no
such glorious voice, it an .amateur, bad ever
been heard.

When the entertainment was over, abont
half the company departed, and room was
loft for dancing and the promenade.

As soon as she could, Huhaina came to join
the Blounts, She drew Emily apart, and they
went together into a refreshment room, and
stood in an obscure corner,
¢ ¢ What think you of our musical lion# ask-
ed Ruhama, observing the unusual flugh on the
cheeks of her friend.

I cannot wonder at your-—at the enthusi-
asm he creates,” was the reply. ¢ He possess-
es exquisite taste with powers, I confess, be-

He has

He cultivates

I think he brought letters to the «
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yond my appreciation. I do not know that I
ever feli the true soul of music before.”

% Cau you believe, then, what I said, that he

is one who would have been an ornament to
any society®’

# Cortainly; his mental cultivation and ele-
vated breeding are perceptible in all he does.
I noticed his grandeur of bearing, and grace of
movement,?

“1 am glad you think so. He is most anx-
ions to malke youracquaintance.

“I do not wish to know him.”

“Why vot? Ifind him charming, He is
quite domesticated at our house. Ris conver-

sation is even more enchanting than his
music,”

“That may be; and, to be guite frank, I
will henceforward -give up my prejodice
against his nation, and his arf as a pursuit in
lite, But you musét not introduce him to me.
If you will have my reasons, I could not help
tainking, when I heard him sing, all these glo-
rious gifts, sorich in power to confer happiness,
wers Herbert’s, and I have despoiled bim of
them! I bound him in chains, with my ideas
of utility.”

"T'he fair speaker buried her face in her hands,

Ruhama was amazed. She bad not thought

cher courin Herbert was remembered in this

manner, and with such depth of feeling. She
had never heard Emily speak thus,

She was silent, and looked grave for a few
ninutes, '

At last Miss Blount Jooked up, restored to her
composure,

“You do not know,” remarked Ruhama,
after some hesitation, ‘¢ that Herbert returned
some days sinces”

¢ Rewarned! and he has not soughb me!
Well—1 deserve it. But I shzll never love
another.” ’

Emily again hid her face as she spoke; and,
strangely enough, Rohama made no attempt
to console her.

“Bo-—you are herel" cried the indefatigable
Tom Wyatt, as he caught sight of the two
givls, He was followed by the rest of the
party, as well as a erowd in search of ices,
punch and cake,

Emily declined any refreshment. She was
only anxious to go bome; but she could not

take away her companions just then.

“Bo proveking,” cried Tom, “that the hero
of the night-—the superb count—should have
taken bimself off so suddenly., I wanted to
introduce Blount, but the Italian had left the
house, ?

Amid the gay hubbub, Rubama whispersd
to her friend:

. **Come to me to-morrow; I havesomething
particular to say, May I expect yous"”

“1 will come, ab tour o'clock,” was the whis-
pered reply.

Lmily could imagine nothing ‘ particular”
$0 be communicated, unless it were the news
of Ruluma's engagement with Wyndham.

Bhe bad long wished for it; she knew aer

brother admired Miss Seaforth; she fancied the
young lady was not indifferent to him. Only
her passion for flirtation had kept them from a
mutual understanding.

The inspiriting music of the band called the
dancers to their places. Elodie ran to her
friend.

“*Emily, dear, do find me a partner.”

They had passed out of the rvefreshment
room, facing the expectant assembly of young
people, eager for their favorite amusement.

“Wyndham will dance with you, child,”
was the wearied answer to the girl's entreaty.

{“Don't you see how busy he is, talking to
Miss Seaforth! Oh, I shall die, if I lose this
heavenly dance.”

‘“Then, Tom, you must be obliging for once.”

Tom was waiting to ask the favolr of Emily’s *
hand, but he accepted that of her protege, and
the two were presently whirling in the mauze,
to the spirit-stirring musie.

1 wish I could go home,” murgeared Emily,
as she sunk on a sofa beside her mother, ¢ My
head aches go terribly." .

“I don’t see how we can go without your
brother and Elodie; and it is a pity to cut
short their enjoyment. It is early yet.”

. Wyndham and Rubama were certainly en-
gaged very pleasantly in conversation; soear-
nestly, they had lost sight of every one else,

They stood in the recess of a French window,
partly cancealed from view by the ample folds
of the damask curtains, The handsome bru-
nette was brilliant; and the manly face that
met her looks, beamed with joy too, as far as
his sister could judge.

The two had evidenfly come to an under-
standing ab last,

“ They, at least, will be happy,” Emily sigh-
ed to herself. I have not the heart to dis-
turb them 1"

S0 on, and on went the dancing, and Tom,
who could not induce Miss Blount fo leave her
geat, took young Miss Sterns out sgain and
again; and the girl was radiant with her en-
joyment.

And still Rubama and Wyndham were to-
gether, either talking by themselves or prom-
enading; and the general joy seemed uncon-
fined; and Emily fell into a reveris, and
thought of her past with its promise blighted
by her own act; and resolved she would enter
no more into any scene of gayety. For her,
as for her friend Olive Wesion, the bright
morning of life was over.

Ah! how soon, to most hearts, comes the
overcast sky and the portentous mutterings of
the storm|

At last they were in the carriage and whirl-
ed homeward. They went into the dim parlor,
and Emily seemed still in a paintul dream,

Elodie broke into rapturous exclamations. .
BShe had never enjoyed an evening so much,
She wished she could be so happy every night
of her life.

Wyndbam laughed at her enthusinem; bué
he, too, seetned in extraordinary spivits,
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“ Am I to congratulate you, my dear broth-
er?” whispered his sister, pausing asshe passed
close to him to go up to her chamber,

He flushed, for he could not fail to read her
meaning, and hesitated & moment.

#Ves,” h respondedatlength. “Youmay;
for I am to make the acquaintance of the for-
eign count, under:the best auspices. He will
dine hera to-morrow, with your friend Miss
Reaforth.”

CHAPTER IX.
ELODIE'S RESOLUTION.

EropIie enjoyed her lessons at the humble
home of Olive Weston, because she was al-
ways praised when her efforts deserved it, and
g0 gently told of mistakes that she took the re-
proof almost as praise,

She had made rapid progress, and practiced
g0 diligently that her teacher not only com-
mendsd her, but expressed surprise at her ar-
dor in the pursuit. It was so unlike the list-

less indifference of other young ladies.

“ But they study music ouly as a parlor ac-
complishment,” responded the girl, “while I
mean to make it a life pursuit,”

Olive did not quite understand her.

¢ A profession, you know.”

Do you intend be-

¢ 1 did not know that!
ing a professional singer®

¢ Certainly.”

“Your friends have no idea of ib; have
they ¢

“ Perhaps noti; but I have always wanted
to sing in public. The opera is my worid.”

“The operal Do you mean to go on the
staged”’

“1 tell you in confidencs, Miss Weston, T
do. Xloveit; I pine for it! I have no rela-
tions to keep me [.om doing as I please,”

“ Bub there is no need. - You will be inde-
pendent in fortune, I am told.”

“Then I can afford to indulge my tastes. 1
shall be miserable if I do not have my way.”

#But, Elodis, you are very young, and
hardly a judge yet of what is best for your
future.”

“If I am young, I can see what kind of life
would make me wretched. Suchaone as Miss
Heaforth’s for instance: nothing but a series of
flirtations.”

“You must not talk so, Elodie,”

# 1 heard some one call her the most accom-
plished flirt in the city, And poor Mr. Wynd-
ham, who worships her—"

“ Hush; I will not hear any seandalf”

i1 was only telling you how I should hate
to be a society belle, with butterflies around
ma, I want the bright, intense life of an ar-
fist 1" -5

¢ Ah, child, there is many a thorn in the
artist's rose-wreath.” :

“I want to dress, and sing, and act some
grand part! To feel myself in a new, glorious
world; to thrill crowds with my voice; to bave
bouquets thrown to me, in the midst of tumul-
tuous applausel” ’

“Puor Elodie! I can see that you dwell on |

the vain side of the dream! You must not

indulge such faneies. You have a vast deal }

to learn, and many errors to unlearn, before
you could even begin a professional life,”

# I know all the diffculties; but I do not de- &

spair of conguering them. Have I not im-
proved since I took lessons#”

“ Very much, indeed!”

#1 will 2o on improving. And when you
turn me off as finished, so far as you can fin-

ish me, I will have masters—the very best; |
and if necessary, I shall go to Paris or Italy, ;

and study therel”

“Again I say, do not indulge fancies that
may never be realized.”

““ Why not, if I have the means to indulge
them, and am debtermined on it?’

After more conversation of this kind, Olive |2
rose and opeued the folding doors connecting ¥

the two little pariors,

There was =a bright little fire, and in its |
glow an easy-chair dra n up beside a stand |

covered with embroidered cloth, on which
stood & vase full of fresh flowers. -
An elderly lady sat reading the Holy Scrip-
tures; the volume resting on the stand.
Bhe wore a loose robe of silver-gray cash-

mere, tied in front with white ribbons, and a,

cap of soft mull, prettily embroidered, with a
white rosette and bow at the side.

“ Mamma, dearest,” said the soft voice of
her daughter, * you have often taken pleasure
in hearing Elodie sing and play, and wonder-
ed at her. marvelous progress. Hear now
what she says about her own future, and give
her your advice.”

Elodie was not afraid of the sweet old lady,

and did not hesitate at repeating what she had

said.

‘“ Ah, my child, you will think differently
of all this when two or three years more have
rolled over your head!”

The girl protested as before.

# People who cling to such dreams, in their
inexperience, remind me of Sydney Brill’s
elopement,” remarked Mrs. Weston, smiling.

« Tell me about that,”

‘¢ Sydney was o romantic youny gentleman,
and fancied himself in love with & young lady
whose father had retused his consent to the
match. The daughter was an invalid, but an
heiress, and Sydney hed always seen her in an
easy-chair, as you see me now, Elodie—or in
& carriage, driving oub with her father, He
was charmed with her face ag well as her for-
tune, and at length persuaded her to elope with
him," . ’

I thought he would do that!”

‘t Her maid helped her into the carriage late
one evening, and followed her. Sydney sat
on the front seat. His attention was drawn
to a curious knocking at regular infervals, on
the bottom of the vehicle. He wondered sev-
eral times if any part of it had given way,
At last he put his head out to bid the driver
stop, that he might see what was broken.
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His lady-love clasped his arm, and begged him
not to do it. By degrees she confessed the
truth. She had lost & leg some years hefore
by a fall from her horse, and it was her
wooden member that kept up the knock-
in, !n

Elodie laughed. :

¢ Ag the day dawned, and they drew near
the station, the carriage gave a lurch in going
over some obstacle in the road, and was over
set, The lady was not injured, but the shock
had displaced one of her eyes—a glass one--
and betore she could conceal her face by draw-
ing her vail, Sydney saw that his bride-elect
wag minus an eye ag well as a leg.”

s Poor fellow] I pity him, indeed!”

#“Thay had to stop at the nearest inn, as the
carriage needed some repairs. The maid as-
gisted her mistress into the parlor, and Syd-
ney heard the latter say, as she stumped to the
mirrprs

# tHow hideous a night’s travel makes one
Jook!"? . '

“ How penitent he must have been for his
rashness!”

% Just then a carriage drove up, and & gen-
tleman entered the parlor of the inp. It was
the young lady’s father.”

“ (lome to take her home?”

“By no means. He said to young Brill:

#¢ A year since, I forbade your snit to my
daughter-—' Sydney answered, eagerly: ‘I
know it, gir; I beg your pardon; and sooner
than offend you, I am now prepared fo give
her up.’”

“Qh, what did she say?’

“The young lady gave & little shriek, and
went into hysteries, The father responded:

“«iNo—Mr., Brill, I do not now demand
such a sacrifice of you. I thought you sought
my child for her expectations of fortune. She
had indeed great expsctations {rom her aunt,
Mrs. Hylton; but these are brought to naught
by the second marrigge of her aunt and the
birth of an heir to her property. My daugh-
ter has no prospects of wealth; nothing but
her loveliness and her excellence of character.
You love her faithfully; you have proved that
love by tempting her to an act of disobedience
which, under the circumstances, I freely par-
don, My blessing rests upon your union; my
house and heart are op n to youl”

4Qh, Mra, Westonl What did the young
man do#? - :

% What could he do? The father so indul-
gent! yet Sydney knew he had only his pen-
sion as & 'retired colonel, that eceased at his
death; and the yonng lady looking at him
with tender eyes—one of which he knew to be
false. He began muttering something aboub
not being able to provide for her the luxuries
to which she had been used; and not ventur-
ing to ask her to share his poverty, ete.

““ But she protested, with tears in her one
oye, that she would gladly live with him in a
cottage, or a hovel; and limping across the
Toom, she threw herself inte his arms The

father liftod his hands in benediction. Bo
Hydney was compelled to marry her,”

“Tgo marry her! What a take inl”

¢ She led him a terrible life; for she had a
temper, if she lacked & leg and an eye. At
the end of two years they separated. She had
involved poor Sydney deeply in debt by ber
extravagance; and he gave up to her all he
had, and went to the Mexican war."”

“7To be killed there, I suppose?’

41 do not know; I never heard of him af-
ferward., Bat to the moral of this true story,
my dear c¢hild: In the blind pursuit of a phan-
tusy, you are like the young man in love with
a girl whose beauty was a deception, If you
should succeed in grasping the objeet of your
desires, you might find yourself disappointed,
as he did, on the discovery of the truth.”

1t did not appear that the judicious advice
of either mother or daughter had any effect in
changing the bent of the pupil's determina-
tion.

CHAPTER X.
A DISCOVERY,

*ON her return boms, Elodie went irto the
library, She was accustomed to spend hours
in the curtained recess at the end, reading her
favorite romances, when she had finished her
practicing.

She ususlly let down the lace or damask
curtaing, and ensconced herself in a large
cushioned leathern chair. Bhe was soon bur-
ied in the autobiography of a French vocalist,
in whose career she was trying to trace a re-
semblance to her own.

It might have been an hour afterward,
when Wyndham and his sister came in. They
spemed to have been engaged in some light
conversation; for the young man was laugh-
ing and Emily was pressing him to tell her
gomething.

“There is a secret, I know,” she said, “be-
tween you and Rubama, that you have been
hiding from me; and you are to play out some
part of the drama this evening., Suppose I
guess i6¥”

¢ Buppose you tryt”

1 will, then. You are engaged o be mar-
ried.”

“Ql, you are far wide of the mark!”

#“ I made sure you were proposing to Ru-
hama at the ball, What else wire you two
talking about so long?’

¢ About you, sister mine.”

8 Me'i‘r

“We were planning a queer surprise for

0“.”

o Ezxactly; to present me with a sister in my
friend.”

“Don’t lot your thoughts stray that way.
Nothing of the kind is likely to take place.”

“ Wyndham, I have long seen that you love
Ruhama.”

“Then you have seen what does nob ex-
ist.”

“Noj; you do surprise me,”
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“In time past, I really have thought of her
a9 my future wife; I confess that much, But
Migs Seaforth is ton great a flirt to make &
grave man like me happy.”

Elodie let the book slide from her lap as she
listened, with parted lips and startled eves.

¢ Nonsense!” exclaimed Emily, *‘She has
a true and noble heart.”

“A heart never awakened, then,
nearly made her a declaration.”

113 Ah!” .

‘ And she laughed at me! She scorned my
passion; she begged me not to make myself
ridiculous for her sake, for she should certain-
ly reject me. That was alter she had kept me
dangling for months, in a desperate flirtation.”

“ Oh, Wyndham! I am sure she likes you.”

#1 fancied, afterward, that she thought bet-
tor of my pretensions, and wanted me to make
love to her again, But the spell was broken!”

“You love her still?"”

“1 cannot say that I do,
tainly.”

“ Everybody admires her.”

“ And she has a smile for every one, What
a eircle she gathers round her at every party |”

It is o rare gift—that of enchanting people
as she does,”

‘* Bhe is beautiful, a reputed heiress, and a
coquette,”?

“ Ig the last character to be admired?”

. “Don't you know that? Coguetry sets off a
girl’s charms, and makes her spavkle like a
fountain in the sun. But it is a dangerous ac-
complishment.”

I should think so!”

‘¢ A slight dach of it i3 like sauee piguante,
it flavors the delicacies offered. But when it
makes light of a rerious passion it goes too far.
It disenchanted me, forever,” .

“ Brother, I will wager that you go back to
the brilliant girl yet.”

“ I should be very much surprised to see my-
self at her feet. But she is a charming friend.
By the way, did she take Elodie to drive with
her this alternoony

‘*No, the child went to Olive for her lesson,
and stayed late, Do you want to see her?’

“Not now. Iam in some trouble on her
account.” ’

¢ Whot”

“One of the papers her aunt thought was in
the yellow box, one of those she gave me, is
missing.”

“ A paper—is it of importances”

16 is ber mother’s marriage-certificate.”

“That is of consequence, now!"

- 4 Bo much, that without it, unless I can prove
the marringe of her parents, she is likeiy to
lose her property.”

*That wouid be very hard; and as bad, or
worse, to lose caste and be exeluded from so-
ciety, when she is fitted to enter it. You
know she could not go out with us if peopls
knew there was a shadow on her birth," -

%% People are very censorions,” remarked
young Blount, musingly,

I once

I admire her cer-

“I$ is natural and proper. I should not
like to have her story known fo any ons.”

“Poor child! hers has been a sad experi.
erice; and to lose her rightful inheritance
would be & ertuel blow. I lLave been making
diligent inguiries, I bribed Silas—Mr, Rash.
leigh's former servant—to search the house
for the missing paper; and I have tried to find
the clergyman or-the witnesses to the marri-
age. That, I am convinced, is utterly hope-
less. ™

‘ How will she lose her fortune®?

‘" Her granduncle's will left the money to
Charles Sterns and his lawful issue; in default
of that, to the children of Rashleigh, who iz a
distant consin,” .

““I thought it was her mother’s property.”

“Oh, no; in that case, she could inherit; ag
illegitimate child can inherit from the moth-
er, though not from the father,” )

“Igee, But how is it that she has been so
long in possession

‘*The trustees of the property made no spe.

cial inguiries; requiring only proof of identi [

ty. And Bennet Rashleigh’s only son, by his
first marriage, being in the asylum for imbe-
ciles, as long as the girl was in his house he
made no stir about it,”

“He will do so, now{

“] was served with notice to-duy that he
means to claim the property, in right of his
son,”

“Poor Elodie! But you will not give up her
right”

“Not while T have an inch of ground to
stand upon! Buot if I cannot prove the marri-
age, I.fear resistance will be nseless.”

“ Are you sure the marriage ever took place?”

“I am morally certain of it.. Mrs, Ragh-
leigh told me the certiticate was with the other
papers, She must often have seen it, It must
have been stolen while she was helpless on her
death-bed.” .

“Then the girl ig truly of honorable birth,
even if she cannot prove it§’

“ 1 have not a doubt of it,”

¢ That is the main thing. Fortune is of less -

importance,”

“Yon do not know the world, Emily; or
rather, you know only the society world that
looks on the surface,” .

‘* Even if she loses her money, she may have
a home here; and wikh her beauty and accom-
plishments she may marry well.”

¢ I cannot give her the advantages she ought
to have; and her talents merit them,” said
Wyndham, sadly.

* Sho must take her chance, like the rest of
us,” responded Emily, * Now I'must go and
dress. Ob, Wyndham, we might have had
such a pieasant evening if you had not invited
that Italian lion, the Count del Raggio! He
wiil spoil everything!” :

She glided from the room; and her brother
began to walk to and fro, as was his wont
when troubled in mind, The darkened pros-
pects of Elodie distressed him.,

The girl, white as death, had heard every
word! She sat motionless-as a marble statue,
Her property lost! her right to her father’s
npame disputed? her protectors giving her a
home out of eharity, and they apprehensive of
public opinion, should her history be dis-
closed!

She felt as if the world, that had sesmed so
bright, lay crumbled to ashes around her.
She started up to rush out and overwhelm her
guardian with guestions; but suddenly check-

5 ed herself. She knew what his advice would
he; that she should remain passive and quies,
Her brain reeled; her heart thirobbed; she folt
the instant necessity for the relief of tears and

#E gobgs, Softly she opened a door in the recess

4 leading into the hall, and escaped to her own

@% rooni.
g ’ CHAPTER XI.
1] TIE DENQUEMENT OF A ROMANCE.

%  EmiLy had just completed her simple toilet,
4 when she heard a ring at the front door-beil,
4 and presently a light step ascending the stairs.
y 4 light tap, and the door of her chamnber flew

“8o 1 find you alone! "That isso nige,” eried

© Rnhawa, as she took her friend in her arms,
and kissed her on both cheeks.

%1t is nice, indeed, if you have come alone!”
roplied Emily,

‘I have; but the count is coming later. He
was invited, you know.”

“Wyndhamn told me so,
make him do such a thing”

‘Becaunse I want you to know and to like
our distinguished stranger.”

“I told you I did not wish to meet him,”
said Emily, petulantly.

“But he is dying to be introduced to youn—
and his ardent wish balances yours. I throw
ny own inclination into the scale, and yours
kicks the beam!”

“You are a faithless friend!”

“Yon will not say go, when youn have had a
b2 conversation with oar brilliant connt. I am

sure you will like himi”

“ Ruhama, are you going to marry him#’

“1# with a borst of merry langhter. “ Ask
him that question, and he will answer it, I
trow, to your satisfaction.”

“Then it is so.
bappiness, denr.
be otherwise,”

She was about to put her arms around Ru-
hama's neck; bat the lively girl seized both
her wrists and held them, while she looked
laughingly into her eyes,

Y Now, you perverse creature! whatare you
taking into your head? ' I think of marrying
the count? You will laugh at the idea, as [ do,
before you are three hours older!”

“You are pleased to be mysterious, and I
cannot fnthom you, Wyndham has been play-
ing at it too. Well, I will bide your time for
enlightenmont,”

“Good girl]

How could you

Bat I once heoped it would

Row, are you dressed? Bit

Well—I must wish you all
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down hers; and listen to me, Shall T tell yon
first a secret about myself, or give you a sur-
prise?” o

“Tell me about yourself; for, if I am not
mistaken, that will be the surprise.”

“Don’t be too sure! Well—~papa seems te
have found & matck for me!” r

“Your papa? I thought yon—"

“ Would find one for myself, you mean] I
am such a cogustte, it is diffienlt to decide
among numerous suitors. So an older head
has weighed the matter, and decided the ques-
tion.”

‘' Who is it?"

“ You would never guess,
of General Marsh

¢ Greneral Marsh? why, he is nearly, or quite,
ag old as your father,”

' Granted ; but papa is not an antediluvian,
you know.”

“He is nmot a bit old—for a father—hut
when it comes o a husband—for a young girl
lik you—"

It is quite o different thing! I grant you
all that, And I have not given my consent;
and I do not think I shalL?

‘‘Has your papa given his, to the addresses
of such a suitors”

“I am sure he favors him,
much as that to ma.”

“ And the General-—has he proposed?

“Not yet; but he has paid me comypliments
innumerable, which I have received in n man-
ner that would be downright encouragement if
he were twenty years younger.” ’

#0Oh, Rubama! you have not practiced flir-
tation in this instance toof” b

‘“ Bafe enough, dear, with oneso old! There's
always a loophole forescapa! Pray, don't look
so reproachful! Positively, I cannot bear to
have you vexed with me; and to avert your
anger, I must change the direction of your
thoughts, Seehere; Ihavea package for you.
Cousin Herbert called on me this morning, and
begged me to bring it to you, with his cordial
respects.” .

To open the packet with trombling hands,
while her heart throbbed wildly, and the erim-
son rushed to her cheel, was the work of an
instant with Emily Blount.

What think you

He has said as

It contained only a miniature of Herbert St.

Clare.

How like, yet how unlike him! There were
hig dark eyes and resolute mouth; his marked
yeb classic features; but the once lnxuriant baip
was combed smoothly down and parted in the
middls, and the expression of tha whole
face wag changed. Thers was amitting of the
brows, and a hardness in the outline, which
time alone could not have given. It was man-
ifestly the effect of care and disappointment;
the slow corroding of the bright, soft jewel of
the soul, .

Emily shuddered, and laid down the picture,

“You find him altered,” szid Ruhama.
© And I own the original of this cannot be n
very abtractive lover. Confess, now, you
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would prefer such a one as our hrilliant
eount !

“ Ruhama!? exclaimed her friend, reproach-
fully.

Then she turned awey to hide her agitation.

“ But my cousin, Herbert 8t. Clare, has not
lost his common sense, He iz quite aware of
tie disadvantages of his present exterior. He
bids me say he is grown, besides, as prudent
and calenlating as—as you were seven years
#go, He has seen you, and finds you vastly
improved in your appearance, and as fascinat-
ing as he is the reverse. Hoe is therefore good
enough to relinquish all claim upon your hand,
which you have allowed him, virtually, though
not avowedly, to retain all these years.”

% No, no!’ cried Emily, snatching up the
picture again. * This change is my work!
Tell him I will keep my word, and I hold him
to his1” : ‘ i

Y That will be too great a sacrifice, How
can you love him, Emily, changed as he ig#’

#1can—I do! I am sure of it|”

 Hppposing he has failed o secure the wealth
for which you banished him#”

#1 have learned fo prize love more than
riches.”

‘¢ Uninteresting, ugly and poor! You have
grown disinterested, my dear friend. Why,
next, you will even consent to my marrying
an artist{’

# I repent me of former errors.
if you love each other, Ruhama,"

“ Thank you kindly! And you would not

You may,

ohject to my becoming Countess del Raggio—

musician though he is! That I eannot do, bow-
ever; and for the simple reason that the superb
count is enamored of your fair self.”

“0Of met You are jesting!”

“Yes, of youl and what is more, you have
promised to love him, He will tell you all
about it,

The provoking girl, even as she spoke the
last words, ran out of the room, leaving Emily
in bewildered astonishment:

She followed Ruhama down stairs, but stop-
ped to give some directions to the servant about
gorving the dinner,

The front door bell sounded, and she drew
back, as her brother entered with a gentleman
of distinguished appearance,

It was their Italian guest. They camne in
talking merrily, and stopped an instant to de--
posit their hats on the stand, before entering
the parlor.

It was dusk, and the lamps were not yet
lighted; so that the young lady of the house
wad not observed by the new-comers, Direct~
ly atter they had gone in, she moved to the
parlor door. .

Her hand was on the kuob, when she felt it
turned on the other side, i

It was Ruhama, and she pulled open the door,
seizing Emily's hand, snd drawing her for-
ward,

¢ Here she is, and I have pleasure in intro-
ducing to Miss Blount a gentleman whom I

trust she will welcome as her brother’s friend |

and mineé!”

Ths proceeding was so singular that Emily {4
looked in amazement at her friend. Had shy f

siddenly taken leave of her senses?

There was no light in the rooms, and th [

figures could bo but dimly seen in the fading
twilight, glimmering through the parted win
dow curtains.

The stranger had come to the side of hij
young hostess, had taken her hand, and lifted
it to his lips respectfully. )

In increased surprise Emily drew her hand
away,

At the same moment she noticed that Ru
hama and her brother had gone into the back
parlor, leaving her alone with the stranger.
With an effort, she recovered her self-posses.
sion, ’

¢ Count del Raggio—" she began.

¢‘No count, if you please,” interrupted the
guest, “ That was a title bestowed on me hy
mistake, and since then, borne a short time by
sufferance, and ns a kind of musical * gtage
namse ” s it possible, Emily, that you do not
know me by my own namef’

It needed but one look into his eyes to reveal
the truth to ber,

“ Herbert St. Clarel” she exclaimed, faintly, |

The surprise was almoss too muek for her,
Her form swayed as if she would have fallen,
while the color faded from her cheeks, Her-

bert had a good excuse for catching her in his §
arme, and he held her closs to his beating B

heart, while ha whispered.:

*“Your own Herbert! your true friend and

faithful lover!”

Again and again he kissed her hand; she did [

not resist, He kissed her lips too.

8be sat down on the sofa; and he drew an [

ottoman close to her feet,
Imperfect explanations followed,

Emily could only reproach him for having !

kept from her so long,
He had been persuaded by others to do go.

He had doubts himself how the lady of hisiove
would receive one who had profited so little by

the penance her wisdom had imposed on him.

“Forgive me that,” murmured the girl, as §

she dropped her head on his shoulder.

# We may add owrgelves to the group, I sup- [
pose, now!”? c¢ried the merry Buhama, as she §
and Wyndham advanced from the extension §

parlor. ‘I wish you joy, dear cousin, and my
charming friend!”

“This was our mystery, sister.
wanted a romantic denouement, and we—Hoer-
bert and I, were compelled to indulge her. [
am glad all has ended happily.”

“And I am bappy to inform you, to the
eredit of my cousin,” added Ruhama, *¢ that the
years of his absence have not been misspent, in
a practical way. He hes made a fortune, at
the same time he has ¢ultivated his wonderful

gifts, and gained refinement and elevation in §

his tastes.”

Ruhama §
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“Indeed, I may be allowed to say, dear
Emily,” said the lover, ‘‘ that I have gained in
every way; and it is all owing to you. My
wild and fanciful enthusiasm has become tem-
pered by solid aecquirements, which I counld
never have made my own under circumstances
that encouraged, instead of checking, my ear-
liest youthtul impulses,”

“You are too kind,” murmured the bappy
girl, ““to spare me the reproaches I deserve.”

Far from reproach, her prudence was laud-
ed. It might have wrecked the happiness of
two lives; judiciously directed, under the in-
fluence of strong and enduring affection, it had
prepared the way for a life of enjoyent.

Emily had made the seven years of trial—
as all knew—"‘a noble task time.” Horbert,
with rapture he acknowledged, found her with
developed powers, and chastened feelings; and
with love deeper and warmer, for having been
g0 long cherished in secret. More worthy than
ever to be worn in his heart, he pronounced
her,

The servant announced dinner,

As they went out, Wyndbham inquired for
Miss Sterns,

His sister bade the maid go for her,

They did not take seats at the table til} she
came, :

Elodie was dressed with unusual care, and
there was a flush on her cheek, and a fire in
her eyes, that fairly startled her guardian,

The stranger was presented to her, and then
Wyndham led herto a seat at his left hand.
Bhe was silent at the meal, but listened atten-
tively to the conversation,

Of course music and songs were alternated
with conversation that evening. The young
girl enjoyed a rare treat in the Italian songs
of Horbert 8¢, Clare, . She sung once or twice,
and bher eyes sparkled when shke heard him
commend her voice and execution.

“ O, if I could have him for a teacher!” she

thought. She whispered the wish to Emily,
when she had an opportunity.
' There was to be an art receéption on the fol-
lowing Wednesday, and Herbert had tickets
for all the party. Elodie received permission
to attend, She little thought how evenfful a
time that would prove, :

CHAPTER XII.
THE GOQUETTE CHAINED.

THE art reception, with its exhibition of
paintings, and its ohoice musie, was enjoyed
by the elegant fashionables of the *‘exelusive
circles” as well as the lovers of art, and was
the greatest success of the season.

Elodie was there and was invited to sing in
& duet with a professional vocalist, taking the
place of her friend who had not made her ap-
pearance, '

The compliments paid the young girl upon
hf-”l_‘ perforwmance and the rich RIBZZO-S0PTan0
¥oice, 50 rare in one so young, were net so
Eweet to her ear as the whispered comment of
ber artist companion,

“You ought to sing in publie, with such a
voice,””’

Her face became irradiated. She longed to
ask the speaker to let her come to her for ad-
vice; but she could not immediately gather
courage, and in a moment the opportunity was
lost. How bitterly she felt her thraldom, and
how stout grew her determination tn have her
freedom!

The famouns ¢ Count del Raggio '? was clam-
orously called upon for one song after another.

Obeying the summons and thanking hig
friends in a brief speech, he tock occasion to
diselaim: the name a fow friends had bestowed
on him by way of a joke,

The Italinn birth attributed to him, also, he
must deny, with all due respect for that glor-
ionis land of song, where he had sojourned for
many years. As Herbert 8t. Clare, Virginian
by birth—New Yorker by residence—he was
happy to receive their kind encomiums; due,
he thought, more to their partiality than to
his merits, and he hoped to number many
among his attached friends,

Emily felt prouder of him than ever.

‘When he gave ber his arm for the prome-
nade she did not heed the glances of her ac-
quaintances, nor the whispers of ladies who
guessed how matters stood with the pair so de-
voted to each other,

Wyndham nodded smilingly to them as he
went to join the circle round Miss Seaforth,

She seemed unusually briiliant this evening.
Nenrest to her stood the gallant General Marsh,
whose eyes appeared literally to devour her
face, and whose glances spokea the love of ade-
voted suitor.

This kind ot attention Ruhame was quite ae-
cusgomed to receive; and she was pleased with
it. Bhe liked the homage of a living, loving
heart; and was accustomed to give glances in
return that kindled hopes she never meant to
fuldil,

On one occasion after another she might be
seen in & recesss, half-curtained, listening to
love-vows softly whispsred; her ayes drooping
tiil the dark lashes lay upon her cheek; her
face wearing the hue of *love's flower;” the
ploture of a tender maiden, whose awaltened

1 beart was on the eve of surrendering itself,

The beguiled saitor would fancy himself 4 con-
queror,

Bat when the white lids were lifted, the
dark, Oriental eyes shot forth a glean of mier-
riment, that speadily dispelled his dreams,

This was one phase of *‘ flirtation ” with the
belle. Another was to surround herself with
admiring beaux, each waiting a gleam that
should carry an electric message to his heart,
ready to be laid at her fest. She would keep
a dozen in this kind of expectancy; and send &
thrill to & dozen eager souls in rapid succes-
sion. Each would imagine himself the one fa-
vored by stealth; the sole recipient of the
magnetism of those wonderful eyes, '

‘This evening was the last she ever enjoyed
of the unalloyed pleasures of coquetry. She




t

32 LOVE IN A MAZE.

stood in peerless beauty, wearing her favorite
dress of delicate lemon-colored sillr, with pro-
fuse trimmings of white point d’aiguilles, and
pearls on her neck and in her hair,

Never had she been more consecious of the
power of her charms, It seemed as if the ar-
rows of the very god of love lay in the depths
of her matchless eyes. She had bewitched at
least a4 score, and as they stood round her,
watching with eagerness fora word or & smile,
from the lovely idol of their worship, she felt
berself the ‘ecynosure of neighboring eyes”
and the acknowledged queen of love and
beauty.

Tom Wyatt, who flitted in and ouf of her
cirele, was the only one who wasnot manifest-
1y her slave; and on him she turned, ever and
anon, the battery of her alluring looks. Fwice
he asked her to dance; but she declined on the
plea of fatigue; she preferred to be the center
of such homage as she was receiving.

That night she drank to the fuil the intoxi-
cating cup a vain coyuette finds so sweet.
‘What bitter draughts were to be drained in
the unknown futurel

Rubhama and Wyndham exchanged glances,
a8 he came near her, On him she bad never
practiced the arts of coguetry. She had al-
ways fancied reproof in his eyes when he fix-
ed them upon bker in that way. Yeb she would
have valued approvai from him more than ad-
miration frow the others,

How lung it seemed since she had enjoyed
those coniidential interviews with young
Blount, so dear to her memory, when he had
wanted the monopoly of her thoughts! She

had power then to disturb—even to distress-

him, by her flivtations with others, What had
comse between them, absorbing his attention,
till his eyes no longer sent fire-gleams into hers,
his face no longer flushed or paled according
to her humors!

Involuntarily her eyes swept the spacious
hall, and lighted on a youthful formx full of
lithe grace leaning against one of the pillars.

Elodie was watching the singer, already
mentioned, us she placed herself at the harp,
while her Hngers strayed over its sirings.

The girl’s face, with it rapt expression, was
more beautiful than Rubama had ever seen it.
There was & xosy culor in her cheeks, and hoer
blue eyes were fuil of eager attention; her
hands were claspad; her bosom was heaving
with emotion, .

And Wyndham stood watehing her! Yes;
ke wiaom all knew to be sensitive to beauty and
grace had his eyes fixed on this lovely crea-
ture~~this child of geniws—with an interest
that was manitest in every lineament!

- If there is a moment thut can dash with bit
terness the triumphbs of o coquette, as the light
ning shrivels the flower, it is that in which
she, discovers the chain worn by oune of hes
victims reat asunder by tho hand of a rival!

In that moment Ruhwna almost hated the
girl, Could it be possible that Wyndian,
whose devotion she had fancied was all her

own whenaver she chose to claim it, had be-
stowed his affection on this waif, this rude
child thrown so strangely on his protection?
She watched him with a jealous pang at hep
heart. She saw that his eyes did not wander
from the object of his attention, till the harp.
ist had ended her song. Then, while the hall

rung with applanse, Ruhama saw him go upto

Elodie, draw her arm within his, and lead her
away. At the same instant Ruhama felt hers
drawn within that of General Marsh, and heard
him say they must go in to supper.,

The coquette laughed to think how muchshe |

had been disturbed by this littie incident,
She thought of Olive, and her warnings, and
sighed to feel how unsatisfactory were the tri-
umphs of gratified vanity., Had Wyndham
really been unmoved by Ler fasecinations? She
resolved to rivet his chains more firmly than
ever. No word of love had ever passed bo-
tween them; but she had felt certain of his at-
tachment, Did she love him? Ko, cerfainly
not: but she had prized the evidence.of his re-
gard; and she felt wronged to see it with-
drawn.

He passed near her as she stood in the sup-
per-room; and she whispered in his ear that
shle might be induced to honor him in one of
the first waltzes when they should return to
the hall. '

Looking gravely in her face, with perfect
gelf-possossion, Wyndham thankod her, but re.
gretted that he wounld not be able {o avail him-
self of her kind favor.

“ How can that be?’ she asked, frowning,

“ 1 have promised my mother to take her
and Elodie home dirsctly after suppor,”

“The old lady and the child,” returned Ru-
hama, with satirical emphasis, ‘‘ must not be
kept out late.” .

Wyndham looked at her in surprise.

She laughed gayly, and asked if he had giv
on up his liberty, that he could not remain for
what he once protested wasbest worth waiting
for!

Something aboub * business deferred,” writ-
ing to do, etc, fell on her ears, and filled her
with displeasure she did not attempt to conceal,

Tom Wyatt came up on the other side, and
preferred his modest petition for the dance af-
ter suppar.

Rubama smiled brightly on him, while she
flung an angry look after Wyndbam, which
he did not seem to feel, as they moved with
the throng toward the hall, where the dancers
had already taken their places,

With all her wealth of attraction, and the
lavish homage paid her, Ruhama felt poor.
She saw her cousin Herbert and his ufManced
love standing before one of the paintings, in-
tent only on each other, ]

Happy Emily! she Lad tasted none of the

luxuries served to a belle, but she had been g

faithful to love, and enjoyed its fruition.
Wy, Miss Seaforth thought, couid she not

have u true heart waiting for her, when she

had done with her butterily-sipping of sweetst
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Wyndham had already left the hall with his
charge. Again she sighed, and a feeling of
disgust with herself and her career crept over
her.

It was late when she reachsd home that
night, attendad by the faithful lover, General
Marsh, who did not, as usual, enter the house,.

The banker, Mr. Seaforth, was passing vhe
library, the door of which stood open, As his
daughter came into the houss, he went into the
hall, took her hand, and drew her into the H-
brary. .

*(h, papa! you up so late! No—I cannot
stop. My maid is walting to undress me, and
I am tired to death.”

#Come in for five minutes. I have some-

. thing to say!”

%Iy it anything particular? Won't it keep
till to-morrow?#”?

#] would rather say it to-night. You shall
talk it over to-morrow with both of us, if you
like!"

“¢Both’® What do you mean®’ R

“ General Marsh came home with you?”

“ Certainly; he has been very attentive all
the evening, What a good old soul he ist Hea
took care of me as if he had been my own
papa,”

* He is not so old, my child; by no means as
old as myself!”

“Papal he looks older by flve years!”

“Not at all; you maust not fancy any such
thing

“ Well, we will not dispute abous it,
night, papa, dear.”

“Stay, my danghter. I want to tell you—
Ireceived a proposal of marriage for you to-

Good-

. day.” -

“A proposall” Ruhbama gave one of her
musical, rippling langhs, ¢ 'Who could he be;
who was old fushioned enough to go to my fa-

ther before coming to me with his suit#

“Omne belonging to the good old school, my
child; and the better and nobler for it.”

“ Not—not—"

“The General? Yes, it was hel You must
have seen that he is deeply in love with
you.”

*Oh, father, so old as he is}”

“1tell you he is not past the prime of life,
Hs is handsome, and full of spirit; accom-
plished, highty educated; & man of society, and
possessed ot a splendid fortune.”

“Tao good, by half, for poor little mel"” eried
tha girl, with another langh.

“Ho loves you; he offers you his name—an
bonored name-—and his wealth.”

The girl made a sweeping curtsey-—still
laughing,

* And you declined the honor for me, like a
dear, good papa, with graceful thanks?’

“Ruhams! | gave my consent with joy. I
hape yours will follow,”

* Dear father, you cannot wish me to marry
80 unsuitably.”

“How, unsuitably? In what personal or
mental quality is he deflcient?”

. “O0h, T find no fault with him; he is well
enough—for any one who would like him, But
I never could fancy him for a husband.”

¢ Ruhama, you have received his attentions
for woeks past, What did you mean by it?

‘“ Only 2 little harmless flirtation,”

““Girl, he has interpreted it to mean en-
couragement of his addresses.”

*But, papa, I have Birted with twenty oth-
ers at the same time,” )

“The more shame on you! Bt you have
encouraged General Marsh in particular, and
have committed yourself."

“ Papa,now you are absurd! A girl cannot
commnit herself till she is asked to marry. Co-
quetry is allowable before that.”

“ 1% is you who are absurd, Ruhama, You
have lad General Marsh to believe you favored
his suit; I have accepted it. I expect you to
marry him,”

“ That, papa, is what I cannot do.”

“Rubama, I am speaking seriously. Sit
down there,”

The girl obeyed, but her face wore an ex-
pression of determination, which the banker
now seb himsself to overcome.

“You force me, child, to disclose what I
meant to keep a secref, I am on the verge of
ruin-—of bankruptey!”

* Father!” exclaimed the girl, growing pale
as death.

I spealk the truth, and it is a bitter strug-
gle to spoak it! I have striven for months to
ward off the blow, which I knew would erush
you. .But it must coms! This house, with
furniture and carriage must be given up, In
another month we shall be paupers.”

Ruhama, stricken to the soul, rose and knelt
by her father's chair. Her hands clasped his
arm; her terrified eyeslooked into his, Horror
seemed to freeze her blood. .

“I know what you would say, child; you
thought me secure in my wealth; so do others;
but the truth must soon come out, unless you
will save mel” . ‘

He turned his face on one side, his fentures
working with emotion.

“Have you! How can I save you??

“ Daughter, you can if you willl General
Marsh stands ready to advance as many thon-
sands as I reguire to stave over this erisis, He
would replace the funds T have lost by Steven-
son and the Brothers Merke.” - .

“ He would buy my hand of youl” exclaim-
ed the girl, bitterly, «

#I swear to you, Ruhama, he has never
named the loan in connection with you; he is
too high-toned a gentleman,”

“ Let him rescue you, then, without binding
me, ”

* Do you think I could accept the assistance
I must kave, to set me on a safe ground, from
any but a favored lover of my child's. Noj if
you will not confirm my assurance to him, I
am Jost,"” .

“ Your assurance|”

1 pledged my word that you would marry
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him, girl. I thought myself surs oi your eon-
sent. "’

‘* Papa, this i5 not the age or country when
girls are bestowed by parents against their own
wishes,”

1 know it, child!
disappoint—to ruin me!
comes the better!”

He stooped his head on his hands, and his
breast heaved with sobs. Ruhama bad never
seen him thus moved,

“ Ch, papa, papa!” she sobbed, clinging to
him. ‘Do not brealk my heart!”

“You had better retire now,” he said, cold-
ly, suppressing his emotion, and uneclasping her
arms from his neck. :

He rose from his sea$, and as the girl caught
a glimpse of his face, she snw on it the impress
of despair.

She rushed after him as he crossed the room,

‘¢ Oh, papa, where are you going#”’

“No matter. T eannot slesp to-night.” I
must look over these papers, You may go to
your rest,”

The forced calmness with which he spolee
showed how utterly hopeless he was, and his
hands trembled as he handied the papers on
the table, No words could have so deeply af-
focted Rubhama.

“1 will not leave you in this way, papa.”

Then, catching her breath with a convulsive
gasp, she suddenty seized his arm.

“ Tell me—" she said, faintly, ¢ is there no
other way of escape for you, father”

Y None; I muost school myseif to bear alll”?

“M'hen—then— Oh, father! I cannot see
you looking so; with such trouble in your facel
Oh, give me a little time to thinkl I will not
lot you sufter! Only give me time!”

“You shall have time! Ruhama, I would
not have urged you if I had not thought you
liked the General,”

“ Let me think!” repeated the girl, clasping
her hands across her forehead. ¢ Till to-mor-
row—to-morrow!?

She did not faint, but sunk, utterly unnerv-
ed, into the arms of her father.

Well—you are free to
The sooner the worst

CHATTER XIiL
ELODIE’S PETITION.

WyYNDHAM BLOUNT roturned home with his
mother and Eledis, gnd, having bidden them
good-night, waited in his study till the arrival
of his sister with her lover,

Herbert did not remain five minutes.

As the door closed on him, Einily smilingly
said good-night, and ran up-stairs to her room.

‘Wyndham, too, smiled as he saw her face
irradiated with its nmew happiness; but he
was full of thought as he turned back into the
study,

Adbout ten minutes after Emily had gone to
her chamber, a light flgure, dressed in white,
descended the stairs, and moved noigelessly to
the study door, It was ajar, and she gently
pushed i open. Wyndham whoeled round, and
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“ Tlodie!” he exclaimed. “Isit you? Wha
have you come back for?’

“L want to speak with you.
late??

Is it very

want to say|?

He looked at the girl. She wore her party
dress, except the flowers, and the excited flush
on her face made her radiantly lovely.

on @ high-backed leathern chair.

* Mr. Blount—E mean to say—guardian-]
want to study for the stage.”

“The stage!” echoed the young man, aghast,
“Yes; I want to sing in opera. I have

T8 is late, but I a.in ready to hear what yop 5,"

* I will not keep you longer than I can help,’ i
she sald, coming up to the table, and leaning |

. e

fine voice, Madame Ferretti told me so to-
night; and I can learn to be a singer as wall
as others.”

 Blodie—I am sorry—"

appointment, if you would let ma accept it.”
“ But——my dear child—"
“Iknow I could not pay for a master's les
sons at home; but [ eould learn at the opera
and it would cost me nothing.”

home, when you are ready for them?®’
them,” answered the young girk,

Elodie hesitated,
guardian’s grave looks.

“No one told me,” she replied at length
“Bat I heard you say it.”

“ Heard me say it

ing to Emily. You said my mother's mar
riage-certificate was lost, and without it
might logse my property.”

Wyndhamn made no answer,

“And you know,” pursued the girl, it |
lose that I must earn my living,”

i Poor child, it bas not come to that,”

¢ But it may; and it is only right I should
be prepared. I ought to earn it by music, if ]
have as much talent as they say.”

“ Your talent shall be cultivated, Elodie; |
promise you that.”

“ But 1 cannot pay for lessons if my money
ig all taken away.”

# Legve that to me.” )

#“You have not found the certificate that
was missing#’ .

+“Not yet.”

‘¢ If Mr. Rashleigh sbole it I know he mus
have destroyed it. You will never find it
And he claims the property, you said.”

I am sorry you learned anything about the

looked very much surprised.

matter, child,”

“ But youare taking lessons of Miss Weston,” B
“ Bhe cannot sing the music I want to learn,” |

¢ Hear me out, pleasel Lknow that I cannt f
afford to have the best masters now; hut 1}
could sing in choruses, and I have seen adver. §
tisements for young vocalists to take parts in
them, Madame Ferretti told me there wers §
vacancies continually., She could get me au }

“ Who said you could not have masters o |
“1f T have lost my fortune I cannot pay g}

* Who told you you bad losi your fortune?' [
She was afraid of her §z

“ I was in the library when you were speak- §
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¢ Why should you be? I canhelp you. Be
sure you will never find a paper Mr, Rashleigh
has stolen. He is t00 cunning.”

“1 am afraid you are right.”

“Then I must lose the money. His son is
the next heir, I heard you say.”

% Did you ever see that young man$"

“Oh, yes; Mr., Rashleigh nsed to bring him
home sometimes. He is in the asylum where
they teach imbeciles. He is not aunt Letty’s
son, you know.”

“Yes, I know that,”

“I never liked him; I mever would play
with him, though Mr, Rashleigh tried to make
He used to say I should be Godfrey’s lit-
tle wife, some day.”

“AhM

“That was what gave me such a dislike to
the boy; for T knew his father was in earnest,’

“ Heo really wished you to marry his son#”

“1 am sure of it. When aunt Letty was
tying dead, and you had said you would take
me home, I heard him say that.” )

“Indeed! Did any other person hear it

¢ Only the negro woman,”

“ It would go to prove that he thought you
the lawful heir,” said Wyndham, musingly.
“Where is this woman, Nelly#’

“Tg she not at the old placet” -

“ Noj she loft there jmmediately after Mrs.
Rashleigh’s death,” .

“Then Tdo not mow whereshe is. Shesaid
she would come and see me.” - .

“ 1t was unpardonahly negligent in me not
to give her my address. But she could get it
from her master,”

' Yes, if he chose to give it to her,”

¢ But she must have left his service. Have
you any idea where her home is, or her
Iriends®” '

“No, I know nothing of them, She never
left my aunt.”

“T wonder if it would do any good to adver-
tise for her?’ mused young Blount.

“Bhe was fond of me, and I should like to
seo her,” said Rlodie. ‘‘ But, guardy, we are
wandering from the question. If Tam tohave
10 fortune I must be put in the way of earning
a livelihood at once.”

‘“ Are youin haste to leave us#’ asked Wynd-
ham, smiling at her, -

: Elodie was given to speaking the truth blunt-
A

“1 am, indeed!” she answered.

Her guardian was visibly hurt,

“I hoped you were happy here,” he said, in
avoice that showed pain. “Xam sure I have
striven to make you feel like one of us--and
Emily has been like an elder sister to you.”

Llodie dashed away the tears that were over-
flowing her eyes.

“¥You must not think me ungrateful for
Four kindness,” she said. “I am grateful--I
bless you for it. Who besides you would have
been 50 good te a poor orphan girl?”

** You must not tallr so, child, You arelike
4 sister to us,” :

“But I know your mother and sister will
feel it o relief to part with me.”

“ Elodie!”

“Did I not hear Emily say she would not
like to appear in society with & girl of doubt-
ful birth#”’ questioned the giri, looking unflinch-
ingly in the lawyer’s face. 1 do not blame
her; I should feel just §o."

“You are not of donbtful birth, Elodie.”

1 know you think so; and I am sure of it my-
self; but the world will demand proof of my
henorable parentage; and if you have to go
through & suit for my property it cannot fail
to come out that my mother’s marriage can-
not be proved. Is it not so?”

‘1t is g0, certainly; but—"

‘*Then it will be in all the papers, and every-
body will know that the girl you have talken
to your home, and treated like a sister, can-
not prove her birth lawful, and has lost her
property in consequence. So that yon will
have not only poverty, but disgrace, on your
hands,”

*Klodie, you must leave such things to
wiser and older persons. You are too young
to be troubled with them,”

‘'Noj I am not too young to see my own
po’s;ition, and to seek the means of bettering
it.

‘Wyndham was now pacing the floor in his
perplexity gnd distress. Presently he stopped,
close to the girl, and took her little hand in his
own,

‘¢ Let this matter rest, I entreat you, my
child, Confide in me.” )

“Oh, dear Mr. Blount, I connot let you
bear all my burden! You must let me have
my way !’

{“'What iz it you want? To leave this house?’

“Yes, to leave it and be placed at once in a
situation where I can earn a salary, if ever so
supll—and be improving daily in my singing,
Madame Ferretti said I could have an engage-
ment to sing in & chorus, and in a few months
take a part. Oh,Ilong to be at work] Ishall
die if I stay here, doing nothing toward ac-
complishing my great objeet!”

*You are ambitious, Elod{e, and do not see
f!;e ”parils and difficulties that beset such a

ife!

“ I know them all, and I am ready to con-
tend with them. Only et me gol”

For some minutes the young lawyer made no
answer, At last he said, turning to the eagor
suppliant:

‘I should not be doing my duty toward you,
Elodie, nor fulillling my promise to your aunt,
if I should comply with your wish, You are
nnde’r age, and incapable of judging for your-
self.’

“Onee for all, Mr. Blount,” cried the gir),
passionately, “I teill you, I cannot bear this
restraint!’?

“ You must bear it, foolish child. T forbid
your thinking of the stage, at least till yon
are two years older, It would be your de-

struction, You shall continue your lessons,
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and shall have masters to teach you, ag you
make higher advances.”

“ At whose costd”’ cried tho little aspirant,
her blue eyes flashing, her cheeks erimson. **1
have no claim on you, and you shall not pay
for me! And I will not go out with your sis-
ter, to be scorned by her because my mother
was the victim of misfortune!”

She covered her face with her hands, and
wept and sobbed vehemently.

Wyndbam quietly took her arm and led her
to the door.

* Good-night, Elodie,” he said.
late; you mast retire.”

4 You treat mo like a wayward child,” she
faltered, through her tempest of weeping.
“But [ am not a childl And be sure, sir, I

1t is very

shall not stay here while the suit is going on
for my property!
as it is.”

“No one secorns you,” replied Wyndham.
“We all love you, and would protect and
"You will think better of this
Go now; and let me have some

I have been scorned enough

gerve you,
to-morrow,
rest.”

He stooped and lightly touched her forehead
with hid lips. ‘

1t was the first timehe had ever caressed the
girl, and the action seemed to humble her
rash pride. Bhe gave him one wistful glance,
then burst into a fresh flood of tears, and fled
up-stairs with the speed of one terrified.
‘When she had reached her own room she locl-
ed the door and throwing herself on the bed
aried till she fell asteep,

Wyndham remained leng in his study, ab-
sorbed in painful thought. He began to real-
ize that he had undertaken no light task, in
the care of a willful girl, possessed of genius
and determined to make her independent way
in the world.

CHAPTER XIV,
TWO WEDDINGS IN FASHIONABLE LIFE.

TrE fashionable circles were surprised by
the aunouncement of two matrimonial engage-
ments.

One was that of Miss Emily Blount to Her-
bert 8t. Clare, the lion of society under his
musical name of the *Count del Raggio.”

Emily had never boen a belle, but something
of her early romance was remembered, and
how she had parted with her lover because he
was puor, and so fond of music she feared he
would never seek the gifts of fortune. His
wonderful success abroad, his acquisition of
an independence while he cultivated to the
utmost the genius with which he was endowed,
were cortainly strange, and contrary to the
experience of most young men,

They did not take into view his patient and
persevering application, his unwearied pursuit
of the knowledge he coveted; his diligent in-
dustry, and his strict economy of -time.
These, with the inborn endowment of genius,
bsd enabled him to trinmph over obstacles

that would have been insurmountable to thoss

less highly gifsed. And he possessed more

than the acquirements of art and science; the

pure and noble soul which, while it apprehends

the beautiful, ean appreciate and feel the
ood.

That the happiness of the tried and faithful

pair was without a drawback, could be seen
by all who knew them. A united life of con-
tentment and usefulness was before them,

The other engagement was that of Ruhana
Seaforth, the banker’s daughter, with General
Marsh.,

This- announicement cansed a wide-spread
gsensation. The young lady was a courted
beauty, with scores of worshipers eager for a
sign of preference from her. She had worn
the crown of bellshoodnot meekly; and caused
heartache to many of her suitors, She had,
never really favored onse.
should be made s0 suddenly, and the selection
ba one so much older than herself, and one so
grave, so dignified, so opposite to her in all
personal qualities, astonished all her acquaint-
ances.

Ruhama gave no sign of the struggle she
had undergone in the night and day succeed-
ing her last interview with her father, Onco
fully satisfied that the disclosure of his flnan-
cial affairs he had made was strictly true
that utter ruin was impending and thut thers
was but one way to avert it, she decided on
taking that way. .

The prospeet of poverty, privation, and loss
of social position, she could not endure for a
moment, The picture fancy conjured up of
herself walking in plain attire, and meeting
the friends she was accustomed to salute from
her carriage, arrayed in splendor, to find her-
gelf treated coldly on every side, seemed to her
worse than death. She could not bear the
idea of such a reverse as Olive Weston had
undergone; had borne with uncomplaining for-
titude, Ruhama had often told herself she
should die, if overtaken by such calamity.

She told her father, next morning, that she
was ready to accede to his wishes, and wonld
receive the Gteneral that evening as her ac-
cepted lover, .

The banker kissed her deathly pale cheek,
and thanked and praised her for the most
generous and loving daughter in the world.
But she disclaimed such laudation. She
ghranle from her own share of the roin thab
threatened them, more than her father's.
She could not bear the scorn, the exultation of
the many with whom she had trified.

#3f I had not been such a flirs,” she con-
fessed, *¢ if there were not so many to rejoice
in my downfall, I might welcome poverty
rather than part with my liberty. But Icould
not brook even the contempt I know I have
deserved.”

The favored suitor came, and the hanker
welcomed him as his daughter’s affianced hus-
band., The General behaved nobly. Ie be-

lieved the girl's consent freely given, for he

2 chat she would soon love the gallant old soldier

1 Jid not spare her most becoming dress.

i affairs had taken.

© the footman shmounced Mr. Wyatt.
That her choice®

; came to say, that he was on the eve of de-
£ fact, and had called to bid adien,

¢ you going, Mr, Wyatt?”

1 portunity to malke money had unexpectedly
. mercantile house there.
e of a fortune involved a prospect of happiness
! seions that he had only a bare computence to
3 meaning, declared how much he was inter-

B! sted  in

i Wyatk, that you had placed your affections—
i when you hesitated to declare them,” she re-

! loved---I do love—yet dare not reveal it.,”

 &r'm,
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would not have accepted the hand of a prin-
cese reluctantly bestowed.

Ruhama perceived this, and smiled brightly
amidst her blushes, when she placed her hand
in his, Hven her father was deceived. She
was heartwhole; it could not be possible bnt

with all her heart. ;
The girl had begged her father not to invite
her newly betrothed to remain to dinner,
8he wanted the evening to herself. But she
Ar-
rayed like a queen, she paced the brilliant
drawing room, weaving plans, and calling up
visions of coniing splendor that went far to-
ward reconciling her to the strange turn

Presently the door was thrown openm, and

Tom had not heard of Ruhams's engagement,
of courss, He greeted her with his usual chi-
valrous gallantry.

After some eonversation, he said what he

purture from the eity; from the country, in

“§o sedden a departure! And where are
“To Ban Francisco,”
He went on to tell her how promising an op-

heen opened to him by a friend at the head of a
To him, the making

o which he had never dared aspire while con-

offar.
His glowing looks, his glances of tender

some object dear to his heart.
Ruhama honestly believed him devoted to a
young lady of her acquaintance—Winifred
Cameront,

“I bhave long imagined, or suspected, Mr.

marked with a boldness inspired by the récent
change in her own situation,

Tom looked unaffectedly astonished, A
deep flush rose to the roots of his sunny brown
curis,

“You have believed this, Miss Seaforth!”
he stammered,

" Cortainly.”

“You huve read my heart truly. I have

; “IETOt to her who has inspired the feel-
ng

“To her least of all,” replied the young
man, move and more surprised.

“Not if her happiness depends on the
vowal?”’ asked Ruhama, archly,

“ Her happiness!” faltered poor Tom.

The gir! laid her small white hand on his

* Why should you maintain a silence equally

Wyatt caught his breath convulsively. His
color went and came like & maiden’s blushes.
Ruhama went on;

“1 am sure your suit will be successful with
the fair Winnie.”

“ Winnle " exclaimed Wyatt, bewildered,
Of whom do you speak?”

“Of Miss Cameron, assuredly. You love
her—I have long Dbeen convinced of it; and
she—"

¢ Spare me, Misz Seatforth!
mistaken,”

. Mistaken®’

“I have been in a dreaml I am justly
humbled for daring to indulge for an instant
such an illusion.”

“Tom, Mr, Wyatt, why not give me your
confidence? cried the girl, impressively.

“You will despise me!”

“How can I do that & ’

“You will—Ruhama—when I tell you I
have dared to love—you! Forgive me! I
will never again offend you.”

Ruhama turned away, in emotion she strove
to repress.

“#Tom-—" she faltered—‘‘you have not of-
fended me.” .

“Your voice trembles! Ruhamal Can it
be—"and the lover took her hand, and lifted
it to his lips.

“Not a word more!” eried the girl, strug-
gling to subdue her feeling, and drawing her
hand away.

Atter a pause she spoke again:

“I will not spare myself—I deserve this.
I am a cogustte, but not utterly heartless,"

* Will you listen to me, dearest girl} May
I zo forth to labor in the hope of being one
day worthy the priceless treasure of your
affection.” .

“Tom, I cannot deceive you. Of all who
have sought my favor, I like yon best; but I
thought you devoted, heart and soul, to Win-
nifred Cameron,”

The young man’s face was irradiated.

He tried to capture her hand again; he
murmured protestations of ardent passion.

*“You must not tallt %0 ; you must never
spealt in this way again!” Ruhama cried,
dashing tears from her eyes; * Tom, I am en-
gaged to marry another man!”

The announcement was like a thunderbolt to
the startled lover.

Ruhama gave s sketch of what had hap-
pened to bring about her betrothal, without
mention of the necessity of securing the
General's fortune.

““ But all this is shocking!” exclaimed young
Wyatt., “Just now you said—I can never
forget it—that you favored me.”

“8o I did—so I do-~Tom-—but that must
end it I bave given my promise to papa ; I
will not go back.”

“Ruhama, T shall gain a fortune in a fow
years ;; perhaps in.a short time. Will you
be foreed to marry s man of unsuitable age,

You are utterly

¢ruel to bothy™

loving another a$ the same time?”
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«T did not say I loved you, Tom,” said the
girl, eoquettishly.

¢ You said you lked me best of all your ad-
mirers.”

“That is very different, you know, from
loving with all one’s heart!”

% Oh, Ruhama, I would make you love me!
You conld not resist such love uas mine!"”

“[ think myself incapable of love. The
best I could fally would be a mere liking, "

¥ Liet mo keep that till I cherish it into love!
Free yourself from other ties, and wait one
year for mel”

“ Impossible; I have pledged my word!”

The pleadings and protestations of her lover
could not drive her from this point.

Tom Wyatt was in Aespair, He had been
something of a male flirf, but his fancy had
finally settied on this vivacious coquette, whom
lie had hoped to bring to terms when ke shouid
have won his fortune. His pride had forbid-
den advances while she was rich and he poor,

Now the blight of disappointment overspread
all his plans.

Tha girl could not really love him—he saw
that; but the simpls preference of one so hard
to win was enough to concede, had the field
been open for him in the future,

But a marriage with another—that shut the
door, and sent him away in despair,

They were interruptéd by the banker, He
had not liked to leave his dunghter alone with
a probable suitor so long, and was anxious to
have her engagement known,

Rubama told him of Wyatt’s intended de-
parture and fluttering prospeets. The bankor
congratilated him with a eleared brow.

“When you return you may find changes
among us,” he said, with a glance ai his
daughter. She answered with a look that sa
vored of deflance.

] have told the news to Mr. Wyatt, papa,”
she observed, quistly, ‘ He isan old friend,”

“ And the first to know what will make all
our old friends pleased with your prospeects of
happiness,” replied the banker.

Young Wyatt answered suitably, and In
about half an hour made his adieux for « long
absence.

The two weddings did not come off toge-
ther. Miss Seaforth’s took place at Trinity
Chapel, about noon, and was attended by
a crowd of fashionable friends, Private car-
riages blocked up the street for a long way up
and down Twenty-sixth street. A earpst was
1nid, and o canopy raised for the delicate steps
of the invited guests from the sidewallk to the
vestibule, The altar and pillars were wreath-
od with fragrant flowers, and vases of the rich,

snowy blossoms stood in sight.

Tho bridal train was long and gorgeous as
dress, jowels and flowers could manke it, Thse
" six bridesmaids, in pink, blue and white, pre-
ceded the bride, who came leaning on her fa-
ther’s arm, followed by the bridegroom, who
gave his arm to her aunt. The General wore

full uniform, and his tall, majestie figure and

nobte air were adrmired by those who had ob.
jected to his gray hair and beard, and his age
as unsuited to the youth of the fair bride.
Ruhawmsa wore a dress of white velvet, with
long, flowing train. It was profusely trimmed
with point-lace, aud @ vail like silvery mis

floated from the light wreath of white blos. . i

goms resting on her head. She was pale, but
not more 8o than a bride ought to be; and the
jetty ringlets clustering over forehead and
temples, and the long, drooping eyelasies,
made her cheeks fair by contrast.

When the ceremony was completed, and she
was led out by her husband, there was a half-
smile on her face intended to rebake any ill.
natured comment on the disparity of years
between the pair; and the exultation in the
bridegroom’s face bespolre his happiness.

The newly-wedded pair, followed by nurser-
ous friends, drove back to the banker’s house,
to partake of & splendid collation. Afterward
the bride changed her nuptial attire for a rich
traveling-dress of steel-colored silk, trimmed
with the same materiul, and bonnet to match,

The pair seti forth on the bridal tour tollow-
ed by the loudly-expressed good wishes of
““troops of friends.”

‘Wyatt was not among them; but Wyndbau
Blount was there, and Emily, whose eyes filled
with tears as she parted with her friend. The
question-~Was she bappy? lay deep fin her
heart; bub she dared not ask it; and Buhama
made no confidences. She had gained what
she wisbhed; wealth and high sociaf position;

and should nob that satisfy her ambitionf At

any rate, she was far too proud to let any sus-
peet that her heart was not in the alliance she
bad made,

she summoned gladness to her eyes, and was
even joyous in her demeanor.

The General, assured before of her willing
recuption of his vows, did not think of doubt-
ing her affection for himself, and vowed inter-
nally to fuliill every wish of her heart.

fiven the banker felt eertain that she would

be a happy wite, and felicitated himself on so’

fortunate a termination to his difRcalties,
Emily's wedding followed in less than twe
weeks., It was a far simpler one, but none

missed the brillinney of magnificent dress and |

adornment,
This pair wade a short tour, and soon. re-

turned and established themselves in a house

in Forty-second street purchased by Herber,

This was to be their permanvent home; though J

in a foew months it would be necessary for St
Clare to go abroad in the interests of the com-
mercial house with which he was still coa-

nected; and his wife would of course accom- |

pany him.

One day after their return, Emily was s
prised by a visit just before dusk, from her
brother. He called to know if Elodie was thero.

“ No; the girl had not been near the housé

in a week,” Mrs, 8t. Clare replied.
“ Then she must be at Mrs. Weston's,” he
said, quietly. I will go for her.”
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« Pid not she leave word where she was go-
ing?”’

“ Noj she left the house eariy this morning,
and said nothing about it.”

# She could hardly have gone to Olive's; she
would not stay there all day, while Mrs, Wes-
ton lies so ill; so near death, one may say.”

“True: it would be thoughtless; but where
ulse could the child have been all day ¥

Emily could ses that her brother was more
anxious than he wounld admit. She tried to
make light of his uneasiness, and was sure the
wayward girl would be at home by this time,

#“TUnless some one has invited her to go to
the opera,” she added, laughing. ' 8he is so
music-mad, you know.”

¢ hat would be a freak on her part Ishoutd
resent,” said her brother. ¢ Well, I will go to
Mys. Weston’s,”

“@Btay to dinner. You will have time afier
that. Herbert will go with you.”

No; he would not stay, The cloud on his
face pained his sister. .

“ 1t is downright ungrateful in the girl,” she
oxclaimed, ““to behave in this way, affer all
you have done for her! Is the suit come on
about her property?’

1t has beon postponed.”

“What clhance is there of success?’

“Very little, if we cannot prove her birth
to bo—what we want.”

“And in ease of failure, she will be left de-
pendent on your bounty altogether?’

“Don't speak in that way, Emily, The girl
has talents, and well cultivated, they wiil give
her a maintenance.”

“ But she will owe all to you. I have no
patience. with hier for not being aware of her
obligations to you.”

“] think she is too painfully aware of what
you call ¢ her obligations.””

“What do you meant”’

#She is proud, and conscious of possessing
talent. It distresses her to feel that she is de-
pendent, "

“What folly 1"

“1 have seen it ever since she discovered the
probability of her loss of property.”

“You told her of it#”

i No, indeed; she was in the library the
day you and I spoke on the subject, and she
heard every word,”

“Well, it was right she should know.” -

“T have seen her chafing like n caged wild
doe ever since. She has a faney that she
evuld earn a living for herself.”

* Poor little thing! She could do nothing,"”

‘‘Her inexperience makes the future appear
all eonlews de yose.” :

‘I don't see what can be done, Wyndham,
Of eourse coercion is out of the question?’

Y OF course.”

“ And you eould not marry such a girl®”

Wyndham's pals cheek flushed a little,

““ The doubt thrown on her birth would be a
bar to her marriage into any respectable fa-
mﬂy‘u

¢ Bhe is too young to think of marriage.
How strangely you talk! as if marriage were
the only end and aim of a woman!”

“Bo it is, usually; and in my opinion noth-
ing else will tame your wild bird. TFind her
an indulgent husband, who iz not particular

| as to anteéedents, and has no family to be in-

jured by the carpings of the curious.”

The lawyer uttered ar exclamation of im-
patience, and rose to go.

His visit to Mrs, Weston’s was fruitless,

But on his arrival at home, where he fully
oxpeected to find the girl, for it was now late
in the evening, lis mother handed him a let-
ter, which had been brought to the door by a
small boy, who did not wait,

The letter was from Elodie. She wrote to
thank her guardian for his care of her; but an-
nounced her determination to enter at once on
her life of seli-dependence.  She was staying
with a lady who had been her mother’s friend,
and who favored her views, Slhe had left
Mr. Blount’s house that morning, never to re-
turn,

CHAPTER XV.
THE YOUNG DEBUTANTE.
Ton many days had Elodie’s. resolution to
take the step been maturing in her mind.

_Bhe knew that her guardian would not con-

sent to her casting ofi his protection. If she
remained under his authority, to what must
she look forward? To years of tutelage and
submission; to humiliating dependence; to a
consciousness of impotence that harassed her
impetuous spirit. Her chains must be broken
at one hound, or she must wear them till they
fretted and galled her to death, )

She bad not failed to notice the change that
came over Emily at ber marriage. She had
not invited the young girl to be a visitor at
her house,

The reason was plain to Elodie; she was re-
garded as one unfit to move in the same social
cirele, Her want of fortune, and the question
soon to be raised in a court touching her le-
gitimacy, placed her beneath the notice of the
proad women of fashion she bad been accus-
tomed to see for the past few months. Yet
how superior to them she felt herself!

The kinduess of Mrs, Blount, the brotherly
tenderness of Wyndham, were not enough to
soothe her pride under this slight.

She had vague hopes of making herself a
name and fame that would compel their re-
spect and atiention, or else of being separated
from them so far that their sneers would be
unheeded,

Having fixed on the day of her leaving her
homes, the girl packed a large sachel with two
or three changes of dress, and put the rest in-
to a trunk which she could send for,

She counted her little store of money; il
was not large, but sufficient for her probable
wants for some time to come.

She had already decided where she would
go. 'She knew the importance of keeping her-
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self free from the chance of being called an
advanturess,

Her aunt Letty had several times taken her
to see Mrs, Brill, a worthy woman who lived
somewhere about Highth avenue and Thirty-
fourth street, and had a house large enough to
accommodate a few lodgers; eking out her in-
come by-deing a little dressmaking and mil-
linery, to which a room on her second floor
was devoted.

Mrs. Brill had petted Elodie when a child;
had praised her beauty and sprightliness, and
had more than once expressed a wish to adopt
her.

On the last visit Mrs, Rashleigh had made
her with the girl, after remarking her striking
resemblance to her mother, the dame had pre-
dicted some great fortune, by marriage or
otherwise, for her, and had bade her, if she
shonld at any time need a friend, to come to
her.

To this partial friend Eicdie had written a
long letter, conilding all her troubles, and her
determination to win her own way in the
world. No time was given for a reply; for
Elodie would not risk the possibility of a denial.

Thefvery same day on which her letter was
received, a cab drove to the door of the brick
hoyse, aud the girl alighted from it, paying
and distui-sing the driver before she came in
at the little gate.

Mprs, Brill came to meet her in the hall, and
took her up to her sewing-room.

“ How the child bas grown!” was her first
exclamation; and she could not help remark-
ing the elegance of the slender, symmetrieal
figure, sel off by the very handsome dress of
fine cashinere, so stylishly trimmed, and the
velvet hat to match, with its brown feather
and ribbon, and the clustering rosebuds on the
left side.

The girl's flossy curls, in rich abundance,
rushed out from the confinement of the hat,
framing a lovely blooming face, that could
not have failed to fascinate the gaze of stran-
gers had it not been protected by a thick ba-
rege vail,

Mrs. Brill was very glad to see her, and as-
sured her she was welcome to make her house
a home, She had felt hurt, indeed, that Mr,
Rashleigh~—her uncle~~had not sent her there
upon her aunt’s death,

““You should have eome to me at once, and
I said so,” she cried, when she had embraced
the girl, removed her wrappings, and shown
her to a small roomm next her own, *1
should have beem a mother to you; and
I will ba! poor darling] And 'so your uncle is
going to take away your property, like a brute
as he is{”? :

“ He bas claimed it for bis son,” replied the
girl. *“The trial is to come on soon, I be-
lieve, You knmow, without money to pay my
board, I should have been a burden to the
family of Mr. Blount,”

“ And you did just right to come here, my
child,”

I have not money to pay my hoard here,
Mrs, Brill; but I can help you in sewing, in
the time when I have no lessons to take,”

‘‘Indeed, you shall do nothing but study
and practice your music; and when you malke
money by that, you can pay mel”

“Oh, thanks, dear Mrs, Brilll I am going
to study for the stage, you know." ‘Yﬁ

“Quite right! I always said you wWould do
gomething great.”

“And I can play and sing so well now, I
am going to try for a situation to sing in
choruses; and that will secure me a sal-
ary. » .

An exclamation of wonder and pleasure
burst from the well-meaning but hardly ju-
dicious dame :

“I am going to appiy for it directly. And
I hope my guardian will not find me out. If
he does, I will refuse to go home with him.”

#You shall stay with me, if you like it bet-
ter, child, Has Mr. Blount legal papers giv-
ing him autherity over yout”

* Oh, no; only aunt Letty asked him to take
care of me, just before she died.”

“ She ought to have sent for me.”

“#Mr. Wyndham happened to be there, and
—and he saved my life, when I was out on
the rocks; and he was very kind-—oh, so kind!
I hope he will forgive me for leaving him in
this wayl Oh, auntie Brill"-—she had called

-the dame thus when she was a child—¢‘ how

ean I send a letter to him? He will be search-
ing for me, if I do not write, and tell him
have a safe home!”

f“Will you tell him you are here?”

“No; 1 will keep that a secret; I do not
want him to coine after me, nor to visit me,
He does not want me to sing in public
Auntie, I will write the letter now; will you
send itd"

‘* ¥es; Anthony shall take it for you.”

The letter was written and dispatched,

Then Mrs, Brill took hor young friend into
a room on the third floor, where there was a
fine piano, used by 2 young Ialinn musjeian
who was lodging with her,

He was connected with a traveling troape,
and gave concerts in different par.s of the
country. This room was retained by him in
his absences, ond the piano was his own.

Elodie opened the instrument, and sat down
to play. Mrs. Brill was amazed at her per-
formance, To hor uneducated faste, the girl
seemed the superior of any professor she had
aver heard.

When Eiodie, after playing the piece,
struck into & soft prelude, and sung, sending
out rich volumes of melody from a voice of
unusual power, and well trained, foo, the
worthy dame clasped her hands and listened
breathlessly. .

There was another listener: the young Ital-
ian, who had come up stairs, and stood outside
the door of his own room, keeping time to the
mausie, nodding his head, and expressing real
pleasure in the g{mg. It was a simple English

f nearcst the ract.
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pallad, but gave scope for the exercise of
voices in varied intonations. .

¢ Bravo! bravissimo!” the young man ciied,
when the song was ended, clapping his hands,
w La signoring e brava cantatrice!”

Hiodie hurried out of the room, clinging to
Mrs. Brill's arm, and blushing at being
caught,

The dame made suitable apologies, which
were met by an earnest entreaty that *‘la sig-
norina '’ would use the piano as much as she
pleased. The young man wouid tune it him-

self for her use, and would not be in his room-

excepb ab certain hours, ete.

That evening, while the young artist was
absent, performing his professional duties,
Eledie sung and practiced her most difliculs
pleces. The instrument was of unusual ex-
gellence; and the owner was often out of the

¢ city for days and weeks together,

Mrs. Brill would not permit her young pro-
tegue Lo assist her in the household work, but
insisted ou  her assiduous cultivation' of her
musie. Apart from her pride in the girl's
talents, she knew that she would be sure to
profit by her success.

Bo tims passed, during which Wyndham
Blount made all the seareh possible, withous
ealling in the aid of the polics, to discover hig
missing ward,

He even went to inquire of Rashleigh, who
woukk be likely to know any friends she
might have. Rashleigh extracted from him
all the information he could get, but gave
none in retwn., The discovery of Eludie's
musical gifts put & new idea into his head, by
which iie resolved to profit,

Mortitied, despondent, and vexed ab Elodie's
ingratitude for his protection and services,
young Blount at last desisted from his search

He waited patiently for the time which he
knew would come, when the rash girl would
enter on a professional career.

He jhad scught interviews with the man-
agers of the opera, and of other musieal comn-
panies, and had received their promise not to
engage Lier without sending him notice,

Enmily 8t, Clare wus severe on the girl’s es-
capade. It showed her blood and breeding,
she thuught; shie would never have been satis-
fied to live in retirement, and would sooner or
leter have brought her protectors into trouble
on her account.

Bbe said littls, however, fo her brother, for
she saw that he felt deeply chagrined.

1t was her opinion that the girl had gone to
some of her motker's or aunt’s former asso-
clates, and had been taken by them out of the

£ city, that they might eisewhere make merchan-
| dise of her acqnirements,

Her ¢onjeclure was the most rational and
The young Italian had pro-
cured for Eledié an offer to take a tour with
the troupe in which he wus engaged, and to

E sing in their concerts, a subordinate part,

The lending lady, Madame Leoua—IKnglish, in

spite of her ltalilan nume—would take charge

of her, Bhe was to eppear as ** Mademoiselle
Helene,” )

Mrs. Brill accepted the proposal, and Elodie
was wild with joy. Her wardrobe was goon
prepared; for she needed but two concert
dresses, and one for traveling, with a house-
hold morning dress. i

The troupe traveled through the smaller
towns on the Hudson and thenee through parts
of New England; and everywhere the fresh,
rich voice of Elodie, with her remarkable
beauty, rendered her a favorite.

Madame Leona was a benevolent matron,
free from jealousy of a rival; and she took in-
finite pains to improve her charge.

The girl, in fact, made scch rapid progress
as to impress all who knew her with the cer-
tainty that :he would rise to eminence in her
profession,

One evening o concert was given in New
Haven. Elodie was to sing a diflicult solo,
She had studied it under the direction of her
lady friend, and was perfect, as Leona deoid-
ed.

The girl felt that she was approaching the
crisis of her life; but experienced no timorous
shrinking nor distrust of her own powers,
These were to be tested as they had never
been before,

She put on her best dress, a white corded
silk, shot with pale rose-color. The low cor-
sage and short sleeves displayed the girl's
beautiful neck and arms, shaded by delicate
Hlusion lace. She wote ho ornament except
a pear] brooch and bracelets—some of her mo-
ther's jewelry., Her abundant waving hair
was unadorned; its curls eonfined: at the back
of the head by a simple ribbon, Inall her life
the girl had never lovked more radiantly love-
Iy.
‘When sheappeared on the platform the burat
of applause that grested her was due more to
her beauty than to any recognized profession-
al excellence, It was delightful to her, and
she bowed repeatedly in acknowledgment,

She did notice that she was furtively and
closely watched by & man near the entrance,
on one of the side benches, who sought to
avoid observation as much as possibla,

It was an evening of triumph to the young
debutante. Bhe felt thiat her position wasnow
secure, Madame Leona congratulated her; )
praised her diligence and improvement; and ad-
vised her on the termination of the present en-
gagement to demand a doubled salary,

Proud indeed was the girl that she had
achieved this success. 8he threw her arms
round her friend's neck, called her her guardi-
an angel, and declared that all was owing to
her instruction.

They had a joyous supper that night togeth-
or, in Leona’s parlor. But Elodie cared not to
eat.

“When you are of my age,” cried the good
lady, ““you will find a dish of oysters and a
bottle of champagne & neat finule to an eve-
ning’s trinmph! lat, my child, or yon will
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lose your roses, and then what will Enrico
sayt”

“What should he have to do with them?”
queried the girl.

“ You need not look so innocent!” retorted
the prima donma, laughing.  Are you not to
marry Enorico, and go starring together?’

“ Marry Enricol” exelaimed Elodie, her rosy
lip curting in scorn. * Whe ever dreamed of
such a thing?"”

“ He has, I'll warrant me|
engagement,
abous it,”

“He was very kind, I was a stranger to
him; and he was very good to take an interest
in my future.”

“Pooh, pooh, child! Men do not take in-
terest in young girls without hope of reward,
Enrico ig deeply in love with you.”

“No, indeed!”

“ Indeed he is! All the artists have noticed
it, And you have not discouraged his atten-
tions.”

The girl remembered, with a shiver of dis-
may, how often the young man-—the owner of
the pisno at Mrs., Brill's-——had escorted her to
and from the concert-room, and bhad placed
her in the carringe. She bad been grateful
for his kindness, but had never dreamad of
such amotive for i,

With not a little disdain, she now repelled
the idea,

My dear child,” persisted the prima don-
nu, ¢ you underrate Enrico. He is an excel-
lent tener, and a careful and correct musician,
You have benefited by some of his instene-
tions. IHe would be the best companion for
you in a provineial tour; his voice suits with
yours; you could not do better.”

“ Madamel!” eried the girl, passionately, and
starting up, “if you talk this way, if any one
does, I will leave the company at once, and go
back to auntie Brilll”

& Cospetto! bul you have made a contrach to
finish our tour.”

¢ [ phall break it, if I am to be thrust upon
a stranger in this fashion! Signor Enrico is
nothing to me! I will receive no more atten-
tions from him!”

“ Ebbene! do not be vielent about iti; no one
shall coerce you, child!”

“ They had better not fry it!” exclaimed
Elodie, weeping and sobbing now, and crimson
with excitement; ‘I am hot to be coerced into
anything, much lessa marriage!l Ididnotrun
away [rom home for that!"

Strangely enough, since her flight from Murs.
Blount's house, she had often spoken of it as
“ home.”

Y Bo, you ran away!” repeated her protect-
ress. ‘I have heard as much, I can believe
it, too, from your wild nature. Your pavents
would not have let you go into the profession”

1 have no parents, 1 have not a relation
in the.world; and no one has authority over
me. Iliad aright to run away. Iamnot a
school-girll”? ervied the debutante.

He got you this
I was consulted by the manager

“‘From whom did you run, then?”’

‘T was living with my guavdian; that is,
with his mother.”

“ But he had authority over you.
not of age?’

“] am almost seventeen. He bad no au-
thority; only my aunt, when she died, asked
him to take care of me, Oh, he was so good}”

““You love him, perhaps; and that makes
you cruel fo Enricot!”

“ Enrico be—hanged!” ejaculated the way-
ward girl. ¢ I shall hate him, if you mention
his name again!”

“ Poor boy! I see there iz no hope for him|?
And the fair voealist applied herself anew to
her oysters and champagne,

Elodie had risen and stood by a small pizno
at the end of the room, her fingers straying
over its keys to a soft, wild melody she had
eomposed herself,

Recollections of her home with the Blounts
were in her heart, and she was involuntarily
contrasting it with her present life. The gen-
tle refinement of all her associates there, the
homelike atmosphere, breathing of affeetion,
delicacy and benevolence, came to preseus
themselves in contrast with the often rough,
sordid and repulsive things she had been obliged
to enconnter of late. 1t was necessary for her
to call frequently upon her dignity and self:
relinnce, In the midst of her trinmphs lurk-
ed some humiliations. Her sensitive nature
felt these, and she knew thera inseparable from
such & career as she had chosen; at least, till
she had reached the pinnacle of success.

The remembrance of Wyndham, too, was a
snlace o her amid sad thoughts., He wag her
ideal of manly excellence, She had not thought
much of the trouble she was causing him, when
she deserted the home he had given her; but
she looked forward to the time when she coulld
meet him justified by the stamp of success
when she was earning an independence, and
in possession of the homnors of the celebrity
she coveted.

“He will gee, then, that I could not stay
and be & school-girl; that I did right to earn
my own maintenance,” she thought. The
recollection of his sister always awakened re-
sentful feelings,

¢ Halone,” said Madame Leona—she always
called the gu‘l by her profes-ional ua,me—“yuu
want to sing in the grand opera?”’

¢ 0Oh, so much!” cried Elodie, clasping her
hands.

“Right! I wish it, too. We might join
Maretzek’s traveling troupe first. This concert
singing does not suib either of us. We must
see about it when we return,”

#0h, madame! How charming that would
bel”

The girl threw herself ont an ottomen at the
feet of her friend, clasped her hands across
her lap, and locked up oagerly in her face.

i Ebbene! you must practice the action; it
is different, you know, from concert parts.
They call it ‘business’ on the stage, You are

You aie

; will talk it all over to-morrow. Now it is too

£ again.”’
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graceful, and would learn the porseaai -easily; I
will give you some lessons,”

Another exclamation of delight, and the girl
natched Leona’s hand and Iissed it.

i« But we need influence; we need an agent.
would the guardian you told me of, Helene—
would he negotiate for youf”

The girl shook her head sadly.

“You might ask him. Youmust have some

k: oue to negotiate.”

I ¢annot ask him,”

“Why not? You are independent of him.”

#1 do not know what hold he may have over
me. He might compel me to go back.”

“Vory true, But it you are in danger of

? hoing reclaimed, the more reason you should
L Lave some one to make the terms and intro-
£ (duce you, and manage things.”

“] have only auntie Brill,” said the girl,

': musingly.

“ Bhe can do nothing. We must think, We
late. Goodmight.” .

It was long before Elodie could close hen
eyes, Exultant hope and perplexed thinking
banished slumber,

I was nearly noon next day when she was
catled up by the maid, who brought a tray of
preakfast to her bedside, with the information
that a gentleman had called, and finding she
was not visible, bad gone away, saying he
would return at onie o'clock.

Elodie started up.

“ Who was the gentleman?’ she demanded,

B i o little trepidation,

“I1e left no name. He said he would call

Could it be her guardian? She trembled at
the very thought,

“What kind of a looking mant
tall? A bandsome man?”

“Not young, nor handsome, Miss. A dark
man, middie-aged, with bushy hair and a harsh
vmce »

No, it could not have been W'yndha.m Per-
haps some musician, who had proposals for a
concert, or wanted to get her to sing for a
charity, She had had such applications, Her
excitement was quieted at once.

She performed her ablutions hastily, and
threw on a dressing-gown; then ate her break-
fust with the hearty appetite of youth and
bealth, Then she sent a message to Madame
Leona. She must have her presence in receiv-
ing a visit [rom a stranger, .

Leona readily obeyed the summons,

Young?

She

- liked the girl’s confidence, and was well pleased

that she should form no plans, nor accept any
Propositions, without her sanction. She help-
el Elodie to put on her morning dress,

The maid came up a second $ime with word
that the gentleman was in the hotel parior,

“Send for hinl; to your parlor, madame,”
entreated the girl.

The message was sent, and the two ladies
entered the private reception-room.

In three minutes after they had seated them-

selves the door was opened by the servant to
admit the stranger.

Elodie rose, and advanced a step or two,
then suddenly recoiled, with a faint cry of
surprise and dismay.

The gentleman was Bennet Rashleigh.

CHAPTER XVI,
APPEARANCE ON THE OPERA STAGE.

MapaME Luona hurried to the girl's side,
when she heard her cry, and tock her arm to
reassure her, while she glanced somewhat
sternly at the intruder.

“T see that she is surprised fo see me,” said
Mr. Rashleigh, in his swoothest tome, *1I
ought to have sent up my name,”

¢ Certainly, sir,” replied the lady, ‘ May I
ask who it is? Helene, you know thig—gon-
tleman#”

A shudder ran through the girls frame, and
she kept fast hold of her friend’s hand.

“ Bhe knows me well,” the stranger answer-
ed. ‘I am her uncle.”

“ Her uncle!”

“VYes, She is naturally affected by the
painful eircumstances of our last interview. I
way at the time of her aunt’s—my wife’s
deabh,”

Leona looked at her protege in some bewil-
derment. 1

“This is Mr.—Mr. Rashleigh,” returned
Elodie, controlling her feelings by an effort,

“And he is your uncle! You did not tell
me you had an uncle. You said you had no
rofatives,

“Bhe meant none by Llood,” put in fhe
visitor. %I was the husband of her mother’s
sister, and she has lived in my house since
childhood, till within a few months, At the
death of my wife she was consigued to the
gunrdinnship of My, Blount, who had under-
taken the management of proporty she was
suppored to inherit,”

**Ah, and it was Mr Blount’
lefs?” asked the lady.

1 will tell you all, madame, another tims,”
replied the girl, Thiﬁ gentleman has no au-
thority over me; none whatever.”

& My dear girl, do you imagine I claim any #*
cried Rashleigh, * Be disabused of that idea
at once. I only mentioned our relationship to
excuse the liberty I took in making you a
visit.”

“ Thanks, sir,” responded Leona, speakmg
for the girl, * We are happy to sce you. You
are aware that your niece is under my pro-
tection§”

The gentleman bowed, and expressed him-
gelf glad that she had found s0 excelient a cha-
perone,

*] heard, in New York,” he added, * that
she had determined to adopt the musical pro-
fession; and—

Elodie interrupted him. “How did you
hear it? From whom?"' she demanded.

¢ Well, it was talked of among your friends.”

house you
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#T have no friends to tell of my affairs.
Who told you of it#’

#T heard it flrst from Mr, Wyndbam
Blount.”

The girl grew suddenly pale,

“Did he eome to you?” she asked, faintly.

t He did; [ skould never have sought him.”

“To give up his charge of me, I supposel!”
the girl said, with a convulsion of the lips that
ghowed her painful emotion,

‘¢ Not exactly: it was to inquire after you.”

¢ He thought I had gone to your house—"

#No; but he wished to know what friends of
your mother’s or your aunt’s might have re-
ceived you.” :

¢ And you told him#" the girl asked, quickly.

“T told him nothing. I kept my own coun-
sol. He let out that you wonted to go on the
gtage, and that he might interfere with it.”

“'What right had he to interfere?’

“That remnins to be seen. You are little
more than achild, Elodie; and the law does not
permit ‘an infant,” as it stylesa person of your
age, to make eontrsets and choose a career,
Blount might establish a claim to intercept
you.”

¢ But he has no elaim. I consented to stay
under his charge till I found out that I must
earn my own living, I was free o choose how
to do that.”

“ No, you wers not, A child can do noth-
ing for herself, If you have no guardian, the
law will appoint one,”

“T want no guardianship1” sobbed the girl.

$If T undevstand Mr. Rashleigh," inter-
posed Leona, * &ie has o better claim than Mr.
Blount.”

T should think so,” meekly responded the
gentieman. I have been her protector from
childhood. She was a mere baby when brought
to my house,”

“ But you received pay for my board,” cried
Elodie, passionately. *“That was paid to the
very day Ileft! You have no right to con-
trol me because I lived in your house like any
other lodger! I will deny and resist your
claim.”

“ Thave made no claim, child,” said Rash-
leigh, guietly.

“ No, he does not,” repeated Leona. I
think 1 understand you, sir. It is not your
design to inferfere with this young lady’s
choice of a profession."

“ Far from it!" protested the gentleman.

“You are pleased, on the other hand, to
think she has wisely decided, and you will sus-
tain her-in her decision?”

He bowed with snavity.

“ Helene, my child, I regard this as a fortu-
nate occurrence. This gentleman, the respect-
ed husband of your aunt, whose house has for
many years been your home, approves and
will stand by your determination. Is it not
80, sird”

“You have expressed my sentiments, mad-
ame,” with another low bow,

Having seen how well fitted your niece is to
attain eminence in the career on which she hag
entered, you may be willing to assist her,”

The visitor hesitated.

“Ido not mean with money,” Leona went
on, for she read his thoughts. * But it ig
seemly that so youthful an artist should have
a friend—a relation or guardian, to negotiate
engagements for her,” :

‘fhe man’s greedy eyes sparkled,

‘1 understand you, madame. If you would
be satisfled with the best I can do in that
way-—"

“Your relationship makes you best fitted for
the task, sir.”

“Then I would undertake it with plea-
sure,” .

Elodie glanced at him, and made a move-
ment as if to protest against her interests be.
ing committed to such hands.

Rashleigh anticipated her objections.

“ I wish it distinctly, understood, madame,
that I have not the slightest wish to interfers
with iy niece’s freedom of choice, I shalt
esteem it an honor to acé simply as her agent,
under her and your instruetions.”

‘¢ Your remuncration shall be sure, though
it may not be large at firsg,”

“That, [ assure you, madames, is a less con-
sideration than the desire of rendering service
to my niece.”

The losk which the speaker cavglit from the
girl’s eloguent eyes, fixed on his face, showed
him that he had not imposed on her by this
affectation of disinterestecdness.

But the matron received it all in good faith.
She began to nniold their plans. An engage-
ment, even a minor one, was to be first secured
for both ladies at one or the other operatio
companies in the metropolis, Meantime Leona
would devote several hours every day to the
training of her pupil in the music, and the ac-
tion necessary. Thoey would sing together.

The salary. of the agent would be paid out of

the first avails of an engagement, and Leona -

was to have her pay as instructress in addition
to a share as vocalist.

Ilodie did not interfere in the discussion of
these points, She eared nothing about money
in comparison with fame, She panted only
for the larger field that might open for her
powers, and for the reward of appreciation.

Raslleigh took his leave as agent of the two
singers. He was Lo proceed at once tu New
York and begin operations,

1 do not like it, madame,” the girl said, as
the door closed upon him, “1 amn sure he is
deceiving us in some way.”

‘“How can he? Trust me, child.
take care he does not cutwit us,”

Eiodie did trust her friend’s judgment, and
gave herself up to the lessons which were com-
meunced with spirit.

I will

The girl's progress in lear.ning the appropri- |

ate setion was arvelous. She had depth of
artistic feeling, aud power of expression equal

“ Perhaps you will do more, Mr Rashleigh. l to any part. Her native prace, with the pas
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5 slonate intensity of her nature, would impress
* the spectators, and adorn any scene.

Loona
was often surprised at the fervor she exhib-
ited.

: In the weels that elapsed before the return
of the tronpe to New York, she had studied

i gpveral entire parts, and improved her voice in
. solos, duets and scenes, so that she was ready

for examination.
Rashleigh’s report was favorable. IHe had
talked wish the managers of two companies.

i One had expressed a wish to hear the young
¢ lady sing.

Mrs. Brill accompanied her young friend as

¢ well as Leona, who had taken board at her

house.
Flodie dressed herself that morning with ex-

! quisite taste, in her neat brown cashmere, with

gnowy collar and cuffs, and her velvet hat with

' its short vail and plume,

They were to meet the manager and one or

two of his friends at a large room in the rear
E  of o piano manufactory.

.

He was favorably impressed with the young
lady’s appearance, Such fresh, glowing beau-
ty was an excellent recommendation,

He heard her play and sing, and was man-

i ifestly pleasad. When he began to speak of
¢ business, he was told that the young girl conld
" only be engaged in company with her friend

b and preceptress, Madame Leona.

After bearing the latter play and sing, he
inguired into their knowledge of parts, and
finally engaged both for minor characters
The debut of both was appointed for the next
Monday.

Elodie folt that it would be a severe task;
huti she did not shrink from it. Her confidence
in her musical ability was great; while the
more experienced vocalist knew that her suc-
pess wonld be more owing to her action and
the attraction of a new face,

e bills announced the youthful debufante
as * La Signorina Elena,” an Italian just from
Paris.

It was not mentioned that she was {o appear
for the first time on any stage. This omis-ion
led Wyndhaw, who had catefully read the
bills, oub of the way of suspicion. It had been
contrived by the management of Rashleigh.

With a beating beart, and trembling with
suppressed excitement, Elodie stood in the
dressing room of the theater, arrayed in her
white silk, with the addition of a full illusion
overdress, She was to appear as the attendant
of & princess, Her, flossy hair wus gathered
closely, and confined by a white ribbon; but
& few shining ringlets escaped, and clustered
over her temples. She was pale for her; -but
she steadily refused to put on the least bit of
rouge.

“gl will never wear that,' she said, impetu-
ously, when Leona tried to persuade her,

And she did not need it; for when she stood
upon the stage, and met the admiring gaze of
hundreds, cheered by the applause calied forth
atsight of a new and charming face, her friends

saw, the lovely color return, till ber cheeks
glowed like & wild rose,

The first scenes were quiet, and she had time
to recover her self-possession.

Then came a duet with one of the male
singers, and one requiring intensity almosb
beyond what the manager expected from one
so young. The girl knew that her test would
be here, and threw into the part her whole soul.

Bhe felt her triumph in the rapt silence of
her auditors, even before the burst of applause
that followed. 7

‘When the piece was ended, a bouquet was
thrown and fell at her feet. One of the actors
picked it up and handed it fo her, Her swift
glance wandered over the row of boxes, in
some trepidation. She saw Rashleigh in the
stage box, leaning over the front, and earnestly
watching her, He could not have thrown the
flowers.

As she retired .behind the scencs, she felf
herself clasped in o pair of stout arms. They
belonged to auntie Brill, who embraced her
with effusion, as she led her into the dressing-
room.

‘Do you know who threw me this?’ asked
the girl,

None of those around her could tell,

“ What is this twisted around the handle??
asked Leona. ‘f A note—perhaps!”

Noj it was simply a piece of blank paper,

But something hard, wrapped in paper, was
nestled amid the petals of a half-blown rose,
and fastened by a silken thread to its stem.

Elodie pulled it ouf, to the destruction of the
flower, and opened the paper,

It was a ring of chased gold, with a beauti-
ful opal set in the conter. She gave an ex-
clamation of surprise and delight.

Various conjectures were imade as the pretty
bauble passed from hand to hand; but none
could imagine who had sent it.

“ A lover, certainly,” eried Leonn. You
must wear it at your next appearance, and let
him see you apprecidte the gift,”

41 ghall not wear it at all, if it has such a
meaning!” eried the girl, contemptuously. “I
have no lover, and I want none,”

Both the ladies laughed. -

“You are likely to have many and many
such offerings,” said Leona. * Let me advise
you not to slight them, nor to snub your
adorers, They always hover around the rising
stars.”

“ Ag moths around a candls,” suggested Mrs,
Brill, | -

“To be scorched if they venture too near,”
added the young debutante,

They were interrupted by a tap at the door,
and DRashleigh presented himself, to ask if
the manager might come in.

That gentleman warmly congratulated botk
the new vocalists upon their snccess, -

We say nothing of Leoua's, for it is of no
congequence to our story-—and she was known
as an old favorite in concert singing, He said
less in particular to the young girl than she
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thought she had deserved. Buf her more ex-
perienced friend saw that he was even better
pleased than his words expressed.

The whole party adjourned 6o supper in a
private room at Delmonico’s, given by the
manager.

Elodie was entirely unaccustomed to such
seenes, and it struck unpleasantly on her feel-
ings to find herself in so novel a situation,

With all her love of excitement and applause,
she had much innate delicacy, and a shrinking
reserve us far as herself—in her own person—
was concerned,

On the stage she was in an assumed char-
acter, and found it altogether different. She
conld receive tumultuous plandits, and feel
sheltered in the part she had undertaken. But
to know shat admiring eyes were fastened on
her faco as she sat at a quiet meal, to have
noisy congratulations offered and rather coarse
approbation expressed openly; to feel that she
had parted with the privacy she had as an
obscure girl—was something she did not quite
like.

Bhe could not help contrasting this with the
seclusion she had so murmured at, while with
the Blounta.

There, she was protected from the slightest
breath of flattery or free speech. Here, she
folt that a rather unseemly freedomn was used
toward her. As the manager warmed with
wine, he did not hesitate to lavish compli-
meuts on her personal charms,

Madame Leona checled him, for she saw
the girl’s embarrassment. She knew it wag for
the interest of both that a good understanding
should be maintained,

Time went on, and her pupil continued to
improve and to gain in popular estimation,

One day Leona came into Elodie's room
while she was leaning with her head on her
arms, upon the table, in a pensive mood,

Y Are you out of spirits, ¢hild®’ she asked,
“Ithink you will be at efforvescing point with
the news I bring!” '

The girl lifted her head languidly, with
some indistinet comnplaint of its aching.

Her vistor went on to say that the Italian
lady who was engaged for certain parts second
only to the prima-donna’s, was taken ill, and
could not take her part for the following even-
ing.
%‘ ‘What can donef” asked FElodia.
will have to change the operal”

“No: the managser has just sent to know if
I can fit you to take her place.”
“ Me? impossibla!?
“ 1t is not impossible, or I should not have
promised for you.”

i '¥ou have promised?’

“Yes. Don’t you see that here iz the

- opportunity desired for making both our for-

tunes? You can establish yourself; you will
have the part through the run of the piece, for
the signora’s illness is a serions one. Next sea-
gonx you will be promoted; the manager can not
help it—and 1 shall rise with you,”

“ They

*Oh, madame, it would be splendid if | ;

could sing the part! I might do the action.”
“ And the singing tool Ican prepare yon»
“ Are you surey’ cried the girl with spark.
ling eyes.
¢ Certainly; I have pledged my word, ang
I never disappointed any onel But we must |,

diligent. Come—wé must begin immediately,"
Elodie roused all her powers for the noy i

staudy. It was not a long part, but a very
difficuls ome. In the mnusic only she neede
drilliug: the passionate action came naturally,

Late in the afternoon before the perform.
ance, Madame Leona made her pupil lie daw
and sleep to recruit her energies. Rlodie hyj

.the convenient faculty of being able to sigep

soundly whenever she was fatigued; and afier
a light dinner she retirad.

By dusk she was up and refreshed wondar.
fully, She called her maid to assist her ia
dressing for the part, after they had driventg
the opera house,

Leona eame into her room when she was
ready. Her critical eye surveyed the gil
from head to foot, and she pronounced her
dress correct.

“¥You will have to change it in the thin
act,” she remarked.

“1 have every thing laid out,” returned her
pupil. ¢ Ses!”

BShe pointed to a side table on which the cos
tume was carefully laid,

“And you are calm and strong? I see you
are, and I will not disturb you, In ten min-
utes you will be called.”

‘* Dear Leona, be at the side scene, where I

‘can see you,”

* I will if you wish it, Let me send you a
glass of cordial before you go on”

*No, indeed! Yon know I never toucha
drop. It would flush my face, and confuss
me.”

“Well, Sit down now, and look over your
musie till the bell rings. I will notlet you
talk.”

She retired, and the debulante kept herself
guiet, repressing all exeiting thoughts, She
was cahn as a statue,

‘When the time cams for her appearance, the
manager himself came to lead her to the side
scene,

She took his arm in silence, and he argued
the best from her composure and self-posses
sion, A flutter of agitation wounld have
alarmed him,

Elodie seemed to herself in a dream as she
went on the stage, A burst of tumultuous
applatse grested her appearance; but she for-
got to acknowledge it, The Hghts, the erowded
scens, wheeled before her sight. She wus
afraid she had overrated her power.

But the next instant she caught her friends
smile at one of the wings, and then Jighted on
the broad, buxom face of Mrs, Brill, seated in
one of the boxes, She felt restored to self
possession, .

For the first two or three notes her voice
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did not reach its proper range, but she soon
recovered herself, and eatered fully into the
spirit of the character she had undertaken to
personate.

8o far as acting went hers was a perfect
trivmph. The singing was not guite equal to
that, not quite up to the range of the leading
vocalists, But it was hardly fair to expect it
from so youthful a’debutante. 1t was highly
creditable- to her powers and her tfraining.
Even connoisseurs were disposed to be indui-
gent to so lovely a creatuve, so fresh and
young, so ardent in her nnture, so full of ex-
quisite gracel The applause was unbound-
ed.

Encouraged by the manager and Leona
after avery effort, to believe she had mastered
sl! difficulties with suecess, Elodie reserved
her best strength for the last scene, It was
one to task her powers to the utmost. Leona,
too, was on the stage, in one of her subordi-
nate parts. She had noticed that the girl was
pale and exhausted toward the close, and,
aware of the importance of her sustaining hor-
self throughout, she again pressed on her a
glass of cordial.

This time Elodie did not refuse, for she felt
the need of it. It bromght the color to her
cheek, and she rushed on the stage, with the
impetuousity demanded by her part, fully de-
terminad to conquer or die.

The energy of steady determination seldom
fails to meet its reward. Klodie's last effort
erowned her success,. She stood motionless
while the house.rung with plaudits. She felt
conscious of her shortcomings now; but she
knew that practice would overcome all drasw-
backs, Her heart swelled with exultation,
Her eyes slowly swept the circle of spectators
as she made her final curtsey with the other
characters.

Buddenly she started and stood still while
these around her were retiring, Some one
seized her hand and drew her back; but her .
eyes glared fixedly at some object before her.
In the very fromt of a box just behind the
orchestra seats she saw Wyndham Blount.

He had evidently recognized her, for he
stood up and was bending forward eagerly—
his eyes fixed on her face.

The descending curtain hid him from her
sight and brought her back to full conscious-
ness, At the same instant she felt ber arm
drawn wibhin another’s and saw Rashleigh at
her side, .

¢ Come with me,” he hissed in her car. “He
will follow you directly.”

“I must go to my roovm,” said the girl, with
guivering lips,

“No, he will intercept you. I have your
cloak: I will send for your things, This way,

for the sake of your liberty!”
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PART II.

CHAPTER L
OLIVE IN A NEW POSITION,

Tae scene was a handsomely furnished par-
lor in a brown stome house in West Forty-
second stireet, New York.

A middle aged gentleman—unmistaltably a
genlleman from his looks and manners—was
pacing the two rooms, for the folding-doors
between them were open, He paused in his
wallk to look at a painting that hung in the
back room, seen to advantage from the light
that came through the ground glass doorsof the
extension room, or third parlor,

It was the portrait of a very handsome
young man.

‘While the visitor gazed upon the pictured
face the door of the front parlor opened and g
young lady was seen, to meet whom he imme-
diately turned.

‘ Ah, good morning, Miss Weston,”

“Good morning, Mr, S8herman,” the young
girl answered, with & bright smile,

“1ses by your looks,” rejoined the gentle-
man, “that our friend is betfer.”

fMuch better, I am thankful to say. But
she i3 not yet abla to receive any visitors, Mr,
Sherman.”

“I did not expect to see her to-day, The
doctor thinks her on the mend, does he not?”

‘ He spoke very encouragingly. The imme-
dinte danger is past,”

‘“ Bat she must be careful, very careful, I
bave known Mrs, Btanley many years and she
has all the time been subject to thess alarming
attacks. She is particularly fortunate in hav-
ing your care and your society, Miss Wes-
ton.”

The girl—it was our old friend Qlive~-col-
ored slightly and looked away as she asked:

““You received thenote, Mr, Sherman, which
Isent at Mrs. Stanley’s request?’

“I did, and I wrote immediately to her
nephew, But I saw his name in the list of
passengers by the Russia, this morning,”

“ Then he could not have received your lot-
tert”

I shall go immediately to find him. Mrs,
Stanley wishes to see him, you say. Would
she be well enough this evening¥”

“T think so. She has been anxious to have
him sent for ever since her attack. You will
bring him here?'

“1 will, certainly. His arrival is most op-
portune —most fortunate. If the last attack
had proved fatai it would have been a sad
thing for him.”

“ Indeed it would. His aunt bas loved him
as a mother,” said Olive, in a low tone, sup-
pressing a sigh.

¢ More than that, he is the heir to her for
tune, her sister’s son,” rejoined the legal gen.
tleman, “and it is important that he should
know her last wishes, tc onrry them out, as
far as his power extends,”

The young lady bowed, without reply.

¥ You have known Mra, Stanley intimately
for a long time? the lawyer asked, after a
pause,

“She was an early friend of my mother's”
replied Olive, ““but I did not know her well
till I came here to be her companion.”

“ T have heard her speak of you so offen
and so affectionately I fancied much of your
life had been spent with her,”

¢ After the death of my mother had left me
alone in the world Mrs. Stanley heard of my
unhappy situation and invited me to make her
house my home. But I could not accept her
kindness unless—”

“1 understand: unless you rendered some
equivalent, That was trus independence, I
respect you for it, Miss Weston.”

I had accepted an engagement to take
charge of a school in Ohio. But Mrs. Staaley
procured my release and offered me the posi-
tion of her companion, with a salary. She
did this out of her indulgent kindness to me,”

‘“As I said, she is fortunate. She has in
you what money could not purchase.”

¢ Oh, sir, she is more than a friend—she isa
mother to me!” With difficulty the girl sup-
pressed a sob as she spoke.

“ 1 have not wondered at the regard she has
expressed for you,” continued Mr. Sherman,
“You have.deserved it. You have devoted
yourself to faithful, unremitting attendance
upon her,” .

Olive made an impatient movement, as if
unwilling to hear praise ot herself,

“And it is but right—I have had it on my
mind a long time to speak of it to her——that
soma provision should be made for you in her
will.”

The girl started and looked as if she did not
quite understand. Her thoughts had gone
straying elsewhere.

“Three years since I drew up Mrs. Stan-
ley’s testament. The entire property she held
was left to her nephew, Mr. Hamilton, Bhe
pught to add & codicil in your favor,”

“ My, Sherman, what do you mean? Mrs
Stanley leave money to med”

“ It would be but right and just.”

¥ acceptione cent of her property.”

. !;he Astor House.
| ing, Miss Weston,”

j Pushed himself into the room.
i Somewhat past middle age, with abundant
Fray hair, beard, and whiskers,

1
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¢ It would nof be right or just! I have not
the shadow of a elaim on her.”

“Tler well known affection for you and
your loving devotion to her certainly indicate
a claim, which I have no doubt she wiil re-
spect.”

“Mr, Sherman, if you do not wish to send
me out friendless from the only shelter I have,
if you do not wish to deprive me of the love
of the only being who cares for me, never,
never speak In this way! Promise me that
yau will never, never do it—to her abovo all
things!”

“ But why not, my good young lady? I am
the friend of Mrs. Staniey, as well as her law-
yer. And Iknow she wishes to do something
for you,”

“* No, no, indeed she never shall|”

“ Why not, if such is her wishk?' She re-
gards you as a danghter and you are worthy
of her love. Better that she should care for

‘your future than that it should be left in the

hands of her heir,” .

“1 would not accepd anything from either!”
cried Olive, passionately, clasping her hands,
while her face erimsoned with her paintul ex-
cilenment.

¥You are too scrupulous. Suppose Mrs.
Stanley should bequeathe to you—as a token
ol her gratelul affection—"

* Mr. Sherman,” cried the girl, starting up,
#you will please say no more. Be assured I
wonld not accept a legacy, even if you ob-

t tained it for me,”

“Buat as a free gift from your {riend—"
- “No, not even from her! I would never

“This, allow ine to say, is Quixotic. Are

E you afraid of diminishing the possessions of
f ihe lagal beir?
| well as legatee,”

He is heir at law, I believe, as

“Pray oblige me, sir, by saying no more on

j this subject, and by promising me that you
¥ will never name it to Mrs, Stanley,”

“ Well, it you are so much opposed—"
“1t is a promise on which I insist,”
“Then I make it. But I must do whatever

| wy old friend, of her own will and pleasure,

may direct,”
It is no time, sir, to talk of wills; my dear

§ Mrs. Stanley is better, and I hope may live

B nuny years to enjoy her own,
| will you bring Mr.—Mrs, Stanley’s nephew?
f Before dinners’

At what time

“Before dusk, I think. Ishall find him at
I will now say good morn-

Bhe bad risen to bid adieu—when the ser-

§ vant man opened the door, and bowed.

“1f you please, Miss,” he said, ¢ there’s a

| duare sort of a gintleman—I mane a man—

telow, who says he wants to see Mrs. Stanley,

| ad I tould him—"

Here he was thrust aside, and a stranger
It was a man

His face was

bronzed and leathery; his features were harsh
and unpleasing; his smell black eyes gleamed
restlessly, and his thick, sensuous mouth be-
tokened habits of reckless self-indulgence,
His dress was decidedly seedy, and bore the
dusb of travel; although some effort had ap-
parvently been made to brush it into respecta-
bility.

He advanced, het in hand, toward the law-
ver, avidently taking him for some respon-
sible director of the household.

Mr, Bherman drew back involuntarily. e
ditk not like the stranger's looks.

Y Well, sir: did you wish tosee me? asked
the lawyer,

“1 want to see Mrs. Stanley,” was the gruff
reply, as the man helped himself to o seat.

‘“ Have you business with the lady

“I don’t know as that’s anything to any-
body else, sir. 1 shall wait here to see her.”

‘'You are not likely to do that. Mrs. Stan-
loy is ill, and ecan see no ome. Any business
you have may be entrusted to me, as her
agent and attorney,”

The stranger turned to Olive, who was
standing by the door, looking very much
startled.

‘“ Are you her daughter?” he abruptly in-
quired.

“The young lady is not her daughter,” re-
plied Sherman, speaking for her. “ You may
state your business to me,”

“You are obliging. What if T refuse?
I've come n long distance, to see Mrs, Stan-
ley.

“And I tell you, you cannot see her.”

¥Is it you who will prevent meo?" said the
man, defiantly, *“ Who do you take me for#

“PFrom your style and figure,” rejoined
SBherman, ‘1 skould say you came fur an
answer to somo begging letter.’

¢ And I take you for some done-up old ad-
venturer on the lock-out for a rich widow.”

Olive, terrified at the man's manner, now
interfered,

“Indeed, siv, it is as Mr. Sherman gays:
Mrs. Stanley is too ill to see any one. She
has had a most severe attack, and the doctor
says quiet is necessary to her very life,”

“Iih! well! You are more ocivil-spoken,
Miss. I rather like you. I will give you my
message, Tell her her half-brother, Richard
Lumley, from Sacramento, has come to see
her.”

Both the others repeated the name in sur-
prise,

“ Yes—tell her I've turned up at last. Tt
will be a surprise to her. Bhe hasn’t heard of
me in eleven yearsi”

“Y remember about long since hearing
her say she had heard from a brother,” re-
marked Sherman. ¢ But she did not—”

“ T understand yon,” aaid tho man, with a
grin. ¢ 8he did not care to acknowledge me!
I'm well aware of that; for I’ve been a pre-
cious scamp in my time, I shoulde’t have
hunted her up, but that I lost my money in
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California, and got into trouble besides; and
I know'd Maude was weil to do, and could
apare me some,”

Mrt. Sherman crossed the room, and whis-
pered to Qlive, who nodded and lefb the room.
He had requusbed her to caution the servants
against letting their mistress know of the
spranger’s a.rnval

“That's a pretéy girl,” the man said, fami-
liarly, as the door closed behind her. “ I like
her looks., Well, as I'm here, 1 suppose there’s
a room for me!”

“TI regret, Mr. Lumley, to say there is not,”
replied Mr, Sherman, decisively. “*The only
room vacant has been propared for Mrs, Stan-
ley's nephew, who has just returned from
Europe.”

¢ Her--her nephew!”

#Yes; Mr. Claude Hamilton, sho hag always
been like & mother o him—having adopted
him when a child; and she educated him, He
was gent for by ber desire, when she was first
taken 117

“Her mnephew! Ha, ha, hal’ And the
seedy-looking man threw himself back in his
chair, with a burst of coarse laughter. “ And
there is no room for me, you say,” e added,
when his strange merriment was exhausted.

4T regret to say there is not, Mr. Lunuley,
The housekeeper will tell you the same thing,
And the doetor has positively forbidden Mrs,
Stanloy to be disturbed.”

I suppose you think it would disturb her
to have a brother she has cast off so many
years, appear in her presence—oehy”?

“ I should dread the effect of such a shock,
in her enfeebled state,” was tho reply.

“The shoek! Alal that is a word that
means something. 1 am likely to shock her.
Well—1 cnu wait a few days. DIl go back to
the ——— House and como agaia on Saturday,
By that time 1 expect ber to see me,”

He shuffled ont of the rooni, his hat on his
head, and his hands in his pocleets.

Sherman guietly beckoned to the man-ser-
vant to show nim out. When the door was
closed after him, he called the man to him,
and gave him some directions bow fo prevent
a repetition of tho unwelecome visit during the
iliness of his Mistress.

¢ have heard of the man,” he ohserved to
QOlive, when be joined her in the front parlor;
‘“and very much to his diseredit. He has
been many years attzched to a gong of
“roughs ? in California. Mexicans and half-
breeds, with disreputable adventurers, have
been his associates; and the worst crimes have
been Inid to his charge. Something he did,
caused his arrest and punishment; for no one
knew what had become of him for several
years, He was in prison when Mrs. Stanley
last heard from him,”

" How unfortunate!” exclaimed Olive,

T know #he supposed him dead, long after
that. But he must have returned to his old
sssociates, and his gambling habits. When
these failed to yield him money, the disrepu~

table rascal comes to be a leech upon his nohls
sister,”

‘It will be a terrible shock to her,” saig
the gird, * even to know of his existence,”

“ You must lzeep it from her as long as pos-
sible, dear Miss Weston.”

1 wiil do my best, be sure of that.”

#“Now, I will say good morning, I have to
find Claude the first thing; and—"

He was interrupted by a ring at the front
door bell. When it was openad, a clear, rich,
manly voice was heard, and a light fuotstep
rapidly ascanded the ‘-.ta.lrs

Olive grew pale as death, and intent on es.
cape, turned to go into the bﬂck parlor. But
she was too late, Claude Hamilton came in
and greeted Sherman with eager fervor, and
came teward her with cutstretched hand and
a sinile of cordial pleasure.

His greeting was mingled with apprehen-

sion, as he listened to the account of his aunt's ¥

late seizurs, |

“ But the sight of you will do her an im-
mensity of good!” cried Bherman, ¢ She has
50 longed for your return!”

“ Dear aunt Maude! _can 1 see her this
morning

Mr, Sherman and Claunde hcth glanced at
Olive, who silently left the room.

In a few minufes ihe housekeeper came, fo
say that the Invalid would see Mr. Hainilton,
andd Lo ask from what hotel his luggage was
to be letched, for his room was ready,

Hherman took his leave, and Claude went
up-stairs, wondering if Olive Weston were us
much changed in mind, as he found her in
person.  In dignity and reserve, she secmed
to have added a dozen years to her age.
{face bad lost its childish roundness and gay-
ety though he could not say she was los
beautiful than he had lofs her. He noticul
that her reeeption of him had been wutterly
lacking in cordirlity.

¢ Afraid of my renewing my past folly, 1
suppnse!” he mused, ns he slowly ascended

“ $he need not be; she cured me of that loog |

sinee!”

Olive had sought the shelter of her owa

room, und locked the door, She threw heiself
into a cushioned chair by the table, drooped
her head upon her clasped hands, and strove
to regain her composure, and calin the rebel
livus thoughts surging within her,

“1 am so thankful it is over!” she breathed
softly, at length, like a prayer. *1 have
s0 dreaded the first meeting | I was able to
meet him; and it will be easier now! Heis
to stay herel Waell, I must go! I eannotre
main; he might think I wished to pu myself
in his way! I have always resolved to go
‘when he came home; and now the timo is
come! I will speaic to Mrs. Stanley the very
first opportunity.”

Bhe rose and busied herself about phe roon,
leying some of her things in a trunk,

* me, and I came as soon as I could,

Hor

ker neck and arms,

10 judge of musie,
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CHAPTER II
THE DEBUTANTE AND HER ORETICS.
Eropiz was handed out of the carriage at
the door of o strange hotel, and led up the
gtairs to the reception-room.
Before she could turn to ask a question, she
found herself alone. She wrapped her cloak

more closely about her, and went to the door,
The corrider was filled with people passing to
She could ses

and fro, all strange to her.
nothing of her escort.

She returned to her seat, and waited, chaflng
with impatience, some twenty minutes, Then
she rose, and passing to the bell, was about to
pull it, when the door opened, and a florid-
iooking, elderly woman entered. \

‘I beg a thousand pardons, Miss, for keep-
ing you waiting,” she began.

“Where is Mr. , the gentleman who
brought me here?! demanded Elodie, sternly.

1 do mot know, Miss. The clerk sent for
1 was to
ghow you to your room, Miss.”

Elodie hesitated an instant, and then rose to
follow her, dropping her vail, She was con-
ducted up one flight of stairs, and then the
houseleeper opened the door of a corner rootn,
and lighted one of the gas burners.

It was a square room, with lofty ceiling,
and elegantly furnished. The carpet was a
rich pile of velvet, the windows were vailed
by draperies of crimson satin damask, corres-
ponding with the covers of chairs and sofas.
On a table inlaid with mother of pearl and
abony, stood a vase full of fresh flowers. A
door opposite the entrasce was thrown open,
revealing the white covering of a French bed,
and a marble-top toilet table.

Without another guestion, the young girl
crossed the room, and threw herself into one
of the easy chairs, The housekeeper asked it
she would have anything; but she only shook
her head, and motioned her to retire. This the
woman did, closing the door softly behind her,

Elodie then rose, threw off her cloalk, and
drew a deep breath. She went and stoed
opposite a large square mirror at one end of
the room, It reflected her entire figure, in her
opera dress and the jewels that sparkled on
Her yellow curls hung
over her flushed chesks, and as she flung them
back, she half smiled, wondering what Wynd-
ham Biount had thought of her in her new
charaeter, .

“1 know I did not sing my best to-night!”
she murmured; ““bat I looked nice, and he is
I wish he had heard me
sing my best!”

When she had waited half an hour longer,
there was a knock at the door, and a woman
came in, closely muffled. It was Madame
Leona; and she seized Elodie’s hand.

“ Oh, my child, you had a narrow escape!”
sho exclaimed. ** Bub you are sa.fe now, thanks
to Mr. Rashleigh.”

““What did he mean, by brmgmg me to
this strange place?’ asked the girl, displeased.

“What could be done? There was no time
to think, Your guardian, as he calls himself,
was coming to claim you—to take you away—
no doubt. If we had gone home, he could
have followed us, Your uncle did all for the
best,”

‘ And how long are we tio stay heref”

‘1 do not know, To-night, certainly.”

“T have not a dress with me—not even night
clothes.”

“Our things will be sent; never fear; pray
calin yourself. 'Fhe monsieur has ordered
supper for us,”

“Y do not want any.”

“You smust have refreshment; and I am
fainting. Be sure all will be right.”

Another tap at the door; and two gepvants
entered, one of them bearing a silver tray.
The snowy cloth was soon laid, and a tempting
supper set out, Tihe choicest wine was not
wanting,

In spite of her vexation, Elodie was not
proof against the entreaties of her companion
that she would partake of the dainties. When
they had eaten—Leona not at all sparingly—
the viands were removed, the wine and glusses
being left,

‘' Now, it is late, my child, and you must go
to bed. You will find our Iug‘gage sent {h the
morning; and a night sacqize in my sachel.”
Lo S!eep—in this strange place?’ began the
young lady.

My dear, it is a first class hotel—only far
down in the city. You need not be afraid,
My room opens intp yours—see.”

And, leading the way into the bed chamber,
¢he showed another door, which she opened.
The bath-rdom was between the fwo, and the
other doors were securely fastened. Leona
produced a fresh cambric night dress, with
Iriish and comb, and a neat embroidered cap,
and laid them out for her young friend’s use,
while her own were thrown upon her bed,

The girl was ready to sinlk with fatigne and
the exhaustion of her evening's excitement,
She was not sorry to lay aside her robes and
gems, and to seek the needed slumbers.

These lasted till very late in the morning.
Leona had been up for hours; bad gone down
staire from her own room, to have a con-
fidential interview with Rashleigh, and had
saperintended the storing away of their trunlks,
which had been sent for from their late lodg-
ings. One, the smallest, was brought up for
Elodia’s present uge; the others were bestowed
in the baggaga-roonm.

‘When the girl wakened from her profound
repose, and started up, bewildered, unabie to
imagine where she was, a soft step entered the
room, and a soft voice spoke encouragingly to
her, Leona was ready to assist her, and had
her morning dress all 1'eady, for the key of the
trunk was in her possession.

¢ Just brush your hair, dear child,” she said,
“ and refresh yourself by a bath, and then ?ut
on this dressing gown. There is no one here,
Then I will ring for breakfast,
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The breakfast was served in the parlor.
Both enjoyed the chocolate, broiled chiclken,
omelet, and snowy rolls, with the appetites of
health. When the things were removed,
Elodie began to question her companion,

“We cannot tell what it will be best to do,”
said Madame Leona, ‘till Mr, Rashleigh
cornes.” "

“ Why not?t He is not my masber,” replied
the gueralous young lady.

“No, my dear, of course not; but we have
to act by our agent under the cirecumstances.
He was to see the manager this morning.”

"¢ Then he ought to report himself, It is
past one o'clock.”

¢ e will be here soon, I doubt not.”

“ And is it to depend on him, what we do®

“On the report he brings, in part at least.”

“Tdo not like it at all,” muttered Elodie.
“ Have you seen the morning papersi"

““ They are in my room. I will fetch them,"

Leona brought in half a dozen of the most
prominent city journals, and laid them on the
table, The girl unfolded them one after
another, devouring the different articles re-
coriding her trinmph of the preceding evening,
“The Signorina Hlena” was praised in un-
measured terms, as far as youth and boauty
went; bat two or three of the larger papers,
in articles written by professed critics, spoke
less kindly of her musical performance, Her
voice, though fresh and full of melody, was
pronounced deficient in foree and compass;
her rendering of many passages received un-
favorable criticism. Hoer acting was praised
but faintly; it was evident she had not under-
stood the depth of the part she had assumed;
but youth was in her favor; a fow years of
stucdy might do much for her, ete., ete.

Elodie's chagrin and disappointment was
unbounded. 8he crushed the papers in her
hand, flung them on ti foor with indignation,
and asked what enemy had dared thus to
attack her. ’

‘‘Nay, my dear,” replied her companion,
“it is only what every debutunfe must ex-
pect. In the provinces you were a young
queen; but here, the metropolitan critics are
always severe. Success has to be won by
strife with them, in which many wounds are
received.” ,

“These articles are all false!” cried the girl,
starting up, her cheeks aflame, her eyes full of
tears. * Everybody was pleased. You know
bow much I wag applauded, and how many
bouquets wers thrown to me?’

“I know it, my pet; but these men never
judge by marks of popular approval,”

“What then? are mnot those signs of suc-
cess?”’

* The oritics prefend to have a higher stan-
dard.”

““Then I dow't care about pleasing them at
all. The audience applauded me, and that is
enough.”

“Yes; but you woaid find, and very soon
t00, thut people are blindly led by these news-

paper critics. If you defy their Jjudgment,
they are sure to put you down. The very.
listeners who applauded yon, and threw flow.
ers at your feet, will fancy they have been too
kind, and will pin their faith to such articles
as these, and hold back in future,”

 Fools!” exelaimed the irate deDufante,

“¥es, thoy are fools, like more than half
ihe world. Thers is ¢ne sure way of securing
popularity, by bringing round the critics.”

‘“What is that?"

“By bribing them. If your agent could
have complimented each critic with a present
of five hundred dollars, their verdict would
have been unanimously in your favor.”

‘*They would seli their judgmenti”’

4 They make a practice of laying obstacles
in the way of youthful artists, in order to ex-
tort bribes. Buf you could not have satisfied
their cupidity. There was not money enough!"

“I would not have given one cent for praiss
that could be purchased!” cried the young
agpirant after fame. *If these men require

money as the price of their compliments, I

want none of their good words,”

Leona shrugged her shoulders,

“I do nob see any mention at all of you,
madaanef”’

“Oh, no! I am too insignificant. They
never take the trouble fo abuse an ordinary
singer. You may console yourself with that,
child! T{ you had not shown that you have
merit, you would not have heen visited by
their consure.”

‘1t is not possible, then, to establish a repu-
tation as an artist, if one has no money to pay
these critics for their approbation?’ asked
Elodie

¥4It is diflicult.
legs—"

“ Unless what#?

“Unless you had a European fams,

It would take years—un-

Then

L you would have an advantage over them, and

the public might dare to decide for them-
selves,”

“ But you know I cannot have that,”

“I do mot know why Mr, Rashleigh should
not take you to Burope. You might.suceeed in
Vienna, or even Paris. It would be the best
thing to do just now.”

A servant cume 0 the door, and announced
Mr. Rashleigh,

As he came in, both the ladies noticed that
he wore an expression of disappoinément and
perplexity. ]

CHAFPTER IIL
NEW ENGAGEMENTS AND PROSPECTS,

Tr® agent brought unfavorable news,

The manager, who had seen Wyndham
Blount, deelined giving Elodis a permanent en-
gagement. He was influenced, too, by the un-
favorable tone of the New York press. Her
performance, though most highly creditabls to
one so young, had been inferdor {o that of the
tried voecalists who were used to the highest
range of art, and even the applause her brii

E  oxpunse?
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liant beauty had commanded, was an offense
to them as lowering the musical standard. She
wag nob in the good graces of the eompany;
and the primardonnsa, had protested against her
heing again entrusted with so prominent a part,

The guardian of the young lady had avowed
his intention of taking horme his ward, who had
grieved him unspeakably by her rushing into a
professional career. Should she again appear,
fhe manager said, there nust be a controversy,
and perhaps an appeal to the courts, in which
the guardian’s amthority would probably be
sustained, N

Thus the door was shut upon the youug

B ortist in the metropolitan opera.

Elodie wept passionate tears as she listened,

- Bhe felt disgusted with the profession she had

adopted.

“ T wourld give it all up, and go home!” she

exclaimed, bitterly, “if Wyndham had not
Leen so harshi”
. “He has uobt acted like a friend!” put in
Madaine Leona. ¢ After all, he has ne author-
ity over you; nor can he compel your obedi-
once td him.” .

“ As her uncle—in whose house and under
whose care she has lived from jnfancy, I have
the superior claim,” asgerted Rashleigh.

“ Nobody has any elaim to my obedience,”
cried Elodie, T grew up by myself; only my
aunt took care of me. You never did anything
for me, Mr. Riashleigh! If I had to be subject
to either of you, I would rather it should be
Wyndbam, becanse he was kind to me, and
gave me a home when I had nene, and pro-

| mised my auant—"

Here she broke down in a tempest of sobs. -

“The question now is,” said Leona, * what
is to be done?’

“ We must leave New York,” began the gen-
tlemnan.,

“Iwill go back to auntie Brill,” cried the
girl through her weeping.

“And marry Enrico? Marrisge would set
you free, dear,” suggested madame.

“ Marry Enrico? Is this atime to jest ot my
You are a wicked woman!”

“Pardon me, Helene; I meant no offense.
I was only thinking how smooth everything
would be made, if you had a husband who was

| an artist.”

A look from Rashleigh checked Leona.
“TI have conferred,” said he, ** with a French’

| ex-manager, who wants to make up a company

to go Bouth, I ecan easily procure engagements
for Helene and yourself.” -

Leona’s face brightened, and Elodie ceased
erying, and looked up.

“The troupe will visit Richmond and other
smaller cities, before proceeding to Charleston.
4 series of concerts will be given,”

1 like the opera better,” said the girl,

“All in good time. In the larger ecities,
scenes from different operas may be given, in
costume, with suceess. We shall ‘muke niore
loney at first by concerts And by next
spring we may go to Burope.”

Leona clasped her hands, in a rapture.
-“But it will be necessary to leave this city
immediately., 1 do not want it to get about
that the ‘Signorina Elena’ has not bsen able
0 secure a permanent engagement at the
grand opera. I would rather have it supposed

that she is hurried away by new duties.”

“Exactly so, I think as you do,” rejoined
madame,

“When do you intend us to leave New
York?" asked Elodie.

“ Can you not be ready to-morrocw morning#
The manager of the traveling troupe is in haste;
and I am apprehensive of detention, if we re-
main,"”

Both understood that he feared Mr. Blount
would trace them out, and put a stop to their
proceedings. ‘

Leona signified her approving consent, She
would see to the packing, and the maid would
take charge of her young mistress, The maid
was to be taken?

¢ Of course,” replied Rashleigh,

Elodie did not object, and be left them, fo
complete his arrangements with the munager
of the traveling troupe.

Elodie went into her room, and in a few
minutes came out in & walking-dress of dark-
green cashimere, with a vail fastened in her
hat, and dark gloves. :

“Where are you golng?” asked Leona,
startled,

“To see auntie Brill You do not think I
would leave New York without seeing her”

“But, dear child, you are not going ous
alone?”

“Who is to go with me? 'You have as much
as you can do before dark. I shall take a car-
riage.”

“ Lot me order one,
in the street,”

Bie rung, and gave the order.

- The girl was proof against all attetnpts ab
dissuasion.

“ Wait till after dinner, and Mr. Rashleigh
will accompany you—"

“ That he shall not. I will go now, madame,
I am not a child.” -

Leona could not prevail; she gave up, and
accompanied her young friend to the entrance
of the hotel where the close carriage stood.

It was a tearful though joyous meeting be-
tween Mrs, Brill and her protege. Elodie told
her everything, and besought her to close or let
her house, and go with her on the Southern,
tour. But the matron could not do that.

“I have no true friend but you, auntie”
pleaded the girl, in tegrs. “I am afraid of Mr.
Rashleigh, and Madame Leona cares only for
her own interest. Nobody loves me but you.”

The good dame wiped her eyes, and hugged
the girl; then smiled significantly,

“] kpnow one who loves you dearly,” she
spid, ‘“And if you would marry him,’ you
might both live with me, and nobody would
molest you ”

The girl understood that she spolte of Enrico,

You must not; be geen
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the youug Italian.
gust.

“ Never speak so, auntie, if you would not
malke mo hete you! I hate Leona for the same
cause,

The dame held ont her spread hands in de-
precation. “ I will not!” she protested, * In-
deed, he is not half good enough for my liftle
girl, Only I thought you might work together
in the profession. If it were not for the mu-
sie, I know who would suit you much bet-
ter.”

113 Who?"

“ A certain young genfleman, who came
this very morning to inquire for you, as he
cottld not find you at the rooms where you have
been staying.’’

“ Auntie, who wag it¥’

“ And who looked so pale and sad, and spnlo
so tenderly of you, and said they had all miss-
ed you so much, and seemed almost heart-
broken; for his voice foltered, and the tears
stood in his eyes while he was speaking.”

Flodie covered her face with her hands,

Y That was Wyndham!" she sobbed.

“Here is his card,” said the dame, and she
iaid it on the stand before her guest.

‘“He was o real handsome man, and looked
like o thoroughbred gentieman. He said his
mother had grieved atter you—"

“ Auntie Brillf” exclaimed the girl, sudden-
Iy, dashing the tears from her eyes, **if you
say the word, I will go back to my guardian,
ask his pardon, and give up music altogether!”

“ Grive up music, and after you have made
yourself famous, and can make a fortune if
you go on!” cried Mrs. Brill. :

‘1t would be hard indeed!
s0 much happier at llome!”

¢ No, you must not draw back,” decided the
injudicious adviser. “You must gain a for-
tune, and then you may come baclk,”

“ Do you think he is unhappy on my ac-
count?’ .

*(Oh, no! not more so thah is natural at
first. I should not have told you. He will
soon get over it.”

“ And care nomore about me? Isthat what
you mean$”’

“Not at all. He will become proud of your
talents, when you have established yourself;
and will admire you a great deal mors than
when you were almost a child--bound to cbey
him—" .

¢ 0Oh, that indesd—" - -

¢ And when youhave made plenty of money,
and are independent of him, then he will re-
spect you the more,” o

# Yes, that will be so!” cried the girl, her
face kindling; ‘“and his proud sister will be
glad to have my acquaintance, when I have a
name in the world, and a fortune of my own.”

“Tros, my dear; and when you are the
equal of that musical husband of hers—whom
Lhave heard you tell about, She would have
nothing to do with him till he came from BEu-
rope, and had wealth of bis own earning, and

Bhe made a gesture of dis-

But, oli, I was

was run after by all the fashionables of the
eity.”

“And could I he ever so much sought after
for my music?’ asked Elodie. ‘“How long
first, do you think, auntie?” -

“That depends on how hard you study.
You might do it in one season.”

“I wish I could! That would satisfy me,
I wonld not eare to go on. I would have 3
handsome house and gardens out of fown, and
auntie Brill should live with me, and I would
give musical receptions, and have all the emi.
nent foreign artists, and bave a brilliant circle
of society; and repay Mr. Blount for his good-
ness to me. I always meant to do that!”

Sympathetic exclamations, and warm em.
braces, answered the youug artist's dream of
a golden future, They went on bmilding their
airy castles till the shadows began to gather in
the corners; and then Ilodie started up, and
said she must return,  Murs, Brill begged ouiy
for one song before they parted,

She led the way to the room where stood
the piano belonging to the Italian. He was

1 not in, she said; and so the girl yielded to hes

entreatios for one song alter another, not heel-
ing the deepening night. .

A storma of applause at the end of one of the
songs apprised them of the presence of the
owner of the piana.

Blodie started up and hurried out of the
room. But she was caught, as she passed ont
of tho door, by her admirer, who had just un-
derstood that she was going to leave the city.

Before the givl could shake herself ivee, and
in the pregence of Mrs. Brill, the Italian had
poured out his tale of love. He iLinplored he
Lo stay, to accept his proffered hand, to joln
him in lis life work. The broken Eoglizh in
which he uttered his ardent protestatioos
made them ludicrous enough; and it was
steaggling with a violent inclination to laugh
that the girl silenced him by convineing him
that she eould give him no ground of bops,

Eurico begge L at leass that he might ses het
home; but this she refu-ed, She would not be
gseen i his company. Mrs, Brill should go
with her, if it was too late to go alone.

“But you shall not eseaps e persisted
the rejected lover. '
tronpe. I wiil sing with tho signorina; I will
subdue her hard heart; T will.”

“1f you join the troupe, I will leave it!"
cried the indignant girl, “You will gain
nothing, sir, by persecuting met”

“ Per Bacco! ‘persecute,’” repeatod the
despairing young man.
crudele—empia! Ohi me!” And, striking
nis forehead with his open palim, he dushed
into bis room, while the girl and the damo
hastily descended the stairs,

The carriage had been dismissed, but anoth-
or was presently called, and the two ladies
were driven to the A House, As they
passed around a corner, the vehicls was stop-
ped for & motnent by a throng of ecarriages in
front of a house brilliantly lighted up, with a

“1 will join Signor s

“E una Medea— WM
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canopy and earpet from the stepsto the stroeet.
A lady was just alighting, in party dress, at-
tended by a young gentleman, Her ““cloud "
pad fatlen back from her head, and a bright
face, with sparkling black eyes and clustering
raven ringlets, was in full view for a momont,
(Tt is Ruhama Seaforth,” exclaimed Elodie,
¢hrinking back as far as she could behind the
ample form of her companion. “ Who is that
with her? Can it be ny guardian?”’

“Drive onl” called out dame Brill to the
man on the box,

e could not; for the carriaged blocked up
his way. Ruhama's companion furned at the
dame’s voice, and Blodie saw that it was not
Wyndham. It was a great reiief to her, but
sha still trembled viclently and leaned against
Mrs. Brill’s shoulder.

Then she remembered Ruhama’s marriage,
and departure for Rurope, and noticed that
the gentléman with her was not her husbanid.

They drove o without furéher interruption
to the hotel.
anxiety, and welcomed her young charge with
cifusion.

Auntie Brill was persuaded to take supper
with them—for dinner had long been over—
before she took leave, and was driven fo her
own house.

CHAFPTER IV.
A MAD HUSBAND.

It was a scena of gayely and splendor that
was passing in the house which the lady, whom
Elodie had recogniged, was entering,.

She stood at one end of the spacious draw-
ing room, the center of a brilliant circle, re-
ceiving congratulations nnd welcome on her
return from Europe. The young gentleman
who had been her escort—an old acquaintance,
Tom Wryatt-—had left her side, and was in
conversation with a yoong lady at one of the
tableg loaded with skotches and engravings.

Tom had but recently arrived from the
West, and was only staying for a short visit.
He had dined that day with General and Mrs,
Marsh at their house, and had accepted her
itvitation to escort her to the pary at Mrs.
Lyndon's, her hushand excusing himself on the
plea, of having letters to write,

Tom had gained amplitude of form and rud-
diness of face; but his expressioh was graver
than of old. His admiration for the beauty
that had cnslaved him had not diminish-
ed. He had hovered around Rubhama as
much and ns often as she would permit. He
fancied she was not happy in her married
life, and that her lord—so much her senior—
was uneasy if any other man came near her.
He did not wishk to provolke marital jealousy,
though he loved to sun himself in the bright
eyes of the only woman he had ever really
loved,

Ruhama, though she could not be said to
have any of her old propensity for flirting, yet
greatly enjoyed a return to her former social
triumphs. She seemed, however, not wholly

Leona had been half wild with [

at her ease, and she often lapsed into fits of
mausing. She drew back presently from the
circle of her gentlemen friends, and seated her-
solf upon a sofa, where she wag soon in sarnest
conversation, with Mrs, 8t. Clare—the late
Emily Blount. I was a marvel to both that
they had not met abroad, though Kmily's
travel had been rapid, and her stay not long
in ons place. Ruhama inguired after her old
friend Wyndham, and learned that he had
been absent on business, and had just refurn-
ed to the city,

« And while I think of it,” continued his sis-
ter, I have never given you the miniature
he had painted for you so long ago. You
know you told him it must be a bridal-pres-
ent.” .

% Oh, yos, I remembear. 1 thought he had
forgotten it!”

It was not {inished when you were mar-
ried. By the way, do you know who paint-
ed it

] do not; Wyndham said he should have i
done by an Jtalian artist.”

“ That was when the artist sknlked in dis-
guise as an Italian--under an assumed name,”
said Emily, maliciously.

 Noti your husband—my cousin Herbert#*

“The very same! You did not know he
added the accomplishment of painting like-
nesses to his musicd?

‘“Indeed I did not!”

“You will confess it now; for this is a cap-
ital likeness(” )

¥ shall be so glad to have it!
to-morrow and take it,”’

“Nay, I brought it with me. I knew you
would be here; and I felt guilty in keeping it
so long. You must prize it doubly as a speci-
men of Herbert's work, and a memetito of an
old friend.”

She drew from her bosom a miniature sebin
gold, the rim surrounded by very swall dia-
monds. Tt was attached to a blue ribbon and
hung like a locket. Emily pressed a spring
and the lid flew open, disclosing the painting.
Ruhama took it, and gazed long and earnest-
ly on the pictured face,

Neither of the ladies perceived that they
were closely observed by a tall man standing
near the door that opened into the hall;» guest
who had arrived late,

“How benutifully it is done!” eried Mrs.
Marsh.

“I am glad you think first of the exquisite
workmanship! Yes--it shows a master hand,
and it is a splendid likeness, too,”

“ o it is, Iremember when Wyndham had
just that expression; the night I first told him
of our little plot to surprise you into a pictu-
resque reunion with Herbert.”

“ And when I thought he was making love
to you, Rubama.”

¢+ Oh, he never thought of thaf, I assure

ou.”

¢ The lnekier for him, thent”

¢ You must thank him for me”

I will come
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“You must do that yourself, If you were
not married, Ruhama, I should have had a
lock of his hair inserted, opposite the face.”

“‘The General would have been angry.”

*Is he jealous of you#” '

“He thinks me a prize every one must cov-
o, replisd Ruhama, laughing., “And he
takes good care I do not go astray. Papa told
him I was a flirt, and that was very unkind of
him, you know.”

“Your father did not return with you#

“Noj he is ab Vienna. I do no$ expect him
home this winter,” -

Emily interrupted her by a faing cry.

‘It there is not Claude Hamilton!” she ex-
claimed.

“ Yes; he landed the day after we did—but
from an English steamer,” rejoined Muyw.
Muarsh, “How foreign-looking he is-—with
such a growth of beard and mustachel Strange
that young men from America so soon take on
French dress, habits and manners|”

“Is there any truth in the ramor that he is
engaged to Miss Monelle, tho rieh young heip-
essy”

“T heard that, too! She and her father re-
furned in the same ship, and he was very at-
tentive to her in Paris. Ves; I think it will
be & mateh.”

‘“ He has forgetten bis former flame—onr
friend, Miss Weston!”

“Ah, poor Olive! have you seen her lafe-
Ly¥

“Noj; she has shunned society since her mo-
ther's death, I called on her and invited her

and never returned my visit, nor answered a
friendly note I kent afterward.”

‘¢ She muy have left the city,”

‘“No; she accepted some situation—as nurse
or companion—with an old invalid lady., Her
acquaintances thought she wished to repsl all
their advances, #and soon lot her alone. 1t was
foolish on her part,”

“Poor Olive! I should so like to see her!”

Herbert St. Clare came up at this Jjuneture,
and Ruhama showed the miniabure, and cown-
plimented him on the painting, Then she
closed the gold case and pub it in her pocket.

Herberti offered his arn to his wife to’ lead
her in $o supper. Ruhama laughingly de-
clined the offer of his left arm; for an army,
she said, was in waiting for the honor of at-
tending her,

And at the instant, the gentleman who had
been conversing with Claude Hamilson, bovw-
ed to her, and solicited the honor. He had
just parted with Claude, he said, and Mys.
Marsh wonderad he had not come to pay lis
raspects to herself,

“Xou must excuse him,” observed young
Percival, with a meaning smile. “Ha did not
find his lady-love here, and has gone in search
of her.”

“ His lady-love?'

“Miss Monelle! You know of his engage-
ment to her?’

to spend some“lv€eks with me; but she refused,

“1 heard something of it.”

“He is hard hit; and no wonder!
beauty, as well as an heiress,”

Rubama mused a little, and her thoughts
ran back to the written- declaration of love
and the mistake that had parted him and Qlivo,
“Tom should have made all that right,”ghe
said to berself; “and, with that unansweret,

how could he transfer his devotion to another? . [

Had he been inﬂuencedi by Olive’s losg of for-
tune? Had he sought' Miss Monells for her
wealth? If so, he cught to be despised!” She
resolved to speak to Tom the first opportnnity,

She had that when Tom claitned the first
dance after supper.

Did I explain the blunder to Hamilton?
Certainly; I wrote to hitn by the nexi stean-
er. Never got any reply. Very true; the
letter may have failed toreach him; he was off
on a yachfing-tour with his friend Lord Adair.
It is an awkward thing to spealcof so long af-
terward, you know,” Tom answered, stroking
his tawny beavd.

¢ And the poor girl in such changed eireum-
stances,” sald Rubama, with = sigh. {4 is
too late, especially if Clande has offered him-
self to another young lady.”

“Not much douht of that,” opined the sen-
tentious Mr. Wyast.

“You know it to be true, then?”?

“ Hoard ho-was hershadow in Paris and Lon-
don; and they came home together. I have
soen them twice, driving tete-a-fele in the
Parky and we all know that means business,”

1 ehoald not have thought it of him,”
mused the lady.

““ Come now, Mra, Marsh, would you havea
fellow be doleful Tor & girl who cares nothing
for him$ Don’t be personal?”

Rubama’s dark cheeks flushed as she under-
stood the aillusion to her own rejection of
Tom’s offered affection. 8he could not utter
a word more,

They had passed out of the erowded rooms
through one of the French windows, open to
the ground, in the third parlor, and leading in-
to the conservatory, This was filled with a
dim, misty light, and the perfume of a thgu-
sand flowers. ‘

Suddenly Rubama heard a firm, measuied
step at her side, and saw her husband.

BShe gave a little shrisk of surprise, He was
looking very stern, and the frown gathered
darkly on his brow,

““Am I an ogre, to terrify yon, madam?’
he asked.

“You appear 80 unexpectedly—so like a
ghost,” said Ruhama, laughing, “I had no
idea of sesing you here]”

¢ No, I suppose not,”

The lady’s arm dropped slowly from Wy-
att’s, and the young man stepped back a sin-
£le pace, involuntarily., The look of the hus
band embarrassed him, Was he displeased
8t his leading Rubhama away from the dancers?

Tom had a horror of scenes; and the feol-
intg be still cherished taught him a chivalrous

Bhe is a
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respect for the fair lady, and a dread of mis-
interpretation.

The General bowed to him coldly, as if in-
timating that he would talke charge of his
wite, dispensing with his presence. As Tom
stuod still, the two others passed on into the
shaded depths of the conservatory. Then Tom
turned and went back into the drawing room.

The husband and wife were alone.

Ruhama, for once, feit embarrassed. Sha
began falking lightly of young Hamitton’s sup-
posed engugement, and his inconstancy to the
imze of his former love,

“You are right,” observed the General
moodily. ¢ Yes, there are memories time can
never obliterate; features that are freasured
jn the heart oven when that is closed, and has
a fulse surface.”

f What do you mean?” asked his wife.

The Gteneral stopped short, dropped her arm,
and fuced her steruly.
© %I meun, madam,” he answered, “ that there
is no treachiery like that by which a wife, who
loves mot her husband, betrays him she has
sworn to love and honer! Whose wminiature is
thet I saw you receive with such rapture a
while ago?”

“ Miniature?” echoed Rubama, aghosi ab an
expression she-had never before sesn in her
husband’s face, , ¥

Y Let me look atb it, if you please, I would
like to see the man whom you honor by mak-
ing him my rival in your atfections.” .

“Arthar! 1 do not understand youl” eried
the wife, with dignity, and stepping baclk,
#This is strange lunguage to use o me!”

“¥You have the picture about you. Lot ine
sco 161"

“ I will not, unless yout apologize for this in-
sult to me, sir.”

The General stooped a little, seized a bit of

" blue ribbon banging from his wife’s pocket,

and drew out the miniature, She caught at
tae ribbon, bub he was too quick for her,

The case wasg in hig hand, as he glared at
her. She remembered mow that he hid once
eunfessed to her that he was subject to madl
jealousy on the slightest cause; that he would
not answer for any restraint of reason against
this besetting sin.

# How absurd!” she went on, “ for you to be
angry at such a trifte!”

The General opened the case, and glanced at
the picture. -

“I thought so,” he mutiered.
man,”

‘“ Arthur! you are not a fool!”

‘“No, madam; you can deceive me no long-
erl”?

“That picture is Wyndham Blount’s—"

“I am aware of that; he was your lover bo-
fore you married me!”

“He never was a suitor of mine! Ile was
the brother of my intimate friend; he.was like
& brother to me.”

"“8ay not a word, madam!
celve me, in the face of this!”

“He is the

You cannct de-

“ He promised me his miniature for my
wedding gift; my cousin painted it. It was
not: finished in time; and his sister brought it
to me to-night.”

“1 saw her give it; I saw you receive if.
That is enough.”

“And you played the spy, coming here in
this sly way, after saying you had to remain
at home!” cried Ruhama, indignantly. I am
ashamed of you, General Marsh !’

“ And how must I feel, madam, reading
here the story of your shame and my dishonor?
But ealin your nervous excitement; I will not
be made a public scorn for foolst”

“You deserve if, cruel and wicked that you
are!” eried the young wife through lier sobs.
0, if papa ware here! You would not dare
speak to me in this manner!”

“ Your father countenanced your flirtations,
but when you becams a wife, they were out-
rages on decency, This is something more
than one! When and where have you been
meeting this man? He does noti visit at my
honse.”

“ He has been mbsent; ha has but lately re-
turned. He visits me when ha is in town—
whenever I choose to see him!”

“1 do not choose that you should receive
him, What barefaced audacity! to send you
Lis portrait! Had yoyrany sense of the duties
of a wife—of the honor of a matron, you
would havespurned it!”

“But I prize it highly. Please return it to
me! said the wife, scornfully, reaching out her
hand for the cuase.

““You boast of your love for him, to my
very face?”

 Even so, sir, Wyndham and I were school
companions and brought up together. Heis
worthy of my esteom; much more so than you
are af present, That picture is 'my property;
I demand it back.”

The irate Genoeral Aung it on the stone floor,
set hig foot on it and ground it to pieces. The
picture was stamped out of all semblance to
humanity. Then he kicked away the frag-
ments, and looked at his wife.

His expression might have terrified her, but
her spirit was in arms now.

“1 hate you!” she hissed, in low tones of
concentrated bitterness.

“T dare say,” was the answer, *If you dare
hold any eommunication with the original, he
shall be served as I have served his picture,”

“ Coward! you would be afraid of him /!
You can insult a woman—your wife—because
you think she is helpless, But you shall see
that I can find seme one to protect me. I will
not return to your house!”

“You will go to Mr. Blount’s?”

1 will go wherever I please, to stay till pa-
pa’‘can coms for me.” ’

¢ Just now, madam, you had better return
to the drawing-room.”

Rubama flung off his proffered arm. Her
olive cheeks were aflame; her eyes flashed de-
fiance, ’
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“You must be aware, madam, that an open
‘rupture with your husband will expose you to
the condemnation of the world; the scorm of
your fashionable friends,”

“ T hate you!” reiterated the offended lady,

‘Do I not know that, to my cost?’ eried the
husband, with an agonized break in his voice.

‘1 know you never loved me; that you mar-
ried me without love!”

‘I married you to save my father!”

“1 knowall that. ¥e confessed it to me
when we were in Paris. Buf he hoped you
might learn the lesson of wifely affection. 1
koped so, too, fool that I was, till my eyes were
opened. But I will not be openly put to shame
by your conduct,”

‘Do you mean to foree me to go to your
house, sir?”

#“No; I only advise your return, till your
father’s arrival, madam, I shall go there with
you, but not stay at homse to-night; and to-
morrow I am going on a journey to occupy
some weeks, Ly the time I come baek, your
plaus may be arranged.”

“ I will not live with & man who makes my
lite wretched by his causeless jealousy,” Bob-
bed Rubhama.

“You shiull nob be coerced into living with
me, You have ouly to avoid one man—you
know whom, To have your name linked with
his, when separated from your hushand, is to
consign yomr own to infamy. DBear that in
mind, madam, Now, will you go back 1o the
company

“ Noj; [ will not.”

¢ Botter that your friends should not know,
just”u.t present, that you have quarreled with
me.

“Iwill go to the dressing-room, and out
that way,” suid Ruktama,

“Very woll. Iwill conduct you.
arm."

But she refused, angrily. The General
walked by her side to the door of the dressing-
room; waited for her, and when she came out,
oscorted her with stately formality to the car-
ringe. She stepped into it without accepting
the aid of Lis arm, shut the door with a bang,
and flung herscll on the back seat, weeping
vioctently, “

The General changed his mind, and did not
enter. Hoe gave orders to the coachman, and
turned away as the carriage drove off,

The husband went to a hotsl for the night,
and the wife, having reached her howme, went
up to her roow, dismissed the maid who was
waiting for her, and threw lerself into an
engy-chair by the window, which she opened,
that the night air might cool her heated tace.

Bhe found it ditlicult to reaiize that the
whole of her future life was changed by the
trivial oconrrences of this evening.

Talke my

CHAPTER V.
THE DEATHBED THUST.
QLIvE WrstoN found it difficult to fulfil
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her intention of leaving the house of her frieyqg
on the arrival of young Hamilton, The inva:
lid lady, on receiving a hint of her design, net
only opposed it vehemently, but seemed sq
woonded and grisved, that the girl dared not
persist. She had beeome a necessity of life 1o

the sufferer, whom she called her benefactress, -

though in her heart Mrs, Stanley regarded hep
as such, She would have none but Ulive to sit
by her bed when illness attacked her, or fp
read, sing and play to her when she sat in
her cushioned chair, or ventured into the par
lor of an evening, She had grown to lean up-
on her youthful companion as if her very ex-
istonce depended on her presence and care. To
the good-will of & kind patroness had succeed-
ed the love of a fond mother,
Olive! it would kill her at once. Such a, look
of reproach, ot sorrowful atfection, of clinging,
halpless dependenice as she turied on the girl
when her wish was intimated! It went to
QOlive's heart at onoce,

8o she staysd on, week after weelt, bocom.
ing more and more necessary to Mrs, Stanley;
more and more an objoct of grateful love. And
she saw so little of Mr, Ilainilton, the fear she
had cherished grew less, and vanished alto-
gethor, They never et ut meals, upless Mrs,
Stanley was able to go to the lato dinuer, or
company wus in the house. Breakiust was
served in the invalid’s room; and MNive made
her dinner at the two o’clock lunch, taking o
cup of tea in the evening in her own or her
friend’s room. :

She had heard the rumor of Claude’s engage-
ment to Miss Monslle, and believed it, He was
out almost every evening; indecd, was seldom
at home.
that Miss Weston shunned Liwm, and be was
determined not to be in her way. She wasa
treasure to his aunt; he was glad of it; le
would offend her sight as little ns possible.

Mr, Sherman, the trusted solicitor, came and
went like one of the family. He often spens
the evening with them, and sometimes tallked
confidentiaily with Olive, when the invalid was
asleep in her chamber,

“Yon perhaps know,” he said abruptly to
the girl one day, *‘ that it has been a cherished
iden with Mrs. Stanley that you should marry
her nephew.” -

Olive looked up fromn her work, startled.
Her face was flooded with ecrimson; but it
soon receded, leaving her paley thaar before.

“Pardon me; I am a plain, blunt lawyer.
T thought it likely our friend might have con-
fided her plan to you.”

“ Indeed, sir, she has no such plan.”

I know that she has. DBut—you will ex-
cuse me—I was opposed to the idea.”

¥ Pray, sir, do not jest on such a subject.”

YT am-nob jesting. Noj; Hamilton is not
the partner for you. He needs a woman of
resolve; born to subdue; a leading mind,”

i He is engaged, [ hear, to Miss Monelle.”

¢“The heiress! She is not the sort of wo-

man I should have thought would please him.

To part with -

He, on his part, could nob fail to see .
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ghe is frivolous and exacting. He would not
e happy with her.”

it] hope he may be happy [ murmared Olive,
speaking under her breath. .

& And he will not need Monelle's money, be-
ing his aunt’s heir; her heir-at-law, if she dieg
without & wilk.”

 You may rely upon it, Mr. Hamilbon has
not sought the young lady for her money.”

« Flow do you know, my dear?

i lecause he is incapable of such a thing.
He is too noble; too disinterested.”

“You are a kind advocate. Bui it is my
opinion that he has done that very thing.
Young men of the present day know the value
of riches.”

« ] cannot believe he has done it, sir.”

“Well,.it is none of my business.
Mis. Stanley be down this evening®

T think not.”

@ 7pa doctor thinks her out of danger; but
a5 her disease is of the heart, no one can tell
when she may have another astack.”

QD sir, 1 hope not! She has been brighter
and bester for some days, and I trust she will
have no return of the pain from which she
has suffered.” :

“ Does she know of the visit of the man who
claims fo be her brothers”

“Ehe has kuown of it several days, T told
her as soon as she could bear it. But she has
not geen him.”

“&he bad better mot, It would do her
wum. He is a scamp., His career in Cali-
fornia was one of crime, and euded In a pri-
son. Ho was leagued at one time with a gung
of counterfuiters. For that ke was sent to jail
for a termn of years.”

¢« How terriblel”

“ Having served his time out, he comes here
to be a burden to his sister; and a disgrace,
too; for he may be scen almost any day at
some low tavern, disgustingly drunk, boasting
to the people at the bar that he is the rich Mrs.
Btanley’s brother.”

“8he must not be told of this, sir.”

“No heed of it. The raseal makes no secret
of the fact that he is waiting for her death, to
secuve the lion’s share of her property.”

Olive shivered, Shb could not bear allusion
to an event she had so much dreaded, .

“7T want & good long talk with our friend
on business, Do you think she can see me this
ovening "’

i1 do not know, Mr. Sherman,
if she is still asleep.”

As she went out, the lawyer muttered as he
paced the room:

¢ A fine girl; and she must not be unpro-
vided for. [ gave Mrs, Stanley n hint to that
effect, and she tnok it kindly. She must put
it in black and white. Nothing like being
prepared for any event, and adding a codicil
to a will does not hasten anybody’s death.”

Olive returned to say that the invalid
would prefer Mr. Sherman to call the next

Wilk
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come at eleven o'clock, But when that time
arrived on the following day, and he present-
od himself, trae to the appointment, the lady
was in no condition to receive him.

A severe attack of her malady had seized
her, It was controlled with difficulty, and
left her in an exhausted state. The physician
enjoined the utmost quiet, and strictly forbade
his patient seeing any one but her faithful
companion, besides the nurse, Ile no longer
held out tiie hope of recovery to even partial
health.

All day sat Olive by the bedsido, soothing
the sufferer, holding her hand, or wiping the
clammy dows from her forchead, Claude
Hamilton came meore than once to the door,
to be denied an entrance. All that day, and
part of the night—the hour of slunber Olive
passed on the lounge ina room adjoining—and
all the next day.

‘Toward evening Mrs. Stanley’s pain had
loft ver, and she smiled -sweetly on her young
friend, and took from ber hand a little nourish-
ment, looking in‘her face as tho most affection-
ate mother might regard o beloved ehiid.

7 Pel]l Claude I will see him, when he comes
again,” she said, cheerfully,

The nurse went for him, and Olive rose td
leave the room,

“&Stay, my child?” called Mrs. Stanley.
“VYou must 1ot leave met”

“ My, Hamilton is coming—"
“But you need not go away.
rather have you here. Stay, child.”

The girl obeyed; but retreated to the other
side of the roowy when Claude vntered,

He was warmly attached to his aunt, and
had deeply mourned her iliness. It was a deep
relief to her nephew to see her so mueh im-
proved. o sat beside lier, congratulated her,
and expressod his ardent hopes of her speedy
recovery.

“That may not be, my dear boy,” she said,
softly. ‘I feel that my days are numbered.”
Shae went on to talk of various little matbers
she wished attended to, chiefly concerning her
objects of charity. Olive drew her chair so
that the bed-curtain sereened her from obser-
vation, and wept silently, She saw herself
about to be cast back iuto the friendiess deso-
lation” she had experienced, and reproached
herself for allowing thoughts of self to mingle
with grief for the friend she was about to
lose.

In the silence Mrs. Stanley’s words becams
distinetly audible. She was speaking to her
nephew.

T have known of your love"—she was say-
ing— of one worthy of all affection. It was
the dream of my life to see you happy. I
know you will cherish her, Claude; I do not
ask any promise.”

The young man bowed his face over hig
aunt’s hand.

# And [ know her deep affection for you,
my boy; it has been a tried and faithful ate

I would

day. He took his leave, saying he would

tachment.”
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“®he is speaking of Alice Monelle,” said
Olive to herself. Her heart was beating vio-
lently. )

‘1 have wished only to see you united be-
fore I am taken from you. Cannot that be,
Claude?

“ Do nob speak of this, dearest aunt,” Olive
heard him say, in low tones of deep foeling,

“You are afraid of exciting me,” answered
the invalid. ‘“There is no danger; it can
make no difference, I wish I could see you—
happy—happy—" :

A paroxysm of gasping seized her, Claude
started up with a ery of alaarm. Olive rushed
to the bed, and held to the invalid’s pale lips
the cordial she always took when those attacks
came on, Holding her head against her own
shoulder, she whispered that the exciternent
had been too much for Ler, and Mr. Hamilton
had bhetter retire.

But the invalid held out her hand to detain
him. ‘Stay, Claude,” she murmured, and
caught his hand, With the other she clasped
Otive's. - ’

Raising herself wupright, she suddenly
brought their hands together, placing the
girl’s in that of her nephew. ‘ God bless you
both{” she murmured, pressing them in both
ber own, and repeating the blessing, while a
seraphic smile illumined her face.

Then she sunk slowly back, Olive caught
and supported her. Her eyes were closed, her
lips were parted; yet she breathed softly.

“Has she fainted?” asked the young mau,
bending over her,

‘¢ Noj; but she is exhausted,” returned Olive.
“ Pray oxcuse me, Mr. Hamilton, if I ask you
not to remain.  She will go to sleep now,”

He stepped baclk from the bed, hiseyes flxed
on the younyg girl, who did not once look up.
She was arranging the pillows, and placing
the invalid in a comfortable position. When
gshe turned to take her own place by the bed,
she saw the door close on the nephew, who had
gone out quietly,

He muttered as he went to his room:

“ It is strange that she has so set her heart
on my marriage, and does not ses that T am
an object of aversion, not of regard! Poor
soult I could not undeceive her!”

He felt deeply humiliated; yet with an un-
dercurrent of resentment. How had he de-
served scorn and contempt? His spirit rose in
rebellicn. The girl need not, he thought, take
gach pains to show him that she would accept
no tender of his affection, He would not in-
cur the danger of a repulse,

Olive sat and mused by the sleeping patiens,
She took her treacherous heart to task.

““ Am I weak enough to feel wronged!” she
said to herself. She felt humbled by the dis-
covery of her heart's falsshood, Tt would not
be swayed by her pride! With the shame she
cowered under was blended a feeling of anger
toward young Hamilton, How mad was the
dream she had once indulged! How delusive

of his mere presence, which, like the Spring
sun, had awakened ber from torpor into life)
She would crush down the feeling; she would
dispel the dream; she wonld remember tha
he would be happy with another!

Later in the evening Mrs, Stanley was
awake, and fesling better. She made OQlive
sib by her as usual, and tea was brought up to
her. The invalid partook of the repast,
Fhen she began fo talk, and Olive could no
restrain her. Sine eXpressed her earnest de-
sire for a union between the girl and hLer
nephew. She had known of Claude’s attach-
ment before he went abroad; she knew that
bhe wag faithfal to it atill. She had vead the
hearts of both—

Here Olive interrupted her, laying her hand
on her friend’s, and speaking with difficulty
amid choking emotion, Mrs. Stanley was ut-
terly mistaken; she averred Mr. Hamilton did
not care for her; he was averse to her rather
than oftherwise. She Implored her dearest
friend, os the only favor she had ever craved
at her hands, not to speak again of this mat.
ter; never again to allude to it.
be assured it could never be!

“T1 know my own boy too well to doubt
him,” answered his aunt. **And you-I may
be mistaken in you. Speak frankly, Olive, do
you dislike him’

“ Dearest Mrs. Stanley, it is not for me to
have any thoughts of your nephew!” almoss
sobbed the girl, averting her face,

¢ Olive, you must tell me the truth, Do
you not owe that to me?”?

“ T owe you everything, my beloved friond!”

“1f you do not love my nephew, you have
made me wrong him! I acted on that pre-
sumption. I*have robbed him of his rigles if
you do not!?

The girl did not understand her words.

“ Never mind; you will soon know whai I
mean. Answer me a8 you would at the day
of judgment, girl: do you love Clande, or do
you not”?

The poor girl fell on her knees beside the
bed, and her clasped hands hid her face.

“ Answer betore it is too late for me to do
him jusvice! The truth, girl!™

¢ Ob, madem, I dare not deceive you!”

“1 have been decsived, if my judgment has
been wrong. Tell me the truth, Remember,
I am on my deathbed,”

her benefactress. She suw a deathly pale face,
with fixed, eager eyes devouring her faae;
with white, quivering lips, as in the act of ad-
juration,

“1 do—TI do—love him!” she faltered, while
she buried her burning face in the bedelothes.
The invalid passed her hand caressingly over
the bowed head. In broken tonesshe faltered
@ blessing. '
‘Now you know my secret!” wailed the
girl, at length lifting wp her face, ¢ [t has
humbled me in the dust to own it—but you

the happiness she could not help feeling, born

bade me speak the truth

f kaew it
E now

[ know.

- at the door,
on a salver.

She might -

| - right Land upper drawer.

One wild, scared look the kneeling girl gave ‘

LOVE IN A MAZEL. 61
+

« Apd you did right, my dear ¢hild.”
&7t i to you alone I have confessed it!”
sobbed the girl, I should die of shame if he
Oh, Mrs, Stanley, promise me that
ou will not tell him !’
« There will be no need.
o 1

It will oll be right

T could not bear that he should despise me.
But I was not always a poor dependent, you
He kuew me in better days.” -

«JTugh, child, Bit in the chair, and hold

.: my hand. Never talk of being a dependent
® ggain.”

'As Olive resumed her seat there was a tap
A mervant entered with a leiter
It was addressed to his mistress.

Mrs. Stanley took it, put on her glasses, and
read it. Then she pressed Olive's hand, .and
pade her open one of the drawers of a cabinet
gtanding opposite the bed. Init was o small
ehony box, under the tray of which was a

1 package of bank-notes,

€he selected several of these, and made t:.he
girl inelose them in o thick envelope. Olive
anderstood her intention. It was not the first
time she had answered the demands of her half-
brother, by sending him money without con-
suiting her solicitor.

The envelope was sealed and direeted to
“Richard Lamley."

Then the rest of the money was restored to
its place, and the drawer locked.

“f want you to do something else for me,
my child,” said Mrs, Stanley. ’

T'he girl bent her head to listen. )

“«¥ou know the old Indian cabinet in one
of tho recesses of the library?”

“1 know which you mean,
ed??

“Yes, dear. It is toolarge apiece of furni-
{uye for o bedroom, and is full of old papers
and (uaint curiosities, not opened this many a
day.  There is a secret compariment in the
That drawer, you
will notice, is very deep. You must feel along
the baek till you touch a flat steel button, and
then press the spring. That will bring out
the compartment, Do you understand¢”

% Veg, madam, perfectly.”

“Youa will find some papers there, put away
for safe-teeping. My lawyer knows of them;
not Mr, Sherman, but Abel Reynolds. !
rapers are nnt 1o be touched, But there is a
package of letters with California postmarks.
Those ietters I want destroyed without any
one seeing them.”

“« T understand, dear Mrs, Stanley.”

“¥ou must be particular to destroy that
packet of letters; to let no one see them when
Iam gone, They are memorials of the erimes
and punishment of one near of kin to me. 'I
wish.J coutd as easily efface the record of his
wrongdoing: bot God may grant him repent-
anee and reform. You will do as I telt you?”

¢ Be sure I will. Shall I do it to-night#”’

“Not tomight. I may want to refer fo
them if he should cause me trouble. Not while

It is kept lock-

-

These-

1 live, doar child. But give no one a chance
to see them when I am gone.”

“T will not, But, dearest friend, do not
speak as if you were going to leave me.”

Her voice was broken by fresh sobs,

“ There, do not weep, my poor childl Tam
satisfled now, - We will talk no more on agita-
ting subjects. Here is the key of the Indian
cabinet, and of the drawer. Kecp them about

ou, ” .
v 8he drew out from a pocket in the bosom of
her dressing-gown two keys, fastened to a
ribbon, which she put into Olive’s hand. The
girl put them in her bosom, securing the ribbon
to her brooch. :

Shortly afterward the invalid sunk inbo a
ealm sleap, watched over by her loving young
friend.

CHAPTER VI
A RASH AOT,

THREE days passed, and the household was
in mourning. Mrs. Stanley’s transient im-
provement after that evening was delusive,
Hopes were entertained that she would rogain
strength till two hours befors the end came,
and that was awfully sudden.

The blow fell on Olive most heavily.

She was stunned at first, The nurse could
hardly prevail on her to quit the death cham-
ber. When lad into her own room, she sat for
hours in a chiil stupor. She did not weep; she
gave no outward sign of the grief that had
erushed her, 8he would not touch the breakfast
or the lunch that was brought to her, and
which the numse begged her to eat. She
would not taste the wine held to her lips. She
seemed almost unconscious of the c¢alamity
that bad turned the house into a place of
gloom., o y

Mr, Sherman dined there, and sent up a re-
quest for Miss Weston to join him and Mr,
Hamilton; but she refused to come. On the
morning of the second day, a dirty eard bear-
ing the name of ¢ Richard Lumley” was
brought to her. She started when she looked
ab it, and then dropped it as if it bad stung
her; but she would not go down. She seemed
roused, however, out of her abstraction.
When he maid came with a tray, and again
begged her to take food, she complied me-
chanically; ate a few mouthfuls, and drank a
cup of tea; then asked for the key of the room
in which her dead friend lay.

The nurse brought her the key, and took her
to the door of the room; but Olive would not
permit her to go in. ‘‘ Leave me alone,” she
entreated, and she went in, and closed the
door.

The room was dark from the elosed blinds,
but two of the gas-jets were alight. A rigid
form lay upon the bed, covered with a snowy
sheet. Olive went up to it, and reverently
lifted the covering from the wan face. She
tonched the cold forehead; a shiver ran

through her whole frame; and falling on her
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knlfes, sho burst into a tempest of tears and
sobs. :

It was the wail of a heart bereaved of its
only friend-—its only hope, With passionate
grief she apostrophized the lost ome, and
pleaded her own desolation. But the weeping
did her good; it saved her brain from a pres-
sure that might have killed her,

Hours passed. At last she rose and re-
placed the covering over the white, waxen
face, on which she had pressed farewell kisses,
She went out of the room, locking the door, in
Whl'qh she left the ey, as she heard the maid
coming np-stnirs. She went into her awn
room, and took up Richard Lumley’s card.

It seemod to remind her of a forgotten duty.
“It shall be done,” she repeated two or three
times. ' The letters shall not be seen by any
homan eye. I lhave the keys.” She felt

“them, still attached to the ribbon. ““DBut I
must waib till they are gone—te-night.”

When Mr, Sherman, after the dinner hour
had passed, sent up again a reguest that she
would eome down, she went, and saw him in
the drawing-room. He wished to consult her
upon the arvangements for tho funeral Mr.
Humilton had left everything to her judg-
ment. He had been absent all day, and had
left word that he wonld not return that night,
though be would be in the city early on the’a
following day, and wonld attend his deceased
relative to the cemetery. He had sent his re-
epects and condolences to Miss Weston, and
had begged lor to order everything acco’rding
tu her own wishes,

The details of the sad ceremony were speedi-
Iy mettled, and Mr. Sherman charged himself
with earrying them out, This he did as an
old friend; another legal adviser, consulted
frequently of late, Mr. Reynolds, having
claimed to represent Mrs. Stanley’s interests,
Sherman did not precisely understand what
he meant; but all would soon be made clear.
It would not be proper for either to enter on
business matters Gil} after the funeral,

At ten o'clock Mr. Sherman took leave, and
the house was still.  Olive saw the nurse go-
ing up to bed, as she left the drawing-room.
The other servants had retired.

The girl took up her candle—for the lights
were out in the hall—and descended to the li-
brary.

The room was large and lofty, but well
warmed by the fire which yot burned cheer-
fnlly in the grate, Olive turned the key in
tpe.door by which she entered, and glanced
timidly around the room, looking well into
corners where the shadows Iurked. Then she
went to the Indian cabinet, and set her eandle
upon a marble stand near it,

She opened the door and the drawer with
her keys, took out the drawer and felt for the
secret spring. A narrow compartment flew
out, full of papers. The packet of letters was
there, but upon them lay a fresh one, ad-
dressed *“to (Mive Weston,” in Mrs, Staxfley’s
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The girl took this letter and opened it
Yes; it was addressed to her. The first oy
tence, “ You will read this, darling Olive
when I am no more,” quickly arrested her g
tention, )
The latter had been written to explain My
Sta.[lzley;)s ]‘E&S(?;S for hthe latest will she hLag
made—bequeathing the
made—t Vgeston. z bulk of her Property
The letter nearly fell from the girl’s hang a8
5 3 Feer g 44 H n v, n
31(1}:‘61 dt.ad this, To me!” she repeated, bewil-
_ She had to collect her thoughts before
ing further. This beques%, M=, Stiﬁ?él
stated, had been made in the hope of bringju{
about the union she had so ardently desired,
“betweon her nephew and the daughter .of her
love “Iknow that in heart you belbng o
each other,” thie letter continued, “bLug ¥you
are opposed to Clande's wislies, on account of
a serupulous feeling that fortune has lified
him above you. Therefors I Lestow the ﬁxl-
vantage of wealth upon you, my child. Yoq

accept him when you can bring hir -

He Las thereturs only o small lqlagmf;] tw]’p]ﬁ;
must receive from your dear hand the riches
I have always meant should be his. And you,
dearest girl, will not thwart my design, Ii‘rorr;
the worid unseen, it permitted, I shall come 1o
you, and Lless my united children.”

Like a statue in marble stood the girl when
she had finighed rouding the letber. Her face
was whi-te and sot; a kind of horror seemed
frogen in its exprossion. She—the heirgs!
Claude disinherited for her! He—who eared
not for her—reduced to the alternative of Lit
ter poverty, or accepting his own from her
liand! Then a tide of crimson swept over her
face. Bhe seermed to hear his voice protesting
agninst the eruel injustice; she seemed to hear
him say he preferred poverty to a chain bind-
ing him to an unloved wife.

Quickly she turned again to the receptacle
of papers, and drew out a bulky-lonking doca-
mont. It was labeled * Last Will and Testa-
glent of Maude Stanley,” and hore a recent

ato, .

Yes—that was the will. Bhe tore it open
with trembling hands, and read it through.
An annuity—five hundred dollars—was left
to Cloude Hamilton—named as the testator's
*‘ dear nephew "—and the residue, in real es-
tate and money invested in bonds and mort-
gages, was bequeathed to herself!

This was the will which, in a day or twe
when the funeral was over, would be brough£
forth by the lawyers, and proved in court: and
she would find herself in pos<ession of ali, and
Claude deprived of his inheritance, and d:'iven
from his home to labor for his bread,

Would he accept his birthright as the price
of his liberty; would he stoop to ask her to
marry him because she was enviched by the
spoil torn from him? Or would she lower ket
self to say that all might be restored to him

handwriting.

on the condition prescribed by his annt?

alowe can make Claude happy, and you wi)) |
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« Oh, how mistaken! how wrong!" she ex-
claimed.  * How could he be happy, forced to
marry one he despises? IHe, who loves and is
plighted to another! And if I resigned all to
uin, he would not accept it as my gife! No—
pe wonld go, and welcome poverty. This
ghuil not—shall not bel 1If there is no will-—
aid not Mr. Sherman say Claude would inherit
avery thing? Then there is the will he drew
up, lenving all to him! That will be found!”

She waiked swifsly acrossthe room, and laid
the bulky paper on the fire. It wis scorched
and shrivelol with the heat, and presently
narst into flame,  Olive watched it wll it was
consumed into light ashes,

She looked up, as if invoking the spirit of
her beniefactress to v itness and approve what
she had doue,

Tho letter to herself, too, must be destroyed!
&no took it up, and the packet of California
lotters, and threw them iato the grate. When
they were all reduced to ashes, she stirred
them with the poker, thab no trace of her work
might remain.  Then she replaced the sacret
comparbment and drawer, and left the library.
Conscious that she had done but her duty,
ghe felt peace in her heart, and retived to tran-

quil repose,

CHAPTER VIL
THE STARTLING DISCOVERY.
Tug fuuersl was over, and Olive had made

“all her preparations for removal; but Mr.

Sherman in-isted on her departure being de-
ferred tili the reading of the will, He was
confiddent that somse- provision had been made
for her, ,

On the morning of the second day alter the

- funeral, the two lawyers and Claude Hamilton

were in cousultation in thelibrary, The most
diligent cearch, the day Lefore, had failed to
discover any will,

“I¢ is very strange,” Mr. Reynclds was
siying.  “Idrew upa will for the old lady
sonree six weels agoi it was duly executed,
and she took charge of it herself. It must be
among her papers,”

“Dg you remember its provisions?’ asked
Mr. Sherman, ’

“] remember them, but Mys, Btanloy’s spe-
cial request was that I should never speak of
thein to any one.”

“But if we cannot fAnd the document—"

“The more rea-on I should keep silence.
fhe may have changed her mind and destroy-
od the will, It was an eccentric one, and mis-
chief might have been made, had its provisions
become known,”

“Have you looked in that?” asked Hamil-
ton, pointing to the Indian cabinet.

i No—did she keep papers there? .

“She did, and always had it locked. Letus
send for the keys.” ,

This was done. The housekeeper found the
keys in Myrs. Stanley’s escritoir, where Olive

i

Claude opened the cabinet, and pulled out
one drawer after another, They were full of old
relics and curiosities; but no papers of finport-
ance were found. 'Clien he remembered baving
heard his aunt say there was somewhere a se-
cret receptacle, opening with a spring. It
took them some time to find this; but whenre-
venled, it contained nothing like what they
sought;,

i Plainly she has destroyed the late will of
which you spoke,” Claude said to Mr. Rey-
nolds.

The gentleman shrugged his shoulders.

« ] thought it as likely as not she would,”
Lo said, ‘“ 1t was a foolish iden of hers, and
to humor it went aguinst my inclination. [
am glad she thought belter of it.”

My, Sherman fancied that in the last will
she had left a large part of her tortune to the
returned conviet, and was of the same opinion
as the other lawyer. There was but one way
of disposing of what she had to leave, he
opined, glancing at young Hamilton.

“tWe must fall back, then, on the will I
drew up some thres years sinee,” ho remark-
ed.  Was that placed in your charge, Mr.
Reynolds?” )

" %1 was nob here at the time, you remember.
T came from the South, after the death of my
late partner, Mr. Brandon Hall, "

“True; then he had it in charge.”

« There was a flre, you know, a month be-
fore his death, and his preimises were burned,
The logs—ior he was not fully insured—was a
heavy blow to him; I always thought it kill-
ed him. His papers were consumed, except a
deed-box one of tho clerks saved. But Mrs.
Stanley’s leases and mortgages were not among
his papers. she kept thoin ina box of herown
at the —— Bank,"

<t Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Sherman,
peginning to pace the room, *'The will was
not among those! It must have been burn-
ed!?

A silence fell on the group. .

o Sand for Miss Weston,” at length suggest-
ed Mr, Reynolds, ¢ She may know something
of the last will.”

A servant was dispatched to request the
presence of Miss Weston and the housekeeper.

The latter was closely questioned, but had
no knowledge of her mistress having hidden or
destroyed any papers. Olive evaded the in-
quiries made of her; she had not been in Mry,
Stanley's confidence as to her disposition of the
property; indeed, Mr. Reynolds testified that
the testatrix had been purticularly anxious
that she should know nothing.

When she heard Mr. Sherman say that o
will eould be found, she turnsd with a smile to
My. Hamilton, and held out her hand.

« 1 would congratulate you, Mr. Hamilton,”
she said, with dignity, * were not the occa-
sion so mournful; but you will allow me at
least to say I rejoice in the knowledge that
you are the inheritor of all your aunt’s posses-

had put them, after fulfilling her friend’s last
reguest. '

sions,”
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“Yes;”" echoed Mr. Reynolds, “as heir-at-
law, he iz master of all. He must take out
leiters of adminigtration.”

1 suppose 30,” added Sherman, ¢ The fel-
low who came here the other day, and claimed
near relationship, is of no conseguence. The
lady never acknowledged him.”

‘ Any legacies named, Mr. Sherman, in the
will you drew up, and your fees as execittor,
I shall be happy to allow, You wers named
as executor, I understand?’ said Mr. Hamil-
ton. ’

“I was, certainly. And I remember all the
provisions, But that will may not have ex-
pressed Mrs, Stanley’s latest wishes,”

He glanced at Olive, who sat in a chair in
the corner, her eyes Hxed on her mourning-
dress, the folds of which swept the earpet.

A servant enbered hastily, and brought in
a card on a tray, which he presented to Mr,
Sherman,

“ Richard Lumley,” repeated the lawyer,
reading it.

A shabbily-dressed man had followed the
servant, and now pushed into the room, bat in
hand. Sherman recognized him at once for
the disreputable individual who had once be-
fore called, demanding to see Mra, Stanley.

Olive locked up, and her face bianched with
a vaguse terror, She knew the intruder had
some sort of & claim upon her benefactress;
for she had known of his receiving money on
domand more than once during her last ill-
T6AY.

"The housekeeper, too, knew hiny, us the per-
son to whom she had given what her mistress
sent. Buot neither said a word.

The strange man had now shuffied fairly in-
to the room. The servant stood behind him,
as if waiting for the order he supposed was
coming, to show the intrader the door.

“ Well, sir,” said Mr. Sherman, without any
sign of recoguition. ¢ May lask your busimness,
sir? Woe are not receiving visitors,”

I know that very well,” rejoined the stran-
ger, turning round his hat in his hands,
“¥ou are having a meeting on business, and
are puzzled that no will bas been found.”

“ How do you know that#”’

¢ Oh, I have sources of information. Ihave
& Inwyer, foo, In my pay; and I come here
by his advice, to ask you plunp-—is there a
will, or did the olddady die withot one#”?

The two lawyers whispered together.

“We can answer no questions put by a
stranger, unless he proves his right to ask,” re-
plied Mr. Reynolds.

fWell—I have a right, and ean prove it
and my interest.” o

*'What do you know abount a will#?

“1 only know that it she made one with-
out giving her only brother his share—and
that is the whole—she did a mighty mean
thing. '’ :

‘Bilence, sir!” said Mr. Sberman. “You
may Jeave theroom, if you use such language,”

Young Hawilton advanced a step or two, a
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flash in his eyes, as if he would expedite the
departure of the intruder. ‘

The man corily drew a chair forward, ang
seated himself depositing his hat on the flogr,

“You will find I am not to be frightensy &

from my claims,” he said, with an air of dog-
ged determination, “I may turn the table
on you all presently.”

“Who are you?” asked Mr. Reynolds,

“Igent in my card. My name is Richard
Lumley, and the late Mrs. Stanley was my
half-sister.”

My, Sherman tirned to Mr. Reynolds.

“ Y need not remind you,” he said, in a low,

impressive tone, *that this kind of ‘impesition | _.

in, and assert himself a relatignd,”

“But ke might not be able to bring such
things ag a certificate of birth and baptism-
¢h? or a bundle of letters from the deceased,

is often practiced. Any stri}né@r might walk

or other proofs that will stop your mouth, and | .

teach you manners, my fine fellow !"” putin the
stranger, insolently.

Hamilton strode up and seized the man by
the shoulder.

“If you cannot behave with decency,” he
cried, ¢ you shall not remain in this house,”

“Oh, ho! my cock-of-the-wallk,” retorted
the intruder. “1 don't wonder you want to
bo rid of me! DButit’s no go! I'll knock all
your pretensions into smash, with my proofs,
in a minute or two,”

* Bring out your proofs, then, and hold your
tongue!”

I have them here—at lenst the copies; the
originals are in my atborney’s sfrong-Lox,
I've been getting up the case on the sly all this
time,” with = leer at Shorman, 11 trust
you with the eopies.”

He drew & bundls of papers from his pock-
etf, filed and labeled in legal fashion,

“ And supposing it does turn out ”—~remark-
ad the eldier lawyer—** that you are what you
pretend to be; you prove yourself n—."

' A knave, you would say; and a conviet to
the back of that! You have heard of me, I
find! Well, I'm not ashamed of the State prison
oder that hangs about me! My sister’s money
can make away with all that, and turn me out
a perfumed exquisite, as dainty as this strat-
ting young rooster, whe has pecked in her
barnyard so long—eh?’

Olive was gazing ina trance of horror at
this man; now she shuddered with a tremor
from head to foot, The ideathat she had done
something terrible, which she could not unde,
fivst dawned on her apprehension.

“ Now where’s the use,” proceeded the self- ]

confessed conviet, *“of shufiling off or shirking
respongibilities! Best let me sond for my logal
adviser, and settle the matter at once,
I stand for my rights—” .

¢ A villain and a convict—" muttered young
Hamilton, with & groan of dismay.

“ Exactly; I den’t want to shirk the trush.
I have no objection to sketching my history
for you.

by

Hers

After my sister Maude's marriage

_were all led by the mosg

possession, of allf “her property!
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to John Stanley, a coolness fsll between us;
he never forgave alittle practical joke of mine,
by which I tricked his bankers into paying a
check for three thousand dollars, that he nev-
ar drew. "

“You were gunilty of forgery!” exclaimed
Claude. ) .

#You must allow it hard that my brother

by marriage should make a fuss about such a
trifle; but he did! I went to California. I
had a jolly time there before I gotinto trouble.
Weil—I won't go into particulars on that head.
[ saw the inside of a prison more years than I
care to remember. I served out my time hon-
estly; and see, my reward at last! The perse-
cating brother-in-law amasses a large fortune;
he dies and leaves it to his widow, who oblig-
ingly does the same, leaving no will; and the
coast is clear for me to walk in and take pos-
session of the whole!”

The thrill of disgust at the chuckle which
followed ihis speech went through every one
present, Sherman was first to recover him-
self.

“You are reckoning without your host,
sir,” he said, sternly. ‘‘Even supposing you
able 10 prove yoursell the relative who wasa
shame aud disgrace to my late respected client,
whose existence she concealed, and whom she
never recognized, that would not place you in
A brother
¢in inherit but half while there is a nephew.”

“ Where is the nephew?” asked the man, a
hidecus leer of triumph in his bronzed face.

Sherman nodded toward young Hamilton,

¢ He'the nephewi”

“(ertainly. Mrs. Stanley had a sister as

" wall as 8 brother.”

“] grant that."”

“The sister married Mr. Hamilton, a re-
spectable merchant of this city; thoughhe was
sot fortunate in business, This young man is
the son of Mrs. Hamilton.”

Richard Lumley threw himself back in his
chair, and laughed long and loudly.

Only when Claude came up threatemingly,
as resolved to turn bhim out of the room, did
be recover himself,

“ Don’s put yourself in a passion, young fel-
low!” he said. * Youhave a certificate of your
birth, I sappose?’

“That is not necessary,” interposed Sher-
man, ‘‘ On the death of her sister, who bad
been a- widow two years, Mrs, Stanley adopted
ker son-—her own nephew—and educated him,
His home was always at her house,”

“ Her-own nephew! ha! ha! That iz the
point of the joke that tickles mel” sjaculated
the ex-convict, again indulging in a fit of
laughter, but checking itssqon.  ‘‘ And you
[ will let you ifto
the truth, Mr, Hamilton, who married Maude's
sister and mine, had another wife before ho
married her)”

“ And you dare insinuate—" began Clande.
The nther interrupted him.

“ Nothing of the sort, young man; I stick fo

facts. Hamilton’s first wife was safe under
the sod before he married sister Lucy., The
first wife left an infant, and Lmcey, who never
had any children of her own, loved it as if she
had borne it. You were that engaging little
cherub, my boy!”?

Again the silence of consternation fell on alt
present, ’

“ When Hamilton brought his wife to New
Yorlk, after his failure in Cincinnati, you pass-
ed as her child, When she was dying, she made
a solemn request to sister Maude, that you
should never know, nor should any one from
whom the secret could be kept, that she was
net your own mother,™

¢ You must prove these assertions, sir! your
word goes for nothing,” said the elder lawyer.

¢ Proofs shall be forthcoming; and when I
have demolished your claim, then I will clear
you all out of this house. You need not look
for me to support you, young sir.”

‘ Keep a good heart, dear friend!” whisper-
ed Sherman to Claude, who was leaning on one
end of the mantelpiece, his hand shading his
forehead. ‘‘Thiz man’s story will not bear
the light, T am assured.”

“Will you glance at these papers, gentle-
men?’ asked Richard Lumley, furning over
those he had brought, and laid on the table.
“ Certified copies, you will see. The originals
are in my strung-box, at Arneld, Blake & Co's.
And, strange enough, I've a Cincinnati man -
who remembers all the particulars of that ami-
able young man’s history, Quite a romaiice, is
it not?! His adoption—his ignorance of his real
parentage-—my sister's late act of justice in
dying intestate, and my walking into her en-
tire fortune in spite of you alll ha! hat I will
leave the documents with you; there’s no risk;
they're only copies, you see. I shall bring my
legal adviser to dinner!” And with a mocking
bow, he shufiled out$ of the room.

Olive had started from her seat when the
fatal truth was disclosed, and its full meaning
burst on her tortured brain. Vainly she had
struggled, through the scene that had just
passed, for strength to speak, and tell what she
had done. But she knew not how to begin.
No one but the housekeeper notieed how death-
1y white her cheeks and lips had grown; how
she staggered as she tried to move; till just as
the man who claimed everything passed from
the room, she gave a wild, gasping ery, and fell
on the floor in a dead swoon,

The others rushed to her assistance, Clande
raiged her in his arms, and bore her to a sofa
at the end of the library. The housekeepdr
ran for water, and Sherman, with an exclama-
tion of pity and regret that she had been over-
tashed in her weakness, helped to chafe her
hands,

* We had better have her taken up to her
room,” he said, when the housekeeper refurned,
# This scene hag tried her too severly. FPoor
girll she has been so devoted to our deceased
friend

“ She has scarcely slept a night thig week™
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cxclaimed the good woman, *No wonder her
nerves broke down, Let me carry her, sir,
She is light as a child,” .

But Claude Hamilton would not permit her
to lift the insensible girl. He raised her in his
arms, and followed the housekeeper to Olive's
chamber.

CHAPTER VIIIL
THE RARLY FRIENDS AGAIN TOGETHER.

Two days later, a private earriage stopped
before the door of the house in West Forty-
second strest,  Ouf of it stepped a lady, richly
though quietly dressed, and ascended the steps
to ring the door-bell,

She asked for Miss Weston, and was told she
was not well enough to receive any visitor.
But she persisted; giving her card to the ser-
vant, and saying she would wait in the parlor
till he brought the young lady’s answer,

In a few minutes tlie man returned, and
begged the lady to walk up-stairs, Miss Wes-
ton would see her in her own room,

Once more the friends, who figured in the
first part of our story, were clasped in each
other’s arms. Rubama in the bloom of health
and beauty; Olive, pale, wasted, dejected. In
the months that had passed, how much had oc-
citrred to both, which the other was anxious fo
know! )

I have come for you, Olive,” Ruhama said,
when they had tallked awhile. "I shgll take
you home with me,”

¢ Rubhamal”

#Oh, I know wha$ you would say—I am too
gay for & mourner like yourself! My dear, I
am one of the disconsolates at present, My
_ husband iz away, and my house is the picture

of desolation.” .

“General Marsh absent! But he will soon
return, and I should be a blot on the gayety of
the scens.”

¥iNo, he will not return in such haste. To
let you into a secret I would not hint to any
one else, we have had a }it.hle misunderstand-
ing.”

“0Oh, Ruhamal”

Do not leap to the conclusion that I am to
blame; for I am not. You must know, he is
one of the most jealous men in existence,”

¢ I3 it possible?”

e confessed to me, before our marriage,
that he could easily be driven mad with jeal-
ousy. But I gave him no cause, and we have
been a pair of turtle-doves all these months,
But the other night I went to Mrs, Lyndon's
party, and met Emily 8t. Clare, who gave me
the miniature her brother had promised me
for my wedding, of himself, painted by my
cousin, The demon of jealousy had inspired
the (teneral to follow me secretly, and spy out
any flirtation in wmeh I might indulge, He
saw me receive the miniature and put it in my
pocket. He has always had a suspicion of
Wyndham. He took me into the conservatory

after supper, snatched the picture out of my

i

‘from some act of madness or folly.

pockef, abused me shamefully, and told ms )
should go home alone.”

“ How dreadfull But he was soon penitent» &

‘ He Jid not come home that night, and I
have not seen him since,”

“ Write to him, Ruhama; tell him how by
has wronged you!”

“My dear, I do not know where he by
gonel Isaid to him all I could: that Wynd-
ham had -been like a brother, and all thas; by
he would not listen to me. No, Olive, I shall
nok write. He may get over his absurd pet us
it pleases him. Meantime, Iam all alone; and
I dowt like to go anywhere, or accept any in-
vitations. -People would make a talk, you
know, I was thinking of you, when I saw M,
Stanley’s death in the papers.”

Olive pressed her hand to ber eyes, aching
from the tears they had shed, )

“You must come with me., You have ng
idea of remaining here, of course?”’

“Certainly not, I have had everything

packed and ready to go, for three or four days," ] .

¢ All right; come, then; and I will send for
your luggage,”

“1 was going to a private house—Mrs, Vun
Brugh’s—in Thirtieth street. It iz the best
place for me.”

“No; the best place is with the old friend
whoneeds you; whom your presence may save
I am ut
terly disgusted with being alone; and my pride
wiil not let me take blume I do not deserve.
You shall be my guardian-angel; we will bear
each other’s burdens.” .

“I would not load you with mine, dear Ru
hama.”

“1 have the burdens of two to bear, you
know.
ry- ”

¢ T am not likely to ba!?

‘“Can that be? and you in the same house
with Claude Hamilton]”

“Huosh, my friend! You must not link his
name with mine. He iz engaged; you must
have heard of it¥’ .

“ Can that be true? Andwas the misunder-
standing with you never healed up#’

“ How could it het
ly returned from Europe—hardly three months
since, [saw very little of him; I would have

left this house when he came, but Mra, Stanley |

would not hear of it; and she was so ilt] [
could be of use to her, and it was my duty fo
stay, Ah, I wish I had gone! I ivish I had
gone!”

The girl covered her face with her hands,
and burst into a storm of passionate weeping.

‘“Corme, child, you are sadly nervous!” said
Mrs. Marsh, caressing her. *“Where i3 your
bonnet and mantle! You shall come with me,
and I will cheer you up—downcast as I am.”

‘¢ Oh, Ruhama, you do not know how miser-
able I am1® :

“1 know you have lost a loved friend—"

“ And wronged him she loved; ruined him!
He ought to hato me, and curse mal”?

-die in peace !’

Ok, Olive, never be persuaded to mar | :

Mr. Hamilton only late- .'
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#T do not understand you, Olivel Have
you done anything to injure Mr. Hamilton#’

#I have done him a fatal injury. I.cannot
undo it.  Confession will not restore his right!
Only the maddening remorse of guilt is left
me!”

“] cannot imagine any evil you cannot re-

edy, as far as he is concerned. But you

ant counsel, Olive,”

“I dare not seek it; they will not believe
me if I confess!”

“Confess what?
Qlive!”

#1f I could only die! But I could not even
And the wretched girl wrung
her hands in-despair. )

Mrs. Marsh heard steps at the door, and ran
to opent it. The maid was there, and in a whis-
por she asked her to bring Miss Weston's
cloak and bonnet, and to put in her sachel
such things as she might immediately want.

*With her own hands Ruhama put on the
things—vanquishing all resistance, and led the
girl down-stairs, bidding the maid have the
luggage ready when she should send for it.

Olive suffered herself to be placed in the
carriage. She was utberly exhausted, and
Ruhama, held a bottle of salts to her nose, fear-
ing she would faint. When fthey arrived at
General Marsh’s house, the servant was called
to Uft her out; but she declined assistance,
and taking her friend's arm, went up the steps.

“1 am quite well, Ruhama,” she said; * it
is only the mind that issick—sick unto death.”

Ruhama led her up-stairs to the beautiful
room she had selected for her occupancy. It
looked southward, and the goldenssunshine il-
iuminated the amber satin draperies of the
windows. The carpet and upholstering were
to mabeh, and of rare elegance. A low French
bed, covered with snowy linen with frilled
piliow-cases, stood in the middle of one side;
and there was a couch of amber satin, broad
and soft, on which the tired guest was placed.
A table, inlaid with different colored polished
woods, stood by it, with a vase full of fresh
flowers, and upon it were several of ihe latest
publications in rich bindings.

“You must rest here now,” said Ruhama.
“T will read to you, or play for you, when-
aver you feel disposed; but you will be the
better of a sleep, I think, after a little refresh-
ment,” ’

The maid brought in a tray, on which was a
tempting lunch of broiled birds, thin bread and
butter, a salad, fruits, wines, lemonade, eto.

It wag soothing to the poor girl to be thus
cared for, Her friend would not permit her
to reeur to her troubles, till after she had
slept, They would teke counsel together in
the evening, and there must be some way out

You are beside yourself,

of the difficulty, which their sagacity, or t:luausk

of some wiser friend, might discover in time,

CHAPTER IX.
A STRANGE CONFESSION.
DirigeNT inquiry convinced both the law-

yers that the claims advanced by Richard
Lumley were but too well founded, They
were waited on by his attorneys, Seth Blake
& Co., with unquestionable proofs of his iden-
tity, and of his relationship to the deceased.
Letters in her handwriting were produced.
The history of Clande Hamilton was also pro-
ven: that he was only the adopted son of Mrs.
Hamilton, and therefore of no kin to Mrs.
Stanley. The law allowed him none of her
property unless it were bequeathed to him;
and no will was forthcoming, The one drawn
up by Sherman they were obliged to believe
consumed with the rest of Mr, Hall's papers
at the time of the fire. That which Mr. Rey-
nolds had prepared, and had seen executed,
Mrs. Stanley must have destroyed with her
own hands, after reflection.

Tho Iawyer obeyed her striet injunction not
to disclose its provizions; he only said it was
not in her nephew's favor, and might have
done him little good. o doubt she had
destroyed it for his sake, and wished it for-
gotten,

Hamilton felt the blow severely; for he had
loved his aunt, and believed himself the first
object in her affections. To find that he had
o claim of kindred blood, and that the latest
will had in fact disinherited him, after her
many assurances that he should be her heir,
sorely wrung his heart. He had depended on
her promises, and had taken no care of his fu-
ture, Now he must gird on his armor to fight
the hattle of life. He subdued all useless re-
grets, in the endeavor to do it manfully.

Richard Lumley, meanwhile, had taken pos-
session of the house. His lawyers had not yet
settled the preliminaries to his taking out let-
ters of administration, Dut there was no one
to dispute his rights. Ie established himself
in the best bedchamber: that in which his sis-
ter had died; and filled the rooms he oceupied
with the odors of tobacco and bad whisky.
His low associates came everyrevening to eat
and play at cards with him; and coarse guf-
faws of laughter, and drunken yells, were
heard instead of the music that had once
awakened the echoos, The servants were dis-
gusted, and, one and all, resolute to lsave the
houss; but Sherman requested them to stay
till matters were decided.

One morning the lawyer was seated in the
private room, in the rgar of his office, when
one of his clerks informed him a lady request-
ed an interview, -

111 A_ ]ady?li "

“Yes, sir; & young lady; af least I judge
go from her figure and voice., She came in a
carriage, with a coachman in livery.”

“¥You may show her in here,” said Sherman
—who happened to be at leisure,

A tall, slight figure, closely vailed, enfered,
and took the seat placed for her accommeoda-
tion. There was silence for a moment.

The lawyer began, politely, to inguire her
business, by asking what he could do for
her,
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She threw bacz her vail and loosened ihe
cloak that covered her black dress.

“Miss Weston! is it possible? I am happy
to see youl I have been really anxious about
youl”

He took both her hands, and looked into her
wan, sad face,

“You have been ill!” he exclaimed. I
heard that you had gome to stay with 5
friend; but I had not heard of your illness,”

**Mr. Sherman,” the girl began, in the eqld,
calm tones to which she had schooled herself,
*I have come here to make a confesslon.”

““ A confession! What can you have to con-
fegs, my poor child#” p

Olive rose to her feet. She was lrembling,
but she steadied herself by grasping the arms
of the chair, The words rushed from her lips
almost without her consciousness,

#Mr. SBherman, I am the guilty one! I
destroyed Mrs, Stanley’s will[?

1t was the lawyer’s turn to start up,

“ Bless my soul! What is it you are say-
ing#”

] burned the will?’

“YO'IJ?”

* Mrs. Stanley made me promise, before her
death, to burn some California letters in a se-
cret drawer of her cabinet, She gave me full
directions, and put the keys in my hand, I
promised her to destroy thein before any one
else could see them; I did it the night before
the funeral.”

“ And you found her wiil, and burned it by
mistalke with the other papers] It was & ter-
rible pity " ’

#There was no mistake! The will was burnt
first!” ’

< “Do youmean to say you found the will,
and deliberately destroyed it

“Idid! Ifound first a letter addressed to
mygeli, explaining her reagons for such a will
Then I looked tor the will; I took it out of the
drawer; I readsit through!” '

“You read it}

“I read it carefully, It was the latest will
Mrs. Stanley had left everything to me; to
me, excopt an annuity to Mr, Hamilton of five
hundred doliars.”

““ Left everything to youl” repeated the as-
tounded lawyer,

A Everything!

She gave her reasons in the
letter she had written to me,” .

“ And then you—"

“The will was exactly as she had said it

would be in her letter. I did not want her
property; I would not receive it! I thought
—I was sure—ior I had heard you say so-
$hat Mr, Hamilton would inherit all if there
were no will. I ran to the fire and threw the
paper on it; I saw it burn to ashes!”

Mr. Sherman took to his habit in perplexity,
of pacing the room.

“Then, as you know, I heard what that
rough man said—that Mr. Hamilton was not
the nephew—that he would inherit nothing!
I ruined him! meaning to do him servicel 1

deprived him even of the small annuify let
him! 1 want no pardon, sir, nor exeuse, nor
indulgence for whkat I did. I only want to
know if I can do anything—even to the sacri.
fice of my life—to repair that cruel wrong|”

She wrung her hands piteously. Her eyas
were flxed imploringly on her auditor.

“Bless my soull I don’t know— Stay!
have you the letter of Mrs. Stanley—the jetter
addressed to yourself?’

“No; I burned that letter first of all.”

“The dev-=" ‘

The lawyer suppressed the imprecation that
rose to his lips,

“ But—but you read the willf You remem.
ber its contents§”

“There was a bequest of five hundred dol-

lars to her nephew-Clande Hamilton—?

‘“ Are you sure she called him her nephewy

“ Quite sure, sir,” -

‘ Any other small bequests??

“None that I recolleck. The rest of her
property was bequeathed to me.”

“ With what purpose, or conditions$’

‘ None were named ; none whatever.”

“ Btay; what werethe reasons she gave you
privately in her letter?” ’

Olive looked down, and a flush ross to her
face,

I would rather not say, sir, what was in
that letiter,”

. Bherman stopped short, facing her,

“'Who were the witnesses to that will$”

1 did not notice, sir. It had been witness.
ed, and was under seal,”

“ Who was appointed executor?

“T did not chserve,”

¥ Do you know the nawme of the lawyer who
drew it up?’

#1 do not, sir. I never knew,”

The lawyer fixed his eyes sternly on the
young lady’s face,

“You will pardon me, Miss Weston, if I
cannot eredit so improbable a tale, You ars
not candid with me.”

“How so, sirt I have spoken the simplo ]

truth; alas, fo my shame and sorrow.”

“Yourefuse to reveal the contents of Mrs
Stanley’s letter to yoursel{?’

‘It was a private letter, meant for my eyes
032‘3:. Am I bound to tell what it contain
[

* Certainly you are; if it threw light on the
testator’s intentions,”

“Then you shall know all, sir. Mrs. Stan-
ley had wished that I should marry her

nephew, 8he said in the letter that there was |

no ohstacle except my pride; that I would not
merry one so much wealthier than myself.
She was determined to remove that diffculty
by making me rich,”

It cost the girl pain to make this diselosure.
Phe was surprised to see the snger of incre-
dulity on the lawyer's face,

“I cannot eredit this statement,” he said,
after a pause. “Do you kmow, Miss Weston,
that in destroying & will, you have been guilty

ton the heir!
restored his inheritance.” :

B sir,” she said.
§ (ruth.

@ address,” laying down a card.
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of a criminal act; have placed yourself in a

position of danger?”

Olive’s looks were assent enough. Again
she sunk into the chair, and hid her face in her
gpread hands.

“If you really burned a will, I believe it to
have been that drawn out by myself, which
was entirely in Mr, Hamilton's faveor,”

Olive lifted up her face.

“What motive could I have had in destroy-

ing & will made in his favory”

“That I eannot tell, But what you tell mao
of Mrs. SBtanley’s letter is too absurd; it is ut-
torly incredible,” _

#Then, sir, you believe me capable of hav-
ing committed a- crime to the injury of an-
other, without any motive?’

“You say you wished to make Mr, Hamil-
It was in your power to have

 But he would not have accepted it as a

 zift from me.”

“Perhaps not, It is a pity, however, you
did not give him the chance. Youn have mud-
dled matters terribly as it is; and it is my im-
pression that you destroyed the will that
soald have made him the master of all, ac-
cording to Mrs. Slanley’s intention,”

Pale as death, but with the fire of indigna-
tion in her eyes, Olive rose, and drew the cloak
around her shoulders, As she moved toward

I the door, she turned for a last word with the

lawyer.

“T have not deserved your cruel aspersions,
“I have told you the simple
My rash act was for the good of Mr.
Hamilton, and that I have injured him is my
Litter punishment; how bitter, you can never
know! I camse to ask you if there were means
of reparation, I am willing to go to prison,
It that will undo the mischief, There is my
“If necessary,
[will go into & court of justice, and swear to the
truth of what I have said, and suffer the punish-
ment, >

She passed from the room, after lingering a
moment for Mr. Sherman’s reply. DBut he
only bowed coldly in farewell. As the door

j closed behind her he resumed his walk through

the roomm, plunged in a profound fit of muosing.

An hour later ycung Hamilton came in.
Orders had been given for his admission when-
ever he might come. He looked cheerful, not-
withstanding the dark prospeet.

Sherman told him what had passed and his
own grave doubts.

The young man started up in astonishment,

He put down at once all question of the
perfect truthfulness of the young lady. He
deseribed the scene at the bedside of his bene-
factress, when she had so strongly manifested
ber desire for a union between them.

"It was just like my dear aunt,” he cried,

§ to resort to that romantic method of bring-

ing us together. And it was like Miss Wes-
ton's chivalrous delicacy to destroy a will that
Put her in possession of my rights.”

‘“Then you entirely believe Miss Weston’s
statement?’ asked the lawyer,

“I would pledge my life on her truth in
anything she might say.”

* And what do you suppose her real motive
for the rash act?”

¢ Just what she said: her unwillingness to
avail herself of my aunt’s mode of enforcing
her wishes, She would not saeccept a fortune
on such implied eonditions; she would not be- -
stow her hand where her heart was not given;
she would not wrong me by cowpellivg me to
receive from her bounty what was my right—
at least I had been taught to think so.”

“Then you do not believe Miss Weston
would have willingly married you#”

“1 do not,” replied the young man after a
pause, and looking down. .

“Now -it occurs o me, that the impulsive
act, the girl's bwrning a will that gave her a
fortune, and made her mistress of your des-
tiny, could have been prompted only by a ro-
mantic love for you.”

Claunde’s face was suddenly irradiated,

“You think so?”

“Ifeel sursof it, It is just what young
ladies do in tales of romance.”

“But hardly in real life, No, I can not
flatter myself that she ever cared for me,”

‘ By her own account the thing was done
under sudden impulse. After reading the will
she ran and threw it in the fire.”

““In her generous eagernsess to free me and
free herself from an obligation. She little
knew me to deem it necessary.”

“Wonld you not have proposed to marey
ber#?

“To recover my fortune? Most assuredly
not, If I loved a woman to desperation I
would never become her suitor while such a
contingency existed.”

*Then you are as foolish as herself. Waell,
we must take a business view of the matter
and see what we can do to remedy the diffi-
culty.”

“To remedy it? How can we do that?”

{Reynolds may have drawn up the will de-
stroyed. If he did he will know the witness-
ess, and we may establish its contents yet.”

¢ And its authority 9

¢ If the court so decides.”

“ And will it be necessary for Miss Weston
to appear and bear testimony#’

“Certainly; we must prove how it is that
the document is not fortheoming.”

“ 1 will not consent to that. I would rather
suffer the loss.”

“ 1t is not & matter for your decision, my -
young friend. In fact, you have nothing to
do with it. As the lawyers and advisers of
the late Mrs. Stanley, trusted by her to fulfill
her last wishes, it is our duty to prove them,
and ahide by them. If the ecourt establishes
the will, the fortune, remember, will not be-
long to you.”

¢ That is true.”

“ And the alternative is the enjoyment of it
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by that scamp and ex-convict.
he has taken full possession?”’

1 suppose so,”

“He sent the servant out for brandy the
other night and I met him. He gave me a
dcleful aceount of the state of things, Lum-
ley and his associates mako the housze a per-
petual scene of beastly revelry, drinking and
gambling every evening till half the night is
over. The servants have all given warning.”

“ He has not yot taken out letters of admin-
istration?®’

# No—Dbut that makes no difference,
is no one to dispute his heirship. He'll make
ducks and drakes of the tmoney—as they say
in my country—before the year’s at an end.
‘We must act promptly if we hope to dispos-
sess him,”

“1 hope you will do so, with all my heart.
The,properby will then go intact to Miss Wes-
ton.”

“TFive hundred dollars a yenr were left to
you, my boy.”

“ That was kind considering T had no claim
of kindred blood.”

‘“And you will have the whole, if I under-
stood the young lady aright.”

‘‘Nover, sir, I would not accept it as her
gift, and I would not sue for the hand of a
princess for the dower she would bring me.”

‘ Between you both, with your chivaireus
notions, you may balk your aun$’s intentions.
She undoubtediy meant the result to be a
uunion betwesn youw.”

“8he fook the way to defeat it, bad there
been any chance before, of sueir a result,”

“Well, my duty is plain. I wmust take
steps at once and see Reynolds aboat it,"

The two parted, Hamilton by no means in.
a happy frame of mind.

Do you know

CHAPTER X.
RETURNING TO SOCIAY LIFE,

THE suit was commenced. With the testi-
mony of Reynolds and the witnessess, as to
the contents of tire will, and that of Miss Wes-
ton, accounting for its destruction, the law-
yers hoped o procure its establishment by the
court.

Richard- Lumley made a furious ouibreak
when notice was served upon him. The idea
that any one should dare dispute his rights
enraged him beyond expression, and he had
reasons to dread the investigations into his
past, which might be deemed necessary by the
court. Iis counsel assured him, however,
that no inquiry would be made into his ante-
cedents. That question was not to be entered
into.

The sole thing to be decided was whethor
or not the will destroyed was the last will and
testament of the late Mrs, Btanley, and as
such, would undoubted proof of its contents
reestablish it in its legal authority? Iif so,
then Lumley’s claims were set aside; but
Seth Blake and Company hed severs] difficul-

There
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ties to throw in the way, and during ¢,
law’s delay ” in settling the matter Luauley
remained in undisputed possession.

Olive went into court when summoned ag, J

witness, with the firm spirit of a martyy,
8he was prepared to suffer any of the cong
quences of her rash deed, by which she hgd
ruined the fubure of him she had striven to
benefit. She would go to prison, she woul
plead guilty to an indictment, she would weay
out her life in expinting her fault, if she only
might undo the mischief,

EKuhama declared her intention of going §

with her, and standing by her during ti
trial.  In vain Olive implored that she weul
not; she might be compromised by her friend.
ship for a self-confessed eriminal. Even tpe

-| prudent Emily Bt. Clare advised her not to g

on the score of offending her husband; but she
would Hsten t0 no remonstrance.
“ My husband has left me to my own dis

eretion,” she would say, ‘‘ and if he were hero |

I should expect of a soldier and a gentleman
that he would stand by a friendiess girl, why

has comimitted no fault, except being too gen- §

erous and self-forgetful,”

Bo the two ladies entered the court-room
together, Tom Wyalt walking on the ofher
side of Olive, who declined taking his arm,

The brilliant Mrs, Marsh was greeted wit) [
She wore a black vel

a buzz of admiration,
vet mantle, richly trimmed with guipure lacs
and bead work, a black velvet hat and droop
ing plume, a rich collar, fastened with a large
ruby brooch, and lavender kid gloves.

Olive was in deep mourning. When she

was called to the stand, and threw aside her §

crape vail, Rubhama also threw baek the
spotted thread lace one that had covered lur
face, Her rich color, her rippling waves o
dark hair, ber midnight eyes secintillating firs,
and fastened upon the fauce of her friend
formed a contrast to the pale and worn, ye

inexpressibly sweet tace of the witness, Their §

manuer; too, was in contrast. Mrs. Marsh
was anxious and restless, Qlive was dignified
and comnposed. She had nerved herself o the
worst, yet never had she appeared to so mueh
advantage as when thus prepared and resolvel
to criminate herself,

Her story was simply told and made a pio-
found impression upon all present. When re-

quired to repeat the words of Mrs, Stanley B

urging a marriage between the son of her
adoption and the young girl who had won her
heart, her emotion wus repressed with difi-

culty. The blood rushed to her jace, and her
lips quivered sadly; but she maintained her §

calmness, and did not hesitate in her answers.
The recital of the contents of the private let-
ter from her benefactress to herself was
another frying part of her testimony; but she
went heroically through it all.

‘When she came to the burning of the will
the generous motive for which had been mads
apparent, the murmoer of admiration would
bave burst into enthusiastic applause, had net

!
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the presiding judge firmly and promptly re-
girained its outbreak,

‘When her testitnony was given the court ad
journed; and Olive was led out between her
frisnds. Mr, Reynolds came to thake hands
with her, and cengratulate her on the weight
and power added to their cause by her evi-
_denee. He was of opinion that the prospect

|~ was bright of a sp;aedy decision in their fa-
§ . vor.

Olive looked bewildered, She was almost
fainting when placed in the carriage. And
when once morein the shelter of her own room,
with her friend bending over her, her self-pos-
gassion seemed to have utterly deserted her.
She wept long and bitterly; she listened to no
words of consolation; finally she sunlk back ex-
pausted on the sofa, so white and rigid that
Ruhama called the maid to help in chafing her
pands and forebead while she offered a restora-
tive. By degrees the unhappy girl was sooth-
od into quietude.

When she came to full consciousness two
hours later, the inaid broaght in a tray of re-
freshments, and Ruhama pressed her to take a
cup of coffee, -

Olive suddenly started up.

“ Have they come yeti?' she asked.

“Who, dear {riend#”

“Phe officers —to arrest me. I thought they
wollld have talken me in court; but I suppose
they waited, They should have been here be-
fore this time,” :

#Child, you are dreaming!
you be arrested?’

“ For the crime! The crime of burning the
witll Mr, S8herman told me I had placed my-
self in danger, and I know it1”

“ Nonsense! no one thinks of atiributing &
crime to you! Everybody admired your he-
rolsm; I saw it; T heard them praising youl”

“ But it was a erime, Ruhamal”

“ Your gensrousself-gsacrifice made it heroic;
and so they all said aud thought. Come,
Qlive, you must got over this nervousness.
Drink this; it will do you good. We shall
have visitors this evening; and I have invited
Tom Wyatt to dinner.”

# And you think I will not be arrvested and
taken to prison?”’

Ruhama laughed.

“T'he only result I apprehend is, that when

. you are declared the heiress by the establish-
ment of the missing testament, you will be so
beset with suitors and friends that you will not
be satisfied to remainhere. You can then take
possession of your own house; and then I shall
expect an invitation from yow.”

“Ruhama!| do you fancy for a moment, that,
should the will be established, I would avail
myself of its provisions?!

“Why uot??

“That I would take the fortune which be-
longs to Mr. Hamilton?’

“He is provided for, as I understand. If
he has not enough you can give him part of
the rest,”

For what: could

‘1

¢ And keep any portion myseif —bequeathed
to me under the understanding--"

“ That you would marry Hamilton! Do you
know, Olive dear, I have always thought he
loved you; and I still believe it,”

“You are mistaken, Rubama., And even if
he did, he would never own it, while I held the
fortune to which he has the sole right. He
is too proud to seek a bride for her money.”

t And you—"’

“J will give it all up to him, every cent of
it, if he can be induced to acceptit. But I
fear he will not; 1 know he will nott”

“Then these foolish scruples on both sides
will keep. you two apart, and defeat his aunt’s
object, after all®”

“Dear Mrs, Stanley! She could not have
devised a surer means of preventing what she
most wished for!”

“What a pity! You are both too proud(”

€] am determined on one thing,” said Olive,

% What is that?”

#T will never accepht the property—even if
it is awarded to me! I would die firss]?

“ What can be done with it, thent”

“1 will send Mr. Hamilton a deed of if
drawn up in due form, and signed. 1f he will
not take it—shen it will have to remain in the
hands of the executors, who may persuade him
when I have left the State. I shall go to bho
West.”

% Or {0 Europe with me, Olive. You shall
nob leave me, Bub I shall noé like Mr., Ham-
ilton, if he consents to the sacrifice, He knows
what were the wishes of his auut; if he takes
her fortune he is bound to fultill the implied
condition.”

% Do you think I would aceept him, or the
money, acqaired by complinnce with such a
condition?” :

“ Would you not, if he asked you to marry
him{? ‘

¢ % No——a thousand times—nol"

‘Olive, you are & puzzle to mel
cared for Claude Hamilton,”

#1 thought once—he cared forme,” faltered
the girl, covering her face with her hands.
“Bug he does not. He does not.”

“ How do you know#’

Ig he not engaged to Miss Monelle?”

“ They say so; but I do not believe it, He
has not seen her since some days belore Mrs,
Stanley's death.”

“ Are you suref”

#1 hoard her say so, when I met her last,
She inguired about him in a manner no be-
trothed young lady would ask after a lover.
And she was merriest of the merry, with half
a dozen beaux hovering around her. No-—no
‘—nay dear; rest assared Mr. Hamilton is heart-

whole from that quarter.”

“How thankful I am!" ejaculated Olive,
clasping her hands.

" Ah’ Olivel”

% That s0 noble a nature is not the slave of
one 50 frivolous as I hear she is! She would
never have made him happy."”

You once
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1 know of but one who could do that! said
Ruhama, significantly.

“ Hush, Rubama! Let us not speak of him!
I hope, I pray for his happiness, but it does
not depend on me.”

“ Now, my dear, you really must dress and
come down to dinner. I will not excuse you
again, You have just three-quarters of an
hour.”

Mrs. Marsh went into her own room and
came out arrayed in corn-colored moire an-
tique, trimmed profusely with black laee,
She wore no ornamenst in her hair, whose wavy
abundance framed her dark, beautiful face like
u picture. Smiles were on her countenance,
though only a few minutes beforeshe had been
weeping bitterly. ’

Olive had made no change in her dress be-
yond a fresh collar and cuffs. Her light
brown hair, with its ruddy tiny, rippled on
either side her wellshaped head, and escaped
in loose curls behind the ears and in clustering
rings over the temples. Its massive coil at
the back of the head was confined by & slender
jet comb, and had not even a ribbon by way
of adornment. Both, in their different styles
of lovelinoss; loolked best -vhen dressed with
simplicity,

The dinner passed quietly, with only one
guest; but several came in after it was over;
among them were Mr., and Mrs. St. Clare.
Olive was surprised to find how muech her
spirits rose from the weight that had depress-
ed them so long. She played and sung and
listened to music with real enjoyment; and the
old days seemed to return, with oblivion of
the wretchedness that had so crushed her, and
caused her to feel that life was at an end for
her, and the grave would be a welecome refuge,

The guests departed early, and Mrs. Marsh
attended Olive to her room, dismissing the
maid, who waited to tender any service,

“ I bawve made an engagement for you,” she
said, drawing their cushioned easy- chairs near
the grate, in which a few coals were dying
out. * For to-morrow evening,”

¢ For me#”

“¥Yes, Olive, You have too long shunned
society. It i3 time you appeared again in the
circles you always adorned.”

“You forget, Rubhama,” returned the girl,
glancing at the mourning-dress she was unfas-
tening to remove it, '

“ No—I do not forget. That will not inter-
fere with the engagernent. It is only to Bmi-
Iy’s house; a musical reunion of select friends,
You aeed not malke objections; your going is
decided upon, beyond remonstrance,”

‘1 am sure you will excose me, Ruhama.”

“No—1I will not. I have set my heart upon
it. It will do you good; you need to be drawn
out of your brooding over sorrow. 1 never
saw such an improvement as this evening over
this morning in you, Olive.”

“Ah, I was so wretched this morning[?

“True; you had a terrible ordeal to pass.
But it is happily over; you have atoned for

what you call your rashness, and have showy
the dignity and worth of your character. Yoy
may be a lion in soeiety if you choose, my
dear.” .

““Ruhamal” exclaimed the girl, reproach-
ifully. '

‘ There—don't bs angry; I don't mean that
you will be; you are too proud and reserved.

But T will not have you suffering your talents

to run to waste, and your health to be worn
out by nursing woe that you might struggle
against, and overcoms, and put away from
you. While you were engaged in the dis-
charge of duties, T did nob interfere: I left it
to Mrs. Stanley to soothe you, and bring back
health and happiness—"

“Then you thought of me, Rubama? Iam
grateful for that!” murmured Olive, sinking
on one knee by her friend’s side, and leaning
her head upon her iap. .

“When have I forgotten you, my friends”
answered the warm- hearted young wife
“Did you think yourself forgotten and for-
salceny”’ )

‘I have thought so0 at times.”

#Then you made a great mistake, Now,
sit you there, Olive”—indicating the easy-
chair beside her own—*and listen patiently;
tor T want to open my heart to you,”

Olive did as she was bidden; first throwing
on a white cambrie dressing-govin,

1 want totell you about myself. It will be
a relief to lighten my burden, and your sym-
pathy will do it,”

“ Your burden??

“1 am mot so gay and thoughtless as 1 seen,
Do you know how many weeks it is since I
have gone out or received visitors, till you
came to mef”’

¢ I did not know~—" !

“You shall hear what I have to say; and
then judge if I have not had my sorrows, as
woll as yourself.”

‘ But, Ruhama, your troubles ean be thrown
off whenever you please.”

“Can they? You shall judgo.

“¥ou married & man your senior by many
years, but one of such nobie nature that he de-
serves all respect and affection,”

¢ He does indeed !” said the wife, with a deep
sigh. ‘* But for my acceptance of him; it was
tosave my father from distressing smbarrass-
ments in business. Did you know thati”

“ Bomething ke it I heard, but it was only
a surmise among people who koew mothing of

your affairs,”

‘It was true, nevertheless.”

‘ And he—the General—he accepted the sa-
crificed”

‘* He never suspected it. My father persuad-
ed him that be had won my affections. I tried
to act go, that he should not be undeceived.”

“ Poor Ruhama!”

*“No, you need not pity me. When I put
on the semblance of gayety and happiness to
cover the deceit that had been praeticed, I

. 1y between both her own.

:: While we were abroad, I saw how superior he
1 kow able to instruct and guide we.

.' or. His wish was my law. This was growing
‘ ‘: ing; and it is only sinee we came home that tho

| und leave only waste and desolation.”

| givol”

. You know
 the circumstances of my marringe, Olive?’

| prond!
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achooled my heart to snbmission and obedience. -

I learned to love my husband.” )
Olive seized her hand, and pressed it warm-

“7g love him as T had never loved any mai,

was to all others I met; how highly educated,
My hoart
surrendered itself to him as a guide and teach-

more deep and earnest day by day, this feel-
gtorm bas arisen that threatens to root it up, -

% Oh, my friend! this will not be!”

“It looks like it—my husband’s long ab-
sence, when we had not ‘been parted hbefore
singe our wedding-day; and his leaving me in
such violent anger, Olive,”

% But you bad not deserved it, Ruhamay”’

# Thad done nothing, child; nothing to jus-
tify the least unkindness. Bat my husband
has the one Ifailing, that darkens his many-
splendid traits of character.”

% You never gave him cause for jealousy?’

“# Never, Allmy flirtations, youlknow, were
on the surface, and never touched the heart of
either party. 'These harmless pleasantries I
gavo up when I marrjed.”

“That was your duty, Rubama.”

# When the (teneral first confessed his fail-
ing, I vowed he should have no cause for its
outbreak. I have kept my word.”

“1t was such g trifle, too, that aroused his
anger,

“Was it not? Nothing to justify his using
bitter language, and reproaching me in a man-
ner I thought I shounid.never be able to for-

*“But you told him~—" .

#1 would not condescend to a denial of such
& frivolous accusation. I told him I hated
him—and just then I d¢id! I did!”

The impulsive woman burst into a passion of
s0bs and tears.

When Olive had soothed her to calmness, she
went, on recalling the scene:

““Ho said he would take me home, and then
leave me—that very night.”

% Not forever! He will not stay away?”

“How can I tell? He is so resclute—so
Olive, I can hardly think he ever
loved mel”

“Nay, you cannot know the foree of love in
such a heart.
8 life were lavished on you.”

“And if T have thrown them away in a
moment’s petulancel”

“No fear of that, Ruhama. He will come
back to you.” -

“1f 1 had only pleaded my own cause! I
eould have made him ashamed of his unworthy
suspicions.” '

“Parhaps not then. Jealousy is a kind of
madress, But you might write to him, dear.”

“I will, as soon as I know where he is, He

The long garnered affections of

—who seemed to live but in the sight of his
wifel”

“Then be sure—be very sure—he is not far
from youl”

1 thought so at first. I thought he might
have means of finding out everything; might
even play the spy on me. And so I have ghut
myself up in this house, and refused all ingfm-\
tions; receiving very few visitors, and those
ladies—my intimate friends.”

“ Dear Ruhama! It has been a cruel trial.”

“1 was miserable, till you came to me.
Olive, I found my own peace of mind return
ing while I sympathized with yon.”

A gentle caress was the girl's response.

#71 have tried to keep up my spirits, and suc-
ceeded tolerably well; though at times my
heart seemed like to break.”

“#Bhall I tell you, dear, what is my advice?”

Do, if you please,”

“ Continue to live in seclusion. Avoid soei-
ety of persons who would give you injudicions
sympathy and counsel; who would involve you
in fresh difficulsies, Find out—us you surely
will before long—where your husband is; and
either go to him or write to him. He cannot
withstand your pleadings.” .

‘7 do not think he would, were he convinced
of my love.” .

“ Make him sure of that. Hs is doubtful of
his own merits, Numbering twice your years,
ho cannot fancy that you prefer him to the
young and the light-hesrted. You say he is
only jealous of cned”’

“0f Wyndham only, as far as I know. But
his jealousy might break out toward any one
else.”

“ Then avoid Wyndham. Do you know I
onee funcied he was in love with you?”?

“'The lightest kind of a flirtation was be-
tween us for & few weeks. He never had a
thought of addressing me, He was nearer be-
ing a suifior of yours, Olive.”

“ e was noever that, I amn sure.”

# o, you kept every one at such a distance.
Of late, whatever heart Mr. Blount has to give
has gone in a differert direction; so Emily
thinks.”

¢ Indeed

% After that wild little girl, your pupil for-
merly.”

“Hlodis Sterne!”

“#You heard of her running away, to go on
the stage?”’ ’

“Yes; and I was grieved to hear it, too!”

“Wyndham made every effort to find her,
and persuade her to return to his gnardianship.
He discovered her at last, in a young debu-
tante at the opera, under an Italian name. She
had been engaged in some one’s place, to ap-
pear in a part beyond her powers; but the
manager trusted that her youth and beauty
would make smends for all deficiencies. Mr.
Blount was at the opera thut evening, and saw
her, He found out from the manager where
she was living, and went the next day to see

bas mat off all communication betweon ns, He

her, But she wasg gone,"
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“ Gonet”
‘“Bhe and the people with her had left their
lodgings, and the city, no doubt, The mana-
" ger had decided not to let her sing again in
that part. 8he was too much in need of culti-

vation for such advancement,’as he became
sensible when the newspaper crities eondemn-
ed her.”

‘“ And she had vanished, yon say?’
guardian

“Utterly and completely. Her
thinks she was taken to Europe,”

“With whom ¥ -

“Bhe was in charge of an English woman,
concert singer of no artistic repute, who went
by the name of Madame Leona. Elodie's un-
cie, Bennett Rashleigh, was their traveling
agent.” ’ '

¢ Then she was with her uncle?’

“Her aunt’s husband; but a man not fit to
kave the care of her. All he cared about was
making money out of the poor child's talents.”

“Mr, Blount bhas not pursued her to Hu-
ropet” ‘

¢ Noi he knew it would be useless, if she had
detq_rmmed upon a professional career, And
E‘maly was so opposed fo further search, The
£irl had been ungrateful and treacherous, she
auid, and 'she nevey wished to see her again.
Herbert thinks she will be brought to o zunse
of h'er own deficiencies by henring tile best
music abroad, sooner than by anything else.
But it has been a severe blow to Wyndham.,
1 think he would have married the girl,”

““ Lot us hope he may find her, and penitent
for the troubls she gave him.”

** Be it s0. But, to return to myself. I have
accepted Emily’sinvitation, Olive, tor you and
myself—sure of s doing us both good, 1 am
lon.gn_lg for some really tfine music, and you are
starving for it, too, The society of a few
chosen friends drawg me out of my dismal
thoughts. You will go with me to-morrow
ovening ¥

‘It is but & small partyi” ’

$ A, score or so, I suppose; Emily’s nequain-
tances most devoted to music, Your dress will
do well enough; and I shall wear my plainest.
Be a good girl, Olivel I am so miserable, you
might help me to recover my serenity,”

** Thut will be a reason quite sufficient, were
there no other, Ruhama, But I shall enjoy
the musie, too. As you say, I have starved
for some those many months, ”

The two triendsembraced with a hearty good-
night; and both rested the better for the inter-
cl.mnge of sympathy and mutual resolutions tu
aid each other.

CHAFTER XI.
A BURFPRISE AND A SHOCK.

A NUMBER of enthusiastic connoisseurs in arb
were assembled at the house of Herbert St,
Cle.zre, and seldom bad a party been 50 keenly
enjoyed by the invited guests, The host did
his best to entertain his friends, and his powers
had not diminished since the time when he had
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music, forgot to feel that she had entered tog

poverty excluded her forever. She caugly
‘herself, indeed, now and then, wondering at
!191' new position, and feeling that she was tugt
ing of Torbidden joys. Bub the cordial kiy.
ness with which she was greeted by all hep
former acquaintances, was soothing and de.
lightful to her.

There was no formality or dulluess in that
select cirele, They bhad comse for the enjoy-
ment of musie, and to hear one or two artisty
lately arrived from Italy, who would not have
given pheiz‘ performance at any other private
house in the eity. Each guest, therefors, Ll
t]?at be or she was admitted to a rare anil on
viable privilege. And there was no display of
refreshmenis to please those who care for et
ing and drinking., A table at one end of tie
third parlor was set out with wines, light
punch, lemcnade, sandwiches and calke, and
any who chose might help themselves in the
intervals of song and conversation.

Olive remained near Ruhama thoe first part
of the evening, She saw the light of pleasurs

feeliugs. Mrs. Marsh was dressed in black
silk, with a chemisette and collar of point lzes
in the square-cut front, a becoming though
simple eostume, Her overskitt was richly
trimmed with Brussels lauce; her hair was
wholly without ornament,

When the music ceased, she was surroundad
by friends; but Wyndham Blount, who was
present, came not near her, atier the first
greeting. He was very attentive to Miss Wes-
ton. He talked to her of the musical freat
they had enjoyed, and discussed the merits of
the professional vocalists, and the publie sen-
sation they had already created. Wyndhum
had little scientific knowledge of the art, and
was glad to learn the opinion of a lady whose
taste was so well known, Her approbation—
so enthusiastic as it was—eonvincad him he
had aright to be delighted.

Olive ventured at lemgth to ask if he had
heard any news of her former pupil, Miss
Sterne,

He had heard nothing sinee she left New York
so suddenly, She had been hurried away, he
did not doubt, by the persons who had heris
charge, to avoid his elaims on her.

“Though I should not have insisted on
these,” he added. ‘‘If the young girl were
bent on a professional career, I should havein-
terfered no further than to urge her to consent
to & course of instruection likely to develop her
powers and fit her for the place she aimed fo
attain,”

“You think she had great talent? asked
Olive,

“ Nay; I should ask your opinion on that
§ub3ect, as you had fuil opportunity of judg-
ing. You know how little L am qualified.”

*“ I thought," Olive replied, ** that she might

been the lion of tashionable circles, Olive, in

some time or other, realize her dream of emi

contributing ker share to the genersl feast of § j

soon the eircle from which she had fanecied her §

E - edge.

in her friend's eyes, and sympathiged in her >
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pent fame. She had a fresh and charming
voice, though not yet brought out to the pow-
er it might have reached, by long and labori-
ous practice. She was too impatient for the
pard work necessary, and disposed to slur it
over, if not restrained,'

a¥Your judgment agrees with that of the
manager, with whom I talked the day after I
Leard ber at the opera, e said she was im-
perfect in the instruction she had received;
and that her voice lacked volume; years, per-
haps, of the best and most careful training
wonld be necessary before she could comnmand
a high position. I would have sent her to
Paris, if she had returned to me.”

% And you think those in whose care she has
placed herself, will not do her justice?”’

“ Their aim is solely to make money; and
they have na object in giving her better knowl-
Rashleigh, her uncle, is the man who
glaims her fortune for his son; and he will be
governed entirely by his own interest,”

« Paor girll he will prevent her return to
her real friends?’

«T fear he will; he is capable of any wick-
edness, in his eagerness to obtain money. He
would hide her, or carry ber awong the In-
dians, sooner than permit her to stand in the
way of his securing the property that belongs
to her.”

“You have no clue to her place of resi-
dence?’ .

“Only a promise from a worthy, but poor
old dame—DMrs. Brilt, her late aunt’s friend—
that she will inform me when she learns whith-
ar Rlodie has been talken. I have convinced
the old lady that I am no tyrant of & guardian,
b the young lady’s well-meaning friend, As
soon as I can, I will lay my reasonable pro-
position before her; and when she finds [ am
not disposed to crush her ambitious hopes, 1
think she will agree to my plans.”

v g jt Miss Sterne you are speaking about?’’
asked his sister, who came up 2t that moment.
] nover want to hear her name again. Don't
you think, Olive, that my brother is fully ab-
golved from his ebiarge of such a willful little
traitress?” -

' Jf he can at any time do her good, or save
her from evil, by bis interference, he is bound
to do it,” returned'Olive, gravely,

“ But not to torment himself to hunt her up
againi For my part, I was glad when she
took Lerself off, to pursue her visions of fame
and fortune.”

Before Olive could reply, her attention was
arrested, What she saw csused a crimson
flush to maount to her very forehead. It was
so painful & betrayal of emotion, that she turn-
ed away, and stooped to pick up her handker-
chief, having purpesely let it slide from her
lap.
it Ah, there is Mr, Hamilton!” exclaimed the
hostess, turning to greet the mnew -comer.
1t Better late than nevert though he has miss-
ed the best songs.”

Clare’s offered hand, and smiled af her re-
proaches. o
““You have lost the Signora and the
Signor B . she said, ‘‘and that is your
punishmens. They have just left us.”

Olive had recovered her self possession when
she received the greoting of Claude, and his
expression of pleasure that she had been per-
suaded to come.

“'You have too long immurad yourself,” Lie
added in a whisper, “and I have seon that
your health was suffering.”

There was unwonted tenderness in his tone;
and no friend of the girk’s would have bad rea-
son to complain of the lack of color in her
cheelrs. He saw the bloom he had missed, and
wag pleased, ag his looks showed. Olive met
that look for an instant, and her eyes drooped
betore it. .

] am a fooll” she mentally exclaimed.
“Why can I not meet hini as a friend, like Mr.
Blount#”

When she looked up, she saw Claude in
earnest conversation with Rubhama Marsh.
They began to promenads, to the slow music
just then beginning in the exteusion par-
lor.

Wyndham offered his arm, and Olive took
it, joining in the procession, They had taken
the second tarn, when, as they approached
one of the French windows in the front draw-
ing-room, Olive suddeuly stood still, growing
very pale, with her eyes staring in one diree-
tion., .

“ What is the matter, Miss Woeston?” ex-
claimed Wyndham. *“You are ill; take a
seat, I will bring you some wine.”

But the girl only raised her finger, and
pointed to the window,

“Did you not see it?’she asked, in a faint
voice.

‘' Bep what! Nothing is there]”

¢ Yes—the fauce—-the face between the cur-
taips! It is gone now.”

‘Wyndham led her up close to the window.

“T gee that one of the blinds has been blown
back,” he said, ** Did you see_a face?”

¢ Yes, just there. A man was looking in.”

She was trembling viclently.

“ Some loafer from the street, But it was
impudent of him to coms in at the gate, and
cross the lawn over the flower-beds.. Perhaps
a footman from one of the carriages.”

t No, it was no servant,”

“git here, and I will go to see.”

The young man left her, and passed out of
the door, through the company into the hall,
and out at the front door.

But Olive arose quickly the instant he had
loft her, passing behind the voluminous dra-
peries of the window, which she drew close to-
gether, s0 as to screen her from observation.
She then unfastened the window, pushed it
open, and stepped out.

Bhe stood on a narrow baleony, only two
feet from the ground. The air wag warm and

The young man bowed, as he took Mrs. 8.

balmy. She leaned over the trelliswork and
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peered into the foliage that shaded the front
of the house,

She thought she saw the figure of a man, but
could not tell. Instantly her resclution was
taken, By that time Wyndham had about
gained the front door,

Stepping or & low, wooden bench, she swung
herself over the light railing and stepped on
the ground. The turf was dry and soft asa
carpet. She stole after the retreating form
which she fancied she had seen, L

‘The thick shrubbery concealed her from the
view of any one at the front door. And the
wide lawn extended some distance to the rail-
ing that divided it from the strect. In that
locality, the houses were scattered, and there
was none adjoining St. Olare’s on either side.

The girl had a motive strong snough to over-
master any fear she might have entertained.
Hearing 2 rustle among the leaves, she follow-
ed quickly., 'The angle of the house was turn-
ed, and the faint moonlight fell upon the
green, free from the intercepting tracery of
folinge. Here, indeed, the figure of a man
might be dimly discerned. He stood still;
he seemed to have just caught a glimpse of his
pursuer.

Olive came nesr enoagh to touch his nrm,
but she did not. She was trying to gather
courags to spealk.

“ Is it Ruhama?’ asked a low voice,

* No, but it is Ruhama's friend,” shereplied,
firmly, “I am not mistaken. I am so glad
I have found you.”

“Why are you glad? the deep tone re-
sponded.

“Because I have an opportunity to show you
how unlike yourself you are, thus hovering in
concealment—"

‘“And playing the spyt Speak out; do not
spare me,”

‘1 hope there is no need. Will you come
in?”

“Tam not an invited guest,” the man re-
marked, in & bitter tone, ’

“But a most welcome one. Give me your
arm, General Marsh, and let uws go in to-
gether.”

“No, I will not.”

“You have just returned home?

#T came two hours affer you had gone, T
was surprised to find my wife had gone to a
party, and of all houses to this cne., But all
this does not interest you, Miss Weaton,””

“Indeed it does. I have been your wife's
guest for some time,”

8o the housekesper told me.”

“ And to me your wife confided the cause of
your—leaving her.”

“ Tt is made publie, then®”
~ “No, General; not a soul knows of it but
myself, Buhama said very little even to me,
before last night, much as she has suffered.
Bhe has been very unhappy,”

It is likely! she has sought her usual so-
lace!”

* This is the first time she has spent an eve-

ning from home since you left her!” crled the
girl, eager to vindicate her friend. * Come
this way, General Marsh; they cannot see na
from the front. I know that Ruhama i
wretched on account of this misunderstanding,
and I implore you to put an end to it.”

‘ How did yon know I was here?” demand-
ed the husband, i -

I saw your face at the window.
you at oncel”

“Then you saw me in a situation I am
ashamed to have been caught in!"” moaned the
unhappy man. ‘‘All the company know I
have heen spying, I suppose?” '

I knew

. ‘““Not one, I hope and believel” eriad Olive, -

‘“ Mr, Blount was with we, and when I told-
him I had seen a man’s face—tor he asked
what startled me 50~—he came fio the door o
reconnoiter. e must have gone in again.

They will miss me presently; they will know -

I have come out, for I had to leave the win-
dow open. I must go back directly. Ohb,
General Marsh, how ean you be unkind tosuch
a wifed”

“1 should not have followed her to any
bouse but this!”

* Rubama loves you with all her heart,”

“1 cannot believe i¢!1? )

“She does: she told me she didl She
wept bitter tears over your lost confidence!
You have wronged her; she never gave you
eause for suspicion!” :

‘“You say this, Miss Weston, in pity for
me__‘!

“1 say it because it iz the truth! Come in
with me, and see how delighted she will be!
She has only waited to learn where you wers
to follow you, or write to you.”

“Bhe would have followed me#’

“You could not have escaped her—had she
known where to find you!”

“Bhe suld to me something very differ-
ent!"

‘t Bhe was stung and outraged by unjustsus-
spicion.  General Marsh, you did wrong to
suspect her,” -

Tive wretchod manh smote his forehead with
iiia hand.

“To-night,” continued Olive, “she has not
once spoken with Mr, Blount., He has been
closs to me nearly all the evening. It is too
ridiculous, jealousy. of him,
any one it is for tuat little ward of his, who
ran away some months since, and came out at
the opera, and vanished again. I heard him
talking of her. Oh, General Marsh, it is hard
to speak to you in thismanner, to you who are
s6 much my superior; and you may think me
very forward; but I must try to undeceive you!
Pray forgive me!”

“ Miss Weston you have my respect—my
gratitude-—"

{ And you will come in with me?”

“No, no, I dare not! I cannot meet her
yet, nor with others Jooking on!”

‘*Then go home and let her find you there.
I will Lring her presently.”

If he cares for
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#She is angry with me; T could not bear
harsh words from her! You know not what a
gtate my mind is in! T feel as if I should go
mad}” ‘ J

#Go—go—and wait for us! We will fol-
Jow you directly! I dare not stay!”

And the girl turned and fled hastily back.
She heard voices at the front door, and saw
that the window was closed by which she
bad come out. There was no other way but
to brave a shower of questions,

She walked up the steps composedly, and

E . answered to those who asked where she

had been, that she had been taking a mouthful
of fresh air at the end of the balcony, It was
so warm in the rooms, and so pleasant with-
out, Now she felt refreshed. As she passed
in, Rubama caught her arm.

““ Were.you faint, dear triend?’ she asked.

‘i Not faint—but—TI feel better now! Let
us go home.” -

Bhe grasped her friend’s hand with a sig-
nifieant pressure. Ruhama led her at once to
the dressing-room,

“'What have you to tell me?' she asked,

“ He was here a few moments since; I saw
and spoke with him, We shall find him at
your house,” .

“ My husband

“Not a word now. T will tell you all as we

OI,’
5 The two ladies came out into the hall, and
took leave of their hostess. Mr. Wyatt drew
Ruhama’s arm within his own, and Wyndham
jed Olive down the steps.

“Did you see any oned’ he whispered, I
Imow you were outside. ~ I missed you when I
went baclk into the rooms,”

“ Do not question me, Mr. Blount,” replied
the gird, ¢ for I must not repeat anything I
heard. I fancied I recognized--an old ac-
quaintance, and went oul to get an explana-
tion of conduct that appeared singular. Ionly
found that it was all right; it was no busi-
ness of mine, Did any one wonder at my ab-
senced?

“Not till the moment you came back. 1
was afraid, Olive, of an attack on you by that
reprobate brother of Mrs, Stanley’s. He is
furious, I understand, at the probability thab
the court will svon reinstate you in your rights
as the heiress.”

“Tt was not be; Mr. Lumley has never
spoken to me since [ left that house.”

1 am glad of that. You must call on me
If. you need a friend, Olive.” - ’

They were at the carriage, and Ruhama was
waiting, Wnydham helped both ladies in,
and Tom Wyatt gaid he would see them home,
In spite of their remonstrances, he sprung upon
the box beside the coachman,

Olive told her friend alll Ruhama fung
her arms round her, and embraced her with
tears of joy. . .

““You are indeed a true friend!” she cried.
“ And you think we shall find him at home?’

“T trust so. At any rateheis in New York,

and as penitent for his crmel jealousy as we
could expect & husband fo be, Don't be agi-
tated, dear; it will all be well! You have no-
thing to fear!”

“] owe it to you, Olivel”

Both hurried into the house, and the young
wife eagerly questioned the servants; but no
one had arrived within two hours, The Gene-
ral had come, early iz the evening, and had
seen the housekeeper; he had left orders, no
doubt, with her, for they talked together in
the library; no one else had seen him but the
butler, and he only for a moment, The house-
keeper was sent for, and came. She only
stated that her master had seemed in a hurry;
had made some excuse—she did not remember
what—for not bhaving written bhefore his un-
oxpected return; bad acked who was staying
ab the house, and where the mistress had gone;
and had said he might see her before she came
home. The dame thought he had certainly
gone to fetch both the ladies home.

When the servants had retired Ruhama
threw herself into a chair in the library, and
dashked the indignant tears from her eyes.

“Is it not too cruelf” she cried, ““thus to
stibject me to the eurious comments of my do-
mestics? They will all be wondering what is
the matter, and spreading the news of some
disagresment, exaggerating what they do not
understand! - This is the worst of alll”

#They will not suspeet that anything is
wrong,” said Olive. * They understand that
we saw him at Mr, 8t, Clare's, that he was
hurried, and expected to join us at home, I
took eare to say this to the butler. If he
walked he may be here yet. At the worst you
will see him to-morrow.”

“And the whole household will know he
was in town and did not come home!” wailed
the deserted wife.

“Rubama, you have done nothing amies,
and have nothing to fear. It is not for you to
shrink and tremble at phantoms. Whenever
the General returns you will receive him as
a true wife should, and not trouble yourself
at the carpings of indifferent people.”

“What should I do without you, Olive}’
murmured the wife, as she returned her em-
brace.

“Now I will say good-night,” said Olive,
“and T advise you to ratire to your room, and
to bed—for you are tired. Throw off the care
that would keep you from sleep.”

“ Ah, ehild! If you were married you
would not give such conngel! I will wait here
half an hour,” .

“ Then I will stay with you.”

# No, F would rather you did not, If Arthur
comes, he will want to see me alone at first,
Hoe is so reticent, it would be death to him to
humble himself befors o spectator. It was
bitter to him, no doubt, to know that you were
aware of his jealousy; and for that he wiil re~
proach me,”

“Dear Rubamal

He would have thought
it made public if I had not told him,”
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1 Yes, you did right.
I would rather be alone,”

With a good night kiss, Olive went out, and
up-stairs to her own room. :

Ruhama went to the window, and saw that
the blinds were all closed and fastened, She
drew the curtains closely, and their shimmer-
ing folds swept the floor. At the rear end of
the spacious room & heavy silk curtain hung
hefore o small apartment called sportively the
boudoir, in whieh, opposite the entrance, was

Now l\eav‘e me, dear;

& large bay window with deep alcoveswichly.

draped with silk damask, matehing the window
curtains of the library., The door curtain was
looped on either side, as usual, but the dra-
peries of the bay window stirred, and Ruha
ma'’s beart seemed to stand still with surprise
and terror, as she saw a man’s fizure in the
dim light stepping from behind the curtain.

The next ingtant she sprung forward with a
glad ery.

* Arthur, is it you?” she exclaimed,

Her arms were oufstretched, and her swift
bound brought her close to the figure, She re-
cognized it as she eame near, and recoiled sev-
eral paces,

‘CMr. Wyatt!” was all she could say.

Tom foliowed her as she went back, She
was near fainting, and sunk upon one of the
large leathern chairs. He could see that her
face wag white and her lips were convulsed,

““ Oh, Mrs, Marsh] forgive mel” he pleaded.
‘1 thought you knew thut I cane in with you;
1 thought you knew I was here!”

Rubkamn struggled for self-control. She
waved back the intruder as he approached to
offer assistunce.

“I am a rufian—a wretch—a fool!” cried
the young man, ‘‘ to frighten you thus! I can-
not forgive myself! Let me bring you a glass
of wine!”

The lady recovered power to speak.

“No, no; I want nothing!
conceal yourself??

“I did not mean to do that! I merely
strolled into your little room while you were
speaking to Miss Weston, I waslooking at the
painting that projects over the window, and
noting the eifect of the spectral light apon it,
I never dreamed of surprising you, Pray par-
don me ”

“It is late,” Ruhama began,

“1 know it i, and I will detain you but an
instant. Rubama, you are in trouble——I heard
what the General said to you that night at the
ball, when Le snatched the miniature from
your pocket,”

“You heard bim$”

“And I—my very|soul burns to espouse
your cause, dear, injured lady! Hewho could
speak in that manner is not worthy of you,
You must not bear such injustice,”

“ Mr, Wyatt—?

The young man came near her; he stooped
to raise her hand, but she snatched it away.

**Ruhama, the laws of our Western States
would release youl You could obtain a divovee

Why did you

for such crueity! Why not avail yourself of
them?’

The wife covered her face with her hands,

I have 30 longed to speak to you alone! |
must geize this opportunity? Rubama, I have
never ceased to love youl I'love you more
than ever! I suffer with every blow hurled
at you! Will you not accept succor at Iy
hand! Ah, you hide your face—"

‘It is in shame!” cried the lady, impetuous.
ly, uncovering her face and rising, though she
trembled so she could hardly stand. “ The
worst of my humiliation is that you dare to
speak to me in this manner.”

‘ Rubamal?

“Mrs. Marsh, if you please, sir! That i
my name—and [ am proud of it! I love my
husband! If the laws offered me release by
auy crime of his, I would not take it! I would
eling to him! Oh, what have I done to be thus
shamed and humbled ¢

‘1 beseech you, forgive me,” pleaded the
offender.

‘‘Leave me, Mr, Wyatt! You have given
me a great shock! You have shown me ths
danger of trusting ono I esteemed a friend!
You eon do me no other service or favor than
to leave mel” .

#Only say you pardon me!”

“Your very presence here is a peril and a
reproach to me! Why will you not go? Wil
you foree me to call the servants?”

Wyatt had moved toward the door; he turn-
ed quickly and rushed to her. ’

“I am gone!” ho said, ‘“and will not again
offend your sight. Only say you forgive me;
give me your hand in token of pardon, If you
only know how miserable T am!”

Rubama's hand was outstretched; it may
have been to enforce his departure. But he
snatched it, and pressed it passionately to his
lips.

‘“Now, farewell!™ he gasped, in a voice
hoarse with feelings that almost suffocated
him,

Ruhama snatched her hand away and step-
ped back. As she did so, she noticed that the
door of the library mearest the fromt, which
had been ajar, was pushed gently open, whils
a rush of eold air came in, evidently from the
outside door of the mansion, opened likewise,

Tom Wyatt saw her oyes fixed, and fu-
stinctively turned. A figure stood in the door
way; but before he could recognize it, or
speak, it had vanished, In a second the house
door was closed with some violence, as if some
one had gone out.

Rubama stood transfixed with horror.

"It was Arthurl” she cried. ¢ Quick, go
after him; bring him back!? -

Wystlh obeyed her. He was outside the
front door in an instant; but he conld see ne
one. The street was solitary, He ran to the
corner, to the one on the other side, but nota
human being could be seen, Then he went
again into the house to report his want of suc
cess,
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Ruhama had staggered to the bell and rung
it, for she felt hergelf growing deathly faint,
The housekeeper, who was up, ran in, and
found her mistress on the floor, but not quite
insensiblo. As Mr., Wyatt entered she bade
him fetch some cold water from the dining-
room. He brought i, and then, with a mut-
tered, imperfect explanation that Mrs, Marsh
had been alarmed by the euntrance of some

" stranger, who had retreated, he turned away

and 1eft the house,

Olive, who had not yet taken off her dress,
and had her door open, heard the commotion,
and came rapidly down-stairs;, She thought
the General bad returned. The housekeeper
told her Mrs, Marsh had had a fright, and
was near fainting, but was better now, and
would be able in ¢ few minubes to go to her
oWn rOOmi.

“You had better leave her to me,” said
Olive, going up to her friend, and clasping her
grms round her. ¢ Iwill take her {o her yoom.
You may put out-the lights,”

She led Ruhama tenderly up the stairs and
jnto her own sumptuous apartments. She

' ‘placed her upon the couch, and supported her

in her arms, She would not ask s question till
she had regained composure.

Ruhama sat ap and looked around her,

“Did you know,” she whispered, *‘ that my
husband bas been here? He has been—and he
is gone. This time it is forever!”

{10l, no!l not”

“An evil fate has pursued me! A fate I
bave not deserved. Mr. Wyatt followed us
in, and after you left me, he came out from
where he was hid.”

“Hid ) . f

“He spoke wild and wicked words! He in-
sulted me, Olivel I bade him go, but he wouid
bave my hand in token of my forgiveness.
Just then, my husband—he must have entered
with a night-key—stood in the doorway! He
mshed out again-—out into the street! He
heard —he saw only enough to make him™Dbe-
lieve me untaithful and treacheroust Olive, I
shall never see him again!”

CHAFPTER XIL
THE DEBUTANTE DISENCHANTED.

THE scens was a country house near one of
the salt marshes of New Jersey, not far from
the seaconst. '

It was the close of a day in spring. The
Tosy sunset touched the tips of a few seattered
trees, and the reeds that covered acres of the
soil, and the gable end of a ruds, weather-
beaten wooden dwelling. -

The interior of the' house was less inviting,
A room covered with a rag carpet and fur-
nished with settees and chairs—a few of them
cushjoned with pillows of red marine cloth,
admitted the purple light through unshuttered
windows, There was a fire of sticks in the
wide chimney, and a door stood open, reveal-
ing an interior chamber, that served as a bed-

room. By one of the windows stood a large
easy-chair of red stuff, luxuriously euwshioned;
and in it reclined the wasted form of a young
girl

An elderly lady was crossing the room bear-
ing a tray, which she was about to deposit on
a stand close to the invalid's chair,

“You must eat,” she said, coaxingly; ¢ you
must gain strength as rapidly as possible,”

““Yes, I will eat,” the young girl answered.
“ My appetite bas come back since you prom-
ised to take me to the city, When shall we
leave this place?’

She did full justice, while speaking, to the
delicate viands before her,

% When? Oh, very soon, I hope,” was the
response of the elder,

“ Po-morrow "

“Hardly so soon; you are not strong, re-
member, Helene; you might have a relapse,
and that would be worse here than in Rich-
mond, beeause there are no skillful physi-
cians.”

“Idon™ want them; I have been gaining
strength without them. I only want to go to
the city, and be at home again,”

““You are impatient to leave me, Helene.”

“I am very grateful to you, madame, for
all your kindness,” answered the girl, ‘‘But
you know I have no voice since my illness,
and wo could not sing any more, even if we
had engagemeonts.”

“Your veice will retiurn when you are quite
strong again,”

“Maybe; I do not know, But I do not
wank to sing any more in concerts, or in such
troupes as visit the provincial cities.”

“You have had as much success, Helene, as
a young vocalist could expect. You cannot
equal the leading prima donnas of the world
with a few months of training.”

“I know that. 1 have learned to be aware
of my defects, if I have learned nothing else.
I have had mediocre success, as you say; and
Iam not satisfled, I would rather go back
and sabmit myself to rules.”

“You should not be disconraged by one
trial, or by many. Such a position as you
have aimed at cannot be attained without la-
bor.” ,

“True, and my efforts for the last monthg
have done me harm rather than good, I am
sensible of that.” ‘

““ No harm, surely, Helene—"

“ Calt me Elodie; that is my name.”

“ Mademoiselle Elodie-"

‘¢ And you need not prefix a ‘ Mademoiselle’
—1 have dropped the French and Italian, I
am content with plain Elodie Sterne, a will-
ful schoolgirl, whe has had her holiday and
her heyday, end is willing now to complete
her education in the most proper way.”

She shook back her still luxuriant flossy
curls, as she pushed the stand and tray from
her, having made a hearty supper.

. The madame rung the little bell on the ta-
ble, and the things were removed by the un-
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eouth attendant who was the only servan$ on
the premises,

¢ The day after to-morrow we start, do we?
I understood you to say sol”

“1 gid not say. Only that you wers not
strong enough to go to-morrow, and the mon-
steur, your uncle, has not yet returned.”

“What difference will that make?’ cried
Elodie, drawing herself up in the chair, her
ayes flishing., “He has no right to control
mel”

“ Not to control, of course; but—" )

¢ Why should we wait for his return? We
are not far from the city! Ten—twenty miles
—how far?” ]

“ Somewhere about that.”

“ And the railroad, I know, passes within a
couple of miles, We were set down at a sta-
tion, and came that distance in a carriage.”

“ Ah, you remember that, dear?’

“1 remember it well, though I was so weak
from the fever, And I heard you ask the dis-
tance from the city. I know these are the
salt marshes, for I have been over them; and
I know that some large New Jersey towns lie
back-—that way,” pointing in one direction;
“ while the sea is yonder. We were not to
stop heve long; there are no accommeodations
for us.”

“I'rue, my dear, and no piano—nor mu-
sle.”

“We hiad no need of them, when I could
not sit up,” remarked the young girl, forget-
ful that Madame Leona was an artist, too, and

¢ would find the time hang heavily without op-
portunity of practicing. “Now I am well
again. We will have tha packing flnished to-
morrow, and set out early the next day.’!

“Where will you stop in the eity?” inquired
the lady, atter a pause,

“I will go first to auntie Brill's, and then
gend word to my guardian,”

‘Do you think he will veceive you?”

“Why not?! He promised aunt Letty to
take care of me, and said I should look to him
until T was of age.”

-¢ But you cast off his authority, child.”

“ That was when I thought I must earn my
own living, and net be a burden-to him,” re-
plied the girl, a flush mounting to her face,

“ He thought me too young for that; and he
wanted me back again, or he would not have
sought me so diligently, Would he, think
you, madame?”

“T do not know,” mused the lady,

“Madame Leona!” the girl suddenly ex-
claimed, sitting up straight—** did not a letter
come from auntie Brill while we were in Rich-
mond??

#1 do not know of any.” '

“But I am sure one must have come. I
had written to her, and told her to write.
There must have been & letter. Will you ask
for it¥’

¢ You told me to do that weeks ago; and I
did ask.”

{¢Was there nonef”

| still due to me.

#Noj no letters at all had been received.”

“But I know. there was one from auntj
Brill! I know she has written! Madame, |
will tell you what became ¢f that letter: Mr
Rashleigh has kept it!”

The young lady bad rigsen to her feet, ang
held herself steady by the arms of the dhair,

¢ Nonsense, child! How you do startle one
3it down; you are too weak to stand.”

“T am not too weak! See, I can walkt”

She imade several steps forward, waving
back the assistance her companion offeved,
Then she went back to her chair,

“I koow DM
letter.”

¢ Child! you wrong your uncle -

“Don’t call him my unclel! He was only
my aunt Letty’s husband, who always treated
her ill. I have never ecalled him uncle! |

was a boarder in his house; he had the money
i complained,” observed Leona, rather sullenly,

28 sho laid out the night-clothes for her
fcharge.

every week for my board; 1 owe him noth
ing!”

 He hag been a faithful agent in our tour—
Helene—Elodie, I mean,”

“ Because it was his interest, We agreed
to give him a heavy share of the profits, Now
that is at an end. We want his services o
longer.
We will not have his company back to New
York, Have you settled with him for good

“ Sottled? of course. 'We never, had any
account together. The profits were always
divided afier each concert; and our expensss
paid as we went.”

“ How much money is there left?

# For our share?”’

“(lertainly.,”

“T am sorry to say, very little. Your ilk
ness drained the fund sadly; and there was the
doctor’s bill in Richmond.”

“ Enough to take us to the city?’

¢ About enough, But, Elodie, something i i

ing on you, these many weeks; and if you are
not going to sing in public, it is but fair that
my losses should be made good.”

“T will take care of that,” said the girl

# Every cent shall be paid to you.”

‘“How are you to pay my claims, if you
have no money§#”

T will ask my guardian to advance it ouf
of the installments due to me. Or, if I ecan
not draw on my property, he will lend it to
nie. n

“Buppose he cannot, or will not, do either
the one or the other#’

“Then I will go Lo work again, and never
rest till I have repaid youl”

# Suppose your voice does not return?”’

“You said it would, not half an hoor
since.”

¢ But it may not. I have known singers

lose their voice from such an illness as you

have had, and never recover it,”

Elodie grew pals.

“That would be a great mxsfortune,” ghe
said. “Then I shall have to teach music.

L with interest, too.

Rashleigh intercepted that
: suggested.

¥ shall not sing any more at present, _f
| clouds, and poured a sickly Jight on the dreary

k' waste, over whose distant edges a thick mist

j had arisen,
B On the other side was the road, a rough, sel-

§ dom used highway; ond a wide stretch of

I have lost much time—wait- §E

¢ the open hall door and passed through, emerg-

§ ing on the front piazza, which also extended
- geross the entire width of the house. |
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have had some experience. I am as able to

tench as Miss Weston way, when she took =
E class; and I play as well as she did, when I

went to her tor lessons, Do not fea.r, mad-
ame, but that I will pay you, sooner or later;
Only help me to get away

from here. One thing is certain: you can got

nothing from Mr, Rashleigh.”

“I mean to do so0,” muttered T.eona, “and
that hefore I leave this house.”

Her words were not audible to the girl, who
was lying back in her chair, drowsily closing
her eyes,

“You had better go to bed now,” the dame
I willl

“Thanks; I am sorry my maid is

| not here to undress me; it is hardly fit work
| for you, madame,”

“1 have done it these four weeks, and never

When =iodie had retired, and the doors

were closed for the night, the madame went
i out on the long ‘veranda that overlooked the
E marshy expanse seawerd.

The moon was struggl’ng through scattered

The house was still as death.

fat country, partially ecnltivated, extended

} beyond.

Madame stood leaning on a low railing that

| overlooked the stone terrace protecting the

frame building from the marshy land, so sub-

b ject to inundations that the water would elss
& have undermined the house,
E in meditation by no means agreeable, she
E heard the quick tramp of a horse on the road.

While wrapped

Bhe moved swiftly along the veranda, entered

She saw a man coming down the road. He
halted at the little gate, threw the bridle over
o post, and came in, Madame Leona made a

| %\?ﬂture enjoining caution as he appreached.

ith almost noiseless steps he came to her

f side.

# What news#” he whiapored.
‘' Tverything goes on as you expeeted; but

[ bave had a deal of trouble with her.”

“ Bhe is not worse again®’
"No; she is fast gaining strength. But she
has o mind of her own; you know that, Mr,

§ Rashloigh; and you must know, too, that I
| caunot control her,

I must put an end fo this;
I will go home.”
“You must not leave her just now; she has

| confidence in you. She suspects nothing?”

" Noi how could she? I have waited on her

] pm;leut.ly. and cocked every meal; it is new

work for me,”
HYour work ig nearly finished, We shall

B be rendy to leave here by the end of the week.”

* Your niece says she will go the day after
to-morrow.”

“That is oo soon. T ecannot have the others
here before Baturday or Friday evening. We
shall bave the girl married in the morning,
and set out at once,”

“ Do you expect to get her consent so soonf
I will not undertake it,”

“You think she cannot be eompelled, if not
persuaded

‘I eould do neither; nor will I attempt it.
She has the strongest will of any girl I ever
knew. 8he has made up her mind now to go
back to her guardian.”

‘““Bhe shalt not leave this house but as a
married woman—as the wife of my son, I
shall have him brought to B to-raorrow,
with the priest and the hospital attondant; on
Friday night we will be here. The marr Lags
can be either that night or the next morning.
You will stay with her tiil then?"

“¥ will stay and do what I can. But I will
not undertake to bend her will, nor to forea
her to anything she does not like.”

“ Leave that to me,"” said the man, with a
low, ekuckling laugh. ‘¢ If she will not yield
I bave drugs that will paralyze both her will
and ber strength., You may give here some-
thing in a cap of tea that will put down re-
sistance.”

I do not like it,” returned Leona, “ Bus
for what you will p&y me I would go atonce,”

“Truae; yoa want your slice of the cake;
you will be lucky to have that at once; while
L must do some fighting yet with the lawyers
tor the fortune. Anyhuw, it is better than
the musie business.’

It may be as well to mention here that the
tour of concert giving had by no means ful-
fiiled the expectations of Rashleigh, though it
had yielded sufficient forr support and travel-
ing expenses. They had visited many of the
Southern cities—going as far as Charleston,
Elodie's health had failed; she became petu-
lant and unmanageable; and then Rashleigh
conceived the idea of bringing her North, .
forcing her into a marriage with his imbecile -
son, and then securing the property, which
could not be withheld when he, Rashleigh,
should represent the rights of both claimants.

- It was with a view to this consummation of

hig plans that he had taken this lonely house
by the marsh for a month, hoping to ac-
complish his designs here. The presence of
Leona was necessary, as a respectable matron,
known to bave been trusted by the girl, and
to have been long her companion.

{“What will be the effect of the drug yom
wish me to administer?’ she asked, after a
pause. “Is it dangerous to lifet”

“ No; certainly not. It will confuge hey
perceptions, filling 'her with pleasant fancies,
and for the time paralyzing her will. Thenshe
wiil £all into a profound sleep and waken per-
fectly wall,”

“Will she be conscious while the ceremony
is going on?”
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‘¢ Partially; but she will not think of resist-
ance. The effect will be like that of my pota-
tions, in the days Lefore I cured myself of
drinking.” Again a low laugh.

¢ Hugh; what was that noise?
may overhear you.”

1 heard nothing but the water-rats seamp-
ering over the stones. There—they are splash-
ing in the marsh,”

Madame Leona declared ber intention of re-
tiring to rest; and, as she turned to go, asked
if she should inform Miss Sterne in the morn-
ing of her uncle’s return.

¢ Iy will be better not,” hereplied, ¢ I shall
be off early, to complete my arrahgements for
haviug my son brought from the hospital.
‘We shall all come together Friday evening.
Keep her quieti; she must kmow nothing. I
will have ne quarreling about the matéer.”

‘¢ 16 is best 80.”

‘“We shall put her in a happy state with the
medicine in her tea, and have the courtship
and the wedding hurried up and all over be-
fore she wakes out of the gleep. On further
reflection, we will have it on Friday night;
then she can have the night for rest; and need
know nothing of the arrival of her bridegroom
till next day. I depend on you to keep her
here tili then.”

] think I can do that; but I will do no
more, Catherine must give her the drugpged
tea. And ¥ must receive the money you prum-
ised immediately afterward.”

This was agreed on, and the conspirators
separated.

Some one

CHAPTER XIIL
THE CONSPIRACY DISCOVERED,

Lrona was not without compunction of con-
seience for the promise she had given to aid in
the nefarious project of Rashleigh, He had,
indeed, found it diflicult to persuade her. But
he prevailed finally by arguments founded on
her belief that she would really do the girl a
service. Ithad become manifest that, without
years of scientific instruction, Elodie could not
command the fame and fortune of a prima
donna. It was not worth while to continue
concert giving in the provinces, Madame
Leona felt not a little disappointed at the re-
sult, and listened the more willingly to Rash-
leigh’s representations that a large fortune
would come to Elodie on her marriage with his
son; a marriage that need be but a mere for-
mality, as the young man was rather deficient
in mental qualities, and the inferior of Elodie
in education. Onece married, her claim on the
money, which was barred by illegitimaate birth,
would be united with that of the young man;
and she would enter into instamt possession.
As soon as she reactied her majority she would
kave the sole control of the property.

Rashleigh was to pay Madame Leona very
handsomely for her assistance; and by this
promise of remuneration she had been induced
to remain with her charge. She had been

brought over to consent to aid in the strange
marriage, by being convineed that the pir]
herself, when in possession of independence
would be glad of what she had done. And 1E
dissatisfied—the woman reasoned—what g
easy as to procure the annulment of such g
mapriage, and the equitable division of the
money$§

But Leona resolved that she would take np
active part. She would simply attend to the
duties she had undertalken, and be ready with
help in ease ofithe girl's need of it. She way
go delicate and sensitive, an experienced friend
ought to stand by her; and then, in the event
of trouble afterward, Leona could shelter her-
self behind the plea that she had had nothing to
do with the matter., In fact, she might man-
age the affair so as to seem ignorant of all that
had oceurred!

Bright as the morning looked the fair young
girl when she awoke, after a night of unbro.
ken rest. The thought of “going home ™ had
been as new life to her. She walked to the
windows of her sitting room and saw the sun-
ljit mists lifting themselves from the marshy
waste, and the tall trees on the verge glisten-
ing with dew-drops illaminated. She warbled
a melody that might have charmed the birds
to listen. She threw up the sash, and let ths
eool, moist air play on her face, and breathed
it deeply. as if drinking in health, :

When Leona cams with the tray of birenk-
fast, she partook heartily of the broiled gams,
oysters and omelet, and drank the rich coilee
with exclamations of approval, When she
had finished the meal, she gave directions to
complete the packing tor their removal,

Lieona would not permit her to do anything
with her own hands, * You will have need of
all your strength,” she said. ** Any fatigue in
your present state is dangerous.” ‘

Ho ILlodie merely superintended the work,
singing merrily the while, though her voice
had nothing of its former power. .

“Why have you lett out this dress#’ she asl-
ed, pointing to a white siliz laid out o the bed,
with its sash and lace bertha. *‘I shall not
want to wear it soon in New York,”

‘‘But I bhoped you would give us the piea

sure, on the last evening of your stay here, to

see you once more look like yourself.”

Elodie laughed.

““Arm I to be dressed in all that finery—in
such a place as this—for the bhenefit of the
frogs that serenade us every night?’

A laugh echoed her words, and Leona start

ed up, pale as death, and ran to the door, I
was only Catherine, the maid of all work, who
stood looking at the splendid dress through the
open door of the bedroom. Madame Leons
frowned, and bade her begone, and not coms
in that way scaring people. ’

The girl gave her a significant, searching
look as she went down the stairs,

t Bus, indeed, I shall not want the dress,’
persisted Elodie.  Put it in that trunk.”

‘With some hesitation she was obeyed.

| morning.

| never reach the station.
[ will promise you we will go to-morrow.,”

b we will set off as eatly as you please,

g muke up your mind to stay indoors to-day.
| See, how heavy the mists are sottling, Be as
f cheerful as possible; I' have some illustrated
 papers you have not seen,”

& ¢ I cannot stay in my rooms.
B little: and T want to see if the carryall is ready

f moment the whole day,
§ 0p her spirits by conversation, yet her own
f courage began to fail as the hours passed,
£ bringing nearer the dreaded night,
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By the evening everything was in readiness

E for o journsy. The excitement did the invalid
| good.  She ate her meals heartily; she had
f guined mora than in a week before.
ol cheerfully of her anticipations and plans
 for the future.

8he talk-

Leona became nervous. How was she to

R delay their departure the next day, the day on

f which Rashleigh and his son were to arrive?
Sha had gone too far to retreat.
E tunity of retrieving her fortunes and making
E horself independent for life, might be marred
B Ly the willtulness of her charge.

The oppor-

The difficulty was solved for her the next
[t was raining torrents!
Leona gave an exclamation of joy when she

| thirew open the blinds, and drew aside the cur-
g tains,

When she found Elodie up and half-
dressed, she told her of the state of the wea-
ther. They could not possibly seb out in such

f o stopml

The girl went to the window and looked at

f the clouds, with expressions of chagrin and
b lisappointiaent,

Iy cannot rain ab this rate all day,” she ob-

| sorved.

“But, my dear, it would be madness, sheer

f maduess, for you to risk health and iife, by
i venturing ouf in the wet weather, and you so
E woak!

Have patience; to-morrow will como!”
“] ecannot wait till to-mosrrow.”

“We have no close carriage; you could
Be satisfied to wait.

“Fren if it rains?”

“J ean send and engage a covered wagon;
Only

8he brought an armful of these, and then

went to ring for breakfast.

“I am going down, madame,” said the girl.
I must walk a

for use,” :
“T uttended to that yesterday.”
“Let me have my own way. Iam deter-

E mined to go down.”

The lireakfast was eaten in the dining-room

E of the house; a cheerless room enough, But
j Biodie Gid justice to the really excellent re-
f pnst, and walked about the dwelling, making
E the Inquiries she wished, and watching the
E driving clonds from the windows, She thought
¢ ey might set out in the afternoon if it clear-
E ol; but of that there was no pr.spect.

Madamé Leona gquitted her side scarcely a
Bhe strove to keep

The storm was swept away by a north-west

| ind about five o'clock, and the sun set clear
§ 2 bank of purple and gold resting upon the
! Wooded hills in the distance.

,stood to receive her.

Elodie had sat by the window of the little

sitting-room, watching the shifting clouds, for
an hour and more; and when Madame Leona
left her for a few minutes, she went out into
the veranda for a breath of the moist air. She,
began to wallt up and down, her eyes fixed up-
on the rich sunset promising ““a goodly mor-
row.,”
" Buddenly she started, hearing her name ut-
tered in an eager whisper, She saw a head
put forth from the angle of the building, and
recognized that of Catherine, the attendant.

‘¢ Hist—whist!” the woman whispered, with
a cautions gesture, as Elodie came to the end
of the veranda. I have been thryin' all day
to get a chance to speak to ye, but the mad-
am—" .

* What do you wish, Catherine? asked her
young mistress.

¢ Oh, whist, for the Iove of heaven!” she
whispered, with agonized looks of alarm around
her, '

“What do you feart
me alone?*

“Yes, indade T do; the heart of me will be
clans broke inthirely if I don't tell yel I've
been watchin’ all day—? H

“Then come to my chamber, No one shall
disturb us there. Come after me.”

Elodie went indoors and up the stairs fo her
own apartment., She locked and bolted the
door of the sitting-room, and passing into her
bedroom, placed the door slightly ajar.

Presently Catherine came up, carrying a
tray of candles, Her steps wors noiseless, and
sheo came straight to the door, where Elodie
As she went in the door
was closed and bolted behind her.

‘“ Now we shall not be disturbed. Tell me
what it is,”

The woman set down the tray, clasped her
hands, and sunk upon her knees.

“It’s thankful I am, Miss, o have the word
with ye, late as it isl"” she sighed, fervently,
though in a whisper,

¢ But what is it9”

With a fearful glanee about her, the woman
rose, stooped her head close to Elodie’s, and
whispered very low, but distinctly:

*“1t's careful ye must be, honey, not to
dhrink the tay they bring ye to-night.”

“The tea! Who is to bring me tea?”

“ Hush, spake low, honey; it might cost both
our lives if sho heard us.”

“ Cost our lives! If who heard us} What
do you mean®’

“This, dear: don’'t dhrink the tay; mnot a
sup; not a dhrop,”

“Why not#”

¢ Bekase—it'll be dhrugged for ye.”

# Drugged-—my teal Has any one ever done
such a thing?"

* Never yet, honey! sure, I've set it to
dhraw wid me own hands; and I'd never have
suspected the like, if. me own ears hadn’t heerd,
the same.”

‘¢ What have you heardy Wheni”’

Do you want to see
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“ Only the night before lasf, when the mas-
ther came, and wenl away on the sly.”

“Who came? Not Mr. Rashleighi”

The woman gave a series of nods, laying her
finger on her lip.

% What did he come for? 1 heard nothing
of it.”

¢ No; they wouldnt let you into the say-
crot.”

“What seerat? Tell me, instantly,”

“ I heard them at their plotting, Miss, Iwas
coming in from the cellar, an’ whin I heard
the whispering, and a man's voice talking to
the madsme, I jist bided a bit by the big crack
in the flure yonder, where I could hear ivery
word. Ochl! the murtherin’ spalpeen|”

“ What did you hear”’

“This, darlin’: the ould man manes to mar-
ry ye to his gon,”

‘* He cannot do that!”

“ Hist! but he won't go the fair way, He's
to put somethin’in the tay to make ye crazy,
and not knowin' what: ye’re about, and to have
the praste and groom all ready-—had luck to
’am! and have the ceremony over, and ye in a
sound sleep afther, and to carry yo off as a
bride!"

The girl’s quick perception took in the plot
at once,

““When was this to be done?” she asked.

¢ This very night, me darlint,”

Elodie shuddered; a thrill of horror ran
through her frame.

“ And madame!—she consentod to such a
foul treachsry$”

* Faix, and she did! But she’d not do it
wid her own hands! she would have it to say
she’d naught to do wid the matther—in case
things turned out badly. Millia murther—but
it's a deep one she is,”

The girl’s hands covered her face; but she
guppressed the sobs that struggled for out-
break. ) :

“1 was to malke the tay, and the masther
himself—he’ll be here shortly—was to putin
the dhrug. But we're ahend of them, you and
me, honey.” :

* Oh, what shall T do#” weiled the poor girl,
wringing her hands.

“ 'l toll you whati: jist make believe you’ve
dhrunk the tay, and throw it behind the fire;
and then purtind it’s taken effect in putfin’ ye
to shlape before the praste can begin his pal
aver.” .

£t Nu, nc! who can tell what they might do?
they might kill me, and sink me in the marsh
yonder. Oh, Catherine, I have no friend but

ou ¥

“ An’ I'll stand by ye, honey! If they touch
a hair of your head—"

¥ We must get away from here—fo-night;
at once! You must go with me, Catherine.”

“ Ay, that will I, darlint, to the world’s end!
But how can wo get away

“T can wallk—IP'm sure I can—to the sta-
tion!”

“An'if ye tire, it’s meself that can carry
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yees—stich a light slip of a thing!
¥o wait for the dark, honey#"

‘ Do yon know the way, Catherine?’

“ Indesii’n I do—every inch of it! Couldyy
we go 1o Squire Barber’s—it's only three mile,
—and they wouldn’t follow us there.”

* They might; we must take the train, W
are gafe, once at the station. I have maonsy
to take us both to New York,”

Bhe pulled out asillten purse, half-filled, and
then put it back in her pocket.

“ But the madame! She'll raise the hue ayg
cry,” suggested tho Irishwoman.

* She must know nothing! She would intey.
cept us. 'We muast steal out, Catherine,”

¢ And how shall we get away from herd

“'We can get out the back way, while she i
at supper.”

* The masther will be here before then,”

“Then we must lock her in her own room,
and eseape before she can get out.”

There seemerd in reality no other way., By
dusk the men would be in the house; the feebls
strength of Elodie could be overpowersd read-
ily; it would be scarcely possible to eseape un-
seem. Madame would be deputed to see
that she drank the tea prepared for her. There
was not a moment to lose, [N

The young girl felt her presence of mind rige
with the emergency. She tossed to Catherine
a hat and shawl she had been aceustomed” to

weat when walking on the veranda, and, glid- &

ing from the room, went to the door of Leona’s,
on the opposite aide of the narrow hall,

The room was kept locked by the madame,
and when-she went in to change her dress, ske
usuaily lefé the key on the outside. 1t was so,
fortunately, on the present occasion. Elodie
heard her singing inside, as she was trailing s
dress from the closet where it had hung,

Quick as thought she turned the key, and
drew it out of the lock. The singing went o,
and by that she judged that L.eona heard ne
thing.

She ran back to her own room, snatcheda
mantle and hood from the wardrobe, and seiz-
ed the hand of Catherine, who was already
equipped. Both sped noiselessly down the
stairs, and left the house, '

“She may not see us,” cried the escaped

prisoner, *‘and the turn in the road will hide }

us directly.”

CHAPTER XIV.
FLIGHT AND PURSUIT.

TaEE two fugitives took the road leading fo '

the railway station. Elodie elung to Cath-
erine’s arm, and was thus ehabled to walk
very fast. She refused the woman’s entreaties

that she would stop and rest, when they wers .

out of sight of the house by Saltmarsh.

“No, no, we must "hurry on!” she eried
‘ Madame Lecns will soon discover that we
are missing, if she has not already; and she
will pursue us. What if she does, Catherine!
She is stronger than I am|["

I

Eut wij §

| 10 drag me back.

% The station is nearest,

| elsol

b much ag shefeared being overtaken.

f failed her.
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« Tt's meself that would fight for you, Miss,

b and to the death!”said the sturdy woman.

«+¥on must do 80, Catherine, if she does try
I have not a weapon to de-

fend myself, Oh, if there were a farm-hcuse,

b or o cabin, T wonld beg help of anybody.”

uPhere is none nearer than Squire Barber's,
and the masther might come there, and tell his
lies, and say you were his son's wife, and a

 orazy woman, Miss.”

“ Very true; and they might pive me up.
Oh, how I wish it were
dark?”

The good woman reassured her by saying
they could get at least half way there, before

tue ¥ madam " could manage to get out of her

rootn,
t&Zhe'll spend a quarther of an hour in call-

B 0’ me, ye see; for she’ll think directly thas

I've locked the door unbeknownst, as she tould

f me wance to do, if I found it open when she

was away from it.”
4 Did she? I am very glad of that!”?
“Burely; and she'll niver suspect any wan
Her rooin looks on the road, and she
tnows my qaarthers are on t'other side. I

| must laugh to think how she'll yell for me!

I've often wondhered what she kept so precious
4n that room, that she always locked it!”

% Her cosmetics, I suppose,” answered HElo-
die, and then remembering that her faithful
sttendant would not understand the word, she
explained it as well as her failing breath
would let her.

They had walked very fast over three-
fourths of a mile, when the delicate girl's
strength began to give way. Bhe drew her
breath gaspingly, and clung ¢loser to her com-
panion’s arm; Catherine would have lifted and
carried her, but she would not permit that,
The wo-
man ilung one arm around her waist, and hali
carried her some rods further; but hor limbs
With a groan of despair she sunk
upon the ground,

They were sheltered by a clump of bushes
growing by the roadside. Catherine removed

| the voung lady’s hood, to give her fresh air,
| and softly drew her head to her own shoulder,
| bidding her rest.

Eiodie whispered that she

would be able to go on in a few minutes, She

| bad not thought of bringing with her any stim-

ulang, in view of her need of a restorative.

The roll of wheels was heard approach-.
| ing!

Eledie looked up, terrified, info her protec-
tor's face. It was growlug dark so rapidly,
she had hopes that any carriage might pass
without seeing them; but she did not know.

Catherine answered the look by clasping her

| more closely. .

“Lie still, honey!” she whispered. ‘' Make
1o sound, while I bide listening.’

In two or three, minutes she released her
ciasp, and rose to her feet.

The wheels were those of a loaded wagon,

and came from a cross-road, just ahead.
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Bidéing the young lady keep suill, Cather
ina stepped boldly into the road.

In a moment she returned; took up Ilodie
in her arms, and carried her cut to the wagon,
which bhad stopped.

Elodie gave a cry of apprehension,

¢ Whisht, me darlint! there's room for you,
and & nice chance e ride to the station,” she
whispered. -

She had asked the wagoner’s hospitality for
‘g sick leddy,” going to her friends in New
York, and he had consented to displace one of
the boxes with which his wagon was loaded,
piling it in front, fo make room for her,

The young invalid was lifted to the vacant
place, and Catherine took the shawl from her
own shoulders to make a piilow for her head.

“ But where ave you going to sit?” asked
Klodie,

“ 1 shall just walk, and take hould of the
wagon behind,” replied the Irishwoman.

This she did, keeping close to her charge,
who held one of lher strong hands, part of the
time, in ber own soft clasp. Thus they went
to the station, which proved to be fuily three
miles from the house on the marsh,

As they drew near, the whistle of a coming
train was heard, with the rush of its approach,

Elodie started up in affiight. Buat the
lights gleaming like eyes in the darkuess
showed plainly that the train came from the
opposite direction to the one leading to the
vity. The wagoner comforted the supposed’
sick passenger by assuring her that the
“ down train ” to the city would not be dlong
for nearly an hour,

 Suppose they should have come by this!"
she suid, in a faint whisper, to her attendant.

“ No danger!” was the response; and pre-
sently the stout, strong arms lifted the girl
from her perch on the wagon, to carry her in-
to the waiting-room.

Elodie insisted on rewarding the kind wag-
oner, and did so with a liberal fee, besides her
thanks. She objected to being taken to the
waiting-room. If by any chance Rashleigh
and his party should be on board the up-train,
they might come in there.

Catherine assured her there was no chance
of that; adding the information that while
following the wagon, a few minutes before
their arrival, she had distinctly seen the lights
of a close carriage, which had passed them:,
going rapidly in the other direction,

“ And what a mercy of Providence it was
that you were safe in the wagon, honey!” she
said. ' They could not sea me either, for the
long box stickin’ out behind.”

Do you think Mr. Raghleigh was’ in that
carriage?’ asked Elodie. i

“P'm that sure of It that I wouldn’t feel
safe if he'd seen me!” angwered the woman.

+ ¥ Oh, then, what are we to do? Hell miss
me presently, and he will have time to drive
back before the train comes. It is mnot due
for forty minutes yet, I heard the porter

1 say!”
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For once, Catherine could make no sugges-
tion.

¢ dare not stay in the waiting-room, nor
on the platform auywhere!” wailed the poor
hunted girl. ¢ And I dare not ask protection
from the agent. Men always refuse to believe
a helpless woman, against a man who will tell
any falsehood in claiming her! What shall
we do?”

“ Bide a minute here, me darling,” Catherine
gaid; and away she flew, :

The five minutes or more of her absence
were like the interval of hours to the terrified
tugitive, who lmew there' was no safety for
her when once her pursuer should have djs-
covered her flight. The distance to the house
could be driven over in less than ten minutes
she felt convinced. '

“Be ’asy, honey,” whisperéd a comforting
voice in her ear. ‘“I've got the wagoner to
spalke to the baggage-man, and tould him ye
were abducted from your fri'nds, and had
barely made your escape, with only me to
help ye. The baggage-masther will have a
place for us in his own express-car, and slip ye
in unbeknownst, I shall go with you-—~don’t
be afraid. But I had to promise a lot of
money!” '

Blodie uttered an exclamation of grateful
Joy. If there was not encugh in her purse,
she said, she would give him the diamond ring
she wore upon her forefinger,

The sagacious Catherine had rightly judged
as to Leona’s conclusions and behavior, When
she discovercd that her door was locked, she
was certain it had been done by the servaut,
in pursuance of her instructions, She called
her loudly, and throwing up the window,
shouted till she was hoavge. She called Eio-
die, and beat desperately at the door.

Then the truth flashed on her brain. She
had been duped by the girl, By some mneans
the conspiracy had become known, and the
intended vietim had fled. What was to be
done?

Leona was full of rage. She knew the en-
tire blame would be thrown on her by Rash-
leigh, Yet it might be possible to overtake
the fugitives, if she could pursue them at once,
The young girl could not walk far at a rapid
pace. She must stop frequently 1o rest; and
as Leona knew the road they would take—in-
evitably the one leading to the station-—ihe
pursuer might easily intercept their flight.

It was growing dork fast, however,

With her scissors the captive tried to force
the lock of the door; but it had been put on
‘roughly on the other side, and the keyhole re-
sisted her efforts. ‘

She might almost leap from the window to

. the veranda, there being no roof to it on that
side. Quickly as her fingers could work, she
knotted a corner of one of the sheets, and tied
the other to the bedstead, which she dragged
to the window. The sheut was not guite long

tie on the other sheeb, and to test th

of this substitute for a r(:u]:nrla‘tlclﬁl‘.e EIt_.l;f;égh
it was but a few feet she had to descend: anﬁ
having ascertained beyond a. doubt th’m it
would bear her weight, sho stepped out upon
the window sill, and drew the bodstead clog,
to‘ib. Grasping the twisted sheet, she trom.
blingly let herself down, and reached thy
veranda in safety.

the match-box mislaid,
stairs.

her hood and eloak were missing; alsy tle

panion of her flight,

dowi-stairs, and out in the road,
dz_zrk she could not discern objects at a sho
distance, and after going a few yarls, she

utterly hopeless,

the ranaways.

hours to her impatience, before she saw the
lights of the carriage-lamps,
down the road, and stopped at the gate.

Rashleigh alighted first, and Leona cnlled
to him,
eager tones, .
riage aud came through the gate,

" * Mr., Rashleigh! for mercy’s sake lose ne
time! She has escaped! She must be at the
station by this time!”

¢ Who—Elodied”

hert I had just stepped into my room, and
the door was locked on mel It took me sueh

them|"” .

A torrent of profane imprecations, in which
the ontwitted guardinn was not gpared, came
from the disappoinled man,

“How came she to know anything? he
asked, when he had vented his rage,

“How can I tell! She learned nothing
from me. Aha!” as a light Lroke on her per-
ceptions~—*‘1 have it! Catherine must have
been listening when you spoke to me the other’
night! She heard your words, and repeated
them fo the girl.f

“I will go back at once!” eried Rashleigh
“1 have just time! The others willstay; take
care of my sonl”

carriage, from which three men had jusi
alighted, and called out to the driver: i
“To the nearest station—and double farail

enotigh; she was obliged to light a lamp and

[t was now quite dark, and she had to goin @
the kitchen fur’ another light, and to eXplors '
tiie house. It took her some time to geot the §
lamp lighted, as the wood fire was out, and §

i After a most {'exn; :
tious delay, she obtained the light, and ran up- 8
Elodie, she. goon discovered, had gone out; :

shawl and hat she usually put on when leaving
her room. Catherine must have been the cony. §

T A les ate for ¢ in.
Seizing another light shawl, Leona hurrieq less he were too late for the train

It was 5o §
stopped, eonscious that her pursuit would e 3

The only thing to be done was to watch for
the arrival of Rashleigh, and send him after §

Bhe paced the verands for what seemed §

1t came rapidly

The alarm was given in her quick, §

* Hush!” he whispered, as he loft the car- |

. walk, eh?”
“Yeos—yes;' and she has Catherine wiih §

a time to get out that 1 had lost sight of |

He dashed ous of the gate, sprung into the §

vou get me there in time for the down train ! §
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The carriage had been hired at a station
soms three miles farther down, to throw sus-
picion off the track. The driver wheeled
about, and- the vapid rolling of the vehicle
eould be heard after it had vanished in the
darkness.

A man in clerical dress, wearing o water-
proof eloak, led into the house a youth of
phout nineteen, who looked about him won-
deringly and smiled at everything he saw.
They were followed by the attendant who had
prought him from the hospital.

Leona, vexed to the heart, and chafing in-
wardly, was obliged to show these unwelcome
ouests into the parlor, to replenish the fire,
aud to light one in the kitchen for the pre-
paration of their supper.

She had sapacity enough to know that it
was not at all likely Rashleigh would return.
He would pursue the fugitives to the city, un-

It was a bitter humiliation to her to have
the strangers thrust on her for the night; but
there was no belp for it. | She must play the
raaid-of-all-work, for the {first and last time.
Before breakfast, she determined she would
be on her own way to New York, ‘

The driver of the carriage washresolved to
earn the double fare promised. TEG whistle of
the ecoming train brole on their ears just as
they reached the station. Rashleigh sprung
out, paid the fare, and was barely in time to
procure his ticket, Ie asked il two women,
one of them a young girl, had taken tickebs,

Noj; the agent had seen nothing of them.

But o man dressed like a coachman, who
stood on the platform, heard the question, and
called cut:

“ All right, boss; I sec'd 'em myself. The
gal was delicate like, aud bad to be helped to

“The same, my good feilow; where are
they ¥’ ‘

“ Youll find 'em forrard!
of the smoking car.

They went ahead
They’re on the train.”
The ery of ““ All aboard!” warned Rashleigh

that he had not a minute to lose, He hurried
into the nearesi car.
Thus the fugitives and their pursuer went to

New York togethet.

CHAPTER XV.
UAGED AGAIN.

Taw train stopped at Jorsey City., Elodie,
rested and refreshed, was lifted from the place
she had ocenpied in the express car, and took
Catherine's arm to wall to the ferryboat, after
protuse thanks and payment to the man who
had furnished the accommodation.

Catherine proposed taking her toa hotel in
Jersey City for the night; but the young lady
objected. She would rest on the other side,
Thus she lost the protection of the express-
agent, and, without knowing it, ran headiong
into the jaws of danger.

< BY

did not see among them those he sought, and
was beginning to fear he had been misled,
when he caught sight of two female flgures
helped out of a freight-car ahead of those for
passengers, He came cloze to them, and at
onee recoghized both, notwithstanding the dis-
guise of vail and hood.

He was near snough to hear Elodie say she
preterred going over to New York, and would
vest there. e stepped back out of view, and
followed them as they went on board the boat.
‘When they reached the other side and land-
ed, Blodie stood o few moments with bher com-
panion outside the ferry-house, deliberating
where they would direct their steps. ‘The Mer-
chants' Hotel was known to Catherine as a re-
spectable place, and thither they decided to go
for the night. .

¢ have no money left,” said Elodie; * but
there is my ring, I can leave it in pledge,
and Mr, Blount will send for it when he pays
the bill. Can we walk? How far is i, Cath-
erine®’

“Only half a bloek, Miss, If you will lean
on me! Step here across the street, Miss,”

They gained the other side of the street.
Suddenly a man rushed up to them, tore Elo-
die from Catherine’s hold, threw a cloak over
her head, and entching her in his arms, bore
her swiftly to a carriage he had signaled to
stand in waiting.

The Irishwowman’s first impulse was to use
her strong arms to snatch his prey from the
ruffian, and she did not geream. She rushed
after Rashleigh, and seived him by the gkirt of
his coat, with an outery of Hibernian expres-
sions of indignant amazement,

Rashleigh thrust Elodie into the vehicle,
where she foll in a heap, stunned and nnable
to utter a sound, and then flung off the womun
who bad Iaid hold of him. He did this with
such violence, that she fell with force upon the
paving-stones, holding in her hands the piecs
of coat-tail which sie had torn off in the
soutfla.

Stunmed and helpless, she lay for & moment,
till a policenan, who just then saw a woman
lying on the ground, anud took ber for a drunk-
en vagrant, cams and touched her with his
stafl, ordering her to get up and go on.

. 'I'ne poor woman obeyed with an alaerity
that showed her to be no drunkard. Clasping
her hands to her head, togee if the brujse she had
received had not knocked it off, she broke into
shrieks and wild entreaties for help, towatch
the wvillain who had knocked her (fown and
carried off her young mistress, - )

But the carriage was oubtof sight long before
she could explain the matter to the policeman.
Different counsels were given by several indi-
viduals whom the noise of the *row " had ga-
thered together, and poor Catherine, unable to
decide on what to do, was fain to betake her-,
self to the house of one of her acquaintances,
where she bemorned the ontrage and her loss
amid sympathizing exclamations.

Rashleigh’s quick eyescanned the passengers
s they alighted from the several cars. Iie

Rashleigh lifted Rlodie upon the seat of the
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carriage and removed the cloak from her head,
He thought she had fainted; when he found
her in possession of her senses, he closed the
window; buf neither of them spoke a word till
the carriage stopped, ’

It bad drawn up-— according to instruc
tions—in a lonesome side street near the East
river, before a small two and a half story
‘house of dingy brick, in one of the lower win-
dows of which was a milliner'ssign. The mis-
tress of the establishment plied a small trade
in bonnets, and kept a lodging-house for Jabor-
ing men engaged on the wharves. She was
an old crony of Rashleigh's, and the sister of
his tirst wife.

He stepped out of the vehicle and told Elo-
die to follow him, assisting ber as she obeyed.
The door was opened even before he could ring
the bell; he having stopped an instant to pay
the driver. An elderly woman stood, holding
the door purtly open, and peering at the new-
comaers, .

Rashleigh whispered to her, and with a ned
she fook the young girl's hand and led lLer u;’)
the narrow, dirty stairs partly covered with
rag-garpﬁting. A lamp was burning on the
landing; this she took up, and opened the
door of a room looking to the back of the
house by a single window, Elwdie gazed holp-
lessly in her face as she suffered herself to be
led in. Was there a gleam of huan kindncss
to which she could appeni?

The woman was over fitty years old, and
had & most forbidding countenance. Her face
wag gaunt, wrinkled and saillow, The small,
sunken gray eyes had an expression of malig-
nant ferocity blended with greed, that froze
the very soul of the unhappy girl. Her sinewy
frame betokened strength the captive’s girl-
ish struggles could never overcome. She saw
at & glance that she could hope for nothing
from the woman's pity, and sunk with a moan
on the low chair placed for her,

“The woman asked if she would have supper.
The poor girl declined to eab anything. Then
her jailer sst down the lamp, making a mut-
tered apology for the abseuce of g fire, as she
‘‘had not expected company,” and withdrew,
locking the door behind her. '

Elodie lifted her hoad to take a brief survey
of her prison-cell. It was narrow and close,
and a sutfocating smell pervaded it. The walls
wera dingy and begrimed with dust, There
were no curtains to the window, but shackling
and halt-broken blinds excluded thelight when
it was daylight. The panes were dusty and
cracked, but not broken. The bed was a straw
malbiress, covered with a dirty wadded-calico
coverlet; the sheets and pillow-cases were yel-
low and stained. The aspect of things was
dismal beyoud imagination; and the courage
of the hapless prisoner sunk as she looked on
her surroundings.

Bhe had exchanged comparative comfort for
the horrors of the-vilest den she had aver seen;
the society of & woman of culture who might
have been won to pity and save her, for the

tyranny of a beldame whose cruel spirit lookeq
out in every hideous feature. What was t;
become of her? More than evershe was in the
power oi her persecutor, Would she perforcs
fall a vietim to his diabolical plot?

In an agony she clasped her hands over her
forehead, to still the throbbing of her buriing
brain, She fefired she would go mad, A pus.
;—'iouate longing for death took possession of

16T,

Then & better feeling stole over her, as if she
heard the whisper of an angel. It prompted
ber to prayer, in unshaken trust that One lived
and reigned whese ears were always open to
the ery of the desolate.

Slowly she slid down from the chair to hor
knees, bowing ker head on her folded hands,
She prayed fervently; and with the prayer
came & sense of security she felt sure was in-
spired in answer to it, ‘The pressure on her
brain was loosed, and she wept; wept abun-
dantly.

Wien she rose, her self-possession had re-
turned, A calm was ou her rebellious spirit
and hope sprung to life again, She would not
yield 10 the abandonment of despajr. A way
of escape would be opened; God would save
her from her eruel enemies.  On one thing she
determined: to be watehful for an opportunity,
aid if possible, not to eat or drink what mighi‘.
contain drugs to deprive her of reason.

The key turned in the lock, the dour opaned
and Raskleigh eame in, earrying some stoui‘.
boards and 4 hammer and nails. He set those
down, locked the door again, picked up the
lamp $ill it gave a better light, and then took
the other chair,

He began by an apology for the severity to
which his “niece’s  obstinacy had driven him,

gretted the necessity of bringing her to sucha
place; but she need stay no longer than she
cliose; she must know that.

“You 1nean,” said the girl, calmly, “that
you will release me when I have submitted to
your terms3’

“ That is it exactly,” was the regponse, with
an affirmative nod. : :

A pause ensued,

“Mr, Rashleigh,” Rlodie resumed, almost
surprised herself at her coolness and selt-pos-
session, ‘I know that it would be of no use to
appeal to your pity, or kindness—"

. “lam glad you are so rational,” he began,
interrupting ber. She went on:

“Would you set me free, if I were to sign
over to you, or your son, all my right and title
to ;I'm property which you know belongs to
me '

*¢ Certainly not, my dear; for such a trans-
fer you have no right to make, You are not
of age. Those who hold the money would
laugh a$ me.”

“ But if I will give you a written promise—
sworn to, if you like—to pay the whole over
to you as soon as I come of age?”’

‘“"'wen't do. No such promise would be

He had no wish to be harsh with her; he re-
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hinding on you, either legally or morally.
s Duress,’ you know, nullifies any pledge, Then
I would have to wait four years before your
majority.”

w But my guardiani-—if I write to him, he
will seeure you.”

i He would be more likely fo set the police
on me, and have me gent to the State ptison.
No, no, my pretty singing-bird; I've been at
no tittle trouble to cage you; and I don't mean
to 1ot you go till I have accomplished the pro-
ject I have long cherished. My services as
your traveling-agent were only the prepara-
tion for that.”

#For what??

“ A marriage between you and my son.”

The git} shuddered from head to fook.

“T grant you he is not a bridegroom to be
eovoted. Nature has been a niggard to hinw
Bt $he advantages will not be entirely on his
gide. Ho is. a cripple as well as defective in
intelleet. He will be no jealous tyrant, like
some husbands I could name, Much of his
time may have to be passed in the hospital.
You will have unbounded freedom: ean come
and go as you will. When your claims and
his are united, there will be no further opposi
fion to the immediate transfer of the property;
and I am the proper castodian, as the nearest
relative and natural guardian of hoth of you.”

Eilodie turned away her fuce, She did not
'wish Ler enemy to see the expression of dis-
gust and horror she could nob repress,

“Qome, child; do not be obstinate, Only
yield in this, and you may command me in
everything else, There is nothing you can
ask which I would not do for you. Consent
to obay me, and to-morrow you shall go to
onoc of the first hotels in the city, till your own
louse is ready, or till you go abroad, if you
choose rather to do so.  Come, Elodie, trust
me. " ;

She shirunk from his outstretchod hand.

“ Mr, Rashleigh, I will never do what you
propose. No power on earth can force me to
erry your sonl”

“You may think better of this!” retorted
her eaptor, gloomily,

% Never; I will die first!”

Ho glared at her with a terrible meaning in
his eyes; but she met his gaze with proud
firmness. Then he rese and taking the lamp,
with tho table on which it stood, to the win-
dow, he busied himself with fastening open
the Dblinds, throwing up the sash to get at
them,

The cool air refreshed the captive. She
asked him timidly, if ke would not leave the
sash open, as the close and fetid atmosphere
oppressed her, dreadfully.

" “} do not care if I do,” he replied. “I
don't want you, child, to suffer any more than
is necessary. You will find it impossible to
get out or look out through the planks I shall
nail up; and all the alr and light you wand
wiil come through these eracks.”

of the blinds thick planks, with an interval of
haif an inch botween the upper ones, for the
admission of air and Hght. :
When the planks were fastened by driving
in huge nails, they formed an impregnable
barrier, No strength of a frail girl could
move them.

Rashleigh drew a breath of satisfuction as
he seated himself, :
“That will do nicely,” he observed. * Yon
can not move one of those planks. You are &
prisoner, as safe as you would be in the Tombs,
till you agree to my wishes., You had better
be reasonable, girl. Liberty and a:life of
luxury are yours on one simple condition.”

“ I will not Lave them on such terms,” re-
piied Elodie, resolutely,

“You will not even be compelled to live
with your hushand, if you prefer not. His
state of health will be sufficient excuse.”

The determination in the girl's face did not
relax.

“You will be tived of this in a few days,”
said her captor. “It <5 a dismal bole for a
young lady brought up so daintily! You will
not go out, nor communicaie with any one,
Your meals—~-hard fare—will be brought by
the woman you saw; and she is a near rela-
tion—ny son’s aunt——and deeply interested in
bis good fortune, becauss she will share in it.”

1 ghall be starved,” wailed the prisoner,
“for I will not eat focd you may have pois-
oned.”

“ (}ive yoursell no uneasiness on that score,
girl,” said the villain, “ You need not fear
that either food or drink witl be drugged.”

*You would have done it this very night,”

“1 own it; that was my first scheme; but
it won't do now. You could prove the at-
tempt by that jade Catherino; and the mar-
rigge would be set aside. No—I must have
no hitch of that sort. Your full and free con-
sent must be given, and that we shall have,
before mony days of this den and solitary im-
prisonrment.” ‘ '

“PBetter life-long imprisonment—better
death—than guch a fate!” murmured Elodie.

“Take care, girl, how you provoke me,”
growled her persecutor. * Your death would
be as much of a windfall to me as the mar-
riage I mentioned.”

“ And better for me,” she sighed, despair-
ingly. :

“1f you are obstinate "—with a fierce oath
— T wouldn't mind-~" His wolfish glare sup-
plied his horrible meaning,

“ Vou will kil me, then! cried Elodie.
“ You dare not! You would be afraid!”

“ Who knows you are here! What is to
prevent my putting you out of my way, if I
choose?’ )

“ God will gave me from your power, cruel,
wicked man!” sobbed the girl,

“1 doubt it, I see no chanee for you, but
to submit, or perish in your obstinacy. It
will come to one or the other; and that very

He went on with the work of nailing inside

goon, But you shall not be starved or pois-

:
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oned. You will have supper sent up directly.
T'H bid you good-night, now. Whenever you
make up your mind to be sensible, tell Mrs,
Hagzel-~that is your landlady’s name—and she
will gend word to me. But remember, you
never leave this room il you leave it as my
daughter—or a corpse!”

He took up the hammer and nails, drew the
key from his pocket, unlocked the door and
locked it again, and deseended the stairs,

Half an hour afterward a plate of cold chic-
ken, bread and raucid butter, was put inside
the door, with a glass of beer. Eilodie was
anxious to keep up her strength and foreed
herself to eat a little; then threw her shawl
over the bed, drew her cloak over her, and
sunk into exhausted slumbers,

CHAPTER XVL
SAVED PROM THE VIRE,

Mr TuoMmas WyarT received an early call
on the day following the occurrences related
in a former chapter. It was from o Southern
feutlemmn; a stranger, who presented a let-

er.

Tom wag hardly astonished to find it was a
challenge from General Marsh, The bearer,
his friend, was commissioned to make all m‘:
rangements as to time, place and weapons.

In addition to an exeellent heéart, young
Wyatt possessed strong common seise, and
pride of the right sort enough to prevent a
tulse sense of shame fromn interfering with his
duty., He made a frank confession of his
error, fuily exconerating the lady from the
loast shadow of blame, and taking it all 1o
himself,

¢« I'lL perish before suffering any seandal to
got aflont to her injury!” he ejuculated, with
earnestness. ‘‘ General Marsh imast have heard
her words as well as mine; and he knows her
truth and goodness,”

“ He does,"” replied Colonel Beauchamp, the
friend selected to conduct the affair. “He
acknowledges it freely, and is full of self-re-
proach for his previous harsh judgment, But
he does not choose that ahy man shall live to
say he insulted his wife with impunity.”

“1 dessrve to be shot,” eried Tom, “but I
will not stand up to fight with your friend!”

An exclamntion of contemptuous incredali-
ty passed over the colonel’s lace.

“I understand you, sir, You Southerners
imagine that we who live north of the Poto-
mae would rather make our guarrels a police
affair than take the chances of getting our de-
serts, You mistake me; I am no ecoward., I
am willing the General shall shoot me down
the first time he meets me, and I will leave my
afidavit that T deserve it, But I will not fight
him because I tried to injure him.”

‘* He demands the reparation at your hands,”

““1 hove been a dead shot from boyhood and
should be likely to hit my mark. I would not
fire at him and he would not like to take aim
at me, knowing that he ran no risk, The law

“If you are a man of honor, sir—"

T am not, ab least in this affair. I bekaveq
like a scamp, The General might kick mg if
he would, and I should have no right to o
jeet. If you will convey to the lady my hum.
bie apclogy, I shall be obliged to you beyong
expression. I am not worthy to speak
her.” o

“IF you are willing to make the apology tg
her husband, sir, I think he would be satisfieq
to go no further.”

“You may say as much from me."

‘“ Pardon me, bat I want the apology iy
writing,”

it As you pleass.”

Tom drew a small escritoir om the tabls
toward him, opened it, and tdok out writing
papers.

“Iwill do you the justice, sir,” remarkeq
Colonel Beauchamp, ‘‘to say that I beligve
you sincerely repentant for your fauit; not
actuated by any fear of consequences,”

Tom dipped his pen, and dashaed off his note
without heeding these words; he cared not, in.
deed, for any opinion formed or expressed of
his conduet.  His own self-respect was all lg
valued; and that could only be restored by
voluntary humiliation and atonemeunt,

The bearer of the challenge read over the
note placed in his hands, and declared his con-
vietion that his principal would find it satis-
factory.,

“Though I would have been torn by wild
horses before I would have se humbled my-
self,” he muttered, *“unless I had just betore
motrtally wounded my adversary.,”

_““You would be afraid of having mean ms-
tives imputed to you; and would risk your
life, or fake another's, to keep up your reputa-
tion for bravery I ‘

“That is it.”’

“ Who is the coward, then?’

The Southerner could not answer. He had
received a lessoh; a new one in the code of
honor he had learned from boyhood, As he
took hig leave, he thought young Wyatta man
of trae dignity, and resolved to seek his ac-
quaintance. | ‘
But he bad no opportunity, Tom waited
till two or thres days had passed, and there
was no probability of hearing any more from
the General. Then—having had his baggage
in readiness some time—Ne took the train for
the West. His friends heard the best accounts
of his success and his welfare during a year or
two afterward. -

* How far tho little candle throws, Its beam!
So shines a good deed in a naughty worlgd,"

said the greatest poet who ever lived.

And the frank self-condemnation of the con-
science-stricken Tom, faithfully represented by
Cotonel Beauchamp, had its salutary effect up-'
on General Marsh, It was like death to him
to acknowledge himself in the wrong; but he
did not hesitate when convinced that he had

would wake it murder,”

done so0.
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The same evening he admitted himself, by
his latch-key, into his own house, There was
no servant about, and he went quietly into
the Mbrary. - Olive Weston had just taken a
book from one of the alcoves, and was bring-
ing it to the light, to examine it, .

&he saw tho General, and the book fell from
her hand. Before he could say a word, she
fled from the room and up the stairs like a
frightened fawn. .

The master of the house felt his courage
ebbing, in his consciousness that he had de-
gerved to be shunned like this. If the guest
so feared his presence, how would it be with
the wife to whom be had caused such sorrow
neodlessly?

There was a rustle of silken drapery on the
stairs; the patter of impetuous fest; and the
next instant a pair of tender arms were flung
around his neck.

6 Aythur! Arthur! I have you at last! ‘You
shall not escape tue again!”

¢ Ruhama! my true and noble wifel
you forgive me?” ¥

The arms clasped him more closely; the sofb
cheek, now wet with tears, was pressed to his;
the voice murmured, ** Arthur! wmy husband?’
and could utter no more,

The (feneral did not spare himself. His be-
setting sin—jealousy cruel as the grave—was
brought forth in confession— shamed —and
slain before the wires eyes, Never, never
would it again be indulged. It had caused
him the tortures of a lost soul; it had brought
himn to the verge of suicide; but be was ireed
from ity curse forever.

*’Pha chain fell from me,” he protested,
“when I heard my wronged wife, even in the
bitterness of my cruel desertion, say that she
loved mel” : : .

“You heard that?’ questioned the happy
wife. ‘* And was it news to you#’

71 had never dared beliove, till theu, that I
really possessed your love, dearest,”

“Then it was & bappy mistake—your jeal-
ovsy—ihat led youw into knowledge of the
truth! I am glad you misunderstood me for
a while, since the result has cured you, Ar-
thur!”? )

‘When mutual explanations were ended, Bu-
hama called Olive down, and the well-pleased
three sat down to a dainty supper together.
Visitors came to the door, but the porter was
ordered to admit no one. '

They were a merry party; and even Olive
suppressed her sighs as she witnessed a happi-
ness she never dreamed would fall to her own
lot,

Can

]

One morning Olive descended the stairs,
dressed -to- accompany Rubama in a drive.
She had scarcely joined her; when a letier was
brought in on & salver for Miss Weston; the
messenger waiting for an answer,

It was from Wyndham Blount—a hurried’

note—entreating her presence at his mother’s

ed of her promised share in Rashleigh’s speil,
and indignant at his treatment now that she
was of no further use to him—especially his
contemptuous repudiation of her claims-—had
taken revenge by informing Elodie’s guardian,
Mr, Blount, of her flight and probable abduc-
tion, and the nefarious plans of her so-calied
unele. Bent on taking immediate steps for
her rescue, Mr. Blount wanted the assistance
of Miss Weston to go and bring her to his nio-
ther's as soon as she could be found. He had
lost no time inm putting a warrant for Rash-
leigh’s arrest in the hands of a detective.

Olive resolved to obey the suminons; and
told the messenger to say she would e at Mrs.
Blount’s almost immediately. She begged
Mrs. Marsh to excuse her, and was setting out
to walk, when Rubama insisted on driving
her to her destination. If the girl were found,
she should be brought at once to Jier house, as
the most fitbing asylum for her.

More news, meanwhile, had come to Mr,
Blount. Catherine, who happened to remein-
ber his address—Elodie bhaving tfold her on
their way from the salt marsh, bidding her go
to him in case of accident or her illness—came
with & pitevus complaint against the villain
who had knocked her down at the ferry, and
carried away the young girl.

Another detective was employed to look af-
ter the young man at the Hospital for Im-
beeiles, it being thought probable that Rash-
leigh would attempt at once o carry out his
plans, and foree the girl into a marriage with
his son, T

Both Ruhama and Olive listened with deep
and tearful sympnathy to the warm-hearted
Irishwoman’s story. She received a triple fee
in acknowledgment of her hielp to the desolate
fugitive, and Mrs, Marsh undertook to find ker
a suitable place,

The friends of the abducted girl had a con-
sultation, and agreed on a plan of action, as
soon as a clue could be obtained to the place
where the captive had been conveyed, It
was ascertained that she.was not at Mrs,
Brill's house, nor did that worthy dame lknow
ranything concerning - her. She had been
anxious a long time—her letter having been
unanswered; and her lamentations were volu-
ble that the girl had ever been deluded into
trusting such a villain as Rashleigh.

1% she had only been willing to stay with
me!” had been her exclamation. ‘It would
not have been so bad a thing if shoe had mar-
#ied poor Enrico, after alt!”

“Wyndham did not echo the sentiment.

As nothing could be done till the clue
sought could be obtained, Rubama said she
wonld take Miss Weston home, and that she
would remain, awaiting a message, which she
would cbey on the instant, It was agreed
what should be donse, the moment there should
be any discovery.

While they were spoaking together, the
ladies having risen to depart, a lad about six-

house as soon as possible, Leona, disappoint-

teen years old entered the parlor, and stood
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waiting. He was employed in Blount’s office
as messenger and errand-boy, and frequently
bronght him papers, as he did on the present
occasion; for he had a metallic case full of
them in his hand,

Wyndham tock the papers from the mes-
senger, while the two ladies were having a
fow last words with his mother. As Rubama
turned to go out, she saw that Olive had gone
across the ropm to the young messenger, and
was examining the box he held, and out of
which Wyndham had taken the papors,

# Come, Olive, doar; are you ready?’

“ Olf, Huhama, see here! The name on this
box: ¢ Hall & Reynolds’—and under that the
nams of Stanley—half effaced! It is exactly
like the box Mr. Reynolds had in the court-
room}? '

“ What of that? All lawyers’ boxes are
alike.”

‘*No, Mrs, Marsh; this is an oddity, not an
ordinary deed-box, This is of a peculiar
shape,” observed Mrs, Blount.

“Where did you get this box? demanded
Olive, her face crimscn, her eyes fastened
eagoerly on the lad.

“ Please, Miss, I saved it from the fire,” was
his modest reply.

“What fire”

“The fire thut burnt the -~ building in
Pine street, a long time ago.”

“The ofice of Hall & Reynolds wag burnt
theni” questioned the girl, pointing to ths
names on the box,

‘I believe so, Miss, There were many offl-
ces burnt,” replied the boy. ’

“You are right; Hall & Reynolds suffered
among the rest,” said Wyndham. * This box
mus} have belonged to them,”

“ And it must have contained property or
yapers of Mrs. Stanley’s!” gasped Olive, breath-
less with excitemnent.

“ Yes, Miss, it bad papers in it, I picked it
up out of the ruins, and nothing in it was
burned; nothing at all.”

¢ The papers—whatever was in it—what did
you with them?"

“You should have returned them to the
owner, Martin,” said Wyndham, reprovingly.

** What have you done with them?” repeated
Olive,

The boy locked down, abashed.

“Why, Miss, I did not know they were
worth anything. They were not deeds, nor
mortgages, nor anything worth money. Ouly
old drafts of law papers, and such like,”

“Then you destroyed them!” asked Olive,
growing pale, )

‘ No, Miss, they are all safe. My mother
took them and put them away in a drawer,”

“You must return them at once, Bring
them to this lady,” said Wyndharn,

¢ No, Mr. Blount, I will go for them; I can-
nob bear the suspense. Oh, Rubamal 1 heard
Mr. Reynolds say Mrs, Stanley’s will had
been destroyed in that fire]l If it should have

| ed to see were on the third floor.

Olive insisted upon going with the boy at
once to his mother’s house. Rubama said, if
she would go, she would aceempany her in ,the
carriage, and the lad, whom Mr. Bloant read-
ily excused from his office duty, might have g
seat on the box, The friends then separated

1t was a long drive to a remote part of the;
city; a neat-looking tenement-house in Ninth
avenue, The rooms of the'woman they wish.
Olive fol-
lowed the boy up at once, and her friend came
more slowly.

A middle-aged woman, dressed in black
cashmere, with a collar of snowy whiteness
'fastened by a jet brooch, was busy at & sew-
ing-machine. She rose, evidently taking the
ladies for ecustomers, and placed chairs for
them. She was used to being visited by ladices
who wanted sewing done; her occupation he-
ing that of seamstress.

The lad, her son, went close to her, and sajd
something in a low tone. She looked puzzled
for a minute, then nodded her head, smiled
and went to a bureau at nne end of the ruomz
Olive’s eyes followed her with burning eagor-
noss, though she forced herself to sit still.

The woman unlocked the lowest drawer
lifted some articles of dress neatly folded iri

upkins and scented with lavender, and took
out a bundle of papers.

1 kept them,” she remarked, ‘‘though I
@id not know as they would ever be asked for,
or be of any use. Martin said nobody adver-
tised for papers.”

Olive, unable to control her impatience, ran
to her, and took the papers. One was a lar e
document in an envelope, - '

tl.‘he girl seemed hardly able to examine the
prize when it was in her hand. 8he wus pale
from excess of emotion,

‘ Be calm, dear friend!” whispered Ruham
“&hall I take them for you? pLet He 1001[:}
What is this®’ i

She drew out the large paper; it was labelerd
“Lost Will and Testament of Mrs, Maude
Btanley, ete.”

fainting, and put her arms around her,

“I knew it would be this" she breathed
ffl,intly, and almost suffocated with the inten-
sity of her feelings. ** It is a miracle!”

Mrs, Marsh explained to the good woman
that a valaabie paper had been rocovered
supposed t0 have been destroyed in the ﬁre’-
and offered a liberal reward for her care in

yers would pay munificently.

Bug the woman declined receiving anything.
She was afraid she had done wrong in not
sending the papers at once to .their OWners;
but really, she would not have known where
to Have found the gentlemen.”

Her son added that he had seen the death of
Mr. Hall in the newspapers, a short time after-
ward, and had supposed the firm had broken
up. As to a will, it was so easy t¢ nake

been saved in this box1?

another, ete.

Ruhama thought the girl beside her was .

preserving it, adding, that no doubt the law-.
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The excuses were received kindly ; the visitors
took leave, and at once drove down-town to
tho office of the lawyer.

Answering the coachman’'s call, Mr. Sher-
man ran down to the carriage door, and Olive
placed the envelope containing the will in hisf
outstretched hand,

“Qaved from the fire,” was all she could
articulate, - ) |

Ruhama explained, that by a very strange
accident, bardly two hours before, her com-.
panion, Miss Weston, had seen and recognized,
in the hands of a lawyer’s errand-boy, a deed-
box bearing the name of her deceased friend.
She had questioned.the lad, and learned that
he had found it uninjured, after the fire in
which Messrs, Hall & Reynolds’ premises were
destroyed. The papers in the box had been
preserved almost by a miracle; Miss Weston
had gone for them to the boy's mother, and
brought them at once to Mr. Sherman.

¢ T that the missing will?® asked Mrs, Marsh.

«Tt is the will I drew up three years ago,”
the lawyer answered, “ This is my own writ-
ing—the note and the date. Itisa most for-
tunate thing---its recovery; fortunate, at least,
for Mr. Hamilton, This young lady’s title to
the estate “—nodding to her—* will, I fear, be
set aside.” .

Olive had drawn her vail closely to hide the
toars that would flow, - '

“J hope so. I am so happy—so happy,”
she murmured, .

1Mr. Sherman looked at her wonderingly as
he lifted his hat to say adicu.

“ She must love the young man!” was his
judgment, as he went back slowly to his sane-
twn,  *‘No woman alive, who was not in love,
would have done as she has donel”

That same evening Mr. Claude Hamilton

called at General Marsh’s house, and sent up -

his card with a request that Miss Weston
would favor him with an interview. Bhe rs-
turned a message, begging to be exeused from
eppearing, on account of indisposition.

It was no more than civility required, she
thought, that he should come to thanlk her for
her agency in restoring his rights; but she
could not bear his thanks, so, in spite of Ru-
hama's remonstrances, she refused to see him,

CHAPTER XVIL
THE PAITHFUL NEGRESH, .
WEARILY enough sped the hours and the
days to the forlorn prisoner.

‘ The scanty strealks of light admitted by the
crevices in the planks at the windows sufficed
to bring out more forcibly the gloom of the
noisome den in which she lay; the air was
close and suffocating; the sounds that came
from rooms below, of coarse oaths and drunk-
en revelry, terrified her, Many itimes she
started from slesp in affright, supposing that
the heavy, hurried footsteps on the stairs were
those of men who would presently burst into
her room. She could only hide her face, and
pray for deliverance, -

She rose unrefreshed; and ler first effors
was to move some of the fastenings of the
window; not with a view of escape, but
to relieve the agonizing pressure on her burn-
ing forehead. ‘

Alas! she only exhausted herself in vain ef-
forts. Hor fragile strength could accomplish
nothing. Then she bathed her head in the
small quantity of water placed in a tin basin
for her use; and then turned to the plate of
breakfast set in the room while she was dow-
ing. The tea was cold; but she managed to
swallow part of it; but could not bring her-
self to toach the uminviting food. Dizzy with
the pain in her head, she fling herself again
on the bed, protected by her cloak and shaw]
from the soiled and ill-smelling bedeclothing,

‘When her jailer came in with her dinner,
about one o'clock, Elodie besought her, with
piteous entreaties, to enlarge the opening at
the window that there might be a free circu-
lation of air.

# T feel as if my senses would leave me with
this splitting headache,” was her complaint.

¢ And whose fanlt is it, I'd like to know?™
cried the beldame. “You've only to say
yor'll obey your uncle, and you will be taken
away, and have a home as splendid as you can
desire! I have no patience with such obstinate
pride?”

(Tt ig not pride!” wailed the sufferer.

¢“You don't think your own cousin good
enough for you to marry!” ‘

The girl sobbed out an enfreaty to be
spared violent words, that cut through her
brain. Only a little'fresh water, if she could
not have air,

The woman, after a volley of abuse, flung
out of the room, slamming the door so as to
give the poor patient a terrible shock. She
brought in o pail of fresh water, but accom-
panied it with renewed curses on the stub-
bornness of her charge.

¢ 1 thought you'd 'a’ been out of this to-
day 1" she exclaimed, angrily. ‘‘If you're like
to plagus me with the cares of ye much longer,
vou needn’t look for much waitin’ on, I can
tell yo.”

# T wish T could diel” sobbed the girl.

“ 7 wish you would, and there would be an -
end of trouble!” retorted the wirago. I
ghall tell Rashleigh, if you're to stay longer,
he must hire somebody to 'tend on youl
What he gave don’t half pay me for the room.”

Elodie lifted herself up. “ You shall be
well paid, if you will let me go,” she said, with
& gleam of hope,

.But the woman only langhed.-

“You don't come it over me that way,” she
eried. I Lknow what you ean do, and what
you ean't.”

Winding that her reproaches were answerad
only by groans, she left the prisoner fo her
solitude.

But when, each time the meal was removed,
she found it wholly untonched, when she

heard low moans and mutterings of deliridm
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—=80 it geemed to her—instead of artioulate
speech, from the unfortunate girl, she began
to be uneasy.

Sh(.a did not want her to die in her honse.
The inquiry that would follow, and the in-
quest, would involve her in trouble. Nor did
she want an illness, perhaps infectious, that
would compel her to call in other help, |

Rashleigh, strangely enough, had not re-
turned, and a message sent to his lodgings had

not found him. On the third day, therefore, -

Ehi hwgglant htook into the eaptive's room a
atehet for the purpose of enlargir -
ture at the window. Bing the aper

Elodie was lying quiet, apparently in a
d_oze, but was awakened by the noise of split-
ting the plank, This was done in a few min-
utes, making an opening as large as one of the
panes of glass, The sash was further opened
by being drawn down from the top, and the
cog‘ll,l treshl:,iir caine in,

8 girl’s untasted breakfast stood besi
the bed, Mrs. Hassel gruffly bade her ea: ife

41 cannot, indeed, I cannot!” ‘was the
ieeblehanswiﬁ. *“But I shall feel better, now

can have the air, If you w i
me more cold water[? ¥ ould only give

With grambling the woman complied.

She neticed that the girl’s cheels wers scar-
let, and her eyes bright with fever,

‘Y A pretty business I am like to have” she
mubtered, as she descended. ¢ She will have
a ralapso, to a certainty, And s dootor will
bave to be called inl I will go myself foy
Rashleigh, and tell him to take her away.”

Rashleigh had been arrested and remanded
for examination, ou the charge of kidnapping
8 young lady with felonious intent, No bail
was admitted, notwithstanding his declaration
that the girl bad escaped from him, and he
knew not where she was, ’

TJodie rose, and managed, with diffic
drag herself to the win%lov:r, whers shglf:{),ufg
look out at the apening.

It was a sorry view, the dirty, small rear
yard, choked with heaps of rubbish, with the
grimy wualls of yards belonging to ’houses in
t}}e next streot. But the sunlight, and the
rifts of blue sky seen at a distancoe, were re-
freshing., '

A woman came out with s basket of wet
cloth.es, and began to hang them on a line
Elodie saw by her hands and bare arms thﬂ"’»
she was a colored woman. '

Two or three times the wornan went back and
re.st.urned with more wet garments, before Elo-
d!e caught o glimpse of her face. When she
did, she started up wildly, and beat at the
window, with a ery of: )

“Nelly! Oh, Nelly! Nelly!”

The woman stopped and looked around her
not knowing whenee the ery came. Then i1’:
ocecurred to Elodis that to call her in the heay-
ing of her jailer would be to defeat her chance
of communicating with her,

She snatched up a cambric handkerchiof

dow, Then she rolled it into a ball, a
it as far as she could in Nelly’s dil‘eétigg. fhong

) The handkerchief had her full name written
in g. co;-(rile:'l; The girl saw Nelly pick it up,
and re e name, th isg i r
look toward her. » then ks 1t eagerly; and

Elodie’s face was at the opening, an
made a gesture of caution by I}iuttifé’ heg isillll?
ger on her lips, Nelly answered by a silent
signal that she understood her,

In a few minutes the captive heard g
stealthy step approaching her door, Apply-
ing her ear to the keyhole, she oanght the low
whispeor:

“ All right, honey; I'll come to ye directly,
when the missis is gone out.” ’

. Content with this, and full of now hope, the
girl sat down and tried to collecs nar thoughts
sufﬁpiently to decide what should be done,

Tirst, she drew from her pockst a small
memorandum-book, with a pencil, and wrote
clearly on one of the leaves the address of!
Wyndbam Blount's house and office. On an-
other she scrawled a brief note, imploring him
to come and save her, before her reason should
be overturned in the dreary discomforts of her
captivity., Ie must not lose & moment: or
Rashleigh would bide her away where t’:hey
could never find her. .

' Her head ached so fearfully, she could not
SIt ap a moment longer. With a thanlsgiv-
ing and a prayer, she again threw herself on
the couch, holding her torehead, on which sha
had laid'a handkerchief dipped in cold water
and listening for the step of her friend and de.
liverer.

It was moro than an hour and a half before
she heard agnin the stealthy step, This time
her name was pronounced in & loud tone,

. She started up and staggered to the door,

The paroxysm of Tever had returned, and she
controlled her movements with difffeulty,
‘“On, Nelly!” she wailed, in answer to the
ca%ll ,1 “talke me out! I shall die here|”

cannot open the door, honey, I
looked for the key; tha miSSL,IS mugf: hawl; ag:
ken it when she went to market, No other
key opens this dooyr but the onel” .

. % Oh, Nelly! What shall be done?
you break the door open#”

1 dare not try, Miss Blodie! Miss’ Hassel
may come back any minuntel She would
strangle me if she knew I was speakin’ to ye!
She’s an awful woman!”

“Nelly, I cannot live long, shut up herel
You must bring some one to help mel”

“ 8hall T eall the police, honey? But the
missus would tell them her lies! She told me
she had a sick niece up-stairs, just eome from
the country; and said how her fever was catch-
ing, and 1 mustn’t go near her. She'd wallop
me if she knew I came up-stairs,”

“ Nelly, I willshove a paper under the door:
can you get it¥’ N )
' All right, ’ve got it, Miss,” b

Cannot

and waved it from the opening in the win-

Y . it'g 1
dian'sgg’mu% go to tsiﬂmt. place; it's my guar-

-eaped during her absence.

\, again, and lodked the door, muttering threats

LOVE IN A MAZE. 93

« Hi—da young gentleman who came to see
our aunt Letty—"

i Nelly, please don’t lese any time! Tale a
carriage and drive there! 1 have no money,
pat Mr. Blount will pay for it! Bring him
back with you! Do be guick! T feel as if I
were going to die! I don't want to die in this,
horrible place!”

«Tll go direetly, honey. T'll not wait for
the missus to mind the house!”

“« Don’t wait an instant! I will take care of
you, Nelly. You shall go with me,”

In five minutes the faithful woman had left
the honse, Elodie sunk into unconsciousness
as the fever rose, :

Mrs, HFassel was furious, on her return, to
fiud the house déserted. Affer enlling Nelly at
the top of her voice, she ran to the door of the
room where her prisoner lay, and turned the
key in nb little trepidation,

The sick girl lay on the couch burning with
fever, and drawing her panting breath like
sobs. T'he woman gave no heed to her sad
condition, in her relief to find she had not es-
She spoke to her,
but received ne answer. Then she went out
apaiust her servant, who had gone out without
Jeave, not for the first time,

Not more than two hours afterward, when
tha virago's rage was beginning to give way
o serious alarm, shesaw a carriage stop at the
“front door. A young gentleman descended,
followed by two police officers. The door-bell
rung violently.

The woman was obliged to open the door.

“ Where is the young lady you have a pris-
oner here?” demanded Wyndham Blount.

“ A youny lady! How you frightened me!
There’s no young lady here.”

Blount made a signal to the officers, ohe of
wham arrested Mrs, Hassel, calling her by
name. .

“You will ses, madam, the game is up.
Where is the girl who was kidoapped by Ben-
net Rashleigh, and brought here on Friday
nights”?

 Rashleigh!” 'Fhe woman began with abuse
of him; she would not a,nsyer for any of his
dirty practices; not shel
“The young lady was here two hours ago,
Slhsw the room where shels, or it will be worse
tor youl” . i
“Phere is only Mr., Rashleigh’s niece; he
brought her here sick, and asked mo to board
her 4ill he could take her home, She is nota
young lady; but a poor girl!®
“Show us the room|”
The beldame was compelled to obay.
“Po you commionty lock your boarders in
their rooms, madam?”’ asked one of the of-
ficers, as the woman reluctlantly produced the
key. '
She muttered something abont being afraid
the sick girl would walle out in Ler delirjum
and fall down the stairs.

pose?’ mocked the man—noticing the barri-
caded window, as the door was thrown open.

¢ Bhe'll have to go under lock and key for

this, herself,” observed the other officer, with a
sneer,

The beldame broke into the violent execra-

tions and abuse such women use when driven
to bay.
of her captors.

She threatensd to tear out the eyes

The officer answered by quietly slipping a
pair of handcuffs over her wrists.
Meanwhile Wyndham had lifted in his arms

the insensible form on the couch.

Elodie opened her glazed syes, and looked
in his face; bubshe knew him not.  She spolkes,
but her utterance was only the low moaning
of delirium,

‘Wyndham bade one of the officers help him
carry her, wrapped in her cloak and shawl,
down-stairs and -out to the ecarriage. He
placed her tenderly within if, supporting her
in his arms, and ordered the. driver to go to
his mother's house. .

The two officers, who held the warrant for
Mrs. Hassel's arrest, led her to the police-
aeourt, from which she was consigned to a
lodging in the Tombs,

CHAPTER XVIII,
LOVE'S MAZES CLEARED,
Fon many*doys and nights lay Elodie un-
conscious of all around her, while the brain-
fever that had seized upon her ran its fearful
course.
Olive Weston obeyed the summons to her
bedside, and took up her abode in Mrs, Blount’s
huuse. It was her only comfort to be useful
to others.
Ruhama came every day to inquire after the
invalid. And more than once Emily 8t. Clare
came to wateh at night over the poor girl she
learned to love, pitying her so profoundly.
One evening Rulama came later than usual,
and it was neariy dusk when Olive went thto
the parlor to meet her,
T have the doctax’s permission,” whispered
Mrs, Marsh, “to take a look at poor Elodie.
I will run up to her room for a few minutes,”
She vanished as she spoke.
As Ofive turned, she found hoth her hands
geized by a gentleman who had come in with
her friend, but whom she had not at Qrst seen.
It was Claude Hamilton.
Oltve had cavefully avoided him, and they
had not met since the will had been found and
restored to Sherman.
He led the trembling girl to a seat at one
end of the room, still retaining her hand.
She drew it away gently, as she tried fo ut-
ter a congratulation, which she felt to be his
due.
“1 gwe everything to you, Olive,” he be-
gan; ‘‘but—" .

" ¢ Tt was my rash act that brought trouble
on you,” she faltered; I was bound to seek a
remedy when the opportunity oceurred 50 prov-

identially,”

#0r throw herself out of the window, I sup-
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1 owe you heartfelt gratitude; for all you
did was for my benefit, But—Olive—I can-
not avail myself of a will which is not Mrs,
Staniey’s latest one; which does not express
ber last wishes."

It thrilled her to the heart to be called
“QOlive ” by him; but she answered, with such
forced calmness as to appear cold:

t My, Hamilton, you must not carry too far
your chivalric notions, Mrs. Stanley meant
you, and you alene, to be her hsir,”

“ Not me alone; you know she did not.”

“Why will you pain me by allusions—"’

. Again he eaught her hand.

“ Would to Heaven,” he exclaimed, impetu-
ously, ‘‘ von would let me shield you from all
pain, Olive. I can only accept this fortune if
you will share it with me!”

My, Hamilton! I had never the slightest
claim on Mrs, Stanley’s bounty! You know I
had not. It was a mistake that catised her
last—" :

Claude interrupted her, clasping her hand
warmly, and speaking in tones that went to
her very soul,

“She made no mistake, Olive, in thinking
that I loved you with all my heart! I dolove
you! I have always loved you-—you only-—
and my life will be wretched if you refuse to
bless it with your lovel”

By an effort the girl released her hand, and
hid the starting tears,

My, Hamilton, how can this be#

“I have been & fool, dearest! I ownit! I
fled from the sight of you so many months
since because I thought you despised me!
When I returned, I interpreted your coldness
to mean utter aversion. It was only within a
day or two that I learned by how gross a blun-
der I had Leen deprived of the chance of re-
ceiving your answer to my letter., Qlive, wy
love!l I have sulfered for it! Can you not for-
give me?’

She lifted her face.

“Js it possible? Are you not engaged to
Miss Monellai”? .

“1 have never been engaged to any one, I
" have never loved any one but you, Olive] I

have feared that youdisliked me! I have been
most unhappy! Tell ne you have not avoid-
ed mo ag you have done, because you disliked
mel”

# 1 never disliked you!”

“Can you love me, Olive? May I hope to
gain your love, if I have never had it Will
you pardon all my folly and stupidity#

The girl could not speal; but she put her
band in her lovers, It was answer enough,

This time Claude not only imprisoned her
hand, but elasped her to his breast, and press-
ed the kiss of betrothal on her lips.

For an hour they sat together, and the twi-
light deepened into night. Olive started as
the door was opened, letting in a flood of light
from the hall, e
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Rubama entered, came up to them, and, gee.
ing how it was, kissed Olive, with tears in hep
eyes. ‘‘May you be happy!” she murmured,

She went out with Claude; and Oilve sought
her own room, te vent her emotion in happy
tears. In an hour she went to resume her
watch by Elodie’s bedside. ‘

The suffering girl had the attendance of the
best physieians in the ecity; but their skill
availed little in the strugzle with diseass.
Life and death battled for her; and that life
won the victory, was owing, under God’s
blessing, to her vigorous youthful eonstitution,

Wyndham took his share in the night.
watcbes, and he was with her when the crisis
came, The morning sun sent its first golden
shimmer to play on the wall, and the fresh
morning breeze came in caressingly, when
Elodia opened her eyes, fo which intelligence
had returned, and fixed them on the face bend-
ing over her. Olive had come in and stood
beside Wyndhamt,

“ Dear guardian!” the patient murmuzed,

“ You must not talk!” he answered, pressing
her hand. * We are so thankful that you will
be spared to us.”

Elodie closed her eyes in a peaceful sleep,
and he stole softly frem the room.

When strength returned, the invalid begged
to know how she came there; she remembered
only the horrible prison in whick she had been
imnmured,

‘What need to prolong the details of our
story? The usurper, Richard Lumley, was
speedily dispossessed, and Cluude Hamitton put
the house through a course of eleansing before
it was ready for his occapancy. Olive did
not refuse his petition for a speedy marringe,
and her pupil, Elodie, was permitted to be her
bridesmaid at a quiet and simple weddiug in
—— church. .

Nelly was cared for by the friends of the
girl she had aided to rescue. And she kad
saved mors, for inside a silken sacque given
the woman by the late Mre. Rashleigh, she had
found, stitched carefully, the long missing
certificate of the marriage of Elodie's parents.
Her aunt had taken this means of saving it
from her brutal husband, and had forgotten i,
supposing it in the box she gave Wyndham.
Thos her title to the property was undisputed.

Rashleigh and his sister in-law were tried
and punished, their crime being proved. The
man served oub a term in State Prison,

Elodie completed her education under the
best private tutors; but never cherished her
former dreams of musical celebrity.  Her
voice had lost something of its power, but she
retained sufficient to charm the domestic cir-
cle, and the friends who gathered round them.
Ag the wife of Wyndham Blount, she never
again wished to figure as a candidate for .
public applause,
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