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 EBB-TIDE.

PART I.

THE TIDE A7 IT8 FLOOD,

E

# There will 16 man do for your aake, X think,
‘What T would have done for the least word said;
I had wrnng my life dry for your lips to drink,
Broken it up for your daily bread.™

CHAPTER I
 FHE COMETH NOT,” SHE 841D.”

Trx o’clock on a glorious May dey, with the
freshly-risen sea-hreeze sweeping -over the
gparkling waters of Charleston harbor; the
bright sun gilding all things with a floed of
golden glory; the white shipping dazzling the
- eyes like snow; the wooded shores ¢lothed
in a royal gaiment of soft purple mist; the
gtately city throned lik¢ a queen between her
“ gwiftly-flowing » vivers, while the surf of the
great Atlantic beats like njusic ab her feet; a
fragrance of roses per¢iding the air, and an
abounding sense of glody pnd vitality in the
buoyant atmospher athre has opened all
her choicest stores on this marvellously lovely
dny, this 18th of May, 185~; theve is not a
tint known to art which she is mnot wearing,
and maony-~how many fwfor which art has
neither name nor power to reproduce. Out
on the sea there is an opaleseent glory, chang.
ing and shifting with every gleam of light thai
catches the foam-crested waves ag they rise
and chase each other like merry childvén in
the sunshine! The land acems panting under
its wealth of loveliness, of fragranice, and of
bloom! Everywhere is epread earth's match.
less livery of green-and gold ; every breath of
air is flower-scented; every gound--¢ven the

cliy’s distant hum of pleasure and traffie—is
subordinate to the divine anthem which the
myrikd volees of Noture are chinting—the
sweet invitation which they give to the chil-
dren of men, “Comel!” say the waves in
their soft tones of ceaseless, rhythmic music.
“(Come I echo the happy songs.of birds, the
merry chirp of the great, invigible insect-world,
“ Come ! whisper the breezea softer than those
of Araby the Blest. * Comel” murmurihe trees,
gently swaying their emerald lezves and fling.
ing graceful shadows over the velvet tarfe-
“gome ond be happy!”  And how few anawer!
~howfew do not go ontheir way, be it to futier
al or to feast, with blinded eyes and deafened
earal Yet, to those who love her as she should
be loved, i3 ‘not Nature God's ambassador upod
earth, speaking, in every quiver of her wondrous
light and shade, * glad tidings of great joy#”
O rare, sweet magne maler ) In oll this weary,
sindaden, suffering-steeped world, there is
nothing tike to thied; there is no joy like thy
joy, no beauty like thy beauty, no, glory like
thy glory; thou who art still as falr and young
and fresh sa when thy first dew-drops ghittered
in the sunlight of the creation mornlhg, dnd
even thy gracious Maker owned that thou wert
“good!” And who would see this noble mis-
tress in her most royal mood, who would wor.
ghip at her most royal shrine, must seek hat
where gho loves best to dwell—under the déep-
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blue Bouthern gky, by the purple Southern wa-
ters, far in the gorgecus depths and dim re-
ceases of the aromatic Southern woods! No.
where else does she hold out her arms with
such & tender embrace, nowhere else does she
woo ug with such regal charms, nowhere else
does she wear such robes of state as clothe her
amid the glory and beauty of these enchanted
geened,

Yet a girl, who stands ou the pleagant Bat-
tery, leoning. against tho railing, and looking
with wistful eyes far adown the bright bay to
the broad ocean beyond, seems wholly undon-
geious of all the witchery round her. She has
tilted her hat forward 8o as to keep the sun
out of her eyes, and there she leans, 8 mo-
tiotless, absorbed figure, heeding the curious
glances of the few loiterers who come and go,
ag little ‘a8 the boundless glory of earth and
sea and sky. A vessel is just crossing the bar
into the harbor; the day is so wonderfully
clear that through

“The purg]e noon's transparent light f’

it is possible to catch o glimpse of the spars
and rigging outlined agninst the sky—no hor-
rible, ugly steamer, belching forth black
smoke, but & graceful sailing-vessel, with slen-

der masts and snow-white canvag, outspread like |

an angel's wings. The girl lifts an opera-glass
to her eyes, ond gazes engerly—oh, 50 eagerly !
. «=toward the new-comer, the stranger, perhaps,
the friend it may be. Two or three nurees,
sccompanied by children, pase, and, stopping,
gaze also, open-mouthed,-at the cloud of can-

vas far away. They can find nothing remark-

able about it, however; so, after a time, they
oontinue their promenade. Other nurses fol-
low, other children scamper past—the Battery
is at all hours the peradise of thess two class-
ea of the population; then come two ladiea
(veiled g0 aa to effectually shut out all possibil-
ity of enjoying ihe day!); then an old gentle-
man, walking leisurely with his hands behind
hig back; then & young gentleman on horse.
back, who looks keenly at the graceful, motion-
Jees figure with the opera-glass levelled (appor-
ently) at Fort Sumter; then a tall, handsome
girl, who, ascending the steps, walks directly
up to the figure in question and touches its
arm,

“Ermine ! " she says, sharply. Then—as
the operd-glass falls, and the girl turns round

—“How can yoi stand here making a figure-

of yourge!f for the amugement of all the pass-

ers-by? If I were you, I would have more
dignity. Aunt Vietorine sent me for you; she
said she thought you would be here.”

“What does she want with me?” asked
Ermine, with evident signs of rebellion about
the eyes and lips.

The other shrugged her shoulders—a gest-
ure which betrayed her Gallic nationality at
onee.

“How conItell ?  Ma fante keeps her own,
counsel, you may be sure. Perhaps she does
not want you to stand here ¢ like Patience on
a monument,’ for all Charleston to stare at

.and falk about. I can’t wdnder at that, [ em

sure 1™

“What do I eare for bemg stared at or
tallced about ?

“ Nothing, of course; but Aunt Vietorine
cares a good deal, you gee.”

[ only came out for & walk " (impatient.
Iy).. % Why cannot momma let me alone #

_ % Oply for a walk!” repeated the other,

] mockingly. “And how far have you walked ®

I wager my pearl necklace (which is the most
valughle Ithing I have in the world) that you
have not stirred from the spof since you came
here.”

“Well 7 (g Jittle defiantly), * what then?

“(h, nothing then—except that 1. don’t
think your exercise will be likely to benefit you
much. Raymond said lagt night you were Iook-
ing quite pale.”

“ Raymond’s opinion is not of the least im-
portance to me.”

“ Of course not ; it i3 not to be supposed
that anybody’s opinion weighed with the for.
lorn Marianna, when

*Bhe eaid, * I am aweary,
He eotneth noty" she said;

Bhe sald, “ I am awendry,
1 would-that X were dead?

Only you haven't guite reached that point yet

—-have you, ma belle? "

- “If you came here to amuse yourself by
laughmg at me, Madelon, I think you mlght
have stayed at home,”

% Do you suppose I came of iy own a,ccord
dear? T thought T told you Aunt Vietorine sent
ne, ”

© % Agk her to send # gervant next time,
then,” seid Ermine, coldly—after which she
turned seaward agoin, and lifted her glass to
her eyes.

A dorlered flush came over the face of the E

girl called Madelon,

«+HE COMETH NOT, SHE SAID.” 9

“] presume she thought she was doing
something equivalent to that in sending me,”
ghe said, bitterly. *It ia kind of you, Ermine,
to remind me of my position.”

“T did not intend to remind you of what
you cail your position, Madelon,” said Ermine,
lowering the glass again with a sigh.—Ah!
there was no familiar outline about these spars
and. sails; it was o stranger and no friends
after all.— You are so susceptible " (she gave
the word a Fremch meaning and a French
accent), “ that you always think one intends
what has never entered one’s head. What is
your position, afterall} I'm Mr, Erle's step.
daughter ; you are hig wife's niece: neither of
us has any clajm on him apart from mam-
ma; n

“Ts thet all the difference between ns 7 ”
asled Madelon, sarcastically, *“Thank you,
Ermine, for failing to remind me that you are
an heiress, and I am a dependa,nt.”

% Bat, Madelon—"

% Only it would have been best to acknowl
edge the fact at once. Of course, it Ia absurd
to suppose that it ¢ould have been out of your
mind.”

© %Jt has never been very much in my
wind,” said Brmine, a little wearily,”

The other shrugged her shoulders egain—
thig time with a skeptical smile out of unison
with 80 young & face—then she, too, looked
out over-the bright bay, and nothing more was
said for several minutes.

They were first cousing, and considered
very much elike, these two girls, yet the re-
pemblance was more in general appearance
than in deteil. Botk were tall, both slender,
both had the graceful bearing, the waxen com-
plexion, and dark eyes of French ereoles; but
there the likeness absolutely ended. Of the

. two, Madelon Lautrec had the most regular

features, the most camellialike skin, the most
magnificent eyes, the moat subtale grace of
manner; yet fow peopls gave Lier the palm of
beauty over her cousin Ermine 8t Amand.
What Ermine's special charm was, Heaven
only knows, for Heaven alone had given it to
her; but 4 charm she had, undoubtedly worth
all the Hellenic noses and Oriental eyes in the
world. A slenderly-fashioned, delicately-foa-

" tured ereature, she struck you at ficst—very fra-

glle, very damty, but so full of unspoken coguet-
rie, that you knew at once shemust have French
blood in her veins. A’ ¢redture with wonder.
ful possibilities of paseion and pathos sium.

bering in the depths of those dark eyes-ecy‘es
not half so large or bright as Madelon's, but
oh, so tenderly, witchingly soft | end quivering
about the fexile, gensitive lips. The outline
of her face would never have served formarble,
but it looked exceedingly well in flesh, and
had that exquisite delicacy of modelling which
we find only in the Southern races, while her
voice had a chord of music in it such a3 one
does not very often hear—-a megic sweetness
that might have been stolen’ from the sirens,
her admirers sald, There was none of this
tender charm about Madelon. With all her
beauty and all her grace, she was too eold, too
proud—often too rgpulsively haughty-—to win
popular favor. She curled her scarlet lip
over thig fact, and thought in her young eyni.
ciam that it was natural enough, since she wag
“no heiress like Ermine. But, slthough the
world is the world, and hefress-ship is always
a first-class recommendation to its favor, other
things weigh also in the balance of its verdict.
Bome natures win their own way, let Fortune
do her best or worst-—and Ermine’s was one
of these. In & palace or a hovel, she would
still have been one of those favored children
of partial Nature—
“{ne handfnl of whose huoyant ehaﬂ’
Exceeda our hoard of careful gra!

* Well,” anid Madelou, after whlle, “what
am I to tell Aunt Victorine—that you prefer
to spend the day ‘on a lone rock by the sea,
or that you are coming home # I must return,
for T promised Margaret to go out shopping
with her, and I know she is waiting for me.”

“T will go hack also,” gaid Ermine, with
unexpected docility, * There is no good in
staying here; thoughdo think mamma might
have left me alone.”

“When you grow a little older, you will
find that nobody ever s loft alone,” 8aid Made. '
Ion, philesophically, “We are all worried
more or less by our affectionate relatives; and
—1& that M. Saxton yonder? I wonder whst
ke is doing here ot this hour of the day?
Come!—if we stay five minutes longer, we
shall have to undergo a catechism about Mar~
garet's health and sppearance,”

“Perhaps ho has come to loiter about until
it is late enough for a cell,” hazarded Ermine,
* He looks as if he meant something serioug— -
don’t you think so??

“He looks ag if ke were loaded to the brim -
with a proposal, and ready to explode at any
moment,” sald Madelon, * Grace & Diew!




10 EBB-TIDE.

Poor as I am, would I marry a men who came
to offer himself to me in such a coat asg that 2

I fancy Margaret will give him his ¢ route’
ag surmarily as you could desive,” said Ermme,
lwnghing,

_“Iig ‘route’ [ repeated, the other, “Is
that all you know aboutit? But hush l—here
he comes. - Don't be stopped, if you ean help
itn“

Here. he caue indeed—n short, stout maa,
of fiorid complexipn, large nose {belonging 10
the class which partial friends call % Napole-
onia™), blond mustache, and coat which
merited all of Madelon's scorn, inasmuch as,
being too short-waisted, it gave him (why, it is
impossible to say) the appearance of an over-
grown frog. Yot he wag not an ugly man, by
any means—on the contrary, most people
called Mr, Saxton “finelocking,” which is
rather an ambigeous term at best. A certain
deplorable absence of refinement was hia great-
est drawback--his personal appearance being
strongly suggestive of those Teutonic gentle-
men whom we sec in any and every beer-gar-
den, drinking fabulous quantitiea of * lager,"
and eating fabulous numbers of “profzels.”
As far ag anybody In America can know any
thing sabout- his -antecedents, however, Mr.
faxton koew that he had no Duich blood in
his veing; and when he uncovered his Eead—
showing -thereby & considerable spot *where
ithe hair wouldn't grow ”~~he addressed the
cousins in good English, instead of the German
aceent one involuntarily expected.

;. “Good-morning, young ladies—I am glad
to see youwlooking so blooming after our dis-
sipation lagt night® (heavy gallaniry was Mr.
Saxton's style when he atiempied gallaniry at
all. %X hope you don't feel very much used
wp by it ¢"®

¥ Dissipation ! ' repeated Madelon, with an
arch of her scornful brows. “Do you eall
that festive occasion lagt night ¢ digsipation,’
Me, Baxton ? I should as soon think of calling
strawberry-ice an intoxieating beverage! I
don't feel at olf used up, thank you—nothing

“short of & three o'clock German ever does tise
me up! TPerhaps you do not feel so, how-
ever.”

“On the contrary, I feel vefy well indeed,”
said Mr, Saxton, coloring a little on top of his
head. ¢ I—sh—thought wehad & very charm.-
ing evening. Mra. Fontaine's entertainments
are always in excellent style.”

“I believe she always has an excellent ;

gupper,” said Madelon, “and that is what
gentlemen mostly care about. . I did not think
the evening charming et allI thought it
horridly stupid.—~Didn't you, Ermine? The
music was execrable, and scarcelya man worth
looking at !

“I thought it tolerably plengant,” said
Ermine, feeling her cousin's rudeness, and
striving to atone, yoi in reality damning poor
Mrs, Fontaine's entertainment still more effect-
ually by her faint praise, Then—making a
headlong plunge into commonplaces—%1 ses
the Jovely day has tempted you as well usour-
gelves to come out and enjoy it, Mr. Saxton.”

“ Ah~-ves—it i3 very pretty,’ said Mr,
Saxtnn, looking round and benignly patronizing
the day. “I intended to take a stro]l umtil
the hour for morning calls,”” he went on.

“Then I hoped for the plensure of inguiring .

how you ladies were, That I see is vomeces.
sary ; but Mrs. Erle and Mias Erle—"

“ Are both quite well, thanka” interrupted
Madelon, tapping her foot with ill-restrained
impatience to be gone.  * Ermine, we had bet-
ter not detain My, Saxton any longer,”

“Detain me ! ™ gaid Mr. Sexion, gellantly,
#8o for from that, if you are going home and
will allow me—""

“No, thanks” cried Madelon, hastily;
“wa are not going home-that is, not imme-
diately. But no doubt you will find Aunt
Viciorine and Margavet in, if you care to in-
quire whether or not #hey are ‘uged up.’—Fr-
mine, we shall bo late, I am afraid.—Good-
morning, Mr, Saxton.”

Hasty bows on both sides. Mr. Saxton
continues his stroll with a faint sensation of
having been suubbed, and a decided impres.
sion that “ha? Miss Lautrec” is a very dis-
sgreeable young person. Ermine i3 hurried
off down the first flight of steps, and then says,
indignantiy ; :

“Madelon, I om pshamed of you! Why
did you treat the poor man so rudely? Iiis
not his/fault that—that—"

“ Thut he is hateful and tiresome and con-
ceited ?? gaid Madelon. “No, I guppose not;
but it is Margaret’s business to bear him, not
ming—and I certainly don’t mean to do volun-
teer work, cJusie Ciel/ how heavy on hand
ghe will find him for the rest of her natural
life!”

t She will never marry him,” said Lrmine,
“T would risk any thing on that.”

“Tndeed 1" returned Madelon, sneeringly.

“‘HE COMETH NOT, SHE SAID. : 1t

“Then I don't mind laying & wager with you.
Precious as my necklace i3 to me, I will pub i
up against sny thing’ you please, that Mar-
garet ig engaged to Mr, Saxton within—well, T
will give mysell a wide margin, and say three
days, She may hold cut a little while against
the powers that be, but her contumacy won't
be of long duration,” ‘

41 dow’t belleveit!” said Enmine, deter-
minedly, * You forget—Raymond !”

“ Raymond ! repeated the other, in aston.
ishment. She furned, looked at her compan-
ion, and then burgt into a laugh, “I heg
your pardon, my desr, but indeed you ought
to be put under = glass eago and labelled ‘Jo-
genud!  If ibwere not yourself, I should think
you were & most consummate hypocrite, but as
it is— why, have you no eyes, no ears, no
quickness of perception ? Don't you see that
Roymond is siek and tired of Margavet, and
that he is straining every nerve to get her mar-
ried and-out of his way ?”

“Qut .of his way! Iow is she in his

'WEY?"

“ Ermine, don’t try my credulity too far,”
said Madelon, with her oynical smile —the
smeile which had come from overmuch study
of Balzae and George Sand, coupled with a
natural ability to catch the undereurrent of
life—" you are & woman, not & child, You
raugt see and know that Raymond means to
marry you.”

Burge went » tide of carnation over Er-
mine's clear, white skin—flash came a gleam
of something like fire into her soft, dark

eyes.

“I am o woman,” she said; “not a child
10 be bartered away, or given away, Madelon,
Raymond is not such a fool as to ‘mean’ to
marry a woman who would never be induced
to marey him.”

“T am not much of a phrenologlst,” said
Madelon, carelessly, “but it scems to me that
I have only to look ot Raymond's hiead or face,
or whatever it ja that kind of people profess
fo judge by, to sco that he never mads & plan
yet—and gave it up.”

“ Then he had betier not make any plan
with regard to me,” said Ermine, with decisive
honstour,

Mademoisello Lautrec shrugged her shapely
ghoulders once more,

“1 sometimes think Raymond had token
for his own the motto of Phillp of Spain—
‘Time and I aﬂ'umst any-two," " she said,

“He will be a great man some of these days
—if he doesn’t overreach himgelf or die be-
forehand. Those are the two lions in the paths
of most clever men. If X werein your place,
Yrmine, I think I should teke him. Thero ave:
possibilities of something more than ordinary
in him ; end that is more than can be said of
the mujorlty of men.”

“Then why don’t you take him youruelf B
said Ermine, magnanimousty.

“I1”—lifting the white eyelids from her
magnificent eyes, * What are you thinking of ?
Ttis very ill-bred to meke personal application.
of one’s remarks., I am Madelon Lauirec,
with my face for my foriune; and unfortu.
nately that species of eapital is not recognized
on’Change, You are Mademoiselle St. Amand,.
the West-Indian heiress, withe—

A very fine fortuns~when told in centimes **'—

interrupted Ermine, smiling, “Never mind,
Madelon~-little or great, ina few months I
shall be the legal possessor of it. I cin go
and live with my dear guardian, in niy dear
Martinigue |

“An entrancing prospect, traly!” said
Madelon, dryly.  “Iwonder how long your en-
thusiasm for your dear Martinique will last
after you get there? Here we are, however—
and now I must tell Aunt Victorine about Mr.
Saxton, so that she can keep Margaret at.
home.”

4 Tell Margaret,” suggested Ermine, % and
gee what she will do.”

"4 Margaret has ‘more sense than you give:

‘her eredit for,” said Madelon, coolly. “If I did

tell her, I think she would——stay.”

They kad by this time reached one of the
prettiest and most attractive of those charming
Battery villas—for villag they certainly are in
appearance, whether defined thus or note
which are the admiration of every stranger
visiting Charleston. The lives of those who
inhabit them must eerfainly have fallen in
pleasant places, we think, as we sit -and gaze
at them from the flickering shade that falls
athwart some fempting bench, But, after all,
id it not rather deceptive work, this judsing the
lives of people by the outside of*their habita-
tions? Few dwellings could have lookéd more:
airy, more elegant, more redolent of all things
eagsential to happiness, than the stately house
of miany gallerics, balconics, and bay-swindows,
before which the cousins paused; and yetww

but it is scarcely worth while to tell a story by
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insipuation or. anticipation. Let us in, and
see for ourselves,

it

CRAPTER IL
~ A CHARMING -CHATELAINE.

Maneron walked directly into the house,
but Ermine paused a minute before entering,
and gazed back wistfully at the shining waters
from the side of which she had come, The
windows of the house did not overlook the
harhor, but fronted instead on that lovely
Battery square which was now wearing its
brightest livery of emerald-green, the shell
road gleaming white through intervening ver-
dure, the blue waters of the Ashley beyond,

- and the wooded ehores of Jamés Island robed
in tender, mist-like haze. It was a day of se-
rene and heavenly calm—a day of golden
splendor, # astray from paradise "—a day on
which it seemed ag if bappiness must descend
from that distant sapphire sky, like God's own
angel, sent to bless all eager, yearning homan
hearts. ‘

+ #If he would only come, it would all be
go perfect!” the girl said half aloud, '

And by “all” she did not mean any human
influgnces, but only this fair, bright Naturs,
who woro her royal beauty like a smiling
bride~Nature, whose joyous bidding she fell in
every fibre, but whom she could not heed, with
whom ghe could not rejoice, while her perverse,
longing heart flew like a bird far away over the
waters. Something—s shade, ag it were-—came
to her face, og he turned and followed Made.
lon across a frescoed, marble-paved hall into &
gitting-room which was simply a model of what
a gitking-room should be—not very sumptuous,
but luxurious and charming in the extreme.
At one end a bay-window overlovked the
street; just opposite the door two large French
windows opened on a’ gallery, which, in turn,
“gave ¥ on a flower-garden. The fragrance of
roses and jasmine came in through the open

w and filled the bowery room-

11ke gweet thoughts in a dresm,"

while the garden itself seemed a wilderness of
bloom, a paradise of roses, clustering, hanging,
«iWining everywhere, of graceful arches and
trellizes draped with vines, of trees with deep-
preen, glossy leaves, and white flowering

shrubs, In furniture the apartment was some-

what nondeseript, There was & piano in one
cotner, a carved bookease in another, a broad,
low, easy couch in a third, lounging-chairg in.
numerable, pletures, brackets, vases full of cut,
flowers, and a centre-table covered with books,
work, periodieals, and newspapers. Acrossthe
hall was a suite of apartments said to be the
most perfect in Charleston—rooms full of
white statues, rave pictures, and gleaming mir.
vors; but all Zabilués of the house preferred
thig pretty boudoir with its charming mixture
of comfort and refinement, and regorded it as
a special compliment to be admitted here. One

.thing about the room struck the most inatten-

tive observer in marked degree: it was impos-
gible o enter it without perceiving at a glance
that it was accustomed to enshrine the pres-

ence of some womon more than ordinarily

gifted with the refinement and grace which,

above all else, make a woman lovely in the

gight of man.

And guch & woman was standing in one of
the ¥rench windows, giving some directions to
the gardener about the training of  vine, when
Madelon entered. A very fine and gracious
lady., That was your first impression of Mra,
Erle, and, if you saw her twenty times o day,
you were never tempted to alter that opinion.
‘Whether or not she were beautiful, you did not
pause to inquire; who ever does, when that
nameless charm of mammer, that unconscious
magnetism of glance, which only & few rare
women possess, i3 brought to bear on the
startled yet acquiescent senses? But, if once
foreed to cold-blooded serutiny, you found that

Mrs, Erle stood the test of criticiam as well as .

she stood the test of every thing else. Not
strietly beautiful, perhaps—how few are l—but
bandsome, distinguished, and most unhexcep-
ticnably thorough-bred in appearance—-a wom-
an who looked as if only the biuest of *blue
blood™ eould possibly flow in her delicate
azure veins. To describe her in detail would
be impossible—for she was preéminently a

woman who Ioat by being © picked to pleces®

—but; teken ag 4 whole, she was thoroughly
hermonious, thoroughly graceful, and . thor-
oughly fascinating to women as well as men.,
She finished her directions before she
looked round——giving them in a clear, pure
voice, full of that indescribable modulation of
refincment which is the despair of those who

"do’ not catch it in eardy childhood—then

turned and advanced into the room as Mede-
lon was aying-e

@

» ple had likened Margaret Erle to every goddess

* gelf-conseiousness, it was scarcely wonderful,

A CHARMING

“T wish I was as sure of o great many
thinga T should like to know as that he will
ring the door-bell the moment the clock strikes
the Iast siroke of twelve.”

“ He will not find me at home, then,” re.
sponded a petulant voice from the cushions of
the couch, where an amber-haired, white-robed
divinity reclined, in an attifude that might
have served for the * Perziay girl " whom Mr.
Tennyson saw in his excurgion up the Tigris,
to * Bogdad's shrines of fretted gold.”

This was “the beautiful Misz Erle "—a
radiant bird-of-paradise, over whom men raved,
and of whom women steered clear, conscious
that her brilliant fairness simply “ killed ” all
lesser charms., Even stately, handsome Made-
Ton looked almost plain beside her, perfect as
she was in every outline of feature, and daz-
gling in all the bewildering tinis that make
blond beauty so captivating to the eye, ;eo-"

of antiquity and every poetical saint in the
ealendar, until Margavet, well aware of this
fact, esteemed it a polnt of conselence to pose
accordingly, It was incumbent upon her
never to be out of drawing, as artists say, io
be always ready as an inspiration for o poet,
or a study for a painter; so, from sheer force
of habit, she sanl into a graceful attitude if
nobody more important than & canary was by
and even arranged hergelf with due regard to
picturesque effect when she retired to her
chamber to sleep, If Miss Erle's undeniable
beauty was, in consequence, a little spoiled by

A young lady cannot conveniently he  Idalian
Aphrodite,” Calypso, Hebe, 8t. Cecilia, all the
Graces, the whole family of the Muses, and
bergelf, into the bargein, Sovmebody must
necessarily suffer in the ‘matter; and that
somebody is generally herself. At present
Miss Erle wag enthroned like an odalisk,
amid cushions, the sofi-blue tint of which en-
hanced the transparent fairness of her com-
plexion, showed to advantage the pure, paly-
gold of her hair, and made an effective back-
ground for her clear Greek profile—a fair,
languid cnchantress, whose manifest delight it
wag to ensnare men's souls in the meshes of
her glittering tresses, and drown them in the
depths of her violet eyes—but an enchantress
most potent when she was silent, least likely
to charm when she spoke, Afier all, Nature
is less capriciods in the distribution of her

gifts than we are sometimes tempted to ima-

CHATELAINE. ' 13

gine. 'The most fagcinating woinen ave not gen-
erally the most beautiful, and rarely indeed are
the most beantifal the most fascinating. Ttis
not 8o much a heort a8 a ypisfd that dolls gen-
erally lack, not so m e power to atiract
as the power to retaip; for regular features
and “sun-kissed ™ hair are pretty enongh in
the abstract, but not always charming in the
concrete.

“ Wkho will not find you at home ? " nsked
Mrs, Erle, turning round. Then, a3 Margaret
kept silence, “Of whom are you speaking,
Madelon ¥ * '

“Of Mr. Saxton,” answered Madelon.
“We met him on the Battery, and I waa just
telling Margaret that he means to call, and
“hopes to find Miss Erle at home,'

/E{Wﬁe will be disappointed, then,"” said Miss

e. “Imust go outto do some shopping. I
thought you were never coming, Madelon.”

“Your admirer deiazined me, my dear,”
gaid Madelon, ¥ Perhaps youhad better think
twice about going out, for he has plainly
serewed his courage to the sticking-peint, and
meens to take advantage of it before it oozes
out at his fingers, like that of Bob Acres. 1
would not for the world hurt your feelings,
but his appearance strongly reminded me of
that charming old ballad about

* A frog ke would a wooing go,
Heigh-ho, says Rowley ]
‘Whether his mother would let him or no,
Helgh-ho, says Rowley!* )

“Y¥hat was the fate of the frog, by.theby
I don’t remember,"”

% Pretty much what will be the fate of Mr.
Saxton, if he chooses to make & fool of him.
self, I presume,” retorted Margaret, irefully;
“for it is proveking to have one's admirers de-

‘preciated, even if one does not mean to marry

them,”

“ Mzdelon, flippancy 18 a very undesirable
secomplishment for a young lady,” said. Mrs.
Erle’s clear voice, & litile coldly. * Mr, Sax-
ton is a very pleusant gentleman, and if he has
said that be means 0 call, ¥ hope, my desr”
(this to Margaret), * that you will defer your
shopping, and be at home to receive him.”

A dark cloud of suilen ohatinacy came over
the lovely blond face, as we may see it come
over many faces of just that “angelic? type.
Perhaps it i3 this fact which makes one secret-
ly ineredulous concerning the prevailing fair~
ness of the celesiial hosts, At all events, let
us hope that, when we get to heaven, we shall
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Bee some faces o8 datk, and bright, and frank,
88 we heve seen on earth, and wo can ask no
move, either for them or for gurselves.

1 believe I should prefer to do my shop-
ping, thank you, mamma,” sald Miss Erle, un-
gratefully, “If you think Mr. Saxton so
pleasant, you know you ean receive him your-
Eelf-”

“I ghall certaloly receive him royself?”
-anawered Mra. Eile, quictly. * You know me
well enough to be sure that I am never guilty

“-of any thing so improper, or in such atrocious
-gtyle, a5 to allow you to receive alone a man
who has never declaved himself, Indeed, T
-shall make it & point that Madelon and Ermine
:gee him also."

“I think, sma fante, you can afford to let
me off duty,” said Madelon, with her mocking
gmile, “Mr, Saxton and Y have already
-exchanged compliments, and I told him—a
shocking story, by-the.way—that I was not
-coming home. He will not expect to be glad-
dened by my presence, I assure you.”

“ Rrmine, then. DBut where s she? Did
‘you not request her to come home 7

“Here I am, mamma,” gaid Ermine, en-
tering t the moment. Do you want me ? *

' “Yes, I want you—or, rather, I don't
want you to stand on the Battery and tan your
complexion, or take & suvstroke,” said Mrs.
Erle. “Your face is quite fushed now—you,
who never have a color! Ermine, this must
‘reelly stop,”

“'What must veally stop, mamma¥?” asked
Frmine, sitting down with 4 sigh, 1t is de.
lightful out on the Battery; such a fresh
breeze blowing that it is much cooler than in
here ; and as my for faking a sunstroke, I am
about as likely to take the plagne. I was only
looking for—for Alan’s ship.”

- ¥ 8o I supposed, and therefore I sent for
you. You know my wishes on that subject,
Ermine ; and yet you openly and pervergely
dlsregard them. Wha.t am I to think of such
-conduct?”

“Indecd, T don't know, mamma,” said Er.
.mine ; and the words, which might have been
impertinent, were in truth only weary, Evi-
dently much had been said on the subject—so

- mueh that, to one at least, it had become en-
tively exhansted and entirely distasteful.

The stately, gracious lady flushed, and
Zave ber daughter 2 glance in which it might
have proved hard to tell whether impatience
9r eontempt wes most strikingly spparent.

“ Porhaps you are not aware that your
habits ere alrendy the subject of much re-
mark,” she said. “You forget that you are
well known, and that it is impossible to stand
on the Battery with an opera-glass at your
eyes for geveral hours every day without at-
teacting attention. Only last night Mre. Law-
son had the impertinence to ask me if you

were not engaged to that disrep—ihat unfor-.

tunate young man who is the captain of o
trading.vessel.”

“Somebody asked me the same thing”
cried Margaret. “ I—I never was more angry
inmylife! I think Ermine might remember
that she ecompromises all the rest of the family
by her conduet.”

% Bhe compromises herself much more se-
riously than any one else,” said Mrs. Erle's
guiet, incigive voice. * Buch a damaging re-
port once circulated is never forgotten; and
there is no telling how@mh it may offect a
girl’s establishment in life.”

Ermine is mute—sguddenly and sirangely
mute. A flush, deeper than that which her
mother had remarked 2 moment before, dyes
her clear, white gkin, while the downcast lida
veil effectually the averted eyes. As she sils
by the table, tracing with one dainty boot an
arabesque pattern on o Persian 1ug under her
feet, she is a picture of chstinate defiance, they
all think, )

“ There i Aliee Stapleton,” said Margaret,
who often. spoke when it would have been
wiser 6 keep silence, and whose illugtrations
were not always strikingly in point, “ who ever
forgets that she was about to elope with a
dancingamaster when she was at school? Of
course she is very niee now, but I don’t be-
lieve anybody worth speeking of will ever
marry her.”

“And ‘do you call Alice Stapleton’s dis.’

graceful affair o parallel to my affection for
Alan—Ala.n, whom I love better than sny-
body in the world execept my dear guar-
dian?” asked Ermine, lifting her eyes all
ablaze with indignation, and fixing them on
the epenlker.

“For that matter, I call a dancing-master
infinitely superier to & sea-captain any time,”
retorted Margaret, whose forfz wag any thing
in the world but amiability. * Gentfemen are
dancing-masters sometimes—at least one reads
of such things.”

% And are gentlemen never aea-captams n
demanded Ermine, with ominous calm. “I

" your guardian, and I reguest” (3 strong accent

_Alan’s ship, where all Charleston can see and

'quite by surprize. Xven Madelon looked at

" in Charleston would have esteemed Mrs. Erle

_ understand this sentimental faney about Alan,

A CHARMING

shafl be very mach obliged to you for a def%,/
nite answer to that question.”

Bofore Margaret could. comply with this
moderate request, Mra. Erle interposed.

“I am sshamed of you both,” she said.
“Ig this 2 mode for two well-bred people to
discuss any subject? Iirmine, it is useloss to
attempt reasonable argument with you, I per-
ceive; but 7 am your mother, even if T am not

here) ** that you will refrain from looking for

comment on your folly,”

4 It; 45 folly, no' doubt, mamma, for it does
not bring him any sooner—I can stay at
home,” Ermine answered, guietly.

This unusual submission took her audience

her for 3 moment somewhat agtonished, and a
little suspicious. What did itmean ¥ Usually
che fought @ Poutrance over any polnt where
“Alan ¥ was even distantly concerned; and
now t6 give up this indulgence was singularly
without precedent, to say the least.

For & fortnight past, her feverish anxlety
goncerning his coming had grown day by day,
and at all hours she and her opera-glass had
haunted the Battery, until almost eny mother

amply justified in decidedly *putting a atop
to it,”” as Mrs, Krle at-Jagt resolved to do. She
had resolved it, however, with sundry misgiv-
ings concerning the probable consequences of
wehellion; and this wnconditional surrender
was therefore most unexpectedly gratifying,
“Now, that is sensible—s very rare thing
with you,” she said, approvingly, “I cannot

That seems to be the weakest point of your
character, Ermine. I wonder it never striles
you what As may think of it.”

“What may he think of it?"” asked Er-
mine, with level, half-defiant eyes.

Mrs. Erde returned the gaze guietly, but,
when she spoke, 'every word dropped with
mereilessly cool deciston on the three pairg of
listening ears:

*He may think he has made o conquest of
o foolish girl, who has not sufficient gelfre.
spect to conceal her folly,”

“Mamma !" 1t was a choking cry of in
dignation-—a ery that absolutely mada Mar-
garct start among her downy blue cushions—
S momma, how dare you spesk 50 to me?

& Ermme, have you lost your senses, ‘that
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*gu dare .to speak so to mef?" asked her

mother, sternly. L

Ermine gave a great gasp, shivered from
head to foot, them, locking her hands tightly
together, grew suddenly and rigidly calm,

Y1 bheg your pardon,” she said, “When
one is insulted, one does not stop to think
who offered the insult. Perhaps that may ex-
cuse me. But"—her eyes lightened here—
“if you think to esirenge me from Alan by
euch taunts ag this, you are mistaken, I love
him too dearly, I trust him too entirely, tobe-
lieve that he would ever do me such injustice
23 to think any—any thing like that! He
knows how I love hijnw~he and God—for any
one else, it does not matter, I am used fo
misconception —especinlly from you—for I
have never had any thmg ¢ldge as long a8 I can
remember,”

“And I am used to that charge,” said
Mis. Erle, with dignity. * Fortunately, my own
conselence acquits me of it ; and any one, who
has ever known any thing of your rash and
headstrong nature, will acquit me also."

“Then et me go to my guardian—my dear
guardian,” said Ermine, quivering, “He has
some love for me, gome patience with me," -

“If I allowed you to go to that foolish old
man, I don’t know what point your indiscre-
tion would reach,” said Mrs, Erle, coldly. “As
it i3, your recklessness and insubordination
make the principal frouble of my life.”

“I am sorry for it,” said Ermine; *but
perhafa—who knows —it may not be for
long. T am sure, for your sake, I hope it
may end very goon.”

Bhe spoke the last words half dreamily;
then took her hat from the table where sghe
had laid it, and walkzed out of the room, across
the hall, and up the broad, easy staircase.

There wes silence in the bowery.room until
the last echo of her footsteps died ‘away.
Then Mrs, Erle said :

“Nobody who hag not suffered in the same
manner could eredit the anxiety which Ermine
has been to me from her childhood, She cer-
tainly has the most unfortunately tenacious
nature I have ever known. To think that, af
ter all these years, she should still eling to
that disagrecable guardisn of hers, and thig
disreputable nephew of my hushand’s, who
wad once kind to her in a careless, boyish
fashion ! ’

“Bhe would undergo torture and death
for either of them,” said Madelon, “Tsn't it
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remarkable? One would think that dresses,
and ndroirers, and all that sort of thing, would
not leave her any spare time or spare thought
to waste on such subjects, Do you kmow,”
pursued the young lady, I don* think Ermine
ie exactly like other people, Aunt Victorine ?
She is go very queer—queerer, by far, than
you knpw-—that she glways seems to me like
oue of the people who are said to be marked
out for ungommon uses—tragedy, passion, de-
spair, and ail that sort of thing.”

“1 beg you won't put ony such romantie
nonsense into her head,” said Mrs, Etle, coldly,
# Shesadty lacks common-sense now." -

, 4 I'put romantic nonsense into snybody's
hend?” said Madelon. * That would be o
Saul among the prophets indeed! But I
think you will find an ebundance of it in Er.
mine’a brain without any assistance from me,”

“She told me yesterday that a3 soon as
ghe is of age she means to go to Germany and
study art,” said Margaret, in exactly the same
tone she might kave employed to anncunce an
intention to go to the penitentiary and break
stones. :

“She is hopelessly absurd,” epid Mrs,
Erle, with a sigh, “and I really think her
guardian is accountable for & great deal of

. it.”

% Ag for her painting,” said Madelon, who

seemed rather inclined o take the part of dev-
il’s advocate, # I don't see that it does much

» harm to any ihing except her dresses, I sup.’

Pose you know that she has ruined her pretty
blue organdie with paint-staing, by-the-way?”

“Her affection for her gusrdian is the
most incomprehensible thing to me,” said Mra,
Erle, whose mind naturelly ran on the griev-
ance which was mosi & grievance to her, “He
is really the most disggreeable old man I ever
knew. I often wonder what induced my hus-
band to cheosa such & person—hut the ways
of husbands nve incomprehensible. If he meant
to Jeave me a-posthumons annoyance, he could
not have done so more completely; for the
trouble Colonel Vivieux has eaused me about
Ermine’s fortune and Ermine’s seif is olmost
beyond belief.”

“What a charming thing it ig, to be sure,
when one haa no fortune to necessitate a guar-
dian, and prove a source of trouble to one's
friends 1" said Madelon. “For these and all
other mercies, let us thank Providence l—
Come, Margaret—if you mean to lie there all
day, T must go down-streel.”

# Margaret is golng to stay at home,” said
Mrs, Erle, I specially request it.”

“Indeed, mamma, I am not,” said Marga.
ret. “I—I don't care a straw about zeeing
Mr. Saxton.” . )

“But you do care about showing your
pretty face on King Street, don’t you! ™ eaid
Madelon, laughing, * One admirer at home is
certainly not to be compared to fifty abroad”

# Madelon, I wish you would let me alone!™
cried Morgaret, wrathfully. “I heve to go
and see the dregg-maker about my green silk ;
you know I can't trust you to do it.”

“ Quite right, too, my dear, for I might
order a flounce additional, or a rvuffle less,
which would break your heart,” suid Madelon.

1 shall order the carriage, and drive with
you to see about the dress, after Mr, Saxton’s
call,” said Mvrs, Erle, who knew that, if it come
to the point of the green silk, concession was
absolutely necessary. That will be better
than walking in the hot sun. We will see,
too,. about the point-lace cape you have set
your heart on, but "—as Margaret’s turquoise
eyes began to gleam with pleasure—*T must
really insist on your changing that wrapper
for a dress in which you can properly receive
My, Saxton.”

After a few remonstrances, Margaret yield-
ed with a very bad grace, and retired to ef-
fect the desired change of toilet. Then Mrs,
Erle leaned back and sighed wearily.

"% What a happy day it will be to me when
that girl is safely married!” she said. *Noth-
ing short of the. point-lace bribe would have
induced her to see this man ; and yet—" She
broke off abruptly here. “Madelon, if you
‘are going Gown.street, I wish you would take
Lonige with you, and get her that pair of blue-
kid gaiters which she is determined fo have,
X am tired of hearing her fret for them,”

“T sow Nathalie with Louize and Regy on
the Battery,” said Madelon, *If I meet them,

I will take la pefite with me. Pawvre fanfe? -

sdded the girl, half ' compassionately, haif
mockingly; * even Louise, at the mature sge
of nine, beging to worry you, I really believe
T am the only consolation you have ! "

“You certainly give me the least trouble
of any,” said Mrs, Erle, kissing the ripe, scar-
let lips that bent over her.

Yet, after Madelon left the room, and ihe
hall-door closed on her, the speaker shook her
head,

“ The time for it has not come guite yet,”

- twenty-four when a mantle of twilight, edged
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ghe said, addressing a royal lily placed in a
tall, slender vase before her ; but I should not
be surprised if the trouble she gave in the end
wag the worst trouble of all.”

Just then a peal of the door-bell echoed
through the house, and the lady made haste
to smooth her face in readiness for the visitor
whom it heralded. * Show Mr, Saxten in,
John,” ghe said, as a servant entered with a
card, “and ‘not at home’ to any one else
while he is here,” )

After 'all, is it worth while to envy the
charming chdielaine her beautiful honse— -

“With 1ts porcelain and pletires and Aowers,”

or would not “a dinner of herba,” where love
abounded, and scheming wes woknown, be
rather preferable ¢ ‘

) A rire——
CHAPTER IIL-

MADELON GIVER ADVICE.

Tz soft, fragrant May dusk has fllen
over the blooming land and the shining
waters, the divine glory of the western sky
hag faded away, and only a faint glow Lingers
over the broad rivers, the calm harbor, the
glittering spires of the city, and the great,
distant, placid ocean. The afternoon throng,
which makes the Dattery for eight months in
the year one of the most charming pleasure.
resbris in the country, has gradually dispersed
and gone its way, to gather round countless
tea-tables, and discuss all the choice bits of
news, social and political, which * fly about in
the sunshine like gay little motes,” at.any
such popular and universel loungingplace—a
place where one ecan sec the whole beau.:
monde on dress-porade, for the mere trouble
of sauntering to and fro in the ioright sun-
ghine, with the water sending soft tones of
musie into one’s ear,- the fresh sea-breeze
bringing fresh color into one's face, the lovely
panorama of sea and shore spread before |
one's eyes—the purple islands, the distant
forts, the broad expanse of aparkling water,,
the whole perfect picture, in front of which,

Y—ng _though sprung from the waves sho has cieﬂ;,
Grim Sumiter frowns out o'er the sea.”

It was at just thet witching hour of the

with the silvery lustre of & new moon and

countless glittering stars, falls over the fair
dcene, that Madelon Lautree, parting with one
or two gay companiong at the door of her
sunt's house, entered and ran through the
brilliantly-lighted hall straight up-stairs. She
did not pause at the door of her own chamber,
but passed on and knocked ut that of Ermine,
which adjoined it.

“ Come in,” said a clear voice; and, when
the door opened, & rush of light came out on
the dark corridor, disclosing a room like o sen.
cove, all green and white, with long, swinging
mirrors, and & deinky, spotless, canopied bed.
Before one of these mirrors Ermine stoed,
putting the finishing touch to her toilet, in
the shape of a lovely, half-blown rose, which
nestled among its rich green leaves against the
glossy plaits of her dark hair,

% You have come for Lena, haven's you'?"
she said, turning round with a smile, as her
cousin entered. “You ought to have been
five minutes earller—Margaret has just sent
to ask for her, and, a3 I had finished dressing,
1 let; her go.”™:

“ Margaret 13 unconscionably gelfish,” said
Madelon, in a pet. “Why cannot she be con.
tent with her own maid ? If I had a maid, I
am sure I should teach her to do her work,
and not have to heg the loan of somebody -
else’s all the time. .Aw diable / Don’t look so
shocked, my dear; it isn't half as bad as to
say, ‘ Go to the devil!’ in Enplish—and quite
as gratifying to the foelings.” I hope Lena
will do her hair exeerably-that would. be
ouly poetical justice! But, meanwhile, who is
to do mine # ¥

“ For the concert, do you mean ? »

“Yes, of course for the concert. Do you
know, by-the-way, that Aunt Vietorine has so
far departed from her usual rule, that I aw to

 be allowed to go with Major Hastinga # 77

“ Madelon! Tmpossible !

» “ Ma foi, but it is possible! You can't he
more surprised than I wag—for five minutes.
Major Hastings being a new acquaintance, of
oourse did not know Aunt Victorine’s inflexi-
ble ehaperon rule, so he nsked me this after-
noon if I would not allow him the honer of
escorting me ; and, more for amusement than
any thing else, I referred the matter {0 Ma.
dame ma fonte, and she said—yes, For five
minntes, a8 I remarked before, you could have
knocked me down with & feather,™

“ And then?

2

“Hum! Wel], then I remembered one or
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iwo things, and my surprise abated—very
quickly and very decidedly.”

“ But what were.the little things? " cried
Ermine, jmpatiently, “ Mamma, who is al-
weys 80 very particular, o very French in her
ideas, who never lots us go with anybody but
Raymond {—what ig the meaning of it, Made-
font"

“Bet your wits to work and guess, ny
dear 3

“Ts Major Hastings rich, amd does she
mesn you to make a mariege de convenance,
after the model of—well, no matter who ??

*1 have not the faintest idea whether he
is next door to a beggar, or a millionnaire;
but me tanfe is no vulgar match-maker. Ifhe
were & Rothaghild, she would not break her
rules without better reason for it than that,
Guess again, Hrmine."

“I—I can't.  Tell me.”

“Will vou do my hair for me, if I tell
you?”?

“Yes,” cried Ermine, with reckless iro-
potience, “OF course I will—only you must
&it down at once, for it is getting Inte, and you
know Raymond iz always dreadfully hmpa-
tient.”

“Tet him learn to wait, then—somebody
says that is Nature’s noblest effort, snd it'is
certainly the one that would do Raymond
moet good, Here I am, however—all ready.”
© She took off her hat, shook out her hair—
of which ehe had a magnificent-guit, barring
that,it was not rerarkably silky in texture—
and sat down in a low chair before the toilet-
teble and the large mirror which reflected the
room with its hangings of pale ses-green, and
made a picture of the two girls in'all the win.
‘ning grace of their youth and beauty.

“Now," said Ermine, as she gathered up
the heavy locks in both hands, snd began
with deft fingers to-do the work of the maid
who wag just then arranging Mise Erlek
golden tresses, while another maid stood by
and looked admiringly onwtnow you'are in
my power—tell me at once, or I shall have no
merey on you,": "

“You are homibly stupid to necd to be
told,” said Madelen, with complimentary ¢an-
dor, “Den't you see that, a3 usual, the Ak
pha and Omega of the whole thing in Ray-
mond ‘

“X am stupid, 1 suppose,” said Ermine,
bumbly; “but I don't see it at all. What
hag Raymond to do with Major Hastinga®”

“Bah!” It was the most significont
interjection in the world. “Ermine, I am
asgléned of you! Listen, then—and be en-
lightened. Don't you know that Margaret s
to be sent to the concert with Mr. Saxton as a

'convenient mode of informing the woild in

general that the engagement is an accom-
plished fact, and of bringing Margaret to
terms through; the medium of public opin-
ion?”

“Yes, I know.”

% Then, don't you see—Take care! you
arc braiding my hair unevenly. Perhaps I
hpd better defer this interesting conversation
nntil you have finished.”

“No, noiwpray go on, I will be more
careful.”

“Well, then, as I was remarking, den't
you see thet it iz of course highly desivable
that guch a good opportunity should not be
1ost for throwing you and Raymond together ?
—~Good Heavens ! Frmine, don't pull my hair
so dreadfully ! My head is not made of India-
aubber or wood, and I really cen’t stand it.”

“I beg your pardon—I did not mean—
Madelon, if I thought you were right, T would
ot go to the concert for any consideration,’”

“Nonsense!” said Madelon, who, seeing
her cousin’s cxcitement, began to be appre-

hengive about the effect on her coiffure.

“ Nonscnse, Erming—don't we eslways go
with Raymond? Nobody is likely to think
of you what they will be certain to think of
Morgavet and Mr, Saxton, Ti Is simply that
Aunt Victoring likes to give him an oppor-
tunity to plide into the lover, which would bg
rather difficult if I played the agrecable pard
of Mademoiselle De Trop.”

“He would not dare,” said Ermme, indig-

nantly. “ He knows that J know how long
he hag been in love with Margaret.”

*In love with Margaret1" repeated Made.
lon, geornfully. * My dear, Raymond i3 in
love with noboedy but himself and his own in-
terest. Aunt Victorine would not thank me
for saying so, but it is a fact, . Of course, we
all know that Margaret is in love with him ;
but I.don’t helieve he has been any thing but
tired of her this long while.”

“Madelon, you see so much you frighten
me! How do you find all this out ? "

“ Bimply by using the few wits which Na-
. ture gave me to atone for her shabby conduct
_in gther respects, Xrmine "——the gitl's light

tone suddenly changed into so much of grave
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carnestness, that Ermine stopped short and
stood in a tragic-muse attitude, armed and
equipped with an ivory-backed brosh—* why
don’t you make up your mind to marry Ray-
mond? You will have fo do it soomer or
tater, and why not at once P

* Madelon, what do you mean?”

“T think it is very evident what I mean,”
said. Madelon, pushing back the masses of
hair which overhung her face, and looking up
at her cousin in the wmitror, with eyes IHike
those of a sibyl. *“ Aunt Vietorine and Mr.
Erle have made up their minds that you are
te morry. Raymond — Raymond himeself has
made up his mind fo the same thing; so I
don’t see that there is much for you o do but
submit.”

“Yon know me no better than they do,
Madelon, if you think so.”

“T know you & great deal better, my
dear,” sald Madelon, guietly, *and that is
the only reason I have taken the trouble to
gpeak to you. I kmow that you will make a

, death-fight, but T know, also, that in the end

you wﬂl be obliged to succumb ”

“Why 97

e Shall T tell you why #7

4 Yes, tell. me—1I should like to know
what rcasen you could possibly have for such
on assertion.”

“ My. reason is simply this: I am sure that
the possession of your fortune is a'matter of
financial life and death to the Erles. It is
their last card; axd you can judge for your.
self whether they are likely to allow your
faney to stend in the ‘way of their playing
it.? ‘
“Do you mean that Mr, Frle iy threatened
with danger or embarrassment in hig busi-
ness "

“Hush! for Heaven's sake, speak lower!
I mean that I would be willing to stake my
exigtonce that he is on the brink of sbsolute
failure, Don't ask me how I know it. You
could noi understand if T were to tell you, for
T have ways and means of information which
would geem to you trifling and wnimportant,
Only be sure it ig a fact. Ermine, you were
an heireas when your father died: ever since
then your fortune has been in the. hands of
the best buginess man in Martinigue, so you
can imagine whether or not it is worth Mr.
Brle's while to hazard a great deal for it

‘now,"

 “IE T were of age I would give it to him,”

T

said Ermine, passionately ; * but I will never,
never roarry Raymond.” .

“And yet, you absurd child, that is : the
only way in which you can give it to him,
What would your husband, when you marry,
say to your having quizotivally bestowed your
fortune on your tepfather ¥ What would
the world say of Mr. Erde if he accepted it #
Where is the hardship of marrying Reymond,
after all 27 the girl went on, with her cold,
trenchant cynicism, “Isn't he handsome ¥—
isn’t he clever P~isn't he sure to surround
you with comfort and luxury alf your life?
Mon Diew! Think of the men some women
are obliged to ma.rr,y—thmk of Mr. Saxton,
for example! ™

“But why should I think of them? No- -
body can oblige me to marry Raymond.”

“Noboedy can shut you up on bread-and-
water, or uge any romantic mode of compul-
sion, I grant you; but other menns are some-
times quite as effective. Sconer or later, you
will have to do it. Thercfore, why not do it
at onee ?7

Ermine drew herself up haughtily, Just
then she looked Iike & young princess,

“You seem to think I am a child, Made-
lon, to be frightened -by vague threats,” she
said. *I will not have to do it zooner or later,
Nothing shell ever make me marry him. If
mamme requested you to spea,k t0 me, you
can tell her that.”

“Amnt Victorime has never mentioned
the subject to me,” answered Madelon. %I
spoke of my own aceord, because I was fool-
ish enough to wish to do you a service. You’

| bave always been Kind to me, and, if T have z

soft spot in my heart for anybody——a fact, by-
the-way, which I sometimes doubi—it is for
you, Ermine. However, it is all very useloss,
I perceive; and my heir is being sadiy neg-
lected. Tt must belate. 1 stayed out longer
than I meant to do, but the Baitery was
charming this afternoon. What were .you
doing with yonrself #

“1 was painting,” said Ermme, with gome-
thing-~a soft sort of mysticel light—in her
eyes, “Colors are like opium to me—1 for-
get every thing disagresable or painful when I
am with them. Sometimes I think I am color.
mad. Every thing in the world—no matter
how purely abstract—hes = tint to me, T
never hear a gtrain of rousie that it does not
suggest a color or a shade of color, This
afternoon I have been working at my seas
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plece with such energy that it is almost fin.
ished, Madelon, shall I ghow it to you 2"

%It i3 not much In my Yine,? said Made.
lon; but still—if it will not inconvenlence
you—?

Tt is just here,” gaid Ermine,

She laid down the bragh, which Madelon
regretfully took up and began wusing, and
“paseed into a gmall room adjoining her cham-
ber--originally & dressing-room, at present a
studio. From this she reappeared, after a
amoment, beering a small canvas—in dimen.
sion not more then twenty-four by eighteen
inches—which she held in her white, out-
stretched arms hefore Medelon.

The bright lamplight guivered softly on
the clear, transparent tints—tinis so exquisite
that only an artist’s soul could have felt them
—and, torning, Madelon took in at a glanee
the design of the pietove. The sez—no shore,
no rocks, no suggestion of distant land—but
such o sen that it was simply & marvel how a
tyro's hand could have painted its divine, per-
feot, eternal, yot ever-changing loveliness! A
“great, blue, waveless southern ocean, spread
out in Justrous calm beneath a sky like a
dream of heaven —stretching away, as it
seemed, to iufinite distance, and melting at
the horizon into the translucent sapphire of
the great vault of ethbr, until it was impossi-
ble to tell where the water ended of the sky
began, And in all the wide world of space,
one object alone visible~a single, shattered
spar, to which was lashed the slender figure of
4 woman with white, metionless face, upturned
toward that distant, serene heaven whence
cometh sometimes hope, and sometimes, again,
Gespair. The sea hed done its work. Ne
gleam of life would ever again come to those
soulptured features, nor would any living hands
ever lny that feir form away, into the kind
embrace of Mother Earth, What the s
possessed, the sea would keep, end the placid
water geemed idly toying with the rounded
limbs and fHoating hair, as if exuling in its
power, and gilding, with a bright, treacherous
gmile, the destruction which it had worked.
With all its faults—and faults, of course, were
mony-~there wag a fageination about the pict-
dre which must have arvested any eye, and

held, for a timé at least, any attention spell-.

bound. © A stranger could scarcely have be-
lieved thaf this beautiful conception was from
the hand of a girl of twenty, whose art-train-
ing had been of that entirely amoteur kind

which is bestowed upon young ladies whe
have » weakness for spoiling canvag and wast-
ing paint. There was none of that weak pret-
tinesg which usually damna even the best of
such efforts ; the very faults of the piece were
fanlts of power, and there was o dramatic in-
tensity about the whole scene which proved—

more conclusively even then the wonderful .

coloring—the God-given power of the born
artist, )

Such ag it was, it startled evern Madelon
into forgetfulness of her yet undressed hair
and probably waiting escort. .

“ Ermine,” she cried, ¢ it is wonderful l—it.
i benutiful! It'is the best thing by far you

ever did! I have no faney for such work, you *.

know, but, if it strikes me, it must be worth
something!”  Then, after a moment’s pause,
“ Oh, why did not God give me such n talent ¥
It might have sived me, perhaps—it might
have made something of me! But you—what
need have you to labor like this ¢

“You might as well ask me what need L
bave to breathe,” said Ermine, placing the
canvag on ¢ chair, and kneeling before it ke
a revevential worshipper at a shrine. X love
it!—I love it! I ask for nothing, hope for
nothing, desire nothing, when I am at my
paints. O Madelon, I would give every thing
in this world—cxcept my guardian and Alan
~t0 be an artist.”

“And can't you be one? You are rich
enough to do any thing you please, I am’
gure,”

“But I want to give my life to it—to
study, to work, not to be merely an eccentric
young lady who dabbles In oils when she has
no engngement to ride, or drive, or walk, or
talk, I want to go to one of those delightful
art-schools, to learn to painé as well as woman
can learn, and then to live in Rome, in some
pleasant studio with plenty of pictuves, and
only & crust of bread, perhaps—but I shounld
eat it with such a light heart.”

“TVroiment! how easy it is to be romantic:
when one i9 rich 1" said Madelon, in o tone of
overwhelming scorn,

Yet it was a subject more fit for sadness:
than ' for georn—this fair young creature, en-
dowed with.all carth's brightest gifts, longing:
to shake them off and give heart and soul to.
the service of that divine Beauty which is
known o ug through Art. Ah mel is it not
ever 507 . Was any existence ever so bright.
that discontent had no place in it? Was any
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human soul ever without these strange leng.
ings for another life than that which God has
given ? Wasg any heart ever so happy that it
has not beat againgt its eape, yearning for bet-
ter wings and wider flight? Was any glance
ever 8o sunny that it did not turn from the
brightness around if, to gaze wistfully toward
some distant spot of happier light? Even if
guch natures were, who could envy them? Is
it mot Detter to dash hopelessly against the
bars, than to sink down on the floor of some
ddreary prison and believe that its walls bound
the world ?

¢ But my hair,” said Madelon, coming back
to present reality.  * Are you, or are you not,
going to finish it, Ermine ? »

“Of eourse T am,” =aid Ermine, rising to
her feet,

But at this moment a pleasant-faced, bnght-
eyed maid entered the room, whom Madelon
greeted with enthusiasm,

¢ Thanks to kind Fate, here comes Lena ! l »
she said. * Now, perhaps, T may hope to go
to the concert to-night. Ermine, pray don’t
let me defain you any longer.-~Has Margaret
gone down, Lena ? 7

 Just this minute, Miss Madelon,”

“T guppose she looks a3 pretty as ever §

' Oh, yes'm, she looks very pretty, but »
{a slight, insignificant hesitation here} *she
was mighty hard to suit to-night. I'd have

. been here before, Miss Madelon, but for that.”

“Huom!" said Madelon, grimly, “I can
imagine i, DBeingan angel to one’s lover and
an angel to one's maid are quite different
things,  Come, though, Lena, and mnke up
for loat time now.”

The maid fell skilfully to work on the rich )

masaes of hair, and—after tenderly conveying
her painting back to its easel—Ermine left the
room.  As she descended the staircase, a
latch-key rattled in the front-door, and, ag her
foot was on the last step, & gentleman entered
the hall, whom she met under the chandelier,
and with whom she exchanged = greeting.
*Why, good-evening, papa! I thought I
was late, but it scems T must be early, gince

" you heve just come in.”

Y Good-evening, petite,” soid “ papa,” with
4 smile. *“You are right in your thoughts,
It ds Into—that is, late for me. What are you
looking g0 radiant about ¢ Anothex- party to-
night? "

“ Qh, no—the concert, -Is it possible you
have forgotten the concert 2

“TIndeed, I am sorry to say it i possible,?
answered he, with & smile, :

When he smiled, Mr. Erle positively did
not look more than twenty-five; and, whether
fie smiled, or whether his face was as grave a3
it could oceasionally appear, he was in either
cege a remarkably handsome man—a men
whose good locks were of that delicate blond
order which preserves the appearance of youth
longer than any other, As he stood for amo-
ment, gpeaking to his step-deughter, with the
light of the chandelier streaming over his

chiselled features, his clear complexioh, hia

rich, fair curls, and violet eyes, he looked as
if he might heve riyalled the lovely Margaret
herself, if Nature had only given him the right -
to wear soft green silk and delicate point.
lace, It was only on scanning the face more
closely that you saw a few insignificant Tines
about the eyes and mouth, which told the
story of years and of pasgions. The man had
“lived™ every day of his life—with all his
beautiful petit maitye appearance, you were sure
of that as soon as you marked the face more
clozely, and, although Nature or habit had pro.
vided him with & very convenient and very be-
coming wazen moask, which he wore on most ge-
cosions, the inner and more passionate self

sometimes broke through end left its traces

behind it,

“¥ suppose Raymond is here?® Mr. Erle
went on,  “ He left the office very early this af-
ternoon, and I heve not heard of him gince. I
should not have been so late, if his absence
had not thrown several important lJetters on
my hands, T wonder if he will have the grace
to blush at sight of me "

“If 8o, you will have to teach him how,?’
sald Ermine, smiling. “T am sure he has not
been guilty of such an indiscretion since he
was five years old.”

“ He shall answer for himself,” said Mr.
Erle, drawing her hand under his arm,

Mr. Erle was o model of a step-father, every-
body said; 80 nobody was surprised when he
and Ermine entered the sitting-room in this con-
fidentinl fashion. The light evening meal waa
served on a small round table, among lights and
flowers, af which Mra, Erleand Mr, Saxton alone
were gitting, The latter had evidently just ar.
rived, and while he drank a cup of scalding cof-
fee (whlch bad the becoming effect of throwing
him into a profuse perspiration), baving de-
clined the iced tea which Mrs, Etle herself
was sipping, he watched alternately his lemon-.

. ¥
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eolored gloves—on which some drops of the
dark beverage had slready fallen—and his
lady-love, who gat by oue of the open windows
overlooking the garden.

As a matter of personal eomfort, Miss Erle
‘would have preferred her usual downy nest
among the cushiona of the couch, bat, whatever
her shorteomings in other respects, she always:
Lnew better than to allow her dress and sur-
roundings to “swear st each other,” as the
French expressively bave it. Am instinct—
the artistic instinet which seems born in some
women 0 whom art itself Iz e dead letter—
always served to guide her xight; and, being
“ cagt” for Sabrinn to-night, in sea-green silk,
and misty lace, and coral ornaments, she kept
very clear indeed of the blue background of
the couch, Leaning over the back of her
chair, and helf concesled in the shade of the
curiaing, was a young man who raized his face
a8 Frmine entered, disclosing the features of
the Raymond of whom we havo alrcady heard
go much, and of whom, fortune favoring, we
shall hereafter hear still more.

Like every other member of the family,
Mr. Roymond Erle was handsome. People
often marvelled over the chance which had
brought g0 many remarkably good-looking
people together in this honechold, *We have
not asingle plain face among ns," Medelon often
smd exultingly ; and it was quite true. Once
gathered together, the entire Erle clan and the
pretty crecle cousing, they formed a rave gal-
axy of masculine and feminine beauty, com-
prising #eversl widely dissimilar types. Ray-
mond, for exsmple, was, in appearance, a law
unto himself: that is, he dil not resemble any
‘other lmown Erle, least of all his uncle, It is
‘tolerably hard to phelograph him in the few
words which are all that custom allows to 2
“ desoription,” and yet the attempt must be
made ; for, to leave his appearance merely to
conjectiive, would be to do that appeamnce a
grievous injustice, The * medium hexght nj
‘guch o very indefinite phrase, and varies so
much according to the physical standard”of
different localities (a tall man on the sexbosrd,
for instance, heing quite a pigmy among stal-
wert mounteineers), that it may be well to
gtate positively thet he was in height just five
feot nine and & quarter inches, Hin weight
was not 86 certain, but it could not have been
vory consldemble, for hid figure was slender

even to fragility—though-not without certain |

"gigns of mwsoular strength which a practised

eye would have recognized at once. There
was an elegance about this figure, a je ns sads
quoi of wellbred style, which vendered Mr.
Raymend Erle a marked man in any asser-
blage, and his picturesque face certainly did
him-good service in whatever soclety the ca-
price of Fortune saw fit to casthim. A singu-
larly handsome face it was—with an olive-pale
eomplexion, faultless features, raven hair
heavy mmstache, eyebrows pencilled like o
Circassian’s, and large, dark eyes, full of vel-
vety softniess which no one could mistake for
gentleness—yet, withal, not in ihe least a face
which could be styled effeminate. On the
contrary, men felt instinctively that ita owner
was not to be trifled with; that this keen, fear-
less, determined face indicated a nature ready
to meet any emergencies, and not likely to re-
gard any obstacles to o desired end,. Not
always, noe altogether, o pleasant face; bul o
face with an attraction which it was impos.
gible to deny, and sometimes very hard to
resist,

The two cousing made such a loverlike
iableau, ensconced in the shade of the window-
emtains, with the fragrant night, all glittering
stary and silent flowers, beyond, that Mr. Sax.
ton’s wandering, jealous glances were scavcely
remarkable; yet Raymond’s face, when he raiged
it, wore any thing but a lover-like expression.
It would be hard indeed to imagine a more
angry countenanee. The dark-red flugh which
suffuséd the nsually pale complexion, the kait-
ted brows, and compressed lips, were all such
unmistakable signs of deep and bitter vexation
that even Ermine, usually well acquainted with
the amenities of the household, was surpriged.
At sight of her, however, the lowering features
quickly smeothed themselves, and a smiling
cavalier canee forward.

“Pon's you think we had better .be in
h&ste, Ermine?” he asked, after they had
‘hidden each other good-evening, “It is never
5 | good style to be late at & concert; and then I
know you would not Iike to miss the overture
to the ‘Midsummer-Night's Dream, .which is
first on the programme.”

“ Mayn't I eat o wafer and take some tea
first ? * asked Frmine, looking up at him with
eyes in which there was something of the
gleaming yet tvanparent lusire that waler
ghows under a starlit sky, * Surely there is
time enough for that 7

“Oh, yes, time enough for that ; mdead I
will bear you company 45 far as regards tha
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tea, It is a wonderful stimulant, and may
serve to keep me awake.”

4 Awake, when you are going to hear the
best orchestra and the finest candwdrice in the

. country!? said Ermine, with the marvelling

scorn which he had meant to provoke.
They sat down, however, in very eompan-

_ionable fashion to their jced tea, nnd wafers

g0 light that a puff of wind would have blown
them off the table. Mr. Saxton, seeing his
opportunity, finished his cup of coffee at a
draught, made a halfmuttered apelogy to hia
Lostess, rose in a steam, and betook himself
and his lemon-colored gloves over to where his
“poddess of the silver lake” wag sitting,

“Iah, what & porpoise!™ said Raymond,
in a low voice, watching him with disdainful
eyes. -

“ At least he isnot a ‘laggard in love’ ™
szid Ermine, smiling. “See how eagetly he
poes, though Margaret does not look particu-
larly gracious by any means,”

© “Who can blame her ? "' asked Mr. Ray-
mond, magnificently ; in faney, he could not
avoid contrasting his own appearance with
that of the rival to whom he had’ surrendered
the fair field of his cousin’s affections. “Tf,
certainly requires all his wealth to gild the
fellow’s mere appearance. By Jove! he looks
almogt a8 rough as & sea-captain!”

Ominous comparison! Whether innocent
or not, who can say ? At all events, at the
mere sound of those two words, Ermine's ever-
ready color flaghed into her face, and she
turned upon the speaker with startling impet.

" uosity.

4T ghould think you would grow tired of
that sort of snders, Raymond,” she said; © es-
pecially when you know that there are many

‘gea-captaing who are as polished gentlemen

ag-—ag you arel”

# Many, my dear Ermine, or only one? "
agked Raymond, with a smile whick nobody
could possibly have fancled genial,

% There may be many, for aught I Lknow;
that there s one, I do know;” she answered
quickly.

“ Granting even that, does one awallow
make .o summer £ or, hecause a gentleman

.choosges to lower himself to the ranlk 6f a cer-

tain class of people, does he theréby lifs his
new associates io the grade which he has for-
felted 2

“ Raymond,” said the girl, quiekly, “I
don't want to hear any more! You never

lose any opporiunity to scoff ai Alan and
Alan’s profession, and there is no 'good in an-
swering you, Only,” with sarcasm almost as
trenchant as Madelon’s, I should like to
know why it is any more lowering to o gentle-
man to trade on sea than to trade on land ?

“ Ermire, you forget yourself,” said her
mother, sternly.

%O, let la petite talk 1" said Mr, Erle, indul-
gently, “Words hurt nobody except poor
Raymond, who must look after himself'; and the
heiress of half the island of Mertinique ean
afford to regard with georn a mere commission-
merchant,”

Poor Ermine!  Almost any one might
have felt sorry for f'xer just then, that burning
flush dyed her white cheek g0 hotly and pain-
fully once move.

“I—1 did not mean that " she said, quickiy,
“ Papa, I beg your pardon. I did not intend
any thing disrespeetful to your tra—thet iy,
profession.  Cnly Raymond might let Alen
algne! ™ '

“To the best of my knowledge, I have not
mentioned Alan from first to last,” said I{ay-
mond, in the most injured tone imsginable.
% This ia & sample dof the way you always treat
me, Frmine. 1 cannot make the most inei-
.dental or general remark, but you sccuse me
of o particular intention to sneer, I am heart-
ily eshamed of Alan and Alan's profession,’™

s0id the young man, with energy; Ybut he
chose it with his eyes open, and that i 13 an end.
of the matter.”

“¥ only wish it was an end of the matter,™
said Mr, Erle, in & resigned tome. “Butunfor-
tunately Exmine’s friendship is of such an en~
thusiastic nature that Alan and Alan's affairs
seem to me to furnish the staple seasoning of
our fife.”

“There is. certamly no need to tnform the
world that one of our ncar conneetions com-
mands & trading-vessel,” said Mra, Exle, in her
dignified voice, “ yet I herrd Ermine, tell Gen.
eral Borne the other day that her ¢ cousin ’ was
not in the navy, but in the merchant service.”

“I did not sy so, mamma, because the mer-
chant service is more ereditablothan the navy,
but beeause it is & fact.”

“It is mot always necessary to. proclaim
facts,” said Mr. Evle; “That ides, my dear -
Ermine, is your: grentest error."

61 hopo it will remain my error-a long time,
then,” said Ermine ungratefully. * And as for

Alan, the rest of you may be ashamed of him,
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if you like, but I am protid of him—prouder
than I ever was of anybody else in my life,”

“You can afford to indulge those fine
gentiments, since he i3 no relation of yours,
and does not disgrace you in the least,” eaid
Raymond, shying screps of wafer ai a pet-dog
belonging to one of the children, whoe caught
them eggerly, and found them exceedingly un-
satisfectory morsels.

" # Ag fap ag that is concerned, you know I
consider him my cousin as much ag Margaret
does,”

“By brevet appomtment, 1 presume—yet
T eannot claim a kinsman’s most distant privi-
lege without incurring rebuke.”

“ My dear boy, there are Erles and Erles,”
safd hiz uncle, smiling henignly, “Youarea
commisgion-merchant, and Alan is a sea-cap-
tain—ithe distinetion makes the difference.”

“JI am inclined to think there is another
distinetion which makes another difference,”
said Raymond, meaningly—then heleaned back
in hia chair and watched Ermine, with o glance
which she felt though she did not see, o Mr.
Erlo lefs the table end walked ncross the

“room, followed by his wife. * There és an.
other distinetion—is there not, Ermine?” he
ssked after a while in & quick, low volee, in-
audible at five paces off.

“Yes," angwered the girl, glancing up at

* him with fearless candor. “There is another
distinction~-and you know what it is, Ray-
mond."”

% What is it, Frming? "

“Tt.is that Alan is open and true as the
day,” she answered, in the same tone, “Itis
that there is no more narrowness in his heart,
than there is pettiness in his soul; that he
coutd no more shackle himself with the bond-
age of worldly opinion than he could stoop to
a mean action; and that God gave him so gen-
erous a epirit, go fine a nature, that, if he were
a hod-carriexr, he would still be a gentlernn,”

The young man looked intently into her |

glowing face.

“Well,” he said, dryly, “now for the com-
pamon-sketeh—-—the reverse-picture.”

% You have heard thn.t often enough, Ray-
mond,”

“Yes," he said, wnth a faint, bitter laugh,
43 have certainly heard often enough—perhaps
o little too often-—all the bad qualities with
which you are pleaged to endow me. I should
he worse than Iago if I possessed half of then,
Ermine.”
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"I ¢an only hope that you don’t possess
any of them, then, Raymond.”

“Do you never mean to do me any jus-
tice ? " he asked, with o certain subdued vehe-
mence of manner.

She looked up at him with a quick flash in
her eye.

“8et me an example, by doing Alan jas-
tice,” she eaid, curtly.

The dialogue has reached rather an exciting
point. Both their faces are flushed, and their
eyes glowing, as Madelon entors the room and
takeg in the gitmation at a glanee. As ghe
crosses the floor, Raymond bends down and
says hurriedly, but in a concentmted sort of
voice 1

“ By Heaven, Ermme, instead of téaching
me to do Alan justice, you are teaching me to
hate him as fast as one man can Ieam to hrate
gnother!”

~ Then hefore Ermine—startled and angry—
can reply, he has risen and walked away.

“May I have & cup of coffee ? ™" said Made-
lon, coming to the table. © There goes that
horrid door-bell—Major Hastings, of course!
~—Ermine, how does my hair look? You are
lovely, my dear—and what a color! You
ought to get Raymond to talk to you whenever
you are going out. He leaves! such a charm-
ing bloom behind him,” E

1
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CIAPTER IV,

TUNDER IHE STARLIGIIT.

Tur orchestra -is pealing away at the fairy

scherzo of the overture to the * Midsummer-

Night's Dregm "—thatpulse of joy which seems

beating for all time—when Ermine and her
escort file softly down the coerpeted aisle of a
crowded house, and are ushered to their seats
among o decorously silent and well-bred an-
dience. The color has not yet left the girl's
face~-only it has ‘ebbed from the lily-white
cheeka to coneentrate, as it were, in the vivid
carnation of the lips, and brighten the soft,
full-orbed lustre of the eyes—s0 that she never
looked more lovely than ghe does just now,
seeming, to the faney of more than one among
those who level glance or opera-glass wpon
her, like some fair, delicate, paseion-hued trop-
ical flower. v

"% That ghl's eyes always remind me of

lotos-eating and floating down the Nile,” said
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one poetically-inclined gentleman in a low
aside to his companion. *I suppose she and
Erle'are engaged ; but I can'tsay kapprove of
the match, They are entirely too much alike.
You've vead ‘Counterparts,’ haven't you?
People of the same temperament should never

, marry.”

“Yes, I have read fCounterparts,'® an-

swered the companion, who chanced to be an |

unusuaily bright and clever girl; “but I don’t

.agree with you in ‘thinking that Mr. Erle and

Miss 8t. Amand are of the same temperament,
One cannot go by the simple fact that they

Jboth have dark eyes, you know, I will wager

you any thing you please, that, if you ask some-
body who understands such things, he or she

. will tell you that, if not counterparts, they are

at least totally unlike.” -
“But how am I to find the somebody?

* Who docs understand such things ? »

“Indeed, I don’t know. Temperament is
a dead letter to most people, undonbtedly—but
hugh!  You must not tall while this heavenly
musie is going on!”

It ia heavenly indeed ; and Ermine is rapt
in a trance better by far than the lotos-eat-
ing of wbich her admirer has spoken—better
than any thing else in the world save thai di-
vine beatitude coming from the pure love of
the saints for God, of which this is no place to
speak, Musw—and of all music that which
comes like a breath of fragrant incense from
Mendelssohn'y heart—has led herinto a palace
of ealm delights iwhere none ¢an follow to mo-
lest her. The exquisite rise and fall of elfin
melody, the very sound with which the bow
first kisses the silver strings of the violin,
stivs and soothes her at once, Other eritical

- eard are there which listen and admire, as who

could fail to admire that harmony which dies
away “like the sweet south wind over & bed
of violets,” that perfect mechanism; that su-
perb orchestration, which Mendelssohn alone
perfected as an art; but, although they enjoy
with intense appreciation, they are not borne
away on the overflowing tide as Hrmine js.

Bhe leans back quito silent, quite motionless,

only her expanding eyegs—which momently
grow larger, fuller, 2nd more lustrous—tell the
story of her perfect beatitude. Who ean say
what drears the music wakes, what visions
which only & painter could conceive, or a poet
deseribe, float throngh her brain on the golden
tide of melody? Into the fragile girl-form
God had seen fit to infuse the true artist-soul

~that souI which can enjoy more keenly, guf-
fer more exquisitely, aud live more wholly
alone than any other which He, in His bound-
less, fathomless wisdom has ever ecreated.
Form, color, sound, each and all have o diffor-
ent meaning to her from what they have to
the mass of mankind., She feels them, as ghe
feels joy and sorrow, in superlative degree.
Those who follow the shert record of her short
Jife will do well to bear this in mind—well to
remember that to such natures do not apply
the cast-iron rules which govern the world at
large. 'Wholly, sometimes fatally different
from all others, gra they, and, seeing with sad
eyes how cruelly their tender fesh is sometimes
beuised by the sharp thorns of earth, we can
ouly hopa that cempensation is given them by
that serene Heaven whence pity as well as
merey ofttimes “droppeth like the gentle
rain,"”

After the orehestral overture, the house
broke into o tumult of that kid-glove applanse
which is o significant of what the newspapers
call “a select and fashionable audience ¥
applanse not meant for those soff, dying ea-
dences, like fairy * horng of Elfiland.blowing,”
but for the graceful, girlish figure, the piquant
girlish face which came before the foot-lights,
the young singer—mow world-renowned, then
in the first lush of her youth—whom they had
agsembled to honor. When she hegan to sing
~—ah, well! the ravishing notes of that aweet
voiece dwell yet in the hearis of some who
heard her in those long-vanished golden days, .
and it muy be that the fascination of the past
hangs over them. At alt avents, it boots little-
to repeat the verdiet which the world haslong
since passed on the fair cunfafrice, or praize
the power which wrought her audience out
of dreaming, eritical ¢alm, into a fover of en-
thusiasm on that by.gone hight, Perhaps,
for ell their high-bred languor, the warm
Southern current of their blood was ready
enough to be stirred. Even unimpressible
Raymond, who had yawned behind his hond
gt the overture, beat one palm upon another,
a8 he said, “ She ia divine [ ?

“Yes, she ig divine!” echoed Ermine in
such & tone that ‘he turned and looked ouri-
ously at her, :

“One would think that you had been tak- .
ing opium,” he said, “I never saw the pupils
of your eyes dilated as they are now! You
ook as if you were dreaming dreams, or see-
ing visions. I3 it hashish or excitement "
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%The soul of the music hag gone into my

blood, alsjii[’feunyaun says of the rose,” answered

“You are too eold—youn don’t

know apything about it, Ne wonder Mira-

beau wantéd to die to the sound of music, Tt

would Isurely take the pang out of dying—if
any thing could ! ”

“ 1 thought painting was your hobby,” seid
he, glahoing over the programme, to see how
much longer it would be before the concert
ended, -

“And isn't it all the same thing? Oh, if
you could.only tell whai pictures I Lave scen
—what exquisite, Iucid, beautifal tinis—since
I have ‘been sitting here ‘But then it is not
hepven. It must end »

“goon too, I hope,” said be, devout]y

But none of this concerns us very much,
gave in -its effect on Ermine—which effect
could scargely be overrated, She might have
been taking opium, hashish, any thing, from
‘the expression of her face, the rapture of her
sengations, when at last she rose to go. - At
another tima she would not have felt the music
g0 intepsely ; but the excitement of the even-
ing had come too closely—too entively without
intermisslon—on the exeitement of the day,
on the long, feverish steain over the picture
that had mastered her goul as the muslc mas-
tored her mind, Now she was “deified,” she
trod in supreme exaltation on air; yet a wise
physician looking at her would have foreboded
terrible things from the reaction so pitilessly
sure to come. Do you remember the wonder-
ful description of an opium-trance which De
Quincey gives in the “Suspiria?” Something
Jike tlds was upon Ermine when, pouring out
with the crowd, -she found herself driving
home, under a dome of deepest steel-blue,
thickset with glittering stars, Sleep! How
ghould she sleep with every pulse throbbing,
every nerve quivering, every faculty of being
strung to its utmost tension ?  Surging through
her broin—dominating even the jubilant clagh
'of the orehestra, and the pure tones of a silvery
voice—she secmned to feel the mighty pulse of
- the sea, to hear the soft swish of the waves, to
eatch the liguid sound of thai grand ocean-
monotone which, old a3 Time itself, will only
end when * Time shall be no mere.”

% Raymond,” she snid, a3 they alighted be-
fore the door of the Erle House, from the
open windows of which laughter and merry
voices floated out on the odorous night air,
%1 canmot go in and face all those people~mthe

vl

noise and the light and the talk would drive
me distracted, I am going down to the Bai-
tery to listen.to the water. It may quiet
me.”

“Quiet you!? said Raymond, naturally
much astonished. “ My, dear Ermine, what
quict do you meed? You have not spoken
three words since the concert ended,”

“Al, but you don’t knew what I have
felt! How could you? I should not be sur-
prised if you werc sleepy; but I am confident
1 shalt never sleep again.”

* The best remedy for that will be o go to
bed, I think.”

“@o to bed! The mere idea of such a
thing is abhorrent to rae! I should simply
lie and. toss and toss and toss—until finally in
despair I might go to my paints. . Then
wouldn’t I look a ghost to-morrow! If you
want to dvert that calamity, you will net say a
word while T rundown to the Battery.”

“You forget your mother—what will she
gay ?”

“H I were Madelon, I ahould AnsWer, 3
dieble with mammal As it i, T don't care
what she says, I must go—JT eillgo! Won't
vou be a good boy, and stay here till I come
back ? 1 pledge you my word, I sha™’t be
gone ten minutes! ™

“8iay here! I should think not, indeed !
I will be & better oy, however, and go, with
yo‘l "

* Oh, no, no—I must go by mysell. Iwant

the silence, and the night, and the water.
Raymond—please atay !
- “Don't be a—idon't be foolish; Ermine !
said Raymond, almost roughly. “If you have
a mind for romantic star-gazing, of course I
will take you to the Battery; but as for letting
you go elone—that is nonsense! Your mother
placed you under my care, and, whether you
want me or not, I shall accompany you.”

“Then,” said Ermine, with o slight stamp
of her foot on the pavement, “I won't go 1"

*Then,” said Raymond, with a very per-
ceptible accent of anger, ¥ you will be doing a
much more sensible thing than I could have
expected of you,”

“You are impertinent!” eried she, blazing
out upen him,

“ Pardon me,” said he, biting his lips. “I
had forgotten' that women think they have a
monopoly of incivility.”

“ Raymond, you know that is not truel”

“Whatever it i3 said Raymond, coldly,

.\4
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“I think this discussion had better be con-
cluded in the house,”

“T am not going into the house,” retorted
Ermipe, haughtily. *I am going down to the
Battery.”

“ Then X shall accompany you.”

“ You may follow me, if you choose—you
certainly shall not accompany me.”

A panse, Affairs being af & * dead-loc a
both combatants stop for breath, and eye each
other in wrathful silence. Just then a hand
pushes back a curtain of the bay-window, snd
two figres—~a man’s and a woman's—stand
relieved againgt the brillisnt light behind,
The_ woman is tall, slender, white-clad, with
heavy dark plaits binding her head, and 1
searlet Hower burning among them the man
i3 also tall, well made, and handsome, Their
voices float out distinetly on the still night
air. - ‘
Says the gentleman, ¢ Your Benedict and
Beatrice have not arrived yet.”

# No doubt they have stopped en roule for
a sociable quarrel,” answered Madelon’s silver,
mocking veice.  Benedict and Beatrice have
a weakness that way, you know.”

“They certainly are am interesting peir of
lovers,”" says the decper tones, longuidly.
¢ But, can you tell me—-—why is quarrellmg als
wuys an incipient sign of love? »

“How should ¥ know ? T never quarre),
and I never was in ]Dve ”

“You mever quarrell—you never were in
love! My dear Mademoiselle Lantree, how
ghocking! If some one made you vory angry,
then, you might, perhaps, condescend to begin
the first—and, having begun the fivst, you
might glide into the second.”

Y Soarcely, T think,”

“May ILiry? "

“To make me angry ? Oh, certamly ; but
I ihink it right to give you warning that you
will not be likely to vopeat the offence.”

[P 13 Why not? ™"

# Bimply because I regard it ag such a fool-
ish and nadignified amusement that I always
drop the acquaintance of any one who hag once
led me into it,” ‘ )

“Thanlks for the warning—I shall be care-
ful, then, But why make such 2 rule f—why
leave guch a charming character as that of
Beatrice entirely to your cousin ??

¥ Probably becanse I have no fancy for a
Benediet,”

“Would & Romeo suit you better?
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#To smother me in sweets? No. * ducun.
chemin de flewrs ne conduil & la gloive'—and T
take it that love and glory are much the sume:
thmg »

“ Perhaps Mark Antory—"

“ Ah, now you touch e more nearly—only,.
insiead of losing a world for me, I zhould
much prefer that he would gain one,”

“With you for inspiration, who could faik
to do go?”

“ Now, that 15 very pretty, Major Hastings,
I am sure you hove nothing Detter in your
quiver; so, on the principle of the best thing;
last, we will go back and report to Aunt Vie-
torine that Ermine has not come,”

The urtain fell again a3 they passed away.
For a moment there was silence betwecn the
two eavesdroppers outside ; then, in a hard sort
of a voice, Trmine said:

“If you have no objection, I believe I should
prefer for you to come with me. I havesome-
thing to say to you."

“I am at your serviee,” he n.nswered
stiffly, ’

Side by side they walked avay. Raymond
did not offer his arm—probably because be
knew that it would not be accepted—and
neither of them spoke until they reached the
Battery, Then, for the first time, Mr, Erle
opened hig lips,

“ Give me your hand, Ermme—you wilk
miss the step.”

“ No, thankg—I con see perfectly,”, replied
Ermine, coldly, Having ascended the steps,
ghe turned from him, and, walking some dis-
tance, stood leam'ng against” the railing—py
white shape, faintly outlined in the dusky
gloom—gazing seaward, and listening to the
waves beating softly at her feet.

What her thoughts were, Heaven ouly
knows-—perhaps she did not know herself—
but the quiet of Nature stole over her lika a
subtle spell. Execited fancy, indignant snger,.
both died down; both seemed hughed inta
insignificance by the wonderful power that
wrapped waier and shore in their “tranced
calm " of perfect rest. In a little while she
might have been herself once more—the self
that shrank morbidly from giving pain--if
Raymound had only been wise enough to leave
ber alone, '

But Roaymond was no observer of that
subtle flux and reflux of feeling, which—chief-
ly for the want of e better nams—we call
mood. -Eminently practical himself, the sensi-
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tve, artistic tomperament was to him mage
than a marvel, worse than an enigma: it was
sheer folly and imposition, As hestood silent,
steiving to read the riddle of that white, stead-
fast face, he registered a solemn vow that if
this wayward, haughty girl were ever in his
power, her romantic fancies should be very
summarity dealt with, and her proud spirit be
broken if it would not bend. At present, his
predominant feeling with regard to her was
one of intense irvitation and unfortunately he
was not entirely successfui in keeping this sen-
timent out of his voice, when he ﬁmlly lost
patience and spoke,

“Did you bring me here to gaze at you,
while you gazed at the stars, ¥rmine? If
there were o little more light, I might find the
réle interesting ; but at present it is rather un-
eatisfrotory,”

Brmine started, and, frowning slightly under
cover of the darlness, tutned toward him.
No one could have told how keenly this dis-
¢ordant voice jurred on her at the moment.

“No," she gaid, with more repellant cold-
nese than he had ever seen in her before, ¢ I
did not bring you here to” gaze at me. That
would have been a very poor inducement in-
decd. T brought you to speak = few plain
words~——for I think i is timg that we came to
an explanation.”

- % Indeed 1" gaid Raymond, a little startled,
'vet not ill pleased that his opportunity had
come thus unezpectedly, | “I am a phin
man,” he went on, *and therefore always
veady for plain speaking.) Let us have an
explanation by all means; the soouer the
better.”

% Yes,” said Ermine, ¥ the sooner the
hetter.,” Then ghe stoppell amoment to collect
herself for in truth it was a bold step she wag
about to take, snd one from which she would
have shrunk if this tide of excitement had not
been giving her a fictitioud strength, ¥ Since
you are fond of plain speaking, Raymond,”
she continued, before he had time to do more
than fect the pause, “I hope you will not be

surprised if I spesk to you very plainly—so |

plointy that I may perhaps shoek you, You
heard what Madelon and Major Hogtings were
saying. Of course, it is not necessary for me
to tell you that such things are not true.
Since they are not true—sjnce they never will
be true—you can imagine how very disagree-
able they are to me, In fact, X will not toler-
ate them.. Being o man, you must find some
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way to let people understand thai you and I
are nothing to each other.”

“Being a wan, my dear_Ermine, that is
Jjust what I cannet do,” said Raymond, fold-
ing his arms and leaning againat the reiling so
28 to face her.

“Why not ? she asked haughtily.

“ Simply because it is not my place to do
80; and simply also because we are a great
deal to each other now, and I hope we may be
mere bereafter.” "

“You forget yourself)” she said, growing
in kowtewr every moment. “ You are nothing
to me either now or hereafter ; and certainly
I wilt never be any thing to you!”

In the clear starlight they could see the
cutiine of each other's face, but all play of

expression was of course veiled in obscurity, If-

Ermine had been able to wateh the effeet of
her last words, she would have seen that Ray-
mond paled in very marked degree, though his
tone was as easy as it had been before, when
he answered:

“I can prove that you are mistaken, Br-
ming, The man who loves you passionately,

end wishes to devote his life to proving that

love, cannot possibly be ‘nothing’ to you;
while you are simply every thing to me.”

“Raymond!” Bhe was so young that for
a moment she lost dignity in passion. “How
dare you utter such words to me! You know
they are not true.  You know that, if you ever
loved anybody besides vourself, you loved
Margaret, and that she—poor girl—loves you
still 1 - .

“Margaret!’ he repeated, and his face
lightened, for be thought that, if she were
Jealoud, hisghance was betfor than even he had
dared to hope. “Is it possible you think me
such a fool as to love Marparet, Ermine ?
You might know me better. You might
kunow that the beauty of a doll is not likely
1o attract me ; and Margaret hag little besides
that.”

“T am very well aware that she has net o
fortune,” said Ermine, bitterly.

The shaft was too keen not to strile home ;
for, let & man be ever so conseious of mer-
cenary motives, a taint concerning those me-
tives is none the less hard to bear.
red flush common to Raymond's olive com-
plexion surged over it, as he answered, rais-
ing his figure a little, and slightly throwing
back the chest across which his arma were
folded : -
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“I sce you thmk that womon may use in-

sult as well as incivility with impunity, Ermine,
However, it is well for us to know exactly on
what ground we stand. Do you mean to
imply that my chject in eddressing yourself is
purely mercenary? "

The question was pointed and direct. Er-
‘mine’s clear tones answered it without a shade
of wavering or hesitation :

“Knowing no other object which you could
possibly have, T am consirained fo say that I
do.”

“Then,” #aid he, haughtily, “justification
is impossible to me, and, if it were ever 8o pos-
sible, would be beneath me. In this, as in
many other thinge, T must bear as best I can

- the odium of your injustice.”

“T am tired of that charge,” said she, pas-
“ Prove to me that I am unjust, and
there is no oue living who will sooner amend a
wrong. Yon know that of me. Prove to me
that I misjudge you; do not content yourself
with mere assertion,”

He beat forward and id his hand down
upon hers. Even in the starlight she secmed
to feb! the fire which gathered in the velvety
depths of those dark eyes.

“If 1 prove your injustice to you, Ermine,
will you let me name my own reward ?

Bhe shrank back from him—ghrank in-
voluntarily, and in a mexmer which would
have eut to the very heart a man who truly
loved her.

“No,” she sald, “I can make no such
promise, because, if I were ever 80 muech mis-
taken, I can only heg your pardon for my un-
Jjust suspicions.”

“Will you give me leave to convince you
of the sincerity of my love, Ermine # "

4 No, Raymond *  Bhe spoke more gently
now, beeause in tzuth it was hard to believe
that the earnestness guivering in his voice was
all for her fortune, It would be useless. I
ean never love you,” ‘

t Many women have said that who learned
the leason of love at last.””’

“ Porhaps so—but I am not one of those
women,”

“ (Hive me at least leave to try. You shall
be free ag ajr—bound to nothing Orily let
me try.”’

“No," said she, qmckly—a]most sharply.
“Thot would be next thing to an epgapge.
ment, and people would have some right to
talke of ug, while you would have some right
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to reproach me when I came to zay, at last,
what I say now—I do not love you, and T can
never marry you."”

“You had better consider that Gecision,
Frmine,” -

“3If I considered it forever, 1 should never
change it,” said she, relapsing into henghti-
ness.

“ You are sure of that#”

“1 am perfectly sure of it."

He shrugged his shoulders slightly, end
again she scemed to feel the light of the dark
eyes facing her own so steadily in the soft
starlight,

“ ¥ am not a betting.man, Ermine,” he said,
quictly, ¥ or I ghould be willing to luy heavy
odds that you will live to regret those words
~and to unsay them.”

Why was it that at this moment a cold
heund seemed to grasp Ermine’s heart, and
hold i in o vice? She was free as air; no
human being had any power of compulsion
over her~—least of all, the moan who stood be-
side her—yei Madelon's words seemed to come’
back on the soft flow of the water murmuring
at her feet: “Sooner or later, you will have
to do it—why not succumb at once ? "

But the serrement du coour, 83 the French
call this contraction, did not last more than o
second, Indignation rushed over her all the
more strongly for the momentéry terror which -
had preceded it; and her words, when she
gpoke, geemed to sting like 8. whip, in their
contemptions scorn.

“It ig time for this conversation to end,
gince you think it worth your while to try to
intimidate me. I think I have sald all that T
wished to say—-that I have definitely made
clear all that I desired to make clear. I
brought you here to tell you, once for all, that
the plens which you heve been building will
never be realized ; and, having told you this,
my conscience 18 clear "

“In other words,” said Raymond, WhGSE’
anger was 80 great that he could not restrain.
the expression of it, ¥ you did e the honor
to reject me before I had ever made 2 pro-
pogal”

“T knew you would not spare me that.
teunt,” eaid Ermine, quietly. 1 expected it,
and it does not wound me in the least. Of its
gendrosity I leave you to decide, Once more,.
however, I must request that it may be defi-
nitely understoad by everybody econcerned,
that there is no truth in the rumors which
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have been cireuluted~~hy whom, I know not,”

“Perhaps I cen enlighten yon on thilt
point.”

“T do not care to be enlightened,” she re-
turned. “The subjeet bas no interest for me.
Now, if you please, we will go back. Madelon
and Muajor Hastings may make some other
pleastent and good-natured remarks on our ab-
gence if we remain longer,”

“ One moment,” said ke, Jaying his hand
again on hers. % You have had your tum to
Bpeak—now I must be sulliciently discourteous
to detain you until I have had mine, In the
first place, I do not accept your decision as
final, No-—yon need not start and draw your-
gelf up. That shiould be made clear at once.
I do not accept it. I shell enidenvor to induce
you to reconsider it, and J think you will do
<0, Next”—was it Ermine’s fancy that the
voice took a slight tone of menace here #— I
wish you to understand that I know perfectly
well who has been at work to prejudice you
against me, and that I generally pay my debis
~—with interest.”

“ Raymond,” the girl gasped-wfor the first
time unnerved and thrown off her guard—*“1
do not understand you. I do not know who
you mesn. No one has ever spoken fgainst
you to we. On the contrary, everybody---
there at home—is only too anxious for me to
marry you. I—T do not know whom you
mean,” .

“You know perfectly well whom I mean,”
he answered. *You know perfectly. well that
I mean that—-that brother of ming, wWhose
business in life has been o annoy and disgrace
me. The day may come, perhaps, when he
and I will settle scores, end then I shall not
be likely to forget to-night.”

* Alan is capable of taking care of him.

- el said Ermine, in that voice of indescuib-
ably mingled pride and tenderness which is
so significant from & woman's lips. *Your
threats do not frighten me—they only prove
hiow right T have been from first. to last in my
opinion of you. As for his having ever influ-
enced me against you, I will not defend him
from suck a charge. Even while you make it,

- you do not believe it yourself.” ‘

“In other words, you aceuse me of delib-
erate falschood. Go on, Ermine!  Fill up the
full meagure of your injustice I

¥ Raymond, I am tired,” she cried, with 2
gudden sound Lke a moan of paind *Oh,
why have you forced me to all thid *—why

will you not be content when ¥ tell you that I

do not love you? I oan say.no more than
that.”

“There ia no effect twitheut a canse,” gaid
he, grimly. “You do not love me beeause,
with all your haughty pride, you do love some
one else—and I know enly too well who that

. gome one §g.”

He uttered the Iast words with ill-eon-
cealed malice, snd poansed for an answer, but
no pnswer came, Ermine turned from him,
and took two or three steps away. Then in
the starlight he saw her pause, and apparently
kneel down ageinst the reiling. He waited a
minute or two, but she remained so silent and
80 still that he went up to her, end, after his
questions reeeived no reply, laid his hand on
the white shoulder that gleamed like polished
marble through her muslin dress,~

Then he saw ﬁhaﬁ the rewcti::;}d come,
end that she had quietly fainted, with her
head pillowed on the railing, while the starlit
waves rippled softly just below

© w———
CHAPTER V.,
ERLES AND ERLES,

Prraarg there i3 nothing mere trying to
the patience of a story-teller, than to be forced
te pause in full tide of dramatic action to fur-
nigh some tiresome bit of explanation, deserip-
tion, or retrospection, which, ten to one, will
bore' the render alrnost, if not quite, as much
ag it hag already bored the writer, yet which
the exigencies, of the narrative render impera-
tively necessary. At such times one yearns
for the liberty of a playwright, who leaves his
chariicters to tell their own stories,and de-
geribe their own antecedents in that epigram-
matic flow of language with which everybody

-i8 gifted on the stage—wasting neither time

nor paper on theexcessively * heavy " business
of filling in and filling out, of narrating family

circumstances, and recounting family genealo- |

gies, which falls with such a desponding
welght of weariness on the unfortunate novel-
ist. 'What must be, must be, however; and
sometimes matters come to such o pess that
4 few plain words are absolutely essential to
get them straight, to place the readér in that
properly confidential position which a reader
should always fill, and-—na. they expressively
have it 8t sea—to “clear the decks for ac.
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-tion " in such a satisfactory manner that there
ghall hereafter be no troublesome interrup-
tions to the smooth working of thoge different
threads which go to form the siory. Thus
muchk by way of preface and apology for a
few words which duty—no? inclination—ne-
cessitates, concerning | the Erles. Somebody
says that the writdr who goes back in hig
story for any purpose whatever, Joses ground
and goes back just that much in the estima-
tion of his reader. If this rule hold good, I
fear that I must prepare myself for an cnor-
mous retrograde movement in the minds of all
who may glance through the pages of this
sketch, for the necessity of which I have al-

-ready spoken requires a backward leap of

several years from the date on which niy story
opens.

To begin in rather irregular faghion, there
once lived an English governess in the house-
hotd of the Erles, o certain Miss North, wko,
being of a deeided literary turn, and of de-
cided seribbling propensities, kept a journal in
which were recorded meny things, curious and
othotwise, eoncerning the family in which she
resided. It oceurs to me just now that I
can lighten my own ghoulders of 2 consider-
able burden by throwing the labor of describ-
ing the past circumstances of the Erles on
the willing shoulders of Miss Nerth, Her
Journal—which I chance to possess—is tempt.
ingly explicit on thiz polint, and, as far a5 I
cau judge, moderately attractive in style, so I

- cut therefrom a few poges, paste them in my

M8, and head them in approved remantic
fashion, :

Leaves from the Journol of @ Governess.
April1, 185,

(A date three years before the story.)
“To-day being Friday, T did not begin
school, but I saw my two pupils, who are kept
mtch more to their own domain of nursery
and school-room than American children in
peneral, teated their acquirements, settled the
order of their studies, and gave them somo
lessons for Monday. They are very bright
childeen, perfectly polished in manner, and
guite well ingtrueted in all the Béenstances of
social life, but as ignorant es little pigs of
the most common rudiments of every-day
learning. Reginald could not gpell his own
name, when T told him to do se, but shrugged
his shoulders with the alr of a Chesterfield .as
he said, ¢ E% 8ien, he would write hie fnitials

a8 Cousin Raymond did!® I strove to ex-
Plain that, in case of emergency, it would be
ag well to know how to write it in full, and T
think he at last .admitted the force of my rea-
soning. ¥ have taken quite a fancy to hiin,
although he frankly informed me that he
hated governesses, and wanted to go to school
with other hoys, *Suppose other boys asked
you to spell your nome?’ I said. And at
that my young gentleman hung his head. As
for Youise, she is a litle fair-haired doll, a
poeleet edition of Margavet, with her head so -
full of toilets and chiffons that I despair. of
ever putiing much else into it. She smoothed
out her pink-silk skirt, in which she looks
like o little ballet-dancer, and sat on my lap
with her tiny-slippered feet crossed, her smail
hands -demurely laid over one another, her
large blue eyes on my face, and angwered afl
my questions with an aplomb and ease of man-
ner that would have done credit to a young
lady of two measons. She told me exaetly
what sort of ‘point? it is that ‘mamma’
wears on her handkerchiefs, how many beau.
tiful bracelets and rings Margaret has in her
box on her toilet-table, and oh 1 what a lovely
gold-colored silk enme home for Erinine the
other day, with*flounceg just se (showing .en
her own diminutive skirt), and trimwming across
the body this way. But I shall never forget
her face when I asked her the result of add-
ing two and two together,

‘“After I had disposed of the children, I.
sent- for Ermine, who came, with a glew of
Pleagure that made her look fairly beautiful,
and eonducted me to her chamber,

‘* Mamma, orders that all painting be done
in the school-room,’ she eaid, *but ¥ draw
here ag youch as ¥ please, and I want you to
look over my porifolic. My teachers used to
compliment me o good deel on these kketches,
but T hope you will not hesitate to express
your real opinion about them,’' . .

“T asgured her that I would certalnly ex.-
press my real opinion, whatever that opinion
might be; and, with her mind apparently
much relieved on this point, she placed me in -
o delightfal easy-chair by an open window,
whose lace curtaing the soft southern breeze
was fluttering to and fro, drew a low otto-
man forward for herself, and laid a richly-em-
bosged drawing-portfolio in my lap.

“To suy that I was astonished, when I un-
tied the strings and began to, look over the
different sketches, is a very faint way of ex-
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pressing what I realiy felt. T am forty-five
* years old, and I have been tossed shout the
world ever since the day I entered o pension-
nat des demoiselles nt Pariz; T have visited
numberless schools of design, and seen the
sketches of hands with whose works the world
is now familiar 3 I have frequented exhibitions
all my life, and taken the greatest interest in
artigts and their productions ; but I had never
seen any thing to equal the exquisite delicacy
of finish and power of touch which were visi-
ble in these sketches of a gixl barely seventeen,
and almost entirely untaught. As I turned
them over, I remembered the day when I, too,
had hoped to do something with colors ; I re-
membered the bitter death of that hope, and,
for the first time in all my Iife, I felt resigned.
My rough counsellors had been right. Talent
was mine, never gentus like this. -One after
another I placed aside the sheets of ‘bristol
board, and still wonder grew upen me; for,
whether it was an elaborate drawing where
atroke wag laid on stroke with the beauty of
5 line-engraving, or the merest outline unfilled
by any detall, the same facile pencil showed

itself, the seme bold freedom of hand was.

there, the same marvellous power of conveying
expression in a single iine or dot, the same
- divine inspiration caught from Nature's relf.

“T looked entirely through the, portfolio
hefore I said any thing ; then, ag I began to
replace the sketches, I saw that Ermine was
gazing very wistfully inte my face.

“i] gee what you think,' she sald, in a
very subdued voice. * Don't pain yourself by
telling me, mademoiselle. You think I have
been flattered and am very foolish—that is
all¥

“I looked down ab her; the soft, duk
eyes met mine very bravely, though a little
sadly, and, after a while, I laid my hnnd on
Lér shoulder.

“¢Child) I said, gravely, °1 wish it were
some voice of more suthority than mine to tell
you that God has given you onoe of His grent
telents, and that in this portfolio is that which,
if you choose, can make you world-renowned.

“She started violently, and Jooked at me
inoredulously, -

4 Mademoiselle, you—you are jesting !”

“ I ghook my head.

“‘No, I am in earnest—do you think I
would jest on such n subject ®—as much in
earnest ag when I tell you that all question of
tenching is at an end between us. We can

paint together, and I may be able to give you
a foew practical hints in,. the use of eolors ; but
instruction I am upable to render.’

“8he looked at me half startled, almost
awed.

¢ ¢ Mademoiselle, pardon me ; T can scarcely
believe any thing so atrange! Is this really
true?? .

“I answered ag gravely:

Tt i3 certainly true.

“Then, to my surprise, she bowed her
head down on her hands, and I saw guick
tears gush through the slender fingers,

“%Alan was right,’ she said, in a low

volce.

M After this we adjourned to the sehool-
room, to Zee what she could do with colors,
and here I found that my instruction was very
much needed. She knew verylittle indeed of
painting, and even what she did know had
evidently been taught by incompetent masters,

' Her aptitude and eagerness to learn, however,

I had never seen surpassed, She threw her-
self, heart and soul, into the lesson, hung upon
my every word, watched my manipulations of
the brush with eyes that fairly glowed, and at
lnst dashed-off & bit of foreground that elicited
my wariest praise.

4]z it really good ?? she asked, stilt some-
what suspiciously.

“¢It js really wonderful, for e beginner.
What a pity you are an heiress, my dear!
You ought to be what Nature has made you,
an artist,’ :

“40h, how I should lile it!’ she ecried,
eagerly. ‘I would rather be an art-student,
and work for my daily bread, than the righest
heiress in the world?

“¢Doos” it never strike you that a good
many art-students would gladly exchange their
lives for yours?

“*Bometimes,’ she answered, retreating a
step back to look at a rock she was painting
~—‘ sometimes, and then I wish we could man-
age to do so, It would make me very happy,
T am sure,’ )

4+ And would you give up your beansiful
island #7

441 would go to see it.
o8 much as if T owned the whele of it, you
know.?

At And your guardian P’

“ Her face fell; it was almost as mobile

and candid as o chlld’s, that face!

I could enjoy it
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«itType, I would have to give up all my
friends to the mew Ermine. Then I donm't
think I eould possibly exchange with her, I
would not resign my dear guardian and Alan
for all the paints in the world!®

“ What a strange givl she was! Her dear
guardian and Alan--not a mention of her
mother or any member of the hougehold in
which she lived ?

“¢Yes, I said, laying an artful little trap,
‘the new Ermine would take all your friends

"ag well a8 your fortune‘—sfie would be your

mother's davghter, and wox would have no
more interest in her than a stranger.’

“She was standing with her profile to me,
and I thought T gaw her lip quiver at the last
word ; but, if go, it was ouly for a second, and
ghe angwered, after a moment, quite as easily
ag before:

%41 hopa she would be fair, then, and like
dresses and visiting, and—ERaymond! Mamma
would gain by the exchange, in that case.
Poor mumma !’ )

“There was a sudden change of tone—a
sudden giving way—a sddden pathos in the
last two words, that took me completely by
surprise. I looked up quickly; the girl's face
wag quivering all ever as if with unshed tears,
and she suddenly threw down her palette and
brushes.

“¢That is enough for this merning, don’t
you think so, mademoiselle? It is nearly din-
ner-time, and I must chinge my dress, for

. look what paint-stains are all over it1?

“¢You must have some aprons,’ said I,
looking ab the pretty muslin which was ruined.
‘Don’t forget l—long aprons that will eover
the whole front of your dress, I will not
give you another lesson until you have put
one on.’ - )

“¢Very well, she answered, & little ab.
sently. I will tell Lene o make me some a4
once. What are you going to do, mademoi-
selle ?? -

%] ym going to clean this palette of

yours, I answered, a liitle severely, ‘It
sheuld never be left in this condition,’

%At which Mademoiselle Bt. Amand very
foreibly tool the palette out of my hand.

¢ Let it alone,’ she soid, ‘I mean to send
Lena to do it

“‘Lena! But how should a mmd know—

“!She knows, interrupted nry companion,
devisively. *Alan showed- her how when he
and I used to play at painting, and were both

3

of us too lazy to clean the palettes and brushes
ourselves.”

- “+But my dear Brmine, do you never do
any thing for yourself?’

“The young West-Indian shrugged her
graceful southern shoulders,

“' 4 gui bon, mademoiselle? If I were
poor and an artist, I should have o, you know
wwbut I am not either poor or an artist, and
that i3 oo end of the matter !—Come, I want
%0 wash my hands, and then-—do you know

-what Imean to do ¥’

“iNg, How should I%'

“She bent down, laughing, and made the
portentons announce}nenb in a very dramatic
whisper:

“¢1 mean to show you Alan's ehetches.

“¢Indeed!’ said I, not quite so over-
whelmed as she seemed to_expect. ‘Then’
perhaps you will also enlighten my ignorance
a3 to who Alan is, I have not heard yet, you
know.’ '

“¢[Tave you hot? Weil, then, you shall
hear—all about him! Come, now.’

“She ran lightly down-staira before me—
the schoolroom is in the third story—singing
a gay French song a8 she went, and seeming
to £ill the whole bouse with the grace of her
sunshiny presence, I could not kelp follow-
ing her foudly with my eyes—it iz such o
pleasure to see a young girl who is still enough
of a child to enjoy her youth. At the foot of
the stairs she paused to wait for me, and we
both went back to the pretty chamber we bad
left an hour before—the chamber that looked
'ag pure and sweet ag it¢ occupant,

“T sat down in my former seat by the
open, jasmine-hung window, while Ermine
washed her paint-smeared hands, and, that
duty over, crossed the floor o a little inlaid
cabinet, unlocked it with a key that hung at
her chdiielaine, and gazed down at it as she
might have gazed at the tiny altar arranged
with such care in a curtained recess not far off
—the altar with its ivory crucifix snd holy-
eyed Madonna, its withered palm-branch and
flask of holy water, its silver lamp and all the
other tender a¥rangements, which, striet Prot-

| estant though I was, had fouched my heart

strangely when I first entered the room.
“tThig is where I keep every thing con-
nected with Alan,’ said she, glancing. back af
me. ‘I'love dearly to leok at them—but
still, they make me gad, T eaunot exactly tell
why, but they do. Here is a litile boat he
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made me once--long ago. See! It gtill has
its pennon and the name he gave it—Za belle
Brmine. Poor Alan1 He was always so fond
of the ses, but he expecied to he a naval of-
ficer in those days. Angd hére ig his own port- |
folio, with hig own sketehes in it. Now, made-
moiselle, prepare to be dazzled.!
“T am bound to ray that; if T had done &0,
I should have been grievously disappointed—
for the important eketches were by no meana
extraordinary either in conception or execu-
tion, The ordinary efforts of clever falent,
without one spark of genius—that was all.
Better sketches certainly. than sre usually
found in an amateur’s portfolio; better, even,
then those of many would-be artists, showing
considerable knowledge, nnd greot apprecia-
tion of art, showing also a certain spirit and
- vigor that made you like them better the lon-
ger you looked at them ; but not worthy of be-
ing compared with those\ exquigite efforts-of
the girl who now looked up in my face, expect-
ing praite as naturally as she had before ex-
pected censure, I praised honestly, but what
T said did not seem to satisfy her, ’
“Yademoigelle, you speak so coldly!’
ghe eried, half indignangly, *Burely you thinlk
them more than just “ well done.”” You wasted
g0 much praise on my foolish drawings, and
‘now you have nothing to say that is worth
saying about these sketches—Alan's ghketohes,!
- #iDo you reslly think these are as good
28 yours, Ermine 2’ I asked, with a smile.
“¢Ag pood ag mine? Mademoiselle 1’
4 Tt was almost anger that spoke in the as-
“tonished tone, almost anger that mounted over
.cheek and brow in a sudden, burning blush,
“it¢ Baoguse, if you do, I pursued, very
1 «coolly, - you are wonderfully mistaken—aond
«ither pirtiality blinds your judgment, or your
gkill is even more ingtinet than T thought it
“For & moment I really did not know
whether ghe would throw th% portfclio at my
impious head, or take mo‘py the ghoulders
and put me out of the Toom, ghe. faced me
with such indignant eyes; but I'held myself
pi-ep&red for either event, and ?ndeavored
mepnwhile to look as quiet as possible, so the
storm blew over in words: .
@ tMademoiselle, I did not think ybu would

have treated me so. I would never;.never have
ghown you Alaws drawings, if I ad. Bt

thought you would appreciate thern—if T hi

-} weary of sounding !’

.-

ish, too. Jdraw like Alan? [ do any thing
Jike this foreshortening, or that gea, or those
figures? Why, it is ridievléus! I could not
do it if I were to try forever!’ .
“¢Very well, said I, with a little sigh of
resignation, * we wor’t urgue the point, 1"0.u’ll
allow me, however, {o retain my own opinion,
I hope. Iiis all a matter of taste, you kno\:v
~1nost things are, in this world. Bol—is'it
possible 7’
“4¢What is the matter 2’ she asked, for T
had suddenly paused, with my eyes fixed on
the portfolio in grent surprise.
“T pointed to the inside, where, in a large,
flowing, rather hoyish hand, was writfen sey-
eral times over the name of ¢ Alan Erle,’ and a
date eleven years before, _
“iYes? ghe gaid, ¢ the portfods was his
when"he was a boy, but the sketches have
been drawn: ot various times since, A good
many are foreign, you sce—ill those South-
American scenes, for instanee—and that plet-
ure of the Adventure he drew for me the last
time he was at home)
© «i] wag noticing the name} Ienid. ‘I
had no ides he was—' :
«+Pypa’s nephew ¥ Had you not? But
he is—and Raymond’s brother, toe.
«T guppose I looked astonished, for she
went on quickly :
4t They are only half-brothers, and I some-
times think that they must be even less than
that—they are so totally unlike. Raymond j3
so worldly, so mereenary, so cold-hearted and
narrow-minded, while Alan js—well he is my
proug chevalier whose praises I never grow
@i Put he iz no relation of yours, said I,
o Httle suspiciously, as befitted forty-five and
tress responsibility.
™ Rr;':?l could Pm)’o help feeling a little
ashamed when the soft, dark eyes lifted them--

mother'a before the il

«:1 have always thought that there are
some ties stronger than blood, mademolselle—
and that gratitnde is chief ‘among them. I
have never had but one friend since I left my
" doar island, and Alan is that one, Ishall never
forget the first time T saw him. T was & poor

. ever guspected that you would have said such
oryel things! They are eruel, aud—and fool-

nothing but fret and wail qnd weep from the

. Bupreme pity and gentleness, though he was

| Aim! My brave Alan! Why, T honor him

j more, os the simple eaptain of the Adventure,

selves to my face, candid and pure as the first . g than if he were an admiral of a hundred
' ’ . f novies!’ ’

{Why e

[ and she told me a very touching story in o
- few words :

- wenlthiest business-honse in Charleston-—one
} which dealt in all commercial enterprizes with
B o bolder spirit and on o surer bagis than any
§ other-—was that of Brle Brothers, They were,
it seems, for a time, the veritable mopey-kings

little wretched, homesick cresture, with the
heaviest head and the sovest heart that ever a.
child carried about, fo its own discomfort and
the annoyance of other people. I had done:
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frour T went or shipboard fo the hour I
landed, and from the hour I landed to the
hour I first saw Alan's fape. I had worn out
cverybody's sympathy, and worried every-
body to death. I had even so far exasperated
mumma that ghe forbade my appearing in her
presence “ until I could behave myself prop-
erly.” I was as much an object of disgnst to
Margaret 28 she was an object of detestation
to me. T hated Mr. Erle, I hated the city, the
house, the servants, every thing about me, I
even fuirly loathed the daylight; and I was
lying on a trundlebed in the nursery, sob.
bing my very heart out, and wishing I ‘eould
commit suicide—you need pot smile, made-
moiselle, for I remember distinctly that Iwas
wondering how I could manage to do it—
when the door opened, and it seemed to me
an angel stood there, Buf it was only Alan—
dear old Alan, in whom there was not much
of the angel! He had been writing in the
school-reom, and heard my sobs. To this day
I vemember the expréssion of his face—its

only a Loy, and a very rough boy, of sixteen,
To this day I hear his voice as he anid, “ Poor
child t"—and took me and all my misery up
in his arms. From that hour I loved him,
and from ibat hour I have been resigned to
my life of exile. Mademoisclle, do you won-
derat ity

“I smiled, It wos so like an intense
Beuthern natere to magnify such a simple aet
into such larges proportions !

Y ¥At the loving, or the resignation-—
which, Frmine 2’

“!The loving,' said she, frankly, ¢Ah!
if you only knew how good and true and ten-
Ger he hag always heen to me!  And they try
to make me ashamed of him!| Ashamed of

*1 contented myself with simply asking,

“Then the impulsive tongue was loosed,

¢ Fifteen yoars ago, by fi the largest and

net only of Charleston ltself, but of the whole
rich country which was, in a trading sense,
tributary to it. Their ships were ou every
sea, their indorsement was received as gold in
every mart of commerce, their enterprise and
prosperity were bui]ding up the city os well as
their own fortunes, when there came a year to
be long remembered, of monetary panic and
erash—a time when all eredit failed, when
gloom overspread the whole country, when
disaster and ruin were so common that men
merely shrugged their shoulders over a mew
failure, Yet, even at such a time as this, the
tidings echoed like a thunder-bolt that the
house of Erle Brothery was bankrupt! It was
ouly the old story, with the old tragic ending
—for the ¢lder brother, unable to face his
darlkened life or shattered fortuncs, put a pis-
tol to his hend and ended both! The younger
acted more sensibly. Thanks to a very hand.
some face and o very beguiling tongue, he
mareried & charming and wealthy West- In.
dian widow whom he met while temporarily
rusticating in those lovely Islands. 'Then,
with his wife's. fortune, 16 came back to
Cliarleston, and resumed the old business on a
much smaller scale. The dead brother’s old-
est son brought so runch wntiring energy and
gkill to the cause of redstablishing the fallen
credit of the house, that he was rewarded
with the position of junior partner ; and, from
that day to the present, this second firm hag -
been steadily advancing in the publie eonfi-
dence, until thero are now few more inflyen-
tal houses In the city. But, meanwliile, there
was another son—this Alan—whe, from his
boyhood, had loved the sea as only sailors of
Nature’s own making ever do love it, who was
his father’s pride and delight, and who, whils
Rayinond was destined to the gloomy tread-mill )
of the counting-house, had always been prom.
ised his heart's desire—a naval -appointment.
He received it at last, and had already made
hig first eruize, 28 a midshipman, when the
awful blow came. It was the first news to
greet him when he reached his native shore—
the first item that met his eye in the first news.
paper carelessly: thrust into his hand — the
one topic upon. every 'tongue. Even the very
newsboys cried in his ear, ¢ Failure of Erle
Brothers! Suigide of the senior Jpartner!?
Tt was good for the poor boy that he had a
mother—else the blue water was very close af
hend, and youth is little able to bear thoss tivo

spectres that daunt the oldest and the hardest
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—Disgrace and Mortal Agony; He came
home, however—to he congratulated that the
cragh left his prospects comparatively unhurt,
His mother-the father's second wife—had
heen moderntely independent, and, with a
thoughtfulness very rare among American
men, her hushand had insisted that all her
fortune should be seftled on herself. This
was gafe, this would suppert her in ease, and
alzo give Alan an independence of the world;
but the two only looked in each other's eyes,
and maw the same desire in each. My son,
it is for your father's good namé 1’ the mother
said. ¢Give it up, mother, said the boy. ¢
will work for you.' 8o, despite the angry re-
- monstrances of the elder brother, the fortune
was resigned to the creditors of the firm, Mrs,
Erle opened a scheol, and Alan gave up his
profession and ambition forever!

“!TFor, you see, he could not continue in
the navy,’ said ‘Ermine, who had warmed with
her story until her eyes were glowing with
enthusiasm, *He had to make moncy—for
he was determined his mother should not
drudge at school-teaching lomger than he
conld help—aond the navy is the last place in
the world for that, jou know; go je entered
the merchant-service. Nobody, except his
mother, encouraged him in the step—every-
-body theught it was o dreadful thing for a

{ gentleman’s gon to dgf Raymond fairly raged
against it~<put Alan held firm. “I wasg born
for a gailor,” he smd iff¢ T ghall never be edn-
tent amywhere but off the sea, and I can he
content there in any capacity. When Na.
ture makes a man one thing, he never does
any good by going against the grain and be-
coming another., I shall not cease to be a
gentleman because I enter an homest profes-
sion, nor lose any regard that is worth keep-
ing.” And he carried okt his purpose—his
two purposes, He became a seaman, and he
has wisen 9o steadily that, although he is enly
twenty-six now, he i3 captain of one of the
finest vessels that legves the port of Charles-
ton, He supports hiz mother ao well that she
gave up her school long ago, and lives in one

. of the most charming lttle houses in the

world, where I will take you to see her some |

day, for I love her dearly, and she looks just
like a fairy gedmother!®
“Of course I said I ghould like it very

much, but, sfaid governess as I am, I believey

Ermine’s enthusiasm has so far infected me

hero—the naval officer turned sea-captain-—
than even the ‘mother for whom he made his.
sacrifice.”

concerns us af present. She has told—amply
at least—the story of the Erles; and it is to-
be hoped that Ler conclusion may find gome
faint echo in the minds of all readers, gentle
or otherwise; for the * naval-officer turned
gea-captain,” whom ghe desired to see (and
whom, by-the-way, she did see, and liked ex-
tremely), will soon make his bow hefore the
footJights.

-—

CHAPTER VI

“ 8ER, THE CONQUERING HERO COMES!”

morning ? " asked Madelon, a3 she $ntered her
cousin’s chamber, somewhere about 10 A, .,
on the day after the concert. “I should have
been in to #ee you before, but Lena reported
that you were asleep, and I thought it a pity
to disturb you, One should be allowed to
sleep after achieving such a fainting-fit and
such & sensation as you did last night, Mo
Joi! why do you look so munch astomshe(l ¥
Had you forgotten all about it ?”

“No, indeed. I remember the fainting
perfectly,” said Ermine, ruefully. She pre-
gented a very woe-begone and dishevelled ap-
pearance just then as she lay among the white
draperies of the bed, her head on one pillow,
and her hair tossed over another, dark circles
undor her languid eyes, her lips so pale that
they looked as if the blood had been drained
out of them, her whole systerr unstrung, and
apparently passive under the terrible reaction,
which is the Nemesis following close upon every
excitement of the nervous temperament, I
remember the fainting perfectly,” she con-
tinued, * It was very foolish of me, but I could
not help it it came on we too suddenly., Bub
1 don’t remember any sensation which I eauged,
I thought you were all taking it very quietly,
when T came to myself.”

lon, sitting down on the side of the bed, and
beginning te sniff at o flagon of cologne which
had fallen from the slender hands that looked
400 nerveless to clasp even a bottle. * But
Mr, Boxton, and Major Hastings, and the Dun.

that X feel more inclined to see her wonderful

wardina (who had spent the evening playing

This Is as much of Miss North's journal aa.

“Werr, my dear, how do you feel this 7

* 1y), * you will be sorry if you do.
« Oh, then I suppose we were,” said Made-

“3EE,

whist with Awat Vietorine and Mr, Erfe), were
all here when Raymond enteved bearing the in-
sensible form of Mademoiselle St Amand in his
arms ! Pray, can you imagine what o sensation
there was in that case!™

“Madelon, how have you the heart to treat
me so! You—you know you are only jesting.
Tt is not true,”

« Jesting! Good Heavens, Ermine, ean't
vou tell jest from carnest? On my honor as
a Christian, it is every word true.”

“Those people were really here? "

“(lertainly they were—every one of them.
Of course it I8 a pity ¥ (philogephically), « for
the Dunwardine are the greatest gossips in
«Charleston, and everybody will hear of it be.

“fore noon to-day."”
Ermine sat up in bed, pushing pack her

“hair with both hands, and looking so piteo\us*

‘that she might have moved even her cousin's
cempagsion,

“ O Madelon ! " (gasping-as if for breath),
“don’t tell me that Raymond took me in
there—straight in there where they all were? ®

“Yes; he did,” said Madelon, decidedly.
“1t would be & cruel kindness to keep the
truth from you, beeause you will be obliged to
hear it as soon as you go out. JYostead of
-calling Aunt Victorine to see about you, he
brought you atraight into the aitting-room;
oand I think, for my part” (waxing a little
wartn), ¥ that it was very ungentlemanly eon-
duci,”

“T¢ was infomons eonduct,” cried Ermine,
,mlcmg back upon her pﬂlowa in a wild pas.
sion of tears, “and I will never, never, never
forgive him for it ag long as I Livel ™

Madelon made no answer. In faet, the

- tears did not give her much opportunity for

reply. She quietly waited for them to subside,
aniffing meanwhile, with meditative ealmness,
at the cologne, and sprinkling herself with a
fragrant shower now and then.

“Don't ¢ry so, Ermine,” she said at last
4 little sharply, * What on earth is the good

of it? Youll only spoil your eyes, and make’

your head ache. I can tell you ” (significant-
Of course,
it wag outrageous in Raymond ; or would have
been outrageous, if matters had not been
settled. I take it for granted, however, that
you are engaged to him.”

“You know better than that,” cried Er-
mine, with a smothered, wrathful sob. ~ “You
koow I would die firgt!” ’

THE CONQUERING HERO COMES!” a7

 Mon Diew I ' {with surprise which, if sim.
ulated, was the perfection of art), “do you
mean to say you are nof engaged to him?
Well, my dear, I congratulate you upon being
the ‘most imprudent and the most ineonsist-
ent woman in Charleston, If I.had a faney
to compromise myself, and to be town-talk, I -
think I should select a man whom I liked, and
not one whom I professed to hate.”

. “Profess to hate! T don’t know what you
mean by that, Madelon, You know that I do
hate him!*

T know it, do I?* said Madelon, sarcas-
tically. * Well, really you must excuse me if
I differ with you on that point. - Tknow you
say you hate him; but actions speak so much
louder thar words, that inereculity is pardon-
able,”

“What actions of mine have ever spoken
any thing but detestation for him ?” demanded
Ermine, turning round with eyes which began
to blaze through their tears.

“Did your actions last night speak very
nnch, detestation ?  Instead of coming home
from the comcert, didr't you dismiss the ear-
riage and walk down to the Battery ?—didn't
you stay there for an hour or two?—and
didn'é you finally make your entrance in Mr,
‘Erle’s armg

“Don't you believe that, if I had known
any thing ebout it, I wouid have done any
thing before he shOuld have fouched me?*

“Iam not speaking of }os'sibilities,” said
Magdelon, coldly. “I'was simply mentioning
facts,” ‘

“Well, T can mention a fact also,” said Fr-
‘mine, suddenly changing to ominous calm,
 You wonder why I didn’t come straight home
from the eoncert, I will tell you. The music
excited me very much—as mugic always does
—and when we reached here, and I saw how
many people were assembled, T told Ray-
mond *-—the very pronuncistion of his name
cost her an effort—*that I wanted to run
-down to the Battery and quiet myself with the
gound of the water. He refused to let me go
alone, and I refused to allew him to accom.
pany me, 50 the matter would probably have
ended by my coming in, if you had not gone to
the window just then with Major Hastings.
You remember what you said "—her. eyes
brightened and expanded until even Madelon’s
lids sank heneath their plow—“I was not more
than & stone’s-throw from you, and of course T

heard it all, It surprised me, for I could not
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have imagined that you would so easily recon-
cile it to your conscience to give currency to a
report which you knew to be false, However,
that does not matter, Another disappoint-
ment, more or less, is of small importance. T
was going to say that what I heord made me
determine to come to an explonation with Ray-
mond, .I requested him to accompany me to
" the Battery, and I told him explicitly that
thege things must end, for that nothing on
corth should ever induce me to marry him,”

“Tn other words, your were kind enough
1o reject him before he had ever offered him-
gelf.”

“ He said that too; and it hurt me no

more from his lips that it does from yours,”

“ And have you any idea what will be said
of you—especially after Tast mght o

“T am past caring what is said of me by
any gossiping tongues whatever.”

“1 ¢an,asgure you, however, thab Aunt Vie-
torine will care.”

#She will have no right to do so, since if is
her own fault,™ .

4] think you will be gorry for all this. one
day, Ermine.”

#XNot helf so sorry az you will be for
lending yoursell tossuch a scheme, Made-
Ion.”

“The-odds are too unequal,” said Madelon.
“You will be foreed to cometo terma.”

Ermine clinched her hands together, and,
pale as she had beéen hefore, grew still more
pale with resolution, not with fear.

“You will see,” she said.

“Yeg, I will see,” the other rejoined, “I
think it right to tell youone thing, however:
I have made my last effort in your behalf, and
given you my last warning. I am a soldier of
fortune, as you well know : I have my ownway
to make in the world, by my own wits, and T
cannot afford to let sentiment or feeling hold
my hands, Heretofore T have tried to serve
you—honestly tried, 'according to the best
judgment I could form, little as you may think
it, Hereafter, I shall serve myself. I my
interest clasiies with yours, I give you fair
warning that I sball not surrender an inch.”

“Y can credit that, Madelon,” said Ermine,
coldly. “I oaly do not understand why you
should think it necessary to give such a warn-
ing.”

“Simply because T wish the point made
clear. I owethe world nothing,” said the girl,
setting her tecth, “and I am determined to

+

<&

i

take all that I can gain from'it, by cunning o
by force.”

“Why not follow Margaret’s ex:unple?”
agked Ermine, with bitter wearinegs. “Why
not sell yourself to the highest bidder? »

“Nobody has ever bid high enough,”
answered Madelon, throwing her head back
with the air of a De Rohan. “¥oor as I am,
1 have tFat which many a milliobnaivess lacks,
the kpnowledge how to spend wealth, Oh, if 1
Were:}sh%’g;clasping her hands with that dro-
matie fervor which comes by nature to all of
French blood—"juste Ciel! what a grande
dame I could hel™

“ What o pitiful ambition!” said Ermme 3
face—though not her lips. Then she added

aloud: “I wonder you don’t consider what a

sinful thing such an inordinate desire for wealth
is; and to what consequeiices it may lead, It
seems to me that it is at the hottom of nearly
every crime of earth since our Lord Himsell
was betrayed for thirty pieces of silver.”

“Why don't you preach to Margaret?”
asked Madelon, with her trenchant sneer,
“ She practises, while I only theorize,”

% Margaret has mot a tenth part of your
senae, Madelon, and therefore she is nota
tenth part as accountable, Besides” (with a

{-sigh), “ she is only making a mariagede con-

venance, 88 hundreds of other women do.  No
doubt she will bs happy enough, She will
have laces and jewels in abundance, aund they
eonstitute happiness for her.. But you—you
are different.”

“T hope #o indeed,” said Madelon, shrug-
ging her shoulders, *“By-the-by, I must not
forget that. I have two items of news for you.
First, that Mr. Saxton has been formally ac.
cepted.”

“I em not surpmsed at that,” said Ermine
—and a vision of Raymond's face seemed to
rige before her ag she had seen it behind™far-
geret’s chair the night before, .

“ Secondly, that Captain Erle, of thegood
ghip Adventure, has (%dlghted his lovmg rela-
tions by an appearance this morning.”

Ermine started, and a flagh of rapiure came
over her face ; bathing every feature in sucha
flond of radiance that, for o moment, she
Jooked falrly transfigured,
© 4 Alan 1" she eried, eagerly. “ O Madelon,
has Alan come?”

“Do you suppoge I would be likely to tell
you 0, if he had not 27

% And is he here—down-stairs ? 7
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T lcﬂ: him at the breakfasi-table when I
came up.”

« And why did vuu nottell me before? To
thinls that I'should have stayed here all this
while, and my dear boy down-stairs! Ring the
bett for Lena, please; Madelon—I must gct up
at once.’

“ And make yoursclf smk "

“IWho cares? But I shall not; Alanis
better for me than any tonie. Oh, why don’t
Lena come? T am so afraid he will go some-
where hefore I can get down !™

“Idon't think there is the loast fear of
that; but Ycan go and tell him that you will
be down, if you like.”

“ Yes, thanks, T should like it, 1f' you don’t-
cmind.  Tell him he has made me well—or no !

Don't tell him that, beeause he will agk what
is the matter with me, and I would rather he
did not hear about my folly last night.”

“Yon may set your mind at rest on that
goore,” sald Madelon, coolly. ¢TI left Aunt
Victorine giving him a minute account of it
when I came up.”

0 Madelon! how could ghe?).

% Nonsense, Ermine! Could she know by
intuition that you did not want Captain Erle
to hear of youwflirtation with his brother ? *

“ Madelon, how dare you gay such a thing?
I never flirted with anybody—much less with
Raymond-—in myghife.”

“Then I havetmazingly little ides of what
flirtation is! However, we won't come to
blows; oar ‘little hands were never made,’

wete.  And, fortunately, here eomes Lena to
keep the pence. _Au revoir.”

Bater Leng, and exit Mademoiselle Lautree,
singing &5 she went. Ermine heard her clear
voice Lilting ¢ Ohagrin @ Amowr™ all the way
down-stairs; and, as she went to her toilet,
she conld not help wondering how mxch heart

~ her brilliant eousin really possessed, Tt was

o question which everybody who knew Made--
lon was soomer % later forced to ask, and
which nobody had'ever yet been able o anawer
to his or her satisfaction,

‘Ermine, as a general rule, was remarkably
dilatory about dressing, but on the present oc-
casion she went to the business with such a
rush of energy {emergy which might have as.
tonished Lena, if that astute. personage had
not known the cause of it perfectly well), that
her toilet was soon an accomplished fact,
every garment donned, every ribbon tied, every
hair in its place, if hairs so fandering eould

possibly be said to have s place, Bhe gave one
last glance in the mirrdr when all was com-
pleted, saw the graceful figure, clad in migty,
transparent white, the sweet, low-browed face,
the delicate, sensitive lips, the wonderful eyes,
crossed with a shade of languor through ail
their happiness, and, giving one last touch to
the coraltinted ribbon tied irf a careless knot
-at her throat, went down. '

What a day it was which came with fra.
grant kisses to her languid brow, as she crossed
the lovely, marble:paved hall, the wide-open
doors of which let in bounteously the glory
outside! The smile of God seemed to rest
upon our insignifiegnt planet, making it for o
time almost as fair ag heaven's self, It wasa
triple bridal of earth and sea and gky, which
wag taking place out where the shining waves
were coming so gently to kiss the blooming
Innd; and far, far in the Iucid depths of
sky—

* Where, through o sapphire sea, the sun
Bailed hke & golden galleon | ¥—

strm"ht on to that high noontide splendor,
when men, porforce, must veil thelr faces
from the transcending beams of his majesty,
ond only Nature can still look bravely up-
ward, with “%11 her quoint, enamelled oyeg "~
sendmrr the while sweet odors, like holy
prayers, on every breath of the capricious
south wind, which kissed the “plumy palmg "
of the tropics, hefore it came to roll
sparkling waves upon their golden sand, and
die like a god on a royal couch of perfumed
1roses.’

These same roses were sending their mes-
sages into the sitting.-room—flling every nook
and corner with a fragrance like no other fra-
grance of earth—when Ermine entered, How
many people were in the room she.did not
know. On croasing the threshold she saw but
one face, a bronzed, handsome, thorough-bred
face, with limpid eyes, half-blue, helf-green, as
if they hiad eaught their tint from the sea on
which theyloved to gaze, smiling o welcometo
her. oo

YAlan! Alan!_Tam so glad to see you
again[" was all she could say, as she felt the
clasp of those kind hands which embodied
almost the whole of tenderness that her life
had known,

“Glad to ¢ee me! ¥ wondér if any words
can make you understand how I have wearied
for o, sight of you—wearied until I knew what
it was to be homesick even on the hlve water?

i
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said the voice, for the sound of which her soul
had thirsted even as inen, fainting in a desert,
thirst for a i{raught of cool water. “My pet!
my pet! what have they been doing to you, that
you loeok 80 pale 2 ‘

‘ “1 am always pale,* said Ermine, gazing
up at him with the air of one whe, having en-
tered some long-desired haven of repose, has
neither wish nor care left.

“Pgle! Do you think I don't know that?
You were always alily, but such a pure and
stately lily. Now you droop your white petajs
wearily,”

H#Do 1, Alom2®

“Yes, you do. And your eyes—they are
happy but so languid-—ag if you were tired in
gpirit, Come here, and let me look at you.
Unless I have lost all my skill, I con soon tell
what 18 the matter with you.” -

# Nothing is the matter. withme now I have
geen you,” said Ermine with & childish truth-
fulness, She was & woman with Raymond—
a woman who could hold her own against any
odds. But with Alan she was still as much o
child—as purely and simply at her eagse—ason
that by-gone day when he had taken her and
all her misery into his arms, As he led her
gerosd the floor to the full light of one of thode
windows through which the sweet breath of
the roses came, she noticed for the first time
that by some rare, happy chance, the room was
empty of all save they two, Where all the
rest were—-her mother, Margaret, Madelon—
ghe did not pause to wonder. It was enough
.that Fate for once had been so king, She sank
with a deep sigh of satisfaction into the easy-
chair whigh Alan drew forward, and folding
her hands in her lap—they were absurdly
small, those hands—glanced up at him with an
expresgion of perfect bentitude,

“ Bit down there,” she said, pointing to a

low chair in front of her. “ T want to look at
you, and I cannot do so vnless you are on a
level with me. Now, that iz it. Alan{(gaz-
dng ot him critically after he had oheyed),
% you~—are—browner than you weve ! "
. “Then we are quits, since you are whiter
than you were,” replied Alan, who had man-
eged to accornmodate himself not very ungrace-
fully in the small chair aforesaid, nnd looked
a8 well contented with his querters as Ermine
did with hers,

. “How often must I tell you that my
paleness is of Nature?” said she. “If you
talk of it much more, I will buy or borrow

some rouge and use it for your especial
benefit,”

“That would be to paint the lily, indeed,
No " (shaking his head), * Isee how it is : they
have been bullying you among them all, while
I was away.”

“No, Alan ; on my honor, no,”

“On your honor, Minnikin ?

“Yed, onmy honor, Ah, you don't know
me” (shaking her bead in tern), “ X have such
8 bad temper that nobody could bully me1¥

“Who ought to know you better than I?
Didn't I have the onerous duty of bringing
youup? Don't fry to abuse yourself to me,
for it is perfectly unnecessary, I assure you. T

Enow all the good, and all the bad, of you; -

and 0 child, child, how little there is of the
Iatter 1

#T am glad you think so, Alan, but indeed
I am very wicked.”

““Are you ?” (with a hall-amused, half-sad
gigh), *then God knows I wish I was wicked,
too.  Perhaps those dear little white hands
might come and teach me of their own ac.
cord.” ) .

The dear little white hands in @uestion
came, at this, and smoothed back the short,
thick curls—not exactly gold,«or yet exactly
brown, but something between the two—from
the broad, untammed brow which lay under
them like a snow-drift,” -

“Alan,” sald the gentle voice, soft.and
sweet as Cordelia’s own, “I hope my hands
will wither away, if ever they become too good
to touch you-—you, who alene have kept my
heart from withering all these years.”

“And do you knby what you have kept
mine, Ermine ?

“ A little warm, I trust; a little conscious
of prayers and blessings following you when
you were tossing about on the ooean.”

A little pure, too,” sid the young mzfm,
sinking his voiceslightly. “Iam sinful enongh,
God knows—it is hard to live a man’s life in
the world and not to be—but T might have
been infinitely worse had it not heen for you,
Ermine, you stainless lity, praying for me
(God bless you!) far way, Often your sweet
eyes have risen and-shamed away some devils
thought from my soul,  Ofton your sweet voice
has come to still some tempest,'such s you
cannot even dream of, in my Leart.
gowetimes, what you have ever found worth
caring for, worth praying for, in a great, rough
fellow like myself,”

I wonder, -

-

“3What did you find worth caring for in
the fretful, tiresome child whom you saw and
comforted long agoe?

I found the warmest heart and the sweet-
est nature in all the world,” said he, teking the
tiny, lissome hands abd brushing them with
his heavily.-mustached lips.
yoursell o sleep in my nrms-that day! I
shall never forget your poor, little, pale, tear-

.drenched face, with its great, dacl, tived eyes!

Vo you know that something in yoar appear-
ance when you came into the reom a while ago
recalied that homesick child to me, and I felt
strongly inclined—foolish enough, wasn't it?

to comfort you again as I comforted you
hen 27

For the first time in her life Ermine felt
that she was blushing under Alan’s gaze and
Alaws words. She began to wish that she
was not facing that flood of relentless light
from the window, as she felt tho roseate flush
coming like a wave into her alabaster cheeks,

“Your presence is comfort enough,” she
said, meeting the limpid eyes with her soff,
dark erbz, * You don’t know how uneasy I
have been about you, Your letters sa%‘:*ou
would probably be here the first of May, #ad I
haunted the Battery daily, until yesterday
mamma forhade it.”

% And so you concluded to stay in bed to-
day! “Was that the reason I was so grievous-
ly disappointed when I came in and did iiof
find you at the breakfast-table?

“No,"” gaid Ermine, appreciating this art-
ful trap os it deserved, “I stayed in bed be-
cause I was not well.”

* And why were you not well?  Aunt Vie-
torine told me that yom fainted lmst might,
‘What made you faing ?

% The reaction from excitement, I guppose,
I painted hard all day, and heard some glori-
oug music at night. Between the two I was
color-med and sound.drunk, So, when the
excitement was epent, I made 2 fool of myself
and fainted.”

* And Raymond—ponfound him !—brought
you home.”

“Yes, Raymond brought me home.”

Sllence for & while, Captain Erle gnawed
bis mustache, and looked out of the window,
while Ermine let her loving gaze Enger on him,

“They will kill you among them,” the for- |
mer eaid, ab Iast, in & tone of exasperation,
“ From your mother down, they know nothing
ghout you, and every thmer they do is harm

“How you cried.

/
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instead of good. The life you are leading
here is written in your pale face and. your
weary eyes. Ermine ™ (with sudden energy),
“ you need not deny it, they have been trying
to make you do something, Was it (with
rising wrath) “ to marry Raymond 7

“Nobody has been trying to make me do
any thing,” said Ermine, astornished at the
astutencss of this marine gentleman. *You
forget. that I have my dear guardian to whom
I could apply, if any thing of the kind were
attempted. As for Reymond ” (indignantly),
“T detest him,”

“Do you really, Ermine? " g

“How can you ask me such a question,
Alan?  You know X do.”

“Then ¥ (with a deep breath) * thank God
for that load gone! Ermine, my pet, do you
know that when I came in this morning they
ell hinied, if they did not assert, that you were
engaged to him? "

“ But you did not believe it, Alan 2"

“Not I, until ¥ saw you, But when you
came in, lile a pale Hitle statue stepped from
2 niche in some cathedral, I thought they
might have bullied you into measures. But
you are all right, and I am as happy s an ad-
miral {7

“ Foolish boy,” but, her smile was a caress;
“ we have heen having a liberal allowsnce of
¢ treagons, stratagems, ‘and spoils,’ however.
Do you know that Margaret is engaged? "

“And Madelon, tag, I hope, There's in-
flammable material in that girl, and the sooner
ghe ig safely tied in the halter of matrimeny
the better. .4 propos of halters, Ermine, would
you like to go to ride this afterndon ? »

“0Oh, of all things, if I can-if mommsa.
will Jet me1”

“We'll make her let you,” gaid ha, gn,yly
€A mailor on land is like a school-boy at home
for the holidays—a privileged character, whom
it is everybody’s duty to humor and amuse.
Here comes Aunt Viciorine, I will ask her,”

Mrs, Frle entered at the moment, and Br-
mine at once understood why this #éfe.d-téte
had been permitted. Astonishment and vexa-
tion were plainly legible on the lady’s face, as
she caught sight of that confidential scene at
the window: she had evidently fancied her
doughter gafe in her chamber sud in bed,

*“You here, Ermine " she sald, “I was

Just on my way to your room to forbid your
exerting yourself by getting up to-day. I

should have been there before, but I had to
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settle the new governess in her duties with
Regy and Louise.”” (After the departure of
Miss North, Mrs, Erle had eschewed a resident
governess and employed day-teachers, who,
as'a general rule, were changed every two or
three weeks.) *“Yon look wretchedly,” she
went on. I must insist on your going back
to your room and lying down, while I send for
Dr. Juthbert.”

“Dr, Cuthbert does me no good maramsa,™
said Frmine, wearily. “Please let me stay.
I feelso much bester down here than I did up-
gtairs”

“You are excited again,” @13 Title,
feeling her pulze, “The next \thing will be
another fainting-fit. I must ingist on your
resting to-day, even if you don’t gee Dr. Cuth-
bert.” .

. % Let me preseribe for her,” gaid Captain
Eile, who had risen, and stood ta!]?nd stately
by the window. *Let her go 6 ride this
- afternoon, and ¥ will wager. any tﬂmﬂ that we

hewr ro more of fainting!fits.”

Erminc looked imploringly into her moth-
er's face, hut a flint could net have been
harder than that pleasant, gracious counte-
nanee,

“Imposgible!” she maid, “It would be
the most perfect folly, and, in her present
weak stete, might bring on a se}ious iliness.
Ermine, I insist on your going to/your room.”

¥ Very well, mamma,” said Ermine, rising;
“if you insist, I can go. But it is very use-
less,~Good- ,Alu,nl” ~

“ood-by, St. Agnes,” said Alsn, smiling,
a8 ho closped the seft hand extended to him.

The clasp, the smile, went up-stairs with
the poor little, lamb-like martyr, and sweetened
her exile more than it is possible for words to
tell.  After all, what did any thmg clse matter
Alnn had come!

=

CHAPTER VIL
STIiA‘I‘AGEMS AND SPOILS.

* Eryivg discevercd, before long, however,
that there were a few things which still
matiered to the degree of discomfort—even
though Alan ked come home. Having been
remended to her chember, and feeling too
happy and lazy even to paint, she subsided
into o chair before the open window, and,

herself in the glory, and beauty of the day
like 3 very sundflower. Looking cut on the
green, happy earth, the wide, laughing water,
or far wp Into the- blue, intensely blue sky,
srching over all thingslike the dome of some
vagt cathedral, it was easy to be happy even

gelf in vague, sweet dresms, and vaguer,
sweeter fancies; easy to forget that there
were such things as sin and suffering on earth,
that, wnder thiz hyacinthing sky, hearts were
breaking, sobs were uttered, curses breathed,

of saints, going forth on the wings of every
idle, golden minute, to face the justice of Him
who, mid all the mad carnival of human mis-
ery, insanity, and crime, iz still “ patient be-
cause eternal” On many a changeless, dead
face throughont the smiling land, these quiver-
ing sunbeams fell, yet they brought nene the
less of Jife-giving warmth in their touch when
they glanced athwart the happy face, pillowed
on. a pair of soft, white arms, in this open
window. O lovely and'most loving face I It
was well, indeed, that fhe world had little to
do with your short life, that its kiss was never
Inid on your sweet lips, or weighed down earth.
ward 'the lids of your pathetle eycs. It was
truly well, for, among ail these glorious bless-
ingg and tender promises which we call “the
beatitndes,” what so glorious, what so full of
tenderness as the one- which tells ug that
“ blessed are the clean of heart: for they shall
ste God? 7

But golden ag Ermine's day-dream was,
it did" not remain uninterrupted. In such
trances, we lterally *count time by heart-
throbs, not by moments,” %o she had no
means of telling what exact number of see-
onds elapsed from the time she sank into her
chair, to the time when a knoglk sounded on
the door. “ Come in,” she #

opened. To her surprise, Margaret stood on
the threshold,

“X suppose I may come in,” soid the lat-
ter, hesitating a moment under her step-sis-

thought you were in bed, Ermine.”

ing and drawing forward a chair. “No:Tam
not in bed—I dressed to go down and see
Alan, but mamma insisted on my eoming back
{0 my room, though” (with a sigh) “I am

leaning her arms on the broad sill, bathed

guro it was very unmecessary, It is kind of
' L]

without any tangible cause ; easy to lose one’s |

death-gasps given, souls, alike of sinners and .

® lazily, and, ”
lifting her faece, looked round as the door

ter's involuntary glance of surprise. “I |

Oh, certainly, come in,” said Ermine, ris-
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you to come and sco me, -Margaret,  Sit
down.”

Margaret sat down—a billowy mass of
biue drapery, crowned by a lovely but most
pettish face. Signs of storm, past, present,
and to come, wers written on the vivid coral
lips, in the violet eyes half veiled by their
milk-white lids, on the brow ke smoothest
marble or finest satin, drawn just now into a
petulant frown of discontent,

Y1 am sura I think you look as well as
usugl, Ermine,” she said, with a half-offended,
half.agerieved intonation of voice. “ Fuinting
seems to agree with you; and it was o very
nice way to get up an interesting scene, and
let everybody know the degree of your fnt-
macy with Raymond.”

“You are mistaken,” said Ermine, coldly
—she wag so well used to the beantiful god-
dess's ebullitions of spleen, that neither the
tone nor the form of this address swrprised
her—* fainting does not agree with me, for
Alan says he never saw me look so badly;
and, a3 for getting up a scene to let everybody
know my intlmacy with Raymeond, considering
that T am not intimate with him, T dow’i see
why I should have wished to leave the im-
pression on anyboedy's mind.”

“Not intimate with him ! repeated Mar-
garet, in a high key. * Not intimate with

im, when you are out together at all hours

the day and night, when you faint in his

ms, and when " (a still higher key) “every.
ody gays you ought to be engaged to him, if
you are not "

“Did anybody ever say that to you, Mar-
garet ? . :

“ Yes, plenty of people—Mrs, Dunwardin
said it when she went away last night.”

“Then give Mrs, Dunwardin my compli.
ments the next time you see her, and request
her to be Lind enough to mind her own busi-
ness "

¢ 0Oh, it iz very ﬁne to carry off matters in
that way; but telling people to mind their
own business—iwhich is very uncivil and un.
ladylike, by-the-way—won’t keep them from
talking, Of course you don't care, though »
{relapsing into grievance); “as long a3 you
can play off Raymond ageinst Algn, and Alan

against Raymond, it makes o matier to you |

what people say.?
. * Margavef, such nonsense Is not worth
getting angry over,” said Ermine, with deter.

mined calmness, though two searlet spots be-

gan to burn in her white cheeks, “Will yen
excuse me if I usk you to change the subject #
I am very tired of my unfortunaie eseapade of
last night ; and Raymond’s name is fairly hate-
ful to me I

“Oh, no doubt i is hateful to you since’
Alan has come back ! cried Margovet, with
guivering lips, and eyes that blazed through
all their odalisque softness. “It was very
far from being hateful to you when you stayed
on tho Battery till after midnight last night,
however! T wonder you are-not ashamed to
play fast-and-loose in sueh a disgraceful man-
ner !

“Margnret, I won't tolerate this!” said.
Ermine, riging.  * You have no possible right.
to speak to me in sach a manzer, and I will
not listen to it.”

“You shell Heten to it!™ said Margmet
rising, too, and stampmn- her foot to give
emphasis to her wordd “I have the best
possible right to speak, for you took Ray-
mond from me to make a toy of him for your
amusement. Don’t I love him better than
anybody else in the world 2™ cried .the gidl,
with a ring of pathos through all the vitupera.
tive passion of her voive—"* and asm I not
forced to marry this horrid Saxton, while you.
~~you who might be happy with him, throw
him away for o disgrace—"

“Hush !” said Ermine, with eyes blazing:
in turn. “Say what you please to me, and,
for the sake of Christian charity, I will bear-
it; but you shall nof say any thing about
Alan! T won't stand that !

“Really, i seems to me that Alan is my

| eousin, and that unless you are engaged to

hitn, he is nothing to you.”

“He is & hundred iimes more to me than
any cousinship can make him to' you ; and, ag.
I told you a moment ago, you may say any
thing you please to me, but you ghall say
nothing of hiww,”

“I have no desireto say any thing of him
—there i3 nothing to be said. T only want to-
tell you that I might have forgiven you for
taking Raymond from me if you had loved
him and married him; but thet I will never,
never forgive you for making him leave me,
ouly that you might treat him like this "

For the first time Ermine saw how this
beaut:ful tame face—ihis face so often petu-
lant, so rare]y moved by any deeper expression
—looked, when convulsed, changed, intensi.
fied by the mastel-passmn of human naturc,
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the passion which kad stirred even this shal-
low nature to its depths, Through her prece-
cupation—her pity mingled with indignation—
the guick artist-cye caught, the retentive ar-
tist-mind remembered, the transformation,
and many 2 long day afterward the same face
. stood out clearly on canvas-—a loveliness elo-
quent of rage sand scorn. ‘
¢ Mazgaret,” che said, genily, ' stop a mo-
ment, and be reasonable. How did 1 ever
make Raymond leave you? Have I noi
discourpged him always, and always plainly
showed that I did not like him? * Do you
think that, because you find him attractive,
everybody else must do the game? I assure
vou that, if any thing could make me despise
him more than I have always done, it has
been the manner in which he has treated yon.”
Tt ig no affair of yours how he has treated
me,” eried Margaret, with o foolish woman’s
illagical wrath.  “Do you suppose I imagine
that he gave me up for you? ” she went on,
with o scornful laugh, Tt is some consola-
tion that it was for your fortune, not for your

self, that he left me.”

“T am perfectly well aware of that fact,”
said Ermine, coldly, “But I cannot realize
the consolation of it. One would not despise
a man for being fickle, buf. one would despise
him for being mercenary.”

“ And do you flatter yourself ‘that your new
lover i any more d:smteiested” # agked Mar-
zaret, bitterly.

Ermine drew up het slender élancd figure
baughtily. “T do not know of whom you are
apeaking,” she gaid, proudly.

“You may ﬁnd out some day,” said Mar-
garet with a slight gasp—a premonition of
hysterio—in her throat. *Bnt it is hard that
I am the only one to be sncrificed,” she went
on, sinking back into her chair, while & shower
of sudden tears washed all the fire out of her:
eyes. © You nre noi made to marry Raymond
—though he told me only last night that it is
a matter of life end death to him that you
ghould do so—while I am sacrificed to this
hor—horrible man whom T detest!™

“You are not a Circassian,” said Exmine,

with "an inflection of unconseious econtempt in |

her volee. ¥ Nobody could saerifice you, if you
did not sacrifice yourseld.”
“Ttis ensy for you to tatk 1" said Margaret,

" jpdignantly. “You are rich, and your own
mistress ; nobody can force you to do any thing.

¥

YYou are a puppet in Raymond’s hands,

and: for Raymond's sclfish, mercenary pur.

poses,” said Ermine, indignantly, in her tiin.

“Do you suppose that I don’t know that you

accepted Mr. Saxton st his bidding # Tt is in-
comprehensible to me that you should suffer
hiz influence over yog, when he uses it for such
an end ag this. Margaret, for Heaven's salke,

ask yourself could he ever tiove loved you
and yet urge you—*force you—to such a step
as this ?

“ Wit can you know of his love 27 asked
Mmga.ret. blazing out onge more. ““Is it im.

possible for any one to love me? Plenty of
people have done so besides Baymond you
know that/as well as Ide, He did love me,
but he ssid—he still says—that we are too
poor to niarry, that we should only drag each
other down, instead of benefiting each other
That T must sacrifice myself to malke a brilliant
mateh, and he—and he—"

#:And he will magnanimously sacrifice him-
gelf to my fortune,” said Ermine, smiling sar-
castically. Tt is quite an able programme,
and I congratulate you upon carrying out your
ghare of it so well. Y wondér” (this to her-
self, as she turned and looked out of the win-
dow) “if that men ever spoke the truth in all
his life #”

But meanwhile Margaret's seeond explosion,
like the first, was quickly drenched in a lach-
rymal shower-bath, and notieing that the sobs
were momently becoming more hystérical, Er-
mine began to think of some made to allay this
tempest in a teapot,

# Margaret,” she said, “if the idea of marry.

not ask your father to break the engage-
ment ? "

. +No :mswer——onlv londer sobs, and more
threateningly hysterical signg about the throat.

marry him,” Ermine continued, thinking that
this information rzight prove comforting. “If
your engagement with Mr: Baxzton were broch,
you might—"

What Miss Eile mx«ht or might not h:n%e
done can *only be surmlsed for the consoling
suggestion was very abruptly cut short, v

«1 gan dono—thing b-—but marry Mr. Sax-

4 ton1? cried Margaret, as vehemently as her

gobs would permit, *Somebody must besa—
gacrificed, and of course T am the onel You
cant do as you ple—please, but T hate you

But I am different.”

w—worse than anybedy in the world, und_jﬁI
§

"Jirle had subsided inte an unconscious condi-

ing Mr, Saxton makes you so unhappy, why

1 have told Raymond that I can mever

‘was expected of her.

STRATAGEMS

will never, never forgive you for the way you
have treated Raymond! ™
“Good Heavens, Margaret | "—hegan Er-

* mine, confounded by the extmordmary logic of
this resentment. )
But Margaret was past listening to any
thing by thistime, Violent hysterics set in, ac-
eompanied by the usual kicking and sereaming
symptoms, and Ermine flew to the bell. Her
first energetic peal brought Lena hurrying up-
stairg—Tfor it waa not often that her mistress’s
Lell rang like this—and; as Margaret wag by this
time very nearly unmanageable, Mrs. Erle was
summoned. It was surprising how her pres-
ence, the first moment she erossed the thresh.
old, had a sedative effect upon her siep-
daughter, The screams died away, the kick-
ing subsided, and even the sobs soon became
legs convulsive. By the time that Madelon,
the governess, the children, and half a dozen
sorvants arrived on the scene of action, Miss

tion, and wag borne away to her own room—-
notwithstanding Madelon’s unfeeling assur-
rance to the company in general that she was
sure she could walk-—without further resist.
anco—a beautiful but decidedly heavy piece
of inert flesh and blood. ™

The train moved away after her—all ex-7

cept Mrs, Erle, who, giving a fow divections to
Madclon (over which .the latter shrzgged her
ghoulders), came back into Ermine’s chamber
and cloged the door,

%My patience is almost exhausted with thnt
girl,” she said, sinking down inte the chair
which Margaret had vac&ted. “I scarcely
know whether her folly or her affectation is
most trying.  What brought on this gcene, Er-
mine? "

Now, Ermine was perfeotly well aware that
her mother lmew as well as herself what had
brought on the scene, but ghe had lived long
enough with Mrs, Erle to give the answer which

“Margaret has been talking sbout her
aversion to marrying Mr. Saxton,” she said,
“and sghe "worked herself into the state in
which you found her by sunply giving way to
her excitement.”

“ARL" said Mrs, Erle, mth a world of
meaning in the single interjection, and then
sie. looked full into her daughier’s eyes,.
“Way she talking of anybody besides Mr,
RBaxton ?” she asked, with a slight shade of sig-
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“ Yes,” answered Ermine, indiffevently,
“Bhe was talking of Raymond.”

“ What of him $”

“Indeed, mamms, that i3 bard to say, for
her eomplaints were rather obscure and very
ineonsistent. She was apparently angry that
Raymond had transferred his attentions from
her to myzelf, and yet outraged that T had not
accepted them, T did not see the renson of
it," she concluded with a tived sigh,

“Did you expect reason from a jealous and
very &illy woman?? asked Mrs, Erle, con-
temptuously. “I am sure you know Margaret
well enough to be aware how little credit is
-due to any thing she may say. She has ne-
cepted Mr. Saxtox of her own accord, yet she
gives herself the airs of a martyr, and, because
she has chogen to fancy herself in love with
Raymond, she thinks that she hag a fee-simple
vight over him, You will be doing him a
grievous injustice, Ermine  (this very earnest-
Iy), “if you allow Margaret's jealous folly to
prefudice you in any way against him.”

“ Margaret's jealous folly, as you term it,
mamma, does not weigh with me in the least;
but ‘what I have seen with my own eyes
and heard with my own ears, I confoss that I
believe.”

*“You mean—? " .

“1 mean that if Raymond ever loved any-
body besides himself, he loved Margaret, and
that he gave her up—nay, more, he forced her
to engage herself t0 4 man whom she detests—
that ke might be free to devote hlmself‘ to my
fortune.”

" “Trmine,§ am astomshed af you! Itisin-
comprehensible to me that you should let Mar-
garet's absurd complaints welgh with you for
& moment, There is not one word of truth in
what she asserts concerning Raymond. 1
Zmow this. With regard to Mr, Saxton, no
doubt she made you believe that she is o victim
to her family, when in reality she is only a
vietim to her own mercenary ambition, I
should think that by this time you would ap-
preciate her vanity and selfishness sufficiently
to-rate her senfimenty as they deserve.”

“I think I do,” gaid Brmine, quietly,

“ And I should think you might know that
I have mo possible reason for representing
matterg in any but their true light.”

No answerto thig, Frmine was gazing out
of the window at the lblue sky beyond, and she
did not withdraw her eyes or miter a sylla.

—

nificange,

ble.




446 I EBB-TIDE.

“While I am on.this subject,” Mrs, Etle
coutinted, a Mitle sharply, “I must say a few
words concerning the occurrence of last night.
In the first place, may I ask for an explana-
tion of your fainting? Raymond, of course,
gave none.”

“There is very little to give, mamma. I
wag excited, and fainted from the reaction—

" that is all.”
" “What excited you!" .

“The music first, I presume, and my con-
vergation with Raymond afterward™

“ And may ¥ beg to know the subject of &
conversation which took you down to the Bat-
tery ab cleven o’clock at night ? "

 Cortainly, if you feel any interest in it.”
Then ghe recounted substantially what she had
told Madelon, all of which, by thé same token,
_ Mrs, Erle had heard before, adding when she
concluded, “T am glad to tell you this, mamma,
becavse T am anxious that'there should be an
end of a1l expectations that Raymond and I

ghould ever marry. Youmay believe me when
T say that there are no possible eircumstances
which could bring guch a thing to pass.”

4 However sorry I may be to hear this, and

" on your acchunt 1 am sorry,” gaid Mrs, Erle
with dignity, *I must Yeg to eorrcct you on
one point. You spenk ag if there had been
gome plot or plan to marry you to Raymond,
I owe it to myself and to my husband to de.
clare that we have never done more than wish
to see you estoblished in life under the protec-
tion of = man who, notwithstanding the inter-
ested motives which you impute to him, js suf-
ficiently attached to you to bear with your pe-
culiar and most trying disposition. That we
ever formed this wish, you ewe t0 yourself, and
the heartless manner in which you have flirted
with-him,” 1

t Flirted with him — with Raymond !
Mamma, how can you say such o thing, when
you—you alone—have always thrown'us to-
gether??

“Did I throw you together last night?”
asked Mra. Erle. © You know my rules—you
know how much I am opposed toany thinglike
the fyst manners of the day—yet you wander

midnight with Baymond, and finally

mmke your appearance, before half a dozen
people, in his arme.”

“Mamma!” The poor, much-tried blood
mounted In a torrent over neck and face,
“ Consider for 8 moment—how could I.help

“ Not understanding the ceeentricities of a
sensitive temperament, that is morZ'than I con
snswer,” said Mry, Erle, coldly, “If it was
necessary for you to faint after the concert, it
wag at least not necessary ithat you should
have gone down to the Battery to accomplish
it. I confess that T am losing patlence with
your fancies and caprices, Ermine,” she went
on more sternly; * and, since you seem to have
no regard for what people will say of_your con-
duet, I must endeavor to have some for you.
If you were engeged to Raymond, the gossips
might hold their tongues. Since you are not
engnged to him, T ecan scarcely imagine how se-
wvere the strxctures w:ll be on you; and, natu-
rally, also, on me.’

Frmine was silent. She knew from long
cxperience that there was nothing to be soid
when her mother took this tqne, Justification
was useless—still ‘more useless any thing like
softening ov appeal, :

of rebellion has been learned,” Mrs, Erle weut
on,in the same hard, passionless voice. *Your
guardian has always eneguraged you in def;‘-
ing my wishes, and you think that you wiil
soon be the legal mistress of your own actions.
But ncne the lcss, one thing is certain--to
long as you remain under my control, s¢ long
I ghall msmt wpon your keeping within the
bounds of decotunt. I shoyld never have al-
lowed your flirtation with Raymopd to go to
the shameful lemgth it has done, if I had not
supposed that you meant to Marry hin?. Hav.
ing Lad this warning, I shall cerfainly not

digposed to do.”
Still silence. Sometlmes—-often, in fagtm

the only hope of restraining # torrent is to
keep the flood-gutes resclutely shut. ‘What Er-
mine would have said if she hod wnclosed her

no telling, Tt was not heeause she did not
feel, that she was silent. On the contrary,
burning indignation strove for expression, side
by side with that cickening sense of being
wholly misjudged and cruelly misunderstood,
than which earth has no pang more poignant,

long and bitter experience thather mother and

nevér by any chanee giving forth a note in uni-

e

4

“T know perfectly well where your spirit

. mine had been inclined to make any. Butthe

allow you to enter upon anot.her as you seem |

lips for the passage of even one word, there is-

- 'him, eould, they do 1t any better 27

But she was resolutely silent. What good
would it do to speak? She had learned from |

hersell weve like two jarring chords in musie,
. Even ber intercourse with himm—that | joyous
gon. This realization had wellnigh taried her .
cliild’s heart to gall, and it had havdered her
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face now into something of a statue’s white,
steadfust immobility.
“ Understand this,” said Mrs, Erle, roising
her voice not more than ashade of o semitone,
but still enongh to mark hew koenly she wos
provoked by the reticence which et her like
a granite wail, “T desire to heaz no more of
your romantie, childish nonsense about Alan
Erle, and I expressly f‘orbid\{g;r appearagce in
public with him, or taking afy rides or drives
of the kind which he proposed this morning,
You bave heen already sufficiently talked
about; and it is my duty to conliuct you, since
you do not seem capable of conducting your-
self."” A pavse—then, sharply : “ Do you hear
me, Ermine 2 ‘
“ I hegr you, mamma, "
“ Do you intend to obey me? ™
“Is that question necessary, momma$
Have I ever disobeyed you when you explicitly
tated your wishes?
“Your eonduct is indeed most exemplary &
" said  Mrs, Lirle, hitterly. “ You obey my
wishes in the letier, and make it tho husincas
of your Iife to vxo]ate them in the spirit,- My
<uty is none the less my duty, however, and 1
am determined to give no further sanction to an
intimacy which has already dane Fou nothmg
but harm.”
Bhe uttered the last words in a tone of de-
cision which left no room for demur, if Er.

"girl received this sentence with the sume pas-
sive calm which had characterized her manner
lall along; and, after waiting for o moment, for
the rs;]omder whlch did not come, Mry, Erle rose
majestically and swept from the room.

Ermine remained motionless — chonging
neither feature nor expression—for some time
after the door had closed on her mother’s soft
draperies. Then something like a shiver of
pagsion sepmed suddenly to pass over and shake
‘her from head to foot,

“T eomprehend it perfectly,” she said, half-
aloud, “It is my punishment for rejecting
Raymond. Oh, if they tried to inake me hate

She rose from her seat restlessly and paced
the floor for a minute. It ceemed go hard,
80 cruel ! She had longed for Alan with such
hearé-sick longing, and; now that he had come,
she was not sllowed to be happy for one day.

freedom of manner which it had been so mueh.

straint by this new talk of flivtation and love
and marriage.” One of her ol floods of child-
ish grief eame over the poor girk—poor, though
an heiross—ag, throwing herself upon her
bed, she buried her face In her hands, sobbing
bltterly

“0Q Alan, dear Alan, if I were only a chlld
so that you couId come and comfort me!” ahe
gaid. “It seems as if my heart will break,
How they sll are banded against me—mamma
because I cannot obey her wishes; Margaret,
because I have stood between Raymond and
herself; Madelon, becanse she is selfishly hent
on her own fortune. IF ever thera comes to
me a time of desperate strait or extremity, may
God help me, for I camnot count upon one
friend among them afl 17

Looking buck sfterward, Ermine remem-
bered this thought, but it is good to belleve
and to frust that, in any time of desperate
* strait or extremity,” God does help thoge for
whom mortal help is not.

CHAPTER VIIL
THE ENCHANYED LAND.

‘Eruinz spent the entire momning and the
whole long afternoon in her own room.  Of
course, che could have come forth if she had
chosen—since Mra, Erle's purpose had heen
accomplished when she ended that tender inter-
view with Alan—Wbut it may have been thai
the girl was glad enough of the rest which is
doubly sweet after combat or excitoment. At
all events, she did not appear at dinner, and it -
was only when twilight was trewbling softly
over the earth that she came down-stairs. The
large, cool, fragrani house was wholly empty,
and as silent as that enchented palace op.which
Merlin laid hizspell. Ermine wandered 1 {hrough
all the rooms, finding no trace of hungh pres.
ence snywhere, The beauty of the dying May
day seemed to have tempted all Charleston
abroad, and every mewmber of the household
save herself had caught the infeetion. She
was all alone—alone to do what see pleased,
and go where she pleased, to pace back and
forth, and wander here and there, in luxurious
idleness of *motion. She strolled into the
garden and decked heraelf with roses, likke a
Greek divinity ; ther cameback and sat inthe
open window with “ Tennyson* in her lap, not

pleasure to indulge—wag placed under a con.

reading save by snatches, and repeating to her-
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self, whenever her eve rested on the fair scene
" beyond, the exquisite % Move eastward, happy
earth,” {-If she and Tennyson had had the
auns;.gt'&il to themselves, thiz would have been
very  pleasant ; but, unfortunately, there were
numbers of other peeple privileged to enjoy
the hour, people riding, driving, seontering
past, bf(),wing to' the pretty face framed in the
window, and necesgitating a bow in return, . It
seemedlto Ermine that everybody whom she
knew went by—everybody except the one for
whom her eyes were watching and her heart
longing. Even Major Hastings rode past, and
uncovered his handsome head-~wondering a
good deal'at the stiff inclination which was all
he received im acknowledgment. It was just
after this that Ermine rese. It is a bore to
git in the window and be bowed at,” she said,
pettishly ; and then she sauntered away toward
the baek dvawing-room, Twilight, in which it
wog impogsible to read-- - .

“ Labor's brief armistioo {
Best, lovellest interinde of dark and light—"

had alrcady gathered lere; =o, putting down
her volume, she went to the piano, lifted ita
1id, and, slowly touching “ihe beautiful ‘cold
keys,” which gave bacl lovingly their rich
tomes under her hands, began to play the mar-
vellous ¢ Moonlight Bonata.”

She played it onec—~—twice—thrice—not so
much becanse she loved the repetition of its
melody, as because it chanced tosuit her mood,
and the tender, passionate’ chords made mn
accompaniment to her thoughts, which never

- flowed so smoothly, never so sweetly, as o the
goumd of music. She wag well on in the third
repetition, playing, as it were, unconseiously,
with her eyes turned on a glimpse of the
“ frinpes of thefaded eve,” seen through a vine-
draped window near by, and her mind far
away, when tho pound of a distant footstep

" oaught her ear. Instantly the white hands
stopped chort on the ivory keys, she turned
her head—the breath suspended onher parted
Iips——nnd listened. . .

After a moment, her lstening was re-
warded. Footsteps crossed the hall, crossed
the front drawing-reom, come toward her re-

" treat, the silken curtuing of the arch were
pushed aside, end in the opening there ap-
peared—a dog literally 03 large as a pony, a
magnificent crenture all tawny gold, dashed
with black, whose hair, soft o8 silk, curled

bright eyes were full of indescribable beauty
and expregsion, This fopmidable visitor en-

tered with the stately tread of a lion, his plumy

tail drooping, his superb head ereet, his whole

face—where gentleness and strength were so

marvellously mingled—fiull of vivid expectation.

At sight of bim, Evmine made one spring from

her music-stool, A

“Nix " she cfied, joyfully, “Ob,my dear,

dear old fellow, is it you? "

Nix gave one short, hoarse bark of de-
lighted recognition, and, to attest that it was
indeed he, then rushed full at her, wagging his

‘tail like an insane dog, and fairly knocking her

into & convenient chair with the weight of the
two mongtrous paws which weot at once fo her
shoulders, while her hands clasped eagerly
round the silken mane that covered his im-
mense throat. It was an affecting embrace,
only Ermine, being much the smaller, had much
the worst of it. She was indeed in rapid course
of suffpcation, and Nix’s large, red tongue was
licking her face with unmolested delight, when
fortunately a tall gentleman stepped from be.
hind the arch and came to the resecus,

“Nix! you seamp l--have dome!® he
¢ried fn a tone which Nix at once obeyed by
dropping on all-fours and proceeding to make
a comma. of himself.—* Ermine, are you not
almost smothered? The ragcal is overpower-
ingly affectionate if you let him be !—No, sir—
you've done embracing enough for once—stand
baek !” ‘ :

“Oh, don’t scold him !” said Ermine, re-
covering her breath, “DBless his great, splen-
did, affectionate heart —he was so glad to see
me.—Nix, Nix! Oh, you beauty!"—as Nix
came and laid his broad head in her lap—wag-
ging his tail, meanwhile, in the same frantio
mantier—" you are more magnificent than
ever}—0 Alsn, what a grhnd, sweet face!
Doesitnot remind you of Lord Byron’s epitaph
on hig dog? ¥

“What! the verses about—

“Tomark a frlend’s remains, these stones ariso-—
I neyer had but one, and hers he les.

I don’t see how that is applicable to Nix—or
to me, either,” said Alan, standing by, and
looking tenderly at the hands that were strok-
ing and caressing Nix’s silken ears and head.
“Pghaw!" said Ermine, laughing. ¥ That
was not what I meant. Don't you remember
the inscription on the tombstone ?—Nix, dear

+ pouad him in every direction, and whose large,

old fellow, I hope it may be many a long day

[l

_ was springing back $o Ermine—* we've had

" Down, sir, down!"” ‘
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before you need a tombstone, but, if you ever
do, those words shall go on i.”
“Niz shall be buried at sea, he loves it

as dearlyas Ido!™ said Nix's master, drawing

. @ deep arm-chair forward, and sinking into it.
“ Nix, you unruly beggar, come here! Now "
—a8 Nix obeyed—"le down and keep quiet
while Miss 8t Amand pays you a compliment,
No ""—catehing hold of his silken mane, as he

enough of that. X don’t wonder your head is
turned by the gight of her—so i3 mine, for the
matter of that, Bub discipline is discipline,

Nix crouched in couchant, leonine fashion -
on the floor, but kept his plume-like tail waving
in the air| and his liquid eyes fastened on his
master's face.

“ Lot him alone,” seid Ermine. “He does
not annoy me in the least.”

“He annoys me, however,” said Alan,
frankly, “X em jealous of the geamp when
you fondle and caress him so. Not but thatT
am fond enough of him myself, We ave in-
separable companions on shipboard—arn't we,
Nix ? "—Nix beat his tail assentingly on the
floor.—* You've had a splendid bath and a new
collar to-day, haven't you, old fellow ? 'That .
was in honor of Migs 8t, Amand. ¥brought you
up to see her because she hag a dear, little kind
heart, and s not & bit ashamed to recognize
old friends, even if they are disreputably fond
of the sea.”

Here Nix gave a howl, being perfectly well
aware that these rémarks were addressed to

insolence, and courage without ferooity "—ao it
does —Get up, Nix, and make abow. If ever
you have a tombstome, we will dertainly
borrow Boatswain’s epitaph for you, Ermine,
isn’t it amazing that the roscal knows you after
all this time? ™ '

“ And be weg 80 young when he went away !
Do you remember how furious Margaret was the
day he came in dripping wet, and spoiled her
new poplin# * L

“Don’t T indeed! X only brought him this
afternoon because I knew they would all be
out, and I hoped you might be in, Are you
still & prisoner?? ‘

“No, I stayed at home of my own ac-
cord, partly because I was lazy, and partly
because I thought you might come, I can't
afford to lose any of your society, especislly -
ginee—"? :

“ Bspecially since what # " asked he, asshe
suddenly paused.’ :

But Ermine hed remembered that dreadfy
word “dfirtation,” and the tide of her candor
was abruptly stopded. She hesitated, and
biushed in such on wnusual menmer that, even
in the dusk room, Captain Erle's quick eye de.
tected the suffusion,

. * What s it, little one ? * he asked, leaning
forward. “ Don't deny-that there is something
—I see it in your telltale face. Nix and Tare
ready to-recelve your confidence, and to guard
it sacredly, What is 97

“It is mothing of any importance,” said Fr-
mine, turning her back on the light, as she fols
hergelf blushing still more. T only meant

himself, and thivking thai civility required a | —that is, T didn’t mean—I only gaid=—-"

reply.

“You only didn’t say exactly what you

“Hold your tongue, will youl said his | should have 8aid,” interrapted the young man
mester. “ Keep quiet till yow're asked to cutting her confused sentences short. “Gome’
speak !—Now, Ermine, let us have the epi. Ermine, who i3 your best fiiend in the'
taph. Deuce take my memory if T remember | world? » . s J

aword of i1

“I think the deuce must have taken your | tation.)

memory if you could forget it,” said Ermine,

“You, Alan,” (Without a second’s hesi.

“0f course I am—and, being y(lmr rest

“Let me seel—dear me} Thope Jhave not | fiiend, isw't it my busiess to see that you
forgotten it! Don’t laugh, Alan-J remember | come to o harm, and P~—the genial brows
at least that he—the dog, that is—* possessed | knitted slightly here—* that nobody dares to
beauty without vanity, strength without ingo- | trouble you? ™ ‘

lence, and courage without ferecity,' I also

“You absurd boy!—who should trouble

remember that *This praise which would be | me?”

unmeaning fattery above human ashes, i but

" Somebody has been troubling, vou, how-

& ju,st tribute tq the memory of Boatswain, a | ever.—Woe sce that plainly, don't we, Nix ¢ ¥.—
dog’—and I think that the deseription guits | Nix growled deepiy.—“ﬁrmine, you affirmed

Nix exacily,” :

-{ positively this morning that nobody had been

* ¢ Beauty without vanity, strength without bullying you.

4 ) .

I worder if you ecould put




iB-TIDE.
50 EBB-TID

thing about you, teo, or you would not be so

| your heart and gay the same ]
e T d reluctant to repeat it. Furekal T have it: she

thing now ¢ "

«Indeed, Alan, T—1 don't know.—Mamma | said I meant to make love to you for your for.
fat | )

gaid something this morning—" )

“Ezactly. I'd have folt safb in wagering
any thing thet she did. And that something
was about me-—wag it not 27

"« How could you know?” o

“How could I help knowing, with her face
to enlighten me this morning, snd your faf;etﬁ
enlighten me this afternoon ¢ Come, El:]]lme,
—leaning Inxuriously back and watching her
closely with the Iimpid, sea-colored eyes—

Y of it ond have done. |’
e v, ot thought worth crying over, you may be sure of

that!”

You can’t hurt me, petite, I care for nobody's
good opision but yours-—and “yours, thank
God, T have!  Ag for madame ma tante—-l
know of old in what estimetion she holds
me"ﬂ
." 4 8he, gaid nothing againet you, Alan. I
would not have stood that.” )
¢ She might have acensed me of every erime
in the Decalogie, and I should have forgiven
her.much socner than for making you look a8
pale ap you do—or rather ag you did. Some-
how or other, you've managed to get some
color within the Jast ten minutes, and I ameu.
"yions to know the cause. ‘Who are you blush.
ing about? I am sure.it would never enter
your head to blush about me/ ™ .
“T'm not blushing about snybody,” said
Ermine, indignantly. * If Tam a little flushed,

it is owing to the heat, and to Niz.”
“Oht Ii is owing to the heat and to

Nix—is it? Well I will necept the explona.-
tion. (to save time), and return to the peint
under discussion., What did me fanle say
me? " .
o Frmine moved restlessly under the half-
leughing but determined eyes, shrugged her
shoulders, snd finally said petulantly, “ Noth-
ing that you will care to hear.” )
“But I do care to hear,” said he, leaning
forward again. *Ermine, don’t tantalize so—
what was it ? " A pause-then impamently_,:
(oo Heavens, child! why should you hesi-
tate? Do you suppose I care for any thing st.le
might sey? Of course the longer you wait,
the more terrible T sholl think it, and, if you
don’t mind, you will make an anti-climax.of it
IE.” M )
" ‘l‘l“‘sWho gaves ahout an ghti-climax ? Idon’t

mean to tell you.at.all.” .
4 Phen T shall simply have to-guess until T

tunel”

“She mever even hinted such a thing!”

cried Ermine—and how hotly the blood rushed
over neck and brow again,

“Then what was it, you absurd little

Sphinx? If you don's tell me, I will set Nix on
you, and let him do his worst.”

i Alap,”* said she, tragically; “ T con’t tell

vou, I cried over it desperately, but I am sure
you would only laugh.”

] ghould mever laugh at any thing you

# Well then—for one thing, mamma says I
raust not ride with you any more.”

She thought this would be a terrible blow,
and she was rather disappointed when Alan's
only comment was & ¢00l—

“Indeed!”

“ Nor walk with you, either.”

« Nor tall with me, I presume ? "

think we shall be able to do much of it, for she
also says—" )

Here thewoice stopped short again, in en-
barrassed silence. Captain Eile wag still
leaning forwerd, absenily caressing his mus-
tache with one sunburnt hand, while his eyes
followed every -change of the mobile face be-
fore him. * Well, what is it she also says?”
he asked, dryly, as Ermine paused.

“fShe says that I firted with Rmymom?,"
eried Ermine, with a burst of determined in-
dignation, % and that—and thet I shel not firt
with you too!”

«How good of her to take such caré of
me!” gaid be, ironically. ¢ But if you have
a faney for flirting, Ermine—an amusement
which, by-the-way, I took to be Madelon’s an:i
Margaret's monopoly—I hope you won't hesi-
“tate to make nse of me.”

“Y kmew you would laugh,” said Ermine,
struggling with an inclination to tears, “and
I really thiik it is very—very unkind of
youl” )

_#1f T langh, it is because I should Like
smazingly to do something else; and that be-
ing impossible, I must find a vent for my feel-
ingg some other way,” said he. “In shf)rt, Er-
mine, the upshot of the whole matter s, thot
you and I are to be kept from seeing eny

_ find out. OF coursc, it must have been some-

thing whatever of each other.”

- “ond, by Heaven! I wish Ihad the people,

“ Nothing was said about talking, bus T don't
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#Yes,” said Frmine, in a lugubrious tone,
4T think that is #t.”

“ And do you mean to submit to ity

“How con I help submitting to it, Alen ¥
You don’t know "—once more a burning blush
spread over her face—*youw can’t toll what
things have been gaid to me,” .

“Yes, I can!” wnid he, almost fiercely;

who said them, here this minute, Ermine ! "—
his voice changed and softened so-suddenly
that she fairly started—* wili you go and pley
some for me ? T must think a minute, and your
music may help me to a decision.” ‘

“What do you want to think ahout?”
agked she, in surprize,

“Iwgnt to think how I can best defeat
the kind intentions of these dear friends of
yours,” anawered e, bitterly. “I am not lkely
to git down guietly and leb them have their
way., If I had to walk over a dozen moth.
ers, T would do it without a thought, g0 T won
my way to you.”

“ 1t 45 hard,” said Ermine, while her sensi.
tive lip quivered slightly. “ You have been
away so long; snd now that you are at
home___”

“Now that I am at home, T'll have what I
want~—that is, your society—if I have to fight
for it!? t .

“’'m not worth fighting for, Alan.”

" Let me be judge of that, an't please you!
Now go and play for me.”

* What shall I play? * agked the obedient
slave of this marine Selim Pacha, .

‘ Any thing you please, Didn’t T hear the
* Moonlight Sonata’ ag T oame in ? “Play that.”

Bhe went to the piano, and, sitiing down,
began the beautiful strains for the fourth time.
if any one had chanced to glanco in just then,
the dusk room with the twilight gathering in
its deeper corners, and the dying Souihern
day. outside, would have made a picture worth
remembering. Through the soft glorming the-
white statues—pedestal-throned—looked sl
most eerie in their cold, motonless grace; one
large, gleaming mirror canght the orange sift-
set, and held it, as it were, Imprisoned in ita

depths ; through the vine-draped western win- |

dow & flush of rosy light fell over Nix, as he
Iay in leonine grandeur on the velvet carpet,
Prone at his master’s foet, while of this-master
himself, the light only cought the white polish
of his brow, and the hand that still stroked

plano was entizely in shade, but. its tones—
now deep and rich a8 an organ, now clear asa
silver bell—swelled out goftly on the fower-
soented air, the’subtile harmonics melting
into that composition which had for its in-
spiration the sole attachment of the great
master's lifo, and through which there seems
quivering, like moonlight on & mountain lake, all
that is most exquisite, most tender in passion,
all that is most apart from and above the love
of the senses. :

“Whom God loveth not, they love not
| music!” Oh, poor, darkened minds l—poor,
dust-steeped souls —poor, earth-bound gpirits !
Do they never feel that thers are heights—
ever on earth—forever beyond them ¥ Do
they never yearn to soar alofi—were it only
for once—into the realm of light and life which
musie alone can lend to the spirit still hound
within itg prison-house of clay?  * Having
ears,” do they always “hear not ” the echo of
those marvellous sirsing which speak to the
soul of man as no other mortal power has ever
(done, ean ever do? Do they never long for
one moment in the enchanted palace of har-
mony and tone, the glowing world of feeling
and sensation, shut frem their obtuse faculties
forever? Do they never lift their heavy eyes
toward the golden cloud-heights far beyond
them, and wistfully sigh for one faint glimmer
of the influence which eludes all echo in the
language of earth, becanse in it iz more of
‘heaven ihan in eny oth ©  moriel left us of’
the time when angels walw. . with the firgt man,
and when the two in paradise may have
hearkened in the purple dawn and rosy twi.
light o the silver harmonies of the choirs of
heaven? " '

When the last echoes of the sonata died
away, the twilight had deepened Hke a trans.
parent veil through which there still lingered
the last kiza that the sun hod left to sweeten
hig brief parting from the fair, entrancing
earth, A soft, wistful sigh came to Ermine’s
car, 23 the last chord sounded under her Jin-
gering touch, Then thers was silence. |
“Alan)” she paid after a while, gently,
 Alan—has the music put you to steep #

For angwer Alan roge and crosded the room
to herside. That electric current of sympathy
which Is one of the etrangest things about our
-strange orgenism-—whather physical or mental,
who can say?—made her conscious of some
1600d on which her question had Jjarred, and

absently the long, silken mustache. 'The
/ .

kept her from saying any thing more, ‘even
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when the tall figure came and stood over her,
Teaning alightly againat the carved instrument.’

Nix raised his great head lezily, and looked
after his magter; but he did not feel inclined
to move, and the twilight baffled even his keen
eyes. He could see mothing more than two
shadowy forma—two suggestive outlines of
manhood and womanhood—at tha piano,
though hig quick ear caught the murmur of a
low, wellknown volce. He listened for a mo.
ment, but the subject under discussion did not
interest him, He yawned, dropped his mas-
sive head again, and dreamed probably of the

lzst hone he had buried, while Captain Erle
was saying:

“To sleep, Indeed! Could such music put
anybody but Nix io sleep? You never played
better in your Jife, I wonder what magic en-
tered into your fingers, you little white witch!
I thought of the ‘ Lorely,” and all the songs of
the sireni. If I did net go to sleep, T drenmed
a dream better than Tenmyson's ®Pream of
Fair Women '—for mine was only of one fai
woman. Shall I tell it to you 27

“Yes,” answered the low voice, like music
out of the fragrant dusk, * Only I warn youthat
T ghall expeet something very exquisite, since
it was inspired by the ¢ Moonlight Sonata.'”

“I'think it was very exquisite—at least it
seemed go to me, On second thoughts, how-
ever, I won's {ell it to you—that is, not just
yet. We have business to setile first, you
koow. T was to find & way out of our dilem-
ma, was I not P ™

% Of course you were. Didn’t you send
me to the piuno as en exouse to think? And
then you tell me that you only drexmed.”

¢ Somptimes our best thoughts come from
dreams, mignonne. God only kmows where

mine has come from; but I have it, and I

mean to hold it fast. Lif.tle one, look at me!”

“How can Ilook at you, Alan, whenit is
g0 darky ™

“Why, I see you perfect]y—or is it be-

‘ocause I see you always—absent as well as
near? Iam jnclined to think that your best
portrait will be found on my heart, after I am
desd, Ermine -

“Like ‘Galals’ on that of your Queen
Mury ? What a fanciful ides, Alan! "

“TLove tenches us fanciful ideas. Who
was it said that once in his life every men is &
poet ¥ Ther more truth in that than the
world wots. Ktht‘le one, gentle one, sweetest
one of all the earth, suppose I tell you that

there is.but one way out of the difficulties
which have been placed around us ?—guppose
I ask you if you love me well enough to place
your hand in mine and let me e]mm youag my
own before all the world?? i

“ Alan t

What a sudden, low cry it was-—smiting:
almost painfully on the yielding air, and mak.
ing Nix raisé hig head with a deep, bass growl
It reminded Alan of the cry which she had
given when he bade her good-by to go upon
his first Jong voyage, Then he had taken her
in his arms and comforted her with softest
kisses, Now he only knelt (not a¢ s suppliant,
but simply o place himaelf on a level with her),
and, bending his head, Jaid his lips on the twor
Little hands that lay like fragments of rare
statnary in her lap.

% Ermine,” he said—and the sweet syllables
of her name had never sounded so sweet be-
fore—* have I stertled you? Child, don't you
see how it has been? I did not mean fo ask
you io marry me, because I bad no mind to be
branded a8 a fortung-hunter, and I thought you
would in time love some man who might be
able to match you in worldly advantages, But
after all, this is cowardice, Shall I make no
effort to win the prize and pearl of my life, be-
eanse people for whom I cere nothing may
call me mercenary? If ¥ had feared that yow
might think go, I should have been silent for-
ever. But I know better than that. Even if
you cannot give yourself fo me so that no
human power can ever come between us agaln,
I know you will do me the justice to believe:
that T love you so well, go dearly, that every
other gift of earth seems worse than useless
without you!l”

© %0 Alan—Alan! {»

A different ory, this time—a seft, glad utter-
ance of happiness, so pure, so tender, that the
angels of God might have looked on and blessed
it with a smile!

“Will you come to me, my Ermine, my
heart’s darling ?7 asked the low voice, infi-

nitely gentle in its cadence, , “ If you say ¢ Yes,™
nobody in the world shall ever harm or trouble-

my spotless by again!?

She looked up ot hitn with something al--

most infantine in the sweet, pathetic eyes
shining out of her white face in the soft gloom.
% Do you really want mé, Alan ¥ "
“ag there ever been & day or an hour

wher I did wof want you, my darling, my be--

loved?
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“You are sure that it is not only hecause
you are sorry for me, as you were sorry once
long ago?™

“I am very, very sure, my pet. Ah, Er-
mine " {with a thrill of passion), “don’t hold
back like a pale shadow, and tempt e to take
you whether you will or no!  Come to me!—
say that you are mine!"

Then the hands which he had kiszed, but,
like & chivalrie pentleman, left ntherw:se un-
touched, came to him with a quaint min.
gling of child-like simplicity and Womanly dig-
nity.

“Here I um, Alan,” said the teuder, loyal
voice. “Take me if you ehoose: I am yours.”?

Then he took her—safe into his arms, close
to his fpithful heart. In the fragrant May
gloaming, they forgot the past or the future,
and, living only in the magic present, passed,
like happy children, through the gates of Faney
into that fair, enchented land where Love

dwells forever as an immortal.

So they stood, and so they spoke not, for

-many minutes, Then Ermine lifted her face—

her soft tones breaking on the air with a ca-
dence like that passionate thrill which we
catch in the words of the sweet Italian maiden
who had  no cunning to be strange,’

% Alan dear, was this your dreas

The last, faint flush of sunse
the day is to give place to night/in the sweet
May-time—fell over the shadowy pieture which
they made, standing together—the delicate,
white-robed woman clagped close in the em-
brace of her stately lover, her head thrown
back a little, and her face upturmed to catch
the light in his eyes a3 she asked her ques.
tion,

“You want to know about my dream$"
he asked, smiling. % Ah, beat-beloved, thereis
oW, as eéver, but one fair wornan for me.”

“And she? "

He bent z2nd kissed the eager ]th passion.
ately, before he answered—

~ %8he i8 here.”

—rrr—

.CHAPTER IX.
FLOOD-TIDE,

Waar a good thing it is to be happy r
Of course it is & pleagant thing-—everybody
knows thet—but I contend that it is also a

our minds, makes us more gentle, more tender,
more fiel of charity to men, more full of love

fo God! Tn short, it is to human nature what
the blessed sunghine is to the plants of the
earth—warming, fruetifying, bringing forth
fair flowers and sweet fruits even from barren
_ground, uniil we are almost tempted to ask
‘why it is that so little of such ax influence
should be found. in thgyworld—

“Which God created very good,
And very mournful we | *

Only in this, a8 in many things else, it is
casier to ask than to anawer. In this, asin
many things else, faith epeaks to us of the
gracious intentions of & kind Father, and sight
showa ua the perverse rebellion of disobedient
children. We were meant to be happy—
every thing poes to prove that—and we have
to thank each other chiefly and primarily for
the panga and tears ond bitter sufferings
which frustrate that intention.

Sometimes, however, we ¢r¢ happy—su-
premely and wholly happy—in apite of all
that can be done by friends or enemies to re-
duce us to our normal warfare with Fate
Sometimes the gunghine comes upon us with -
g rugh, and oh, how we bask in it, how we

| duink deeply of its tropical warmth; and,

even When the clouds gather again, how we
feel thet what we have enjoyed once is ours
forever! So it was with Ermine now, - Born
of the South, and in the South, she was
Southern in every fibre of her being, and
every tissue of her organization. To say this,
is tb eay that she" lived a whole lifo of sensa.
tion where one of colder temperament would
have felt scarcely & throb stirring the even
current of existence. It was emough io look
st her slight, nervous physigue, her pale, in-
tense face, her dark, unconsciéusly passionate
eyes, to unﬁemtand that, for once, Disrach
was right when he wrote—“all is race; thers
is no other truth,” and that the wonderful
Dr. Sarona was equally right when he added—
“all is tempem:ﬁent' without understanding

it, there is no arriving at truth.”

Race and temperament had botk consplred
to make the faithful, tender, passionate creat-
ure, at whose feet the floed-tide of perfect
happiness flowed mow. This story—being
gimply the story qf her Nife-—has little to do
with others, seve inl their effect upon this life;
therefore it will not pause to tell how the
storm of family indignstion burst on the heads

good thing ; that it warms our hearts, expands

of the lovers, who had dared fo bring their
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tendreme to an open engagement. If either
“of them had regarded thig tempesi, if might
prove worth while to devote a little space to
- what wag geid, by whom, and how, and when,
ond where, But in truth they did not mind it
in the least, The absorbing preoccupation of
passion. was upon them, and thty heeded too
Tittle, perhaps, the bitter storm around them.
No one had a right to say them Nay, and for
simple disapproval they cared nothing. The
whole eourse of their love had consisted in
braving this disapproval, until it had assumed
the bearing of o settled snd unalterable fact—
somewhat d:sagieeable, it is true, and, if pos-
gible, to be ignored. They did igaore it. Oh,
how easy it is to let any and every untoward
cirenmgtance pass by like the wind, when one
is happy! When one has an inner refuge of
calm, vexations do net ruffle, and even disap-
pointments can be borne with sublime philos-
“ophy! On high moral and social grounds,
Mra, Erle took her position, and absolutely
refused her ‘comsent to the engagement; but
then {as no one kaew better than herself) her
-comgent was a mere matter of form, her hus-
band's will having denjed her even the shadow
of quthority over her doughter. She often
waxed pathetic over this “posthumous in-
3ustwe and wrong ;" but the probabilities are
" that the dead St Amand knew very well
what he was about, snd that Ermine's life
would not have been gladdened by even its
one gleam of suushine if her mother could
- have prevented it.

Prevent it, however, she could notm—ex ept
thus far, When Alan came, like the thorough-
bred gentleman which Nature bad made him,
o agk her consent to her daughter’s engage.
ment, she coldly reminded him that her con-

sent was not of any importance, since Ermine's
self and Ermine'a fortune were quite indepen.
dent of her control, Said she, with a keen
bitterness which he never forgot:

“Tt is to Colonel Vivieux—my daughter’
guardian—not fo myaelf, that you should
apply. I must zefer you to him, and I can
only spesk ss his representative 10 o limited
extent, when I say that, although T cannot for-
bld, 1 must decline to sanction the engagement
{nto which Mademoiselle St. Amand hag seen fit
to enter. Apart from my personal regard for

© yourself, T opnsider it & very unadvisable and
very illjudged affair, It is my duty, there-
fore, to beg that mo steps may be takén

Colonel Vivieux's eonsent hag been formally

‘obtained.”

Answered Captain Frle with unusual but
{o1! things considered) scarcely unnatural Jow-
teur: “You may be sure, madame, that your
wighes shall be observed—would, indeed, have
been observed even if you had not expressed
them, Neither Ermine nor myself is anxious
to make our engagement public, and I had ne
intention of doing other then applying to her
guardian for his congent, In coming to ask
your approval, it seems that T have made 4
mistake—bhut I cannot regret it. I recog--
nized—I siill recognize-—-—a. higher than legal
right which you possess in your daughter’s
happiness. Therefore I ventured to ask your
sanection on the only way in which this happi-
negs can be secured.”
“ My daughter knows my wishes with re-
gard to her,” said Mry, Erle, icily, “She does
not recognize ‘the higher than legal right’
of which vou are kind enough to speak, and
therefore I may be pardoned if T waive it.”
"Alan looked steadily into the handsome
face confronting him, and it scemed to his
gaze ot that mément as if no human counte-
nance could possibly have been more repulsive
or more unlove]y

you 10 tell me how unworthy you consider me
of your danghter--and,” he added, half
proudly, “I know as well as you do that I am
wnworthy of her, DBut, one.thing, at least, I
thank God that I can give her in abundant
measure—that is, love.” '

- It i Iikely that Mrs, Erle felt the rebuke
as keenly as he meant that she ghould, Yet
no outward sign betrayed this fact, save only
the stinging shaft which she sent back in
return.

“As I have already remarked, Capiain
Erle, the onerous responsibility of the guar-
dianship of Ermine does not rest in my hands;
but I think it right to warn you that Colonel
Vivienx i8 an exceedingly practical person,
and that he may not think the boundless love
which you ave good enough to offer an exnot
equivalent for the “material advantagea’ which
you would gain by an alliance with his ward,”

Can anyhody offer an ingult as neatly and

chooses to try? Ti ia really almost edifying to
mark with what perfect art she knows how,
and when, and where, to plant a sting which

toward making the engagement public, until

cannot be extracted by any degree of mortal

- my next voyage will go far to make me inde.

_whick Ermine may possess,”

“ Madame,” he 5a1d “ do not need for .

" badis. At all events, you may be sure that I

effectnally as o woman of the world, when she
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skill. In the present instance, Alan had sense
encugh to restrain himgelf, and not to own, in
valgar parlance, that the cap fitted, by putting
iton. When he could speak—which was not
by any means immediately—he answered
coldly, but quietly enough:

“Allow me to tell you, madame—iwhat I
shall tell Colonel Vivieux, when I have the
pleagure of seeing him—that, in asking Ermine
to marry me, I do not f)ropose that all the
‘material advaniages’ shall be on her side,
That she is unfortunaiely rich, I know; but—
although I am at pregent a poor man—1I, too,
have sanguine hopes of wealth. According to
my present expectations (by detailing which I
could not hope to interest you), I am sure that

pendent of any fortuné—be it large or small—

“In other words, you propose that my
daughter shall waste the best years of her
youth in an aimless engagement, while you—
excuge me if the truth sounds rnde l—are pur-
suing gome visionary scheme of wealth on the
other side of the globe? ™

“XNot vislomary, if you will excuse me, in
turn, I eannot think that details of maritime
etiterprige could be interesting, or even intelti-
gible to & Indy, or I should endeavor to prove
to you—as I-hope to prove to Colone! Vivieux
—that my expectations rest on n VETY sure

shall not press the question of marriage on
Ermine, until I ean offer her something besides
an empty name, and the love which——ns you
are kind enough to remind me—centrasta but
poorly with the wealth which she will bring to
her husband.”

With this assurance—spoken in a tone
which it wag impossible to doubt—Mrs. Erle
was certainly justified in thinking that she had
gained an advantage which might prove of
very solid importance and benefit. After this,
she felt that it was wisest to succurnb a little
to the inevitable, to conceal a slight acknowl.
odgmeni of the engagement, to patch up a
truce, with a perfect understanding on hoth
sides of its hoHowness,

But harder evén to bear than the lady's
refined sarcasm were the significant commenta
of Mr, Erle and Raymond., A man cannot well
knock ancther man down, for smiling in very |
cydical fashion and saying, “My dear fellow,
you certpinly have wonderful luck—allow mo

feel very much inelined to do so. In truth,
nothing tried Alan’s patience more sorely than
the consciousness that his uncle and brother
measured him by their own standard—as
everybody more or less dees in this world—
and considered simply that he had been more
lueky or more far-seeing than themselves,

“Upon my word, my dear boy,”" said his
uncle, smiling benignly, “your quixotism in
resigning your mother's fortune is very prettily
rewarded—quite like a moral story, indeed.
Having no particular interest in Ermine’s
heiress-ship, I don’t know the exact figure of
her fortune; but I think I am justified in
agsuring you that it will reach a very handsome
amount—very handsome indeed! T take it
for granted that you wili retive from the—ah—
sea immediately.” ‘

“On the contrary, sir, I expect to goto
gsea again within & month,” answered: Alan,
guite brusguely.

He was toc proud and too worldly-wise both,
to attempt any disclaimer of interested mo-
tives to men Jike these. There ave people in the
world who are honestly ineredulous of any thing
more than what they find in themselves, These
people-yield you a sort of reluctant admiration
while they think you & mercenary scoﬁndml;
but, if you disclaim the scoundrelism or the
mercenary intentions, they change their mitids
only just sufficiently fo consider you a hypo-
crite.  All the eloquence of all the angels,
archongels, thrones, dominations, and powers,
could not have convinced & single-mpmber of
the Erie family that Alan sought Ermine sim-
Ply for herself and the pure, sweet womankood -
which God had given her. So, the young sailer
held his peace, and wasted not even a word "
on them, The misconception hurt him, of
course—-does misconception ever no? hutt fom
but he was enough of a philosopher to take it
for what it was worth, Or, no—he was not
enough a. phifpsopher to do ﬂmt. He thought
he did, but kg wos misteken. If Be had rated
it at ita tree valne, he would never have let it
influence him even to the degree of making
the resolve which he had opposed to Mre. Erie’s
barhed axtows. If he had dome what was -
wise, he would have taken the gift which For-
tune had bestowed; he would have ‘regarded
the tender, loving, human heart more than the

_drogs of earth which went with it: he would

have sacrificed his own pride to 'aegﬁrb the
happiness of the womandvho had trusted all

to congratulate you!"™—but he can at least

“

to him. But he didnot do this. He et his
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opportunity pess, and Fate seldom offers twice
"a chance which hes becn omce negleeted.

There are few of us who have not learned from

bitter experience that—

“We must take the current when it serves,
Or loge our ventures.”

Delay & day, delay even an hour, let the ebb

once come, and not even Shakespeare ever said

8 truer truth then that the voyage of our lives

will be for aye

% Bound in shallnws znd In miseries.'t

But the ebb had not come in the lives of
the two of whom this story speaks, Just
now that “tide in the affairs of men, which,
teken at the fload, léads on to fortune,” rolled
" its buight waves to their feet. If they had

embarked—Ahl, welll Iet the future tell ifg
own story.  'We denl simply with the present..
And how bright the present was! Not
even Romeo and Juliet telling over the poetry
of their immortal love, “in the land where
love most lovely seems,” were ever more rapt
in golden enchantment than these two, in the
gpring-tide of that happiness like unto no
other happinesy of earth. Any one who hag
ever known any thmg of the sensitive, artistic
temperament—the ' temperament so closely
allied to genius that we can scarcely dissocinte
one from the other—mey perhaps imagine {for
words of common prose can never ted) what
this period of her Life was to Ermine. She
was in o dream somewhat kike the trance into
which she might have fallen over the “ Wal-
purgis Night,” or the Madonna di 8an Sisto ;
only those states of passionste feeling would
“have been but types of the great love which
came to her now, even as this love wag again
but & type of the eternal Love toward which
our earth-weighed eyes are ravely lifted,

~ Madelon regerded her cousin during this
* time with the cool, calm, scientific curiosity of

2 person to whom guch extravagance was ui-
terly incowprehensible, and (but for the testi-
mony of sight) utterly incredible,

# Itry mybest to understand you, Ermine,”
she gsid, & little plaintively one day, *but I

can't!  Ara you really a0 happy as you seem !
It is the most extraordinary thing to me that
you showdd be! -And, if you are happy, where
on earth gre your rational grounds for it 2" -

- Ermine laughed—g 8oft, sweet mpple, com-

. mon to her lips of late,

“ What do you call rations] grounﬂs LA she

asked.

The other shrugged her shoulders in the
gignificont Gallic fashion which she possessed
to perfection.

“ Something more than fine abstractlons,
you may be sure. Excuse me if I speak
plainly; bu indeed T am go very curious, and
if you will only tell me what you find in Alan
Erle to elevate you o the seventh heaven at
the mere pmposal of bestowing all your wealth,
and beauty, #and talents on him, T shall be con-
tonted; I can’t hear to be puzzed, snd this
does puzzle me, He really seems to me one of
the most gommonplace men in existence,”

“ You know mnothing about him, Made-
lon.” )

“T am not in love with him, my dear—
thank Heaven for it I~-but I fancy I know him
oll the better gn that account.  He i moder-
ately good- lookmg—hut so are hundreds of
other men, Me is moderately clever—but o
are dozens at lenst of others. He is o good
gaflor, no doubt—hut that does not concern
you, He is sufficiently amisble and kind-
hearted to let that abominable dog of his break
other people’s vases—but I really don’t see the
virtue of thet. Now, tell me, if you can, what
else he iz ? ¥

% Indeed, Madelon, if ¥ talked forevcr
could not make you uuderstand any better than
you do now, what he is.”

“Whynot? Am I so stupid, or are his
virtues so exalted? ” )

" wNeither—as you well know. But he is
#imply Alan, and that is the end of the matter,

-His character i written on his face, for all to

read; if you have not read it there, you
would not be Iikely to read it any better inmy
words.”

 But, Ermine—"

“ Well, Madelon ? ™

“.Do try to tell me what you see in him,
He i not like you in the least—though you
are hoth fond of dabbling in paints. What

i his spell f-~what ie his charm? It can’t be

9111 y because he was kind to you when you
were & child!”?

“No,” said Ermme, « of course it is not
that, Jf he had been a different person, grat.
itude would have stopped short at gratitude,
and never gone on o love, I can't toll you why
it is that every thing he does is pleasant to me,
évery thing he aays, music to my ears ; but so
itis. You are right in saying that we are not
alike; but I suppose we differ in order {0 cor.

respond, At least I am gure there is al.
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‘ ways harmony with us-——we never differ to

jar

“1n other words, you Iove him,”

“Yes, I Jove him #ill T tremble, I am so
happy that I would not care if the world ended
to-night; for I know I can never he more

. happy, and fear I may be less,”

“ Mon Diew!”

Madelon's astonishment culminated in this
exclamation, She looked at her cousin several
‘minutes without speaking—then shook her
head with the air of éne whe Bays, “ [ give
it up.”

“For the mere novelty of the thmg, I be-
lieve T will cultivate o grande passion /" gaid
she, meditatively. “I wonder if any man in
the world could ever make o fool of me! I
don’t mehn that you are a fool, Ermine—I
don't pretend to decide that point. I only
mean that T should be, if I ever fell in Iove,
And when, pray, is the conirect of marriage
to be formally made oui—Ermine Héléne St
Amand, of the jsland of Mertinique, and Alan
Eile, of—what shall I say, the good city of
Charleston, or the good ship Adventure #

 The good ship Adventure always, if you
have no objection,” said a veice behind the
two gitls—a voice which made Ermine start
and turn, with light fleshing to her eyes, and.
eolor to her cheeks.

Alen stood in the outer deor—tall, hand-
gome, gtately—seeming to bring a breath of
the fragrant outer world with him, in his
smile, or in the rose in his button-hole—it was
hard fo gay which., He looked much more

like a cavalier thah a sailor, for he wore

riding-gloves and spurs; but.the Empid eyes
had a pleam of amusement in. their sea-colored

depths, as he lazily answered Madelon’s glance -
" of interrogative surprise,

“ Are you wondering where I came from,
Miss Lautrec ? Atk Ermine, and ghe will tell
you that T sometimes rise out of the floor, and
then again, vanish in a cloud of sulphur. No-
body can tallk of me with impunity—J slways
appear on the scene in time fo say a good
word for myself.”

“Then,” £aid Madelon, very dryly, %I shall
be careful how I talk of you hereafter, I as-
sure you it is by no means & common or
favorite amugement of mine to canvas either
your charaeter or your local habitation. 1
only spoke of you by chance a minute ago,”

He raiged his eyebrows & little—so much
melicious meening quivering around his lips,

that ghe knew in a minute that he had either
overheard or-guessed at more than her cIosmg
remark.

-“Indeed I'm sorry for that,” said he, com-
ing forward and sitting down by her. I was
in hopes you had been telling Frmine whet a
vonpereil she hod secured, . Your good opinion
would he worth having, becavse ¥ am inclined
to think that you don’t give it very often.”

“ You are perfectly right in that."

“X wonder if I could not secure it par droit
de conguéfe? T've a mind to try while Ermine
changes her dress!"

“Change my dress! What for, Alan? "

“ For Mignonne, who is at the door, I did
not send you word that I was coming, because
I kmew from experience how quickly you can
put on a habit.”?

“I ghall not be ten minutes,” lmd she~m
and was out of the room as lightly and s
swifily as a bird.

In the course of the next half-hour she
came down—Joeking twe degrees more slender
than when she had gone up, in consequence
of heing robed in close.fitting black, which
showed every line of her fizure to the best -
advantage,” After all, there is no possible cos-
tume in which & pretty woman looks prettier
than in the dear, well-known habit, the fashion
of which varieth not through many genera-
tions. Barring the detestable high hat (which
in a8 ugly as any and every other fashion that
ever came from England), it is‘the ndost grace-
ful snd most universally becoming costume
that ever wag invented.  Ermine’s artist eye
and French taste prevented her disfiguring her
toilet with this monstrosity of a head.gear.
On the contrary, she wore & soft, low-crowned
felt, one gide of which was looped with an
aigrette of out steel, while an ostrich-plame
awept entirely around the other. “You look
like a pretty lLitile Spanish contrabenda!?”

' Alan had said, laugbing, when she firgt made

her appearance in this; but bo confessed that
a more bewitching ehaperu never was iniented,
and Ermine wes doubly fond of wearing what
had met with such ungualified approvul from.
him.

“Ready, Alan?" ghe asked, pausmg in
the bail to draw on her gauntlots, and glance
into-the sitting-room where Alan and Madelon

1 were still fdte-d-téte,

“ Ready ? certainly,” answered Alan, rising,
and coming forward, Then, after making his

adieux to Madelon, they went out together.




58 EBB—TIBE.

Before the door, a groom was stauding with
two guimals—s graceful, thorough-bred bay
mare, and & well-builé “horse of  the color
known as -chestuut-sorrel—while Nix lay on
guard beside them, not having been allowed
to cross the threshold, because his ever-waving
tail had, a few days befove, swept & rare
marble vase from its pedestal.

What s comfort it is when 2 man knows

_how to put a woman on horseback! Alan
knew perfectly. He held out his hand, Ermine
placed one daintily-booted foot in it, gave one
elagtic gpring, and was in the eaddle ag se-
curely a8 Di Vernon; the modus oporandi on
the gentleman’s part reminding one somewhat
of “Young Lochinvar," who, according to the
ballad,-must have been an accomplished pro-
ficient in this rare art: .

* Ome touch to her hond, and one word to hier eey
Whon they reached the hall-door, and the charger
stood near;
So light to the croup the faiy Iady ho swang,
. Bo light to the saddle before her he pprung, g
‘Bhe 18 wonl 'We are gone o'er bush, bank, :md
SeAut—
Thoy'll have fleet stocds that follow, quoth young
Lochinyar,”

It would not have required very fleet steeds,
however, to follow this pair as they rode down
the strest, eseorted by Nix, and followed by
the admiving gaze of the groom, and one.gmall
boy who paused and looked, and looked and
paused again, while he balanced a tray on his
head. Madelon, too, Jooked over the blind,
with a eynical smile curling her scarlet Hp,

% Ay happy a3 a couple of children or a
couple of foolst* said she to herself. * Graee
& Diew ! what incomprehensible abstirdity—
on Ermine's side at least! Of course, ke is
doing, amazmgly well for himself; and, no
doubt, he findg it pleasant enough to make a
fool of her, 'Would T—could I—shall ¥—ever
fallinto o like plight? Bah! not I—Nature
left the troublesoma organ called a heart out of
my composition, and hearty thanks I owe her
forit. How msay men would have liked to
smuge themselves with me if I had only been
of the proper impressionable material! Ag it
wos, I think T may flatler myself with having

turned the tables on most of them! After o, |
if I were rich like Ermine-—pehaw | if I weve, T

should find & better mate than the captain of &
trading.vessel, let him be ever so agreeabls,
ever 80 handsome, and I must cofifess that he
is both. How well he rides, for a sailor
‘There—they are gone.

d

“where on earth i3 my novel? That tronble

gome man had it, and"of course” (suddenly
spying it out and taking it up) “it stoells of
horses and cigars] What horrid creatures
men are l—and yet they cextainly give a spice
tolife! Kven when one don’t care for them,
one can't well do without them—-at least, as
material for amugement.”

',i ———
CHAPTER X.

“LoYE HATH SET OUR DAYS IN MUSIC TQ THE
SELF-BAME AIR.”

Meanwamz, Ermine and Alan, having left
the city behind, were riding farther and farther
into"the lovely, flower-soented country, with
the dying glory of the June day all around
them. They were so happy—and every thing
scemed to comspire to give thiz happiness such
& fair snd gracious framework! Somebody
gays that Nature apparently takes pleasure in
surrounding young lovers with brightness ; and
that Fate, otherwise a stern task-m:stresa,
finds delight in casting their lines in Pleasant
places, Certainly it was the cuse, for & time
at least, with these, The sweet idyl of their

-love flowed all the mora brightly in that it was

refleeted from every bright seene around them ;
and the dumb frce of Earth seemed in this
happy summer-time, this glorious June, $0 be
wreathed with gladress in their honor. As
they rode they ftalked, and talking smiled—
not 5o much hecause their wq(rds were other

| than commonplace, a3 becaunge they had what

George Fliot calls “the ineffable sense of
youth in common,”

“What were you saying to Madelon?
asked Ermine, after a while. “Sheisso pretty,
and oxn be s0 eharming when she likes, that
I felt half mchned to be jealous when I came
down-stairs and saw your confidential: looking
tite-d-tite.”

“8he 4s pretty,” said Alan, coolly, “and I
suppose she can be charming when she likes
—a woman with that kind of eyes usually can
~~but she does mot often like, so far as I am
concerned. If she were a princess, she could’
not hold herself more hanghtily aloof,” he went
on, ‘with & elight laugh #¥ suppose it is on

account of the marine taintupon me, Ermine, -

my datling, you are a brave women to make

| up your mind to marry & see-captain!®
Well” (yawnfing), |

“I did not meed to make up my mind,”
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said Ermine, candidly, “I was very glad to
take you, sea-ceptain or no sea-captain, In-
deed,” she added, with a litie sigh of compune-
tion, “T am afraid T should take you sll the
same, if you were a pirate, or any thing else
disreputable,”

“T am sure I should find more favor in the
eyes of your cousin in that case,” said he.
“We became rather confidential during your
absence, and she was good enongh to tell mé
that the chief reason why she had never liked
me was that myy moral sense was too strong.
‘I like a man who would walk to his end over
any iing,’ she said ; and by Jove ! shelooked
amazingly a9 if she would not' much mind do-

ing it herself!”

“You must not judge Madclon by her
words,” said Ermine. “I never kuew any one
who talked more recklessly ; but I am sureshe
doed not mean a tenth part of what she
says.

“I am not by any means so sure,” said
Alan, skeptically, * Where there is so much
smoke, there must be some. fire, even if it only
smoulders ; and X am Inctined to think that a
pmouldering fire is sometimes worse than a
blaze, I have always told you that there is
dangerons material in that girl, and T never
felt more sure of it than to-day.”

“What did you say when she accused
you of having oo strong n moral sense ¢ ¥

“What could I suy but that if T had been
aware of the reward in view, I should cer-

tainly early in life have turned highwayman or

forger? )

! And then ?®

“8he shrugged her shoulders and said thet
she had no fancy for vulgar villany, *Crime
for the mere sake of crime i3 not at all attrao-
tive to me,’ she explained ; ‘but when a man
commits a great erime to secure some great
end~" ¢ You are kind enough to approve of it
I suggestecl a3 she paused. °I cannot help ad-
miring it, at least,’ she suid, ¢ provided always
that he is subtde, and damng, and ready, if
the werst comes 10 the worst, to face the con.
sequences of hig aot.’ "

said Ermine, more amused than shocked, for
she knew Medelon too well. *Poor girl ] her
head has been turned with Eugene Sue and
Gegrge Sand, Don™ let such nonsense prejo-.

dice you against her, Alan, She really has e

very kind heart,”
“Y suppose she has” gaid Alan, At

least, if I had not thought so, I should not have:
asked her something that I did ask her this
afternoon.” .

Ermine looked up ot him 2 Little curiously.
“ Bomething that you asked Madelon, Alan % ™

! Yes,” he answered, smiling, Could you
possibly guess' what it wes? No! I am sure
you could: not, so I must tell you. T asked
her to be & friend to you while T am gone,”

Ermine’s lips sprang apart in her surprise;
her eyes opened on him, large and startled

“Alan ! what do you mean ¢ ¥

* Nothing to look go scared about, my pet,”
answered Alan, haif lsaghing, « You know, as-
well as I do, that every member of the family
is opposed, either directly or indirectly, to our
engagement, with the single exception of Mad-
elon, Bhe has po interest t0 sgerve in the:
matter, one way or another; so I begged her
to stand by you when I shall be far away.”

BErmine choked back a rush of salt tears,
and pulled Mignonne's rein nervously, as she
managed to say ;

“ That was quite unnecessary, Alan, Mad-
elon has always been a good friend to me.
But she is selfish, Almost everybody is, I be-
gin to think,” she added, mournfully.

“ Of course shie ig selfish,” said Alan, guietly,

1 “As you remark, almost everyhody is; but

her selfishness ean’t possibly clash with her
love for you. I considered that point. Do you
suppose I chould have asked her to stand by
you if it had been her interest to stand againsi.
you?®

“0 Alen!" ,

“Whet i3 the matter? Do you think X
have taken a leaf out of Balzac and Sue ? Siop .
a moment and esk yourself, would you trust
Madelon's friendship, if Madelot's interest were
opposed to yours ? !

Ermine was about to sa.y, ‘Of course I
would,’ when » sadden remembrance of Made-
lon’s own words eame to check her, She rec-
ollected how her cousia had bade her take
warning that, if ever their interests clashed, she
(Madélon) would not. be the one to give way:

| s0, after a moment, she replied :
* Nice moral sentiments for a young lady,”

% Perhaps not, Alan—I eanitell. But one
thing s certain: Madelon’s inierest is mot
likely to clash with mine; since you are not
likely to fall in love with her, and " (halElough-
ing) “Iam sure she would not marry you if you
did,”

“Bhe ig not hkely to have the chance,”
gaid Alan, philosophically, * Buf all the same,
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she promised me to stand by you, ‘Through
thick, and thin?' T asked, </Yes, she an-
swered, ‘through thick and thin “Then ehe
gaveme her hand on it; and‘hy ‘Fove | Ermme,
it is & wonderfully pretty one!™

“Of course itis a pretty one,” said Ermine,
smiling, yet pondering » little in her own mind
on the difference between men and women,
Could she, by sny possibility speak in thet

tone of the hand, or foot, or mustache, or any |’

thing else whatever, belonging to any other
man? Her maseuline world wes as narrow as
Tve's. This Adam was ail she gaw or knew;
¢ll other men were to her ag if they had not
been. But Alen had not the least objection to
claspitiy Madelon’s white hand, and gazing
into Madelon’s dark eyes, appreciating both
the gne and the other as much a3 if there had
been no Ermine in the world. - Did this curious
fact come of “man’s love” being of man’s
life a thing apart, she wondered; and, so
wondering, was silent for so long that Alan
spoke.

“'What are yon thmkmg of, little cne?
Your face might serve as o oast of II Pen-
serogo, as you ride along there. Do you im-
agine that there is any prospect of your need-
ing Madelon’s champlonshlp while T am
gone?"

“Bearcely,” answered she. “They” (by

this ambiguous phrege she meant the Erle-

family) “ know that I am independent of them,
and they will not trouble me, I am sure. Then
there is my guarvdian. He is o tower of
gtrength.”

“But an uncomfortably distant tower of
strength. O Ermine, Brmine—"

“Well, Alan, what?"

" «T wag only going to curse the poverty
which necessitates my leaving you. Butthatis
cowardly and ungrateful. SupposeIhad never
won you--suppose I had come home and formd
you married to Raymond? ™ | )

“ Suppose something possible-while you are
about it, Alan.”

“You are sure it is impossible, Ermine ? ¥

- “Bure, Alap!” (indignently). “What do
you mean? At this absurdly Iate day, are
you going to pretend to be jealous P~and of

" Raymond, of ali peoplel”

“ Jeglous! Well, no. Only distrustful of
my own great good luok. "What on-earth you
see in me, Ermine, I em sure I can’t tell,”

- And what; on eerth you see in me, Alan, 1
am gare I can't tell 1

They look at each other and langh—happy
ag the children to whom Madelon had contempt-
uously likened them,

“'Well, well,” said Captain Erle, witha short

| gigh, “we ghall have to learn the worst of each

other hereafter, for we certainly know only the
best now. I wonder if you have any worst,
Ermine # ™

% Have you, Alan$"

%I1 Good Heavens, yes! My dear child,
whatever you do, don't go to work and make
8 paladin of me. T am only & commonplice
man, with the devil's own temper, sometimes.”

Erming shook her head with a laugh,
“Y don’t beliove one waord of it! You

need not abuse yourself to get info my good

graces. I am not Madelon” -

“ Thanks to a merciful Providence, you are
not indeed {7

“Alan 1" (with a ridiculous attempt at a
frown), # don't be Irseverent.”

“Jg it irreverent to thank God that you
are what you are, swestlleart? Tl not be-
lieve that. Bat, as for my temper—let any-
body molest you while I am goene, and X can,
promise, them a taste of it when I coma back 1"

 Ermine glanced -at him from under the
rolling rim of her hat, and was & little sur-
prised and a good deal edified to observe that
a considerable gleam of the temper of which
he spoke had flashed into his usually genial
face and sunny eves. She liked him all the
better for it, since It is an astonishing but
most undoubted fact that women——gspecially
when they are very young and consequenily
very foolish—do like this thing which of all
others most surely promises a plentiful harvest
of -futuie wretchedness and tears. There is a
certain popular proverb, which s not in the
least complimentary to the weaker sex—ahout
8 woman, % spaniel, and a walnut-tree—but,
taking it in a moral sense, wo are sometimes
compelled to agknowledge that it is in a meas-

‘we true. -Most men certainly like to domi-
| neer, and most women {uniil the delightful

pastime hes lost its novelty) like o he domi-
neered over—which is & convenieht arrange-
ment of Neture, to say the least. Let it not
be supposed, however, that Alan was ot all
inclined to Cwdarigm, or that Ermine would

have been st all partial to being browbeaten,,

Only the insiinct of the woman was gratified

by that gleam of menacing light which was

called forth at the mere thought of harm or
wrong to her.
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“ Alan dear,” che -gaid, after 2 moment,
“ ginee you think it right to go, I have not, as
you know, even a deau‘e 0 keep you; on!y—
only—" here the rebellivus tears rose up—“ I
have felt an jnstinet from the first that if you
do go something will happen ; and that, after
this dream is broken, we can never, never be
g0 happy again.”

“ But, my darling, that i3 nonsense !V

“I know it, and I have tried—oh, 5o hard !
wto put it from me,- But I cannot, I am
gure all this is too bright to last—it is too
good to be true. . Eorth i3 not heaven—mnor
meant to be. Now, it would be heaven to
me if I spent life with you, &8 X have spent
these last few weeks, So I know it will not
be permitted—something will come between

us.”

“But,” said Alan, with hard, logical com-

mon-sense, “ what can possibly come between-

us, save your own will "

4T don’t know,” said she. * But'—~—and
riding along in the warm June air, he saw her
shiver—*I am sure that, il we ever meet again,
it will not be as we meet now, You need not
reagon with mae, Alan, for I have reasoned with
myself. You need not even laugh at me, for
T have laughed at mysclf Nothing shokes
the deep, setiled impression, Echoing throngh
my mind alf the time are two verses which I
saw not long ago:

¢ Bome there be that shadows kiss,
Some have but a shadow’s hliss.

Wil it be e0 with us9 Shall we only kiss this
shadow of Iove which seems so bright and
sweet #7-

“You must choose your metaphors het-
ter,” pald he, trying to smile away the sadden
¢loud of pathetic sadness which had fallen
over her face.  * Our love is not a shadow—it
is a reality. FErmine, if I know that you are
making yourself miserable with such thoughts
as theso, how can I be other than miserable in
leaving you # 7

“Yorgive me" said FErmine, penitently,
“1 did not—indeed, I did not—mean to speak
of it. I am sure I don't know why I did,
Only, Alan—"

“Well, my love? "

“ Mudt you go?”

Oh, world of entreaty in three small words !

Transeribed, they Jook like the most ordinary
guestion ; but, with the heart-eloquence that
stirred them, and the dark eyes that seconded

them, Alan Erle had a hard tug with himself
before he could angwer:

My darling, don't you know ﬂmt T must??

“ How can I know it 2" she agsked. Then
a8 & sudden rush of tears came, “O Alan,
Alan, if you were only going to take me w1th
you, I should be content !»

“ But, Ermine—"

“ Yes,” said she, hastily, *I1 know you
can’t, and I know, alse, that it is not at all
¢proper’ for me to say such a thing, I Iove
you too well, Alan (emiling at him through

 her tears), “ I am sure X.shall gpoil you, [They

say—experienced women say—that it is al
ways bad policy to show one's affection to the
man for whom one cares," i

“ Confound such hypocrites ! ”” said he, un-
gellantly, “YLet them practise their own pre-
ceptd if they choose, but, for God’s sake, don's
you take a leaf from them! I would not have
you altered by one jot or tittle, for all the ex-
perienced women in the world. I wish to
Heaven 1 could take you with me! But, since
that i3 impossible, I will do this—T will leave
it for you to decide whether or not I ghall go.”

“No, no, Alan " (shrinking), “I cannot
aceept such a respongibility.”

“I confess it would be a little sacrifice to
mo,” said be, locking away from her. * You
see, Ermine, your wealih stands like o wall
between us. 1 cannot forget i~—nor will
other people forget it either. The devil him-
self geems to inspire most of the congratula-
tions that I have received ! ™ ke went on, gav-
agely. “ The significant words and locks and
tones—nobody in the world will ever know,
half the people in the world wonld never be-
lieve, how they have cut me to the quick !”

“I know, Alar"—and a tiny, gauntleted
hand went involuntarily out towerd him. It
is because I know so well; that I have not said
oneg word before—that I am gorry for having:
said one word mow. Go, dear,1f you must go.
I can wait—as I have waited before,”

The pathetic eyes looked at him as she-
uttered the last words—pteadfast and brave,
though the lips quivered piteously, Alan had
ridden close beside her, and was. holding the
hand which she extended clasped close agningt.
his breast, as he gazed into the pure, dark
depths, trying perhaps to read the riddle of
his fate there. The horses, feeling the reins
slack and more slack upon their necks, had
come down to & snail’s paco, and were indul..
gﬁlg. the vagaries of their own sweet wills, in:
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" the way of goeiably rubbing their noses to-
fether, while Niz stood on the side of the
road, and, no doubt, wondered in his own mind
what on earth his master was about:

. “Xrmine,” said Alan, pessionately, “my
faith in you i like the rock of Gibraltar—it is
too great to be placed in a mere fallible creat-
ure,  Child, for God's sake, take heed what
you do! If you should ever fail me—how
«could I forgive myself for having gone ?*

“1 cannot say that nothing will befall me,
Alan,” said the sweet, loyal voice, “ for life
and all the cireumstances of life are in God's
hand ; but I cun say thet I will never fail you.

- Nothing but death shall ever take me from
Fou. ”

“T ought to be sure of that,” he said. 41
_have known you as child and womsn, and
never. yet found s flaw in you. They did well
‘10 name you, Ermine,” he went on, tenderly;
“the ermine i3 the purest and whitest of all
-God’s crestures, and dies if so much as the
least spot soils its snowy purity. I ought to
trust you—I do trust you, perfectly—and yet,
T think your fears have infected ma. Some-
how I feel—What the dence are you after, sir
Hold up your head, can't you 7

This unromantic conclusion was addressed
to ‘the horse, whose head had gone lower and
lower between lis legs, as if he meant to in.

“dulge in & mouthful of nice white sand, One
sharp jerk of the bit brought it up egain in
shori ovder, however, and then Captain Eile
-concludled hig speech ;

“Somehow I fecl more unwilling to go to
#ea than I ever did in mylife, It is natural,
“though, since I leave you behind-wmy hostage
in the hands of Fortune. Ermine” (fercely),
“if God. does not deal well with you, I shall
not believe that there iz a God!”

%0 Alan, hush | ” erfed she, shrinking as
:ghe might have shrunk from a blow, for she
was of o nature wholly and unaffectedly de-
vout. *Don’t telk in that way, it sounds like
-8 deflance—which is 8o awful! Don’t you re-
member what somebody says, not very rever.
-ently, perhaps, but still very sensibly—¢ It is
never wise to try conclusions with the Al-
‘mighty.! Who am I, that I should be exempt
from the suffering oi' earth ? ¥

“You ghall be exempt from it when once
you are mine, to have and to hold—gafe from
«all others,” said he, boldly and not over-rever-
-ently. “Ermice, Ermine, giop—think—must
I shall I goe»

She stopped and thought—long avd deeply.
What a struggle it was with her to decide as
she did decide, no one, save God, could tell.
8he fought the fight deep in her own breast,

and it was only the calm result of victory

which he sew at last.

“ Alan, dear,” she said, in a voice ag goft
and low as the “ wind of the western gen,” “1
know that you want t0 go-—that is, I know
that you will not he content unless you do go
—=s0 I will not say one word to keep you, Af-
ter all, what dre these fancies, but fancics ?

Nothing can harm me while you are gone; all

the powers of earth eannot make me unfaith-
ful to you; and X shall remember that our own
dear Lord watches over the sea as over the
land, and will hear my prayerz for you let you
be where you will. The days will be weary
and long while you are away ; but I can think
of you, and look for your letters, and remem-
ber that every hour fakes me nearer the
blessed hour of your return.”

¢ And so you soy— Go?'™

“No, I eannot say that—but I will not
S&y ‘Stﬂy LA

“Then you meam, ‘go’-—and you are
right. A man in the full prime of all his
powers would be a contemptible fellow in.
deed who threw up il hiz hopes of fortune
or advancement in the world, and aat down
to be happy—on his wife’s wealth, Perhaps
some men might stand it and not lose all
selfirespeet; but it would crush all the mon-
hood cut of me! Nobedy could despise more
than I should despise myself—and you would
degpize me too, Ermine.”

“ Should I, Alan?

“Yes, my. pet—my pretty, soft-eyed dar-
ling—I think you would, after a time, Even
Nix would turn the cold shoulder on me, So

it is better ag it is. T have lingered in this.

paradise of roses a little too long already,
or I shouldn’t have hesitated over such a
plain duty.. The sea is what I nced —the
sea will soon fake all the nonsense out of
me!”

“Well,” said Ermine, with & sigh, ¢ if it is
settled, it is settled, We will make it o ta-
booed subjeek, Alan. I don't mean to think
of it any more until it ig time to say good-by.
Now, let us take a canter.”

“With oll my heart,” said Alan; and,
touching thelr horses, away they went, canter-
ing lightly down the level atretch of shining
roed, with the last rays of the sun streaming

b
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over them and seeming to surround them with
a halo of brightness.

8o, they pass from sight—Iloving and be.
Yoved, crowned, as it were, with every gift of
life, and worthy, one would think, of envy,
only that one catches the low, soft murmuy of
that receding tide which, having flowed once

to their feet, will flow not ever again through
all the years of life,

* A, never more,
Ah never, shall the bitter with the swest
e mingled =0, in the pale after-years |
One howr of life itnmortal spirite possors,
This dratng the world, and leaves but wearlness,
And parching paskion, and perplexing tears,”




PART II.

THE TIDE EBRBSE.

% All's over, then. Does truth sound bitter,
Ag one at first believes 7

1 —From & Charleston paper, defe June 18, 185-

#Died, at Fort de France, in the island of Martl-
nique, on the £5th of May, Henri Charles Vivieux, s na-
tivo of Bordeanx, France, sad former colonel of Volti-
gowrs in the French service, nged seventy}four years
and eight monthe. May he rest in penee ™

IL—From the same paper, date October 12, 185,

%We rogret to leapn that the brly Adventure, Cap-
tain Erle, homeward bound for the port.of Charleston
from Buenos Ayres, was oought in the terrific storm
which visited the whole Atlantic const on the 20th of
Saptember, and wrecked off the coast of French Gul-
ana. A portion of the evew were rescued by a French
transport out from Cayenne; but the large majority, it
s fesrcil, bave perished, with the captain and eargo.
The Iatter, we Jearn frore Mossrs, Miller & Song, who
were the principal consignocs, is partly covered by In-

Cwurance. Captain Erle was well known and highly es-
-teemed In our community, and we tender our condo-
lences to hig velatives and fifends,”

TIL—From ths same, of ¢ week later.

¥“'We leorn, from a Now York paper, that the sur-
wivors of the shipwrecked crow of the bilg Adventure
reached that port o day or two ago inthe packet Elvira,
out from Havio fourteen deys, Mesting the lutter, they
wera transferred from the French trapsport L'Hiron-
delle, and so reacked their destination wmch seoner than
would otherwise bave bheen possible, The party con-
slsts of seven men-~the mate and six seamen-—and
thelr narratlve extinguishes the Isst faint hope that
" Coptain Erle might have escaped a watery grave, This
gallant sailor remained on his vessel to the last, and,
having sent off one hoat, was preparing to lannch the
. second, when, with an unexpected Inyeh, the ship went
down, carrying all on hoard with her, Once more we
mnst record our regret at the accident whick has thus
' eut short the valuable Ilfs of one po well fitted for use-
fulness and honor, Captalh Erle leaves a large eircle
of frisnds who will long deplore his loss.”

IV.—From a New Yopk paper of NovembDer 16, 135-

i
“Married, yesterday, at the house of the Rev,
J. 'W. Guérin, Ermine Héline, enly child of the late
Gustave Bt Amand, ¢f Fort de France, in the fsland of
Morticique, and Raymond Erle, of Charleston, South
Carclins.
“ Charleston and Martinique papers pleass copy.”

————

CHAPTER I
DOES TRUTH SO0TND BITTERé

“ CRRIsTMAS comes but once a year,” gay
the children, regretfully ; but it is likely that
their clders, as a general rule, are heartily
glad of the fact—for, to all, save the ex-
tremely youthful, Chilstmas represents more
of annoyance than of pleasure. It is a gloris
ous and thrice-blessed seazon, regarded from
the Chuistign point of view; but, regarded
from the side of the earth earthy-—a side
which unlucklly every thing more or less pos-
sesges—it iz a season from whick the vast ma~
jority of people shrink nervously; a seascn

‘when the poverty of those poor whom we

“have always with ua? seems to weigh more
heavily upon them than ot other times, by con-
trast with the wealth and luxury so lavishly
displayed ; & season when heads of families
are sometimes driven to aheolute frenzy in the
effort to accomplish that financial result known
as “making both ends meet;” o season when
parties, bally, receptions, and 2ll those gather-
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' ings which go io make “soclety,” are in full

blast, and when all the heartaches and head-
aches, the torn dresses and torn affections,
the outrivalled jewels and rejected addresses,
which accompany them, are in full blast also;
a season when dolls and tea-sets, hobby-korses
and drums, are rampant, when one’s house is
filled, one’s pockets emptied, and one's tew-
per, like 28 not, ruffled to 2 degree from which
it will not recover for soggtime.

Yes, Christmaz comed but omce a year,
and it cime with 2 leaden sky and stiff
northeaster to Charleston on the 24th of
December in that year which had given to
Alan Erle and Brmine 8t. Amand their happy
Mayv-time of youth and love. The gay little
city wore her gayest holiday dress, the shops
were thronged with eager purchasers, the
strects filled with Dbright faces, and various
penny trumpets had alveady sounded the pre-

‘lude of that discord which was to break forth

at nightfall, when a tall, handsome man with
somethmg unmxstakably sailor-like in hiy ap-
pearance, a man whe was followed by an im-
mense leonine dog, entered the warehouse of
Erle & Co., and asked the first clerk he met if
Mr. Raymond Erle was in the counting-room,
The clerk in guestion was & new-comer, and

did not recognize his interlocutor, Being in |~

a preoceupied and Christmas-eve frame of mind,
he harely glanced at the speaker, saw that he
wag evidently a person of gome conseguence,
despite a rough peajacket and a looge hand-
kerchief knotted around his throat, and, an-
gwering in the affirmative, said something about
“ gtating business ¥ and “letting Mr. Erle
know."

The sailor gmiled a little, and, with s single
motion of the hand, stayed his steps. “Iwon't
trouble you to let him know,” he gaid, - “I
will sce him mysel.—Stay here, Nix1? he
added, to his canine companion. The dog

. crouched obediently down, and, before the clerk

could expostulate or intédrfere, the stranger
had passed into the inner sancinary of trade.

As it chanced, Raymond Erle was alone,
On the eve of the great heliday, he was sltling
at the desk, hiy slight figure.bent over an

‘enormous pile of ledgers, while the clerks

lounged aimlessly about the warehouse, and
even the ‘hook-keeper read a newspaper over

. the fire of the outer reom, In truth, the ac-

counts of the firm needed the careful revising
of the master-eye and master-hand, and on
this the junior partner—looking more pale and

5 ‘

thin than when we saw him last—was deeply -
intent. Hearing the door open, he looked up,
frowning, from a bolance-sheet, The tall
figure standing hefore lum uncovered with a
amile.

“Merry Christmas, Raymond!” he said,
“You gee I am back, hke a bad penny, after

all!»

Roymond Erle sprang from his seat, white
to the lips, and quivering likea man who meets
the ghost of one long dead.

“Good God!" he gasped, clutching &t the
table—* Alan{"

“Alan, or hiz ghost,” said the other, ad-
vancing neaver with a smile, ¢ only P'd make
rather a substantial ghost, don't you think so ?
It is flegh and blood, beyond a doubt; shake-
hands and see! By Jove, my dear fellow, how
glad I am glad to see you again!”

One would have thought that these cor-
dial words should have come from the other,
from the pale man who barely suffered his hand
1o be pressed in bis brother's enrnest grasp, as
he managed to say:

“What an extraordinary surprise, Alan!

For Heaven's sake, where do you come from ?
~how did you eseape P—and why didn’t you
write ¥ :
. “Where do I come frOm ?7 repeated Alan,
with some surprige. “ From the brig Dolores,
out from Rio Janeiro, that has just dropped
her anchor in the bay. How did I escape"
That's a long story, and can be given in full
another time; only I can tell you that, if it
hadn’t been for Nix, Ishould be at the hottom
of the Atlantic now. Why didn't I wriie?
‘Why, I did write from Rio to Ermine. Hasshe
never received the letter P

& N—ever,”

# And she—you all—thought I was dead
until this minute ? .

“Until this minute, I assure you.”

“Good Heavens! what a lucky thing that
I did not go up to the house and startle her!
You must go at once and break the news to
her, Raymond.’ "She *—through his bronzed
gkin it was evident that he paled a little as he
asked the question—she is quite well, is she
not ¥

Raymond’s hand went suddenly to his throat -
and pulled open his cravat. “ Wkat devil's

LJuck!™ he thought, has brought him to

mel™
% She ?~.Frmine, do you mean?” he agked

gloud—nervously anxious to gain a little time.
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“Ermine, of courge,” andwered Alan, ren-
dered suspicious by this hesitation, “ Who else
should Imean ? For God's sake, speakquwkly !

 Is ghe well #®

“&he is quite well.”

Hoargely and with an effort, these few
words were spoken—so hoarsely, with so mach
effort, despite all the mpeaker’s well-trained
powers of dissimulation, that Alan would have
been both blind and deaf if he hadnot noticed
it, Ome other step brought him cloge to his
brother’s side ; and e grasped his arm with no
gentle fingers,

“Raymond,” he said, shorily, “ you have
something to tell me. Out with' it at'once! I
am ne women, to have news ‘broken’ to me,
Is she sick ?—is she dying ?—is *—he almost
choked here—" ig she dead ? ™ .

“ She is neither sick, nor dying, nor dead,”
answered Raymond, “ I—I will tell you ell
about it, Alan, if you will zit down and hear me
patiently.” ‘

But, instead of eitting down, Alen tightened
his grasp until it wis many a long day before
the mark of those muscular ﬁngeus left his
brother’s arm,

“Tell me,”™ he repeated, savagely—*‘tell
we at onece, ‘or, by God, I will tear it from
your throat! Where is she ?—how ig ghe?”

Now, Raymond Erle was no coward—physi-
«<ally, indeed, there were few braver men—yet
there was -something in the face confronting

him, and perhape—who knows ? — something
also in his own consclence, that made ‘him
.shrink and quail,

“ For Henven's sake,” he expostulaned “pe-
‘member that we thought you were dead.”

“That is outside the question,” said Alan,
wternly. < Once more, and for the Iaat time, T
repest, where is Trmine ? — what has she
donef "

.. The answer came in three short words,
trenchant ag steel, and cold a8 iee:

“ 8he is married.”

“Merried?”

Alan heard, but, as ig often the case with
gome great and sudden shock, seareely under-
gtood the word he repeated. His hand still re-
tained its grasp, but threugh all its sunburnt

hue his face grew ashy white, and his eyes’

opened in startled amazement on his brother.
If he had heard that she was dead, he could at
least have comprehenaed the hexghf. and depth
of the calamity 3 but now—

“ Raymond,” Le said, hoorsely, “ what do

Aruth,” he said,
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youmean? You aremistaken—you dow’t uns
derstand—it is of Erméne I am speaking. You
dare not toll me that she fg-ig—"

“ Married,” said Roymond, as coldly and
mereilessly a8 before. Then tohimself, ** Thanl
God, it i3 over! "

It was over indced with Alan, The sirong
mon staggered. back as men stagger under
a mortal blow, and sat down in & chair without
angther word, What, indeed, could he say?
What do any of us say when the stroke of
some keen dagger goes home to our hearts ¥

Raymond stood still and watched him.
Even at that moment, he had time to cursethe
unlycky fate which had failed to bring the
letter that would have prepared him for this,
Hypocrite as he was, he was not enough of 2
hypocrite to go forward and put his hand on
his brother’s shgulder, or to utter any words
of eondolence or regret, Besides, he wag not
sure that it might prove gafe. There may be
death in a lion's claws even afier he has got
his mortal wound. So he stood watchfully
quiet and on guard, tilt Alan looked up with =
face which hardly seemed his own, so drawn
and changed was it. Meeting his brother’s .
eyes again, he rose to his feet and confronted
him,

“Raymond,” he smd hugkily, “it depends
upon one word whether from henceforth we
gre brothers or mortal epemies, Whom did
she "—ha could not force his dry tongue to utter
her name—* marry # ¥

There wns & glance in hig eye, = tone of
menace in his voice, that made Raymond Erle
hegitate and look round as if for some weapon
of defence, before he answered.  Finding none;
however, he threw haock kis shoulders and
folded his arms defiamtly. The worst had
come ; through any thing and over any thing
the gameé must be played to its end now.

“ Alan,” he said, trying to speak kindly,
“pelieve me T am deeply sorry—believe me
this never would have pceurred if we had not
believed—"

Alsn out him short — sternly and dleci-
gively.

“I want no lying excuses to gloss the
“Did she marry you £ "'

%“Yes, she married me,” Raymond an-
swered, thinking that, after all, he bore the
revelation with encouraging quietness, “You
must let me remind you of one thing,” he went
on-as his listener stood stunned, quiescent,
simply looking ot him—“my claim on Ermine




‘¢ He literally flung him from his hand, and leaving him stunned, almost senseless, strode frem the office.”
, ¥ flung g

S

wag prior to yours, and, alihough she may very |-

lilkely have deceived you in the matier—"

The next instant:he found himself pinned
against the wall, with lns brother’s hand on
hig throat.

“You are an infernal hypocrite and secoun.
dretand Har!™ said Alom, with his eyes gleam-
ing like blue steel, “Do you dare to slander
her to me, though you were ten times married
toher? The devil only knows by what arts

of hell you have gained your point, and gained ¥

Ber fortune ; but, if the same blood were not in
our veing, I would kLill yon where you stand !
Asg it is, T wam you that no law of God or man
shall stand between us if 50 much as one haje
of her head has been injured! Now go, like
the earrign that you are! I will find the truth
cleewhere,”

He litdally flung him from his hand, and,
leaving him stunned, almost senseless, strode
from the office.

Outside the doer, an eager group wag
awaiting his appearance. The sight of Nix
told the story of his master's return; and
round the dog were gathered the book-keeper,
the clerks, and two or three outsiders who had
heard the news, and were on the qui ¢ive to

* see the sallor who had heen dend and was
alive, had been lost and was found. Wkhenhe-

came ouf, helf a dozen hands were thrust for-
ward at once in cordial welcomo—that welcome
which not one of his own kindred was likely to
give him,

Now, Alan was % game " to the backbone,
and s it is searcely necessary to sy that, stag-
gering 18 he yet was under that eruel blow
which had been dealt him =o suddenly and un-
expectedly, he gave no outward token of the
fact beyond that pallor which sat o strangely
on hiz sunburni face. He smiled in his old
frank, genial fashion-—smiled, however, only
with the lips, not with the eyes—as he grosgied
one after the other the hands extended to him,
gaying to each man a few words of cordial
thanks,

But they did not detum him long. All
their hope of hearing some thrilling story of
hair-breadth escape was nipped in the bud,
Without a discourteous word, or look, or tone,
Captain Erle made them understand that, hay-
ing offered their congratulations, they must

fall back and et him go his way, free from mo-,

lestation.. This they did after fizst wishing him
with genuine heartiness a merry Christmas in
celebration of his retarn,

!
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“Thanks,” said he, with o slight, almost
imperceptible guiver of the lip. “I have
looked forward to this Christmas for many
days," he went on, with a vibration of pathes
which the ears of his hearers wers not suffi-
ciently finely-strung to caich. “I hope—I
sincerely hope—that it may prove & happy one
o you all.”

They murmured their thanks and with &
bow which each man appropmated a8 a special
compliment to himsel, he passed from among
them, followed by Nix."

Out inte the erowded holiday streets he
went, out among the gay holiday crawd ; crowd
not so intent upon its business of pleasure, hut
that many old friends recognized the returned
wanderer, and greeted him with dmazement
and delight. Poor Alan! Brave as he was,
his endurance and self-control were tried to.
their utmost within the hour following his de.
patture from the counting-house Where hehad
left his brother. Everybody was overjoyed to
see him, everybody was eager to welogme him
baek with enthusiasm, and more eager (with
nagural curiosity) to hear his story. But no.
body heard it sive in the baldest and barest
outline. Courtesy bore him through the or-
deal—together with o dull, leaden, yet unresl.
ized sense that all was over—but talk atlength
he could not, After the fivst congratu]atlona
ond inguiries, people felt, as the derks of Erle
& Co. had already felt, that they were detain.
ing o man who was feverishly anxious to ac-

_complish some end apart from them, They

hoped to see him goon again, and to hear his
story, they said; so, bidding him merry Christ-
mag, they passed on. .

Merry Christmas! . Ah, happy the heart
whose grief has never felt the sting of mockery
in those words of peace and good-will, whose
leaden heaviness has never boen beyond the
reach of Christmas smiles and cheer; happy
the eyes that have mever been too thickly
blinded by tears to catch a gleam of earth’s
brightness, or even of that brightness not
of earth, which streams from the Manger
of Bethlechem ; thrice happy the soul “for
whora no bitter trouble or dust.stained care
hag ever darkened this most fair and glorfous
Feast of all the Christian year! Troublédeems
twice trouble, grief more than grief, whemevery
volee—human and -divine—bids us Hft our
heavy lids and rejoice. We turn our eyes
from the brightness, we elose our enry to the
mirth, we ery ont,  This is not for ue!1” and
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we forget— O hearts of little faith !--what
- few, short steps, along the bloody Vie Crucis,

lead from Bethlehem to Calvary, from the

new-born King to the erucified God!

The words of Christmas greeting which fell
from every lip searcely jarred on Alan, how-
ever~-at least not yet, His preoccupaiion was
too great.  Wounded and bleeding aa he wag,
he felt also dizzy. He could not rid himself
of the thought that he was going $0 Ermine—
his Ermine—~to the meeting for which his
faithful henrt had yearned, which his faithful
fancy had painted, through all.these months
of absence. Married! He said it over snd
over to himself, but, say it as often as he would,
he could not realize it. He had not yet realized
it when hid footsteps paused on the well-known
threshold of the Erle house. There ha stopped
a moment, How could he meet her? What
ghould he say to her? He knew that some
black treachery had been at work to make her
seem 80 bitterly faithless § but, none the less,
o gulf had been dug between thera which no
humen power could span. "His Fymine—his
pure, spotless lily--had been wrested from him,
and the robber who had done the deed was no
man whom he could shoot down like a dog, but
his own father’s son! Alan wag not much
more than a savage, as he thought of the cruel
and enduring wrong that had been done to the
tender and helpless creature whom his supposed
death had left unfriended. He steeled himselfl
against a1l the tender memories of love (mem-
oties which would only have unnecved him),
end thought only of the stern duty of ven.
geance, when at last he put bis hand on the
bell, and sent a resounding peal through the
house,

The servant who opened the door looked
g0 amazed-—go whterly aghast—at sight of him,
that he remembered for the first time hxs
ghostly character.

3t is I, Robin, not a Splrlt,” he gaid, with

- & faint smile, “Don’t look so seared ! There,

isn't that real? *

< He held out his hand as he ]md held it for
the same purpoge to hig Lrother, snd Robin—
who had keown him from their common boy-
hood—seized it in a grasp differentindeed from

the fraternal one, his whole face changing from |-

amazement to delight. .

: “’Fore God, Mass Alan, I'm glad and hap-
py to see you back, eir!?” he said, forgetting
his usual decorous * Oaptain Erle,” in the ex-
citement of the mgment. “T plways said there

wasn't water deep emough to drown you, siry

but we all heard, sir, that you were drowaded,

and no mistake abous it.”

“I wasn't though, you see—ihe worse for
me, perhaps! Thank you for being so glad to.
see e, Robin. I am net sorey that somebody
is glad—rere. How arew.pll ¥

“All very well, thank you, sir; but”—

Robin hesitated a moment—*but our family.

is not as large ag if was when you Ieft us, Mass
Alan.”

“T suppose not,” said Alan, turning away
—for he did not wish even a servant to read
his face just then, *Ts any one in here? ¥ he
went on, walking toward the familiar sitting-
room. .

“No one at all, sir,” said Robin, going for-
ward to open the door. * 8hall I let my mis.
tress know that you aré hove 77

% No—let Miss Erniine know,” (He would
not say *Migs St. Amand,” and the tortures
of the rack could not have drawn the other
nsne from bim.)

Robin stood motionless—transfized, as it

were, by astonishment—with the door-handle
in his fingers,” : ’

“ Migs Ermine!™ he repeated ; “T thought
you knew, sir. She's—she's married |

“Y do know,” said Alan, through his set
teeth. * All the same, let her know that I am
here.” i

“ But ske’s not here, siv 1 ” said Robin, with
his eyes like sancers,

It was now Captain Erle’s tumn to stare.

“Not, here!™ he repeated. “What do
you.mean ? Wheré is she, then??

% Bhe's in Mart-neck, sir,” said Robin, With
dignity. “Miss Ermine has never been back
ginee she was married,”

“In Martiniguel” Alan was absolutely
gtunned, “ Are youmad? " he agked. " “ Do
you know that—that Raymond Erle is in the
city ? " ‘

“Mr, Raymond came back only last week,
gir—and he said ho Jeft Miss Ermine duite
well, and so pleased with the island she

‘wouldn't Teave it. I assure you, sir, she has

never been back' since she went away, last
summer."

“Tast gummer! ~Where was she mar-
ried 27

“In New Yorl, sin.”

There was silence for a long minute—then

Captnin Erle walked into the sitting-room,

saying, briefly :

gale, tale care what you say to him!
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% Tel} Miss Lautree that I will be glad to
seeder,”

% Mige Lautrec ia in Europe, sir,” answered.

Robin, compassionating this wonderful degree
-of ignorance, yet not insensible to the pleasure
of enlightening it—that curious pleagure which
the vulgar always feel in felling news either
good or bad,

“What!" said Alan, facmg round in new
astonishment.

“ Miga Loutrec i3 in Europe, sir,” repeated
Robin, modestly. “I told you, sir, that the
family is o good deal changed. Miss Mar-
garet’s married, and so i Miss Ermine, and
Miss Madelon’s gone away.” -

“Is anybody left 7 asked Alan, gazing at
‘him in & Gort of blank desperation,

“Mts, Erle is ot home, sir, and Miss
Louise, and Masz Regy.”

“Tell Mrs, Erle that I shall be glad to see
ber.? |

He said these words almost mechanically,
and, a3 Robin elosed the door, he looked
round the room, searching w1stfully for some
token of the presence for which his heart was
Jearning, Alas! there was not ome.” Like
the golden May sunshine, that presence had
passed away, and the place which knew it
onee would know it never again.

e ]

CHAPTER 1II. ‘
-
THE TRUTH BLSEWHERE.
Roe1n's announcenent to his mistress, that
Captain Erle—" Mags Alan that we heard was
-drownded, ma’am "—dedired to see her, proved

_ by no means the shock which he had doubt-
legm anticipated. He had not been in the
-gecret of a note which was brought to the

house- by a panting messenger and delivered

into Mrs. Erle’s own hand, half an hour be-

fora. The first use which Raymond hed made
.of his recovered senses was to seribble three
lines of warning to Ermine’s mother :

“Alan has turned up, as you prophesied,
and received the news like & madman. He
will come fo you for particulars, For God’s

i R. E.”

Thus warned-thus given half an hour for
-reflection—Mrs, Erle, who was a born Talley-
-rand in petticoats—felt justified in considering
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herself fully squel to the emerzency. She
went down-stairs with her mind fully made up
concerning every word she meant to atter. A
distrust of her own diplomatic addresa did
not; onee oceur to her, for she had knowa Alan
of old a3 entirely so belonging to that class
of men who are like wax fu a clever woman's
honds, that she had no doubt of finding him
plastic under her fingers.” “ Mem are so
clumsy,” she thought to herself, in that scorn
with whick women often repay the cool superi-
ority of the stronger sex; and, so thinking,
entered the sitiing-room with one hand ex-
tended in cordial welcome—now, as ever, the
stately and gracious lady whom Alsn well re-
membered,

%My dear Alan thisiga most unexpected
pleasure 17 she said, in the old, clear, well-
modulated voice, which gomehow seemed to
him now to have a metallic ring. “I cannot
tell you how happy I am to see you back
egain—alive and well! It has been suéh.-a
long time since your shipwreck that we had
almost surrendered all hope of your escape.
It i3 true, 7 still trusted that you might return;
but then & woman is more influenced by her
own wishes than by reason, you know. Have
you only fust arrived 2  (This, with 2 glance

| at his costume,)

Alan looked at & small French clock over
the mantel before-.whick he stood,

“I landed two hours ago,” he answered,
briefly—and, as he gaid i, he stopped a mo-
ment to wonder if it waa only two howrs,

dIndeed! How kind of you to come at
oned\l ” sald Mrs, Erle, still graceful, still cor-
dial. * “0f course, you are going to stay with
us.” (He had never done such o thing be-
fore; and it was strange, to say the least, that
she should imagine hi.. likely to do it now.)
“Vill you go to your room at once, or will
you sit down—{she drew a chair forward)—
“and et me hear the story of your escape ¢
I am gure it must be thilling.” .

Now, next to hia brother, Alin Erle's hoart
was hardest toward this woman—this emiling,
courteous model of elegant propriety—and ha
felt no inclination to spare her one of the bit--
ter truths burning within him, He frowned o
little ag ghe drew forward the chair. Uncom-
promising Arabian that he was in all his ideas
of hospitality, it would have gone hard with
him to accept even » seas under his .enemy’s
roof.

“If you will allow me to stand, I should
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prefer to do so,” said he, courteously but
coldly. “I shall not detain you many win-
utes. I did not come to claim your congratu-
lations on my escape—which, just now, God
knows, I cannot consider very fortunate—but
to agk you a few plain questions, Few as
‘they are, however, I must beg you not to let
“me detain yow standing while I ask them.”

“I am not in the habit of sitting while my
guests remain standing,” said Mra, Erle, with
dignity. “If your questions relate to wmy
dnughter,” she went on, “I shall be happy to
snswer them ; slthough P (shef emphasized
this), “I do not recognize that you have any
right to ask them.” y

“No right!" he repeated. Steeled as he
was againat the rebuff which he had expected,
the bleod rushed over his cheek and brow ot
this cool retraction of the pledge once given
him in that very reom, “No right!” he sald
again.  “ Allow me to ask if yon have forgot.
tent that T had the honor to be engaged fo
your daughter with your own consent ¢

“With my sufferance,”. quietly corrected
M, Erle. “If you will do me the justice to
remember, I merely tolerated the engagement
until Ermine’a guardian could be communicated
with. T have every reason to believe. that
Colonel Vivieux would have regarded the
affuiv exactly as I did; and therefore any one

.would hold me justified in considering that no

actual engagement ever existed. ~ A foolish
love-affair is quite & diffevent thing, This was
the view which I forcibly represented to Er-
mine befere her marriage.”

“And found a willing Hstencr, apparent-
y!™ said Allan, bitterly, :

Yet the words were herdly spoken before
ke repented them, and, true a8 the needle to
the magnet, his heart flew baclk to it allegiance,

Nol Let civeumstances say what they would,
let the whole world say what it would, he
- defied any or all of them to shake his faith in
the gentle creaturs who hod ever been to him
.80 “iender and true”® Is it De Maistre who
gays that) menkind should be divided into two
classes, “le chot et lo chien?”  Certainly
Alen had ‘much of the canine nature in hig
gtebborn, dogged fdelity, There wag in him
no making of an Othello, A thousand hangd..
kerchiefs would mot have shaken his trust in
the woman he loved, They had played him
false, they hod wronged her deeply, they had
parted them forever; but, none the loss, che
still remained firm on her pedestal, a pure,

,‘

faithful, passionate woman, who might be be
trayed, but who could never betray.

“My danghter proved herself amenabls to
reagon,” answered Mrs, Erlé, eoidly. *1I should
have been ‘exeedingly disappointed in her if
she had not done go,” :

“Bid she prove herzelf amenable to reason
or compulsion?” asked Alsn, striving hard

fév self-control. “Enewing Ermine as long -

and as well as I have done, I eannot believe—
end, by the God who will judge me, I do not
believe—that she acted in such & manner of
her own free will and choice ! ?

Mre. Erle drew herself up havghtily,

* When I agreed o angwer your questions,
I should. have made & reservation that they
should be sufficiently vespectful to be worthy
of attention,” she sald. “Since you have
Enown Ermine so long and so well, you mightal

also have known her stubboin and intractable

disposition. Will you tell mo how I should’
have set about exercising ¢ compulsion? over
& self-willed girl whom the law emanecipated
from every shadow of my control ¥ »

“There are many modes of compulsion
besides those of which the law takes - cogni.
zance,” said Alan, bitterly, “in all of which
you, madam, are, I am gure, an able proficient.
At least you cannot deny that it has always
been your wish that your daughter should
marry my brother.”

I heve no intention of denying it,” said.
Mrs, Erle, speaking siill with haughty dignity.
“My daughter hag always been a source of
great anxiety to me, and T have always degired
to see her happily married to some man who
could bear prtiently with, and yot firmly con.
teol, her wayward fancies, Your brother is
such a man, and his sult reccived from the
flest my frarmest sanction.”

“Yet you were kind eneugh to give this
sume sanction to my engagement.’”

“Pardon me” (she made an ineffable, and
a8 it seemed, inexpressible gesture of scorn),
“1 gave only my tolerance to that. To have

given more would have heen impossible—yet,

under the circumstances, I could not give
1ess,” .
“ And these circumstances were— 7
“The fact that I was not Xrmine's

_guardian,”

“ You were her mother,”
“Yes, I was her mother,” guid Mrs, Erle,
with one single fiash of her elear, hazel eyes—

the seabbards had been thrown away before
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thig, and for the first (and last} time, the
naked swords of these two combatants
clashed blade against blade——  gnd, as her
mother, I felt deeply disappointed and deeply
wounded by her choice.”

Alan suddenly raised his hand to his face.
He did not choose that his adversary should
gee how the sirong, white teeth involuntarily
went deep into his lip under the"shade of the
heavily-fringing muatache, Even when he
spoke—and that was after a minute—his voice
shook a little.

“And may I venture to ask if Colonel
Vivieux agreed with you in your view of the
engagement ? * .

Mrs, Erle Jooked at him o little eurionsly—
this savage of the sea, who seemed in ubter ig-
norance/of facts long since grown old and stale
to the dwellerd of the land. -

“ (Jolonel Vivieux never heard of the affair
at all” she answered. “He was dead before
the news of it reached Martinique”

Alan pagsed his hand over hid eyes. He
felt like one who, having weked from sleep,
hegins to recall some dormant recollection,

“I bad forgotten that Brmine's first letter
contained the news of her guardian’s death,”
he said alond. Then in a lower tone: “My
poor darling! so you had not even one friend
to fight your battle for you!™

There was silence after this for several
seconds. Standing strietly on the defersive,
it was no part of Mre. Erle's policy to gpeak
first, and Alan shrank nervously——shrank “like
a woman,” o8 he indignantly thought to him-
gelf—from opening the Immediate subject of
the marriage. At last, however, he' stecled
himself and spoke. ) ;

“Will you allow me to inquire the date of
Misg St Amand’s marriage 7

“The 16th 6f November,” answered Mrs.
Erle, briefly. ‘

¥ And may I also ask when she heard the
news of wmy shipwrecl 27

“ Ag well as I remember, it was somewhers
about the middle of October,”

“And did she accept the fact of my death
at once, or did she reguire a little time to
veorify i7" T

“ Bhe acoepted it at once,” said Mrg, Erle,
decidedly, “ especially after she bad seen the
gailor—your mate, I think—who escaped.”

At these words, the scarlet blood rushéd
in a tide over Alan's face. .

“Bhe saw thot cowardly dog!” he said,
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 Bhe took the account of my death from Aéim /
My God, madam, if ithad not been for that man,
none of my poor follows veould have been lost,
and I myself should not have needed to be
saved almost ag it were by a miracle!™ Ha
said this passionntely—then stopped, and the
blood died down agnin.* My story will not in-
terest you,” hé went on ; * so I will not weary
youwithit. Iecame home full of hope and faith
and happiness—all of which one hour has end-
ed. ButI have something yet to do. Ihave
to hear the truth of her marringe from Ermine’s
own lipg, and to xight her, wherever or how.
ever she has been wronged. This is my work ;
and for this I shall always believe that God
brought me back to life out of the jaws of
death.”

The concentrated passion and resolve of
his two last sentences seemed to move Mrs,
Erle o little, She looked at him, and there
was a slight whitening about the lips, which
betrayed that she felt some emotion when he
mentioned Ermine's name. :

“1 waive any notice of the insult which
your suspicions are to me,” she said, “For:
the gratification of my curiosity, I ghould like
to know what you auspect. Who could have
wronged Eemine?—or what interest do you
imagine that I, her mother, could have had in
Bﬁﬁ'ering her to be wronged ?

Alan replied by taking from the inner
pocket of his eoat a very battered-looking
pocket-book of Rugsia leather. From this he
extracted several letiers, digcolored with salt-
water, and handed to Mrs. Esle.

“Will you look at these, madam,” he said,
“and will you judge whether I am likely to
credit that the woman who wrote these letters
—the woman whom I have known from her
childhood asa the most faithful of God's
creatures—could willingly have married an-
other man in less then a month after she heard
of my supposed death :

Mrg. Erle declined the lotters by a gesture,
She had no sentimental weakness shout the
matter; but it would have been execedingly
disagreeable to her to read the words of pag-
pionate affection addressed by her daughter.
to this man whom she hatéd a8 much as #iwasg
in her to hate anybody.

“Sueh evidence as this is apart from the
guestion entirely,” she said, *1I decline 40
read the record of a folly which my dsughter
has happily outlived. Your obstinacy,” she

went on, ¥ compels me to assure you that if vou
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had not been shipwrecked—if your voyage had
been successfully acconiplished—you would
not hava found Ermine the foolish girl you left
her.? -

“You mean—? "

“ I mean that she had begun to appreciate
life a little better, and to learn—wha$ many
another woman hag learned before—that her
first matrimonial ' choiee was a very- unw1se
one.”

“In other words,"” said Ala‘n, with deter-
mined ealmness, “ you assert that she wos pre-
pared io brealt her engagement whether I
proved io be dead or alive ?

*8ince you prefer to put it plainly,” said

. Mra, Erle, with decided dignity, “I confess
that I am prepared to asgert and to mainfain
that fact.”

“Then, madam,” gaid ke, curtly, “ you com-
pel me to decide between your assertion and
my knowledge of your daughter. When Er-
mine pesures me of such a fact with her own
lips, I shall believe it—not before!

The lady flushed a little, enough to show
that she felt the full meaning of his words.
“Mindful ag T am of the excitement under
which you are laboring,” she said, with stately
hautowr, it i impossible for me to endure
such a conversation as this much longer. Will
you be kind enough to end if, or shell I be
forced to leave the room ? "

" %1 am sorry o have inflicted my society
upon you even for these few minutes, he an-
givered, *I should be still ' more sorry to inflict
it upon you any longer. 'With cnemore ques-
tion, I am dome, Will you tell me why Miss
8t, Amand was not married in Charleston 2 .

* That is easily enswered,” said Mre, Erle,

* goldly, “ Wehad been spending the summer in
Canada, end since it was neceseary that Ermine

ghould go to Martinique to look aftor her prop- |'

erty—Colonel Vivieux - heing dead—we con-

eluded that it would be better to hasten the.

marriage o that she eould sail af once from
New York.”

Alan answered nothing. What could ke

" gay to such reazons as these? They looked

plausible enough on the outside, but a voice.

within him cried, * False, false, falge!”

“T regret not being able to see Miss Lau-
trec,” he said, et last. . “I had hoped—very
much hoped—to meet her.””

“Madelon also left us in New York,” gaid
Mrs. Erle.  “An oppertunity offered, and she
sailed for Havre, intending 1o spend some time

- .

with her relations in France. By a chance
her departure was given in the same paper
which published Ermine’s marriage.”

Bhe crossed the floor, and, opening a small
secretary, took from it anewgpaper, Return.
ing, she pointed out two paragraphs te Alan,
One was the marriage of Ermine Héldne St.
Amand to Raymond Erle ; the other, thename
of Miss Lautrec in alist of pasgengers who had
eailed for Havre in the steamer Golden Bells,
Thinking at the time merely of the paragraphs

in question, it was not until afierward that’

tho manner in which the paper bad been re-
tained and brought forward struck Alan ag &
11f.t1e singular,

* When he-laid it down, Mrs, Erle saw thet
the interview was at an end. He turned to go,
and his last words—being indeed the very last
that were ever spoken between them—were
guch ag she was not Ekely to forget.

“I came to you for the turth, madam,” he
gaid, I have obtained only evasion, Buf
this I beg you to temember—rF will Aave that
truth, 1 resign my profession, I put aside
every aim and object of my life, until T shall
explore this mystery—for myatery it is to me
—to the bottom. And I warn you—Ermine’s
mather~as I have already wared the man
who calls himself her husband, that, when the
day of reckoning ‘comes, ¥ will return a
hundredfold, upen those who have wronged
her, every pang which she may have suffered,
and every iear which she may have ghed !

She did not answer, With those passionate
words still vibrating on the air, he turned and
left the room. |

" CHAPTER IIL
“ @G T0 MARTINIQUE!"

“Ananl Ig it pessible this is you /?

. These words, secompanied by » half.atartled
cry, fell on Captain Erle's sears s he waa
making his way, with an apathetic disregard of
the comfort of other people, through a erowd
which jammed the sidewalk almost to suffoca-
tion before a large fancy establishment on Kipg
Strect. He turned sharply-~wondering a little
who would be likely to call his name in that
familiar tone—and faced a beautiful, golden.
haired woman who, followed bya servant with

his arms full of bundles, was stepping across

the pavement to her carriage. The color had

-
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fled from her cheeks, and her turquoise eyes
expanded with amazement, almost with fright,
ag ghe looked at him. As he turned, she put
out one daintlly-gloved hand and touched his
sleeve,

% Alan | she gasped, rather than said. “Is
it—is it you{ ”

“0Of course it is,” answered Alan, recogniz.

ing ber in 2 moment. “My dear Margaret,

don’t look "o frightened! It ia I, in veritable
flesh and blood ; snd veryglad Lam to see you
again, Must I congraiulate you on having
changed your name and estate ? ¥ he went on,
taking her hand and looking at her with a
smile. She was of his own kindred, and she,
at least, had done nothing to wrong him. Why
shonld he not smile and be honestly glad to
gee her?/

Instead of answering his question, however,
Margaret, according te her old hebit, burst into
tears.

“0 Alan! A!an 1" ghe eried, “ihey ‘told
me you were dead " :

“Tnstead of that, however, you gee t‘hs,t I
am alive,” answered ke, considerablyastonished
by this uvexpected display of emotion. “My
dear cousin, Jet me put you into your car-
riage,” he continued, a3 he gaw how the scene

wha drawing an Interested crowd around them. |

 You almozt make me think that you are dis.
tressed to find me alive!™ 'he said, with a
gmiling attempt to guiet her, as he drew her
hand within his arm, and led her to the cor-
riage.

“No no!™ cried Mergaret, with a tragle
emphasxi which amazed him. ‘“God knows
how glad I am, Alan—how truly, honestly glad
—t0 Se¢ you back in safety. I would have
done any thing sooner than—than been glad
that yow were dead.” ‘

¢ Indeed, I should really hope 16," gaid he,
smiling again, * What possible reagon could
I Jiave for suspecting youaf gsuch an enormity ?
Are your bundleg all in safety ? Yes, that's
right! Now tell me where you live, so that I
can come to see you goon, and good-by.”

He put out his hand. But the words had
not left hig lips before Margarel; interposed
eagerly :

“No, you must come with menow. I am
gure you are not going smywhere—at least
anywhere that matters, Come, Alan—TI in-

sigh upon it! X have so much to say to you™

He hesitated ; but, as she had said, he was

not going anywhera thut mattered, and he felt

in that mood of recklessness when one is glad
to escape from the society of one’s’ self into
any other whatever. Besides, ehe was his cous-
in, and she was glad to see him. His heart—
yearning for hopeless aﬁ‘ectmn—-caught even
at this, .

“Really, Margaret,” he bewa.n wavéring
and evasive.

But Margaret swept as:de her silken skirts,
and heckoned him troperiously into the car.
riage.

“Come!” she smd “ You must come; I
will take no denial, What! risen from the
dead, as it were, and lea.ve me like this!
Gome' "

Her feverish anxiety influenced him,
whether he would or no. He enfered the car-
riage, the footman elosed the door, and they
rolled away.

Then the crowd hegan to chatter! Heaven
only knows how many different versions and
interpretations of the scene flew from lip to lip,
the favorite rendition being a modified form
of ¢ Auld Robin Gray.”

“Did you hear sbout' Margaret- Erle?™
people asked each other. * You know every-
body said she married Mr, Bazton against her
will, while she waa really iz love with that
coysin of hers who turned sailor, and was
drowned, or reported to be drowned at sea.
Well, it wag all true.enough, On Chrigtmas.

Eve she suddenly met him—the cousin, I

mean—just as she was coming out of Guth-
rie's, and, right before everybody, she' went
off at once into hysteries, assuring him she -
would mever have married if she bhad not
thoiight he was dead !” '

The subjects of this bit of popular history
—then in active eourss of preparation-—had
mesnwhile stopped before an * elogant man.
gion? {that is the correct term for a comfort-
able house, I believe), into which Captain Erle
followed his cougin, The mdnsion in question
wag elegant within as well as without ; and the.
sailor, fresh from the ses, could not but be -
struck by the judicious manner in which the
ethereal inspiration of poets and painters had
in the end feathered her nest. .

“1 am inclined to thinlk that, after all, Mar.
garet, you made a wige choice,” he said, a lit-
tle sardonically, as he was led imto o dim,
flower-scented, rose-bung, mirror-embellished
room which Mrs, Saxton called her boudoir,
and inducted into a chair that might have
tempted =n anchorite to rcpose. “ Love
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sometimes flies through the window,” pursued
the ‘cynie, *but statues, and mirrors, and
French furniture, are not digturbed by any
sach freaks of passion. One’s heart might
break, but & chair like this would be a com-
fort all the same.”

“1 am not so sure of that,” said Margal:et,\

lnying aside her bonnet, and sinking into &
curresponding chiair, with her wealth of amber
hoir crowning her like the halo of a saint.
_ “Bometimes I would not care if it all &id fly
through the window,” she went on. * Some.
times, Alan, I can't help thinking that I have
paid a little too dear for—for every thing.”

“What do you mean? " asked Alan,
bluntly. * Didn't you choose your hushand
of your own fres will? That being the case,
what right have you to complin hecsuse
your bargain may net be exaetly to your
taste ? '

“My own free willl”” repeated Margaret,
secomnfully. “I wonder when 8 man—a man
like you~—ever comprehends that & woman's
free will, from her eradle to her grave, meuns

- less then nothing ? ¢ No right to ecomplain !?
I don’t complain, I'd die before I would com-
plain. My husband is good end kind to me—
kinder by far thon I deserve—but none the
less T guffer more than you would be!seve if I
were fool enough to tell you1»

Tears rose to her eyes—hot, angry, scorch-
ing tears; but she choked them back, Life
wag beginning to tench even this spoiled but-
derfly a litile seifcontrol, and the wisdom
which is learned only by experience, Alan’s
beart—nlways a tender heart to the distress
of women or children—was touched. He
leaned forward and took. the hand with which
she has just doshed away ene or two briny
drops.

“ Forgive me if. I spoke roughly,” he said.
4 God knows I am the last man in the world
t0 jest at scars, when I carry within my own

heart o gaping wound. Come, Gretta "—this |-

had been his name for her when she was a
child,.and she had not heard it since—" you
-used to he fond of me long ago, and, although
of late years you have cuigrown all the fond-
-ness and acquired instead a considerabls de-
gree of shame for your sailor.cousin, T am
sure you still lmow that I ean be trusted,
Tell me your troubles—it will he some relief
tp+ you—and let me see if, two heads being
better than one, we cannot find o remedy for
them.”

To hig surprise, Margaret drew her hand
quickly away from him, and shrank—nervous.
ly shrank -—into the depths of her chair.
“ Dor’t, Alan—don’t!” she gasped, rather
than said, “JI--cannot!”

“You mean you can't talk of them" "

“Yes, I mean that, I can'ttalk of them
-~at least not to you.”

“ Better talk of them to me than to any
one else, Margaret. I would hold your coxfi-
dence sacted..

“ And yor think nobody else likely to do
g0? Well" (with a sigh), “you ave right!
You must not think that I have any complaint
to make of my hushand,” she went on, with

an eagerness which surprised him, “He Is

devoted to me—much more so than I deserve,
a3 I cannot help thinking when I remember
that I married him caring no more for him
than for that dog of yours!?®

% But you care for him now ?

“Yes, I care more for him now,” answered
she, a little doubtfully, * He gives nie every
thing in the world I want, and ig ag kind as he
can be bit—but—" )

Here the turquoise eyey filled up with
tears again, while Alan’s face grew hard. He
began to' suspect that his cousin’s heart
avas still yearning after the accomplished gen.
tleman whom he had the honor of calling

“ Marparet, he said aternly, “T know you
once had a foolish fancy for—for—" he hegi-
! ruggled with himself, finally wrenched
the words ouwt, and fairly flung them at her—
4 for my brother but it iz impossible that you
n still waste a thought on such a scoundrel !

. An/ pniexpected gesture from Margaret in-
terrupted him here, Her eyes blazed through
the tears which had welied into them, ond she
suddenly brought one foot down with an un-
mistakalble stamp on the carpet.

“*He 48 a scoundrel!™ she said. “Thank
you, Alsln, for calling him so. No, I would
tear my heart out Sooner than—dthan care for
him ! ﬁe hias poisoned my life for me—that is
what he has done!l It was bad enough while
1 thought you were dead,” she went on, with
pessipnately-clasped hands and & strangely-

excited face, “bui now—-—now—oh I don't

know what to do1”

She broke doww in this way with another
burat of tears, and Alan—after loeking at her
gilently for a memént—rose, came to her side,
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cand Inid one stmbumt hand down on her
. silken-clad shoulder,

“Don't, Alan—don't 1" she said, shrml:lnff
away from his touch, as she had shrunk hbe-
fove. %I—did not mean any thing !

“Yes, you did mean sﬁmethmw " gaid Alan,
in a low, determined voice. * Margaret, lool
at me—I ingist upon it! You won't? Well,
then, listen to me at least. You know some-
thing about Ermine—and I charge you, for
your soul’s salce, to tell it to me nstantly!?

“Why should you think I know any thing
about Ermine? What ig Ermine to me?”
she asked, still without looking wp, “I—I
never liked her, You know we never got on

well together.”

1 won't stop to ask whose fault that wag,?
he answered, in a tone that fairly awed her, it
was so grave and stern. “But this I seé
plainly—you know the truth about Ermine’s
marriage, and you must tell me at once what
it is—awhat it wag 1"

“Why do you come to me with such a de-
mand ? ' she cried, drawing herself away from
his hand, « Why not go to Ermine’s mother
or to—to her hushand ? ?

“I have geen them both,” he anawered,
“and found them as false as false can be.

Margaret, you are my last hape—hers, ai-

least, Tell me the truth, for God’s sake, and
you will never regret it.”

. But, as he made the adjuration, he ¢ AW
how-hopeless it was. His influence, and the
influsnce of her own_'consqieneéﬁ_were both
but weak and faint compared to the intu-
ences which had ruled and fashioned her
whole life, and- which sill held their sway,
almost, if noi; quite, as strong as ever. Let her
inclinations be what they would toward- hon-
esty and truth, Reymond §till stood like a lon
-in her path, She might -talk of hating him,
but his spell had been laid upon her for good
or for ill, and she was now, as ever, his ohedi.
ent shave.

“T can tell you nothmg,” she oried out,
pessionately. “ What is there to tell ? For
Heaven's sake, let me alone! What is Rr
mine to me, and what is she to you, nowy I
should think you would hate and despise her.”

“ Then you know very little of her, and
gtill loss-of me,” he answered. “ She iz every
thing to me now, and she will be every thing

to me till T die. I know that there hag been

foul play in this marriage, because I know

" that she s the most tender and faithful of

God’s crentures—utterly incapable of betray.
ing any trust once given to her. - There is nor
Tear that T will not find cut the truth sooner
or later,” he went on; *for I have already
devoted to the task every energy which I pos-
sess; but I am sure that you can help me,
Margaret, and I trust that you will”

“No, I cannot help you,” said Margaret,
% except"—ond here she looked at him with.
suddenly shining ‘eyes—* I can tell yon thig:
if you want the truth—go to Mertinique ?

Now, Alan had already made up his mind
t0 go to Martinigue, but the tone of this recom-
mendation seemed suddenly to fill him with’
vegue apprehensions, Most of us have known.
what such apprehensions are, most of us have
known how an accent, a look, is sometimes-
more darkly suggestive of unknown terror then_
any. spoken words could he.

% Margaret,” he said, quickly, *for God's
sake tell me what you mean! Heg any thing
befallen Ermine? What have they dared to-
do to her? Speak, if you have any merey!
Don’t leave me to torture myself with every
black fear thatlove can suggest !

“Ermine was very well when I saw her
lost,” snid Margaret, a little suilenly. “If
any thing hys befallen her, it has been since-
then,”

“ And when did you see her Jast 27

“I parted from them all in New York, in
October. Mr, Saxton.was anxious to come
home, while they decided to remain thers for
the marriage.”

“You were not at the marriage 2 »

Ng.?

“Then why do you advise me to go to Mar--
tinique? "

“I thonght you wanted the truth,” said
Margaret, looking steadily and studiously away
from him.

“I do want if, snd ™ (with an emphams
which she never forgot), by the God who made-
me, I will have it!”

“Well," snid she, with something of the-
same glance which he had noticed before in
her usually languid odalisk eyes, “it ig to-
Martinique that you must go to look for it.”

“But you will not condemn me to days:
and weeks of suspense, when a word from your
lips conld end it!" said he, pessionately.
*You will hot send me to Martinigque to learn
what you eould tell me here and now? "

“1 have nothing to 1¢l you,” she ane
swered.
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# But, Margaret—"

“T Imow nothing!” ghe repeated, facing
yound upon him suddenly, “ How should I?
Do you think Raymond is lkely to take me
inte hig confidence? Leave me alone! Iam
sorry . that I brought you here to torment_me
like this!®

“And I am sorry that I came,” he said,
““You have, if possible, givén an added weight

_to the anxiety which is already wellnigh-crush.
ing me‘“

He sat down again in the chair from which
he had risen, and almost unconsciously his
head sank into hig hands, Strong man as he
wag—steong, indeed, in a higher sense than
the mere physical—something like a deadly

- faintpess came over him, If the shadow of
mystery looked so black, who could say how
mauch biacker the reality might prove ¢

Ag for Margaret, she sat still and looked %t

him; sorry for him somewhat, but sorry for

herself still more ; lacking courage to besilent,
Incking yet more the courage to speak. After
all, she was of & very commonplace type, by
no means wholly bad, yet assuredly by no
means wholly good, Afier a fashion, she was
capable of friendship, pratitnde, and love; after
a fashion also, of hatred, enmity, and revenge.
But her love would never have been equalton
sarifice, and her revenge would have always
taken the form of petty mialice. Of any thing
positive her nature was literally incapable,
She hed not strength of character suffeient to
proclaim her cognizance of a guilty scheme,
- and yet she had enough of a conscience to be
resfless under the weight of its knowledge. The
medinm course which she took at the present
time was the temporizing course which moral
cowards alwaya take. She wag not frue to
either side ; she did as much harm both ways
as che wag capable of doing, and then ghrank
beck, hoping to go scot-free of the blame which
she dreaded more even than the responsibility
of erime.
“There iz one thing I can do,” said Alan,
“ralsing his head at last, and spesking o lsile
hoarsely, “Icango o your husband. MHe, I
presume, knows something of the matier as
well a8 yourself, and the world mistakes him

greatly If he is not an honest man. At least? |

—not a little bitterness rang in the tone here
—t‘he will not be afvaid of Raymond,”

¥ Are you mad ?” oried Margaret, spring-

‘ing forward with a pale, excited face, and

catehing lua arm,  * Do you want to ruin me

 know ¢ ®

forever? If you do, go and put such suspicions
as those into myhusband’s head 1 He will never
forgive you, never, and he will never forgive
me, gither! He #s honest—as honest as the
day—and he knows nothing which might not
be published to the whole world, If—if he
even guspected that I knew any th%ng which
was wrong, I don’t believe he would ever speak
to me again, O Alan, for Heaven's sake, don’t
—don’t go to him!”

“Then tell me the truth,” said Alan, seeing
his advdntage in her imploring face, and 5o in-
tent npon hizs point that he did not stop to
congider the meons by which he hoped to
gain it.

For n:aswer, Margaret burst into passionate
tears,

“You are cluel' you ‘are cowardly ! she
cried. I have done for you what no one elee
hag done—I have shown you how to gain the
truth—and, for thanks, you try by threats to
force me into betraying secrets which are not
mine, secrets which would he my ruin if I did
betray them, Is this honorable? —is this
maily? I am o weak woman, and you come
and- overawe me—why don’t you go to Ray-
mond and malke kim tell you what you want to

“Xappealed to your honor and conscience,”

said Alon.  * You know, as well as I do, that
I might as well appeal to the honor and con-

seience of the devil as to those of my brother,
It seems, however,” he went on, gloomily, “that
it was quite as useless to appeal to yours. 1
beg your pardon, however, for having forgotten
myself so far as to utter what seemed like a
threat. Since you assura me that your hus.
band knows nothing of the matter, I ghall not
speak to him. But I think it would be well
for you 'to ask yourself whether the path you
are following is likely to lead to happiness.
You have confesged that you hold secrets which
would be ruin if you betrayed them. Stop and

-consider whether they are most likely to be

your ruin when told voluntarily by yourself, or
when expesed by another; as they will be if
God gives mo life to do it ? "

“We do not know what may come before
the exposure,” said Margaret, evasively, * Y.u,
%, any of us, may be dead. Besides, if the
matter i merely exposed, my hushand will
have no proof that Iknew of it, You may
beleve me, Alan—T speak as I might if T were
on my death-bed—1I had no share in 4"

She laid her hand on his in the energy of
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her last words, but he shook it off as though

- the fair, white flesh had borne the taint of lep-

TO8Y.

“What do you call the shave of aldmg ina.

criminal concealment ¥ he asked, hearsely.
“ Don’t blind yourself, don’t'think thet your

" hands are”clean because they were passive.

Remember that you have had the opportunity
to clear your conscience, and to right those
who are wronged, and you have refused it.
Hereafter I shall not tronble you. But when
the day of reckoning comes, I shall not epare
you, the passive instrument, any more than I
shall spare the aotive authors of the wrong. I
will tale care of my life, too—mindful always
with whom I kave to deal—and trusting that I
may not gratify ycm in the death on which you
build your hopes,” |

““Hopes ! O Alan, how you wrong me, how
bittesTy you wrong me! Was I zorvy to see
you a little while ago 27

“No,” said he, goftening somewhat, “I
believe you were not. But you bhave taken
your first step on a dark road, Margaret, and
who ghall say where it will end ?”

“It should end here and now, if I only
dared,” said Margaret.—“if Tonly dared! " she
repeated, wringing her hands.

“Dare for Glod's sake, for the sake of your
own eonscience and your owz soui]” said he,
with passionate earnestmess. “ While I was
considered dead, you had an excuse for silence ;
now I am alivé, you have none! Trample your
fear of Raymond under foot! Iwill protect you
against him !

But she ghrank back her whole nature re.
coiling from the path whlch he marked out.
Potter, Lesitate, temporize, if need be, but
never fuce a direct msue,m" tell a direct truth,

. Thet' was her creed—the creed which every

natiral instinet seconded so strongly that per-
haps she did not merit alt the indigrant wrath
aud contempt that Alan felt. Do we not pity
the man whoge.cheek grows white in the face
of & danger from which he dies, not one hut a
thousand deaths? - And should we not doubly
pity the soul which shrinks from any and every
il ; save, indeed, that ili which is eternal #

“T see that it 13 useless to urge you ; Igee
that you will not take courage and do the
thing which is right,” eaid Alan, after a pause,

“ Well, then, here we part—nhot to meet again.

until the truth hag seen the light. Remember
~if, indeed, we should not ever meet again,
that you might have spared me much suffering,

\

which, instead, I shall go forth on my errand
bearing with me, Now, good-by. Will you—
can you—wish me God-speed ¢

“ Yeg—yeg—with all my heart,” zaid she,
speaking through tears, * Believe me, Alan, I
would tell you, if I eould; and, believe me, you.
will be very near the truth when you reach
Martinique. But don’t make this good-by—
pray, don't!” she went on, engerly. “ Come
back and dine with us—Mr. Saxton likes you.
go much, and will be g0 glad to see you."”

“You are very kind,"” he ‘said; “bui I
should be ill company for any one just now—-
save the one whom I shall go to see,” he added,
lowering his voice, '

“ And who is that one? ™ usked Margaret,
a little curiously.

“ My mother,” he answered, simply.

“Your mother!"—the blue- cyes sprang
wide open, for, two years before, while Alan
wag far away, the reaper Death had come and
garnered into his cheaf the fair, sweet lady for
whom the young man chiefly toiled, leaving to
hiw, when he returned, only a shert moand of

| earth, and & memory whick could never die—

 Alan—what do you mean # ”
“ Not that I bave turned spiritualist,” said
Alan, smiling a little sadly, ““or that T would

- gall her back for an hour, if I could, But I

always go to her grave when I come home,
Somehow I think she may know it and like it.”

“You are as faithful as a dog,” said Mar-
garet, touched unawares; and is it not a fine
irony on this human nature of ours that we can
find ho higher praise or better comparison for
its fidelity than this ? > :
. Bo they parted, not in anger, nor yet with
that cold challenge of opposing interest and
aim which had been Alan's farewell 1o Mra,
Erle, Their hands clasped, they bade each
other good-by (which, being interpreted, means.
“ God be with you "), and if Alan had notheard
from his cousin’s lips the truth for which he
thirsted, he had at least heard that recom-
mendation which agovrded so well with his own
desire— '

“ (o to Martiniquel®

[P w—
CHAPTER -IV.
CHECEED AND CHECEMATED,

Tue dusk of 'Ghriatmas-Eve was dying
away over the city roofs and spires, and the
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“night before Christmas "——gagerly watched,
eagerly desired by how many childish eyes
-and hearts I—had alresdy fallen, when & sharp
peal of the door-bell echoed through the Erle
houge, Fora marvel, Regy and Louise chanced
10 be, pot in the nursery with their bonne, but
in the sitting-room with their mother—the sit-
ting-room hrlghtened Just now by the glow
diffused from o.'vivid mass of coal which
heaped the glittering grate, and looking rarely
attractive with its bright pictures resting ease-
fully in carved frames on the softly-tinted
walls, its slender vases full of those fragrant
fowers which the sweet South ‘rarely rofuses
to her children, and one fair, cold statue stand-
ing in motionless grace just within the bay-
window, thrown inio velief by the'rich sweep
of the maroon cortains, and “bathed in the
bloom of the firelight * which reached even
thig distant nook,
“Now you must go, children,” said Mrs,
- Evle, as soon as she cought the sound. “ You
know I only allowed yon to stay on condition
you gave me no trouble in cage any one came
in. You shall come down again after 2 wlule,
but you must go now.”
" “Mamma, you might let us stzy'” said
Regy, in o tone of expostulating persuasion,
This young gentleman was lolling luxuriously

in the depths of & capacious chalr, and Jooked:

like & Louis-Quinze page in his blue-velvet
suit, his delicate lace ruffles, and long, fair
curls. “It's sure to be mobody but Cousin
Reymond, or Mr. Saxton——and it's Christmas-
Eve. Thero isn't any good in dressigg up to
go and stay with Marie, Do, please, pretty
mammas, let us stay!”

% Yen, mamma, please let us stay 1" pleaded
Louise, fired by the contagion of example, nnd
mindful of her rose-colored silk and the broad
sash which Marie's Parisian fingers had tied
so deftly.  “We won't sey a word—will we,
Regy?®

* Not unless somebody says something to
uvs,” answered Regy, not gquite ready to make
such an unconditional covenant of silence.

“ Reginald, take your sister and leave the
room &t once” gaid Mrs, Erle, concisely,
“Bo up-stairs and stay with Mame untit I
gend for you,”

Master Reginald, somewhat erestfallen, tum- '

bled out of his cosy retreat and took Louise's
tiny, outstretched hand. They were both
heautiful children, and they looked like a lit.

tle fuiry prinée and princess, a9 they made N

their graceful courtesy (the courtesy taught
0 French children a3 soon as they walk), and
left the room. Poor little elves! Their rear-
ing was a queer mixture of two essentially dit:
ferent systems-—the nursery, which is un-
known in French life, being their habltual
home ; while they were sedulously tratned in
that cha.rmmg courtesy and docile obedience
B0 remarkable in French children, and, for the
lack of which, Englisk (and, how rouch more
American!) children are, in nine cases out of
ten, veritable Iiitle boors and plagne-spots in
society,

As the small pair asconded the stairesse,
with disconsolate faces; Kobin opened the
front-door and admitted into the hall a gentle-
man who, only stopping a moment to throw
off his overcoat, passed directly into the sit-
ting.room, )

“It's nobody but Cousin Raymond ! said
Louise; in an injured tone, pushing back her
yellow curls and peering down through the

balustrade which she was not tall enough to

overlook,

“Mamma might as well have let us sta.y,"
said Regy, also injured, and commanding a
better view of matters and persons on account
of his more exalted stature. *It's a shame
to send us up-stairs Christmas-Eve,” pursued
the young gentleman. “I say, Louise, don't
let’s go to Marie, Bhe’s in her room, finishing
a present for her sweetheart—he knows all

about it, though, for ¥ saw her working his

name on it, and I told him so—and we can
go -and have o peep at the Chnstmas-tlee
without anybody knowing it 1

 Oh, but Regy, there isu't any Christmas-
tree yet," said Louise, breathless and open-
eyed. “You know Banta Claus never comes
till midnight.”

“ Then what is the nursery locked up for?”
demunded Regy, with superb skepticism, "+ ¥ou

.may believe in Santa Claus, Louize, becanse

you are & very little givl; but J know betters
I saw Robin carry the tree into the nursery,

and I saw Marie banging the Yights on it. She

shut thie door in ‘my face, but I knew what

she was doing. Now, if we go and peep

through the Jrey-hole, we con find out what we

are going to have."”

“{an we ? " said Louise, yielding to temp-
tation with Evelike readiness-violet eyes
wide open, and coral lips apart-—* then,
Regy, let us go! ™
¢ AY right,” said Regy, ¥ come this way [ *
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" And, hand-in- hand, the two young conspira-

tors marched down the thickly-corpeted corri-
dor to the nursery-door. There they rernmned,
engaged in alternately applying one eye to the
Ley-hole and being rewarded by a view of the
extreme corner of the table on which the
Christmas-tres was supposed 10 rost,

Meanwhile, Mre. Frle was saying to Ray-
mond, with an unus l degree of solicitude in
her voice :

“Do sit down and get Warm—I am sure
the weather must be horribly damp., You
look pale, Are you sick? Will you have a
glass of wine #" -

“No, thanks,” said ke, sinking into the
chair which Regy had vacated, and hasking in
the genial warmth of the five very much as
that youné‘ gentleman had done hefore him,
“Yro I look pale?” he went on, tossing baek
one or two dark locks that had fallen across
his gleaming forehead. “ I am not at all siek
—~only, perhaps, a little tived.”

*I am afraid you have had a very trying
day,” said she, looking at him closely, a.lmost
anxiously,

“Rather more trying than I anticipated
this morning, certainly,” he answered, care-
lessly. “ But I ean take my ease to-night"
—he leaned back in the soft velvet depths,
and looked as if he wag taking it—" with the
consciougness of vest well eamed—-—of diffienl-
ties and dangers successfully met and left be-
hind.”

Mrs. Erle started and glanced at him keen-
Iy—a shade of color, which was not cast by

the fire, flickering into her alabaster eheek.

“You don't usaally underrate difficulties
or dangers,” she said; “else I should think
that you were surely unaware what an enemy
this day has raised up for-you”

“ Do you think that an encmy who comes
end throwa his intentlons like a challenge in
your teeth, is muéh to be feared 2.7 he asked,
with a curl of his well-cut lips,

“Not to be feared, perhaps, but certainly
not to be despized. That would be a groat

-grror-—the greatest of the twe.”

“My friend, I mever despise anybody,”
snid Raymond, more earnestly than Before.
“T know the world too well for such folly.
Nobody is too insignificant either to serve or
to injure one's interest. It should be a cardi.
nal prineiple with every wise man never to
make an enemy wantonly-—never to offend the
most humble, unless absolutely forced to do o,

There are few better fables than that of the
lien and the mouge,”

“Yet you make ememies without heed——
apparent!ylwnthout care—when compelled to
do so.” - |

“You say right—when compelled to.do so,
If T have a great end in view, I don't let a fow
individuals bar my way.to it,but neither do
I ever negleet any reasonable precautions
against their malice. Of course, these precan.
tions -are rendered much more casy when my
adversary is kind enough to show me his
hand, end make me a confidant in hlS plans
for my defeat,™

% Do you think that Alan has done this #*

“I received your note, written just after he
lefs. ¥f he had eonceived any plan more brill-
iant than the one with which he favored you, he
would certainly have returned to let your hear’
it.“

“Don't be too sure of that, and don',
don’t let your contempt for him lead you into
corelessness. If ever 4 man was in earnest,
that man was in earnest to.day! If everan
man wad dangevous, that man was dangerous
to-day! Don’t deceive yourself-—don't think
that his bitterness will evaporate in idle threata.
There was the look of a bloodhound in his

-eyes when he said he would track the matter

down!™

“Very likely ! said Raymond ; but, with
all his superb carelessness, there was some-
thing of a danperous gleam under his own
sweeping lashes. * The bloodhound is an uu-
reasoning brute, who i simply useless when
you throw him off the scent.”

“You will ind it hard to throw this man
off the scent.”?

He laughed—a Iow, slightly mocking langh
‘——which would have roused Alan to frenzy if
he could have heard it,

"% On the contrary, very easy—so easy that
the fact may be regarded as accomplished.”

% How can that be possible ? P

“ How could it be other than possible when
you congider how Iackmg in acutemess, how
full only of brute strength and brute tenndity
such a man i

“ Bugdo- you know that he is going to
Martinique # 7

“Have I not said that I recelved your

note? Of eourse, therefore, I know it.”

“ And he will find—".
“The island, and the mountaing, snd no
doubt some old friends—these sailors know
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people everywhere—but not the perzon of
whorm he is in search,”
. “You talk enigmas,” sid Mrs, Erle, with
an impatient gesture. . “You forget that the
risk i9 39 much mine a8 yours. I must hear
Plainly what you have done,”
*You will hear ina moment,” he answered.
“Is not that my uncle's step? ™
He turned his head g8 he spoke, and Mr,
Erle—handgome, smiling, debonair.as ever—
entered the room, If Raymond looked thinner
and paler than he had done the preceding
Mey, Mr. Erle, on the contrary, looked even
" better in health and spirits than on that by-
gono evening when we saw him firgi. Con-
trasting ‘the two faces, ahmost "any stranger
would have regarded the nephew as the elder
men of the two, and would certalnly have
been astonished to learn how the difference
of age in reality existed. In truth, the slight,
graceful, blond . gentlernan who esme forward,
did not look as if the vexations and cares of
life had ever cost him many unquiet moments,
or a3 if hig mind was ever ruffled by any thing
daeper than the tie of his cravat, or tho ar-
rangement of his golden curls. Regarding him
abstractly, it might kave proved hard for the
apocryphal stranger aforesaid to realize that
this wag indeed the man of whom his very
rvivals admitted that no keemer, shrewder,
subtler intellect had ever come within the
range of their experience—the man in whose
hauds Raymond, clever as he wag, had been
throughout life little more than & puppet, and
with whom had originated every well-planned
scheme which had gone fo make or to secure
thetr commion fortune,

As he passed on hizs way to tho fire, he
lightly brushed his wife’s forehiead with his
"araber mustache, and gave Raymond a note of

recognition, Then he took his stand on the
rug, and surveyed the company.

“Have you been talking sentiment, that
the gas is not lighted yet ? ” he asked, smiling.
“ Thig firelight is very pretty, and makes my
Clytie yonder look as if she.were veritably
alive; bub I have a weakness for bright light
‘a8 well a3 for warm fires,. Do you object,
‘mlamie#7. This to his wife, as he took o
pretiily twisted and fiinged allumette from a
stend on the mantel,

“Not at all,” Mrs, Erle unswered “Indeed
I should have lmd the gas hghted ‘before tlns,
oniy dusk deepened into night so rapidly that
I forgot to ring for Robin; and neither Ray-

mond nor I have been doing any thing to feel

"1 the need of light.?

“You have been ialking,” said Mr. Erle,
“Do you eall #iet not doing any thing? For
one fact that'you learn from words, you can
learn twenfy at least from the eyes and the
expression of the face.”

“But that i3 & sword which euts both
ways,” said Raymond,

“Ab,” said his uncle, with amiling bemgm-
1y, “you mean that your own face might turn
traitor-and tell fales? Eah!my dear boy, not
if you digcipline it properly. 1Hd Richelien’s
waxen mask ever betray him? And why
sghould we not all be Richelicus in private life?
There !—is not that beautiful ? »

He lighted the alfumetle as he spoke, _and
held it to the cup of a bronze lily, from which
ingtantly sprang a sheet of vivid white flame—
filling the whole room with dazzling radiance,
and benishing mercilessly the soft, rosy ting
of the fire. Mrs, Erle and Raymond shaded
their eyes from the sudden glare, but Mr. Exle
regarded it steadily. “ There cannot he such
4 thing a3 too much light 1 he said, emphati.
cally; yet in consideration of the optical weak:
ness of his companions, he tempered the jet
with g poreelain shade, that mellowed the white
glow to a Iustrous moonlight. Then he came
back and resumed his place on the hearth-rug,
After » moment’s silence, Ruymond looked up
and spoke.

“I am sure you would not have left the
office unless some answer had eome,” he anid.
“'What wag {£2 »

Y Now that the gas is lghted, you can
read for yourself/” said Mr. Erle, taking a
folded paper from his pocket and handing it to
him,

The young man roceived it with something

of a flush on his clear, dark cheek, When
fortone or.ruln is staked on 2 single chance, g
single turn of the wheel or throw of the dice,
does not the most immovable gambler betray
the sharp tension of hope and despair by some
such token rg this—some token so slight that
only the keenest éye could detect it ? Raymond’s

dark laghes swept his cheek ashe glanced E‘m .

the few lines written on a slip of paper ton-
taining the printed form of the telegraph
eompany—but when they lifted, there was a
bright, satlsﬁed glow in the eyes thus un-
veiled.

& You asked what I hmd done,” he said to
Mrs, Erle, ¢ Read that.”
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8ke fook the paper eagerly from his out-
stretched hand. It was & short telegram,
dated in New York, at four o'clock that after-
noon, and signed by a busigess agent of the
Erle house, containing these words:

% Your message hag heen received and en-
closed in & letter to Mre, Erle's address, The

- gteamer leaves punctually at twelve, to-mor-

row.!

She read these lines twice over, before
looking up. Then:

“1 gee—partly but not entirely,” she said,
“Teli me exactly what it means,”

“ What it means,” repeated Raymond,
rising like & man who flings off some great
weight, and standing by his uncle’s side, “1t
means that your ‘bloodkound’ is thrown off
the seenf—that he is cheeked and check-
mated at hig very firat move.”

“But how 2" (impatiently),

“ Bell'aime, you do injustice to your own
quickness of peroeption,” said Mr, Erle, break-
ing in here with & smile. “Placed in Ray-
mond’s position, your own instinets would
have suggested, I mn sure, exactly what Ray-
mond has done. When Alan was kind enough
to fell you that he was going to Martinique
(or at least something equivalent to that),
what was your first thought ?

“Ona of despair,” answered Mrs. Erle.
“I know that he could go there as soon as
Raymond could, and egually of course as soon
a8 a’ letter, T confess I saw no mode of
escape,”

“And I confeas that I shared the same
feeling for a short time after he left me,”

‘eaid Raymond, “I did little more than eurse

the fate which failed to bring his letter, and
thus left me unprepored for his appearance.
But my uncle came in, and his first word was
a ray of light in the darkness,”

“I merely made 2 suggestion,” said 'Mr,
Erle, modestly, “Your mind at once caught
at it, and supplied every thing necessary for
following it out. You had been shocked, and
had not qguite recovered from the effect of it—-
that was all. In a little while the same idea
would have oceurred to yourself,”

T am not 8o sure of that,” said Raymond,
a little bluntly. “Your suggestions, sir, are
always somehow the germ of all that comes

after.  Well, at ol cvents™ (spenking to Mre,
Erle), “my uncle asked me when the mail. |

steamer for the West Indies left New York—
and, like a flash, T saw what to do! T remem.
6 .

bered thai; the steamer laft either to-day or to-
mOrrow, giving, as you perceive, no time for a
letter or for my own departure, but being s
conveniently ready for a telegram as if it had
been my private property. I telographed,
therefore, to Forbes o the following effect? .
(he took a note-book from his pocket and
read): “¢Write by the Martinique steamer
to Mrs. Raymond Erle, care Delaroche & Co,,
8t. Pierre, Martinique, giving #is message:
“Do not wait for me, but leave the island at
onge for France, ia any port on the continent
of Europe. Do not delay a day, but write me
from Paris. I will meet you there,” “Enclose
the present telegram as an autheriiy, and an.
swer at once, saying when steamer will leave,”

Now " (closing the book and returning it to

the breast-pocket of his coat), *you have
heard that the steamer leaves New-York to-
morrow at twelve o'clock, Could any thing,
short of 2 balloon, get & man who isin Charlea.
ton now, there in time to leave in it ? »

* When does the next steamer leave? ¥

“The next direct stesmer does not leave
for a month. He must therefore take some
indirect steam.line, or else go in a sailing-
vessel. In either case the bird will have flown
before he reaches the island.”

+ ¥ Are you sure that she will go? 7

¥ Perfectly sure of that * (very dryly),

“T cannot help doubting it. She is both
perverse and cbstinate,”

“Not with me” said Raymond, dryly,
again. *She knows that whenIamin earnest,
I am not to be trifled with, and I am perfectly
satisfied that she will obey that telegram as
soon 88 she receives it.”

“But A2/ 'Will nothis suspicions be more
than verified when he resches Murtlmque and’
finds her gone?

“ Whyshould they be when he willhave no
proof of my having had any communication
with her ? Not that it matters, however, if they
are. She will be gone,”

“ He can follow her to France; and I think
he will { ™

Raymond shrugged his shoulders,

“Let him! Once in Paris, I defy him!*»

“ And then,” said Mr, Erle’s quiet, pleasant
voice, “you forget, my love, thet in Paris he
will find Madelon Lautrec; and Madelon has
wonderfil dramatic capabilities undeveloped,
I always told you that. Trust me,a little self
interest will develop them smazingly.”

Mre. Erle glanced from one to the other—




82 : EBB-TIDE,

frpm the clear, handsome, dark face, to the fair,
handgome, blond one—as if trying to teke in
the full significance of her husband’s words,
Then: the white lids fell over her eyes, and
the white hands lying in her Iap clagped ther-
selves fogether.

Y peg ! ghe said, “But itisa dangerous
game,”

“ What o'ame wortl the pla,ymg i3 not dan- |

gerpus 27 s,sked her hushand, with something
like an infection of disdain in his well-modu-
lated volce. “By-the-by, I forgot to say that
Major Dunwardin will look in after tea for a
gamg of whist. Do you think you would
care to play if you were entirely certain of
the result? *

- %Y am’no coward,” said Mve. Brle. “But|

some risks seem to e too great fo be run.
I may be wrong, or I may he right, but
I distrust Madelon; and I should never, un-
der any circumstances, sllow her to meet
Alan.”

“You forget,” said Mr. Erle, with un.
moved quietness, “where Madelon's interest
lies, Bhe ig in the same hoat with ourselves,
and no degree of gentiment ig likely to induce
her to throw herself out, only te be drowned,”

“3till it would be safest—"

& Always to play a bold game,” interrapted
he, putting out his hand and smoothing her
hair with a carcesing motion. *“ Cowardness
has wrecked more fortunes than reshness ever
did, m'atmie. If the chances were a thousand
to one against suceess, I should still stake all
on the one chance, But as it fs—"

“The chances arve a thousand to one for
guccess,” concluded Raymond, as he paused.

% Exactly,” said Mr. Erle, smiling. % And
_ after a time we niny hope that our marine Don.

" Quizote will fall in love with somebody else and
g0 back to his legitimate business. Until then,
our friend here ” (smiling at Raymond), “will
have 1o prosecute his training in & diplomatic
point of view, for I agree with you” (this to
Mrs, Earle), “in thinking that even brute cour-
age, when once roused, may be .dangerous.
---But muscle is no mateh for mind, in the long-
‘run, #nd what Raymond has I am gure Ray-
mond will keep.”

“To the last gasp!” sald Raymond, be.
tween-his set teeth.

His uncle patted him en the shoulder ap-
provingly, then turned away, snd, humming in
a soft tone of voice the “ AR/ chie la morte,”
walked soross the room toward the lovely

statue in the bay-window; before which he
paused.
“ Women of flesh and blood,” said he, med-

-itatively, “ are sometimes sources of great an-

noyanee, but, to compensate for it, women in
morble are oertainly sources of rare enjoyment.

' Could aay thing be more exquisite than this

Clytie? Ah, Raymond my dear boy, when
will you Iearn to love art as art should be
Toved! For myself,” he went oxn, casting a
regretful sigh over his shoulder, ¥ I confass that
I should have becn the happiest man in ihe

world if Fate had only been kind cnough to

have made me a senlptor I P
———

CHAPTER V,

AN EMPTY XNEST.

Az all the world knows (or might know, if )

it felt any interest in the matter), communica-
tion with the different islands of the West In.
dieg is not quite so open and divect as with
Liverpool, Havre, or Bremen ; in consequence
of which fact it followed that, despite a preat
deal of fiery impatience, Alan Erle verified his
brother’s kind prediction, and was some time in
reaching his destination, In truth, the month
of January was wellnigh spent when o steamer
from Bt Thomas touched at St Pierre, the
commerelal. metropolis of Martinique, and

Janded several passengers. Of these passen.
gers, Alan wag one. Declining the kind in-

vitation of a fellow-traveller (a crecle planter
who lhad taken a great fancy to him, and who

pointed out his plensant country-seat as they .

ran along the shore of the island), the young
man made his way to un hotel, and thenee,
without logs of time, to the commission-house
of Delaroche & Co,, whom he remembered as
the business agents of Colonel Vivieux..

Arriving at the Jaiter place, the mention of
his name proved & passport which admitted
him at eonce to the semfor partner—a white-
haired old Frenchmamn, courtecus as all
Frenchmen - arve, and saltow as all inhabitants
of the tropics soon become—ivho menifested
a considerable degree of surprise at sight of
him,

“ Erle '-—Monsmur Erle!™ gaid he, looking
in almost amusing bewilderment at the tall,
stately figure, and bronzed, handsome face be-
fors him, T beg your pardon, Monsieur; I

fancy there is some mistake ™ (bowing as enly

% .

& Frenchman can bow), “I was told that on-
sieur Erle desired to see me.”

“Brle i3 my name,” answered Alan, in
French as good a3 he could muster. “But it
was my brother, Raymond Erle, perhaps whom
you expected to see.”’ '

“Yeg, it was Monsieur Raymond Frle whom
T expected to see,'’ said M. Delaroche. “But”
(with another bow), “you have the happiness
10 be his brother” (“* A very precious happi-
ness ™ thought Alan, grimly). “Inthatcase,
it affords me great pleasure to make your ac-
quaintance, monsiear.”

It was now Alan's turn to bow, and to
mutter something about “ plaisir” and * Aon-
newr ' under his mugtache, He certainly had
not come with any intention of exchanging
complimests with Ermine’s business agent, but

‘the graceful and wneffected courtesy of the

TFrenchmon shamed the brusgue divectness with
which his countrymen (learning a faithful
fesson from those admirable models of breed-

ing, their Englich forefathers!) thought and-

still think it necessary to treati every thing relat-
ing to the ordinary affairs of life. Havingac-
cepted a seat, he was silent for a few minutes
—trying to collect his thoughts, which of late
had acquired o habit of deserting him at the
moment of need—and, since he did not pro-
duce any thing like the letter which M, Dela-
roche very likely espected, that pentleman
spoke again.

“In what way, monsieur, can I have the
henor of serving you " #

Alan started. Hig truant thoughts came
hack with a flash, and he blushed like a school-
boy as he said, quickly:

% Pardon me, I should have explained. I
have often heard Mademoiselle 8t Amnnd--
that is, Madame Erle—speak of you, and, hav-
ing just Janded in Martinique, I thought I
should save time if I came to you at once to
inquire where I can soonest find her,”

“Y am always happy to afford information
to any fitend of Madame Erle's,” was the suave
reply. **But, in the present instance, I fear
that you will be disappointed. The lady of
whom you spesk cennot be found anywhere
very soon.  She s not in Martinique.”

“Not in Martinique ! ™ repented Alan, pal-

ing as suddenly as he had flushed the moment
before. “Good Heavens! What do youmean ?
Where is she, then ? "

The old Frenchma.n put up hig eye-glass and
rogarded the young men for a moment with
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eyes which age had not robbed of their hright.
ness or their keenness. Then, dropping the
glass with a little click, he answered with un-
diminished courtesy :

“ Madame Erle is on the ocean at present,
monsteur.  She left the island last weel.”

4 Left the island 1"

If o chesra had yaﬁvned beneath Alan’s
fect, he could scarcely have been more aston-
ished, Left the island! Ermine left the isl
and, while her husbend was in Charleston!
Thought has lightning-wings, as we all know,
and, while he still gazed silently at M. Dela.
roche, he was wondering if dezpeir had driven
her to this desperate step—if, like many sn-
other wretched woman, she had found. too
Iate the weight of the chain which she had ag-

sumed ¢
“Yoft the island, monsieur!” he said, at

Jdast.  “Pardon me, but ¥ searcely think that

can be possible, My brother is stilf in Charles-
ton—umnless ? (2 sudden angry thought send-
ing blood to hig brow and-fire to his eye) “he
hag reached Mavtinique very recently.”.

“Your brother has not refurned to the
island since he left it in December, monsienr,”
answored M. Delaroche, quietly. .

“And yet his wife hag gone! Mow did
she leave fuwand when ?—and with whom 2"

"Up went the eye-glass again,  With ali his
courtesy, it was very evident that A, Dela-
roche did not understand this excessive anx-
iety and interest in—a brother-in-lnw.

“ Madame Erle;” said he,  little formally,
“enme over from Fort de France last week.
She did my wife and myself the honor of re-
maining with ug a few deys~having business
to transact before she tool her depariure.
She was anxious, also, to procure & companion
for the voyage. Fortunately, o lady—an es-
timable widow of our pequaintance—was re-
tursing to France, and Madame Erle—"

“To France!” said Alan, interrupting this
history with merciless impeteosity. “To
France, monsieur! You must be mistaken!
Surely Ermine—surely Madame Erle went to
America, if she went axiywhera? "

“Your pardon, monsieur, she went to
France,” #aid M. Delaroche, with unchanged
courtesy. “I had the henor of attending to
all her arrangements, and of bidding her adien -
on the deck of the steamer Ville de Puris,

{ which zailed for Marasilles last Wednesgday.”

He spoke with o positive certainty, which
could not have failed in carrying eonviction to
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the most obstinately incredulous, since we
cannot well disheliove that which a man tells
us he has seen with his own eyes, and heard
with his own ears. To poor Alen—for whom
the tide of fortune had, to a2l appearance,
ebbed indeed—the realizotion of this second
shock wag terrible, Almost inveluninsily, he
* put'out his hend to grasp some steadying sup-
port. Gone ! 'But wiy had she gone? That
was the question which sprung instantly to
his mind, and which his lps uttered-—a httle
hoarsely:

“This is strange news,” he sald “ g0
strange, that I shall be glad if you can throw 5
little ight upon the matter, What reason did
my sister-indaw” (he uttered the last words
with e gort of savage emphasiz) “give for such
& sudden and extraordinary departure 3

* Monsienr,” answered the old Frenchman,
with on aiv so stetely that it would not have
mishecome a De Rohan, “ Madame Erle gave
no reason for her departure, and it certainly
never occurred to me to ask her for one,”

“ Perhaps you think it singular that I
should ask for one,” sald Alun, amused in g
certain unamused way by the quietness of this
- rebuke, “ But you must do me the justice to
remember that the lady of whom we speak is
my brother’s wife” {why is it that we some-
times find o fierce pleasure in stabbing our-
selved with gur own words, a3 Alan stabbed
himgelf with these 2); “I have a right to feel
some intersst in her movements, therefore,"

“It is a right which I have not denied,”
said M. Delaroche, with another bow.”

After this, there was silence for several
minutes. M. Delaroché coughed gently be-
hind hig hand, and tried not to look as if he
oxpected his singular visitor to take his de-

* parture’; while the singular visitor tried vainly |

to think how he could best introduce several
" questions which might fairly be said-to burn
his tongue. He would guite as soom have
thought of cutting his throat as of giving to
this stranger even a hint concerning his story,
yet—how else excuse, how else account for
his inferest in the aﬁ‘alrs of his *brother's
wifep ™

. “ Monsleur,” said he at Tast, with a wistful

accent in his volce, and wistful look in his.

ayes, “you say that Madame Erle spent sev-
eral days in your house before her departure,
You must therefore have seen her very con-
stantly.” )

Again ‘M. Delaroche bowed, Burely, by-

the-by, a Frenchman’s backbome must be

composed of much more pliant materigl than -

‘that of other people (people of the race of
pokers, otherwise Auglo-Suxons, especially),
else how would the constant demand for héws
be so constantly honored as it i3 by that ur.
bane and ¢harming people ?

“T had that honor, monsieur,” said he.

“Perhaps, then,” said Alan— desperate
_now, and determined to fight his way to the
truth through any opposition or misunder.
standing—* you will allow me to ask if she
impressed you as a happy or a contented
woman 2"

“ Monsieur 1 ¥

The old Frenchman moved a lttle back-
ward in his amazement. For a moment he
thought of lunacy, and east about in his mind
for a means of rescue from this eecentric com-
panion—hut something sad as well asfsane in:
the olear sea-colored eyes recrardmg lnm went
far to reassnre these fears.

“ Monsieur,” said he, “ 1 ¢onfess tlmt Ide
not comprehend you,”

“I am aware that my French is by no
meang very good,” &aid Alan, smiling faintly,
“Btill T think you might comprehend fre—if
you desired to do so. Understand this,” he
went on, earnesily aud a litéle proudly, “ I ask
nothing which the strictest sense of [honor
could prevent graniing, I came here hoping
to see Medame Erle. T am an old and deeply-
attached friend, besides being™ (a bitker ac-
cent here) “a newiy—made relative. You tell
me that she Is gone, and ihai I have had my
voyage for nothing, . At least, then, I can ask
a ‘question which my own eyes would bave
answered for me, if T had seen her—at Jeast
you can tell me if she seemed happy 2

Baid Reymond onee, in speaking of his
brother: “The seeret of Alan’s success in life-
is his moral force. That gives him an ascen-
dency over men independent of -any other
power. He says to them, ‘Do this, and they
de it before they stop to consider that ho had
not the least right to issue such a command.”
On the ground, then, of this moral ferce—a
subtle but certainly a manifest weapon of ag.
gression—we wiay account for the effect which
this last spéech had upon M. Delaroche., The
eye-glass came into play agsin, but Alaw's.
honest face seconded his honest words so well.
that the old man could not distrast their evis
dence—full as he was of shrewd, worldly ex-
perience; Now, elthough we are accustomed.
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to think that worldly-wise people are also, of
necessity, suspicious people, it remains a gues.
tion whether the man who suspects every
thing is not farther removed from trustworthy
knowledge of his kind, than he who believes
every thing. One thing is certain: if worldly
wisdom indeed be worth the price which some
of us are willing te pay for it, it should be-
stow upon us the power of discriminating be-
iween what is tree and what is false, what is
genuine and what is sham, by some infallible
test. Real worldly wisdem does this; spuri-
ous worldly wisdom (the kind which flomishes
before our eyes to such an' aggravating éxtent)
never achieves it. With the disciples of the
latter school, “to doubt" i3 the only verb
which they are able to conjugate.

This, However, iz o digression. Said M.
Delaroche, kindly, but with o certain stiffiess,

“If you had seon Madame Erle, monsteur,
I think you would have heen satisfied that she
bears no outward signs of unhappiness, Of
her immer life”~—with a French shrug—* God
and herself alone can tefl.”

“Does she seem in good health 2 agked
Alan—thirsting as men ‘in a desert thirst for

" water, for one glimpse of the face on which

his companion’s eyes had rested so recently.
“In very good health, I think said M.

* Delaroche, looking & little puzzled, * She is

pale and slender, but I should eay that both

thege facty were constitutional with her?
“Yes, she was always pale and slender,”

said- Alan, remembering, with a sharp pang,

" how often be had likened her graceful, stain-

1ess beauty to a-ily. '

There was snother pause, This time M.
Delarocha did nof try not to look as if he ex-
pected this peculiar visit and more peculiar
catechism to end—and Alan saw the expecta-
tion very plainly. He rose to his feet, there.
fore.

“T have to thank you for o very courteous
reception, monsieur," said he, “and to express
my regret at having troubled you, Before I
leave Martinique, however, I should like to see
and to enter the 8t. Amand house, of which I
have heard Ermine speak very often. Is it

_ possible to do so 2

“ Perfectly possible,” answered M. Pela-

- roche, *I shall be happy to furnish you

with a letter of Introduction to the persons

left in charge of ihe establishment, and they"'

will give you admittance at once.”
Y7t is in Fort de Franee, is it not 7

“In the nefzhborhoed of Fort de France—
a most beautiful place, and I agsure you, mon-
gieur, the finest sugar-plantation on the island,
Its yield during the past year has been enor-
mous,”"

“Indeed ! satd Alan, listlessly. “Buiitis
only the house I degire to see.”

In fact, he felt wrathful toward thpI unof.
fending plantation, and would have bebn glad -
to invoke the green waves of the sea to cover
its fertile acres. Would not Ermine still have
been his but for those hogsheads of sugar, and
the tempting sum which the accumulation of
their proceeds had made during o long mi.
nority ? ”

After this, he and M. Delaroche parted
very amicably. Having been questioned con-
cerning the mode of reaching Fort de France,
and having answered that the small passen-
ger-steamer which plied hetween the two ports
would not go down until the next morning, the
latter yielded to a sudden attack of that mania
of hospitality which afflicts everyhody in these

“Sumroer isles of Iﬁden, lying in dark-pwplo sphepes
of gea Ve

and begged Alan to do himself and his wife
the honor of dining with them that evening.

.This, however, Captain Erle declined, pleading

the weariness of being just off a voyoge~
which would have been a sufficiently absurd
excuge from any one, but was most particularly
so from a sailor—and, with renewed compli-
menty, and much more plaisir and konneur, on

_both sides, he and M. Delaroche paried and

went their ways like two ships of different na-
tions, which, having met in foreign seas, ex.
change a few words of friendly greeting, and
then pass on-—to cross each other’s paths
never again,

Often a3 Alan hed been within the tropic
belt—often, indeed, ag he had eruised in the
enchanted waters of the Spenish Main, and
lingered among the fairy islands which these
waters encircle—he was aimost tempted to
think that he had never apprecisted the full
glory of tropical ecenery until he stood on the
deck of the steamer which ran from St. Pierre
to Fort de France, and looked at the panorama,
of sea and shore spread befofe him. Was it
because this wag Ermine’s native island—the
istand of which she never spoke pave in tones
‘of tenderest affection—that it bore to his eyes
such a radiant seeming? This may have been
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50, since we know that love has power to gild
oll things connected with the beloved, . Yet,
apart from such associntion, any one blessed
with that keen sense of the beautiful which iy
clussed under the general and indefinite head
of *loving Nature,” might well have been ef-
raptured, for, in all the lovely tropical world,
there ig no lovelier spot than the fair isle of
Martinique !

Tt iz mountainous, as everybody knows
(that i3, everybody who has paid proper atten-
tion to the study of geography), and when we
put mountains, and sea, aud tropical vegetation,
and a tropieal sky together, what more of
beauty cen we have, short of that Celestial
Country of¥fwhich wa dieam, and of which St.
Bernord wrote? Indeed, there are some of us
who would freely sign away three hundred
and sixty-five of life’s short, golden days to
gaze at length upon the scene on which Alan
gazed that morning. It was a glorious mown-
ing—even for the tropics—and, through the
sparkling ‘purple air, the blue, misty hilly in
which the birthplace of the Empress Josephine
is pointed out to strangers, scemed marvellous-
1y close at hand, while the foreground of the
coast, witk it ghining bedch, its feathery
palms, its fields of sugar.cane, and its piciu-
resgue country-houses, made a pieiure never to
De forgotten. Of the neaver mountsiny, robed
in the gorgeous robes of tropical verdute, there
are no worde to speak! And then the sea,
the diving, tramslucont seal Ah, it was a
thitig of which to dream; stretching away in
Tustrous calm beneath a sky like a vault of
sapphire, yet changing and shifting in opales.
cent glory with every ray of light which the
sun gent through the wide world of space to
kigs its langhing watera!. -

The quiet little town of Fort de Framce
Tooked ag quiet a3 tropical towns always lock
after sunrise and before sunset, when Alan

, reached it, The Bt -Amand residence—by
neme Lieu Désiré—was o fgi miles distant,
snd, the climate rendering pedestrian exercise
out of the guestion, it was some iime before
the young knight-errant could find any mede
of conveyance to the shrine which he bad
made up his mind to visit, At lagt, however,
his efforts were crowned with success, and he
get forth in the face’ of a Heat which inhabit-
ants of the temperate zone would find it hard to
ssgociate with the thought of January, But
sunstroke, like hydrophobia, is fortunately un.

+'known in the tropics, and the roads, like every

thing else in the island, were admirable. Leav.
ing the town and the beach behind, Alan soon
found himself in the open couniry. To ene
Iess absent in mind, less heavy in heart, the
ride would have been like n glimpse of fairy-
land, like something too bright and magical for
reality; the eye was charmed at every step by
some new vista of énchantment, some rew com-
bination of trees and shrubs, while on every
hand gorgeous creepers and parasites secmed
running riot in very wantonness ; even the fields
of sugar-cane and the red-tiled countrychouses
adding to the geseral impression of abounding
beauty in form and color. The road, for
some distance, at least, was of & (uality that
would have done credit to a’colonial Beron
Haussman., In faet, it was more of an avenue
than a road, macadamized to perfect smooth-
ness, and lined with the magnificent shade-
trees of the tropies—gigantic cactuses and
waving palms making an archway overhead
like the groined roof of a cathedral:

On approacking & spur of the hills, on a
ridge of which Lieu Désiré was situated, the
path, however, grew less even, and the scenery
changed grently in character, becoming more
beld, though scarcely less luxuriant, and wnit-
ing the grandeur of a mountain-region with
the glowing verdure of the tropical belt, in a
manner which defies all deseripiion. Sad and
more sad as Alin felt, he could not but halt
now and thee to gaze in silent rapture én the
mexvellous wealth of loveliness around him.
Grand hill-sides rose over him, crowned by
plumy sentinels, and covered by broad suceu-
lent lenves and myriad flowers — fairy-like
clefts and ravines opened on every side, giving
glimpses and suggestions of benuty, such ns
no words could paint—now snd then there
was & distant view of the sea, then a flaghing
streamn sent up o shower of silver gpray as it
tumbled over a precipice, or sang to itself with
a sweet, ¥ippling murmur, as it glided far away
into the dim, aromatic recesses of the forest.
Everywhere flaunted the wide leaves of the
cactus, everywhere drooped the graceful foliage
of the palm, everywhere shone the passionate-
hued flowers—erimson and searlet, golden and
purple—of this land of the sun; and every-
where & sweet, gpicy fragronce came, like the
soft south wind, on “subtle wings of balm,” to
“add to the intoxication of the senses.

. “Ttis no wonder that my darling is an ar-
tist 1" thought Alan—forgetting how many are
born in the midst of this lavish glory, for whom
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it has no more meaning or expression than sun.
light to the blind.

When he reached Lieu Désirvé, he found a
graceful and airy country-house, on the usual
tropical model—colonnades without number,
perfect irregularity of outline, French windows
opening on every side of the gromnd, and a
cowrt-yard containing a fountain, overhung by
orange and lemon trees, of which he had often
heard Ermine speak. He was admitted with.
out difficuliy-—thanks to M. Delaroche's letter
—and ad e yoamed through the spacious, ele-
gant rooms, and the wide, empty galleries, the
very echo of his footsteps seemed to add-to
the mournfulness of his hears. How often in
that brief, golden month of their happiness,
had Ermine and himself tatked of ler tropical
home, hgw often had she dwelt on every detail

- of it3 lovelinesy, and how often they had pigt-

ared the manner in whick they would live
here—~together!

Now he stood on the threshold—g stranger
aud alone! ‘

Well, it was bitter, but men's heartz are
tough, and Alan’s did not break, however
much it wight throb and ache. Oh, those
areamy of which they had spoken—dreams
never to be made reality ! Oh, those

Y Days of smnmer-colored sens,
Days of many melodies,”

which they had lived in faney, and would never
live in fact! OCould any sting of earth be
sharper than their mockery now ¢ They
scemed to haunt bim, as he roamed to aad fro,
through the house and over the garden, drink-
ing in the glorious prospect on which Ermine’s
baby-cyes had opened first, and longing, peor
fellow ! with heart-sick longing, to be some.
where—beyond the blue sea and blue sky—at

- rest from this gnawing pain.

#Am I mad?” he thought, sitting down
under the orange-tree of which he had heard
Ermine speak most often—the one whose
golden fruit brushed her casement—* does
every man lovelike this? What is 1ife to me

now that she has gone out of it? Nothing !

less than nothing!—save for its duties; and
they still remain to be fought out to the end,
I should be glad- te fling the useléss burden
down into the dust. I would fling it down at
her feet, God knows, if by such & means I
could spare her ome pang. Oh, my darling}
my datling! my fair, stainless, gentle lily!
what devil's art has come between us and torn

from you the one man in the world who would
give his heart's blood to serve youl”

Ales! answer there was none. Serenely
the fair skylooked down, serenely the fountain
gent up its soft murmur and misty spray, ge-
renely the glossy leaves rusiled overhead, and
the ery of the passionate human love fell back
on the passionate human heart like the unalter-
able sentence of God, ~

After o while he rose and went into the
heuse. Onemore last glance around the dainty
room which the eicerone (with whese services

"he had dispensed) told him was “ madame's

boudoir,” and then he would be ready to say
good-by forever to this fair, tropical paradise,
this aweet, empty nest from which the bird had
flown, -

Round and rouand this room he wandered,”
It was 80 hard to gol Some aroma of her
presence seemex] to his faney tolingér here, and
it was almost like the pain of farewell to leave
it. Every thing in the room he touched with
tender reverenee, the tall FParian vases which
he could fancy her hands filling with flowers,
the keys of the piano over which her fingers
had moved, the table on which her writing-
desk and work-box had evidently stood, and
the deep, luxurious chair in which he could
almost gee her slender figure nestling. On &

| couch near the chair, he sat down for a few

minutes, and, a8 he did so, displaced & cushion
evidently placed to support the head of o re-
cutibent figure.  Under the cushion lay a ook
which he took up—not beeause he cared in.
tringically for any book under the sun—but
becouse Ermine’s hand had no'doubt placed it
there. Turning ever the leaves nbsently, he
saw that it was a novel, and that there were
two marks between the pages—one of these
waa a faded flower which he gently kissed; the
other, a card on which was written a few worde
in pencil—brief yet in a messure significant,
gince but for them the description of this visit
might have been consigned to the class of

% All the fine hooka that have never been written,
And sll the bright things that have never been gald.”

Still absently, Alan glanced at these pen.
cilled words ; but, as his eye fell on them, some. -
thing like light and life flashed into it. “By
Jove!” he said helf sloud. Then he turned
the bit of pasteboard several times over, read
the inseription again, pondered a while, finally
tock out hig pocket-book and carefully stored
it away. After this he ross, and, with one Inat
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glance around the vacant shrine, went out with
something almost approaching to alacrity, In
his state, a straw depresses or raises that
subtﬁe mercury which we cell the spirits;
. and this straw had been beneficial in its ef-
fect.

Yet if anyhody wonders what it was, there
isno need to make a mystery of such a trifle
w—irifle, at least, to ull appearance—for those

few words In pencil merely jotted down a Paris

address. To zome people this would not have
meant very much, but to Alan it meont a great
deal, for he knew that this card had been mis-
placed through carelessness or mistake, and
that it was to #h{s address in Paris thot Er-
mine ‘must have gone, We have spoken of
his dogred fidelity and tenacity of purpose be-
fore; it iz almost uselesy, therefore, to say that
this fruitless voyage to Martinique had not
damped his regolution to see his lost love, and
“learn the truth from her own lips,” and that
he was still determined to follow her to France,
or, if need be, to Persia. But Franceis a large
country, and hag a considerable number of
fominine inhabitants, A search through the
country at large would have been rather vague
—almost a3 vague as that of Japhet for his
father—and therefore we see the importance
of that forgotten card, left in the novel with
which Madame Erle had whiled away some
Janguid siesta, .

When Alan returned to Fort de France, the
sun had gone down—sinking Iike a great ball
of fire into the placid, azure ocean—and the
world of Fort de France had begun to bestir
itaelf, the first <gentle movement of the land-
breeze hoving ended the reign of heat and
wakened that multitudinons insect choir which
the katydid leads, Poor Nix had been left at

_ the hotel (the heavy weight of hair which he
eatried making pedestrian exercise under a
tropical sun impossible for kim), and woe-

begone enough he looked as he lay with |

his emormous muzzle ¢n his leonine paws,
waiting and listening through many long hours
for his master's return, When that master
came, he rewarded his petience with the thing
which Nix liked, next best to & swim—a walk,
A military band was playing. at the Plaee
d Armes, and thither Alan bent his steps. It
waa necessary 10 lounge somewhere, and this
was as good & place aa any other—or hetter,
Pperkips, .
If he had heen in pnother mood, he would
. have asked nothing b};r;hter or more sttractive

than the seene which he found, for the Place
d'Armesis gituated on the very margin of the
bay; and, in the midst of the graceful, well-
dressed throbg who loitered to and fro, Alan
took Nix down the heach snd gave him his
heart’s delight, a sepmper in the rippling tide,
Mauy bright glanogs followed the handsome
stranger and his suherb gompanion ; but even
these fair countrywoitien of Ermine and the
Empress' Josephine could rot win a glance
from those abstracted eyes, or quicken interest

in the abstracted face. Yet the scéme was,

very fiir, and sometimes came back with pict-
urc-like distinctness to his memory; the rip-
pling music of the tide on its smooth, pebbly
beach, the martial strains of the band, the
laughter of rosy lips, the sound of sweet voices,

' the lovely hay with its anchored ships, the dis-

tant ocesn in its twilight veil, the silver sickle
of a new moon over the background of moun-
iaing, the heavy drooping’ verdure lightly
swayed by the fragrant breath of the newly-
rigen land-breeze, and, above all, the pict-
uresque assembly, the dark-eyed crecle ladies,
full of French grace, and clad in French toi-

lets, the army and naval officers in their gleam- -

ing uniforms, the priests in cassocks, a sister
of charity in her white head-dress followed by
& merry crew of children, here and there a
flower-gitl, or vender of sherbet and ice-crean.

It was a picture worth hanging in the gal.
lery of memory, and, a8 Alan went back to his
hotel, he could mot be sorry that he would
carry away one such scene to gild with ita
brightness the remembrance of Ermine’s birth-

place,
s e

CéAPTER VI

A NEW CHAMPION.

§

Or ol things in the world, o day of early,
opening spring is the most enticing. Tomake
a slight parody on Dr. Johnson's famous re.
wark shout Marathon and Iona, I do not envy

-the sentiments of the man, or woman, or child,

or horse, or dog, or cat, or rabbit, or any thing
that has eyes in ita head and blood in its veins,

that does not feel In every fibre the divine ex-

gltation of such a day! Who can willingly
stay in-doors during ite bright hours? Who
does not Jong to bathe in the tinted puntight, to
inhale the sweet fragrance of violets, to listen to
the merry chirp of birds, to be as merry and
chirp as loudly as they, perhaps, to fiing eave
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to the winds, to feel the magical sofiness of the
purple air on cheek and brow, to watch the
opening -blogsoms and bursting buds, to pull
tiny, feathery leaves off the trees, and, in short,
to be thoroughly puastoral snd happy and
foolish for once in Jife? And if people feel
this everywhere, how much more do they feel
it in Paris—Paris, where the only question s,
what place of sweet idleness to choose !

The gay sunshine of such a day was gilding
with o flood of glory the palaces and gardens,
the arches and columns, the boulevards and
bridges of that fairest of all fair eities, when a
lady, dressed evidently for promenade or driv-
ing, stood at the window of a pleasant saloon
overlooking & handsome, busy Paris street.
The lady was young, tall, slender, and dark-
eyed; the saloon was imposing and Juxurious,
full of long mirrors, and cabinets, and vases,
while the hangings and furniture were all of
white-and-gold. It seemed a fitting shrine for
the stetely creature who moved stowly to one
of the mirrors nd stood there knotting into
neglizent prace the lnce strings of her bonnet,
while the silvery tint of hereostume seemed in
harmony with the tender budding verdure and
the soft. blue sky outside. She had arranged
the strings to her satisfaction, and was begin-
ing to draw on her gloves, when & sudden peal
of the door-bell made her start, She frowned
a little and stood listening with her head |
slightly bent, while something of an altercation
went on hetween the visitor who rang the bell
and the servant who snswered it. Finally the-
latter brought in a card.

“Would madamg look at this ?* he asked,
in a somewhat injurcd tone. The gentleman
was very persistent. He insisted upon seeing
medame, and would take no denial, He was
the same gentleman who had called twice the
duy before, and to whom, on both oceasions,
madame had heen denied.

Madame looked at the card and frowned
again, » '
“Did you tell him ‘ Not at home?' " she
asked. ‘

“1told him so several times, madame,”

* And what did he say # "

“He enid he would wait at the porfe-cockire
till madame eame in, or——went out.”

At this, madame stamped her pretty
foot. b

~+% How dare he be so insolent? " she cried..
“I will not submit to it! T will not e perse-

own door! I will call in the police first—yon
may tell him so, Jean,” )

' “Oui, madame,” eaid Jean, guietly, and
walked toward the door,

But cooler reflection prevailed in madame's-
mind before he had more than half crossed the
polished floor.  She called him back, and then
asked quickly— - .

“Did he say any thing else? :

“He agked to sce Madame Villarot,” an.
awered Jean, still” quietly, * but I preferred to
speak to madame first,”

“Then why did you nef spealk o me,
stupid # ¥ demanded madame, impatiently,
“That is just the thing! He shull see Madame
Villarot. Why did I not think of that sooner?
Admit him at onee,” she went an,  while I go
and tcll my aunt.”

As Jean walked out of the saloon by one
door, the lady left it by snother. It was as
close a thing as possible—as cloge as we some-
times see in dramatie situations on the stage—
for the latter door had scarcely closed on her
silvery draperies, when the former door
opened as Jean admitted the persistent visi-
tor.

This visitor, it is scarcely necessary to say,
wag the tall, bronzed gentleman whom we saw
last in. the Plage d'Armes of distant Fort de
Fiance—the gentlemen who had found the ad-
dress of these charming apartments aw prémier,
under & sofn-cushion in the houdoir of Lieu
Désiré—who looked a trifle paler than he had
done in the tropics, but who sat down quietly
in the midst of thesé Parisian splendors to wait
for Madame Villarot,

After a short interval—during which he
heard & band playing awsy in the garden of
the Tuileries near by—the door of the saloon -
agalh opened and admitted a slender, elegant
woman of middle age, dressed exquisitely in
half:mourning, with something about her clear
features and dark eyes whichy reminding him
of both Ermine and Madelon, proved that,

~whatever she wns now celled, she had been

born Bt. Amand,

Alan roze to his feef, and, as he looked gt
the pale, high-bred face beforo him, something
like reassurance crept into his heart, There
sre gome people who seem to carry in their
mere presence the most eloquent assertion
of that grand old motto-=Noblesse oblige, Of
these, Madame Villarot was one. No man
could sce her and belleve for & moment that

outed in this monner, or be blockaded at my

she could ever be made an active or passive
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agent in any deception, far less in any fraud.
_ Only to look at hor was sufficlent conviction
that ber white, blue-veined, aristocratic liands
were 1ot less stainless in reality than in seem-
. ing.

“With such a woman as this,” thought
Alan, “ my way will be clear.”

“Madame,” he began, respectfutly, “I
have been bold enough to beg the favor. of an
mterview with yourself because I have been
depied all neeess to your niece, Madame Erle,
It iz her whom I desire to see; but, failing
thiz, I shounld like to know her reason for de-
¢lining to hold any communication with me.”

“ Ag far ag T ean judge, monsieur,” said the
tady, in pure Parisian French, which made
Alan exceedingly conscious of his own short-
comings in the matter of language, * my niece
is acting very prudently and with my entire
gprobation in declining to see you. Will
you allow me to inquire in turn what possible
veagon yow can have for persecuting her as
you have done within the last-two days?”

“Persecuting her 1™ repeated Alan, while
2 sudden flush dyed his sunburnt face, * Par-
don me, madame, but I cannot think that Tr-
minc—thay Madame Erle regards my destre to
e her in the light of persecution?! ' If so—"

He stopped suddenly, and swallowed his
indiprant words with a gulp.

“If so,” said Madame Villavot, seeing her
advantage and following it up with a vory gra-
cious smile, “T am sure that monsieur is too
much of o gentleman to poin or distress any
one—especially & woman whom he may have
Joved,”

“ A wornan whom I do love, madame,” cor-
rected monsteur, coolly, # and whom I have
followed acrogs the Atlantie thet T may learn

. from her own lips the truth concerning her
marriage.  Have you heard my story, ma-
dame ? 7 he went on, * or shall I weary you if I
repeat it? Otherwise my conduet may seem
to you to need an excuse,”

“I have heard the outling of your story,
monglenr,” answered Medame Villarot, kindly,
“and I willingly grant to you all the excuse
which you pay desire o claim. Bui do you
not see thabt you are foo luie ﬁ* The marriage-
knot, once tied, cannot be u:itled, and what
good, therefore, could ensue from explanation
of what is past? Harm, ra.ther, might—nay,
would—follow if you met Ermine, She herself
shrinks from the meeting, Can you not realize
thia feeling, and generonsly res‘peclg it? Sure.

Iy, if you love her, you must desire to serve

her ”

“God knows that I desire nothing else,"
said Alan, gravely.

# Then, monsieur,” said the lady, with her
dark, eloquent eyes fastened full on him, “as
2 gentleman and as a Christlan, leave fer. 1T,
who have & woman’s heart to feel and to sym-
pathize with you—I, who admire and respect
your rare fidelity—1I bid you do this in that
holy Name which you have invoked! If you
love her, you ave the last man in the world
who shouid linger by her side, or look into
her eyez! You are the last man in the world
who should bring dissension between herself
and the man to whom she gave her hand be-
fore God's holy altar 1™

“ She was mine before she was hig I sald
A]an fiercely.  “Bhe has been stolen frem
me! Madame, madame, do not try to make
me helieve that I have not a right to eay to
ber what I will{”

“Tt is not nccessary for me to try to roake
you believe it,” said Madame Villarot, still
kindly, still gently; “your own conscience,
~your own sense of right and wrong—speak
to you with move authority than my feeble
voice. Monsicur, I pity you from my soul,
for 1 see the fight which you will have to
wage--and it ig a fight in which there can he
no compromice. Now, listen to me—yon ac-
knowledge that you love my nicee ?

“Yeg,” said Alan, bitterly, “one does not
unlearn the lesson of o lifetime in a fow
months.”

“You acknowledge also that she is mar-
riedq—why or how, does not matter. It is
enongh that, being married, she i irrevocably
Tost to you.”

“Yes,” said he, botween his set teeth, “T
acknowledge that, She is frrevecably lost to
me‘”

“ Then,” said the lady, “realizing these
things, why do you still wish to see her?
What end ean you possibly desire to gain by
distracting her mind and harrowing her heart
by 2 last interview-which,” she added, with
Ikeen, worldly wisdom, “if once granted, Would
not be the last.”

“T desire one thing, madame, which you
have not taken into account,” said ke, almost
sternly—** that is, revenge! You are a wom-
an—a good one, I am sure,” he added, ear-
nestly—* therafore, it is impossible for you to
imagine the magner in which a man's thoughts
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turn instinctively to that resource, when he
hes been injured beyond hope of cure. I
know that there has beer some black villany
in this work—and I will yet Iny my hand on
it. But Ermine alone ean enablc me to do
this.” v

“ And what would you think of Ermine if
she gave you the. information yon desire,
if, in so doing, she twmed against the man
who, whether for u'or;nil or for cvﬂ is her hus-
band ? 7

“You don't see—yonu don’t undarsiand-—"
ke breke out, vehemently.

But a white, slender hand, raised for a mo-

ment, siayed the words on hls lips,

H Bcheve me, I understand perﬁ,ctlv," said
Madame Vﬂlarot, gravely. “Ah, yours s no
new casp. We all agree that moral laws are
very useful things as long a8 they do not bind
our own inchinations. When they do this,
kowever, we all think that we have gome ex-
captionally” good reason for bursting them
asunder. Monsicur, I am sure that you are
honorable, and I think that you will prove
reasondble—therefore, I speak 1o you plainly.
I entered this room inelined in a measure to
your side—thinking that Ermine might con-
sent to see you—omce af least. I recognize
now that she was wiser than 1. She distrusts
herself—no doubt with good cauge. She dis
trusts you—no doubt with better cause yet.
The interview, she says, would be acutely pain-
ful to her, I see now that it would be worse
then painful—it would be ddngerous. Buch
passions ag yours are not made for playthings,
You must go! Being o gentleman, being a
Christian, you will go! And, if you are wise,
you will put land and sea betwaen yourself
and this woman whom you love, and who is
now separated from you—irrevocably,”

We have all of us heard of personal
maguetism, and once or twice in life we may
have met it, a8 Alan met it now in thig fair,

“graceful Freénchwomnn, Whother the power

was in herself or in the words whick she ut-
tered, it is hard to say., But power of a cer
tain subtle kind existed in every glance of her
eye, every accent of her voice—power which
it wag impossible even for his obstinate will to
resist, Like wax exposed to the white heat
of fire, his fierco passion and steadfast rezolve
secmed to melt away before the simple words
of this stranger—th%‘ivomau whom half an
hour before he had never seen. 'When she laid
ber delicate, thorengh-bred hand dowm upon hig,

in the energy of her last word, he felt ag if the-
blackness of despair were gathering round him
~ag if; indeed, she left him no alternative but
to go.

 Madame,” said he, after a pause, “ you -
arve tight—I am wrong, I have acted and
wished to act like o mad fool. God forgive
e if, in trying to serve Ermine, I have cnly
pained and injured her! I see that I must re-
sign the hope of avenging hex wrongs, since
the blow which struck ofhers would, in a
megsure, recoil upon herself. But, madame—"
and Madame Villarot never forgot the passion-
ate eyes which met her own here—* when a
man is going forth on a long journey, never to.
return, can you deny Lim one farewell? Can
it injure eny one if he looks his Inst into the:
eyes which have been the aweetest eyes in the
world to him for many years, or if he clasps
the hand which hag lain in his a thousand
times, and was to- hove been his own? I
promise you that I will say nothing whieh the-
whole world might not hear, Qnly Jet me bid
adien " (if’ he had been speaking his native
tongue, he would have said.* good-by,” but
there i3 no equivalent for that sweet word in.
the French language) “to the one light of my
life—and go.”

Ah, Tove makes poets as well as fools of ug.
alll There was not in the world~~in that fine,.
English-speaking world which has get its surly
face against * sentiment”—a more practical.
person in the ordinary affaivs of life, than Alan.
Erle. But his love for Ermine hed heen, in--
deed, and in a-different sense from that in.
which Byron meant the expression, “of hie-
life o thing apart.” This life had been like a
rough cloth, strong in fibre and coarse in
grain, but through which there ran a single
golden thread-~the poetry of a love which the:
reve, sweet nature of its object exalted ebove
the ordinary passion which bears that much
abuged name, o, when he made an appeal to
gay good-by to that love forever, the love it-
gelf Joosed his tongue, ond Inspired the words
whose unconscious eloguence Madame Villarot
long remembered. “Ah!" she would ofien
sey in speaking of him, “believe me, there waa.
a chevalier of Nature’s own making--a jrener-.
oug nature, o faithful heart, a love snch as we-
do not digeover in the fire gentlemen of our-
nideteenth century, They fritter away their
hearts {or whatever is suppoged to do duty
for their hearts) on a hundred different follies.
and faneies, until & feeble liking s all that




92 ’ EBB-TIDE. .

they have left to give to any one; but that
man-—there was passion which deserved the
name in him /"

She did not say this to the “ chevalier” in
question; though--she only sMook her hend
and gazed at him with kind, steadfast eyes.

%Be brave ! she said. “Ilo not ask if,

. Go without it. You do not realize—you can't
impgine—how mueh harder it would make the
separation. You would transform a wound |
which is closing-—I do not say healing—into
ong which would be open and gaping. Ng,
my friend, no! Be generous—be courageous
___go ! "

T must see hee—1I will gee her!® said he,
hoarsely. % You shall not keep her from me !
My God! madsme, have you no heart, that
you cannot even grant me this?”

4Tt ig beeause I have o heart - that I refuse
it,”” answered she, gently. “ Monsieur, do you
know what you ask! - When you do know,
you will thank me for standing between yon
and your own desire. Once more I warn you
that this passion of yours is no plaything, On
the contrary, it ig a mine of gunpowder which
one spark will ignite-—and I know enongh of
human nature to be sure thiat one sight of Er-
ming (whom you acknowledge you have not
seen for mine months) would prove such a
spark. Therefore, no such meeting shall take
place within my doors, and I am sure you are
too chivalrous a gentleman to meet my niece
elsewhere,”

“0 madame,” said he, biiterly, *do not
trugt to my chivalry in such a’matter as this,
I would set aside any thing-<break through
any law—to veach Ermine, S$he is minel I
have a right to meet her when and where I
will!”

“Not againat ‘her own._ will,” sald Madame
Villarot, gravely. * Your chivalry will grant
that much, I am sure~-especially when I pledge
my word a8 a Christian, and my honor as a
Frenchwoman, that the thing of all athers which
Frmine iy most anxious to avold is en inter
view with yourself, The fear of meeting you
hes kept her a pnsoner in-the house ever
gince you have beer’ in Paris. Now, will you
force this which she dreads upon her? Wik
‘you distract her mind, which has settled itself
to accept the inevitable? Wil you inflict
pain upon yourself, and worse pain upon her,
merely to gratify your own desire ! Monsieur,
1 think not,”

Again she oonquered He looked at her

for & moment with a pale, blank face—then
quietly rose fo his feet, -
“ Madame,” said he, simply, “you have

left me nothing to say—but farewell, T éhall.

Ieave your doors a little wiser than when I en-
tered them, and ¥ shall leave Paris to-night.
Your niece, therefore, need no longer be s
prigoner on my account. If you tell her any
thing from me let it simply be ¢ God bless her!?
For yourself, I shall never forget the generous
kindnesy and sympathy with which you have
received and lstened to me, The reward,
your own heart must give you, Adien,”

She held out her hand, and, as if he had
been born and bred in France, he beunt and
kissed it.

¢ Monsieur,” =aid che, gently, “take Wlth
you not my pity, but my admiration. Out of
such stuff ag you heroes are made!”

They were brave, gracious words, and, as he
passed out, they went with him like a cordml
But for them his strength might have failed
when the door closed behind him, and he felt

that the last strand of hope had slipped from’

his grasp,

Meanwhile, it iz hard to say what Madame
Villarot would have thought if she had only
geen, in its true colors, the cause in which she

had fought and triumphed. Pure and noble

Indy that she was, we may be sure that it
would have gone bitterly hard with her to
know that her efforts had terned the seale of
vietory for wrong against right, for trenchery
against truth, Yet she might have consoled
herself by the reflection that she had battled
not for an individual merely, but for an ab-
gtract principle—and that principles never
change. Yet it was at least a strange freak
of circumstance which thus arrayed such a
champion on such a side, and lent such stsin-
less weapons to such a warfare, But then it
not unseldom happens *in this riddling world
that weapons stainless as hers are. unsheathed
to do battle for some cause which eloaks the
malicious form of a demon under the stolen
raiment of an angel of God !

When Madame Villarot went to the cham.
ber of her niece, she found her sitting by an
open window, with the quivering sunlight
pouring down upon her idly-clasped hands,

her shining dress, her rich, dark heic {the .
bonnet had been laid aside), and her white, -
geulptured face, The immobility of the attitude -

ruck. the elder woman with pain, as she
%tered the room—and, crossing the floor, she -

. away fro
after that, 2 daintily-dressed lady, wearing a
. heavy veﬂ, passed out of the same door, and
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gaid a few words—purposely tender—hoping
that tears might break through this rigid ealm.
But notears came. Gravely, quietly, without a
movement of feature, or of glance, the girl heard
the cirenmstantial acecount of the interview—
and, when it was ended, she said in a low, even

Dice :

“Thank you, ma fante, for your great
goodness and kindness—to him as well as to
me. Now, if you will not think me ungratefu),
will you add one favor to the rest? » Wil
you leave me, and see that I am not dlstm-bed
until dinner ¢ *

¥ But, my chi]d, you were going to drive
with me,” said Madame Villarot, kindly. “Do
you not think it woula do you more good than
staying here alone $

“Nob if you will excuse me, My head
aches, and I should like to be alone,”

“At least let Clemence stay with you,
You may need something,”

“I prefer to bo alone,” was the answer,
Then with passionately uplifted eyes, ﬁh,
dear aunt, grant me to-day! To-morrow I
will he ol you wish1?

“My child, do as you please«-—no one ghall
disturb you,” sald Madame Villarot, gently.

Then she bent down, kissed the white brow,
and gently rusiled from the room.

- “After all, the child is wise,” she thought
—* wise to take it in this way. Perhaps it is
best to let her fight it out alone. She has a
brave heart, and the holy angels are near to
help her,”

Ah, sweot lady, near indeed—ever near—
but bearing no part save that of sad spectators
in such a conflict ag this,

Boon pfterward, Madame Villarot drove
n{fthe porie-cochére ; and goon again,

tool: her away nlong the Rue Royale, neross
the Place de la Cuncorde, and into the open
gates of the Tuileries, where a tall man and a
large dog had entered not long hefore,

—
CHAPTER VIL.
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Tax, Tuileries ! Ah, what a chord of bitter
grief and more bitter rage—to which there
bos come as yet no comfort—that name
awakens! Alas for the beantiful palace, and

ita beautiful gardens! Alas, yet more, for
that fair and noble France whose own un-
grateful children have proved her bitterest
and divest enemies! On that by-gone day of
which I write, however, the bright spring sun-
shine still slept on the stately column of the
Place Venddme, the imperial oity still wore
her crown of peerless beauty, the golden grain
and the purple vintage still ripened peacefully
on the broad plains of Normandy and the
sunny hills of Provence, the noble fortresses
of France still echoed the reveillé of French
drams, and the royal fagade of the Tuileries
still erowned its beautiful terraces, while its
meny windows gave back the sunshine in a
blaze of glory, like an Hlumination over some
great victory where French heroism and dar-
ing had again received their baptism of blood!
In the garden, with its fountains, and statues,
and green arcades, soldiers still paced, military
music played, the glittering crowd moved” to
and fro; children, followed by white-capped
nurses, scampered along the paths; people sat
on the benched under the budding chestnut-
trecs, rending or gossipping, while numberless
other people sirolled past; birds twittered in
the boughs, early spring flowers glenmed along
the borders, and the fragrance of burating buds

1 seemed to fill the air wvith a delicious sense of

Nature's awalkening vitality.

Fresh as Alan was from the enchanted
tropical world, the beauty of the scene pleased
and soothed him, Followed by Nix, whom he
had not admitted to Madame Villarot's saloon,
he strolled down one path after another, past
merry groupa of children playing hide-and-seek
about the statues, past old genilemen and
young gentlemen, past grand ladies, and ladies:
who were not grand, finally paused for a mo-
ment near the musie, then rose and began to
stroll away again toward the Rue de Rivoli,
But he had not taken many steps in this divec-
tion, when a lady rose from a bench under the
soft, fickering shade, and, 1fting her veil with’
one hand, held out the, other.

For an insiant, Alan recoiled ss if he had
becn ghot, Ermine was so entirely in his
thoughts, that, for the space of a second, he .
almost thought she was before his sight—the
graceful figure, the clear, white eomplexion,
the delicate features, the large, dark eyes,
making an ensemble strikingly like her own.
Then he recopnized Madelon Lautree,

“Madelon!"™ said he, eagerly, so surprised
and delighted to see her that he made one
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_wquiek step forward and clasped the extended
. hénd in both hia own—*what extraordinary

.good fortune that I should meet you—other-
wise I might have Jeft Parls without knowing
‘that you were here! What are you doing ?—
‘where 4id" you come from ? "

“Have Inot aright to ses the world as
well a8 my betters P asked she, Jooking up at
“him, with thé bright, mocking smile which he
well remembered, and which carried him back
‘to the fumiliar scenes in Charleston, as if by a
flash. “23fa foi, M: le Capitaine, railroads
from every part of the world 1un into Paris,
-and for the rest—even a penniless maiden
may enjoy & bench in the gardens of the
" Tuileries for nothing ! ¥

“May she?" gaid he, smiling a Ntile;
‘S but then she must expect to ghare it, if an
-gld friend comes by, You will sit down again,
won't you? I have so much to say to you.”

“Yes, I will sit .down again,” anawered
she, lowemng her weil, “but not just here.
You must remember that we are mot in
-Charleston now. My aunt wotld be shocked
if ¢he knew that I was ic the open and fla.

.grant act of falking with o man—absolutely a |

man—ithout any chaperone near by to over-
lock my deportment. Under these circum-
stances, T don’t care to meet any of our ac-
quaintances, and therefore T should prefer
‘some more secluded part of the garden.” ]

“We can easily find one,” said he, And,
side by side, they walked away, leaving the
music and the chief part of the glittering
threng behind them.

Tn Parls nobody is observed, unless it be o
‘pretty woman quite alone, snd they soon found
‘thenool of which they were insearch, a pleasant
-gent justlarge enough for two, under a spread-
‘ing horse-chestnut-tree, with a fountain play-
‘ing not far off, and a group of statuary in front.
As they sat down, Madelon felt eufficiently
:secure to take off her veil, and Alan could not
“forbear saying :

“You are handsomer than ever, Madclon,
‘if that be possible.?

“Am 1?7 asked she, with bright, half
‘lifted eyes. I am zo glad o heer it, I was
always vain, you know, and never made a pre-
-tenoe of concealing my vanity, as most women
do. Iam proud of my beaux yeuz, and I mean
-0 make them do me good service in this gay
-world of Paris, Ah, Alan)” with a sigh, not of
-pain but of deep enjoyment, “now know what
it ig to live. Before this, I have merely existed”

“YWhen did you come here? ™ asked he,
absently, pulling Nix's silken ears as he spole,
“ About & month ago,” answered she, then
correcting heraell’ with a blush, as he guickly
looked up, * How foolish Xam! You mean, of

.eourse, when did I come to France. The! was

lagt November. But I ¢ama to Faris o month
ago, to meet Ermme, who wrote that she
would be here gt that time.”

“Ave you staying with Ermine? " asked
he, looking at her in some surprise.

“Did you not know 162" snid ehe, re-
turning the gaze with eyes which did not
blench or turn away, “Did net Madame Vil
larot tell you?”»

“ No, she did not tell me, Why did yon
not come in o gee we? ¥t would have heen
only friendly to do so, and we were always
good friends, wers we not?

~ %In America—yes. But in France there
is no such thing as friendship between o man

and a woman, unless they are brother and:

sister, or flancé, or old as—as Mount Horeh.”

Alen laughed. One can laugh even when
one’s heart is broken, you know,

 And if Madame Villarot is such a drag-
oness—she does not loek it, By-the-by, how
do you come to be wandering about the Tuile.
ries elone P

Bhe glanced up at him with a petulant mo-
tion of her som]et I:p, which was very pretty
and piquante,

“Your gratifude, monalear, is only equalled
by your discernment, I came because Ma-
dame Villarot has gone to drive, and becauge
I wanted to see you—for old scquaintance’
sake, perhaps—or because I thought you
might lilke to hear the news of Ermine from
Ermine’s Sismesze Twin, as they called me in
Charleston.”

“J see that I was not wrong when T used
to say that, notwithstanding oll the keen
thrusts of that sharp sword, your tengue, your
heart was in the right place,” said he, smiling
kindly. “Thank you very much, dear Made-
lon, for coming to see me, whether for old ac-
quaintance’ sake, or for that other, better
reason. But” (looking a little puzzled),
“how did you know that you should ﬁnd me
here?”

She smiled-the smile of one secure of her
own discernment, and proud of her own skill,

« T was sure of it,” said she., “Could any

one—edpocially s stranger in Paris, with no

friends, and no places of familiar resort—pass

. her clear-cut, resolute lips, * Ermine’s passion

I would come and explain any thing which

- Madelon, her voice toned to gympathizing soft-
" mesg, with just n thrilf of admiration through
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the open gates of the Tuileries without enter-
ing? (Pest impossible! T felt confident you
would be here, and g0 I came. I gaw Aim ™"
(motioning toward Nix) “hefore I saw you,
Then T knew I had not been migtaken.”

% And,” seid Alan, drawing his hat a little
lower over his eyes, and setting his lips a litile
move firmly under the drooping mustache,
“and you come from Frmine? Did she know
that you were coming to me ?

Madelon shook her head, her bright, dark
eyes meeting his ag steadily as ever, -

“No, I dared not tell her. I would have
served no good purpose, but would only have
unsettled her, and wakened the storm agai,
When things are at rest, they had better be
left so,” sald she, with an expression, whichy
he did not exactly understand, flitting acrosa

has expended itself—for the present at least-m
and where would be the sense of rousing it
again, of overturning every thing and of mak-
ing overybody miserable? Tt would he worse
than folly, worse than madness, and # shall
nol be done I

“Did you come to tell me this?” asked
he, Iooking at her a little curionsly, for be did
not comprehend what interest of hers could
have ingpired the passionate energy which lent
fores to the last words,

“Not entirvely,” answered she. #In fact,
searcely at all. T thought that Aunt Héline
might have been unnecessarily peremptory, in
refusing to allow you to dee Ermine, and that

might need explanation,”

“You are very kind,” said he, gratefully,
“Linder than I deserve. Don't mind my
brusquerie, Madelon, T never was much of a
praus chevalier, at the best of times, but thia
trouble has made me hargh and suspicious
toward every one. Your aunt was gentle and
considerate in the extreme, a woman smong
ten thousand,” said he, swmiling shightly, « for
Imowing how to govern the flux and reflux of
aman's mood, I hove promised her that I
will not trouble Ermine again, and you may
be sure that I shall keep my word.”

“Did you ever fail to keep it ? " asked

it~p volce admirably caleulated to sink into
the depths of the confiding masculine soul,
She scorned herself for the part she was play-
ing, scorned herself with o seorn that fairly

tingled to the ends of her fingers; but, all the -

" same, she took an artist’s pride in doing well

what she attempted to do at oll, “T have
known you a long time,” went on the sweet
woman-tones, seconded by the-lovely woman-
eves, “and T never knew you to brealk a prom-
ige yet, Alan.”

Tt is more than can be said of some other
people, then answered Alan, forgetting his
gallaptry, in a sudden remembrance of his
wrongs.  *Madelon, what promise did you
give me.in Cherleston last May? And how
have you Jept it? "

“H you mean the promise to befriend Er-
niine, " said Madelon, quietly, “I have done
my best toward keeping if, from that day io
the present.” ,

“And do you call it your *hest’ to have
let that scouwndrel of a brother of mine in-
veigle, force, or persuade her fnto & murriage ?
g, martiage accursed, not blessed of Ged,
since feoud was ot the bottom of it!"

“There you are mistalken,” said Madelon,
still quietly —as, leaning back, she held a
dainty, lace-covered parasol to ward off the
sun, from which the leafless boughs above
were but small protection—* there was no in.
veigling nor forcing—nor persunding, I was
about to say ; but I presume there was some

"of “that--in the marriage, snd certainly no

frand, Everybody clearly understoed the
termse of his or her bargain, for (mth a
shmg) “there certainly was not much &enti-
ment in the affair. Raymond wanted money:
Ermine wanted freedom to leave America.
She furpished the firstewhe gave the last.
Voila tout !

“ But she was engaged to me!” said Alan,
fievcely. ‘

“Engaged to youl” repe'tteﬂ Madelon,
staring at him in honest astonishment. “Is
the man mad? Engaged to you! Why, you
were drowned 7 '

“Was I?” (with a shorf, unmirthful
laugh). “You see I have managed to come
to life, nevertheless.”

“Well, we thought you were drowned—
which comes to the same thing. It never oc.
curred io us that you would overtarn things
by coming to life again--go0 nobody took the
event into consideration,”

“ Apparently not. It showed great want
of foresight and consideration in you, Nix »
(pulling the dog's long, silky eary again), “to
drag me on that gand.bank when my strength
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had given way, and I was comfortably going
to the bottom, unconscious of the good news
in store for me. 'We made a hard fight to
live, down there under the seorching, tropical
sun, didn't we? How much better every thing
. would have been, old boy, if ﬁg had not made
any fight at all, but had resigned our souly to
God, and our hodxes to the sharks, with what
philesophy we tould muster! ”

“Don't talk that way,” said Madelon; “it
is sinful, and it is foolish. OFf course, it was
your duty to try mof to be drowned. But
then, when you came to life and foupd that
things were irrevocghle, why could you not
have kept quiet, like & sensible man? Why
need you have come and tried to disturb and
distract Ermine’s mmd when it could do ne
good P

“You follow the laudable example of the
world,” suid he, gloomily, “ Hit a man when
he iz dowp——the harder the better, by ell
means!  You ask me why I did these things.
Good Heavena! You might as well agk a
mad dog why ke turns and bites,”

‘%o, you have been mad? Well, I can
believe it. But you are sane now, are you
not??” ’

t After a fashion—yes. At least I am
sane enough to see that, since things are ir-
revocable, I must endure, if I cannot accept
them. But it is hard o go away without see-
‘ing Ermine—without hearing from her own
lips why she married that man; and why she
could not have paid mo the slight respect of
waiting to learn whether I was really dead, or
of giving me a few months’ mourning if I
were,”

%1t is not neeessn.ry for you to see Ermine
that those questions may be asked,” said Ma-
delon. 1 can answer them as well as she.
In the first place, you know how acutely sen-
sitive she is, how intense both her sufferings
and her enjoyments always are. You ought
to be able to imagine, therefore, what 2 blow
the news of your death was to her. You can
fanoy, perhaps, how it stunned every faculiy
of her mind, and seemed to wrap her in such
o state of lethargy that she did not care what
‘became of her. Her only active wish wag, a
desire not to return fo Charleston——where, ag
she often suid, she had been “so happy.! She
wanted to leave the country, but Awat Vie.
torine refused to acecompany her, and she
could not go alone, Just them, she Jearned
that Mr. Erle's house was on -the verge of

bankruptey, You know Ermine—you know

“her impulsive generosity. Can you not realize

that, stunned as she was, hopeless for you,
caring nothing for herself, she should have
been willing fo sacrifice herself and her for-
tune i the only possible way ?” '

“ But the news of my death was merely a
rumor, She should net have acted so hastily
~—ghe might at least have waited to hear the
truth,”

“Aml do you suppose that she did not
take every means to learn the truth 2 Do you
think she would ever have comnsented to the
step of which T speak, upless she had been
sure of your death? Bhe clung desperately
to hope, until she had summoned to her pres-
ence, and drawn every particular from, a
sailor—your own mate—who said that he had
seen you perish. After that, how could she
doubt 2

“The infernal liar]™ said Alan, between
his set teeth, while one strong hand twisted
itself in Nix’s lusurient mane, as if ‘that had
been the throat of the Nar in question.
“ Well, life is long, and I shall pay off that
score somee day—until then, the devil can af-
ford to wait for his instrument, Good God!?
—what a passignate cry it was which seemed
wrung fiom his lips— “why i3 it that our
lives, our loves, our very souls, lie at the merey
of such villaing as these?”

Life is full of such questions; but from
the blue sky above there comes no answer,
Never yet hag buman despair, or human pre.
sumption, wrung a solution of its perplexities
{from that drend yet glorious Presence, behind
the veil of our mortality, In truth—

s.Qur warfaze is in dorkness. Friend for foe

Blindly, and oft with swords exchanged, we strike: -

Opinion guesses: Faith alons can know
Where actual and Hlusive still are like,"

#Well,” said Madelon, after & pause,
“you can see the rest for yourselfl When
Ermine heard of your srrival in’Chaxleston,
and of your intention of coming to Martinique,
she left the island at once—preferring to take
a long ocean-voyage alone sooner than meet
you. Judge, therefore, what she felt, when you
presented yourself in Parlsl Judge, if you
are acting kindly or generously in thus making
her hard lot infinitely harder to bear ! '

“Ts that so?" said he, in & low voive,
« Did she leave Martinigue to avoid me? Poor
child! To think that I-—of all men-—should
become her persecutor ! ™

DRAMATIC CAPABILITIES.

He uttered the last words to himself, Then,
almost unconsciously, his face dropped into
his hands and he sat silent for several minutes,
Madelon would not disturb him. Unlike mest
women, she knew when to be silent—when to
rest on her oars; conscious that the current
wag doing her work for her betier than she
could possibly do it for herself, She read
Alan thoroughly, and she did not even need to
ask “How goes the fight #” for she felt sure

“that it was going excellently well from her

point of view, and that victory would soon
perch on her banners. Meanwhile, two little
hirds were singing the most charming possi
ble duet on the lightly-swaying bough just
over her laee-covered parasol; the music in
the distance was thundering away at a grand
march that made military visions damnee
through the most soberly civilian brajn ; the
waters of the fountain rose and fell fn their
marble bagin with & soft plash ; every now and
then loiterers strolled past, of whom one in
ten, perhaps, admired the pretty picture made
by the group—the lovely, freshly-dresskd girl,
the bronzed, handsome man, the magnificent
dog lying at their foet, and the tender shadows
flickering over them, There was quite an
idyllie grace about the little scene. - Unluckily,

it is not always that the poetry of reality and_

the poetry of appenrance go together.

After awhile Alan looked up—somewhat to
Madelon's surprise, smiling a little,

“How guiet you arve!” he said, “Did
you know that I was saying good-by to—to
every thing, and were you silent out of re-
gpect ? * Well, it is over—and you may be
gure I don't mean to be melddramatic, about
it. ¥ am not the first man who  has lost the
worman he loved—though I can't help thinking
that mine i3 an aggravated case. But, if Er-
mine can oaly learn to be happy, I can bear
my ewn share of the robbery—for it és that.
Madelon, do you think that she 1s—t11at she
will be—happy ? K

“Bho hay learned content, at least,” an-
gwered Madelon, “In time—if -you leave her
alone—she may very reasonably learn happi-
ness. I think she is on the road to it."

Poor-Alan! Loyal and unselfish as he
was, this was hard to hear, hard to receive as
“good news,” while his own heart was still
tiore and gick and throbbing with great pain.

“You are not deceiving me, Madelon? " he
agked, * People sometimes think themselves
privileged to do such things, ‘for your own

good. For my part, it is saying very little to
say that I should have no patience with such
a pious fraud; I would never forgive it, or
trust the rmthor again,”

. “Don’t be so ﬁerce,” said Madelon, smil-
ing, I have committed mo ‘pious frand, 1
have told you the simple truth.”

“ Honestly ? "

‘ Honestly,” )

“Then,” said he, with a great effort,  she
shall huve the opportunity to *learn happiness®
—if she can! God grani that she may! Bub
it i not likke the Ermine whom I have known
all my life—the most faithful and gentle of
women—to find even content such an easy
lesson. I do not understand it, Madelon,”

“Why not ? " ssked Madelon, with an un.
easiness which she could not entirely conceal,
“You made o goddess of Ermine, but in reality
she i3 only & woman—ueither betier nor worse
than most of us. Then you should remember
that this blow, which is-fresh with you, is old
with her, But” (eagerly), “you must not
misunderstand me—you must not think that
she iz noé Buftering acutely, suffering so much
that I speak as her best friend when I beg you
to go out of her life, and, if possiblé, not to
Iet even your memory come back to torment
her ”

" %1 will go,” said he, sharply, “If possnble,
cven my memory shall not come back to tor-
ment her! I promised Madame Villarot that
I would leave Paris to-night, and, a8 you re-
marked a little while ago, I always try, at least, -
to keep my promises. T shall keep this one,
I shall go to-night,’

* Where ? ' asked she, eagerly—a little too
eagerly, as it chanced; but it is hard to be al-
ways oii one’s guard.

He shrugged his shoulders,

“Whe can tell? Not I To the devil, -
probably!. That is where people in my condi-
tion mostly go.”

i Not to America ?” (again a I:t.tle too en.
gerly).

He looked at her keemly. As she had
good cause to know of old, those sea-coloved
eyes could ocensionally be very keen, .

% No,” said he, slowly, “I scarcely think I
shall go to America, Thanks for your inter-
osi, But why do you aslkz ? ¥

“ Frmine will like to know, Tam. sure—for,
if you remain in Europe, her life will be passed
in a continual fever and dread of meetmg
you.”

/
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He laughed bitterly.

- % And s0 you think the Continent of Europe
not wide eneugh to keep us apart? Why,
are you not content, will she not be content, if
T covenant 1ot to return to Paris ?

“ But ghe may leave it,”

“ Tell me where she is likely to go, and I
will avoid all such places.”

“Tt i3 hard to tell exactly,” said Madelon,
drawing her straight, dark brows togother.
“We have relations in different parts of
France, and then Aunt Héldne talks of Baden

for the summer—of course, too, Frmine will |

go to Munich and Dresden, on necount of art.”

% Then,” with o smile which she did not
altogether like, I am formally exeluded from
France and Germany, Pray does Ttaly share
in the prohibition # ¥

“1 don't know,” seid Madelon, rising and
Tooking & little offénded. © You scem to think
that 7 have some interest to serve in the mat-
ter. I only spoke for your own good and for
Ermine’gx Of course it is a matter of indiffer
ence to me where you go.”

“Forgive me, Madelon,” said he, rising
too, and standing before her. “Deon't let us
part in vexation. That would be a poor return
for your kindness in coming to meet me. I
had no right to speak so rudely ; but I meant
mothing—savo that such thingz come hard on
ane. I will do my best to keep clear of Er-
wine's path—I promise you that, Now, must
yougo§”

#Indeed I must,” answered she, with o
dismayed glance at her wateh. « “Aunt Hé-
léne will be back, and what will che ‘think of
me?  No, no, Alan, you must not come with
‘me—that would be adding double weight o
ithe enormity of the misdemeapor. You must
gay good-by here, plesse "—putting out an ex-
guisite little gray hand.

T suppose you know best,” said Alan, tak.
ing it, regretfully, © but it seems hard lines thet
T cannot even walk with you to your own door.
Think better of it, Madelon, and let me make
your excuses to Madame Villarot. We are
such old friends | ”

“Good Heavens, no!" cried Madelon,
aghast at thia proposal—as well, indeed, she
might be, since the game which she was play-
ing would have delighted Mr. Erle for it bold.
negs 1—* she would never forgive meo! And

you, Alan-—surely you would not return to the
vory honge which holds Ermie.”.

“ Thig minnte, if I thought only of myself,”

B

anawered Alan, “ No—you needo’t star, I
try to think of her, and so it is not likely that
I will do it. Confound that impertinent fel-
low!” (glaring at a loiterer who had lifted bis
eye-glass in pagsing, and taken a scrutiny of
the pair more keen than polite), “Are these
French mannery, Madelon 77

* They are manvers of all over the world,
I fancy,” said Madelon, smiling, * when a gen-
tleman continued to hold & lady's hand in the
most aficetionate manner on a public prome.
nade, Bay good-by, Alan—T really must go!”

“ Good-by, then,” said Alan, giving the
hand in question a pressure which made it
ache for a good ten minutes afterward, © God
bless you, dear Madelon—and stand by fer as
a faithful friend 17

“1 will,” said Madelon.

And she absolutely meant it.

e
CHAPTER VI,
“MON CAMARADE!"

“Le micux est 'ennemi de bien,” says a
sensible French proverb—and a- better exam-
ple of its- truth could not be given than that
which - the interview just concluded had af-
forded, *Le mieux' had certainly proved
with Madelon, in marked degree, “Pennemi de
bien.” Every thing which she degired had
been effected for her by Madame Villarot, yet
she distrusted so thoroughly the sincerity and
stability of Alan’s resolution that she was not
content until she had endeavored to lend to
this resolution ndded force. The result wag,
that ghe overshot her mark —azs many a clever
archer has done before,

- Having already spolsen of the spell of good-
ness and honor which seemed breathed like an
aroma over Madame Villarot, it is almogt un-
necessary to say that it was this alene whieli
enabled her to conguer Alan’s stubborn will,
and to indwce him to leave the woman he
loved. But there was no such magnetism

about Madelon, Yascination of a certain sort’

was herg, in hountiful measure ; but it wag the
faseination which dazzleg—not thet which in-
spires an abiding sensge of frust, No one could
ever say of her, “T believe in this woman be-
cause goodness and purity are written on her
face; " it was only possiblé to say, * I believe
in this womaen because she is of exceeding
fairness because her voice is sweet, and her
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eyes arve cloguent.” - Now, this is a mode of
reasoning with which ninety-nine men out of a
hundred are eminently satisfied, and, no doubt,
if Alan had been in love with the fair face, the
sweet volce, and the eloguent eyes in question,
he would have found it satisfretory also.
But, as it chanced, he had always distrusted
the beautiful creole; and never did this dis-
trust press so strongly upon him as afier he had
given that partivg clasp to her daintily-gloved
hand, in the garden of the Tuilerfes.

When she was gone, he sat down again on
the bench from which he had arisen, and ad-
dressed himself to the task of * thinking over "
the interview just ended. The more he thought
it over, the stronger the fecling of distrust,
which at fivst had been purely unconscious, be.
came. -Her ageount of Ermine’s marriage was
plausible enovgh—ifie he acknowledged—but
her epgerness;to send him out of Paris, her
desire to keeyf him far from Ermine’s possible
path of life, struck him as suspicions, Tt was
true this might have becn accounted for on the
seore of ungelfish affection toward her cousin
—Dhut no one who knew Madelon could possi-
bly have sffirmed that ungelfish affection was
her strong point,  Self had always subordi-
nated every other consideration with her, de-

spite a cerfain fitful attachment to a few per- |

song, o certain fitful power of making now
and then a sacrifice—provided always that

"there was some element of grandeur about it.

With the glamour of her eyes and smile with-
drawn, her words, which still lingered in Alan’s
memory, seemed to have the ring of false coin
—coin which, instead of being sterling gold, is
base metal—anﬂ try a8 he would, he could
not banish this impression. “’hen he left
Madame Villarot, notwithstanding all his Bit-
ter pain and sadlness, he had felt secure, secure
that truth, and truth only, had been spoken to
him, secure that, with that gentle lady, Ermine
would at least be free from annoyance or pain.
He was ready to leave Paris then, ready to go
back to Ameriea and covenant never again to
Iook upon the sweet face of the woman he
lIoved. But all this was changed when Made.
lon's ifl-omened beauty and fascination croszed
his path. He distrusted her—he said that
again and again to himself—swearing, too, a

deep .oath that ghe would not compass- her
end, whatever that end might be. “She is

Raymond’s tool, no doubt,” said he, bitterly—n"

“ paid, very 111ce1y, to keep me from secing
Ermine! Well, what I hava promised, I will

do~~the more readily since Ermine herself is
anxious to avold me. Madame Villarot’s word
13 good for thaf. I shall leave Paris to-night—

but I shall not Ieave the Continent of Furope. .

My health is suffering from the hardships of
my shipwreck, and a little travel will do me
good. Weneed to shake off morbid feelings
and thoughts, dow't we, Nix? We will shake
them off, too, old boy! We'll climb Mont
Blane, and eail on Take Leman, and go to see
your caning brethren at the Hospice of &t.
Bernard,. Mademoiselle Lautrec is very clever,
bt wigh all her cleverness she has not disposed
of us yet—and by the Heaven above, old dog,
ghe never shall{”

Frony which it will be seen that Mademot.
sefle Lantrec had certainly overreached herself
in no slight degree. After all, it is & fortu-
nato thing that the good old times of poisoned
roses and gloves are over—else Captain Frle's

days might. have come rather abruptly to an

end, if Madelon had chanced to ovechear ox
suspech the resolution with which his soliloguy
had elosed,

Madelon, however, had gone home con-

gratulating bergelf on the succeseful issue of -

her bold éxperiment, had looked approvingly
et her fuir face in the mirror draped with
pale-blue hangings, had laid aside her prome-
hade costume for a gold-colored eilk with a
golden rose in her dark hair, had clasped on
her statucsque arms and neck the jewels for
which she had signed away her honor, had
finally gone forth to astonish Madame Villarot

by “her wonderful fortitude,” and to win the

admiration and flattery which had become as

necossary to her existence as the air she
hraathed. She was so exultant over the bright

prospect opening hefore her, that i required
all her well-trained dramatic power to preserve
even a semblance of pensive sadness. &he
would have liked to laugh, to sing, even to
dance along the polished Aoor, bidding life come:
and be enjoyed. Did she feel no remorse over
her accomplished work? She would have
lTaughed in your face if you had suggested
guch a thing, and told -you that she was'not-
“ gentimental,”

These things were her rights—this wealth,
and enjoyment, and happiness—and Alan waos
the robber who had come to wrest them from
her. Why should she not be-glad, then, that
ghe had so guccessfully met obatinate strength
with subtle strategy, and done the best, not
only for herself, but for everybody else ?

T A S T LR -




100 EBB-TIDE,

“Belle 4 faire peur!” said she, making a
sweeping courtesy before one of the grand
mirrors of the saloon, as the soft wax.lights
. flashed back from her diamonds. *Now, at

Tast, Tum happy I—now, at last, T live the life
for which I was born! If thal; horrible man
would only go and be drowned in earnest, my
cup of felicity would be full to the brim!"
The horriblé man, thus devoted to watery
destrnetion, had, several hours before .this
time, Jeft his pleasant seat in the garden of the
- Tuileries, and strolled away into the busy
city—the city so wonderful that one might
think it enchanted if one did not know that
here, as well as elsewhere, tears are shed,

pangs suffered, and death-gasps given, But |

these things seem far away out of sight. To
the stranger there is nothing to suggest such
awful, and, alas! such common extremes and
possibilities of hwman anguish. It s her
brightest face which the fair city shows on the
Rue de Rivoli, the Faubourg St.-Honord, the
Palais Royal, the Champs Elysées, and the
beautifel Bois with the glory of sunset re-
flected in its magical lakes. The very atmos-
phere seemws golden with the plamonr of fun-
¢y ond the poetry of romance! In Notre.
Dame the aic is foll of falnt fragrance, like a
dream of incense, while & sjream of light, fall-
ing athwart the marble pavement, pales with
its plory the steady lustre of the sametuary
Iamp suspended in front of that majestic altar
" on which tlic hands of martyred prelates have
offered the consecrated Host. Under the
‘grand old avches that have echoed the divine
eloquence of Lacordaire, shadowy forms pass
to and fro; here and there, at the different
chapels, candles flicker in the mellow gloom;
every thing is full of -harmony, every thing is
. twrapped in tranguil silence and holy repose,
Little as Alan could boast of any thing
save that natural reverence which it speaks
ill for any man 1o forget, the gay sunshine and
the jostling crowd jarred on him, as he came
out from the dim, religious hush of the great
cothedral, and bent his restless steps foward
the Lnuvre. If he was not an artist, at Ieast
he had artistic sppreciation in no cotmnon de-
" gree; soit was no wonder that the rermaining
hours of the afternoon were all apent smong
the marvellous paintings and statues gathered
in those great, golden halls, It was worth
..while to rowni and loiter there at will, and after
a time to watch the close of the radiant day

from the tall windows, to see the sunget tints

streaking the tender sky, the evening vesper
of light and perfume ascending, the wonderfu}
glory sprending over the heavens and resting
like & benediction on the churches and palaces,
the flashing river and stately columns, the an-
cient quarters and new boulevards of *the
town of Clovis, of Clotilde, of Genevieve, the
town of Charlemagne, of Saint-Louis, of Philip

Augustus, and of Henry IV., the capital of the

sciences, the arts, and of civilization,” *

So absorbed in the beaunty without as to he
forgetful even of the beauty within, Alan scarce-
Iy noticed how the gallerfes were thinning, how
the well-dressed loungers and the busy artists
were aliké departing, but still stood with folded
arms gazing on the matchless scene outspread
before him, when a hand was suddenly laid on
his shoulder, and, furning, he faced that which
he least expected, and perhaps desired—un ae-
Quaidtance.

“This is Alan Erle, I am sure,” said o
slender, dark-eyed young man, “I have been
watching you for af least ten minutes, but you
wounld not tarn round, and so I was obliged to
clainmi your notigs in this way, Have you for-
gotten me—Stuart Lamar, of Georgia$ T
went to schopl. with you, if you remember.”

“T remember perfectly,” said Alan, frank- -

ly shaking the extended hand. “In faet, we
have met sinee then, I think, Didn't I dine
at your father’s house in Savannah, two years
ago ?P

% Certainfy you did ! ” responded the other,

smiling ; “and dida't you return the eompli-
ment when I went over to Charleston, by in-

troducing me to three of the prettiest givls I~

ever saw $—ave you been long in Parig 7 7

*Long enough to be tived of it, And
you? "

“%ell, T am fresh at sight-seeing — ¥
haven't been here more thon o, fortnighs, so I
have not begun to be tired yet. " The greatest
drawback to my enjoyment has been an inca-
pacity to understand or be understood, I
thought I was a preity fair French scholar,
but the confounded people will talk so fast.
Don’t you find that rather.puzzling ?» .

“I am a sailor, you know, and used te

sp‘eaking many tongues of many lands. I un. -

derstand, and manage to make myself under-
stood-~after o fashion, at least.”
4Tt is very refreshing to meet you,” said

" ® Tetter of the Count de Clsmbord on the bombard-

ment of Paris,
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Lamar, with evident sincerity, * After a man
hag been roaming about in a foreizn land, he
appreciates o familiar face.”

“ And a familiar tongue,” said Alan ; “that’s
hetter yet, isn't it ¢ sec ! unless we mean
‘to spend the night among the pictures and
statnes, we'd better be moving, This place will
goon be shut up, Are you with a party ¥

The other made o comical gesture with his
shoulders and eyebrowa.

“ No such good Iuck! BSeveral of us start-
ed from home together, but, somehow, no two
had the same idea about the tour, and we had
scarcely landed before we separated. As for
me, I came to Paris, and devilish heavy work
T've found it all alone! My principal amuse-
ment has been to wall about the streets, listen
to the bapds—does it strike you that a band

always is playing somewhere ?—look i in at the.

<efés, and gay with Hood :

“ ¢ When you go to France,
Be sure yhu know the lingo,
For, if you don’t, like me,
‘You will repent, by jinge!®

Let me return your guestion, by-the-by, and
ask if you are with a party?"

“XNo such bad luck!” answered Alan,
shrugging his shoulders, as they went down.

* gtairs, * Where are you staying?’ he went
on.  “ gm leaving Paris to-night, but still—"*"

He stopped in his speech, amused by the
dismay which came over Lamar’s fhce,

“Lpgving to-night 1 ** he repeated. * Good
Heavens ! what do you mean by that ? Why,
Paris is glorious just now-—and I have been
thinking what » splendid time T ghould have,
with you to do the talking for'me. We would
£0 to Versailles, and Fontainebleau, and St.-
Cloud, snd—and the opera every night. I
like that better than the theatre, because I
can understand the muste. My dear fellow,
pray think better of it !, Congider—"

“The lilles of the field 2™ asked Alan,
langhing. Tt is rather early for them, my
dear boy—at least just here. Perhaps I shall
find them in their glory when I reach Italy
next week.” '

“ Ialy ! repeated the other, still petulant,
“'What the devil are you going to Italy for?
Do you expect to meet anybody there ?

“One never knows who may turn up in
the way of friends and acquaintances—wide
our, pleasant encounter—but I have no guch
definite expectation.”

¥ Then why on earth do you po? Txcuse

.

nie! I'm afraid I'm awfully rude, but it is really
enough to try a man's patience ! Stay, Brle—do
stay! T'll wager any thing you won't regret it,
You can’t have seen every thing in Paris, you

know-—or, if you have, it will all bear being-

seen over again.”

“ My dear fellow—"

“ Oh, deuce take itl—that tone tells the
tale, ‘My dear fellow; I am sorry to be dis-
obliging, but must really, ete,, ete) 'Pon my
honor, it is too bad ! It is like the dear ga-
zelle, when one finds a friend, only to loge him,
Look here, Erle l—will you be honest and say
“No," il what I am about to propose does not
guit you ?

“ Without the lesst hesuta’aon " answered
Alan, truth{ully enough.

“ Then tell me frankly if you are anxious
to go to Italy alone, or if you would like a
companion §

“Yourself?"

¢ Myself, of courge. Now, don't say ‘ Yes,
unless you mean it,”

“ Let me think a minute,” said Alan,

So, as they walked alongin the dusk, he
considered the proposel. He knew very little
of Lamar; but that little assured him that the
young Georgian was a thoroughly good fellow,
a genigl, frank gentleman, and the person of
ali others to cast the sunshine of bright spirits
over a journey by land or sea, If Alan wanted
& companion at all, cerfainly he might go far-
therand fare worse than with the one who was
ready to hig hand jusi here. But did he want
a companion ?  That was the rub, and, if he
had answered the question according t0 his
first impulse, he would certainly have uttered
a negative, But Lamar’s fresh, enger face
and the accents of the home-voice had uncon-
sciously attracted him, After all, he was set-
ting forth to shake off morbid thoughts, not to
narge them, and, if he travelled alone, was there
mueh hope of his deing the former, or his z0!
doing the latter? Would notsucha companion

as this be reafly worth more than any amount ~

of gther remedies ? As he hesitated—ond ah!
would he have hesitated at all, if he had only
known how much hinged on this deeision!

—one fair, pure star quivered into sight ebove

the homse - tops, and his decision was sud-
denly taken.

¢ Lpmar,” gaid he, “don't misunderstand
my silence. I shall be sincerely glad if you
will go with me to Italy, I meant to goto
Switzerland, but it is too cold for that just yet.

AR by ok iy
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* But I must start io-night. That Is imperative,
Would you core fo make such a sudden
move?”

I sha’nt hreak many hearts by my depart-
ure,” answered Lamer, with one of his boyish
grimaces, *“and my traps gre few. I don't see
why I can’t start to-night, therefore. If you'll
take me, I think Pil go! I feel like a man
who, having been shipwrecked, suddenly meets

—Hallo! What the deuce—why, man alive:

. ¥ have just remembered that the Jast I heard
of you, you were drowned ! How, in the name
Neptune, did you come to lfe again 27

“Under a galvanie batiery,”  responded
Alan, grimly. “Nature's patent, not likely to
be stolen by art—only, as a friend, I wouldn's
advise you to ‘try ite effect. A sand-bank in
the tropics Isn’t the best possible place forany
constitution ghort of a salomander’s. It is in
consequence of this that I am geing o recruit
niine in Italy.”

“T thought you looked badly,” said Lawmar, |,

simply, “but, like & fool, I did not think of
the cause. Really, I am ashamed of myself!”

“Don't bo, my good fellow! There isn't
the least need of such & sentiment.”.

“But 1 ought to have remembered! 1
recollect well how shooked I wag when I read
the announcement of your death, But, some-
how, the whole thing went out of my head
when I saw your.familiar shoulders this even-
ing, T said to myself, ‘There isn't such
another pair in the world,’ so up I marched,
without thinking for a moment that the shoul.
ders o question might be ghestly nothings.
But T forgot—vhers did you say-you were stay.
ing? J'm at the Hotel du Lotvre, near by.”

% And I ot the Hotel du Rhin, Will you
come with me ? . I left my dog there, and, un-
less I go to hiim, he will enliven the establish-
ment by such a serles of howls that the police
will very likely have to be called in.  That is
& Parisian’s remedy for every ill, yon know.
Come, and you shall order the menw yougself,
We don’ leave till 11.50, so that will gixg you
time enough to ook after yeour tr:

+ All right,” said Larmar, receiving any and
every proposal with the wtmost amiability, pro-
vided he was not called upon to relinguish
sight of his new.found comrade. -2

Having refreshed the inner man, the two
friends found that their “traps”™ requiredl
very little arcangement, and that, after this
duty had been dispatched, a whele evening

Jet hung heavily on their hands, Lamar
yawned go pitecusly, that, compussionating his

enmd, Alan carried him off to the Comédic.

Frangaise, where thoy saw a sparkling comedy
charmingly acted, then they strolled back to
their hotel through the iluminated strects,
nnd, as Madelon was taking the golden rose
from oul her hair, and the brilliant ornaments
from off her arms, they deshed away into the
night, with the head of their fiery horse turned
straight toward the fair South.,

m—frrr—

CHAPTER IX.
HONE FACE!Y

. Unpzr the blue, rarely blue sky of Ttaly, the
Lago di Comolies like a sheet of lapis-lazul
in the nooutide sun. There is scarcely breeze
enongh to vipple the glassy suvface of the

entrances, or beside the marble steps, against
which the azure waters softly plashile the
brighily-cushioned pleasure-boats, motionless

and unoccupied. The rusile of & leaf iz scavee-

Iy heard on the steep mountain-sides, which,

girt by the olive and fig, the laurel and eactus,

tower above the placid lake, flanked by the
grand, snow-clad peaks of the higher Alps.
In the fairy hanging-gardens, and on the ter-
races studded with boskets of orange, olean-
der, and myrtle, every sound Is mute. The
embowered convents and the pleturesque vil-

Tages with their tapering spires lie wrapped in

such absolute repose that it is almost possibleto
tmagine that an enchanter’s wand has hovered
over the fair scene and bound it with a spell
Even the swarthy, sunburnt fishermen have
fallen asleep in their hoats, secure in the grate.

ful shadow of some olive-shaded, land-locked
bay. In truth, a potent enchanter has been
at work—that high-noon of the South, whose

imperative ardor proclaima an armistice of
labor. Spring has melted into suminer, and
even on the Lago di Como the scorching Leat
of the latter season holds triumphant sway,
Bcorching it 183 for not one breath of the
welcome noeth breeze hag come down from the
Alpine hills, to stir the drooping leaves of the

folinge, or ruffle the mirror-like surface of the .

lake. On the terrace of a villa near the beau-

‘tiful promontory of Bellagio, two ladies are

water, or steal through' the closed jealousies of -
the palaces and villas which gem its winding
shores, while in the shade of their deep arched
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geated under an swning, both of them waiting

- eagerly for the first breath of this breeze, and

one of them now and then leaning over to fan
the other. A very strong, pleasant face the
Tatter has, a face surrounded by bands of iron-
gray hair, and brightened by keen, intelligent
brown eyes. These eyes are a little sad and
very tender a8 they rest on her companion, a
pale, slended, dark-eyed girl, who seems wasted
awayto aBhadow; whose fregile handa ag they

lig i her lap look almost transparent; and.

whose feet are plainly standing on the verge
of that unkmown sea which mortals call im-
mortality. After a while, she looks up at her
companion with a sweet smile, speaking Eng-
lish with a goft, Southern accent,

“Thanks, dear Miss North, you are so
kind. Dut please don't tire yourself; it is al-
ways tiresome to fan anybody.”

“Not to me,” answered the elder lady,
“ But, if it worries you, I can call Lmeia. She
does it well, and never tires.”

“Ne, no, Iet poor Lucia sleep. You know
gie was awake all might. My eongh is so
annoying o night, and then the fever makes
me regiléss, T am afraid ™ (with a short sigh)
“ithat I am very impatient, and give a great

. deal of unnecessary trouble.”

“ You impatient! My darling, hew can
you say such s thing? Ounly the other morn-
ing T found Imeia crying, and I asked her

what was the matter, ‘The signorina ig too

good,? she gaid, shaking her head and sobbing |

‘Bhe is ready for paradise’ So you see”
(with o faint smile} “she docs net find you
very troublesome,”

“That is beeause she i8 g0 fmt'hfnl and de-

voted. A, how fortunate I have been to find
guch a friend as you, and such 4 servant ag
Luein, in my hour of need! Dear Miss North,
I wonder if you will thorcughly realize, when
you go back to your ownlife and your own

frignds, what gratitude and love- the girl for |

whom yon have saerificed so much felt for
you?”

“I have sacrificod mothing,” spid Miss
North, hastily. “ Ermine, my child, dow’t you
know that you have grown neaver to my heart
than anybody else inthe world, nearer by far

“than my own kindred? Is it a sacrifice to

live in these besutiful lands with you, and try
to take care of you? My bonuic derling, stey
with me! That s all T ask.”

“ But that i3 not for me to grant,” said Er-
mine, patting ous her frail, burving hand——
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burning with the fever which had sapped the
foundation of life. * Dear friend, kind friend
—the kindest, save one, that I have ever
known—I am net swre that I would grant it -
if T could! Life iz very aweet to those who
are rich in its gifts and goods—but what have
I ? n }

*You have youth, beauty, great talent, and
many possibilities of happiness,”

“When health is gone, youth iz gone”
said Ermine, sadly, “and beauty too. With
my talent—such ag it is—I have done what I
eould, and, if God spared my life, f should hope
to do more. DBut He knows best. As for the
possibilities of happiness —well, Axt is falr,
and Nature i8 fairer, But are not these ouly
types of that Beanty on which the eyes of the
gpirit shall open? We think that wnothing
could be more exquisite than this lovely lake;
but surely the Hand which gave this to the
material senses can give something better yob
to these which are immortal

“ My child, who doubts it 7

“Ah, then™ (with passionately. c‘iasped
hands}), “ why wish to stay ? If love is sweet,

think what it must be o lows Love ifself!*
If beauty is fair, think what it must be to see
Beaunty such as it hath notl enfered into the
heart of man fo conceive!’ Now, those have
been my two passions~—-love of love, and love
of beauty. OGod made them both. It can-
not be wrong, then, to climb by them to
Him‘ﬂ

“Wrong!” Miss North could eay no more,
for tears rose up and choled her,

* Am I paining you ?" asked Ermine, gen-
tly. “Ab, dear Miss North, don't shui your
eyes to the truth, I talk of these things he-
cause I am very near them~s0 near that fear
seems to have left me, and T feel the trust of a
little ehild who is led by ite mother's hand into

- the dark™

“ Ermine,” seid Miss North, suddeénly drop- .
ping her fan, and peizing the girl's delicaie
hands, * tell me—in the midst of your grlef did
you ever pray for death #*

% Never,” answered Ermine, simply. “ How
could you think such athing? I have never
been go wicked ns #af, But, somehow, the .
barden of life seemed too heavy for me when
my boy went out of it, Yéu know it was not
24 if he had been any ordinary friend or ordi.

"'I“heeewmﬂsam borzowed from an expregsion {n

Lo Bécit d'une Bear.
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nary lover—hut he had been the stay and idel

of my life. I hope I was not sinful in my
grief—1I tried not to be, ' But existence logked
80 blank—so dreary. I thought to myself,

‘How ghall I bear thig desolation through the-

long yenrs of a lifetime?? Of courge, people
told me I would forget i ; but T knew better
—I knew that I never forgot any thing. Iwas
a little child when my father died, but I shed
tears for him now as bitter a8 those which I
shed then. J[lnew that, if I lived to be seven.
ty, I should still mourn for Alan, And God
knew it. So He called me from the burden
and heat of the day, and T—how can I be sor-

ry? If I lived longer, I might commit seme |

sin which wonld shut me out from hegven for.
ever. Now I have not much to reprosch my-
gelf with—~except being too little resighed when
. love and happiness went from me—last Oc-
tober.”

"% Child,' said the elder woman, sorrowfully,
“1 never knew bei'ore what a good thing in.
constaney. is.”

“Isit?” gaid Ermine, smllmg—a shadowy
but ineffubly sweet smile. “Ah, no! Blessed
be God for memory! If every hright gift of
carth were offered to me in exchange for the
recollection of -my darling, do you thing I
would teke them? Do you think I would huy
herlth, and beeuty, ond bappiness, at such a
price? Do you think I could even resign my-
self to death if ¥ did not Anow that the recol-
lection will go with me into Kfe? Perhapa I
think of it too much " {with o wistful, pathetic
look), ‘“but I eannot help it. The saints loved
God purely in and for Himself, but we must go
to Him through our earthly passions, I em
sure our deer Lord will not be hard upon me
for heing too faithful to my poor human love,
But see !-—here comes the breeze!”

Bhe turned her pale face toward it ss she
spoke—drinking in its cool refreshment eager-
ly. As her gaze wandered toward the distant
enow-clad heighta from which it came, Miss
North's eyes dwelt on her. Ah, what ravages
the last few months—may, even the last few
weeks, had made ! Over the pale face and the
fragile form, the very shadow of Axzrasl geemed

to hover. Life, deprived of its only light, had
indeed proved too much for the great, passien-

ate heart, the gentle, faithful natuve. Rome
people have one gift, some another; few are
80 poor #8 to be without any, Ermine’s was
the gift of constancy. Alan Erle might have

been dead to all the rest of the world, but to

the tender heart which, winniug onee he had
won forever, he still lived, and still—

“Qne face, remembering Lis, forgot fo smile? -

The wasted linez of that face spoke so elo-
quently to Misz North's heart, that many salt
tears dvopped in her lap before she eould find
voice to speak. Then she seid, gently:

“Ermine, darling, don’t you think you
might be better if you tried to cross the Alps?
It seems to me that this climate may account

for your extreme debility,”

“T cross the Alps!” gaid Ermine, “I
could not even cross that promontory yonder !
Dear, kind friend, why won't you see the
fruth ? T would rather you did, becausge there
ia no telling how soon the realization may be
brought home to you, If I needed any con.
firmation of my own knowledge, I should have
found it in the doctor’s face when he saw me
this morning—and in Pére Aubré’s ” (this was
a French priest who chanced to be staying at
Varenna), “when he left me a little while ago.
No, the end i3 very near, and I think I may
say I am ready for it. If if came to-night—ag
it may do—I can go, having left no duty
knowingly unfulfilled. T have written to mam.
ma and to Madelon. You will find the letters
in my desk. Then I left gome instructions—a
will, T suppose it might be called—concerning
the little property which I retained. Some of
it goes as & marrlage.portion to Lucia; the
rest Thave left to charity. For you, my kind
and only friend, I have but my love, my grati-
tude, my prayers, and every thing personal to
myself which you may desire to keep, What
you do not keep, give to Lueip. No one else
will care for them. I did not leave you any
money " (smiling  little), “because I know

 that, with the property left by your brother,

you are sble to provide for all your wants, and
it would have seemed like—like paying you
for all you have done ! "

4T am glad you -did not,” said Miss North,
between her tears.  “ Love's serviee can only
be paid with love.”

“1 know it,” said Ermine, softly.

After this there was silence aguin. Lightly
the breeze came over the water, rippling it

into, a myriad tiny waves which broke with

soft, musieal plash against the fight of steps
reaching from the terrace, not to the water's
edge, but to the very water itself. The eyes
of the dying girl gazed wistfully on the fairy

beauty and brillisncy of the scene—the azure

“ONE

lake, the lofty mountains, coverad with almost
{ropical verdure, the gleaming palaces, temples,
and villag, the nimbug of golden sunlight over
the distant Alpine peaks, the fish darting to
and fro in the pellucid water. Happy fish, to
live in the waters of Como, we are slmost
tempted to think. But no doubt even fish
have their troubles—especially when they are
canght, As Ermine gnzed in silence on this
wealth of magical beauty, a smeall bont, which
hiad been lying in a shadowy cove near the
prmﬂontory, pushed out from the shove, and,
propelled by lazy -but cvidently practised
strokes, began to move over the water, leaving
a track of glorified sunlight hehind. It had an
awning, and, as well as could be seen, con-
tained only one occupant, though, as & matter
of fact, another recumbent figure lay in the
bottom, while a large dog ¢rouclied motionless
at the stern. Though the little craft was far
from being one of the gay derciolinas which
tourists and sight-seers patromize, it made a
pretty adjunct to the scene, and Ermine
watched its course with that interest Whlch
trifles sometimes waken in the sick,

Near and m ear it came, until at last
it glided in front ¥~ the villa, only a few feet
diatant from the terrnce on which the ladies gat.
The oarsman—a young, handsome man, weir-
ing a broad-brimmed straw hat—suffered it to
float slowly by, a8 he canght sight of the two
figures under the orange-trees, Sickness had
not robbed Ermine of sll her beauty. Mer
eyes still remained—larger, darker, softer than
ever—and the outlines of her face were all

“fair and pure. Just now ehe looked like o

“marble saint niched in cathedralwall” with
her white robe falling to her feet, her hair
pushed back behind her dainty ears, and in
her slender fingers the glittering beads of a

‘gold-and-smethyst rosary. Something like a

luminous calm. seem bregthed over her, The
etruggle had been hitter and fierce—had
drained, indeed, the very life-blood of the
suffering hearf—but -victory had brought a
peace like unto no peace of enrth, a peace
which comes only as the avent courrier of that
dread angel whom the children of men aceount
a destroyer, but the children of God a deliv-
erer, .
*Look, Alan!” gaid Lamar, in a low tone
—*look what an exquisite face that girl hos!
There’s something -half divine. about it, only jt

- seems fo me I have seen it somewhere hefore.,”

1t isn't the extreme of good-hreeding fo

FACE!® 1056

stare gt ﬁeop_le ag you chance to row by their
terraces,” eaid Alan, lazy and sleepy, and
thoroughly indiffevent to oll the exquisite faces
in the world, “Beauty is the hirthright of
these Italian women; and as for seeing this
face before, you may have seen it on the Corso
the other day: a great many Mllanese have
villas on the lake here.”

“But look!™ ‘persisted Lamar, “We
shall be beyond sight in another minute, and
I dor’t think that & sweeter face wad ever
geen, The eomﬁalean is like a magnolia-
petal, and the eyes are.full moons, as the
Turks soy."

“TFull meons they may remsin for me,”
<aid Alan, “I would not lift my head just
new to see Sabrina herself rise from-the lake.
I begin to appreciate what dolee fur niente
means, and—Nix, keep still, sir! What the
devil is the matter with you P—Hallo! Look
out there, Lamar, or the fool will upeet this
cockleshell 1"

The warning eame too late. N ix, who had
been whining and moving restlessly ever since
they came in front of the terrace, now made a
gudden dart overboard, which capsized the
eraft, and, in & second, the two young men.
found themselves in the lake,

Now, & plunge-bath iz never pleazant, not -
even when you have had time to think about
it. But, when it has the additional drawback
of being totally unexpected, it i¢ difficult to
imagine any thing more absolutely disagree-
able. Leaving the two struggling swimmers
to their fate, let us go back a moment and ex-
plain the cause of the disaster,

It is probable that, by some sympathy
known only to canine intelligence, the dog had
heen eware of the neighhorhood of his quon-
dam playfellow and patroness, ss soon as he
came near the villa, but he only manifested
thig condciousness by resiless movement snd
whining, until they were abreast of the spot
where Ermine sat. It was then that she sud-
denly exclaimed :

“Ah, what a magnificent dog! Look,
Miss North— in the stern of the boat! Does
he not remind you of—of Nix?”

Low as it was, her voice was singularly-
clear, and Nix's cars wore attentively pricked.
Lamar saw her lean forward with sudden jn-
terest and speok to her companion, but he did
not catch the words—in consequence of not
being gifted with the auditery powers of a

dog. The word “Nix” had searcely passed
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" her lips, however, when the owner of that name
sprang overboard; and, disregarding the ca-
tastrophe which he Jeft behind, swam straight
toward the terrace. -

“I never suw—" Miss North wes begin-
ning, when this event oecurred.— Good Heav-
ena!” she eried, springing to her feet. “The
dog has capsized the boatl~the men will be
drowned! What on earth are we to do?”

Though she was unable te do any thing,

* she ran down to the steps excitedly, while Er-
mine set siill, with sympathizing eyes of imer-
est on the scene, Bhe soon saw that there
wad no question of drowning, for beth men
were expert swimmers, Instéad of making
any effurt to save their lives, they were simply
endeavoring to save the boat—to catch it, and,
if possible, to right it. This, however, was
difficult, ‘

“Bring it here!-—bring it here!? ecried
Migs North, standing on the steps, and gesticu.
loting wildly. The familiar words (used quite
unconsciously) reng clearly over the water,

- meking Lamar say 10 Alan in somawha,t splut-

tering fashion :

“By Jove! those people yonder are Eng-
ligh~~and the old lady is & trump! Look at
* her, standing on the steps waving her hand-
kerchief1”® Then he shouted in return:
“ Thanks lwwe are eoming!"

“How ridiculous they look!” said Miss
North, beginning to laugh as soon as she saw
that there-was to-be no fragedy. “And they
are En—0Oh, you horrid creature! T don’t
know how you dare to show your face! You
are the cause of it all!™ :

These last remarks woere addressed to Nix,
who just then emerged from the water, and,
without stopping for even a single shake,

rushed past the dismayed Jady, full at Ermine. |
“ Nixl—it is Nix!*" eried the git], in a
| the nerveless hands, the thread-like pulse.

voice of mingled amarement, terror, and”de-
light. “ 0O my God, what dees this mean f—
le P

“Bow, wow, wow " gaid le, llft.mg up
his great throat, and openiug his great mouth
to attest his joy. Then—-with a perfect river
of water pouring from him—he sprang, in his
old fashion, straight on the trembling girl,

Misg North gave a shriek, and flew to the |

rvesene—for she theught Ermine was verily be-
ing eatem, Alan heard the shniek, and, having
seen Nix boand up the steps, suspected what
wag the matter {suspected, that is, that the

dog was making himself obnexious); so, leav. |

ing the boat il‘u thé eare of Lamar, he siruck
out with & will for the villa.  In a minute ke
resched it, and, as he sprang on the steps,
Miss N orth turned round.

% Oh, siv1” erted che, “for Henven's sake
ocowe quickly ! I can’t get ihis dreadful dog
eway, and I am afraid the young lady has
fainted.”

“ Nix, you scoundrel, got down this min-
ute!” eried Alen, in wrath, a8, giving himgelf
ene vigorous shake to relieve his clothing of
its superfluous weight of water, he strode has-
tily forward.

But the first tone of his voice had fallen
like a thunder-clap on the little group. Nix
dropped to the ground as if ke had been shot
—Miss North dropped into a chair, as if she
had been shot—iwhile Ermine rose to her feet
with a look of such transfigured joy o her
face, that " ecstasy " i the only word which
will apply to it. There was no amazement,
there wag no doubt, there was no questioning.
Joy was so great and so overwhelming that it
swallowed every other feeling, as the ooean
gwallows the rivers which flow into it.

“ Alan!” she gaid, in a tone which neither
of the twe who heard it ever forgot.

Then she made a step forward, and i‘e]l
lifeless into his arms.

-""—"'.“""ﬁ
CHAPTER X. -
TRE TIDE GORS OUY.

“Has she fainted?” Alan asked, looking
at Miss North, a8 his eager ;words remsined
unanswered, and he felt the fraglle form grow
heavy on lns arms,

“God only Inows,” was her reply, a8 she
came forward and touched the marble brow,

4 She has only fainted-—as yet,” she said, after
a moment, “Bring her-into the galoon, and
let me try to recover her.

She led the way, and he followed without o

| sword, bearing the light burden which he had

thought never to bear again, With Xim,
amazement subordinated every other feeling,
How did Ermine, whom he imagined in Parig

with Madelon and Madame Villarot, come to

be heve on the Lago di Como with her old
governess ?  His whole frame thrilled with
the passionate delight of feeling her close to
him once more ; but, even in the first moment
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of meoting—-that bitter-sweet mement when
she came to him straight as the needle to the
magnet—he had remembered that she was his
brother’s wife, Not his—not his—never again
hig—was the thought which ran through his
heart and mind, even while he pressed kiss af-
ter kiss on the dark, sillken tendrils of hair,
the pale, unconscious, sculptured face,

“ Pat her down heve,” 8aid Miss North in-
dicating a broad couch, on the cusluons of
which a faint impression bore evidence to its
having been lately occupied by the sume slight
figure. “Take that pillow from wnder her
head-~now open the blinds, and fan her gen.
ty.?

Bhe crossed the floor and rang a bell-wthen
came hack, and, kneeling down by the couch,
began to chafe the girl's hands, er heart
sank within her—the swoon was go deep that
she almost feared breath would never come
again fo those half-unclosed, motionless lips,

“On that table yonder you will find a
flagon of ammonia,” said she, to the drenched
Triton beside her. “Bring it here.,”

He moved away—leaving a pool of water
en the marble floor to mark where he had
stood——and in a second returned with the
flagon.” Thén he, too, knelt down, and laid
his hand over the almost silent heart.

"I ean scarcely feel it,” he said, * Are——
are you sure she Is not dead ?

“ Not yet,” said Miss North, n little bitter-
ly, “but this may kil her. The shock was
enough—and then look at these drenched
clothes! They must be changed at onee,
Will you ring the bell again 27

He was rising to do so, when a dark-browed

Ttaltan meid come hastily inte the room.

“Ah! la signorina, la signorina 1™ cried she,
breaking into lamentations as soon as che
caught sight of the motionless, deathJike form
on the eouch. She, too, came and Bung Her-
self on ker knees beside it

“ Bitence, Lucia,” said Miss North, in Ital
ian.  “8he is not dedd—she has only fainted,
Help me to bring her back to life,”

“But ghe has been In the lake, signoral”

{touchjng the damp, olinging draperies wop- |

deringly). )
 Not guite~~only semething very near it,
Go quickly for dry clothes—and bring the

- brandy with yow. A« for you ” (looking up at

Alan, and speaking in English), “ you must go,
too. Her eyes must not open on your face—
that is, if they open at all again, If you will
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wait yonder "—sghe pointed to the terrace—4]
will come to you in & few minutes.”

“But you will let mo return as soon as.
she is congciona ! ™ arid he, almost imploring-
Iy.

“That will be for her to say,” answeved
Miss North, almost storly,. * Al, see !-life
is enming back Gol”

Life was indeed coming back, Faintly,
slowly, with a long, tremulous sigh, the breass
began to heave, the lips parted o little wider,.
and gave a glimpse of the teeth, like pure,
white cocoa-nut within, the dark lashes quiv--
ered, and it was evident that in another mo--
ment the white lids would lift. ‘

“Go!" repeated the ex-governess, impera.-
tively. “It will never do for her to see you.
here, Go!”

“T am going,” he dnswered, in & low voice..

And, with one lingering glance, he went.

On the terraco ontslde Nix was lying, look-
ing very erestfallen; on the steps Lamar was-
standing, a dripping Triton number two, watch--
ing the boat with a rueful face as it Iauily-
foated fyrther and farther away.

“I say, Erle,” he cried, as soon es. Alan
appeared, “don't you think thege good Samar--
itans must have a hoat ? Everybody has, you
know, If they would be good enough fo lend
it to us, we could catch that confounded crafs.
quick enough. As ji is, what the dovil will -
ofd Beppo say? "

“Let him say what he pleases,” said Alap,.
flinging himself into the first one of the veeont
chairs. *“The thing will be picked up some.-
where—and we can pay him for damages,”

“He'll gwear it hadn's a sound plank left-
in it!" geumbled Lamar, wetching the truant.
eraft. “ And yonder goes my hat following
leisurely in the wake! Well” (sitting down
on the topmost step), “I suppose it i the
will of God! Thai is what these pious people-
say whenever any thing bappens.--Nix, you
rascal, come near me, will you, and Il take-
pleasure in breaking every bone in your-
body!” -

' ¢ Heve's a chair, Lamar,” said Alan.

“1 look like siiting in a chair, dew’t I? ™
said Lamar, surveying himself grimly, “ By-.
the-way, Alan, was the young lady hurt or only
frighiened ? - I think that dog of yours must.
have gone ous of his wits,”

* Nix recognized her,” said Alan, pnttmg.‘
out his handifo pat the dog's great, curly
head. * But for him, I should have passed by~
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without even faintly guessing who was go near
me,"

“What! you know her?”

“EKnow her! It wae Ermine St. Amand!”

Lamar sprang to his feet—ent down again
—gave a long whistle—and finally said :

" By Jove | I

After a while, he recuvercd sufficiently to
add something else. “Y thought T knew her!
T theught I could not be mistaken in imagin.
ing that T had seen that*face! What did she
do when she saw you, old fellow # 7

“ Fainted," eaid Alan, laconically.

“ And has she come to, yet? "

% Not yet.”

“By Jove!" said Lamar, again,

Then he suddenly dached his hands into
hig hair and toesed it about in such an extraor.
dinary fashion, that he speedily agsumed the
appearance of o well-drenched maniac.

“Thig is horribly awkward,” said he—* for
you, at least. 1 say, Alan, can’t we get away?
There must be some way of leaving here by
land! For Heaven's sake, let ug try it!"

# T gball not stir a foot,” sald Alane “Fate,
chence, the merey of God, what you please,

- brought me here. Being here, I shall stay.”

“But, my dear fellow, you know you can't
—you lmow it is impossible! What good will
it do? Come, be reasonable! You will do

* the poor girl hergelf an inestimable henefit, if
you will only go before she comes out of her
swoon."

“Stand back, Ln,marl” said Alan, shaking
off the hand whlch the other, coming forward,
hed lain on his shoulder. “Don’t try to
preach to mel By God, X will not endure it !
I see in her face that she iz dying !—do you
hear me P—dying /—and ne power of earth
shall tear:me away from her now.”

“ But w#n,t is the good of it? " persisted
Lamar, *¥ou know a3 well o5 I do that she
is married.” B

“Thay she i whet 2 7 agked o Sudden deep
voice behind the young men.

They both turned quitkly, and faced Miss
Novth. Unperceived, she had eome through
the open window of the saloon, and, advan-
eing on them from the rear, had caught Lamar’s
last words, _

“ Of whom are you speaking ? » demanded
ghe, looking from one to the other. * Who is
married # .

' “ We were speaking of Miss 8t Amand,”
said Alan, as Lamar's self-possession entirely

fafled, “My friend was reminding me that
she iz married. It is a faet which ¥ had not
forgotten—which I am not likely to forget.”

“Tt is & lie, rather, of which you have
come in time to hear the contradlctmn,” said
she, almost fiercely. ©Come away—farther
away! Ermine must.not overhear this.”

She walked quickly to the farther end of
the terrace, and Alan followed. TLamar, with
instinetive delicacy, remained where he was,
“The devil is to pay!" he thought, “ They
wow't want me /"

They did not want him in the sense of
needing him, but neither of them would have
hegjtated to speals freely before him — Misg
North, becauge she would willingly have told
her mdlgnant story to the whole world ; Alan,
because & sincere snd abiding fuendshlp had
long since sprung np hetween himself and the
young Georgian. If Lamar fad followed them,
he would have seen how quickly two honest,
straightforwapd natures can tear away the
veil which falsehood or intrizwe mway have
woven before the treth.

Alan's side of the atory we know,

Miss North's was this: The year before,
ghe had been teaching in Montreal, when she
met the Erle party, who, en musse, had accom-
panied the Saxions on their bridal tour. Er-
mine was delighted to see her ei-devant govern-
ess, and they were together a great deal. The
girl was very sad concerning Alan, from whom

she had not heard for a long time, and it was'

evident to the keen eyes of the shrewd English-
woman that the family determination to marry
her to Raymond was, if possible, on the in-
crease. “ But she was like a rock,” said this
fuithful friend; * I have never seen constancy
and resolution that equalled hers, with all her
childlike gentleness, After a while, they re-
signed their persecutions for a time; and I
think they had almost resigmed all hope of
compossing their end, when the newa of your
dedth came,

“T cannot tell you what that news was to
Ermine. You must look at her face to vead it
there, My poor words would very faintly de-
seribe such a death-blow to hope, and love, and
life. It has simply killed her. Well, they
scarcely gave the desolate child time to realize
her grief, before the plots, and plans, and per-
gecutions, began afresh. Mr: Erle came on in
persen, end T have always suspected that he
originated and was chief in executing the
scheme which was finally carried out when
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they found that the will which opposed them
was like granite. He paid me the compliment
of suspecting that I inspired Ermine's ob-
stinacy, o his first move was to carry the
whole party off to New York, under pretence
of seeing the sailors who had arrived at that
port and hearing the whole truth of your ship-
wrack, I coufess I was very uneasy afier they
left. Ermine was in that horrible numb stato
which follows & great shock, and I feared that,
in her lethargic indifference to every thing

concerning herself, she might be persuaded or

foreed o ruin her life forever, as such a mar-
riage would ruin if. Judge, then, of my relief,
when, after an ominous silence of several
weeks, I received a very gracious letter from
Mys, Erle, begging me to come to New York
and thence accompany Ermine to Germany,
where she desired to go and study art, I
threw up my situation and went at once.
When I reached New York, I found your
brother engaged to Madelon Lautrec.”

“To Madelon Lautrec! ™

“Yes, to Madelon Laitrec, Worked upon
by every possible appeal to her geuerosity, in-
different to every thing save her determination
to remain faithful to your memory, and anxious
only to be left in peace, Ermine had made
over her fortune to her cousin, between whom
and your brother a mereenary bargain waa
speedily struck. I found that, of all her

. wealth, she had retained only a portion suffi-

cient to insure a support apart from exertions
which might have proved unsuccessful, and at
least could not soon have heen remunerative.
The whole thing seemed simple enough to her,
To be relieved from the anxiety of wealth, for
which she had no love, to be ableto go to
Europe, and to endeavor to forget her desola-
tion in the art’ to which she was born, this
was all for which she cared. This was all she
did, Of the fraud which came ofier, her
hands were s}mnless ?

“ How, théh, did it come? How could she
be robbed, not only of her fortune, but of her
very identity, without at least permitting it 2"

“Listen: you shall hear. ‘If you are
going to Kurope to study art as a profession,
and if you mean to make your bread by it,
said Mrs. Erle, ‘you must take some other
name- than your own. I cannot suffer my
daughter to do such a thing az my deughter.

* {You remember Ermine had surrendered her

fortune to save her step-father from bankrupt.
cy.) ‘Well, mamma,’ said Ermine, listlegsly, ¢ 1
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promise that yon shall not be disgraced by my .

laborg, Tell me what name to take, and no
ong who knew me a3 Mademoiselle St. Amand
ghall know me a5 an arb-student. * What shall
I eall myself?’ I remember how Mrs, Erle
seemed to think for a moment before she
snid: ¢ Suppose that, a3 Madelon is about to re-
sign her name, you were to take thal# Tiis n
family name ; there was agloutrec St. Amand
several generations ago, and therefore not lke
one which would be only assaumed.! Ermine
assented to this as indifferently aa she assented
to every thing else, and alse bound herself not
to seek out her refations in Fronce, ' You will
congider me very stupid, perhaps, that I did
not see the drift of all this, that T did not sus-
pect the contemplited change of identity, bug
in truth people are elow to see such things
when they occur under their own eyes, In
books we are always expecting wiles, and in-
trigues,"and villanies, but, in rveal life, nothing
ia farther from our thoughts. We car scarce-
ly realize it, in fact, when it is forced upon
our pereeption. Ermine and I sailed from
New York before the marriage, and it was not
nntil long -afterward that 1 began to think
what had been done. I was not sure of it,
however, until I came out and heard your
friend say that Ermine was married. Then,
1ike a flash, I understood every thing,

“'Well ¥ (a8 he stood utterly silent, utterly
passive, stunned apparently by the blackness
of the abyss of treachery into' which he had
fallen), © you wonder, perhaps, how we came
here. We went to Germany, as I have already
snid, to Munich, to Dregden, to Dusseldorf.
But even art had lost all power over Ermine.
She looked with strange, shsent eyes at the
most beautiful pictures; she would sit before
her easel with her hrush in her hand all day,
and scarcely paint a stroke. At Inst she took
a cold, which very much alsrmed me. Blhe
never complained, but she wasted away like o

-shadow, and at last I called in a physician,

He told me that the climate was too severe for
her, that I must bring her.to Italy, ‘Sheisa
child of the South,’ he said, ‘and the South
alone can cure her But he was wrong’; the
South has not cured her..’ Slowly but surely
ghe has faded awaybefore my eyes. We spent
the spring in Rome, and, a8 summer came on,
moved gradually northward 1 was anzious
to go to Lake Leman,ximb Ermme climg to
Italy. She could not benr 10 gross the Alps;
and ao we stayed here wnti! her strength was

v
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100 far gpent to take any journey whatever.
An English friend of mine who occupied this
villz was guddenly summoned home, and we
moved into it. It would bave been a charm-
ing place to linger in, only—only—",

She stopped short and her fortitude gave
way, Learning down on the carved balustrade
below which the mugmml waters, that a hun-
dred poets have sung, were softly- plashmg,
she burst into o passion of tears.

“0 my God! my God! is not this too
bitter!” she cried. “If you had come one
month earlier, there might have been hope—
who can eay? Now, you have only come to
£il}, with the longings of time, the gpirit which
stands on the brink of eternity! Oh, it is teo
cruel! Oh, it is foo hard! Oh, why has it
been permitted !

8o she moaned to hergelf in the angnish of
her grief and love, while Alan—dry-eyed, and
a8 he felt, almost dry-heartedy—quietly watched
her. With him, even grief was swallowed up.
in the passionate desire for- revenge which

. tool possession of his soul like & burning tem-
pest. There were solace and comfort fhere at
Jenst, Ile would fulfil his vow,he would re.
tuin every pang which she had guffered, every
tear which ghe had shed, on the anthors of
this treacherous wrong. He would hurt them
.down from their high places in the world’s
-esteem, and point them out as the cowardly
traitors which ﬁhey were. He would hold
them to account for the life which they had
murdered. And then he, too, broke down,
not in sobs, but in ‘one great groan, which
seemed a8 if it might have rent his chest asun-
der. The thought which proved too much
for him was, how near he had been to the
truth in Paris; how only & thin veil had sepa-
rated him #hen from the knowledge which was
sow gained, too late, Alas! it is just such
veils ag thegse—auch Gne, impalpeble tissues of
falsehood, or deception, or misunderstanding—
which make more than half the bitter misery
of thig bitter life.

“Don't regret that I hmre come,” said he,
at last, almost harshly. “Don't grudge me
one hour of happiness to sweeten a lifetime of
degolation! Don’t think that, if angels and
anints are caliing her, she will pine to stay
with me/ God did not mean that she should
pass away holding » He for {ruth, and so He
sent me, So long as He gives me life, T shall
thank him that He did so. After Him, I

here, though I have long been fevenshly
anxioug to go back to the gea”?

“And so you had given her up?”

“Could I do other? Ah, how could I
dream—ecach day I have hoped that, perhaps
with every hour, she was drawing nearer to
heppiness ?”

“ And so she kas been,” said Miss North,
gently. * After all, does not God know bost ?
Nothing is chance. He would have sent you
before this, if he had meant you to come,
But* {with a sudden start),  you must go now
and dry your clothes, you and your friend.
I have neplected it so long, that I am afraid
you will both be ill. Yonder is Lmeia; she will
ghow you a room. When you are ready, come
back here to the terrace, and I will let you see
Frmine,”

Three honrs later, the golden day is slowly
drawing to its close. Fair, on the immemorial
mountiing that mirror themselves in the azure
waters below, sleeps the ingarnadine glory of
an Ttalian sunset, A thousand sweet scunds
and perfumes, sounds and perfumes fraght
with {he aroma of enchanted Italy, steal in
through the open casement of the saloon to
the dying girl Iying there so quietly at peace,
The loveliest scene of earth i3 spread before
her eyes, but it may be that already the gaze
of the spirit hig caught the marvellous towers
and battlements of i’.hat fair “eity of the
gaints of God,” beside which all earthly beanty
pales into insignificance, At least these things

_appeal but faintly to her now. The tide is

going out, going 50 gently, that those arownd

lnst ebl, Alan, who has seen men die, can
scarcély force himse]f to believe that this is
death, that any child of earth can lie in the
embrace of the terrible messenger as if en-
circled by o mother's arms. At one side of
the couch he kmeels : at the other, Miss North
is seated ; Lucia is at the foot, sobbing over
an ivory crucifix; Lamar slowly paces the ter-
vace outside. It is only within the last fow
minutes that these have been called in, For
nearly three hours the two go eruclly Lept
asunder, so strangely brought together, were
loft alore, 'What passed in that last interview,
none knew, save, indeed, that Ermine’s dying
' prayer hed made her love forego his revenge.

 Leave them to God, dear love—oh, leave
them to God!” she said, *It seems almost

thank Lamer, who would fnsist on coming

too hard that we should have heen kept apart

can pearcely realize how ‘near at hand is the

THE TIDE

g0 long!—that we should meet now only to
say good-by t—that we should have suffered so
much and so bitterly l—but remember how
they will have to answer for every causeless
pang at God’3 tribupal, and «do not darken
your soul by nsurping His office. You see”
—puiting her tender arms around the throat,
which something was ‘almost choking—*I am
going first, buf T shall watch and wait for you,
and O Alan, dear Alan, &ry to come! It
scems to me that I shall miss your face even
in paradise! ™

“My darling, T will try!” he answered,-

brokenly. * Tell me how,"”

Then in her sweet, low voice she told him
things which have ne place in such a page as
this, Some themes are too holy to be handled
save by a reverent pen for reverent eyes to
read, It iz enough that on her death-bed this
frail, dying girl spoke some simple words which
God was ‘good enough to touch, ag it were,

. with His divine power, and which, falling deep

into the keart of her listener, brought forth
good fruit in the after.tine,
Bat all this iz over now, The long exer-

© tion has texed-her strength so mueh that she

can buly lie with her head pillowed on Alan’s
arm, her eyes in their deep gladness fixed on
his frce—and, go resting, softly pass from time

into eternity, The good priest who was thero’

in the morning had piven her the last rites of
the Church, and she had refused to allow him
to be summoned again.

*Ii is useless,” sho said, “It would only

" trouble him—and he looked siclk when he Teft

this morning.  Give him my love and m¥ rosa-
ry, dear Miss North, and tell him how grate-
ful I am for his great kindness to me.”

No one was forgotten in these souvenirg-
even, Lamar received a tiny gold charm {rom
Ler chdlelaine, * In memory of your shower—
bath,” ghe smd with a smile, which the young
man thought was the sweetest he had ever
sden.

And so, while they watech and wait, the
gun begins to sink, The * vast-skirted clouds”
gather about ihe lofty peaks, and form har-
monies of color for which Ianguage has searce-
ly a pame. The waters of the lake catch the
glory and give it baek inercased a théusand.
fold. The golden and rose-colored tints fling:
a tender radiance into the saloon, filling it
with a strange, luminous light, like the atmoss
phere with which some of the old painters sur-
round thie figure of a snint,
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“How lovely!” says Ermine, turning her
languid gaze to the shining waters outside.
‘“Alan, do you remember the evening before
You went away, when we stood on the Battery
and watched the sun go down over the bay of
Charleston ? It was not half os fair as this
peerless Lago di Como, yet it seems to me
that I con see it all now—and your smile when
you gaid, € Only four months to wait!'"

Alan camnot answer. The seene of whieh
she speaks comes baek to him, too—the famil-
i -scene on which bis eyes have gazed

times—on which, if they ever gaze
agiin, it must be elone! He remembers how
fooming and lovely with the tints of youth
and health was the pale face beside lim, then
-~and, g0 remembering, a great ocean of bitter:
ness onee more wells up in his heart,

“Oh, my darling! my darling!* he erios,
throwing his armg around her and straining
her passionately to him.  “Stay with mel—
stuy with mel My God, what shall I do with
thig useless life of ‘mine when you have gone
from it forever ¥

“TForever in not of iime,” answers she,
softly—even this passionate cry being unable
to etir the ineffable perce which Death brings
with him to the great in faith and the pure of
Lieart — “ thaf Delongs to eternity, Alan, ©
déar love, may it mdeed belong to eternity
for us tm

“But I cannot give you up to eternity—I
will not give you up!™ cries ho, madly. “0
Ermine, try to stay!  Are we not told that all
things are possible to will? Surely your place
ishere! Burely God does not want you as I
do!" eried the poor fellow, in the greatness
of his grief unconscions of lis own irreverent
words. .

Something like a look of pain crossing her
fico, however, makes him anddenly aware that
this fever of carth is marring the ealm which
is a]ready of heaven.

*But suppose I would mﬂler go?' ghe
whispers. - “For a long time death was very
terrible to me, and I shrank from it—but now
it geems 5o exsy., Pain and strife are all gone
—and would you bring them back? Ah,
Alan, you say our Lord does not want me, At
least He loves me, for He takes me from every
possible grief of life, to give me this painless
denth in your dear nrms—ond ah, who can
tell what more beside! But for your grief
poor love, T should be quite happy!?

At this he chokes it back. After oll, life
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is long, and he has afl its yedrs for mourning
—if he choose 1o use them for such a purpoze.
Surely, then, he can refrain from breaking the
divine peace which hedzes around this gentle
handmaid of the Greai King—this tender mar-
tyr, who bore her cross unflinchingly until she
senk in the dust of the wayside, and to whom
has come now the rest which follows faithful
combat, ' :

% Alon" whispers again the sweet volee
whose musie will soon be hushed for earth,
“ will you promise me oncé more that you will
not endeavor to avenge oUr Wrongs—on any
one? " . : :

She had read well the- direction of hig
thoughts, she had understood well the ominous
kniiting of his brows. ‘He started, and blushed
like a convicted school-boy.

%My darling,” he said, “can you not trust
me to do what is right, can you not believe—"

% You must promise me,” she interrupted,
cagerly. “1 canmot die in peace unless you
do. I will not leave you with a possible sin to
stain your soul, and perhaps—who knows—
keep us apart forever.—Lueia!”

She extended one transparent hand, and
Lucia—seeing what she meant—placed the cru.
cifix in it.

“Promise me on this!” she said to Alan,
“See !—1 cannot argue with you any more; I
can only ask it of your love. Remember it is

the last gift you will ever be able to give to |

me.” .

e bends his head, and, taking her hand,
kisses the crucifix which she holds before him.

“T promise,” he gaid; then, with a burst,
#0 Ermine, there is nothing T would nof
promise you l—but thig is bard "

“Jg 1677 gaid she, with a tender smile.
“Where there is no sacrifice, there is no merit.
Our Lord will know how to repay you all it
costs, One thing more, and Tam done : will you
give this to Midelon "—she unclasped a small
cross and chain from her neck— and, tell her
from me that I beg her, by the love she used to
bear me, to take her own name, and, for her
soul's salce, not to live under the weight of a
constant 16 2. Give her my love, but say noth-
ing of my forgiveness—I cannot think that it
is needed ; I connot think- thay she dresmed
of this.” .

" He took the chain and Jooked at it irreso
lutely. - He knew that he could not trust him-
gelf to see the treacherons woman from whom
he had parted in unsuspecting friendship.

n

“Qan T not send it in a letter ?* he asked,
ab last. ’

“Yes,” she abswered, *that will do. I

have written mygelf.” Then, aftera shors pause,
ghe glanced ot the maid—* Lucia, is it not
nearly time for the Angelus ?

Tt will ring in o few minutes, Sig’n(igfia,”
answered Lucia, sndly,

“ Then say the Litany for a Departing Soul.
I am g little tired now.” .

The gil at once began the litany in the
usyal sing-song Italian' fashion. All was
hushed and silent in the saloon, while her
voice roge and fell over every supplication.
The cadenced tones came out to Lamar, and,
though he did not recognize the beautiful
words which they chanted, instinet made him
pause in his tread. He knew the end must
be at hand.  Meanwhile, Ermine lay white and
gilent as a lily in her lover’s arms, and, even
when the last supplication hiad died away, she
remained so motionless that Miss Novth's heart
staod still,

“ Frmine! " she said, leaning over.

But the soul had not yet gone. The lids-

lifted from the dark eyes—the light of affec-
tion flashed into them. She held out her arms
toward her faithful nurse.

"% Kiss mel” she faltered, gently, “I—I -

think it is very near.”
After this long embrace was over, she gave:
a Xind farewell to Luecia—whose passionate

“grief alone found vent in sobs—then, looking

up at Alan, she smiled fainily, and said—

1 Nix ! n N

Tn 2 fow minutes the dog was brought.
He seemed to know that something net usual

.was the malter, for he searcely needed his

master's warning, and placed his Jeonine paws
with great gentleness on the couch, For the
last time those slender, wasted arms went
round his magaive throat,

u Gond-bg, dear old fellow!" she said,
with loving tendernegs—and kissed him gently
between the &yes that were gazing at her with
such strange, wistful intelligence,

“ Let him' gtay,” she murmured, brokenly,
88 Alan tried to make him go away, *He re-
minds me of the old times—the dear old times!
Love, do you jremember them? Ah, how
happy we were I—Is it not something fo have
been so happy once?” - :

Then. the lids fell again, Her head lay on

his shoulder—for he had raised. her that she
might give her firewells—ond her pure, ala-

i
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baster cheek rested against his own, hot with
the fever which was consuming him. His
passionate kigses woke no flush on the white
gkin, kindled no fire on the sweet lips. Even
when he called her name in Jove's tenderest
tone, the dark lashes which veiled her eyes
scarcely trembled,

But now the sun had gone, and suddenly

" over the shining waters came the soft sound

of a bell chiming from the tower of an embow-
ered convent not far away. As Lucia sank on
her knecs, and Miss North involuntarily followed
her example, the lidy lifted once more from

those eyes which Alan had thought closed for.

&

ever, Feebly she raised her hand and made
the familiar sign of the cross. Her ear caught
the familiar words which Lucin was sobbing
forth. ‘When the verse was ended, she joined
softly in the © Ave.” T

“ Hail, Mary, full of grace—"

There the voice stopped—forever. The
lagt words she spoke on earth were the words
uttered eighteen hundred years sgo by the
angel of the Annunciation to the Holy Yirgin
of Nazareth, ‘

And so, while the whole world of faith
were on their knees, the tide ebbed gently
away upon the Unknown Sea,

THY  END.
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4
A STORY IN SIX CHAPTERS.

CHAPTER L

i“ VéONDER what she will be like ?'* gaid

pretty Rose Inglesby, half musingly,
half pettishly. *She might have had econ-
gideration enough to send one her photo-
graph! It ia very tantalizing to bhe expect.
ing a woman, and not even to know what she
looks like—mot even, in & general way, wheth-
er she is pretty or ugly. Suppose I toss wp a
sixpence, and decide that point at least by
heads and tafls? Mamma, have you o six-
pence # M

“Don’t he foolish, Rose,” answered Mra;
Ingleshy, placidly.

This was. Mra. Ingleshy's usual reply to
her daughter's usual flow of gay nonsense;
and on this occasion the remark had a de-
cidedly sedative effect. Miss Inglesby leaned

" back, yawned, and -said no move. The flies
hummed drowsily, the clock ticked obtrusive-
Iy, and for five minutes an utbroken silence
reigned in the bowery drawing.room, with

its lace curtaing and Indin matting, its grace-.

ful furniture, and cool, Venetion blinds. The
two Iadies, who were its only occupants, had
the width of the room between them; and,
although it was evident ‘that they were both
enduring that unpleasant expectation which
iz the same in kind, however much it may
differ in degree, whether » batile or o guest
i8 impending, yet it was also evident that they
hare this trying ordeal very differently. Mrs,

Inglesby—a model of the “fair, fat, and

forty ¥ type of good looks—seemad indemni-
fying herself for her broken sieste by a Iuxu.
rious rest in a deep fauteudl, while Bose—why
was seated in an inscruteble sehool-gir! fash.
iont in the corner of a sofa—did not keep still

 hut I skould think it was very probable.

for two consecutive seconds, At last, rest-
lessness prevailed over indolence, end with &
quick motion she roge to her feet, -

“This is Intolerable!” ghe said, *What
with the heat, and the waiting, and the un-
certainty, T am go nervous I don’t know what
to do with myself, Mamma™ (indignantly),
“I believe you are nbsolutely asleep!”

“No I am not,* gaid Mrs, Inglesby, in a -
suspiciously droivey tone of denisl.

“Y only wish I was!” gaid Rose; and
then she began pecing to and fro, As she
moved across the floor, practising various
teps, and various modes of earrying her
shoulders and arms, by way of passing the
time, she uddenly caught n glimpse of her-
self in a large mirror, and this glimpst made
ber pause. She stapped and gazed, fescinated,
ag any one else might bave been, by the frosh-
ness of her complexion, the grace of her fort-
ures, the gheen of her hair; and as che gazed
she ' smiled—first unconsciously at her own
loveliness, then consciously at her own vanity.

“ Mamma,” she said-—paused a moment,
considered, and finally went on—"‘ mamraa, I
wonder if she will be prettier than T am?*

# Prettier than you arel!™ echoed Mrs,
Ingleshy, with a start. ' Then she looked vip
ot her deughter, and it was essy to see from
the ¢oolness with which she went on that this
egregious want of modanty wad not uneommon
on Miss Ingleshy's part. “I can't say, Hose;
Bhe -
hzd quite a reputstion before she was married,
you know ; and Harry—poor fellow !—always
spoke of her a8 & great beauty,”

“I have something of a reputation, too,”
#aid Rose, still looking at herself in the glass’
“andif I married I am sure I should feel very
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badly if my husband did not think I was a
great beauty, Thank you for your informa-
tion, mamme ; but neither of those two points
is very novel or very conclusive. She really
might have had sufficient comsideration to
gend one her photograph,” repeated the
young lady, impatiently. * This uncertainty
will drive me distracted!"

“ Tan't that five o’clock striking? " asked
Mrs, Inglesby. “The train is due so soon
now that it would hardly be worth while to
go distrected, I think, Bose.”

4Tt ig due at 510, I believe,” s:ud
Rose.

This reflection sobered her, for she walked
to the window and looked out silently on the
broad street with ita rows of green shade-
trees, the golden sunshine streaming through
them, and the Iong shadows thrown mcross.
fhe made a pretty picture, standing by the
window in the green dimmess of its half-closed
blinds, with the lace curtains all around her,
and a hanging basket swinging just above her
head—such a pretty pieture that a gentleman,
who at this moment came down the quiet
street, pansed suddenly at sight of it, e
was a dark, slender man, of medium size, who,
a8 he paused, took off his hat and spoke in
the tone and with the manner of & familiar
acquaintance.

% Good - evening, Miss Inglesby, What
miracle Lave I to thank for the unexpected
pleasure of seeing you? It surely must have
been & miracle to bring you down from your
siesta at five o'clock on such an afternoon ag
this—the warmest of the season, éverybody
saya.”

# Good « evening, AT, Kennon,” returned
Miss Ingleshy, with a gmile and a blush.
4 You haven’t any miracle at all to thank for
sesing me. T oub short my slesta unwillingly

_ enough, I asaure youy and 1 only did so be-
cause we are expecting my sister-indaw this
afternoon,*

% Your sisterdin-law!” he repeated, siart-
ing slightly, ond, s it were, unconsciously,

“Yeg, my sisterinlaw, Is that a very
disagreenble anticipation? You look as if
you thought so.”

“ Did Ilook so? Well, it is disagreeable

go fap~—that T con't agk permission to ring

the door-bell and profit by your exemplary
virtue.”

“No, I am efreid you can’t. The train is
fue by this' time, and no doubt they will be

here very soom——more’s the pity !” added
she, with o grimace.

“Yes, the train is due,” smd he, glancing,
at his watch; “but it will be some time be-
fore your sister-in-la.w ean arrive — fifteen
minutes, at least, That gives me ten, I hope
I am not detaining you from any thing more
Pleasant ?”

“(Oh, not at all,” answered Rose, qmte
deaf to various significant sounds that were
proceeding from the part of the room where
her mother sat. “If you don’t mind stand-
ing on the pavement, I am sure I don't mind
standing here. It.’s rather entertaining, in
fact.”

“Come out on the balcony, then, won't
you? That Undine light is very becoming,
but I should like to shake hands, and I can't
well manage that across the baleony and
through the blinds,” .

“You will have to dispense with that
gratifiation, I fear. I cannot come out on
the balcony at this seorching hour of the day
~—{No, mamma—I have not an idea of going)
—and I must gay you look very comfortable
where you are, Mr, Kennon,”

“T am very comfortable,” seid Mr. Ken-
non—which in truth was not remarkable, as
he was leaning against a large elm, with his
face to the window and his back to the tree,
thus enjoying at his leisure the shade cast
freely down upon him, and the protty picture
arranged before bim, “I am very comfort-
able indeed; and I will unite usefulness to
comfort, by letting you know as soon as the
carringe contaning your sister-in-law comes.
in sight. Does your brother accompany
hert”

“ ¥y brother!” For an instant Rose-
opened her eyes.  “Qh, you are thinking of
my other sister-inJaw—my brother Robert's
wife. 'This is the widow of my brother who
is dead—my poor brother Harry. She i

't travelling alone, and papa -has gone down to.
‘the station to meet her.,- We have never

seen her,” proceeded the young Indy, waxing
quite. confidential. * Bhe and Harry met in
Europe, end were married there, and went
straight to Brazil, where he bad a position as.
engineer; and "—her voice fell—he died
there, When his wife came back, she went.
to her own friends, and so, though it i3 three
yeors since she returned, wo have never seen
her, and—0 Mr. Kennon, we do wonder so
much what she is like!”

ke
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# Do you? ™ said Mr. Kennon, “Iam a
fittle surprised at that, Of course most wom.
en have reason to be curiouz about another
woman ; but you need not fear a rival near
the throne.”

“ am not sure about that,” said Rosé, |

candidly. “Widows are very fascinating;
and T think I bave heard that she is a
beauty.”

“ Her beauty ought to be worn eff by this
time,” gnid Mr, Kennon, with the sneer that
often digfigared hiz handsome mouth., “Can

& woman bury hushands ad Libitum, and show

no sign of it? If there Is one populer be.
lief mors then another which fills me with
disgust, it is the belief that widows have any
attraction to men who do not prefer all their
goods and chattels second-hand,” he went on,
with a'bitterness which surprised Rose, yet
pleased her, too; thoughitwould have waked
the suspicion of a more worldly-wize woman,
“There is something about a widow that
smacks of the charnel-house,” he continued.
¢ Fither she loved her first husband, or she
did not—in either case, who cares to be his
guceessor ? " -

“ Then I suppose the elle veure of French
comedy has no atiraction to you?™ said
Rose, haif archly, half shyly,

He laun'hed -— not pleasantly, by auy
means.

“If ever I make up my mind to ma.rry

‘one,” he said, “I 'shall order my wedding-

coat from a pawnbroker‘s. . There would be
an exquisite fitness in the association of
things, But I think'I see the cerriage com.
ing—so your cé‘;oity with regard to this
particular widow will soon be gratified. I
hope she will prove every thing she should
be, and I hope you will let me come to see
you soon.”

He lifted his hat and bowed. But Ruse
did not return the salutation, She had tarned
to tell her mother that the expected guest
was nearat hand ; and, when she turned bick
again, he was already walking rapidly away.
She had meant to say something before he
went—something that would bring him back
soon—but it was teo Inte now. The ecarriage
was appmnchmg, and, even while Mrs, Togles-
by was saying, * You might really have some
regard for my wishes, Rose, in the matter of
encouraging that Mr. Xennon,” it drew wp
before the house. )

The two ladies went out at once to wel-

come the stranger, As they reached the
front door, they saw Colonel Ingleshy assist-
ing & tall, graceful woman in o long crape
veil, and & long black cloak, from the car-
riage. Rose's heart gave a bound. “A
beautiful figure, &t any rate,” she thought;
“and still in widow's weeds!™ The next
moment, there was the rush of reception and
gresting—hands clasped, kisses given, half-
uitered words spoken), a few tears shed, per
baps, for this visit cou}d not be other thar sad
in the thoughis and agsie
ened, aud, when #Il tRis subsided, the young
widow wes within her hushend’s home. )

“You would like to go to your own room &4
once, would you itot, my dear? " agked Mrs,
Ingleshy, as they entered the hail.

“Thank you, yes. I am very tired,” the

- gtranger answered, in a aweet voice.

8o she was borne away to the upper re-
gions, while Rose—who wig intengely curious
to see that veiled face-—found herself loft to
endure her ¢uriosity as best she might,

Bhe did not endure it very well. She was
impaiient and unsettled, and she roamed rest-
lesuly about the drawing-room waiting for
her mother to return, and quite unconscious
that Mre, Ingleshy had come down.stairs and
been absorbed into the dining-room, whence
proceedad, ever and anen, that friendly clatter
of dighes which speaks so confidently 8f
coming cheer. John was & good gervaat, but
rather stupid ; so hisniistress, who was natu-
rally anxious that, on the first day of the
stranger’s arrival, every thing should be right
and proper, had thought it best to go and
guperintend matters in person. Henoe, Miss
Inglesby fidgeted in the drawing-room quite

-alone; and hence, also, she went to the win-

dow and stretched her neck to gaze up and
down the street, in faint hope of ‘seeing Mr,
Kennon on the visible horizon, While she was
thus engaged, the rustle of a dress sounded
behind her, and a melodious veice said:

“Have I drifted into the right room?"
and, turnmg suddenly, she faced her sister-in.
law:

To & moment she saw what she was like,
and in a moment, too, her heart, without
rhyme or resson, senk down into her very
ghoes. *Yes, this is the right room,” she
ssid, “and I am very glad to see you. Pray
sit down." Meanwhile, she thought, % What
a vain fool I was to wonder if she would be
prettier than I'%m!™ In truth, Mre, Henry
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Ingleshy was & woman such a3 one does not
see very often, As ghe stood in the soft,
golden light, with her graceful figure, her
flowing dress of lustrélésa black silk, and the
folds of sheer white erepe at her meck and
wrists, she looked so queenly and imposing
that pretty, dainty Rose shrenk intc absclute
insignificanee beforaher, Then, what an ala-
baster complexion ; What statueaque fentures
what large, full eyes of the rare golden-brown
tint; what vich, heavy masses of magnificent
golden-brown hais! Aliogether, she was &
wothan whode beauty uo one could deny, a
woman born to lead hearts captive by right
divine of her witehing face, and & woman with
o fascination quite independent of these per-
sonal ‘gifts, a8 Rose horself was soon forced
to ncknowledge. ’ o
For, beginning with sofi; sad remembranees
_of the bright young engineer, who Bad been
the link hetween them, Mrs. Inglesby soom
won her way to thé gitl's heart. Ier man-
ners were very sweeb and gracious——a little
106 dignified, perhaps, for the taste of the
present day, bub very perfect, for all that;
. and -very well ¢aléulated to wear away, by
gentle degiees, the barriers of shyness and |
resepve, Thoughihedead * Harry* hod been
otily Rose’s half-brothier, she Was very tender
‘toward hig memory; atd, despite the beauty
which at first had startied her, was very well
disposed to like the wife of whom he had been
g0 proud, - The {wo were talking like old ac-
‘quaintances when Colonel Inglesby came in
aftér a while~a little shaken from his ordi-
navy Galm, & kitle subdued in his ordinary
manner; for, though hé had said nothing
about it, this visit was a irial to hiwm, recall-
‘ing, & it did, the son who had been, of all the.
-children, his favorite and pride. He was ve.
lieved ‘when he daw how matters were pro-
gressing, for Rose was an uncertain girl at
‘all times, and in hothing moré uneertain than
her likes and dislikes, It had beon a matter
“of doubt how ahe would receive the new gis-
-tenin-law; and, therefore, her father was re-
lieved to see that friendly relations wers al-
-ready established between them. Soon after
-hig entesmee Mrs, Inglesby appeared, and,
" preséntly, dinner wad anounced.

The evening which followed, though &
gtrictly dornestie, was far from a dull cne.
The Ingleshy houze wag, of all houses in Nor-
thorpe, the mest popular jn & social way;

and, though to-night not one of its: ugual vis-

itors rang the door-bell, or dropped in for the
“ holf-minute” that always lengthened into a

halfhour, or probably several heif-hours, no ~

one missed them, or felt time tedious because
of their absence. True, Rose locked once or
twice wigtfully toward the street, as a mascu-
line step rang on the pavement, of a maseu-
line voice floated through the window; but
ghe bore the unusugl isolation very well,
and even she acknowledged, when the even-
ing was over, that the new sisterdn-law was a
singularly charming person, What the latter
had said or done that was apecially attractive
aobody knew; bui that whatever she said or
did bad a grace of its own they all felt, AL
ter she had bidden them good-night, and re.
tired 0 her chamber, they each looked at the
chair whers she had lately sat, and where the
fragrance of her pregence still lingered, and
ench expressed, in different ways, the same
degree of admirsition.

“Poor Harryl—peor fellow!™ said.the
eolonel, rising and walling to and fro. *If
wag even harder on him than I thoughi—to
leave all his bright prospects in life, and such
s wife, so soon. I have not seen a3 fine a

woman—I don't know when' he went onm,

quite regardless thet his wife and daughter
were listening to him. T hope you will take
some lesgons from her, Rose. Her manners
are perfect.”

“They are very good, papa,” seid Rose,

with & alight toss of her head; ¢ but, as for

their perfection, that's all o matter of taste,
you kuow, Seme people might think my
manners perfect, and then I ghould be sgorry
that ¥ had changed them for-those of my sis-
terinlaw. She is ag pretiy 28 she well can

.be, however—don’t you think so, mamma?

Oh,if ¥ only had such & complexion, and such
a nose, and such eyes, and, above all, such a
figure, I should be happy—happier than 1
ever shall be again after seeing them in the
possession of another woman, and that woman
a widow!" .

. WYidows are usually considered very at-
tractive,” said Mrs. Ingleshy, In Der quiet
way. *“I remember, when I was young, I
used to be more afrald of them then of girls,
a great deal. Alice is 20 lovely; too—1X don’t
wonder poor Harry used to rave about her.
Bhe won't be & widow long—jyou may depend
.on that, Rozet” ‘

%74 don’t concern me one WRY OF A«
‘other,” s2id Rose, carelessly. “I like her very
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much-—3 great deal better than I expected—
and that is all. I believe I'll go to bed. I'm
a litile sleepy and tired, though I baven'i the
excuse of a journey, a3 Mrs. Ingleshy had,
By-the-way, I must meke up my mind beforé
to-morrow what I shall call her, *Sister’is
absurd, and I can’t say ‘Alice) She is far
too grand—I should much sooner think of
saying ‘ your majesty,'~~Good-night, papa. I

“ will practise monners, if you think I need im-

provement so badly,”

The spoiled c¢hild kissed her father, bade
her mother good-night, and went her way up-
stairs. When she entered her chamber, and
cloged the door, she walked straight to the
toilet-fable, turned up both jets of the gas,
and lopked at herself from head to foot in the
largef swinging mirror. This carefol: survey
lastéd /about ten minutes, then a satisfied
smile came over her face, and she nodded
complacently to the reflection smiling back at
her, *You don't lose so much by the com-
parison, after all,” she said. *“And Eemnon
admires little women—he told me so himaelf,”

i e
CHAPTER II.

Za: belle veuve, a3 Rose inwardly styled her
sister-in-law, made her appearance the next
morning in a “becoming frifle of & Marie

Stuart breakfast-cap, of the sheerest white

crape, which gave to her costume the last
possible touch of refined elegance, “Why
did Providence ever see fit to make such a
ravishing creature a widow ?” was Miss In
glesby’s thought, as she watched the graceful
entrance of the strapger, and exchanged a
moderately affectionate greeting with her.

“Am I early orlate?” asked the latier,
in her rich, sweet voloe~~the voice of a born
contralto. * You did not mention the break-
fast-hour last night, and I am always lazy on
the least, provocation.”

“You are early, as it chances,” said Rose, |
watching hor with unconscious ervy, and al |
most wishing herself » widow, that she might

be able to wear such anm jrresistible coif.
# Mamma is not down yet, and breakfast is
1ot ready.” . ;

“And are you always so early 7" asked
Murs. Inglesby, glancing at a hat and veil near
by, which bad appaiently just been laid aside.

 Not always, but T have baen 2 little un.
well this spring, and Dr. Rawdon advised a

walk before breakfast, so I tryit eccasion-
ally. There is a very plensant square near
ug, and it is alwaye deserted early in the
merning.  One might practise gymnasiies
there with perfect impunity.”

% Tndeed I " said “Mra, Inglesby, smiling,
“I am rather fond of o constitutional my.
gelf;”” she went on. “If you have no objec-
tion, 1 think I will join you some morning.”

“J—of eourge I shall be very glad,” said
Rose—but shé staramered, and, despite her-
gelf, leoked unmistakably dismayed.

This expression, guickly as it was ban-
ished, did not escape her sisterinlaw. The
beautiful brown eyes gave one keen glance
which Rose did not soon forge, and then, as .
a flush came over the delicate guelder.rose
complexion of the girl,"Mrs, Inglesby walked
to one of the low French windows which
overlooked a garden blooiming with the royal
beauiy of May.

“ What beautiful flowers yon have ! she
said. “I suppose the dew is gome by this
time, and one may-venture out with impunity 77

“ Jackson, our gardener, is =0 careful to
keep the walks clear of grass, that you need
not fear any amount of dew,” said Rose, fol-
lowing her, and unclosing the sash. -

They walked down the garden-paths to.
gether; but, while Mrs. Ingleshy was de.
lighted with the dewy freshness and fra.
grance of every thing around, and while she
stopped eontinually to edmireor gather some
tempting bud or halfblown blossom, Rose
seemed strangely indifferent to the winsome
charm of thége bright darlings of the spring.
She sauntered listlesaly along, and looked so
often in the direction of a house near by--a
lorge, handsome, old-fashioned houss, set in
o large, old-fashioned garden, which wag di.
vided by a high well from their own—that at
Ingt her gister-in-law remarked the fact.

“Who is your next-door heighber#" she
asked, “Being 5o near, you ought to bé so-
ciable.” S

“We have no next-door neighbor,” an:
swered Rose, & little shortly. ‘“Thé house is
unoocizpied.” ‘ o s

Mrs, Ingleshy stoppedin the act of pills
ing a Noisette bud, snd” looked at the housé.
in question. For an unoccupied dwelling it
certainly presentéd a strange appearance just
then—blinds were open, windows were fiised,
stir and moveDent werd plainly viefble within.
As she looked, & gentleman shewed hirnself
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at one of ;hJ open windows, and then hasiily
- vanished,

“I¥ your house is mot occupied, it must
be haunted,” said she, turning to Rose with a
“smile,

But Rose was frowning as she-gazed in
the same direetlon, and her compenion, whom?]

‘nothmg eseaped, saw that one tiny foot was
beating nervously on the gravel-path.

“The mew owner must ve. eome,” an.
gwered ehe, elmost bltﬁerly‘ “Whén T said
it was not occupled, ¥-mepiit that.the old man
who used to live there i3 dead and that his
nephew, who mhemts the piace, had not ar-
rivéd.”

8o it hag ehnnged/hands,” said Mrs. In-
gleshy, looking with considerable interést at
the etstely hoase over which the bright May
sunshive slanted as lovingly and gayly as if
no coffin lwl’ ever pasded across the thresh-
old “1 thmk I should hate to leave such a

- hop AWhat was the name of the old man
of w}mm you #peak ?*

4 He was an old wretch,” said Rose, vin.
dictively, “ and his name was Devereux,”

More than this ‘meagre information Mzs.
Inglesby did not receive. As Rose uttered
the last word, there came through the open
windows the clear, ringing sound of the
breakfagt-bell, and the two ladies retmced
their steps t6 th house,

The day passed very quietly, and so, like-
wise, did the evening, But again no visitors
. dropped ny and it ‘really geothed as if the
euﬁomy of Northorpe was to hé restrained
in aiinply herofe degree.”
evér, Roﬁe showed iupmistakble signs of
ennwi, < She strofled listlessly to end fro,

hainted the néighborhood of the front win. | -

dows, startéd whenever there was a step on
the pnvemaﬂt near ‘the door, and fuaily com.
mitted the ehiofmity of sn ‘undisguised yaws,
Somewliat eskaméd of this Jast achievement,
she went to thé' plano but, in the midst of
her very firt song, there ‘caine a sharp peal
of the door-bell that made her start and turh,
A'thometit Iiter Jobli pasaed through the hall
to witswer ‘the sumimcns, and Mrs, Henry Ii-
glesby, who was hstemng, with ‘exemplary
patience, t6 her mothier.inlaw'a placid stream
of ariall-talk, locked up with'a litle' interest
in the’ interrﬁptioh. As she lookéd up, her
eye -chanted to fall on Rose, and sométhing
in the gitls fice’ attracted her attention.
* Bhe was listening engerly-—listening withi lips

“This evenmg, how- |
“quiekly.
- left town ?

 glance with ber hushand,
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parted and oolor varying—to the sounds st
the frop&dbor to Jehn fumbling an instant
-or t\mm the handle before turning it, and to
o ¥giet—a round, jovizl voice—inquiring if
Gg}onel Inglesby and the ladies were at home.
The bright brown eyeg thet were watehing it
gaw & swift flush of vexation come over the
listening face, and the lips meet only to be
impatiently bitten. *Poor child!” theught
the elder and more experienced woman, * she
is looking for some man who has not
come.”

Somebody had come, however; for, be-
gides the voice aforesaid, & hat and stlck were
audibly deposited in the hell, and a stout old
gentleman, in & wig, soon made his appearance
at the open door.

He was greeted eordially by the colenel
ag " Brent,” and was plaicly an intimate friend,
from his own greetings to Mrs, Inglesby and
Rose.

When he was presented fo the young
stranger, he at once claimed the privilege of
shaking hands, on the score of having been
a life-long friend of her husband and her hus-
band's family.,

The bustle of reception being over, and
ull due compliments peid; hesat himself down
and plonged at onmce into social topics, in
which Rose alone seemed to take no interest.

- While he talked at one end of the room, she

went on playing at the other, and it was not

-unti}l the name of Kennon ceught her ear that
: she took her hands from the keys and turned
' round,

"% What was that, Mr. Brent #7 she asked,
“Did you say that Mr, Kennon has

“Y gaid he interided to leave,” said Mr.
Brent, while Mrs, Ingleshy exchanged a quick
“I met him on the
street to-day, and he told e that he was off

- —10 be gone a week, I think he said, But I

rather incline to think "—here the old gen-
tleman locked very sxgmﬁcnnt—“ that he hes
gone for good.”

“Why?" demended Rose, with ill-re-

: atmmed eagerness.

* ‘Mr. Breat glanced round at his andience
before he tapped his snuffhox gently, and zn.
sweted, with a smlle, “ Because Plnhp Deve-

4reux hmi arrive

* g eay that tlns item of news made a gen.
sation would be to state an extreme fact as
mildly as poggible, Whoever Mr, Philip
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" sion of the property,” eaid Mra, Ingleshy,

. with another “odious ¥ chuckle, * There’l]
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chenee,”

Devereux might be, it at least was evident ] if ke stays long enoui: to give them a fair

" that his arvival in Northorpe was a matter of
importance.
The colonel said: “Bless my soull you
“don’t say s0?" Murs. Inglesby dropped her
crochet-work and gaid: * Dear me! is it pos.
sible?" while Rose, turning first red and then
pale, uttered never a word.
“Devereux!” gald Mrs. Henry Ingleshy,
speaking quietly in the pause which ensued.
* Is not that the name of the person who lives
next door § i
“Ti was the mame of the persen who fived
next door,” ssid Mr. Brent, “ and——yes, ii is
the name of the person who doss live next
door. Mr. Devereux, the old gentleman—a,
fire old fellow he was, too—eh, Inglesby #—
is dead; but his nephew, who succeeds to
the preperty, and who, I was just saying, has
arrived in Northorpe, iz named Devereux
also.”
“It ia a good thing that the old name
won’t die out among us,” said Colonel In-
glesby, straightening himeelf back in his
chair.
“I thought T noticed a great commotion
of house-cleaning over there to.day,” said
Mrg, Inglesby, in her mild way; * but it
really did not occur to me that Philip Deve-
roux had arrived.—Dear me, colonel, you
must call. on him at once. We were such.
good friends with old Mr. Devereux ; and you
remember how he used to come sociably
through the garden of an evening to play
whist with us?®
“¥ shouldn’t be surprised if Mr. Philip-
Devereux learned to be sociable in the same
way—-to play something besides whist, per-
haps,” sald Mr. Brent, with a laugh and &
glance at Rose, both of which Rose ireated
with silent disdain.

. “Odicns old wreteh I" she thought to
hergelf ; but she would not gratify him by
deigning to resent the point of his feeble kit
tle joke.’

" “QF course ke hag come to take posses.

after a minute. *But will he—a young man
and a bachelor—live in that rambling old
house, Mr. Brent?” :

“He needn’t always be a bauhelor, you
know; my dear madam,” answered Mr. Brent,

be caps enough pulled for him among the

“He may sell the real estate,” hazarded
the colonel, *Unless he does mean to marry
and settle down, such a young man would
scarcely care for that kind of property.”

“That is more than I can tell you,” said
Mr. Brent, Nobody knows—I doubt even if
he kuows himself—his finel intentions about
the property. A very fine property,” pur-
sued he, “and a very fine young men to
inkerit it. No comparison between him and
o reckless ndventurer like Kennon, eh ?”

Before the colonel could give the assent
which was plainly expected, down came a mu-
gie-book on the pisno-keys with o crash, and
Mies Ingleshy rose to address the eompany,

“That is the way of the world1" ghe
eried, with & ring of genulne indignation in
her voice. * Everybody id always against the
unfortunaie, snd—and always ready to eall
them names, T don’t suppose that Mr, Ken-
non i3 any more of an adventurer than all
-poor men are obliged to be; and, if ke had
obtained the fortune, Mr. Brent, you would
#ay of him exactly what you now say of
Mr, Devereuz!™
There was quite n pause afier this, No-
body answered the impetuous girl. The
three old people looked at each other, while
Rose looked at them; and, if anybody had -
‘glanced aside at Mrs. Henry Inglesby, he
would have seem that she was smiling a
peeuliar sort of smile to herself as she bent
her face down over & photograph-album which
the had taken up,

It was Mr, Brent who spoke firat, mdul-
gently and Lindly, es one might epeak ito a
child,

“Thut's hardly a fair conclusion, Rose,
when T say of Kennon only what every.
body said long before his grandfather's death,
and befors the syit about the property was

-decided. Everybody knows, too, that he has
{ only himzelf to thank that his cousin inherits

the estate. Mr. Dovereux. would never have
diginberited bih granifeon for his nephew if
ke had not had good resson for it."

“His mind was poisoned against Mr.
Kennon,” ssid Rose, with the promptness of
one who has learned & lesson and knows it
by heart,

“Nobody who knew him is likely to credit
that,” answered the old gentleman, with a

girls of Northorpe, you may be sure=that is, shrug ¥ There never was a juster man, or &




122 MIES INGLESBY'S BISTER-IN-LAW.

man less Ykely to be deceived, Tt must have
gone bard with him when he was obliged to
leave the bulk of his fortune away from hig
own grandson ; but I doubt if anybody whe
knowe eroy thing about Laurenca Kermon
could blame him.”

He spoke the last words gravely; then,
before Rose could reply, turned to the colonel
and proposed o game of whist, ‘

. “We are four, he said, “even if Mrs,
Inglesby "-—glancing at the -siately young
widow= does not play.”

As it chanced, however, Mrs, Ingleshy did
play, and willingly agreed to take a hand.

fo the card-table was brought forward,
and the quartet sat down-—Colonel Ingleshy
claiming his daaghterdnlaw as partner, and
bidding Rose give them some music as ae-
compéniment.

The girl obeyed, playing waltzes, galops,
ond the like, for some time; but at last the
gay siraing ceased, and, when her father
looked up at the close of a hard-fought game,
the piano-staol was vacant, and the musician
goney

Beveral days went by, and the ilde of
Northorpe society flowed in again -upon the
" Inglesby family, receiving, indeed, an. unusual
‘iapetus from Northorpe euriosity to see the

beautiful young widow, concerning whom

many good judges of beauty had already he-
gun o rave.

“How does Rose like » rival 50 near the
throne " people asked each other, shrugging
their shoulders ; hut as yet nobody could say
that Rose showed any signs of uneaginess or
Jjenlousy. ‘

Tt was rather providential, from n social
point of view, that just in this Janguid sum.

- mer weather, #wo sensations came to Nor
thorpe at the same time—i. 6., Mrs. Ingleshy
and Mr, Devereus.

According to the apmt of the gallant
French proverb, we have given precedence to
the lady ; but the popular mind arvanged the
matter just the other way.

During these days Mr. Devercux was the
theme of every visitor who cime in stats, or
droppet in socizbly ot the Inglesby house.

“I am sick of his very name,” Rose de-
clared, pussionately ; while even her sister-in-
lnw, who said nothing, began to look a little
weary when the threadbare subject was agaln,
and yet again, lugged to the front of conver-
sation.

But Mrs, Ingleshy did not weary of it;
and seemed to feel as much interest as the
rest of Northorpe in penetrating the shell of
teserve which, provokingly enough, Mr. Deve-
reux had seen fit to draw around himself. He
mingled fieely enough with men, but to ladies
he was an enigma who deliberately avoided
theiv seciety.

“ Very pleasant fellow, mdeed but shy as
a girl,” was the verdict of all the gentlemen
who had called on him and been received
with courteous cordiality ; but the invitations
which gociety showered upon him had go far
been persistently declined. It was of no use
at 21l to worship the rising sun when he ob-
stinately refused to let his rays shine upon
them.

“ Laurence Kennon would kave done bet-
ter than that,”” people said, indignantly ; which
was going very far indeed, since, as a general
rule, Northorpe held Lourence Kermon in
holy horror,

At last, however, telief ceme to the af
{licted community.

“A certain Mrs, Reynolds, who waa the ac.
knowledged leader of faghion in Northorpe,
retgrned from a visit of some weeks in a
neighboring town, end announced her inten-
tion of storming Mr. Devereux's castle in
person,

“ Hie mother was a dear friend of mwine”
said this lady—who Dbelonged to that benevo-
lent class who have * dear friends” in every
direction—* and I mean to bring her son for-
ward. Tt will never do to let him make &
hermit of himself like this, Shy men néed
to be forced into society. T shall give a din-
ner next Thursday, and take no denial with re-
gard to his appearance,”

This gratifying mtelhgence spread like
wild-fire through goclety; and, when the in-
vitations to dinner appeared in due form, it
threw all dinner-going Northorpe into a twit-
ter of excitement, for, knowing their leader,
they knew well thai the matter—the Devercux
appearance, that is—was an accomplished
fact.

It was during this momentous time that
Mrs. Henry Inglesby (whom, to ont a trouble-

wog slone one morping in her room, when
there came a slight, hesitating knock af the
door. When she said *Come in,” the door

slowly opened, and her mother-in-law stood

1 on the threshold.

gome title short, we ghall hereafter call Alice)}
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“ Excuse me, my dear,” she said, hurried-

ly, “but here is & note which I brought for-

you te read. Ishould not have disturbed you,
only it must be answered at onge,” ’

She came in, and, closing the door behind
her, extended an open note. Alice received
it, and, pglancing over the few lines which it
contained, found that it was an invitation to
the dinner, from Mrs. Reynolds, who had
called on herself the preceding day.

*This ig for you to decide,” she said] after

a minute, My declsion will depend elﬁtlrely :

on yours. Do you mean to go?”

“ My dear, that i3 exacily what I came to
see you-about,” said Mrs. Ingleshy, solewnly,
whereupon she sat down and heaved a sigh,
“ Rose is the best girl in the world,” she went
on, “but she is very wilful sometimes—so
wilful ¢hat neither ber father nor myself ¢an
do any thing with her. You would scarcely
believe that, for half an hour, I have been
trying to induce her to accept this invitation,

and that she absolutely declarcs she will not |

dogol” ‘
She pansed after this statement;| but

Alice’s only reply was a slight arch of the

eyebrows, She had been long enough in the
Ingleshy household to find no difficulty what-
ever about crediting the assertion,

“It is quite true,” said Mrs, Inglesby, in
veply to this little token of attention, “Now,
for a particular reason, I am very anxious
that she should accept it, and—and-~hut, my
dear, ¥ may speak to you in confidence, may
Inot? Well"-—when Alice had assured her
that she might—*“the truth is, that a gentle-
man whom I desire very much that she should
meet is to be at this dinner; and, if she does
not go, she will lose the best opportunity of
atiracting his attemtion. Other girls will be
there, you know; and, though Rose is the
belle of Northorpe, siill, my dear, there’s
nothing like heing firat in the field, especially
when & young man i a stranger in a strange
place.”

“T suppose the gentleman is Mr. Deve-
reux?” said Alice, who had not listened for
nothing to all Northorpe's stream of conver-
sation. o

“Yes, it is Mr, Dovereux,” said Mrs, In-
glesby, blushing o little. “But” ghe went
on, hurriedly, “T muzt not let yon think that
it is only becanss he has inherited o fortune
that I want Rose to attract him, He is'a
young man of whom everybody speaks well,"

said ithe mother, looking pathetically into the
beautiful eyes bent on her, “He is steady
and well-principled, and he would make a
good husband for Rose; while, oh, my dear,
my heort aches to thick she may be led away
to marry o man who is none of these thinga!™ °

“Let us hope not,” eaid Alice, touched by
the tone of these last few words. Then her
voice grew guiet and indifferent again, as she
added: “I suppose you mean that she may
be led away to marry Mr. Kennon ?”

“Yes, I mean that,” said Mrs. Ingleshy,
too full of her subject to womder at this
knowledge of it in & stranger, “Rose scems.
infatuated abouy him, while he—my dear, I
am confident that be is nothing but & fortune-
hunter, who, because she is an heiress—my
fortone was all settled on her, you know—
thinks he will be doing well to marry her,”

“Some men whe are fortune-hunters make
tolerably good husbands,” said AIlee, in a
cold, abstracted way.

“But this man iz a wreteh1” said Mrs.
Ingleshy, indignantly, *You have no idea
what ke is. Why, he acted so badly that his
grandfather disinherited him, and left his es-
tate to Mr. Deverenx. And ¢tha? man for my
Rose! I—I had almost rather see her in her
grave,” ‘

, “Think twice about that” said Alice,
quietly. ‘‘Rvery thing in the world loaves
room for hope, excepting death, you know.
I seé your difficulty, and I appreciate your
confidence. Tell me how I can help you, and
I will do it.” )

In her own way, Mrs, Ingleshy told her,
and, after & good deal of guestioning, Alice
arrived ut a knowledge of the service she waa.
requested to render, In brief, it was this—
that the invitation of Mrs, Reynolds should
be agcepted by herself‘ but that Mrs, Ingles-
by should decline going—an atiack of rheu-
matism from which the colonel was suﬂ‘etmg
giving her a convenient exeuse for remaining:
at home, In this case, Rose was placed in an
awkward dilemma. Either she must be guilty
of the rudeness of allowing her sisterinlaw
to make a first appearance in Northorpe so-
ciety quite alone, or she must ehange her.
mind and accept the invitation, Alice having
given her consent, Mrs. Ingleshy went to place:
the matier befora the young Insurgent, and
soon returned with o submizsion in due form.
The invitation was, therefore, accepted; and,
the prineipal points being settled, all other
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issues were allowed to rest until Thursdey—
the day of the dinner—should arrive,

e e

<+ CHAPTER HI

WheN Thursdoy at last arrived, it brought-
quite an assemblage of guests into Mras, Rey-
noldy’s drawingroom. Northorpe was not
ouly a flourishing place, but it was also an
extremely fashionable plece, and, as has been
gaid hefore, of all the fashion in Northorpe
Mrs, Reynolds was the acknowledged leader,
It catnot be eaying too much to hazard the
agsertion that, on the Thursday in question,
thia lady was & very happy woman. She was
not only giving a dinner, such 23 no one in
Northorpe besides herself could give, but she
had secured for this dinner the persons of all
others concerning whom Northorpe wes moat
full of curious speculation, Then, the beau-
tiful Mrs, Inglesby would also make her first
appearance in public on this occasion; and,
if Mra. Reynolds had been a euchre-player,
she would. certainly have said that, if Mr.
Devereux was her right bower, Mrs. Inglesby
was her left,

The gentleman was the first on the field
of action, and was made warmly welcome by
Mrs, Reynolds. When he wes presented to
the asgembled guests, they ell expressed their
pleasure in extremely flattering terms; but
they all acknowledged to themselves that Mr,
Deverédux was by no meang so distinguished
in sppearance as they had been induced to
expect—why, it ia hard to say—that hie would
be. It is. true thet he was tall, and that he
hed a well-built fizure—two trump-cards in
the popular estimation of good looks-—but his
manners :were reserved in- the extreme, and
his face was of that excessive fairness which,
blotting out all tints, leaves only the beauty
of feature and expression. In this case, the
features were very indifferent, and the ex-
pression, like the manner, very reserved. A
physiognomist, Jooking at the face, might
have geen that it would light up well, that the
gray eyes wounld grow luminony under ex-
citement, and the guiet mouth break into
pleasant smiles. But people in general
thought the countenange dull sa well a8
plain; and, if its gwner had Dot been & per-
son of importance, would not have hesitated
40 express this opinion, He gave them good
'oppoftunity.tﬂ scrutinize his appearance; for,

instead of devoting himsédlf to the entertain-
ment of zome of the ladies who were moment.
ly growing more numerous, he kept his place
by Mrs, Reynolds's chair, leaning against one
eorner of the mantel, eying the gay company
with the gaze of a contemplative recluse, and
looking, as more than ome young lady de-
clared, “the very picture of a difident man.”

Suddenly, however, there arose a diversion
~—suddenly, for a moment, even Mr, Devereux
was forgotten. At the door there was a stir,
in the room there fell a pause, and while
everybody was gezing eagerly around, Rose
Inglesby and her-stately sisterdn.law swept
up the long drawing-room.

Mrs, Reynolds met them halfway with
great empresgement, and, while her greetings
wers made, & whisper of irrepressible ad-
miration was passing from group to group.
“1g ghe fiot superb?” “How dazzling she
looks to-night!® * Thetis my ides of o beau-
tiful woman!1” “What graceful manners!'
ete., ete.—men end women rivalling each
other in open, honest praice. For once, no-
body even noticed Rose. Pretly as she was
Tooking, chermingly a8 she was dressed, the
belle of Northorpe obtained scarcely & glance
in the seene of her own tricmphe end in
the midst of her own vassals. No eye left
Mrs, Inglesby to dwell on the dainty, blue-
robed girl beside her. *Rose looks very nice-
1y,”* was all that people said; and they only
snid that after'a time, with a stary of recollec-
tion. :

If Mr, Devereux made only a guestionable
success, Mrs. Inglesby created a sensation.
Mrs. Reynolds was fairly besieged for intro-
duetions; and before leng the young widow's
gracious manners had completed what her
beauty had begin, Every woman in the
room was charmed, and every man was at her
feet, The finishing touch to this suceess was
given when the duty of taking her in to din-
ner devolved on Mr. Deverenx; and, heving
thus safely paired off her lions, Mra. Reynolds
felt the ease and repose of a well-satisfied
conscicnce,

At first Alice fell into the common error
of taking Mr, Devereux's quietness for stu.
pidity, and pitching the tone of her conversa-
tion sccordingly. But she was too clever a
woman not to learn better than this from his
firgt remark, and in a few minutes she had
drawn him cut sefficiently to see that his re-

serve was not uncongnereble, nor hie quiet-
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ness of that troublesome kind which degen-
erates into heaviness. Ho was a cultivated
man himself, but it had been his miglfortune
to kunow very little of the society of cultivated

people; 80, a woman who was young and

beautiful, with sense enough io meet him on
his own ground, and lightness enough to lend

. grace to the dullest themes, was & phenome.

non fo which he bowed at once, Before din.

-ner was over, Rose saw how matters were

drifting, And, though she had angrily re-
pelled the idea of attracting Mr. Devereux,
and had even gone so far as to declare that
she would have nothing whatevet to say to
him, she felt a throb of genvine disappoiat.

- ment that she was not io have the opportunity

of showing that she did not care for the at-
tenticns of this desirable cavalier,

Befbre the evening wag over, everybody
saw that Mr, Devereux was quite captivated
by the beautiful widow. He did not ahso-
lutely spend the whole time at her side; but,
whenever he was with anybody else, ho re-
lapsed into his usual reserve and silence,
proving such a very unsatisfactory companion
that several young ladics were reduced to the
verge of despair by a total exhaustion of their
conversational idess, It wes only when he
was again under the influence of Mrs, Ingles-
by, that he revived and became once more a
genial and plezsant companion, ' Of course
there was but one explanation for a state of
affairs like thiz; and that explanation the
company in Mrs, Reynolds's drawingroom
were not slow to give, “Your handsome
sister-in-law has accomplished what all the
young ladieg in Northorpe promised them.
selves the pleasure of doing,” said an c%
Iady to Rose; and Rose made the most foo
igh speech in the world when she answered:
“I beg you will make one exception when youn
gpeak of the young ladies of Northorpe, Mrs.
Holmes, [7have neither promised myself the
pleasuré, nor felt any desire to attract Mr,
Devereux.”” “ Ob, my dear, you can’t sup-
pose that I was thinking of you,” said Mrs,
Holmes, apologetically. And in truth she
had pet been thinking of Rose at all, know-
ing that she was an helress, and therefore
quite able to please herself in a matrimonial
way. But, after this speech, her eyes were
suddenly opened. Soon everybody in the
room knew that * Rose Inglesby was reedy
to bite off her sister-in-law’s head becanse she
had seenred Mr. Devereus,”

Great was Mrs, Tnglesby’s dismay when
ahe heard how matters had goue on that
momentous evening. Too late she recognized
her own folly, too late she felt that she would
have given any thing to undo her own work.
| It is the highest compliment to the good
lady’s simplicity to say that such a fear as
this had mnever entered her head. Rose,in
her eyes, was invincible, and ghe had boldly
thrown Rose in juxtapesition with a woman
whom any ordinary mother would have avoid.
ed as men avold the plague—a woman of
beauty so remarkoble, of attractions so great,
that no girl could safely heve encountered
heras a rival. When Rose made her mali-
eious report of how the fortunes of the night
bad gone, Mrs. Inglesby could freely have
choked hergelf, if choking herself would at
all have mended matters. But, as that was
out of the question, she could only think,
“Perhaps he will change his mind when he
sees Rose by daylight,”

The fallacy of this hope was soon demon-
strated, Two days Iater, Mr, Devereux called
‘——gupporied by the liberal aid and counte-
nence of Mrs. Reynolds—saw Rose by day-
light, and barely said six commonplace, civil
words to her. It is impossible to be very
devoted in the course of & ceremonious morn-
ing call; but, a3 much as"was possible, he de-
voted himself to Alice, His eyes followed
her, his whole aitention wus engrossed by
her; and, when he left, Mrs. Ingleshy was
Jjustified in her despairing thought—* It is
all over. That dreadful Eennon is inevita.
ble.”

A week pagsed; another week followed,
and still the dreadful Kennon bad not made

8 appearance. Some people smiled, and

id he would not come back at ell, that he

ad no desire to see his consin hasking in
the prosperity which might have been his
own,and that he had guietly taken himself -
off the scene. Others thought differently;
and among the latter was Miss Ingleshy.-
Rose kept her opinion to herself; but, in her
own mind, she was firmly persuaded that
Kennon would return, That fand of vénity,
which often siands a woman in good stead, -
assured her that he would come back, if only
for the favewell that had not been seid, for
the last words that had not been spoken.
“He might leave Northorpe in this ungra-
clous way, but he never would leave ma,” she

thonght, considering the while what a pleas-
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are it would be to ghow him that she af least
-did not court Mr. Devereux's society, nor de-
gire Lis attentions, True, it would be several
degrees better if sho could show him that
these attentions had been at her command,
.and’ that she had declined them; but, since
this wis imposeible, she was fain to console
‘hergelf with the thought that it was at least
‘the more dignified position never to have re-
«ceived them—never, a8 she fiattered herself,
o heve eppeared conscious of Mr.-Devercux’s
-axistence,

This ' dignified pose, however, becamo
rather trying and awkward, as time wext on,
and, the ice having once been broken, Mr.
Devereux found hig way very frequently into
the Inglesby circle. At firat he came like
.every other visitor, in orthodox and formal
faghion, through the front-deor; but before
long he discovered that a ghort cut through
the garden was muech more convenient, and
that it was very pleasant indeed to drop intea
sort of ami de lo maizon place in the bowery
drawing-room, full of the scent of roses, the
graceful pregence of women, music now and
then, bright smiles and social ease always.
Despite her bitter disappointment, Mrs, In-
lesby could not help liking: the young man.
He was go guiet, so unobirusive, so thorough-
Jy refined, go genin], when he once fairly
thawed. “Ob, if he would only fall in love
with Rese!” she said to her hugband. DBut,
‘provokingly enough, the colonel seemed ex-
wetlently well satisfled with matters as they
were,

«He's o trifle too grave and dignified for
a butterfly lile Rose,” he gaid. I think he
shows hie genze and his taste in choosing
Alice. She’s a grand creature, and, by
George! any man might be proud to win her.
‘There i@ nothing I should like better than to
gee her setfled with us for life—just over the
way, in that fine 'old Devereux house, foo!"

“The house where I have always hoped
to see Rose!? said Mra, Inglesby, in o tone
of exaspemtion

T4 was trying to the poor woman, beyond
doubt--and the more trying because ahe hed
100 sympathy from anybody, unless, indged

{08 she often imagined), there was sympathy’

in Alice’s large, golden-brown eyes. M,
Devereux’s devotion to the fair, young wid-
ow hecame, in a -short time, exceedingly
Ianifest, but it was impossible for the most
<arping tongue in Northorpe to say thet she

% gncouraged ™ him, Neither did she repel hig
attentions. The gentle stateliness, the ab-
solutely perfect courtesy of her manner, was
the same to him as to every one elge—a trifle
warmer, perhaps, because of the fumiliar po-
sition which he had gained, and also because
she liked him sincerely.

little sore aboumi the unconscioug yet most
gucoessful rivalry of her sister-inlow. Every-
body in Northorpe was raving over * that
beautiful Mrs. Inglesby,” and Roge would not
have been human if she had not felt that it
was o little hard. Her own friends, her own
admirers, her own vassals, were offering their
incense at another shrine before her wery
face. “I cant see why o woman should not
be satisfied with having had one husband | "
thought the girl, resentfully, as ghe walched
some of these acenes of homage. “Jthink

widows ought to shut themselves up in con-

vents, or spend their lives doing good to the
poor, instead of looking ravishingly lovely in
black silk and white erape, and Marie-Stuart
caps, to—to turn silly people’s heads! ™

It was a matter of satisfaction during this
time that Kennen did not swell the number
of these silly people. - Often when Rose wag
worn out with the manper in which every-
body chanted the praises of ber sisterdn-law,
there was & very great and sensible satisface
tion in recalling these bitter words concern-
ing widows which Kennon had spoken when

the girl was not enough of a womean of the
world to snspect what might underlie this
bitterness., She only smiled to herself as she
thought thers was no fear that ke would ever
gwell the new heanty’s train! Bhe might en-
tgnare the rich eousin, but the poor one eould
be trusted to withstand her fascinations. -

It was about this time that Mr. Devereux
came to Mrs, Inglesby one day and asked if
ghe would be kind enough to do the honers
of an entertainment which he had thoughts
of giving. *It i3 not a pleasant thing to do,”
he said; “but T have been very hospitably
received in Northorpe, and 2 retwn is only
courteons. Besides, since T intend to live
here, I—perhaps I should begin to cultivate
-gociety a little.* Mrs, Inglesby agreed that
this was entirely right, and, smothering a
sigh, asked what kind of entertainment he
wighed to give.

%1 leave all that to you,” said he, looking

Rose, on her part, could not help feeling a -

she sew him last, As wes said at the time,
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a little puzzled ; ¢ but I thought of a dinner,
and a—a dance, perhaps, in the evening.”
“That is just the thing,” said Mrs. Ingles.
by; “bat you must not ask me to do the
haonors of the occasion, Yon must go to Mra,
Reynolds. Bhe would be mortally offended
if you did not ask her; and she has so much

~ taste that, if you give her carte blanche, she

will arrange something very charming for
you," '

“PBut I would rather you managed the of-
fair,** said the young man, simply.

She shook her head, Inughing,

#1 have too much regerd for your inter-

est to do it,” she said, “I could arrange

tho domestic part of your entertainment—
and I will give you any assistance in my
power — but, for the social part, you need
somehady like Mrs, Reynolds.”

“Won't you plead for me?" said he,
turning to Alice and Rose. #Mrs, Reynolds
will simply extinguish me.” ‘

But he found that therc was no appeal,
Everybody decided against him, and =aid that
Mrs. Reynolds was the only person for the
occasion ; 80, he wus forced to submit, and,
with what grace he could muster, go and lay
his petition before that gocial soversign,

It was very graciously received and
granted, All was grist, in the secial way,
that eame to Mrs, Reynolds’s mill ; and soon
Northorpe rang with the anticipated féfe, and
the splendor of the preparations which were
in progress at the Devereux house. For the.
space of an entive fortnight every thing with-
in the etaid old mansion was turned upside

. down in the most complete and exasperati
~ monner.  Sounds of hammering resounded

all over the neighborhood, Ouriains, car-
pets, furnitare, all were renovated and ehanged,
Having obtained entrance into the house,
Mrs. Reynolds found it delightful to give her
taste (which was certainly excellent, though
rather extravagant) full rein for once. Par-
titions were knocked down, and partitions
were put up — the quict old rooms scarcely
knew themselves In thelr bright, new guise,
Asg for Devereux, having called down the
infliction upon his own head, he felt that
there wos hohope of redress, no refuge bus
submission. He might, however, have igno-
miniously flad, or ended his exiztence with
prugsic acld, if he had not possessed the
quiet retreat of the Ingleshy house, and the
Inglesby garden. But, coming over in the

dewy softness of the summer evening, and
pacing by Alice’s side up and down the green
paths, with the fragrant roses blooming all:
around, the stars faintly gleaming into sight,
and o mocking-bird singing = sweet Jove-
song in the jasmine-hedge, he couvld almast,
forget his troubles, he could regard cerpen-
ters and upholsterers without enmity, he
eould even cover with the mantle of Chria-
tian charity-the whole race of “ soolety-lead-
ers.”

When' at last the day of trial came, he
girded himself wp like 2 soldier going to
battle, and really sequitted himself so well
that he surprised everybody. Alice, in espe-
cial, wag charmed with his bearmg-—-lts quigt
digmty and graceful gourtesy, :

“You don't know what credit you have
done yourself,” she said to him with a smile, -
when he came to her after dinner,

“ You don't know whai agonies of chynesa
I have endured,” he answered, .

“And conquered,” she added, with a
glance of apprebation that would have repaid
him for any thing, '

“ You are very good to say 30, he replied,
gratefully, * DBut, since duby ia over, pleasure
ought to follow, Will you let me name my
reward, and—give it to me? "

% You are at liberty to name it, of ecourse ;
but how can I give it to you? "

She looked af him so kindly as she ut-
tered the last words, that he did not lapse
into the diffidence with which a cold or a
flippant reply would assuredly have over-
whelmed him,

“T have a friend who is an artist at Dus-
seldorf,” he #aid, * and by my request he gent
me several paintings, which I have received
within the last few days. They all have
great merit; but one, in especial, I should
like to show you, It is an exquisite bit of
Thuringian landscape. I have hung it in the
Lbrary for the present. If you would come
and let me show i to you—="

“Bo it 18 a pleasure you mean te gwe
me” she said. “T thought it was to be the
other way. But, of course, I shell be very
glad to come.” - :

By speeial stipulation, the library had not
been included in the traneformation which
the rest of the houso had undergone. About
it, therefore, still hung the mellow aroma of
age. It looked vBry inviting when they én
tered-with its books and pictures, and white
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busts gleaming in the shaded lamplight.
The windows were all set wide open to the
soft summer night, while the fragrance of
roses, jagmine, and honeysuckle, wae wafted
in on the night breeze, and seemed to fill
every corner of the room. i

' Rerfioving the shade from one of the lamps,
Devereux held it up ‘so that she could see
the picture of which he-had spoken, Bhe
had no special prepossession toward art, but
her culture Lad been ivo thorough for ber
not to cordially recognize and fully appreciate
excellence in this respect. She praised the
picture——which was truly worth praising—as
much as he could possibly have desired.
Then she hegan to look about the room.
Some of its old femily portraits elicited her
admiration-in the very old time, family por-
traits were not always deubs—and then she
began to examine various Fronch and German
engravings hung here and there in nooks and
COrRers, .

% 8o this is where you write!” said she,
pauaing before a iable upon which signs of
literary occupation were to be seen. “ What
& plensant place for authorship—at leisure!
You ought to be a poet, Mr, Devereux, sit-
ting in this charming old library, with a
roge-garden under your window, and a view
of lovely scenery heyond! But what is this
hanging over your table?”

-#Qunly an enpraving X found ameng my
things the other day,” answered he., “I
hurnig it here because I thonght-—or I fancied

~ethat the fominine figure resembled your-
Self.” .
“Indeed!” said she, smiling. “In that
case, I must see it more closely.”
. He held the light for her, and she saw
that it was & scene such as some of the mi.
nor English artists are rather fond of paint-
ing. Evenin the engraving, it showed con-
giderable art and skill, A fair, stately woman
dressed in widow's weeds—n woman whose
general appearance was so like her own that
the resemblance was patent even o herself—
stood in & church-yard by a large white mar-
ble cross that marked the head of a freshly-
made grave. It was evident that she had
Jjust arizen from her ‘knees, for the grass was
bent down all around her, but the proud, ex-
prespive dignity of her attitude was match-
less, though there was & certain pathos on
the lines of the steadfast fale, A strong con-
trast was made by the figure at the-other end

of the grave—a slender, handsome man, who
stood with folded armg fixing on her a glance
of fierce passion and fierce disdain. The
background of the piciure framed these fig.
ures admirably. There were green yews
drooping over an old Gothic church, quiet
graves and crosses hung with wreaths of im-
mortelles,

“Tt is & good picture, and, I should think,
well painted,” sald Alice, at’ last; “but I
don’t like the subject. There is something
repulsive about a love.scene in a grave-
yard.”

“Do you call #hef a love-scene ? " asked

| Devereux, in surprise, *I should cell it any

thing else. It ig evident that he is an old
lover whom the lady had forgotten or re-
jected ; but it is also evident that he has
come not to sue, but io upbraid. See, how-
ever, the magnificent repose and dignity of
her whole face and manner! That is what
reminds me #o much of you,” .

"% You flatter me,” she said, smiling. But
she moved away from the picture, as if she
did not like to look at it.

“Take my advice,” she said, after a min.
ute, “Hang this exquisite head of 8t. Jobn
over your writing-table, instead of that scene
which leaves one in doubt who was right or
who was wrong, and gives no clew to the re-
gult of the dramatic situstion.” ‘

‘% Uncertainty is not always the worst
evil,” said he, half sadly. ‘There are many
others much worse. Sometimes certainty is
one of them.” )

She answered nothing, but moved on a

little farther, and paused before one of the *

open windows, gazing out on the fragrant
stillness of the summer night. She Iooked
like a fair dream-lady in her sweeping white
dress, yet her pulses were beating very
quickly, and the atmosphere about her
seemed full of a certain thrill, She knew
that a word—nay, a glance—would bring
tpon her the issue which she had fully ex-

pected to meet that night. But, somehow,

thig picture had unnerved her, and she could
not resolve to meet it. Old memories came
back with atrange force. Something in the
datk, scornful face of the man at the foot of
the grave—-something of expression, not of
feature~had wakened much which she had
thought long since dead. For onoe her usual
stately gell-control did not come at her call,
Devereux, for his part, feli chilled by her

“
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gudden silence and reserve. Hiy heart sank
~he feared more than he hoped. He hesi-
tated-~doubted—asked himself if he had not
better wait,

They were still standing apart in this way
when & whist-gquartet came in, and the oppor-
tunity was lost, E

—
CHAPTER IV.

“Ir there i3 a bore in this world greater
than the bore of going to see ‘ views,’ I don’t
know what it i31” said Rose Ingleshy, as
she eat at the breakfast-table in her riding.
habit, eating her muffing end drinking her
coffee with the air of a martyr. “I hate
seeneryl’” the young heretic went on vi-
ciously] “and of all kinds of scenery I think
I-hate cascades most. There ia no end to
the shoes I have worn out over those abomi-
nable rocks—you need nof laugh, papa! You
really haven't an idea what it i3 to be made a
victim in thiz way.”

“My dear child, why don’t you stay at
home, then?” asked Mrs. Inglesby, mild-
Iy. - ' .
“ That is just like you, mamma,™ said her
daughier, hopelessly, “If I did stuy at home,
you would be the first to sey that it waa
awfully uneivil to let Alice go alone, espe.
cially since the party was made up for her,
I faney she is nearly as much hored as T am,
only she takes good care not to say so.”

“It isn't everybody who is as blind to the
beauties of Nature as you are, Rosie,” said
her father, “T'vé do doubt Alice will enjoy
the cascade very much,” .

“ Well, perhaps she may,” returned Rose
the skeptigal, “I forget that she is going in
Mr, Devereux's new dog-cart, with Mr. Deve.
reux himself to talk ¢ the sublime, the heroic,
and Mr. Carlyle,’ all the way. These things
may season the caseade for her, Not pos-
sessing them, they naturally don’s season it
for me,”?

. “Mr, Angon is very pleasant, Roée," said
Mrs. Inglesby, in deprecating support of the
gentleman who was to have the lonor of

- riding at Miss Inglesby’s bridle-rein,

* He was pleasant six months back,” said
Rose, coolly; “but I exhausted him long ago
~-1008% men are not good for more than thrae
months—and he tires me to death now. O,
dear 1"

9

This apparently rather irrelevant sigh was
addressed to the memory of Kennon, “If ke
were only here!’ Rose thought. In that case
it is probuble that her martyr excursion would
heve worn a very different seeming,

Mrs. Henry Inglesby entered just here,
and her appearance ended the conversation,
Bhe waa dvessed in driving-costume, and dis-
played a pair of wonderfully strong hoots for
the colonel’s admiration.

“They have told me so many frightful
things ahout the rocks,” she said, “that I
bave shod myself ns if for an Alpine ascent,
Tam afraid T am late. Rose, isn't it nearly
time to start? "

“Indeed, I don’t know,” said Rose. I
only wish I had been there and was safely
back again.” ’

It may bo well to premise that the excur-
sion which Mies Inglesby regarded with so
much discontent was one that no stranger
visiting Northorpe was ever suffered to meg-
lect—to wit, & visit io a certain famous eps-
cade near the town, On the present occasion
the excursion was to take the form of that
most tiresome of all social amusements—a
picnie. At the Devereux entertainpient the
plan bad been maoted,” Mrs. Reypolds, who
was the most obliging of social (purveyors,
gaid at-once that she would ch.aparon any
perty desirous of vigiting the) falls; and =
party was forthwith arrenged, OFf course, Mr.
Devereux placed his equipatse at Mrs. Ingles-
by's command ; and when’ thig attention was
gracefully acoepted, Nr,rthorpe, of course,
nodded its head wniore, sagely than ever, and
said, * What a shitol ] mateh it will be1®

It is one thing“to drive with a man, how-
ever, and quite o other to marry him, Mus,
Tnglesby found /che first very plezsent as she
bowled along jn the early freshness of the
bright, summgp morning ; but perhand it~ o
because sb- i G o
e & had not quite made up her mind
with rega':d t0 the second that she kept the
convers ation steadily on the smooth ground
of o%iinary subjects, Those topies which
Rosts included under the general, or rather
vague, head of *the sublime, the heroic, and
!"Ir.' Carlyle,” served very well for the ﬁ;'e or
six miles of moderately good rond traversed
before they reached their destination,

~“Y believe we must alight here,” said Mr,
D.evcreux, drawing up his hordes on the Eﬁm:
mit of & hill, where the road they had heen

following suddenly came to ag end in the
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midst of some wogds. “You see the eques-
trians have dismourited,” he went on, pointing
to several horses fastened under the trees,
“and the best thing we can do is to follow
their example. Now *wafter they had alighted
~* ghall we make the descent 7 )

“Had we not better wait for Mrs. Rey-
nolds ! said Alice, who felt indolen} and
ready tostay whereshe was, atleast for a time.

#The others heve not waited for us,” seid
her companion, in reply to this; “and it is a
cese of every man for himself in the matter
of descent, Mre, Reynolds has three or four
people with her; but, if even she were alone,
I am sure I could not render assistance to
any one heside yourself,”

“Wait and see if I peed it,” said Alice,
smiling. “I am trained in the matter of
mountain-climbing—and the only time I ever
absolutely needed help was in ascending Mont
Blanc, That was terrible! Is this the way
we go? Then lead on, and let me see if I

«eannot dispense with the assistance of which
jor gpeak.” « ' .
" #You surely will not be so unkind as to de-
«priiwe me of the plensure of rendering it said
ihe, witl: a great deal of seriousness in his
ueyes, degpite the jest in his voico.
¥ wifl meke no rash resolutions,’” che
-angwered, *‘ Lead.on, and let me see.”
Without anypther word, he obeyed, leading
+the way along g ;parrow path, and, alter & mo-.
~moent, down an giwost precipitate hill-side.
*The way was very w.nding, 50 winding that it
was hordly possible N goe more than a step
“in advanee, and Alico s, 01 found herself slip-
-ping and sliding from: on.© steep rock to an-
-other, with the least possii,'le amount of per-
:sonnl wolifiar, and the Jeay’t poscible idea
Wwhare dhewas going next. Bufore very long,
wihe eame to a halt, o
I $hink you will have to B\Ip me over
this place, Mr. Dewmux,’f she Baidl__““.‘ 8 hesi-
ing vaice. : .
wuignd Mr, Devereux, who ha_d been liltening
with painful intensity for this sonnd, t\rned
i ingtant. - .
- n?;:hought you WO‘EI](I find it very roagh,”
Yo seid, a8 if apologizing for the roughness,
Then, with a_thrill of pleasure, he took the
" gmall, gloved hand outstretched to him, and
cavefully assisted her alon_g the descent, which
momently beeame mare diffienlt, .
tQupely we musi be nearly down, now,
gho sald, ot last; and, as she spoke, they
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mede a sudden turn, stumbled over some
sharp rocks for about twenty feet farther, snd
then found themselves on smooth ground, with
the caseade before them,

Now, there can be no doubt that there are-
many cascades far more beautiful than this
which was the pride and bonst of Northorpe.
Btill it was beantiful enough to warrant
considerable amount of enthusiasm from en-
thusiastic people, nnd beautiful encugh to
startle Alice Inglesby into silent admiration
when she came upon it thus, She had mot
expected much, and it was with a feeling of
surprise that she found hergelf quite taken by
storm. Looking round, she saw that they
were in n deep gorge between the hills, or
vather in a gort of basin, which at one end
opened into a ravine, On the opposite side to
where they stood rose a stately hill, erowned
to the summit with foliage almost tropical in
its luxuriance; on the other, a frowning eliff
of darl gray rock leaned far over, and threw
its deep shadow down below. This cliff ex-
tended round in cireular shape, and, where it
met the green bill already mentioned, o small
stream foroed its way between enormous moss-
covered rocks, and sprang over the precipice,
gending up & shower of sprey and foam, and
gpreading out at the bottom into e glossy pool
that lay like-a gheet of crystal at Alice's feet.
As it glided away down the ravine, falling in
minjature cascades ab every step, the same
stream filled the solitude with the fitful mone-

tone of its voice, like a peem of Nature's own

singing,

After a long silence, Mrs. Inglesby turned
to her companion. *We are poorly off for
adjéctives,” she said, “or else we must use
them too freely. ‘Beautiful’ seems to me a
weal word for all this Iavish glory; fet what
better word does the language afford? Can
you suggest one?” .

“There are a good mwany,” he answered,
{‘but; they are all liable to the same objection.
W use them for legser things, until they lose
force, and are unfit to express our admiration
of the greater. When you see a green mead-
ow, ot a sunny hill-side, or a stretch of ghad-
owy woods, what do you sny?? '

“@enerally, ¢ How benutifall’ or else, ‘ How
Tovely !’ -

“Qr else, ‘How picturesque!’ or some-
‘times even *How grand! Well, when you
stood on.the gummit of Mont Blane, what did

you say?”

" rocke.

MISS INGLESBY'S SISTER-IN-LAW. 181

@

“You have never stood ‘there, or you
would not ask me. I said—nothing” .

“And you sald nothing here—and I can
suggest nothing that is worth saying, We
must blame ourselves—not the language. It
gives ug terms, but I am afraid there iz no
doubt hiat we debase them. Unless we pay
‘Stupendous !’ T really think we must hold
our peace.”

“Let us say ‘Stupendous!® then, by all
means,” answered she, smiling ; “and, having
said it, let us it down.”

“Stop » moment,” said he, as she was
about to guit the action to the word, and =it
down on g convenient rock near by. “Thig

is such a public place—that is—you know |

Mrs. Reynoids and her party will be upon us
before-l}ong. Let us explore a little; as those
who redched bere first have done.” ‘
She hesitated an instant, then consented,
and they moved away. As they skirted the
pool, and crossed the stream that was harry-
ing down the ravine, they caught sight of
several of their compmnions—some making
very picturesquoe effects as they were perched
on overhanging rocks, and others climbing,
with laborious energy, up the steep mountain-
gide. a
+“We will go over yonder by the cascade,”
said Devereux. * Are you fond of forns¢ I
see some beautiful ones growing there on the

8o, over to the cascade they took their
way, and led on, partly by Devereux, purtly
by the ferns, and partly, alse, by her own in-
clination, Alice ascended from point to point
of the rocks, until at last she found herself
elevated much above her former stand-point,
but profiting very little in the way of pros.
peet.  The dense undergrowth of the moun-
tain shut in the view on one side; on the
other, the whirling rush of the falling water
was all that could be seen.

*“I hope this is sufficiently secluded for
your taste,” said she, looking up at Devereux
with an air of resignation, “Iam very tired
—may I sit down now? Thanks . yes, I
would like my ferns,” :

Bhe sat down on a stone, and, leaning
back ageinst the massive gray rook, began
examining the ferns and lichens which her
compaziion Inid in her lap. She had taken
off her hat, and lsid it beside her, 28 a recep.
tadle for the selected specimens. Her rich

and exercise had given a very clear and brill-
jant color to her cheel. Beautifil ‘always,
she was almost more than heaittful now; and
it was not strenge that Devereux held his
breath as ke stood looking at her, She did
not motice the gaze, partly because it was her
policy to ignore it, but kept on talking in her
light, graceful way about botany in general,
and, ferns in particular, until a$ last his con-
tinued silence forced itself on her attention,
She fooked up, then, with a laughing question
on her lips; but, despito her self-possession,
stopped short, The moment that she met
them, his eyes told her that the issue was at
hand. ‘ !

Now, it is not to be supposed that she
needed to he told—but she had not expeoted
it just then, She was off her guard, ag it
were, and o shock is always unpleasant, let it
come how it will. She colored vividly—flush-
ing, indeed, to, the very roots of her hair—
then, as he w%;bout to speak, rose to her
feet. \ :

“I think we had better .go back,”
she gaid, hurriedly. “I am quite rested now.”

But Deverenx had no mind to let his op-
portmiity slip in thiz wiy. There had been
nothing premeditated in the matter, The
situation had taken him as much by surprise
as it had taken her; but it was upon him
now, and he meant to seize iy advantages,
The fever of sudden resolution took posses.
sion of him, and, as is the case with & great -
many quiet men, its very novelty lent it foree.
He had not meant to speak just now ; but her
beauty first uonerved him, and then her
sttange embarrassment lent him eourage.
‘When she rose, he atepped before her.

“No, Mrs. Ingleshy,” he said, “don’t o
baek now, Stop—at least for & minute, I
have something io say t6 you.” :

“You can say it down below,” angwered
Atiee, suddenly, uniaccomntibly, nervously anx-
fous to get away. “Pray, Mr. Deverenz—
proy let us go,” :

“Of course we will, if you desire it,” he
said; but with such a look of pain on hig face
that, although he moved azide, she stood atill,
After oll, whit folly was this? Why should *
she ect s Pashly? Why should she not hear ~
him? Bhe knew, or thought she knew, what
anawer she intended to give., Why not, there.
fore, bave it over at once? 'In a second these
thoughts flashed through her'riind, and, in a

hair caught the sunlight as she bent her head,

second, also, she acted on them,
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t#Pardon me,” she said, looking at him

with her own gracious glance and manner.

T did not mean io be yude. I will stay if
you wigh it.”

“Thank you,” he answered, hastily. Then
he was silent for a moment, looking at the
spray of the cascede a8 it dashed by, and
gtriving to grasp words in which {o express
the feeling that overmastered him, Words
did not come to him readily at any time, but

- now he seemed to have lost all command of
them, As her emharrassment had given him
eourage, 8o her self-possession rohbed him of
it, He hesitated zo long that, at last, in des-
peration, he was about to spesk, when there

came the sound of crackling boughs and
twigs, a8 somebody forced a way fhrough the
Iuxuriant undergrowth, and e distant shout
from - below was answered by & voice near at
hand, gaying, * Thanks, yes—I'm looking for
Miss Tnglesby.” The next moment & man’s
hand and arm appeared over the roek, grasped
firmly the bough of & tough shrub, and, with
this help, the body to which the arm belohged
made an agile spring and Hghted at Alice’s
gide. As she drew back, the new.comer
cained hig feet, and she stood face to face
with Lawrence Kennén,

If Mr. Devereux had been questioned hzﬂf
an hour Inter, it is to be feared that he would
have been found to entertain but a confused
remembrance of the events, of the next fow
minutes, 'The sppearance of his cousin
{whom he thought far away from Northorpe)
was surprising enough in itself; but this sur-
prise deepened into amazement when he saw
that & recognition instantly took place be-
tween Eennon and Alice Inglesby.

“You!” said the former, ealching ‘his
breath with a gasp, while his face paled, and
his eyes dilated almost instanteneousty—
“yoynl?

“Yeg—it is I,” said Alice, qmeﬂy, then,
after & mitute, she held ont her hond, saying
a little wistfully, “Fate has ordained‘it,'Mr.

" Kennon. You gee I remember that we are

0ld friends,” But, instead of teking her hand,
Kennon folded his arms, and recoiled a step.

“There is no question of fate or friend.
_ship in the matter,” he said, coldly. *This
- i3 simply & mistake. T was looking for Miss
Inglesby, end X waa told that she was here. I
~8¢e that she is not, s0 I beg pardor for my
intrusion, and leave you to the #fe-d-téfe which
I distarbed.”

.

He shot one dark, resentful glance at Dev-
ereux as he sald {he last words but the lat.
ter was too puzzled to notice zt Indeed, as
it chanced, there was nothing in his mind but
cordial kindness toward his kinsman, and, if
he could have secured a moment’s time be-
fore comp‘lete bewilderment overtook him, he
would have likéd nothing better than to ex-
preas this kindness, As it wes, he stoed
gtill, and =aid vothing. Not so, Alice, how-
ever. She was mistress of the situation by
right of her supreme self-command, and, as
Kennon turned o go, she laid her hand on
his arm. Helding him coptive thus, she

spoke to Devereux with the samge gracious.

smile that had given him hope when she
agreed to stay, ter minutes before,

“ Mr, Kennon and I are old friends,” she
gaid, “We knew each other long ago, and
he i3 naturally surprised to see me again—to
see me hore, If you would not mind—if I

might ask you o leave us for a little while?

He will take me safely down the mountain, I
am gure,” i )
Within bounds of civility, a plainer ve-
guest conld hardly have beeﬁ made. What
Devereux replied, or how he got away, he

never knew. He went, of co{urse—there wag -

no alternative to #hai—but he carried a sore
heart with him, and it would have heen yet
sorer, if he could have heard the first words
which Alice spoke after he was safely out of
ear-shot.

L ——

CHAPTER V..

¢ 8o this iz the meeting for which we hoperl
ten years ago,” she said, in her soft, full

voice. “Weo meet, and you repulse even my

friendship, becauge you are looking for Miss
Inglesby, and I-——am her sister-in-law.”

There was u tone in this sentence that
gtung Kennon with some latent meaning; for
a flush came over his face, and he lifted his
dark eyes suddenly to her own..

“You know that is not true,” he said
quickly, almost flercely—" you know I have
not forgotten ten years ago—or the woman
who promised to be faithful to me, either.
That woman, however, was Alice Chisholm,
and not ™.=he paused a moment, and added
bitterly—* Miss Inglesby's sister-in-law.”

“ We won't tear open the old wounds, or
reopen the old quarrel,” said she, gravely.
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“Tt is all ovér—utterly past and gone. But
fate having brought us together—in a man-
ner, to0, that will make it hard for us to avoid
some slight intercourse—yon will pardon me
if I ask why Aliee Chisholm cannot be your
friend.” ’

‘ Alice Chisholm was a woman of the
world ten years ago,” he answered, still full
of bitterness, *She has not so far forgotten

her worldly knowledge that she should need

to ask that question now,”

“ Granting that she was o woman of the
world,” said she, with a vibration-of scorn
in her voice, * do you think that she did net
know then, and does not know now, that you
~goy, Lavrence Kennon—are the last man
in the world to feel deeply or resent bitterly

- o mere love-disappointment ! If you still ve.

fuse to take the hand which I offer—for the

- lagt time, remember—I shall know that it is’

not wounded love, but wounded pride, which
has made you g0 implacable.””

“Yon can think what you please of me,”
gaid he, Ieamnv back against the rock from
which she had risen, and looking passionate-
Iy at the beautiful face before him. “My
God! how I cught to hate you!” he went on,
“To think of your treachery and your co-
quetry—to think how you have wrecked my

_ life, ag much of it as was left to wreck—and

then to think that I should come here
now—""

He broke off here with something Ike a
gasp. She did not answer, her color did net
deepen, her eyes did not quail, She stood
before him like a proud, calm statue, daving
him, as it were, to say and do his worst,

Suddenty he advanced a step and grasped
her arm,

“You talk of Alice’ Chisholm,” he said,
almost fiercely.  What if I were fool enough
to calf her back tolife and accept her *friend.

ship?' Would she like to play the old game |-

over again? I believe once was enough for

me. Am I any betéer, any more desirable-

now tham when so dutifully and cbediently
she gave me up—left me to live or die ag
best I could-—and married-—""

She Hifted hed hand with a silencing gest.
ure. “Hush! For 'the suke of the old time,
you ean say what you please of me; but he
was my hugsband—and he ia dead,”

“Yes, he is dead : and I did not mean to
gpeak il of him. Why should I? No doabt

-be was a good fellow enough—only I hated

him too much ever to find it out.  Well, you._.
married him—not me, Now, that you are
free again, would you marry me if I gave my
heart up for your sport again, and asked you
todoso?” .

‘Possionate as the yuestion wog, and full
of bitter seorn—the scorn of one who meets
some sore temptation beyond his sirength, to
which he must succumb—it was earnest with
an earnestfiess that few things possess in this
world of sham and sentiment. Perhaps the
fire that rang in every tone stirred the heart
of Alice Chisholm sleaping in Mra. Inglesby’s
breast. But she was & woman of the world,
and no outward token of this appeared on
her proud, calm face, no glance of it flickered
into the clear, brown eyes steadfastly facing
his own. When she spoke, her voice was
soft and even:

" Tell me, rather, it you would advise me
to do g0? Thoge prudent counsellors of
whom you spoke are all gone now. I stand
quite alone, with my own life in my own hand
to make or mar as I pleage, Laurence, should
I make or mar it by marrying yon ?

There was gomething of solemnity both in
the form and in the tone of her appeal, For
reply, the lids sank slowly over Xennon's
eyes, and once more the dark flush rose in
his cheek.

' “Yon know yourself," hc gaid. ¢ You
know what people say of me. Why ask
met”

“T agk you beeause you can fell me best.”

“Then I tell you that you would mar it
beyond all hope of redemption,” he answered,
violently. *Ia thatenough? Ten yearsago,
when they warned you against me, I was a
paladin compared to what I have heen since.
You did well to marry Inglesby then, Trust -
me, you will do hetter still to marry Deverenx
now."”

She started.

“ So——you know that ?

“Know it! Would I not have been blind
and deaf if I had seen him standing here, and
not known it? But I did not need to dis.
cover it for myself. I reached Northorpe -
this morning, and I heard the news from half
e dozen people before I came out here.”

“You ¢redit it, of course?”

“Yes; why not? We are both ten years
older, and you are besutiful .and poor, while
Devereux, thanks to my folly, is rich, and
ready to be won,”
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" % Ygu forget yourself,” said she, haughti-
Iy. : .
’ “ No,”" answered he, recklessly, “1 m:ly
forget my new réle—that of heing an ‘old
friend ! of the charming Mrs, Inglesby. Alice,
Alice,” he went on, suddenly changing his
tone, and, seizing her hands, * Fate, as you
#ay, has brought us together once more—let
us not throw away our last hepe of happiness,
Why should we not cast away all thege bit-
ter years, and their bitter memories? Why
should we mot live our lives out as we once
dreamed of doing ?

She left her hands in his clasp, but she
smiled coldly

 You forget,” she said, * you forget that
we are ten years older, and——poor,”
“Y forget every thing but you,” he an-

swered, passionately; * every thing but the’

hope that is shining for me in your eyes.”

“ Shining only to. deceive, then,” ghe said,
bitterly; but suddenly she eried out as if in
pain:’ “ Laurence, let me go. I—I cannct
bear this. Let me go~-let me think!”

He let her go; and, as she sat down on
the same stone where she had been gitting
when Deverenx’s glonce ptartled her, he
turned his back, and, walking to the extreme
verge of the rock, stood looking down at the
white waters of the foaming eascade. After
awhile she celled his name, and, when he
turned, he saw that her regolution was taken,

“Tt would never do, Laurence,” she said,
grevely. “When yon think it all over, you
will gee for yourself that it would never do,
Just now you have been led awny by im-

pulse, and you forget the gulf that lies be- |

tween us, No, I'don't mean your life or any
thing connected with it,” she said, as he was
about to speak. *I mean the change that
time has wrought In our characters, in our
very selves. If we had been let alone ten
years ago, the end might have been very dif-
ferent—buwt now it is too late. We hive
grown apart, instead of together: you have

" lost your inheritance~I am entirely without
fortune. We should, in every sense, mar
ench other's lives if we cast them together,
Laurence, is it not best for us each to go our
own way, and live, in the future as in the
post, apart #

“It is for you to decide,” he answered,
striving to repress the emotion which he
could mot altogether comceal. *You were
always ressonsble and pradent in the ex-
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treme—even ten years ago. Yol mean, then,
that we shall each continue our present game
~thai you will marry my precious cousin,
and that I must play the fortune-hunter with
that girl down yonder "

¥ Laurence " (she turned on him sharply),
“do you mean to say that you do not—that
you never have—cared for her?¥

“1 meon to sny that I never cared for bug
one womay inn the world, and that she threw
oy love away, like thet"—{he snapped off a
twig and tossed it on the whirling watersy—
“I mean to say, too, that you may judge
whether this Jove was dead when T tell you
that the mere sound of your name was enough
to drive me from Northorpe as soon as you
entered it; and I came here to -day~and this
iz the end ! I

Bhe put one merciless guestion directly
to him: “ What did you come here to-day
for 27

He answered as briefly: “To ask Miss In-
gleshy to marry me,”

* And yet you have asked me ?”

“Yes, I am a fool. I have asked you,”

“Well, I will not be a fool and {ake you
at your word, We ave old friends—that ia
all.  On the stremgth of 'that friendship let
me wish you suceess in your wooing. Only
promise me one thing—that you will be kind
to her.”

¥ She would thank you for such gonsidera-
tion,” he said, bitterly—ndding, with a sudden
passionate vebemence, “and I thank you for
proving t me, once for all, that ten years
ago or to-day I am equally nothing to_you 1"

“Laurence | she said, startled in spite
of hefself, But she spoke too late. He had
alreally flung himself from the rock snd was
gone. ‘ h
Poor Rose! It was hard on her when
she lieard—as she did hear before long——that
Kennon had come to the falls with Mrs. Rey.
nolds ; that he stayed but a short . time ; that
he saw Mrs. Inglesby; and that hé had gone
back to Northorpe withiout seeing her, “No
doubt it was on aceount of Mr. Devereux that

he went,” people said {o each other, as they.

ate their luncheon, zcattered about in pict-
uresque groups over the rocks, But Rose
knew better. A zudden inatinct, an intuition
of the truth, enlightened her; and, when she
was told that he had met her sister-in-law,
nothing more was needed for its confirma.
tion. “So she has got him, teo,” thought
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the girl, looking' with gloomy eyes at Alice,
as she sat in all her brilliant heauty not far
off, It was very bitter—it was sureiy very
hard, Was it not emough that Devareux,
who had been predestined her own captive,
should fall into the stranger’s toils, bué Ken-
non, too, must be a victim? Could not Alice
be content with the rich prize, the desirable
eousin, but must she lay hands also on the
one whoni everybody eried out upon as unde-
sirable, and for whom she could have no pos-
sible use ¥ Of course it will be seen that Migg
Inglesby was taking @ great deal for granted;
but that was her way, as it i3 the way of
most imaginative people. And her instinet
¢ertainly poinied very shrewdly to the teuth.
It would be difficult to sey whether her
fears were most relieved or realized when, ag
gho sat’ silent and distreit in the dreawing.
room that evening, Kenon made his appear-
ance. She knew his step in the hali, and
animation flashed instantly into her languid
face. Alice knew it, too, and her eyes im-
mediately sought Rose with a atrange, intent
gaze, of which the girl was wholly unaware,
Her own color did not vary by a shade, nor
did her manner change in the least, even
when Kennon entered, and when she wad
obliged to explain their former acquaintance

to Mrs, Inglesby, Rose heard the explana; |

tion, and, when Kemmn ¢ame over to her,
she was too much disturbed to notice his
bearing as closely as she had wished to do.
Instead, he was able to notice and to set his
own interprotation upon the flushed cheeka
and wistful eyes uplifted to him, But, in
truth, this preoccupation mattered yery lxttle
If Rose bad been able to Judge, she would
have found that he wag entirely the same in
manner as when she had scen him last, He
had been quite unnerved that morning; quite
thrown out of the artificial self which years
and much experience of life had fashioned;
but with such a man such a stats of feeling
is only temporary, To-night he was himself
again; and all the more siceled in his pur-
pose by o fieree contempt for his own senti-
ment and folly. When he saw Bose's emo.
tion, he thought, “TFhe game is won;" and

‘when be sat down by her side, it was with

the determined resolve to make good use of
hig time,

Good use of hig time he certainly made ;
for, though he did not absolutely ask her to
marry him—Mrs. Inglesby’s watchful eare

and the lack of opportunity prevented that—
he did overy thing else which it is precticable
to do in a room full of people. When he
went away at last, he left Rose in a fover of
excitement, triumph, and indecision. He had '
asked her, at partlng, if she meant to walk
the next morning, aud she had told him yes
—feeling confident that he would meet her,
and agk the question he had not been zble to
ask that night. Yet, strange to gay with re-
gard to her answer, she 'was by noe means
clear. It is one thing to ke a man and firt
with him to the very vergo of loveanaking,
and quite another to promise or intend fo
marry him. Rose had long since taken ihe
firgt atep, but, when it ceme to the second,
she had etill sense enough left to pause. She
knew what o storm of opposition she must
éxpect from her parents; whai an outery
from the world; but these things counted
little with her. In the ignorant bolduess
of youth, she was ready to dely them, The
fenr that tugged at her heart.strings, the fear
that madé her hold back, was the fear of
Eennon himself, Not the fear of whet his
life had been and might be yet—for there,
again, her ignorance mode her bold--but the
fear of his love, the disirust of his sincerity,
Bhe had felt it always, mere or loss ; but,
notwithatending that he had never been HO
devoted o8 on that night, she felt it that
night more than ever before. “Perhaps it was
his strange deperture from the cascade, or
that “ former acquaintance” with her sister:
in-law, of which he had spoken so lightly, or
the earnest geze in Alice’s eyes when she mat
them cnee or twice, or perhaps only that in.

tangible something which can always be felt,

if riot detécted, in an acted or spoken false.
hood. Whatever it wag, the fict remained
the same. Once at least, before it wag too
late, she waverad—once at least, asked her-
gelf whether the gain was worth the risk.
But such questions are easily answered wher
years are few and impuleea sirong. “If I
must be m:serabla," thought the girl of
eighteen, “it iz better to be miserable with
him than without him. Besides, I do bdliove

| —1 will believe—that he loves me!” And so-

the die was cast. When she laid her head

-down on the pillow that night, her décision

wag made—she would accept b:m, and ublde
the consequences.

Mesnwhile. there was another person be.
gides hergelf whom indecision and confliot kept
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wakeful during much of that night. Long
after Rose's eyes had closed in slumber, Alice
Inglesby still paced her room, with a face
strangely set and brows strangely kmitted.
It was evident that she was thinking deeply;
and truly she had cause enough. for thought,
In the course of our lives it chances that most
of ug influence directly or Indirectly, in greater
or leaser degree, the lives of others. But, as
a pgeneral rule, we do not recognize even this
influence until after the effect hag taken place.
‘We are rarvely conscious of it at the time, for
we walk ever in a mist; and the day of our
death is not more effectually hidden from uva
than the consequences of our least actions,
Yet sometimen this veil of ignorance is lifted
—partially, at least, Sometimes we are able
to behold; s in o mirror, the direct results of
cer{ain acts, and, beholding them, we must
be strangely reckless of thinge present, and
things to eome, if we do not pause—awed a
1ittle by our own responsibility, It was such
8, moment, just now, with Alice. She was
painfully conacious that he held in her hand
“the thread of fate for three lives besides her
own, She was oppressed with the senee that,
on her decision, rested the future of three
people; and that circumsiance—the potent
monerch of human life—seemed for once pas-
sively awaiting her commend, All day the
senge of this regpongibility had been with her,
and all day she had rebelled against and de.
nled it. “Yam only one of the actors,” she
thought. “I heve no more control over the
drame than they.” But to-night this flimsy
aelf-deception wag at on end. To-night she
gaw before hor the stern array of imevitable
consequences, ond, since they were inevitable,
faced them steadily, *Oance for all, T will
weigh the matter in every aspect,” she
thought; and; as the hours went on, she gtill
paced the floor, and still weighed it,

- 8he had summed up the whole case in its
personal application to themselves, when she
spoke to Kennon in tlie morning; but there
wos the other side, the side mof personal to

" themselves, 40 be considered, When she said
to him, “You have lost an inheritance; I am
wholly without fortune. We should, in every

" pense, mar each other’s lives if we cast them

“together,” she stated a truth which he could
not gaineay; but when. she was called wpon
to decide for Devereux and Rose, it was not
g0 essy.  They zo into the matter with their
eyes open,” she said. “Rose loves Kenuon,

and Pevereux loves me—is not that enough?¥
But then ceme the question— Did they go
into it with their eyes open? Would Rose
be likely to marry Kennon if she ecould hear
kim declare that he had never loved but one
woman, and she the woman who had given
him up fen years hefore? Would Pevereux
accept even her hand if he could read her
heart and see how persistently it olung to the
man who had first ‘walened its romanee and
poession? Yet what of these things? Was
it once, in a thousand cases of marriage, that
love wag equal on both sides? Did not hun-
dreds of men and women marry {rom motives
morg unworthy than Kennon's or her own,
and yet make excellent husbands and wives #
She could answer for her own after-conduct,
she was pure, She liked Devereux well
enough to do more than tolerate him. His
charvacter was pleasent to her, his manners
guited her, and his tastes agreed with hers.
This was & good foundation, and of herself
ghe had reason to be confident. But Ken-
non! There, indeed, was cause for hesi-
tation, What his life had been, she Lnew;
what it would be, she had sufficient experi-
ence of the world to foregee, Knowing the
one, foreseeing the other, could she stand
agide and let Rose rush headlonz on her fate?
Tn vain she thought that it was none of her
affair; that the girl’s self, und the girl's par-
ents, were alone concerned. Conscience rose
up in reply, and said: *It is you alone who
can dgave her,” *But why ghould I save her ¥
she asked. “She is nothing to me; while
Eennon—whose interests I am serving--is
very much.”

- 8he had scarcely asked the question when
she stopped a moment, and her glance, by
some strange magnetism, was attracted fo a
miniature that lay on her toilet-table, Almost
unconscicusly, she took it up and opened ity
When the ld of the case flew back, the face
"of & young man looked at her from the ivory.
It was the likeness of her husband, For a
pecond she was startled, since usually this
minfature remnined in her writing-desk, and
she could not think bow it chanced to be here,
until- she guddenly remembered that Mrs. In.
gleshy had usked for it several days before,
and that doubtless it had been returned- that
day during ber absence, But, however the
fact of its presence might be explained, there
wag no ignoring the effeet which this presence
produced. She looked steadfastly at the
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bright, young face, until large tears gathered
in her eyes, and misted her sight. She had
loved this dead man very tenderly — mors,
perhaps, as she might have loved a favorite
brother, than a3 women usually love their
hugbands—but still with a depth and pathos
that could not but rusk back over her when
she gazed thus on the shadow of the face that
wag forever gone from earth. My poor
datling l—my poor, gallant boy ! she thought,
weeping softly, and wiping away the tears as
they fell. “He loved me very dearly, and I
can never prove my love for him!—I can
never repay the tenderness he gave me”
She seid this holf aloud, and she had scarcely
finished saying it, when she started, Were
her eyes bewitched, or did the face bear 2

 Iikeness to Rose whick she had never noticed
. in it before? People spoke of the resem.

blance, she! knew; but she had mever been
able to discover it until now. Now suddenly
it flashed upon her. Those violet eyes, look-
ing up at her, were strangely soft and wistful
for a man's; and how like they were, in form
and tint, to those she had seen gazing into
Kennon's face that night! Those lips, se

softly curved and eclearly cut, wore Rose’s '

own gmile—the smile half arch, half sweet,
which she 80 well remembered. Then it came
back fo her, liké & forgotten dream, how the
dead brother loved the little sister who had
been hiz pet and darling, how tenderly he
spoke of her, and how ofien he wished that
Alice eould see and know her, “You would
be able to do her so much good,” he had said;
and now—it wag no wonder Alice closed the

case with a sharp pang, and turned away.

Wis it good she was about to do this sister
of her dead hushand ?

——

CHAPTER VL

Ir may be imagined that, with thoughts
suck a3 these for her companions, Mrs, Ingles-
by was little disposed for sleep. In fact, she
atill paced her ¢hamber long after the other
inmates of the house were wrapped in quiet
stamber—long after even Rose's white lids
had sunk over her violet eyes. It was well
on toward two o’clock when, st last, she gud-
denly stopped and made an impatient gest.
ure, .

“Things scem fantastic and unreal at
night," she said, “Somehow, they are al-

ways magnified, and events or feelings of
really small importance assume gigantic pro.
portions when viewed &t such & fime, I know
perfectly well that all these absurd seruples-
on the one hand, these old, sentimental recol-
leetions on the other, will fade into absolute
insignificance to-morrow morning.  There-
fore, why should .I torment myeelf with
them? Ifag the surprise of the day un-
strung me? Am I mad that I don’t see,
not only what I could, but what T must,
do 9

Bhe walked abruptly aeross the floor, and
drew back a curtain from oxe of the windows
~a window looking out over the garden and
toward the Devereux Houge, - The fragrant
siiliness of the starlit summer-night seemed
to come to her like o soft caress; there was
not the faintest gleam of light anywhere, not
the faintest sound of moving life—only the
perfume of the flowers, the brightness of the
stars, and the dark outline of the stetely roof
cutting sgaingt the steel-blue sky. As she
stood quite motionless, she heard a clock, far
away in the heart of the silent town, striking
twos and at that moment, almost as if the
stroke had been a signal, 8 wild glare of flame
burst forth from the hitherto dark and sxlent
Devereux House.

For an instant, Alice atood petrified, ab-
golutely doubting the evidence of her senses,
and chained to the spot by sheer amazement;
-but this inaction did not Iast more than an
instant, She was o womean of rare coolness
and presence of mind, and she realized at
once that, owing te the lateness of the hour,
the flames were likely to make fatal headway
before any one was roused in the quiet neigh-
borhood. She could see that the fire had
burst forth in the kitchen wing of the house,
If the alarm waa given immediately, there-
fore, it might be possible to save the main
buildleg. She sprung from the window, and,
running hastily down the corridor on which
her chamber opened, she was soon thunder-
ing vigorously at Colonel Ingleshby’s door.

“What's the matter? Who the deuoe js
that?" eried a startled voice within.

“It is T—Alice!” ghe answered. *Mr.
Devereux's house ig on fire! The alarm ought
to be piven at onee! Ob sir, pray—pray get
upl?”

Colonel Inglesby needed no further adjura-
tion, Bhe heard him say, “The devil ! ?.and

‘maoke one epring to the flook. *T'll be there
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in a minute,” he angwered. “Rouse the ser-
vents, Alice! Send somebody to kuoek 'em
up over there.  Where did the fire burst out?
Has no alarm been given?”

“1 have not heard a sound,” she replied.
“There are never any policemen in this part
of -the town, and everybody seems asleep.
The glare must wake them soon, however.”

“]s the fire serjous "

“Very serious, I shoild think,”

She waited to say no more, but hastened
back to her own room to see how matiers
were progressing, Fven in these fow minutes,
_ the firehed gained considerably; but the house
itself was yet wrapped in uiter stillness. A
- sudden, horrible fear. came over her. What

if one of the trogedies so rife in these days
of terror had been perpetrated? What if
the household bhad been murdered, and the
house fired to conceal the erime? Anything
zeemd possible in & moment of panic, espe-
cially if that penie comes at night. Her
heart seemed to stand still for a minute; then
o sudden flood of resolution cime to her.
She tugmed, left the room, yan down-stairs—
thinking, .even in this moment of smpreme
excitement, that it was fortunate she had not
undressed—and, groping her way through the
dark house, managed to unbar one of ihe
dining-room windows, and let herself into the
garden, The whole ihing occupled such a
short space of time ihat she saw scarcely any
change in the state of affuirs when she stepped
out into the open air. She did not stop to
. wonder at the guietness which still brooded
‘over every thing, nor to admire the effect of
the flames go vividly thrown into relief against
the deep-purple sky. She sped swiftly down
" one of the paths which led to the gate open-
ing into the Devereux grounds. It was as
she reached this, and Inid her hand on the
" familiar lateh, that the first ery of “ Fire!"
rang out in the street; and, the next moment,
the deep tones of the alarm.-bell sounded.,
“Thank God!” she said —but still she
held on her way, knowing that succor could
not come for some time, and that meanwhile
the fire might render the escape of those
within diffieult, if not dangerous. Quickly
ghe sped deross the flower-beds, guickly
through the hedges and under the drooping
" vines laden with odorous blossoms, quickly
-across the lawn damp with clinging dew,
quickly up the broad stone steps into the por-
tico, Then seizing the bell-handle, she pulled
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it violently agein and again, Still, no sound
answered—though she could hear it tinkling
far away. - :

-“ Gtood Heavens! what can be the mat- 7

ter!” she thought, turning round to see if
no rescue was ab hand, As she looked,
she gaw a man come dashing hurriedly over
the lawn toward her., The front gatez were
still fastened, so that he had evidenily leaped
the palings. As he sprang up the steps, and
they stood face to face in the bright glow, she
saw thot it was Kenmon,

“ Tourence " she cried.

“ Alice!” said he—in the tone of one
overwhelmed with surprise.

But the next instant he remembered him.
gelf and drew back stiffly.

“1 beg pardon, Mrs, Inglesby. I was sur-
prised to see you here; but I suppose that,
like myself, you wish to rouse the nmaies.
Is it possible nobedy is awake yet?

“ Nobody has stirred,” she answered, “Tt
seems to me exoecedingly strange! Tam very
glad you have come. Tsaw the fire first,”
she went on, quickly, “my room is on this
side—T left my fatherin-law dressing—and—
and——oh, pray ring the bell!”

Thig confused speech did not sound very
much like the stately Mrs. Inglesby, but in
truth Kennon's dark eyes were reading her
face so keenly, ind she was so0 well aware
that he was wondering how she came to bo
awale and dressed at such an hour of the
night, that her useal self-pogsession quite
forsook her.

“Ring the bell 1" she repeated, sharply, as
he still stood looking at her. *Surely they®
must wake after awhile | ’

Peal after peal at- the bell, knock after
knock on the door producing no effect, Ken.
non shragged his shoulders,

“ Devereux always slept lile one of the
seven champions of Christendom,” he said,
“and it is evillent his servants share the pe-
culiarity, If you'll stay here, Mrs. Inglesby, .
Il go round and iry to get into the house
another -way, This really does begin to look
serious ! '

t“Burely the fire-company will be here
goon,” said she, anxiously—very anxiously,
he thought.

“The alaym has just been given,” he an.
swered. “They are not likely 1o be here
very soon. I am afraid the old house will
certainly go.” ’ '
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* (Oh, what & shame—what a pity!”
“Quite a pity!™ said he, philosophically.
“How are you going to get in?” she
asked, as he turned away.
T ghall break a window of the conserva-
tory,” be answered, coolly.

Then he walked off, but when he reached
the conservatory, he found, much to his sor-
prise, that she had followed him.

“If you have no ohjection, X will go in,
too,” she said. “I can wake the servants,
while vou rouse Mr. Devereux.”

“ Are you afraid to trust me with him ¢ "
agked he, with a sudden bitter tone in his
voice, a sudden angry flash in hig eye. %I
have not taken o degree in assassination
yet."’ . .

“You know better than that” she an.
swered, haughtily, “Mr. Devereux i¢ no
more to mdé then any ather acquaintance
whose life I desire 10 save-~no more than
one of his servants, Bui if the house is
doomed, I may be able to save a few valua-
blos; and sinee there iz nobody else to do it
I feel it right to go in,”

“J feel it right to fell you that there's
rigk in it,” .

¥ Scarcely just yet, I think.”

He glanced up at the roof which was al.
ready beginning to blaze in several places—
shrugged his shoelders again-—smashed a
window, climbed in, and opened a door for
her, Together they entered the house, and
soon found their way fo the upper regions.
While Kennon went to wale his cousin, Alice
roused the startled servants, who ‘scarcely
waited to throw on their clothes before they

fled in wild alarm.

Then suddenly, as if by magic, the grounds
became thronged with people, the engines of

the fire-company came up at a gallop, and be-

gan to play upon the roof, adventurcus spirits
thronged the house, tossing the costly furni.
ture recklessly out of the windows and injur.

* ing far more than they saved. Others ngain,

came in to pilfer, the flames rushed steadily
on, the people talked, the engines played, the
flowers staved at the light of the great con.

flagration, or withered away benesth its’

fierce heat—a scene of wild pabndemonium
replaced the odorous quiet of the summer
night.

- In the midst of this, Devereux came has-
tily up to Kennon, who stood on the oniskirie
of the crowd, talking to Rose Inglesby. It
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struck them both, as he approached, that he
looked singulatly pale and agitated, even for
a man whose house was burning down.

“Kennon,” he said, hastily, “do you
know where Mrs, Inglesby is? Have you
heard-—have you seen.her anywherd 7%

4 Mrs, Inglesby ! ** Kennon repeated, start--
ing, and growing go pale that the pallor of the:
other face was, by contrast, insignificant and
naturcl, My God~mnol Is she missing?™

“T can't find her,"*the other onswered,,
“and one of the servamts says something
about seeing her in the- library. But she
can’t have been so foolish—so mad--us to-
stay there until now. FPerhaps she has gone
home.—Miss Inglesby, do you know "

“I am sure she has not gone home, Mr,
Devereux,” Roge angwered, trembling with a. ‘
sudden, vague fear.

The two men leoked af each other. Jn
all their lives neither of them ever forgot.
that horrible, sickening moment, .

“ Did you leave her in the house ¥ * Deve.-
reux sharply asked.

“I left her for you to bring out,” Kennon.
a8 sharply answered. '

It was easy, then, to see how the thing
oceurred. Devereux had not heord of her
presence in the house when he hastily left.
it, Kennon had quitted it even before that,
thinking Alice safe under the guardianship
of the man she had heen so enger to save.
She, on her part, had lingered in the library
until esoape wose cut off by the flames.

4 What are we to do?” Devereux asked,.
in the midst of the awful, hushed panic which
geized them, ] -

“You may do what you like,” said Ken-
non, fiercely. “Jam going after her.”

He turned quickly toward the house, but
Rose caught his arm, At that moment she
forgot every thing—her sister-in-luw, Deve-
yeux, maidenly reservé, every thing but the-
fear that he would rush madly into denger,

“0 Mr. Kennon,"” she cried, “don’t—
don's be ragh! Perhaps Alice kes gone -
home " -

Kennon answered nothing; he onty brushed.
her aside as if she had been a butterfly, and
went on his way. .

Of what: ensued he had never more then a-
vague remembrance. He recollected mount-
ing a fireman's ladder to the library-window
—that same window at which Alice had stood.
s few nighta before, thinking of him—and
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climbing into the room already full of densge,

black smoke.” But oll this was . singularly
confuged ; nothing was clear, until he found
himself kneeling over a half-suffocated and
unconscious woman on the sward below.
Even in her unconsciousness, however, ghe
did not relex her clusp of a small picture
which shé held.

Strangely enough, it was the engraving
which had hung over Devercux’s writing-
table.’

. How brightly and joyously the next morn-
ing broke over the blackened ruin of the once
stately Devercux Hougse ! How gayly the birds
sang among the roses, how softly the shadows
flickered over the green turf! How little any
thing in Nature seemed ta reck of the destrue-
tion which had been wrought between the set-
ting and rising of the sun!

# And it would be all the seme if it had
been a human life instead of a “housel™
thought Alice Inglesby, as she rose and stood
at the same window where she bad been
standing when the flames hroke forth the
night before, Her attack of unconsciousness
had been very slighi-—for she was mot a
woman prone to fuinting-fita—and, thanks to
o superh constitution, had left no il effecis
beyond 4 little languor and paleness. There
might have been more, however, if she had
not been “kept up” just then by the ficti-
tious strength of excitement. During her
vigil of the dawn, she had taken a redolve
which had been lacking in her vigil of the
night. Somehow, light had come to her, as
well a3 to the world, Things which had been
conflicting before, seemed thoroughly harmo-
nious now. Standing there in the bright sun.
light, her future life showed itself in a new
aspect, Every thing within her was so
changed, that the whole outside world geemed
changed also. Should she ever forget the
look fr Eennon'd eyes, when she opened her
own on his face, there on the turf last night ¢
It had gone etraighter to her heart than if he
had.pleaded with all the passionate eloguence
tmer stirred a human tongue. And here
let it be said that, being a woman of sense,
and not a sentimental fool of any age (for
gentimental folly.is not limited to sixteen),
she did not for a moment think of atteching
" the least importance to the mere fact of hig
having, in romantic parlance, “saved her
Yife.”  She knew perfoetly well that he would

have done the same good office quite as will-
ingly for the cook or the chambermaid. It

,wag that look-in his eyes which haunted her

——which scemed to beckon her on to the per-
petration of the rankest act of folly ever per-
petrated by a“ woman of the world.”

Then the thought of Rose and of Harry—
the two strangely mingled—came back to her

23 they had come the night before. She

seemed to seg the fair, rose-bud beauty of the
girl, and fo feel the same peng of absolutely
painful pity which she had felt the night be-
fore, when she saw her falling into the toils
of the adventurer, who avowedly wooed her
only for her fortune. Yet the night before
ghe had steeled her heart and paid, ¢ Where
ig the remedy $" Now che seemed to see the
remedy.

“ My lifg does not matter,” she said aloud,
“Y have only myself to consider; and, there-
fore, why should I consider at all? Nobody
can be injured or aggrieved if I throw myself
away ; while Rose—ah! it iz different with
her. She has a mother's heart to be broken.
Poor, foolish child! she has even a heart of
her own to suffer '—and how it would suffer
when she learned the truth! How little she
will thank me for such consideration,” she

added, with a short laugh ; “and yet—if she

only knew it—hew infinitesimal is the heart-
ache or two she will suffer now, to the ocean
of anguish T will spare her! Am I mad, I
wonder 7" she went on, walking to the mie-
ror and looking at herself, I should cer-
tainly have said so yesterday, Buf to-day I
feel mchned to act before sanity cornes
back.

Mre. Inpleshy, senior, who, like all the

rest of the household, felt singularly restless

and unsettled after the night of adventure,
had wandered into the garden, and was blank-
ly surveying thée smoking ruins which marked
the place where the house had go lately stood,
when, to her amazement, Alice advanced from
one of the dining-room windows toward her.
* %My dear, you up?” she cried, aghast,

“Thanks, yes, I have quite recovered,”
Alice enswered, Then, hastening on to eut
short the remonstrance she felt to be impend-
ing: “I gaw you from my window, and I hur.
ried ‘down at once, because I thought I could
not find o better opportunity for spenking to
you—m eonﬁdence, if you have no objec-
tion,”

Of courze, Mrs. Inglesby had no objection,
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and only a few words were necessary to put
matters on a confidential footing between
them, The mother’s heart was too sorely
anxious not to be glad of any counselior, much
more of any helper; and Alice spoke with the
quiet composure of one certain of her own
power. Before very long, Mrs. Inglesby’s
worst enxiety wes relieved, and her worst
fears allayed.

“Find some exeuse for detaining Rose,
this morning, from her usual walk,” said
Alice, #and I will- guarantee that Laurenee
Eennon shall never trouble her au-am »

¢ But—but, my dear, how will yon manage
it# Mrs. Inglesby eried,

“ Never mind how I shall monage it,” the
other answered, “I promise to accomplish

- ft—that ig all. You will hear the result be.

fore very long,” she added, as she turned tow-
ard the hofise; “and I hope you will be a
little sorry when I say that it will probably
force me to leave you,”

“ But--Mr, Devereux?” exclaimed the
elder lady, who now began to have an inkling
of the truth.

% Rose will console Mr. Devereux, I dare
say,” Alice answered, quictly, And then ghe
walked gway. .

It would be hard to gay how deeply Rose
was chagrined when her mother made an uahb-
solute demand for her-presence that morning,
and when she found that, without betraying
2 most undue anxiety for her usual walk, ghe
must submit to remain at home, Pruadence,

. for onee, carried the day. Bhe submitted

wilth a very bad grace, conseling herself with
the thought that Eennon wasz again safely
domiciled in Northorpe, and that oppor tuni-
ties for seeing him were many., So, although
it i3 10 be feared {that Mrs. Inglesby. did not
have a very amishle companion, she still car.
ried her point, and thefield was Ieft clear for
Alice.

At the hour when Rose was in the usual
habit of going out, Alice camo down-stairs,
and left the house, As she descended the
front steps, she met a servant ascending
them with a letter in his hand, and, when he
touched hig cap and extended it, she saw that
ii was addressed to herself, In a second, her
heart gave a great leap, The writing told her
at pnoe that it was from Devereux, and she
must needs have been dull beyond the meas.
ure of ordinary dulness, if she had mot at
once divined the nature of its contents, For

a moment she stood still, looking at the en.
velop as it lay in her hand—thinking, per-
haps, how hard it was to fight against fate.
She had thought to put temptation sside, and
here it met her at the very threshold of her
new determination. She had thought it would -
be easier to ignore the rich prize which chance
had thrown into her life than to sbzolutely
nerve herselfl to the point of rejecting it; yet
here it was in her hand, and acceptance or
rejection was now & matter of necessity, She
would not have been a woman, if the tempta-
tion had not been great—-gso great that she
dared not trust herself to consider it, that she
dared not enter the house to answer that let-
ter while still free to answer it a8 she choze. .
After a minute, she turned to the servant.

“1 am just going out,” she said, “I can-
not stop to read this now. Tell Mr. Deverenx
that X will send an answoer az soon as I re-
turn,”

The man bowed and deperted with this
congolatory message. Turning hastily in
the oppesite direction, Alice went her way

‘toward the square in which Roge usually took

her morning walk, and where she was sure of
meeting Kennon.

When she entered, she strolled up and
down the paths laid out so trimly between
plats of green sward ; but no eign of Kennon
appeared. Heveral nurses were sitting round
ithe fountain that played in the centre of the
square; children were trundling hoops up
and down the walks ; one or two men were

resting on shady benches, reading morning -

papers; and a pair of scheol-gitls strelled
past, with their ieads bent over their French
grammarg. For a short time, Alice was puz-
zled by Kennon's absence from the tryst;
but then she remembered that she was early,
and, choosing o welk which was uninvaded,
shie. sat down on # bench to wait, Waiting
is, at all times, tiresome work ; and, being in
a state of excitement, she found it more than
usually tiresome this morning. &o ber band
‘soon found its way to her poeket, and brought
forth Devercux’s leiter, Haying brought it
{forth, the next stop wag to open and read it.
She had read it twice, and her face was still
bent over the page, when a ringing step on
the gravel-path made her look up just oa
Kennon's shadow fell over her,

He looked astonished—as, indeed, there
was good reason that he should be.

“1 am glad to see you so econtirely recov-




.
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ered," ho said, stopping hefore her, but speak-
ing very frigidly. “T feared thet the resulis
of your adventure last might might prove
very serious.”

%It might bave proved sermus to some
people,”” Bhe answered. ¢ Fortunately for
me, however, I do not feel a nervous shock
very muoh, and there wag little else in that.
If you hed been ten minutes later, though—"

¢ You might have been beyond recovery,”
#aid he, coolly finishing her sentence as she
paused, He was on his guard now, and not
event into his eyes flickered any thing more
than the quietest courtesy.

Tt was very horrible,” said she, in o low
voice. “I nover knew befpre what suffoca-
-tion meant ; but the dense kmoke quite over-
powered me, and I suppose I must have bee
ngensible for some time before yon came.”#’

“Why did you go there?" he asked,
able to repress his curiosity on thet point)

“There were some very fine pictures
there,” she answered. *I wanted to save
some of them, After all, however, I did not
succeed in doing so.”

Then there was a pause. Kennon was’

still standing before her, but he now made a

‘movement 8 if ke would have bowed and |

passed on; only just then she looked up and
-gpoke quickly—with the manner of one who
had nerved herself to an effort.

“1 believe you have an appointment with
Roge,” she said, *She is- not here—will not
* e here this morning. If you do not ohject,
‘hawever, I should I:ke to say o few words to
youlﬂ -

Bhe pointed to a vacant place on the bench

beside her, and, after 4 slight hesitation, Ken-

non sat down.
-+ %J-¢onfess I do not understand—" he be-
gen; but she interropted him.
“Yon do not undersiand what brought me
here? That is very likely; but, if you will
" 'be patient a moment, you shall hear. We
are old friends, and I wish to ask your ad-
vice, Will you read that? "

Bhe held Deversuz’s lefter toward him,

and, with increased surprise, he received it.
He gave o atart as soon ai le saw the open-
ing words, but he did not raise his eyes; and,
48 he read it, she wotched him keenly. ' He
held his far..e under. tolerably pood control,
but she had once known its least weather-
aign, and her oyes were vot likely to deceive
her now. Yet, when he finished, he looked

up and spoke with more passion and less
bitterness than she had expected.

“Well,” snid he, “tell me now the mean-
ing of thiz. You did not use to be erael for

“the mere sake of oruelty, and I am loath to

think that you have learned to find pleasure
in the infliction of pain, Yet your motive
for giving me such a letter puzzles me, Do
you want me to go and cut this man’s throat,”
be went on, with ill-restrained vehemence,
“that you show me the words of love with
which he offers you my inheritance # »

“T told you what I want,”” she answered,
T want your advice.”

“My advice? I can give it to you in two
words—marry him, He is rich, and ke is a
fool—marry him ! ™ ’

“He iz not a fool,” she sauid, with some-
thing like indigpation in her voice. “Heisa:
man of whose love any woman might be proud
~—whom any women might well learn to love, -
That letter *—she pointed to it ag she spoke
~f*has touched me more than I can gay.
Only a fine nature and & gentle keart could
have written such words as those.”

“Marry him, then l—for God’s sake, mar.
ry him!”

She rose from her seat, and took.a turn
down the walk-“then caine back and stood be-
fore him, the flickering shadows falling softly
over her resolute face and earnest eyes.

“ Laurence,” she said, * do you remem-
ber yesterday p—do you remetber telling me
that Fate had brought us together once more,
and that we should not threw away our last
hope of happiness ? It yesterday to-day with
you? Think for a moment, and then tell me
—can you say that now? "

In a moment he understood her, and he,
too, rose to his feet They faced each other
steadily in the golden sunlight before he
pointed to Dévereux’s letter.

“1 say it now as I said it then,” be an.
swered, “But, with this before me, T am
constrained to ndd—don’t let me stand in
your way, There is the path fo fortune-—
take it now, as you took. it before.”

“You arve upjust!” she cried, passionate-
ly. ¥“Ii was no path to fortune that I took
before, Andif I take it now it will only be
because by such words ag these you prove to
me that Rose Ingleshy’s heivess-sghip iz more
to yon than I am,”

Her shaft struck home. Adventurer
though he was, Kennon had still enough of

. flush surged over his face, and, stepping for-

" Yying on the grounid at his feet-and Alice's
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honor and sincerity lefs tofeel it. A dark-red

ward a few feet, he caught her hands,
“Tellme what you mean ?* he demanded,
almost roughly. “I am .dull at reading tid-
dles, and this has grown beyond my com-
prehension. 'Why have you come here?—
why have you showed me that letter ¥—why
do you speak to me like this? You know
that Rose Inglesby is nothing to me; and
that you—-are every thing. Do you mean
that you arc willing to give up kim for me?”
He pointed once more to the letter—now

gazo followed the gestare half sadly. Stoop-
ing, ag if by a sudden impulse, she lifted the
open gheet of paper, gently folded it, and laid
it agide on the bench, Then she turned back
to Kennon, and held out her hand.

- Jugt tHat way I put him out of my life,”
ghe said, “If you wish to fake wme, here I
am.”

, At this point our story ends. At this
point the sister-in-law, who had entered Miss
Tngleshy’s life, and cHanged its whole current
and meaning, went ouf of it again, and left—
for a brief space, at least—not a little of deso-
lation behind her. Of course, Rose was too
proud to show how deeply and sharply the
blow had struck; but, despite her bravery,
she euffered many a sharp pang, and knew
many & dreary moment, before it even slightly
healed. Can we wonde¥ at this? The girl
had not given her heart unssked, as some
girls do, and therefore she had not inenrred
the legitimate penalty of folly. She had
merely suffered it to e won; she had merely
fallen into a snare which might have en-
trapped an older and wiser woman ; and, in-
stead of waking slowly, and with a sickening
consciousness of * too late” to this knowl-

edge, it was forced on her by ome sharp
stroke.” It may be =aid that she had cause\
for gratltude in learning the truth so soon.
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No doubt she had, aud ne doubt she felt this
before very long; but at first—well, suffering
ig apt to make even the wisest unreasonable,
and it was not strange that at first she only
felt the sore bitterness of affection wasted
and trust betrayed, She was Yery young,

_bowever; and the young rally quickly from

even the deepest blows, After a while, her
parents took her abroad, and then Alice's
prophecy came true, While travelling’ they
met Devereux, who-—whether to solace his
disappointment, or to improve his mind-—had
also Ieft Northorpe. Rose thought that he
improved on acqualntance very decidedly;
and, when she returned to Americs, he ac-
companied her. The Iatest news from Nor-
thorpe lenves no doubt but that they will
soon he married, ' ‘
And Alice? Well—Alice is not unhappy.
In the fivst place, she iz married to & man
whom she loves, and, in the second place, she

't is married to a man who loves her. These

two facts would ensble her to bear mwuch, if
sho had much to bear, which, in truth, haa
not been the ease. Men of Kemnon's stamp
do not reform suddenly ; but there is at least
reagonable ground for hoping that with him
the worst is over, and that he will never fling
himself quite as recklessly against public
opinion in the future as in the past. TLet
what will come, however, Lis wife has girded
up hersell to bear it; and, if gentlenesy, and
courage, and devotwn can gave him, he may
yet be saved.! 'With all the troubles that
have encompassed her, it is not probable that
Mrs. Kennon has ever regretted her choice.
From the first she realized how inadequate
Rose’s strength would have proved for the
burden laid on her; how terrible om both
gides would have been the morriage which her
intervention alone prevented. Feeling this,
ghe is recompensed ; bub it is doubtful wheth-
er Miss Ingleshy ever has known, or ever
will know, nll- that she owes to her sister-in.

Nar.

END,




THE STORY

T was s very pleasant group that wag as-
sembled in the drawing-room of Colonel
Dulaney’s country-house, as the dnsk was
dying away over the wintry hills, and the
short December day drew rapidly to a close
—2 very sociable group, too, although it was
composed entirely of ladies. They had shortly
before come up from dinner, leaving the gen-
tlemen 1o the enjoyment of thelr olives and
wine, and, finding twilight in pogsession of
the room, had unanimously agreed in think.
ing that it would be a pity fto disturb it by
the invasion of lamps. So the only light in
the apartment was that given forth by a
large wood-five, which illuminated every thing
in its immediate neighborhood, while shadows
gathered deeply in all the corners, and the
. silvery moonlight traced pale outlines on the
carpet at the other end of the long room.
There is nothing prettter- than this goft min-
gling of twilight and firelight, and the four
ladies grouped around the hedrth-rug made a

charming picture a8 the red radiance flick-

ered over them—shining on the rich silks
which two of them wore, and Hashing back
from the bright eyes of the other pair, who
‘were dressed simply, ad hecame their youth,
yet elegantly, as became their station,

The first of the silken-attired ladies was
lying indolently back in a deep chair, while
one of her glender hands held a fire-screen of
Oriental device before a very fair and high.
bred face-—a face over which thirty-five sum.
mers had pagsed so lightly as to leave only
added beauiy behind them. This was Mra.
Dulaney, the most charming snd popular
hostess of all the gay and hospitable country.
gide; and whoso caught one gleam of her
frank blue eyes, never marvelled even once

10
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concerning either the charm or the popu-
Tarity,

Next to her a bonny brown-haired, brown.
eyed girl was nestling on an ottoman, with
her tinted face half shaded by the sweeping
graperies of her hostess—a duinty, pelite
creature, dressed in a soft blue fabrie, the
Vandyck corsage of which showed the whitest
neék in-the world, and a diamond pendant
that glittered in the fivelight. It was a
proverb with her friends that Ethel Lamar
wag'never silent for five minutes ; but more
than five minutes had elapsed since her last
remark, and gtill the little Jady sat quiet—
her bright brown eyes fastened on the glow-
ing doals as intently as if she were reading her
fortune there,

In the corner of a =ofs not far distant pat
2 lady who was dressed in black =ilk, so -
heavy and stiff that it rustled like armor
whenever she moved-— lady whose face, in
repose, was somewhat plain, spmewhat severs,
and merked by the lines of at least fifty years,
but whose smile, when it came, was so cheery
and good-humored that it left nothing to be
desired either in appearance or expression,
She was . the only one of the quartet who
was busy with any oeeupation, but her nimble
fingers were knitting soft, white wool; and,
ag_ the firelight glanced back from her pol-
ished needles, it also gleamed over her firm -
hands, across one of whieh there ran a deep-
red sear, exactly like = sabre.stroke.

On the oiher end of the same sofa, in an
attitude of supreme comfort, a stately, rich-
hued brunette was reclining, with her feot
doubled up in some inscrutable girl-fashion,
and her dress sweeping the fioor like a royal

train. Do what she would, Alice Palmer ale
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ways looked queenly and imposing, and peo-
ple who did not know her felt a sort of awe
of her on this sccount—an awe absurdly mis.
placed, since she was in reallty 2s simple and
unaffected ag o child, Of the four ladies, she
wag the only one who was not gazing into the
fira; her eyes, as it chanced, were turned on
her companion's hands, and her voice was the
first to break the stillress which had settled
over them ell

“Mrs. Stmart!"—she spoke so abruptly
that the lady who was knitting started at the
unexpected sound of her own name— Mra,
Stuart, may I ask you an impertinent gues.
tion?"

Mra, Stuart ¢ gave one quick g!ance out of
her clear hazel eyes, while the smile that
came over her face showed that the speaker
was a favorite with her

“You may eak me & question if you like,
my dear,” she said, “but I shall reserve the
tight to anawer it, on accouxt of i3 Imparti-
nence,”

“Yes,'”" gaid Miss Palmer, with & smile.
“ Well, then, will you please tell ug how that
singular scar came on your hand? I have
watted to ask you .often, only I did not like
to da g0, But, if you would not mind teiling,
Ethel and I are desperately curions.”

- Mrs, Stuart looked at Ethel, who biushed ;
then down st her hiand, which seomed to blush
-alao, 28 tpe red ﬁrelight flickered over it ; then
up ab the dark eyes fixed on her with a half
Inughing appeal.

“I bave no objection to telling yon, y
dear,” ke said, *Indeed, there Is a toler
alile more] attached, that might do good to
young ladies who ara ford of Rirting® (it wes
now Mics Palmer's turn to blugh}; * bat it ie
tather a long story.” :

44 long -story!” orted Ethel Lamar,
“Oh, then, dear Mrs, Btuart, it is the very
thiug we want; for you know it will be an age
till the gentlémen- come up, and this is the
tima of all othere for-story-telling, Please do
tell us, if you don't niind,”

“So you think you need the moml too,

girtkin 72

“T am-gure she does,” said Mes. Dulaney,
with » smile.= Ah, my little lady; that is a
very fine look of reproach, but do you think
. T was deaf all through dinner, and I did not
. hear poor Charley—s0 you know what I
ean #" she broke off, with a laugh, as Miss
Lamar fiushed crimson.— (live us the story

OF A BCAR.

by all means, Mrs. Stuart. I am sure it is
worth hearing, and Iam also sure that these
young ladies are sadly in need of missionary
labors.”

“ Alice, cun’t you say a word in our de-
fencep ™ aaked Misg Lomar, peeping over the
arm of the sofa with her glowing face.

“Alice has some conscience,” said Mrs,

Stuarty shortly, *I should like to hear her
say & word in her defence when she remembers
what I overheard In the conservatory this
morning. That poor Colonel Fairfax 1—Well,
if men will be fools, I suppose women bave a
right to amuse themselves with their folly—
only take care, my dears, that amusement
does not run into harm,”

“ How could it ? " asked hoth girls, a little
cutioualy. |

4TI tell you how,” answered Mrs. Biuart,
briefly. -

*'Then she braced her shoulders back likea
veteran. general, gave her needles a elick to.
getlier, and began her story.

“Thirty yeara ago, my dears, X was young
and handsome, . The Iatter fuct seems o little
strange to you, no'doubt; but it wes 5 fact,
nevertheless, and T can speak of it now with-
out vanity. Iwas & good deal admived, too,
for, besides belng young and handsome, I was
an heiréss—and wealth will bring s woman
admirers quite independently of her looks, as
you are all, no doubt, aware, My father was
& widower, and very fond of me, as I was his
only child; se I did pretty much what I
pleased, and; as it chanced, I *pleaged’ to
flirt a groet deal, I liked admiration just as
you like it now, my dears, ‘and I was quite as
fond of leading my admirers into aheurdities,
and then laughing at them ag they afumbled
out, a5 you seem to be, I firmly believed that
men were the legitimate | prey of pretty women;
shd L felt no more compeassion for them than
& cat may be supposed to feel for the mouse
gshe torments. People— kind, good-natured

people—ealled me ‘o heartless coquotte,’ and

a fow of my relations and friends even went
30 far g8 to remonstrate with me on my con-
duct; but T put thelr remonsteances scornful.
1y aside, laughed, went my way, and played
my fastinating game over and over agnin—
each time with fresh zest, Yet I should do
myself injustice if I allowed you'to think that
1 was in truth entirely héartless, for there was
one perzon with whom I never flirted, whom T
sincercly loved, and honestly meant to marry
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—after I had finished amusing myself, This
wag my cousin, Harry Wilmot, I had known
hime all my life, and loved him all my life;
and, aithmigh he often expostulated with me
about my coguetry, % bore with him in guite
an exemplary manner—-at least 1 thought 80
then, Now I think that it was /%e who Bore
with in¢, and that very patiently. I was en-
gaged to him in a sort of tacit fashion that
had never been publicly acknowledged, and
did not bind me in the least. Nothing had
ever been said about marriage, yet I certainly

" meant to marry him, and I am sure that ne.
" body éver wag more devoted to another than

he—poor fellow l—was to me,

“Well, things had been going on in this
way for some time, and Harry had to find
what consolation he could in the number of
my admirers, when a new family moved into
our neighberhood, and, being people of evi-
dent wealth and culture, were received with
open arms—-more especially since they proved
to be hogpitable and charming in extreme
mensure, Their house wos always open, and
one elegant entertainment wes searcely over

"before another was on tho fapis. ‘This fact

alone ingured their popularity. The neighbor-
hood, having been very stegnart before. this
new life fowed into it, was by o means dis-
posed to be geverely eritical with regard to

_ the pleasant sources of this life. One and all,

we sdopted the Cloverings, end the Claverings
in turn smused us. Wo had never been
amused before, and our gratitude was extreme,
The Qlaverings, en miasse, soon hecame the
county toast, I 'say en masse, yet the family
wag in truth rether small, consisting only of
its reepective heads, two handsome daughters,
and (as report scon told us) a son absent in
Europe. The eldeat of these danghiers; Isabal
Clavering, ‘was soon my intimate friend, as
young lndies reckon friendship, and, es she
wag even more giddy-and reckless than I, she
speedily led me into more mischief than 1 had
previously found for rnyself. Soon sober peo-
ple began to be seandalized ot our proceedings,
In faet, they were what in these days would
be called * outrageously fast.! My dear, good

father, in whose partial eyes I could do no

wrong, said little or siothing; but Harry de-

- cidedly disapproved of Misy Clavering, and

unhesitatingly signified as muck. Our first

-gerious disagreement was on thie score, He

begged me to give up o friend who did me
only injury, axd I indignantly refused. She
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‘twas my friend, I replied, in thot spirited man-

ner which young ladies 50 much admire, and I
should not resign her, let people say or do
their worst, Harry urged the point no further,
but from that day o barrier of coldness rogse
between us.

“Of course, you can all guess 'what came
next, The son and hen{ of the Clavering
house—Edward .was his pame—came back
from Europe, brioging & friend with bim, and
Woodlawn (the name of the Clavering villa)
became more than ever the headquartets of
gayety and dissipation. I profited in an es-
pecial manner by thie, for the grounda of our

| respective residences immediately adjoined, -

and, when our friendship grew ao warm that
we were obliged to see each other every
day, we found thet a short out through the
shrubberies was pleasanter and more conven-
ient than s long ride or drivé round by the
road, g0 & gote was eut iz the wall dividing
our domain, and of this gate each househiold
kept a key, These keys were in fraquent de-
mand, for matters had how veached such a
pass that, whenever T wea not with the Clay.
eringg, some-one or other of the Clavermgs
wag with me.

- “As you may readily, imagine, the two
young men made the slreddy attractive house
ten times mora attractive. They were both
handsome, and both singularly fascinatingee
€pecially Edward Clavering, whose face I
see a8 clearly now a8 I ever saw it in reality
thirty years ago, It was . facé of the type
which I have always liked best——regular fea-
tures, pale complexion, silkenhrown haiy,
benutiful, soft, viclet eyes, and the modt per-
feet mouth I ever -siw out'of marble, In
figare he tas slight end graceful, with ex-
quisite hands and feet, His friendweRidge-
ley, by name--was slso exceedingly hend-
dome, and second only to ‘Clavering himself
in versatile falentd and accomplishments,
while they were hoth full of that je ne sais
quoi of travelled nature which is a0 peculiarly
atiractive to untravélled natures, “Don't
thiink” (here Mra, Btuart glanced round the
liatening trio, and shook her head very atern-
Iy) ¢ that I am painting them in these bright
colors to excuase the -story which iz to fol-
Jow, Not d bit of it, If I met two such
chevaliers now, I should be able to tell that
there was something a little disarre—a' elight
flavor, ag it were, of Bohemianism—in their

-style, which might jar on conventional idesd,
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and plant a vague distrust in the convention.
aslmind, But at that time I was in the full
noonday of the sublime scorn of convention-
alities, with which every clever young person
beging the world; so the freshness which
these strangess brought into my life wag all
the more acceptable because it had just that
slight flavor of Bohemia.

. % Perhaps” (smiling a little) “you have
some curiosity to know which of the two I
flirted with. . For ‘the matter of that, I tried
 my hand on both, though Clavering was the
one T liked best, Certainly he was a charm-
ing companion, snd his flattery—of course, it
was fattery, though I did not think so then—
might well have turned the head of an older
and a wiser woman, To zay, in the language
of the present day, that he was ‘ devoted o
me, is to say very little indeed. He tried
every art in his power—and those arts were
many—to make me fall in love with him. I
did not exactly do that, but I liked him
thoroughly, and am ashamed to sey that I
encouraged him to the top of his bent. Harry
stood it all with tolerable guietness for a
while—I think he wanted to see how far I
would go, if left entirely to myself—but after
o time even his patience gave way. 1 re-
member perfectly the dey on which we finally
arrived at an open rupture. He came in one
morning, end, as ususl, found Edward Claver-
ing with me, Instend of paying a short visit,
and then taking leave a3 he usually did, in a
caso of this kind, he established himself with
2 book in & corner of the drawing-room; and
 waited unttl Olavering was, in a mensurs,
forced to take Ais departure very much in ad-
vance of hig ordinary.time for doing so, Af-
ter he had bowed himself out, ¥, who was
‘much proveked at losing another hour of ten-
der and gellant compliments, vouchsafed not
~ & word to Harry, but went to the piano, and,
sitting down, began to play. My cousin read
his volume of Bacon’s Eesays with exemplary
patience through half an hour of musical
mélange vemarkable only for itsnoise, and it
was only when I rese at last, and closed the
plano with & perceptible bang, that he rose,
too, and came forward.

“¢If you have no other engagement just
. now, Rachel,’ he said, quistly, ‘I should like
to speak to you.!

“11 am at your service, said I, * though
it ‘gesms to me that you might have spo-
ken tome any time within the lagt two hours.
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“¢Might 17’ hesaid * Well, it seems to
sne that you were occupied with Clavering un-

il he left, and that you have been occupied

with the piano ever since, However, I was
determined to remain until you were at Iei-
sure to give me g little of your time, becauze
I want to place 2 plain alternative hefore you,
and ask you a leng-deferred and decisive
question.! -

©¢With or withont my permission, I pre-
sume!’ said ¥, with an emphasis which was
meant to be very sarcastie,

“¢Yep,' answered he, pravely, ¢ with or
without your permission—ihough I scarcely
think you will witbhold it from me.’

“*And pray why not?’ demanded I,
hatghtily.

‘¢ Becauge if 15 to your interest as well as
mine that the Issne should be met and settled,’
answered he, looking pale but determined.
fRachel, you must know as well as I that
mattera cannot go on like this. I have borne

a great deal from you, through my great love.

for you, but I cannot hear to be treated as a
toy which you eontemptuously fling aside, or
more contemptuously take up at your pleas.
ure. I recognize this atlast, and I recognize,
also, that you wmust choose between me and
these new associates who bave estranged you
from me.’

¢ ¢ Eatranged me from you, indeed!’ said
1, with disdain, ‘You are mistaken. It is
your own senseless jealousy that has es-
tranged us—if we are estranged, We have

- gpoken on this subject before,’ continued T,

loftily, *and T must beg you to understand
that now, as heretofore, I decline to submit to
dietation in regard to my friends or associ-
ates.?

#¢Then,’ sald my cousin, ‘ you force me
to place bhefore you the alternative of which I
have spoken, 1 do mot think there is any
need for me to tell you how truly and how
feithfully T have loved you for meany years,
Youknow it. Yet the time hag come when
you must choose hetween the acquaintances
of yesterday and the friend of your youth.
Rachel, you must give up the Claverings, or
you must give up me. My cousin—my dear
cougin—which will you take? You can ne
longer have both.?

“For a moment this determined attitude
of my vassal petrified me; but I had gome.
thing of o temper, and, if my memory serves
mo right, I stamped my foot, and blazed

&
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out like a tornado at my long.suffering cous.
in. .
“¢ Are you trying te insult me, Mr, Wil-

_mot, that you dare to come and falk to me

like this !—that you dare to put such an al.
ternative before me! Am'I to give up my
friends at the mere bidding of your capme ?
Pray, tell me* {with a withering sneer), ¢ what
penalty shall I incur if T decline 1o take ad-
vantage of the choice which you are kind
enough tooffer me ¥

“You will send away from you, perhaps

" forever, a friend who would do any thing to

#erve you, Rachel. - Is that a little p*

“¢] agm young, and pretty, and rich,’
seid I, scornfully. *I shall find plenty of
other friends.’ : : :

WK you thinl #ef, sald he, & little
hoarsely, ¢if you can take suck a tone ag
that to enesvho has loved you as long and as
well as I have done, it is time indeed to go.
But, O Rachel, Rachel! have you never
loved me—ds you not fove me—even in the
least degree, that you can throw me off like
& worn glove ??

“#+7 should like you very well if you would
only let me alone,” said I, in the tone of one
from whom a reluctant concession is wrung.
{But you do worry so, Harry, and you have
taken such an unaccountable dislike to these
delightful Claverings.’

“iBome day you will be able {0 account
for the dislike easily enough,” said he, gloom-
ily. *But it may be too late then, Rachel,
for God's sake, be warned l—for God's salke,
drop those people! They are not fit associ-
ates for you.’

“¢T won't hear another word!? eried I,
stopping my ears, ‘I won't listen while my
friends are abused and slandered.’ )

4 Rachel,’ said my cousin, growing mo-
mently paler and more earneat,  would you
like to know the cheracter of the man who
hes just left you??

W ¢ Not from your lips,’ answered I, angnly
*I don't trust o word that you eay of him.!

“‘He iz an unprineipled adventurer?
Harry went on, steadily, *he is indeed moth-
ing more nor less than a professional gambler,
1 can prove this,?

“¢ How, pray t'

¢ By the testimony of people who have
@oen and known him at other places.’

#+1 don’t believe one word of it1* I said,
stamping my foot agaln,
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%€ You acouse me of falsehood, then?!

“¢No—but Iaccuse you of listening to.
his enemies, and of belng blinded by jealousy.
If it is true, why don't you expose him ??

“* Would you give him up if I did? (this
very eagerly).

“*Never!’ answered I, grandly. ‘I cling
to my friends alb the more when they are
slandered and persecuted.’

“*Then you see why I don’t expose the
gcoundrel,  Can I have the whole county talk.
ing of your flirtation—-God knows they might
even ¢all it your love-affair-—with a profes.
sional gambler, and chevalier Pindustric? I
am nof thinking of nor pleading for myself,
Rachel, when I pray you to hreak off all con-
nection with such a man.?

“t1 am not to be dictated to,' enid T,
drawing back the hands which he attempted .
to take, ¢ and I positively decline to surrender
a pleasant friend hecause you see fit to make
vague accusations against him.'

44T ghall see if your futher thinks them
vague,' said he.

“{Do!" answered I, acornfully. *The rdle
‘of tale-bearer suite you g0 admirably that you
must allow me fo congrztulate you on your
new métier, and to wish you good-morning!’

“'With that I courtesied grandly, and swept
out of the room, leaving Harry still standing
on the loor. A few minutes later, however,
I had the satisfaction of hesring him gallop
from: the front-deor, and I knew that he was
gone—never to come back again, as he had
done for 80 meny happy years,. Was Edward
Clovering (whom I had not by any means
made up my mind to marry) worth quite such
o sacrifice 48 this? Even with all my ruffed
pride to help me, T was not quite able to an-
swer that question in the affirmative,

“I menaged, however, to console myeelf
very well with Edward Clavering. In the
week which followed Harry’s unusual adyer-
tion of himself, and consequent departure
from the seene of action, I was more than
ever at Woodlawn (for he did not fulfil his
threst of speaking fo pape; partly, es I

earned afterward, becaunse he was busy col-
lecting tangible proof of Clavering's antece-

dents), and my wilful feet went dally nearer

and nearer the verge of that fatefal precipice

of love, down which meny women tumble

headlong into misery, !

“ To let you understand exactly Aow near I
-was to it, I must tell you that, 01117 certiin lovely

L.




- 150 . THE STORY

Indian summer afternoon, when Clavering and
1 were out riding, he formally addressed me
~=having seen, 2o dombt, that he might safe-
Iy veniure to doso, Now, of course I don't
need to tell you that it is noj every man whe
knows how 1o make a declaration, which, of
itself, will go half.way toward winning a wom-
an's hears; in fact, the art of doing so0 is
more rars thun any other with which I am ac-
quainted, Clavering’s propesal was simply
perfect--passionate, graceful, chivalrous, all
and more than all that the most rensitive
fancy could bave demanded, or the most sensi-
tive taste sanctioned. .If men would only com.
prehend thet a woman’s faney can be shoclked,
and a woman's-tastq outraged, by gawucheric on
guch ocopsions, I am inglined to ihink that
there might be fewer untoward wosings, Why
1 did not aceept my suitor on the spot, T den't
Imow, unlesy it was that my cousin’s warning
hed, ofter all, left an impression on my mind,
and inspired me with & vagus distrust of this
acoomplished genilemen, which made me
hesitate when it pume to the actual poing of
puttiog all my future life into hishands, At
all events, I did hesitate—-I paused—rwavered
~finally asked for $ime to consider his offer.
He yielded very gracefully to this request,
and, having listened with tacit faver to his
#uit, I was pledged 4o give an early snd de-
cisive answer, .

“The next day wag stormy, and I did not
go to Woodlawn—neither did any of the
Claverings come te me. ¥t was a day of such
fierco rain and terapest a3 helongs only to the
autumn, and, sinee I was entirely alone, I did
not pags a very cheerful time. My father was
at that time 4 judge on the hench of the Su.
preme Court of the State, but he did legal
business for his frienda occaeionpally, and it
chanced that he had been summoned, early
that morning, to wske the will.of o dying
* man~-a very intimate associate, who lived 2
fow miles distant, As the day advanced,
gaw clearly that he could pot retarn before
nightfall—nor after it sither, for that matter.
The sireams intervening hetween us would
be too high-for him to cress, I felt sure, and,
if the rain continged, he might he water-
bound for seversl deys. ¥ knew he would
dislike this exceodingly, for he never left me
alone when he could pogsibly avoid it, and on
. the present occasion he-would be particularly
loath to do so, singe there chanced at that
time to be a deposit of unusual velue in the

Il
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house. Not long hefore, & very wealthy and
eceeniric old lady of the neighborhood had
died, and left my father executor of a will in
which she bequenthed all her property, and
especially all her jowels (for, by a singular
freak, she had invested to the amount of half
her fortune in precious stones), to him, to be
held in trust for the heir or heira of o long-
lost {and everyhody #aid long.dead) son.
These jewels my father had for some time
kept in hia own possession, meaning to take
them to a city, the first time he went, and
lodge them in a bank. * You may think that
it waa very imprudent to have kept jewels to
the amount of a hundred thousand dellars in
an ordinary country-house for any length of
time; but, in those days, and in' quiet country
regions, robbery was almost whelly unkoowa,
and I have visited many houses where neifher
the plate-cleset nor the jewel-box was consid-
ered worth the trouble of a lock, If these
Jjewels had been hig own, my faiher would
have felt no amxiety about them; but, be-
cause they had been placed in his honds as o
trust, he had been a little nervous, and wished
10 put shem in sxfer keeping than his own.
This had been. deferved from time to time,
however; and now, on this gtormy Novem-
ber evening, ke was on one side of 2 swolien
stream, and I on the other, with the jewels of
old Mrs. Herdie in my sole guardianship.

“1 confess, however, that the thought of
the jewels did not disquiet me very much, I
only thought how lonely and ennuyée I was,
Bo I wrote a note, hegging Tanbel Clavering
1o come and stay with me, giving the jewels
a8 an excuse why I eould not leave the honse
entirely unprotecied. The note was anawered,
1ot by Isabel, but by Edward, -He had come
to bring his sisier’s regrets—she wagy quite
unwell, and- could not veniuré through the
rain; but could not J be prevailed upon to
come over and stay with her ¢ This proposal
wos only too tempting to me, but I could not
reconcile it to my conscicnce to leuve the
Jjewels; so I iold Edward that I could not
go. Heurged me to do so—urged me strong-

1y and repentediy—but I could be very ohsti-

nate when I chose, so I resolutely declined;
and at losi, as night was cloging and- the
storm increasing, be wag obliged to leave
without me. Reluctantly enough, ke bade
me good-evening, and started to leave the
room, when suddenly he stopped, turned, and

came back to where I sat by the fire,
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¢ Rachel,’ he sald, in a low, passionate
voice, ¢ when am I to have my answer?’

* Now, this question provoked me, Ywas
by no means & lovesick maiden, in whose
eyes my lover could do no wrong, but a sensi-
tive, fastidious womar, whose fancy wag only
too easily repelled by the siightest solecism
of taste ‘or chivalry. The circumstances of

ime and placa branded the question as o pre-|
Eumpt.ion in my opinion, and I answered it

‘haughtily and indifferently :

“¢If you choose to wait for my answer,
Mr. Clavering, you can have it when I have
made up my mind; if not, you can” take it
now.’

“t And suppose I take it now?? said he,
a litile hoarsely.

# 1 16oked up into his eyes, with o flash,
I am sure, in my own, They were steadfast,
determinegl, and anxious to a degree that
stariled me,  Hia face, too, was pale and sef,
I thought, as the changeful firelight fijckered
over it. Btill, I was angry—it seemed as if
he took udvantuge of my loneliness to press
his peint in this manner. :

“iIf you take your answer now,’ said I,
coldly, ¢ you may not find i very much to
your faste. Itis, uneqmvocally, N ol?

“‘Rachel!’

“ The tore in whick ha uttered this exclas
mation startled me even more than his eyes
had done. It was violent; it was almost
menacing; and for the first time I realized
how late it had becoms, :and how entirely
alone I was. I rose to my foet and looked—
or endoavored to look — like &. tragedy
gueen.

%t Have you forgotten yourself, Mr, Clay.
ering, or have you forgotten whe I am, that
you ventura to address me in such a manner
ad thisf?

¢No,’ anawered he, trying evidently to
collect himself. *I remember both perfectly.
You have andwered my presumption very

- Uell, Miss Huntingdon, and I accept your

decision, Tt would be ungentlemanly, I pre-
_sume, fo hint that you may ever regret it.
| With my best wishes for your future hap.
piness, I have the honor fo bid you good.
evening,.’

“ He bowed here, snd, without offering to
touch my hand, left the room. Thé next

smoment I eaw him cross the veranda, and

take the dripping path which led through the
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the Clavering domsin, of which I have al-

.+ ready spoken,

“Then I sat down—{ confess a litile
stunned by this brief and most wnexpected
soeize. 'What had so suddenly transformed
the most gallaiit and tender of suitors I could
not imagine, and my amazenient wag so great
that for a time it certainly subordinated every
other feeling,. I had no doubt of my own
power o lure him back if I wanted him=an
important if slready in my reflectionsw-but
what could possibly have. chenged him so
completely in so shori a time ? Had he only
been playing a port, and now, fo¥ some un-
known reagon, had it bacome worth his while
to throw off the magk? Try ag I wounld, I
could find no clew to the enigma which eatis-
fied me, and at last I started from my thoughts
to find the room quite dark, and the fire gone
down to a bed of aghes and coals,

“It i not a cheerful thing to be alone in
an iselated country-house at six p. . on a
rainy Novemaber- evening. I shivered, and
vang the bell for lights, ~ ‘Make up the fire,

{ Johm,' I gaid to the servant who brought

them, ‘and you must sleep in the dinlng-*
room to-night. Papa cannot get back, I am
sure,) Having given this order, I felt some-
whot relieved, for John was large enough and
had pluck enough to be a match for any or-
dinary burglar. OF course, he did not faney
- exthanging his usual comfortable quartera for-
a skake-down in the dining.room, but he said,
*Yes'm,’ with a due amount of respect, snd
then retired; leaving mg to face tHe evening
ag best I could.

“T faced it very badly. Those anxious
eyes of Rdward Olaverings gazed at me from
every page I atiempted to read, and that
white, set face of his, seemed to lurk in ‘the
ghadows that gathered about the corners of
the room, I was heartily glad when nine
o'clock atruck, and I was free to go to bed
without feeling ashamed of myself for keep-
ing ‘ poultry-hours.’ I rang for my maid, and
astonished her by saying that I would sleep
in pape’s room, ppd thet she might bring my
toilet spparatus down to that apartment,
which was on the ground.floor, I must-do
myself the justice to say that some vaghely.
heroie ides of protecting the- jewels way in -
my head, though I searcely think it would
have availed to make me change my domicile,
if o very clear and unhercic idea of being

!

shrubberies to the gate communicating with,

protected by John—the dining-room was just
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aéross the hall from papa’s room—bad not
aided and abetied it.

“Now you must understand that, in the
original plan of the house, papa’s room had
been meant for a smoking-den, but he pre-

ferred n chamber on the ground-floor, and 0.

had chosen this apartment, for which be said

there wes ‘no rational use.’ It had two doors,

one opening on the hall, the other on a side.
pinzza, frem which a poth led stableward.
Both of these doors bad Jocks ; and the ease
with which any ordicary lock pives way at
the ‘ open-sesame’ touch of professtonal fin.
gers wag at that time a fact which had never
been brought fo the realization of the rustio
mind. I remember looking round, after I was
it bed, and thinking how secure every thing
wis—the doors safely locked, the shutters
closed with springs,. and not an avenue of
entrance left by which a mouse could profit.
T gazed with complacent- gratulation at the
safe at the farther end of the room—the safe
sitting modestly back in & corner, and giving
no sign of the golden treasure within it—as I
thought how emphatically we were burglar-
» proof. Nevertheless, sceing the. firelight
gleam on = dagger of papa’s—a pretty, fan.
ciful, Albanian trifle, which he had picked up
in some of his Eastern rambles—1I thought I
might as well put it within convenient reach,
8o springlng out of bed, I ran across the
floor, and took it down from its place over
the mantel. I remember- distinetly how X
felt ita cold, keen edge as I went back ; then,
slipping it under my piliow, I extinguished
the light and dropped comfortably into sleep.
“I do not know how long I slept, but I
think it was about midnight when I'waked
suddenly with & strange sense of terror, a
" blind instinet of dunger, ‘which made the
blood gettle like jce around my heart. My
‘genisen did: not, as is usnally the case, sirug-
_ gle in the dim borderdand hetween sleep and
wiking, but I was roused to perfect con-
aolousness in an instant—consciousness as
complate and clear a8 thet which I enjoy at
this moment. As well as I can recollect, my
firat pbysicnl impression was of a sirange
hea.vlneas, together with & subtile odor which
I knew. perfectly, yet could not identify,
When Xlifted 2 little the Lids which seemed
held down by some indefinable weight, I saw
. that a tight was in the chamber, and that a
man, wearing & black mask, held a botle of
chloroform to my nostrils, while another, alzo
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masked, knelt before the safe ab the fariher
end of the room.

“You wonder, perbaps, that I did not
faint, realizing my utter helplessness. I have
sometimes wondered myself; but the truth is,
that we rarely give way under pressure of
great emergencies.  On-the contrary, I think
we hardly know our own capabiliiies until we
have been tried in some such manner. I
closed my eyes after that one glance, and lay
perfeetly motionless, feeling instinctively that
to feign unconsciousness was the only re-
gource, the only hope in such peril o3 this.
There was nothing to be done, To move, to
attempt to cry aloud, was to senl my death-
warrent, for the same hand which was hold-
ing the chloroform to my nostril could have
been on my throat before more than a gurgle
had been uttered. I did not move a muscle,
therefore ; T even regulated my breathing to
simulate the soft uniformity of slumber. You
think you ceuld not have done as much?”
(A murmur Lad risen from the audience here.)
“Take my word for it, the most timid woman
here would have done just a8 I did, You see
there was no alternative. Death hung over
me on & hair, and in mortel peril it is said
that even cowards are Brave. - With all my
acting, my heart beat so madiy that I feared
it would betray me, and there are no words
to tell what agonizing thoughts were mean-
while surging in my brain. I knew that with
every breath I inhaled the powerful anze.
thetic, and the terror of .unconaciousness
grew momently greater. What could I do?
0 God! what corld Y do? 'Tremember think-
ing little besides this while I lay motion.
Tese.

#7 lived an age of horror in the few min.
utes that elapsed afier my weking, until the
voice of the burglar who was forcing the safe
said something.—so low and muffied that I did
not cateh it—which summoned his companion
to him. I felt that the latter hesitated o mo-
ment and looked at me. Then, ag I suppoged,
concluding that I was ‘gafe,’ he withdrew the
hottle; the next instant a handkerchief, satu.

rated in $he chloroform, was laid across my ~

mouth and nose-—after which, with light,
stealthy steps, he moved away.

“Y heard it o}, with senses sharpened to
tenfold their usual acuteness; and, when he
was once safely gone, I moved the handker.
chief glightly-just enough to allow me a little

pure air, instead of the stifling fumes of the
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chloroform—and then I asked myself, wildly
and desperately, if there was nothing I could
do——if bitter neceseity compelled me to lio
there and watch this dering robbery without
lifting o hand to protect the property intrusted
to my father's honor. You will say that such
& question, in my position, was utter madness,
end go it would haye seemed to me af any
other time. But ot #af moment I forgot my
wenkness, my utter helplessness, in the burn.
ing sense of outrage which came over me as
strongly as if I had been a very Samsen.
‘Watching the two burglars from under my
eyelids I saw the door of the safe (which wae,
in truth, Yttle more thdn & strong hox) yield
to their efforts, and swing back. Was there
nothing I could.do, I asked myself again, in

.utter despair—and, a8 I asked it, T thought of

the dagger under my pillow!

“I say that I thought of it, but I need
scarcely add that an instant’s consideration
told me that no possible weapon could make
me a metch for twe men, even if desperation
lent me courage enough to fuce them. Still I

_ pat up my hand very softly, and drew the

dagger from under my pillow—there being
something singularly reassuring in the cold
steel of its blade, It astonishes me yet to re-
member how cocl T was all this time—so cool
that T was sure my hand would not tremble if
the safety of my life should depend upon one
stroke of the poniard which I grasped as my
only friend and refuge, I was naturally anx-
ious to avoid any such unequal contest—both
for my own sake, and that of the men whom ¥
conld not help remembering were men, with
gouls to be sent into eternity, I wae, how-
ever, determined to save the jewels if possi-
ble; and, strange as it may seem, a plan of es-
eape ot last suggested itself to me—a vecklosa
plan enough, as you may judge, As I bave
gaid, the safe was at the other end of the
room from ‘the bed, and the two burglars, in
gtooping over it, had turned their backs en
me. The door leading. into the hall was mid-
way hetween the'two ends of the room. If I

" ¢ould onice reach it ulmbsewed I could escape

and give the alarm.

“1t wag & forlorn hope, but I determmed
totryit. Perhaps I ehould not have ventured
to do so if I had not been certain of at least
one ally the moment I opened the doer, This
wad a large mastiff, nomed Csar. Howasa
gront favorite with papa, and always slept on
a mat in the hali, Hig instinet told him that
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something was wrong, and for some time past
I had heard him scratehing and whining at
the door. Once aroused, I knew that no bull-
dog eould gurpass him i‘or strength, no blaod-

_hound for ferocity, and so=—if the worst came i

to the worst after the door was opened—I
knew that Camsar was certainly good for one
‘burgtar, and perhaps—if God gave me quick-
wess and strength when both were needed—I
and my dagger might be good for another.’

% Chanee, and the absorbed preoccupation
of the two men, favored me. One short
prayer—how fervent you can never tell unless
you are placed in some such strait—and, step-
ping out of bed with the dagper in my hand,
I took the firet steps, in my bare feet, on the
thickly-carpeted floor. They did not notice
me. All around them were gleaming masses

‘of plate and jewelry. ' I crossed the fleor

swiftly, nmselessiy, and with perfect safoty.
But, when my hend touched the lock of the
door, it gave a sharp olick, which made them
both start and turn. A smgle glence was

.enough. With an cath I shall never Torget,

one of them strode foward me, - N
“Don't expect me to describe the scene
that followed—1I could not, if my life de-
pended on it, I only know that, hefore I
could unfasten the door, I was in the grasp
of a man, whose hands might have been made
of iron from the manner in which they caught
me, and the manner in which I felt them in
every fibre. The vast majority of women (in
our elass of life) go to their graves without
ever having hed cause to realize the brute
dominion of man—when he chooses to use the
etrength given him by his Maker——over the
frail physique of woman, In those days I was
young, healthy, well developed, and somewhat
vain of my strength; yet I wea like a reed in
that- man’s hands. Not even despair and
loathing horror could give me energy enough
to freé myself from o grosp which felt as if it
might crush every bene in my bedy. - Half'
eguffocated a3 I was, I had power, however, to
raise my voice and give one cry-the’ utter-
ance of mortal extremity snd terror. In a
second & hand was over my mouth, and an-
other at my throat. °Try that again, and you
are a dend woman in two minutes!? the bur-
glar hissed in my ear. The cloge grip on my
throat rendered this more than a threat, and
an instinet—-the instinet that causes aver the
weakest to fight for lifew=made me 1ift the hand

| which was now free, and plunge the dagger
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{which he had been on the point of wresting
from me When I screamed) up to the hilt in
his body! :

f He dvopped his hands from my throat,
and, with one deep groan, staggered back.
As be did so, I turned, and, with wildly-ex-
cited fingers, tore open the door, Then, with
a deep, menacing growl, such as I never
heard before, and hope never to hear again,
Caegar rushed past me, I heard cries—oaths
~the sound of flerce struggling—the decp

" bass muiter of tlie dog—aa I fled from the
room, but I dared not pause, and bursting
into the dinihg-room, I faced John, whom my
sereany and the noise of the dog had at last
aroused. .

“Tn a fow minntes the only other man of
the establishment--the gardener—was wak-
ened; and, armed with any avsilahle weapons
that came to hand, the two men entered the
now pminously eilent room. Despite their
entreatics, I followed them, and-—ghall T ever
forget the scone-which greeted me! There
was the open safe, with a lantern on the floor
beside it, the light fiashing back from all the
shining plate and dazzling jewels, which cov-
ered the carpet, Near the door—within five
paces of where I had stood--lay the burglar
who had cought me ; and neaxr the safe—with
Ceesar crouching on his chest—was the other,
The two servants went at once to draw off the
dog, «nd, while they did this, I bent to pee if

* the'man near me were dead or only wounded,
I found that he'was still living, thongh he had
evidently tried to rise, and fainied from pain
or loas of bleod. Azxious to give him air
syiflcient for recovery, I lifted the crape mask
from his face, and, as God sees and hears me,
this midaight robber~-this thief whom I had
stabbed as.an outlaw, in self.defence—proved
to be no other than Edward Clavering, my
father's constant guest, my own devoted
lover!

4T knelt over him ag if' T had been turned
to stone—striving vainly to realize the hide.
ous horrer of the -discovery—when a siified
ery frofn John fall on my ear,

#43a0d God!" I heard him  exclaim,
‘Bandy; here's Mr, Ridgeley——ond Jig's stone
dead!' L

% They say that afterthis I uttered a cry—
the second which hod passed my lips—and

. fell brok into o deep swoon. I only kaow
that those words are the lasi I remember of
that hideous night.”

OF A SCAR.

There was silence with the quattet for
some time after. Mra, Stuart reached .this
tragio climax of her story; but, to make it
satisfactorily complete, there was more yet to
be told; and, after waiting as long as was

' possible; Miss Palmer st Iast hazarded a ques-

tion. )
“ Was he guile desd, Mrs, Stuart?”

“Yes,” snswered Mra, Stuart, speaking

with great effort, * Coedar had done his work

well. The wretched man never breathed af-

ter those strong teeth were once fasténed in
hig throat. Edward Clavering, however, re.
covered, and, although I never saw him after.
‘ward, papa told me‘ihat he had confessed
every thing with regard to himself and his wo-
tives. The whole family were adventurers,
and he wag—es Harry had deelared——a pro-
fessional gambler and ochevalior d'ndusirie,

- Fortune had for some time been ot o very low

ebb with hjim, and {0 marry me was his last
hope of retrieving his affalrs, One or two
people who knew his character had, however,
ehanced 1o come into the neighborhood of the
county, and he was aware that exposure
might overtake him any day or hour, Under
these circwmstances he grew desperate; and,
knowing that there was very little hopo of my
father's consenting to the marriage (even if I
should accept his proposal), he determined
upon the hold stroke of * securing ' Mrs, Har-
die’s jewels. The plan had presented itgelf
to him when he heard of my father's absence,
and i wad to facilitate the matter that he had
urged me S0 strongly to leave the house. It
was 5180 on this account that he had brought
matters to o decided issue with regard to his
guit. He had always distrosted the mavks of
favor which I accorded to him ; for my repu-
tatior a3 a coquette was wide-spread, and he
bad rio idea of giving up a certain good (the
jewelg) for the uncertain goed of being played
with a little longer by an accomplished flirt.
8till, if I bad not been so decided—if I had
given him any hope of my eventually saying
* Ye# —every thing might have been differ-
ent. The unfortunate Ridgeley would not
have been led to his death, and the exposure

. when it came would not have been so open

and so terrible, One. thing, however, Is cer-
tain: his purpose would have béen safoly
achieved—the jeweld -would have been lost,
and my father’s fortune, if not credit, serfous-
ly impeired, but for my whim of sleeping
down-staira. I alome had the credit of pre.
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venting the robbery, and it was not until I
waked from my long and death.like swoon
that I found at how much cost to myself
this eredis had been gained. I was ill—T re-
mained ill for weehs—and this hand ” (she
hield up the one across the white surface of
which the long, red scar wag traced) ‘' had
been laid open to the bone by the keen edge
of the dagger to which T clung in that shoxt,
close struggle. i

“Was I euved of flirting # 1 think I may
gafely say that I wag; but T never married
Harry Wilmot, though we were good friends
and cousing to the day of his death. In this
respect, at leagt, you see, the whole course of
my life was changed by the story I have told
you.”

The steady voice of the narrator sank into
silenge, tha bright blaze of the fire had died
dowu to o goft glow which did little I;;ore than
reveal faint outlines of the four lndies grouped
around it, and, as the gloom of twilight deep-
ened into night, the large room locked almost

eerie enough for o ghost-scene. The tragic,

narrative to which they had just listened had
sobered the andience exceedingly, and no
volee broke the stillness until there came
gounds—footateps and voices on. the stair—

" which teld that the gentlemen were coming

up., Then-there was something of a commo-
tion. Mrs. Dulaney rang for lights, Miss
Palmer's pretty feet resumed their proper
place on the floor, Miss Lamar roge from her
lowly seat, and sank into & deep chair some-

what outside the cirele and in the shade,

Here a tall, handsome gentleman found her
when he glanced round eagerly for his “nut-
brown mayde,”

OF A SCAR. - 155

“ Why are you looking so pensive?” he
agked, leaning over the back of her chair.
‘ Have you been frightening each other with
ghost-stories here in the dark?”

She threw her head back and looked up at.
him with her liquid-brown eyes. Wretched
little sinmer that she was, she- knew only too-
well how these some eyes ware treacherous
lakes into the depths of which men’s hearts
tumbled unawares and were heard of no more,

“ Ghost-stories ? ' she repeated. “No,
indeed! We have had something much more
thrilling than a ghost-story, beeauge it was.
true—a story of robbery, and danger, and
courage, and death! With a moral, too !

“Indeed! And mayI ask what the moral
was ?—to get patent locks, and keep fire-arms.
by your bed 2 .

“No, The moral was less commonplace
—at lenst in conmection with robbery. It was.
highly edifying, I assure you, for it was this
—heware of flirtation!™” .

He elevated hig eyebrows and laughed.

.“Is it possible? I think X shall beg for-
the story, for I cannot imagine two more in-
congruons ideas than burglary and flirtation.
And are we'to have a_feminine Saul smong
the prophets--do you mean to swear off from
your favorite amusement ?

“ Swenr off! As if T ever flirted! or, &8
if my poor shots could hurt anybedy, if I
did 1" .

4 Don’t lay that* flattering unction to your
goul,!  said he, in a whisper. “ Your shots.
have crippled one bird for life, and’ Heaven
only knows what you mean to do with him.”

“Put him in my gamebag, of course,™

she answered, with a wicked glance,




A DOTUBT.

CHAPTER L

HE day was bright, still, and balmy.
Though January had told but a third
of hia span of days, Nature was slready be-
ginning to awake from her winter sleep.
Flowers were blooming, bees were humming,
and birde were singing gayly amid the ever-
green shrubs, in the large garden attached to
one of the handsomest private residences in
the town of J——, All was sunny and cheer-
ful without doors; all was bustle and excite-
mént within, It was the eve of the wedding-
dey of the only child and heiress of the
houge, and, in anticipation of the important
event, all heads and hands. were busy with
preparations. '
Mrs. Blount, the lndy of the mangion, was
g little foo busy for the eomfort of her ser.
vants and assistants. She was here, there,
everywhere; in lhe store.room, where the
process of cake.making, ceke-decorating, and
the general mannfacture of domestie confec-
* tiong, wasin full tide~np.stairs, down-stairs—
even in the kitchen, with guestions, sugges-
tions, directions, that infinitely disgusted the
cook—hindering everybody, helping nobedy,
until the very rustle of her silk dress be-
cante an abomination in the ears of the much-
tried hounsehold. The confectioner’s man,
who wag in command of the store-room, had
again and again respectfully represented that
‘he “would have all right, without her troub-
ling herself—she might depend upon ket !”
—~the ¢ook had exclaimed each time that the
brown gilk invaded her domain, “ Now don’t
you be botherin’, mistivs, and making yourself
uneasy, You know I'm Jound to have every

thing fust-rate for Miss Emmy’s weddin’ |-

breakfast ! "—and her own maid had protest-
ed solemnly againsi her hbreeking herself
down this way, instead of keeping quiet, so
as to be well to-morrow.” But remonstrances
were vain. Mrs. Blount could not keep qalet,
Her spirits were at that altitude of exhila-
ration which must effexvesce in restless mo-
tion, It was not only that she enjoyed in-
tensely the fuss, excitement, and éclat of her
daughter's marriage with one of the richagt,
handsomest, and most fashionable men of
J——; the crown of her content was, that
she herself had “made the mateh ;* that, but
for her, it * never would have been a match.”
And so, happy and self - congratulating, she
wandered about; blandly unconscious of how
much she wag in everybody’s way, and how
heartily everybody was wishing her at the an-
tipodes, - -

There were two rooms in the houge, how-.
ever, which, in all her wanderings, she left un-
inyaded. One of these was the chamber of
her daughter, the bride-elect; the other was
the private room of her husband—s small
apartment adjoining the Hbrary—which en-
joyed the preseriptive right of .exemption
from intrusion.

In this latter, Mr, Blount was now sitting,
on a sofs drawn near to the fire, He had
Jjust turned from the library-table at his el-
bow, where he had been writing letters, and,
leaning forward, took up the poker, and be-
gan to stir the fire mechanically. Mr. Blount
was a man whose life was exclusively of thin
world, He ate, he slept, he entertained his
friends, he read, wrote, snd studied, under his
own roof, and he paid all the bills his wife
presented to him, without question or com.
ment; but that.wad all. So far as any of the
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agual influenges of fome were concerned, he
might as well have been the celibate of an
anchoret’s cell. He had early in his married
life diseovered that theré~was nothing in
«common between himself and the vain, feiv-
-olous woman whom he had made his wife;
for, though the world ocenpied sn equal place
in her regard ag in his own, it was in o very
different form. He was intellectual, energet-
ic, ambitious, while she was & mere hutterfly
of fashion; far the more selfish and heartless,
inasmuch a3 she wag by far the most shallow
nature of the two.

On the present family occasion, there was
a8 little harmony of sentiment 23 waual be.
tween this ill-matched pair. As Mr. Blount
‘bent over, ind absently atirred the coals, hid
face, 9o far from exhibiting the expression of
beatified content whick hia wife’s eounte-
‘hance was bearing about, was very clouded.
Hig eye waa thoughtful, his brows somewhat
-contracted, and his lips compresged, He wag
thinking of an appeal which his daughter, to
Lis great astonishment, hud addressed to him
the night before; and, as he thought, his
face grew darker and darker — for he felt
that, without any fault of hiz own, be occu-
pied a very embarrasging and peinful posi.
tion; and the sense of this was not less dis-
-agreeablo than novel to him. He had prom-
ised his danghter that he would consider the
matter which she had so abruptly forced upon
his attention, and he had kept his word--
- having spent the grenter part of the pight
revolving it in his mind, But, look nt the
yuestion a8 he would, he could find no satis.
factory solution of the difficulty. For once,
‘his keen intellect, and usual fertility of re.
-source, were entirely at fault, He was hope-
lessly perplexed. ’ '

‘While he wag still ruminating the subject,
thers was a low knock at the door. He
hesitated n moment before Le said, “ Come
in,” and, for the first time in his hfe, was
-congeious of o positive sense of cowandice, a8
be heerd the door open and shut, and a slight,
¢uick step crossing the floor, Yt was not un.
til this step pauvsed beside him, that he turned
:end looked up,

" A young girl, whose slender figure and
delicate blond benuty gave her an almost
peinful appearance of fragility, wos standing
-with feverishly-verying color, her eager gaze
fostened wpon him, At the first glimpse of
his countenance, the seemed to vead the de-

cision af that instant forming in his wmind,
and the lovely half-blushes, that were coming
and going momently in her cheek, faded sud-
denly, leaving it as stony white as freshly-
carved alabaster.

“Papa, O papa | " she cned without wait-
ing for him to speak, “¥ cannot cannot mar-
ry kim! Oh, have merey on me, and send
him away! I cannot, cennoet marry him!"

She pressed her hands down ome upon
the other, on the edge of the table by which
she stood, as if to steady herself—for she was
trembling from head to foot—pressed them so
hard, that they were almost as bloodless au
her face and there was a atrange look of
terror and anguish in her eyes, while her
voice hod the very wail of despair in ita ac-
cents.

“My daughter,” said Mr, Blount, gravely
«.taking her hands, he drew her toward him,
and placed hor on the pofa by his side—* my
daughter, sit down and Hsten to what I have
to say.”

“0Opapa! Opapa!” she gasped hyster-
ically, “ you do not mesn—you cannot be so
cruel as to mean--"*

. “Don’t excite yourself in tlns vielent
manner,” said her father, whosge face had be.
come % shade paler than weual, “Try and
control this ngxta.tmn—try and listen to me,
Emily.”

He wus still holding her hands, but by

2 sudden effort she released them from

his grasp, and began wiinging them frantl-
cally.
“ Tell me—only tell me,” she cned “that

you will save me from this worse than death!

That is oll T ask1”

%I can tell you nothing untilyou are eapa.
ble of Listening to ressom, my daughter, he
answered, with the same gentle gravity ag when
ko spoke firat.

“Reason!” exelaimed she, passionately,
Then looking at his face, and reading its ex-

pression, she added more guietly:  Forgive .

me for distressing you so much! I will try to
Listen to you.”

He put his hand on the goft brown hmr
that was pushed carelessly back from her
face, flowing in diserdered ringlets on her
ghoulders, and smoothed it softly for 2 mo-
ment, before he said

“mely, if you had told, me, at the time
thiz marrigge was first gpoken of, that in ac-
cepting Madison you were acting under com-

"y
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pulsion of your mother's influcnee, I should
not only have at once put a stop to the affair
itself, but I should have taken care that such a
thing never happened again, by peremptorily
forbidding your mother’s interference, either
one way or the other, with your future matri-
monial choice. ‘But I understood from her
that you accepted him voluntarily ; and your
conduct gave every color of probability to
this asgertion, I saw you walking and riding
with him constently—receiving his attentions
at all times, as if they were agreeable to you;
and when I made the direct inguiry of you—
23 a matter of form only, I confess—whether
you wished to marry the man, yor answered
distinetly that you did.”

% Yes, yes, I was a poor, misorable coward !
As T told you last night, papa, mamma man.
aged to throw me with—with him, against my
will, and to cjommit me in so many different
ways, that I wag coward encugh to feel it im-
possible to say no, when he finally asked me
to marry him. But as to my receiving. his
attentions, that was not my fault, Mamma

would promise him that I would ride or walk

with him at a certain time, and would

then insist- on my fulfilling the engagement

when he came to ¢laim it. I never liked him
~=though I did not, when I consented to mar-
ry him, detest him as T donow. I thought
that as I had unintentionally led him on, as
mamma colled it, to offer himself—that I

.would try to like him. And, O papa, I have

tried so hard! But the more I saw of him,
the more did I feel dislike, amounting to ut-
ter disgust; and though for a long time I
would not -acknowledge -this, even to myself,
ag the time drew nearer and nearer for me
to marry him, F-I~papa, I could not endure

.1t1 I abhor him--] loathe him! Death would

be a thousand times preferable to marrying
him! O papal have mercy on me, and save
me! I shall lose my semses or die, if I
have to marry this man!”

“What can T do at this late hour? Con-
gider, Emily—if you had spoken i¢ me a
wonth or even a week ago, it would have
been different; but you let the engagement
go on for months, you wait until the marriage
has been publicly announced, every prepara~
tion completed, the very eve of the day ar.
rives, and you wish to break it off theu!
Don’t you know that to jilt the man in this
notorfous manner would be most unprineipled,
most, dishonorable conduct 7 -

She did not answer. She only wrung her
hands again, with a look of utter de-
spair,

“Po not think that I am indifferent to
your wishes,” continued Mr. Blount, after a
little pause. “I would do any thing which it
was posgible to do, my dnughter, to releaze
you from o marriage that geems 80 repugnant
to your mclmatmn. But what you propose
would be o disgraceful breach of faith. Don’t
you gee that? "

‘¢ Is there no hope, no help, for me?" ghe
asked, with & desperate sort of calmness,

© “No help hut in your own strength of
character, Remember, it was by your own
act that you were involved in this affair. A
word to me, at any time, would have relieved
you of all difficulty. You ought to have
spoken that word in time. Since you did not
do_so, you ave bound in honor to keep your
faith.”

%1 would have appesled to you sooner, but
I wag always efraid of you, father,” said the
girl, bitterly.

Afraid of me! What reason hed you
to be afraid of me?” demanded he, hastily,
“Did T ever once act, or even speak, harshly
to you?”

“No; you were always kind enough, but
80 ¢old! You searcely seemed conscious of
my existence, unless gome actident reminded
you of it."”

“God forgive me ! ™ snid he, with a groan,,
“God forgive me! One false step, one exror,
is the fruitful source of many seeceeding evils.
I was not by nature what is ecalled an affec.
tionate disposition, not impressionable "or
demonstrative, and the little warmth and
sentiment that I did possesz was frozen
by— b ) )

He stopped, and was silent for some min-
utes. '

% Bmily,” he sald, turning suddenly to his
daughter, “answer me one question. Is it
some love-affair with another man which
makes you so averse to marrying Madi-
gon §

% No,” she auswered meeting his keen
gl:mce without the slightest hesitation, “I
do not love any other man, Iwish I did; for
I could ask Zém to save me, then, No. If
is just that I detest—Ioathe—this mant™

She spoke quielly now, ss if the climax
of pagsionate feeling wag past, and vomething

| very like apathy was etealing over her, Mr,




Blount looked with anxiety amounting to ap-
prehension at her pale face and drooping
form.

“ My daughter,”, said he, abruptiy, *you
think the sacrifice which your own conduct
has impeaed upon you a hard one. Listen to
me, and I will tell you of a much harder sacri-
fice which 7 once made to a sense of honor,
Did it ever ocour to you to wonder, I}mlly,
why I married your mother "

% T have always wondered at it,” she on-
swered, listlesely.

% She was handsome when I first saw her,
and much admired; and, from the first mo-
ment of our acqunintance, she exerted every
effort to ntirect me, I don't think that, in.
tringically considered, I should have given
her a single thought, or that it would have
heen possible for her to obtain mymost tran.
sient atteniion, But I wns young and vain,
and, flattered by the fuvor voluntarily be-
stowed on me—-n favor which I saw so many
. around me coveting—I was unheppily drawn

on, until, despite my better judgment, and
" almost before I knew what T wag sbout, I was
engoged to her.
“It was at a watering-place that we met,
just at the end of the season. Un the very
day after I bad offored myself, and been ne-
cepted, we parted fo return to our respective
homes, I was startled to find that, aa I jour-
neyed homeward, I dragged a lengthening
chain, not of regret at parting from her, but
of repentance that I had been so weak as to
yield to & momentary infatnation, thus bind-
ing myself in honor to marry & woman for
whom I entertained not the slightest genunine
regard, And, if T felt this at the time, how
much more did I feel it afterward, when acci-
dent threw serogs my path a woman whom I
could have really loved, whom I did love, not-
withatanding my struggles against what my
own folly rendered & hopeless passion! But
T did not liesitate, my daughter, ag to what I
gbould do, The real passion which had taken
possession of my heart filled it with a dis.
gust for the woman to whom I had engaged
myself, equal, at least, to that which you en-
tertain for this man you are about to marrey.”
The girl shivered at his last words. - Buf—
I wag bound in honor, and I kept my faith,
Now, do you not see that my case waa harder
‘than your own? I loved another weman,
You have just assured me that that sting is
not added to your suffering, I was perfeotly

aware that it was only for my wealth, and my
reputation as an ambitious and rising man,
that the coquette who had netted me wished
to become my wife; while you must acknowl-
edge that Madison is really attached to you
for yourself alone. I do not admire him as &
man ; he certainly would not have been my
choice as a son-inJaw; but I must do him
the justice to admit that his love for you is
thoroughly honest and disinterested. I mever
was mistaken in wy judgment of a man's
character, and I am certajn of this,”

* What does it matter? T hate himwI
abhm- lnm—I loathe him! Father' (she
caught his arm with both her hands, and
looked despairingly in his face), “do you
meann to tell me that there is no eseape, that’
1 must marey bim?7

“My daughter cannot net dishonorably,
and it would be dishonorable to draw back
now.”

* Then, God help me, since you won't!”
ghe cried, burying her face in her hands,
After a minute, she slowly withdrew them,
and Jooked up.
tressed you in this way, papa, sivee it has
done no good. I suppose you are right—that
every thing ought to be sacrifi¢ed to honor,
I will try to be resxgned ginge it must be
80. "

She rose to go, and her father, rising also,
bent his heud and pressed his Jips to her
brow.

“ My poor child!” he said, -

That was all; but she saw that his eyes
were full of tears.

 Are you so sorry for me as that?” she
said, with a sad, faint smile. And then she
repeated her Jast words: “T will try to be
resigned, since it must be s0.”

——

v

CHAFIER II.

. %What! not dressed yet?" said Mrs,

Blount, sweeping into her daughter’s room,
vesplendent in pearl-colored silk, early the
next morning, and finding Emily still in her
dressing-gown, standing before a window, I
thought I particularly requested you to he
punctual, my dear,” she added, with petulant
reproach.

“I ghall be ready in time,” answered
Emily, without turning round; and some-

r

“I am sorry I have dis- .
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thing in the tone of Ler voice grated very
harshly on her mother’s ear,

She had managed and mancouvred, with 2ll
the skill of a cunning and perfectly unserupu-
lous nature, to force her daughter into & mar-
riage to which, she was well aware, the girl's
inclinations were violently opposed; and she
felicitated herself on the success of her man-
agement. But still there was g little of the
mother yot alive at the hottom of ker heart,
despite the mountain of selfishness overlying
it; and latterly this fecling had given her
some very uncomfortable gqualms whesever
she was in Emily’s presence. The langnage

. of auffering was written so plainly on the pale

and altered face, but a little time before so

- bright, that not -all the specious arguments

with which egotism iz ever ready to justify
itself to its worshipper could quite stifie the
whisperings of remorse. I have acted en-

tirely for her ‘own good, and she will thank |

me for it hereafter,)’ was the stereotyped
phrase which she wag in the habit of repeat-
ing to herself when her conscience was a
little more importunate than usual in con-
demning her arbitrary conduct in the matter
of this marriage, Bhe repeated it now, ag
she advanced to where Emily remained stand-
ing, and exclaimed, with ostentatious cheer-
fulness:

- % Let me see if you are looking your best,
my love, ag in duty bound this morn-
ing!”

Her daughter did not reply, did not even
seem to hear the remark, She was gezing!
vacantly far away into the blue sky at some
flesey white clouds that floated slowly along,
and wishing, In an apathetic sort of woy, that
she was one of them, -

“Jt is time that you were dregsing,” said
Mrs. Blount, in somewhat less honeyed ag-
cents, for she began to feel both irritated and
uneasy st this strange manner.

“Very well-—I will dress,” answered the
girl, listlessly; but she made no movemsnt
toward doing so.

“ Never mind, Mrs, Blount; T will take
her in hand, and, trust me, she shall be forth-
coming et eleven o'clock,” cried a gay veice

*"jn Mrs, Blount's rear; and o young lady in

bridesmaid’s costume came forward from the
other side of the apartment, wheie she had
been busy et & toilet-table, putting the finish.
ing touches to her own dress.
“ Thank you, Miss Laura—T will leave you
11

St

to your task, then,” gaid Mrs, Blount, gra.
ciously. “I am particularly anxious to be
punctual to the appeinted hour, It is always
20 tiresome and awkward when there is delay
on an eccasion of this kind.”

She smiled, and the pearl colored silk rus.
tled majestically out of the room.

“Come, darling, said the young lady,
who had so opportunely for Mrs, Blount en-
tered an appearance on the scene—Emily’s
favorlte friend and fivst bridesmaid-—Laura
Asghby—* ¢ome, you must dress,”

“ Very well,” was the reply egain; and
thig time she did move.

Bhe walked across the room to the toilet-
table, and resigned herself passively into the
hands of Miss Ashby and her own maid, who
went to work con amore, and, &t least hall an
hourbefore the stipulated tire, pregented her
to her own inspection in the mirror, in all the
bridal glories of white silk, orange-blosgoms,
and veil, eomplete,

“You look lovely, perfeetly lovely 1" oried
Laurs, enthusiagtically. “A little too pale,
but then it Is the regulation thing for & bride
te be pale—but beautiful as & dream 1~Don"t
she, Lucinda 7%

“'Peed does she, Miss Laurs,” ahswered

‘the maid, in & glow of pride and admiration.

“ The prettieat bride ever Jsaw!1®

 Run, now, and see whether all the bridal-
party have arrived. I don't suppose they
have; it is early yet. You wait down-stairs
until it is time for us to go down, and come
and tell me then.—You know,” ghe continued,
turning to Emily, a8 the maid left the room,
“that the guests are to be in {he front draw-
ing-room, and the folding-doors will remain
closed until we are all in our placesin the
back drawing-room. Then they will be
thrown open, and the ceremony performed
immediately. That, and the congratulations,
and the breakfast, will—but what am I think.
ing of to let you be standing tiring yourself
in this way ? Come to the fire, and be quiet
until we have to go down.”

I would rather go to the window,” gaid
Emily, returning to her former pogition,
“Plesse to raise it up, Laura, I am so
warm,”

“ It is a delightful morning,” aald Laura,
pushing up the sash; “the air is more lke

‘Apiil than January,” Bhe drew a large arm-

chair directly in front of the window as she
spoke, and made her friend sit down, “Don't

[l

»
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orush your dress, though,” she entreated, as
ihe other sank into its depths withoui any
appurent recollection of that important con-
gideration, *Mercy, childl you will ruip
your hea.d if you Jean back against it in that
way.”

Emily looked up wn;h a fiunt smile,

“You can set it to rights again,” she
gaid, “I must lean back; I am so very
iired.”

She closed her eyes, and Laura, who had
been wondering privately ail the morning at
the gtrange manxer in which she was acting,
stood gazing at her now in positive dismay.

Everybody—that is, everybody who con-
stituted the fashionable world of J—, was

porfectly aware that this marriege of Mr.

Madison and Misa Blount was a “made
metch ;" everybody, excepting Mr. Blount,
whio was not in the way of hearing gossip,
particularly about his own daughter, had
known all along that it was a mateh not atall
to the taste of the bride; and she had been
very much pitied at ﬁrst. But people took
it for granted that she had “become recon-
ciled to the affair,” and it was with a sudden
thrill that Laura Ashby now connected her
gingular conduct with the recollection of her
aversion to the marriege.

“Good Heavens!’ thought she, aghast;
and she went and sat down by the fire to
think the matter over,

A thougand little circumstances unnoticed
at the time of their oceurrence started up to
corroborate the dreadful suspicion which bad
flashed upon her mind; and she was wringing

“her hands, metaphorically, over the migerable
fote to which ker poor friend was condemned,
when the door cpened, and & troop of brides-
maids were ushered iz by Imcinda,

~ After exchanging a few sentences with
Laura, they all followed her with gay words

* and lpughter to offer their greetings to the

bride, who etill sat just es Laura had left her

. few minutes before,

“She is asleep,” whispered the first one
who approaiched and the rest moved sofily,
and spoke in low tones as they gathered
around the chair,

“ How lovely she Iooksl "

© & Beautiful |

“ Rxquisite !

“Toop palel”

“Oh, she will have color when she be-
comes excited !

Suddenly a silence fell over the circle—
the silence of unconscious awe. She was so
atill.” They looked at each other in surprise ;
then a'chill doubt and terror came into their
eyes, and they stood paralyzed,

It was at this moment that Lucinda ap-
proached the group, and, struck by the ex:

pression of all the faces before her, she .

pressed forward, as with on instinet of what

was to come, gazed for an instant with start- .

ing eyes, then seized one of the white bands
that hung loosely over the arm of the chair.
A touch was sufficient. She fell on her knees
before the motionless form, with a loud, pier-
cing shriel that rang through the whole
house, smote fearfully on the ears of the wed.
ding.guests assembled in the drawing-room
beneath, and, in the contagious panic of hor-
ror, was taken up and redchoed by every one
of the circle of girls around.

CHAPTER IIL

Emily Blount had watched the sun rise
that morning of her wedding-day in goelden
splendor; but clouda gathered at early noon,
end the pame sun sapk to his rest in gloom
and darkness. When the next day dawned
there seemed a shadow over the heavens as
deep a3 the pall of grief that had fallen on
the house so,suddenly chunged from a house
of joy 10 & house of mourning. The sky was
one sombre gray; the air was still and damp.
People who professed to undersiand the
weather gaid that a heavy winter storm wag
coming on, which would lust for days, There
were ‘speculations whether Emily Blount's
funeral would not, or ought not, to take place
that afternoon, as the weather war so threat-
ening, the cemetery was & mile from town,
and the road to it a desperately bad one after
a rain, Everybody who enteriained any in-
terest on the subject—all the friends and ac-
quaintances of the Blounts, that is to say—
looked apxiously in the morning paper to see
if there was a notice, but none appenred;
and it was generally understood during the
gourse of the morning that the funeral was
appointed for the following day. Aboutnoon,
however, thére was a burial-paper carried
round : the funeral would take place at three
o'clock . M It soon transpired, further,
that Mr, Blount had with difieuliy been in-
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duced to cousent to this change of arrange-
ment, on the representations of the physieians
attending his wife, that, unless the -body of
her daughter was removed from the house
very soon, they could mot answer for her
sanity, so violent was her grief and her re-
morse,

“ No wonder Mrs. Blount feels remorse!”
said Laura Ashby, a3 her brother sat down
beside her in vhe earriage, to go to the fu-
neral, “She i3 just as much Emily's mur-
derer as if she had taken a knife and cut her
throat!"

Then, with all the eloguence of prief and
indigndtion, Laura proceeded to relate to her
brother (who had returned home only two
days previously, after a long absence, and
congequently was not informed in-the matter
of the soeial gossip of J—) the whole his-
tory of the ¥ mateh ™ over which Mre. Blount
had made g0 much rejoicing, and which had
ended so tragically,

“0 Duncan! if you had geen her smile,
her face, as she looked up at me just be-
forel-"

The girl paused—her voice choked in tears,

_ % And she died of disease of the heart, it
is thought ?  asked Duncan, who was a physi-

_cian, and naturally felt an interest in the sub-

jest of so unusual and sudden a death, but
had had no opportunity of speaking to his
sister about it before, as she had not been at
home from the time of Emily’s death until
she returned half an hour before, to change
her dress.for the funeral,

“Of course it was disease of the heart,”
ghe answered. “ The doctors sald so—and

"what else could it have been? They were

trymg' every thing to recover her ‘esterda.y
morning ; for the doctors thought at first that
it might be merely o fainiing-fit. But I
knew better. I knew the ingtant I looked at
her that she was dead! Shewas just as cold

-and rigid then—and it had not been ten min-

utes sinco she was speaking to me—just as
cold and rigid ag she is now. I want you to
see her, Dunean ; she looks so lovely1”

The carriage stopped at this moment. They
alighted, and, entering the house, Laura led
the way st once into the back drawing.room,
where the body of Emily Blount was lying.
Tt was before the days of burial-cases, and

the top of the coffin had not yet been put on; | o

the full-length figure was visible, in all the
mocking glory of her bridal array.

“

“ How beautiful 1™ was Duncan Ashby’s
first thought, as his eye rested on it; and
then, with 2 sudden, sharp pain that sur.
prised himself, he remembered o single line
of poetry he had lately seen quoted in some
novel he had been reading :

“Death holdd not long his falrest guest um.
changed.”

The young men had been studymg digease
and death in all their numberless forms, in the
hospitals of Parls, until, like too many of his
profession, he had come to practically regard
the human body simply as a eurious piece of
mechanism animated by the vital prineiple.
But be could mot look at the form before
him in this eold, abstract manner. He could
only gaze on it as a vision of beauty such as
he had never heheld before. There was not
the faintest shade of death’s livid hue on the
pure whiteness of the face; no sinking or
sharpness of feature; there was, even, none
of that peculiar expression around the lips,
and in the fall of the eyelashes upon the
cheek, which is the most invariable signet set
by Death upon his vietims. And yet it did
not look. like life, either. In both form and
faee there was a rigidress resembling mar-
ble more than flesh; and the complexion was
unnaturally tintless; bloodlessly transparent
8 Parian. It seemed s thing that belonged
neither to death nor to life—but, rather, to the
realm of the beautiful in art; like

“ Some bright creation of the Grecian chigel:
As cold, as pale, a8 passionless, s perfect.”

How long Duncan Ashby remained in
rapt contemplation of that lovely mould of
clay, he could not have told. Indeed, he
afterward had a very indistinet recollection
-of every thing that occurred during the fol-
lowing two hours. That double conscious-
ness which often enables us to acquit cur-
selves ereditably in word and manner, while
our thoughts are far away from time and

place, mugt have befriended him; for, not-
thhstandmg that & very grave conﬂmt was
going on in his mind, ro outward token ke
trayed it.

Though the hour was burely that of sun-
get when the long line of-carriages that had
followed Emiily Blount's funeral left the ceme-
tery gate to return to tewn, the sky wae so
vercast that dusk had already fallen; and
when Duncan Ashby and his sister arrived at
‘home, it was quite dark, Dinner hod heen




164 , A DOUBT.

Irept waiting for them, and to Duncan’s satis-
faction was gerved immediately. Laura, ex-
cusing herself on the plea of 2 bad headache,
retired at once to her own room; and Mr,
Ashby, pére, though he had already dined,
complacently sat down to keep his son com-
pany, He was rather shocked by the hasiy
matner in which Duncan dispatched the busi-
ness, He ate—for he was hungry and need.
ed hig dinner—but he ate like a hungry man
who was in a gveat hurey ; and on rising from
table surpriged Mr. Ashby by leaving him for
the evening, He had an engagement, he
sgid, which wounld probably detain him out
late; and so he would wish his father good-
night before going.

A thin, drizzling rain had set in half an
hour before, and had been increasing steadily
in viclence ever mince; and consequently it
was through a peliing shower thatDuncan
made his way io the house of Dr. Boyd,
Mr. Blount's family physician, It chunced
that the doctor, who was a widower, and kept
whatever hours suited his convenience of the
moment, having dined before going to the
funeral, was just enjoying a substantizl sup-
per, in all the ease and comfort of dressing.
gown and slippers., Duncan’s ring ai the
door gtartled him to the indulgence in one or
two expletives rather more emphatic than
reverent, for he apprehended that it might
be n professional call; and he'felt irritated at
the bare thought of having to leave his com-
fortable fireside—to say nothing of the whis-
key-punch which wes at that moment in pro-
cess of brewing by his trusty housekeeper—
and brave the inclement weather without.
But, on Jearning that it was a visitor instead
of a call, he ordered the servant to show the

young man in, and rose with the greatest cor-

diality to weleome him.

The “firat salutations over, Duncan, after
declining supper, as he had just risen from
dinner, proeeeded at once to the business
which had brought him through the rein and
the night,

* Doctor,” he sa.ld with a smile, “do you
know a sane man. when you see him ?"

The doctor's eyes opened wide in astonish.
taent. “ What do you mean " he inquired,

- % Just put your finger on my pulse, will
you,” said Duncan, extending his wrist—
% and look me straight in the eyes. Well, are
‘they the pulse and the eye of health, bodily
and menteal ¥

% What do you mean ? ¥ agked the doctor
again,

“1 have come to you on an errand which
Iam afraid you will consider 9o insone that,
before telling you what it is, I think it well
to take the precautionary measure of con-
vineing you}hat I am compos mendis.”

“We'll gay thatIam convinced, then, Go
on,"”’ paid the dootor, whose curlosity was
considerably excited.

“In a word, I doubt if the young lady
who was buried this afternoon, is dead ; and
I have come to ask you to go with me, with-
out loss of time, and examine whether my
suspicion is eerrect.”

“What!” cried the doctor, as soon as he
recovered himself sufficiently to speak, his
breath having been quite taken away by
Duncan's astounding asserfion and proposal.
11} Whﬂt m

Duncan repeated, a }:ttle more at lengt.h
what he had said before,

“(Hood Heavens!” exclaimed the doetor,
“what has put such an idex into your
head 7 ¥ ' g

“ It iz not an idea, but a doubt, that I en-
tertain—a faint doubt, I will say—but, «
doubl, And it seems to me an imperative
duty to elear it up in time.”

% Unguestionably,” answered the doc- ‘

tor. “ What ere your grounds for thia
doubt _

" Duncan proceeded to explain, in technical
phrase, certain slight appearances and indi-
cations which he had observed, without at
the time attaching much importence to them
—but which gradually acquired more and
more weight in his estimation, until he final.
1y resolved, while returning from the funeral,
{0 lay them before Dr, Boyd, and entreat his

assistance in the investigation which he him-.

gelf was rezsolved to make. )

“But why the d—1,” said the doctor, im-
patiently, “didn’t you speak at once? You
thought the girl-was alive, and yet said not a
word against her being buried! Il be d—d
if that looks 08 if you were compos men-
tist"

“ Well, in the first place, as I told you,
these symptoms, or indicatlons, did not strike
me very foreibly at the time that I observed
them, You must beaware, doetor, that there
is guch o thing o3 dormant perceptions. I am
afraid that I must acknowledge that, so long
#8' I was looking st the bodytiself, I was con-
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geious of nothing but its wonderful beauty.
It was afterward, as I was looking at the pie-
ture it left on my memory, that the doubt

_came like a flash to my mind, *Is not this s

cataleptio trance ? 7 .

Dr. Boyd looked thoughtful; and then
he asked various questions, all of which Dun-
can answered readily.

“T wish to Heaven,” he said, finally, * that
you had spoken in time to save all this trou-
ble, or else that your ‘dormant perceptions’
had remained dormant until to-morrow mora.

ing! A pretiy tdsk this is that you've set

yourself and me, to go diving into o vault on
a business of this sort, at night——and such a
night! Well, how do you propose to proceed
in the affair? ™ he concluded, resignedly,

“1 leave that for you to decide,” on-
swered Duncan, “If you agree with me in
thinking that, slight as my doubt is, it justi-
fies, nny, demands an. investigation, you can
best decide what is to be done.”

The doctor wrinkled his forehead, and
spent ofne minutes in profound cogitation,
Then he rose and rang the bel! onee—and,
after on interval of a few seconds, rang it
again, twice,

“Bring round the barouche, Tony,” he
said to the man-servant who firsé sppeared
—and who, with o not well-pleased “ Yea, sir,”
disappeared 28 & woman- servant entered,
“Clarinda,” said the doctor — “ah, you've

brought the punch—just in good time.—Take-

8 glass, Duncan!—Clarinda, I am golng out,
and may bring back with me, in half an hovror
alittle longer, a—a sick person, Have aroom
ready—with a good fire and a warm bed, and
have plenty of het water and hot bricks on
hand, so a8 to be ready for any emergency.
And, hark you! don’t be scared at any thing

you may see when I return, Bring my boots,”

coat, and overcont.”

. With a heart-felt sigh, he put off his dress-
ing-zown and slippers, indued the out-door
costume, and, after paying his respects to the
punch, he and Duncan sallied forth, They
found the barouche and Tony waiting, The
latter, to his great joy, having been informed
that his sttendance was not required, they
entered the carriage and drove off at a pace
which goon brought them to the door of the
small houge near the cemetery, which was oc-
ctpled by the sexton who had charge of the
place. By a considerable expenditure of

time, patience, and srgument, this personage.

wag convinced that their errand to Mr.
Blotnt’s family vault was not of an illegiti-
mate and nefurious nature. It took all the
weight of Dr. Boyd’s churactor to reassure
the natural distrust with which the sexton
regarded the medical profession in connection
with burial.grounds. Finally, however, his
seruples were satisfied—more particularly as
he was invited to inspect their proceedings
with his own eyes—and, taking his derk lan-
tern in one hand, and hiz kevs in the other,
he preceded the two gentlemen along the wind-
ing gravel-walk which led to their point of
destination. - In a fow minutes they found
themselvea within the vault.

It wag o dank, dismal place, ill venti-
lated, and consequently very damp; paved
and walled with brick, and surrounded on
three sides by a shelf of ahout two feet in
width, on which waa deposited half a seore
or 8o of coffins, some of which had mouldered
almost to dust, while others were perfectly
gound apparently, though all but the ore
which had been so recently deposited were
mouldy and mildewed. Having lighted the
candles which they had brought, and so dis.
posed them as to throw a good light over
their further proceedings, they, with the as-
slstanee of the sexton, lified the coffin which
ihey came to inspect from the shelf to the
floor. The lid was unscrewed, and, after ex-

-changing one glance, they lifted it from the

shetl,

There was no change in the appearance
of the body. Dr., Boyd touched the brow,
the hande; drew forth a pocket-mirror, and, .
holding it before the nostrils, examined care-
fully to see whether the glass was dimmed.
Then he shook his head.

“We have our labor for our pains,” he
said, in a low tome. *“8till I am glad we
came, After you hed once put that ugly
thought of burying alive into my head, I
could not have rested until I eonvinced my-
gelf, by ocular demonstration, that there was™
no danger of such a thing, I suppdse you
are gatisfied now? I am,and I think we
‘bad better close the coffin and go.™ -

“Stop a moment,” said Duncan, . 41 will
be satistied, doctor, with two - move- téits,
Try the first yourself; put your hand under
the armpits, ond eee if fhere is the same
chill there as here.” He pointed to the
brow. )

Dr. Boyd did as requested. With some
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difficulty he insinuated hLis fingers bejween
the arm and the chest, on the outside of the
- clothing. His face changed a little, He
‘thought or he imagined that there was not
that penetrating chill of death here. To de-
cide the point, he opened his penknife, and,
with & hand that trembled slightly, he in-
serted the blade in the edge of the dress at
the throat, and cut through the lace, silk,
and linen, that enveloped the bust. He
pleced his band first over the heart, waited
- patiently, examined closely, and again shook
hig head, .
“The armpits 1 gaid Duncam
The docter pushed his hand elowly along,
finally paused and started ; then, with almost
a hound, he exclaimed, “ By Heaven, you are
right! there is warmth—she is not dead!”
“ Now, gee here,” sald Dunean, e lifted

her right hand, straightening the elbow, and
‘putting the fingers into the position of peint-
ing ot the other side of the vault; after which
"he withdrew his hold of it, and it remaiied
precisely as he had placed it,

‘ Catalepsy !* said Dr. Boyd. * God bless
you—you bave saved her }”

Yes, she was saved, but not without much
puffering. For months she labored under the
disease by which she had been so suddenly
attacked, and which had so nearly cauged to
ker the horrible fate from which Dunean
Ashby’s ““doubt” rescued her. 8kill and
time conquered it eventually, kowever; and,
when health  again bloomed in her check, a
second wedding-day dawned* for her: And
this time Mr. Madison was not the bride.
groom,
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