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CHAPTER I
A FUTURE HOME IN ARCADIA,

“8yprm,” says Mrs, Courtenay, laying
down her gewing and looking at her daugh-
ter, who i3 reclining at ease in & hammock
which swings in the green dimness of the
ving.draped end of the veranda, *should
you like to go to the Wh:te Sulphur for a
month ?

“ Should I like to do whaf, mamma ¥ cries
8ybil, lifting herself on one elbow, and drop-
ping the novel in which a moment hefore she
was abgorbed. ¥ Why don't you ask whether
or not I should like to go to paradise? Of
course 1 should; but we are so very—very
impecunious, that there is no good in think-

" ing of suck a thing.”

i Fortunately, impecuniosity does not bar

one’s admittance to paradise,” says Mrs,
Courtenay, with a Inugh. - ¥ And, with re-
gurd to the White Sulphar, it may be possible
to strain & point. Your father:feels that
change of air is necessary for him; so he is
going to the mountaing of Virginia, and he
speaks of taking you with him,"
" *How good of him " says Sy\nl and if
there ia = slight eadence of irony in the words,
there is at least no doubt of the genuine
pleasure which shines in the speaker's face,
“So papa has at last weked to an idea that
it might be a good thing to expand my hori-
zon a little, has he ?  Better late than pever,
I am sure; bui what is the meaning of it,
mamma ? Is be afraid that I will marry Jack
Palmer ¥

“He thinks—or, at least, I suggested-—
that you ought to have a few sooial adven-
tages,” Mrs, Courtenay answers, with a alight
simde of rebukie in Yer voios, * As for Jeck

Palmer—he is well enough in his way; 'bur

I hoped better things for you, Sybil -
“1 uoped better things for myself,” says
Sybil, eoolly, as she falls back again into the
hammock., “But what is the good of hop-
ing? As you remark, Jack i3 well enough

in his way—only it is a pity that it is such-a’
I am going to the’

very tiresome way!
White Sulphur, howerer, there is no telling .
what may happen to me. 1 may meet a fairy
prince—only fairy princes ride through the
world in search of heu-esses in these duys, do
they not? "

“1 fancy human nature is very much the
same now a3 ever,” answera Mrs, Courtenay,

glancing at the sweet red and white of the .

piquant face, and thinking that, be he prinee

or otherwise, the man will be herd to please

who does not find its beauty all-satisfying, -
* But are you really in earnest ? " puraues .

8ybil, skeptically. *Is papa really goingtb .

take me with him? Buch 4 thing is su ens
tirely without precedent, you krow, tha.ti l
can’t help feeling doubtful,”

“ don't think there is any doubf but

that he will certainly take you with bim,” -

her mother replies, S0 you can prepnre as
fagt a9 you pleasge.”
“1 think I had better ook over my wards.

robe and ses what I need at once,”* sayh’
Sybil, ralsing herself up again—this time toa .

sitting posture, and gathering in both hands

a cloud of dusk hair which has fellen about,

.

her shoulders. Bo seen, she makes a lovely \:

picture, The close eurtain of green vines, ..
touched here and there with gold, and-full.
of white, starry flowers, forms a backgrouad, -

against whick the slender yet well-rounded

figure shows in relief; while the face i as full .

of delieate bub vivid color 2s an opening rose,
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. " with liquid, dark eycs, and joyous, sensitive
- lips, round which :

W The b'nby gmila that she was born with, lingers
. wtill”

A capricious, mutine, changeable face—a
face that can be gay and tender, arch and
petulant, alf within the space of a minute, &

# Frank,” says Sybil, severely, “I often’
wonder if all brothers are as disagreeable as
you are! If po, I cannot imagine what any-
body ever wants with a brother1”

“Why, what's the matter?” demands
Frank, with much apparent surprise, * What
have I done mow? Tsu't It natural that
Palmer should want your advice? We all

faoe without the faintest pretensions to clas- know that your interest and his are soon to

© gieal beauty,.yet which nobody ever looked
" at- onee without &estring to look again, and
~which those who love it think the sweoetest
" face in all the world,
© #1 ghell need some evening.drosses, of
. gourse,” proceeds the young lady, reflectively.
“I guppose I cannot venture to hope for a
- gilk. I should like a rose-colored sillk of all
things, but no doubt I must be content with
muslin and tarlatan, Pink tarlatan is very
becoming to me. Jack says blue is my color,
. but [ know better. And, mamma, you'll lend
" me your pearls, will you not? You know
‘yow heve promised that I shall have them
. when'I am married.”
. 4 And when is that interesting event to
" . take place¥-——immediately?” nske a voice
that makes both Sybil and Mrs. Courlenay
- ptart gud-look round, Out of a window near
at hand a searlet face, 2 mop of damp, curly
“hajs, and o dilapidated straw hat emerge. |
.. %0 Frank, how you startle onel?” cries
“the girl, “Where do you come from ?—and
what have you been doing to make your fuve
“puobi a color? :
)  “I've been chasing Billy Buttons all over
the clover-lot* answers Fraunk, ‘‘Such a
" time a8 I had before I got a halter on him!
-, Ho I came in to cool off a little, and ssk if
. .yoe want to go to ride. Flora is in the
-stable.” :
% (grininly I want to go to ride,” answers
. Bybil, sliding ot once to the foer.—* Mamma,
we'll talk nbout what I need when I come
" back~~Frank, you must pat on a decent hat
. if you expect to attend me.”
#] have no expectations of such an hon.
_or,” pays Frank, with a brotherly shrug. “I
. forgot. to mention that Palmer is here, and
- requeated me to ask if you would not like to
" acpgmpany us—I am going along, but I can
. ifla ot & disereet distance behind—acroas
#he river. We are going to look at gome
- taud that Eliston offers for sale, and, of
- “coutse, Jack is naturally anxious to obtain

be_”

She darts at him before he can finish his
sentence, boxes his ears, smatches his has
from his head, and, bearing it off in triumph,
rushes away to the upper regions of the house
—whence presently her voice floats down,
saying: “ Have Flora saddled, my dear boy,
and don’t be impatient: I shall be ready in
five minutes.”

By the time five minutes have lengthened
to twenty, she comes down, arrayed in habit,
hat, and gloves—as neat end dainty a figure

least, Jack Palmer thinks ag she enters the
room where he has been waiting, with what
patience he could, for half an hour.

¢ Qo sorry to have kept you waiting,” she
aays, Iiolding out a delicate gauntlefed hand
to him.  But, after all, it s good for you!
What an amount of the needful discipline of
life you would miss if you did not know me!
You onght to learn to play the ¢ Harmonious
Blacksmith, like ¢ The Heir of Redelyffe I
long ago sdvised Frank to do so, but he pre.
fers to fidget in the hall, a3 & general rule,
and make vociferous inquiries ag to when I
metn to be ready.”

Jack laughs, and replies, in substance,
that life has never given him a pleasanter
duty than that of waiting for her, and o
they amicably go out to the mounting-block,

glossy chestnut mare, ag deinty and graceful
as her mistress. With a touch to her hand
and another to her foot, the latter is settled
in the saddle, Jack mounts his horse, and
they rido down the lawn to the gate, where
TFrank joina them on the refractory Billy But-
tons.

“Two is company, and three is nome,”
says a homely old proverb, with which we are

very likely been practically illustrated for the
most of us. But, in the present instance, these
three are very good company as they ride side-

- your valuable opinion with regard to it.”

*

by-side—for Frank does uot fulfill his threat of

ag ever eharmed the sight of man. So, at =

where & groom is holding Flora—a pretty, -

o1l acquainted, and the wisdom of which has ‘then ! ™
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keeping at & discreet distance behind—over 2
pleasant, forest-shuded road, with long golden
sunbeams slanting through the brown trunks
of the trees and quivering on the green depths
of midsummer foliage. Their gay young
voices rise above the clutter of the horses’
feet,and break the woodland stillness. Other
sound there is none, and, this being a private
road through the plantation, they meet no-
body. After a while they reach a gate, which
Frank opens with the handle of his whip, and
they file into the dusty bigh.road beyond,
Even the high-road is pleasant, however, as
they pass at & sweeping canter along it—a
canier which shows to the best possible ad-
vantage Bybil's easy, gracefut seat in the sad-
dle—with a breeze coming freshly and sweet-
Iy to meet them over the wide fields that cov-
er the rich “ river-bottom. Before long the
road slopes hetween high, picturesque banks, |
with deep, arching shede, and the river itself
is before them, broad, shallow, and clear as &
mountain-brook,

Sybil gathera up her habit with one hand,
and they ride in. The ford is excellent, and
they could count the stones, if they had a
mind te de 80, through the limpid, quick-run-
ning water. The enjoyment of the horses is
great, as they splash along, throwing the cool
water liberally over themselves, and, in a meas.
ure, over their riders. In the centre of the
stream they pause to drink, and the viders
chatter and laugh, with the current eddying
swiftly poat, the broad river lying in shadow
all around them, and the sunlight touching
into vivid beauty the luxuriant verdure of the
eastorn ghore, Poor Jack, unconscious of
the blow which is impending over him, feels
o blissful eonsciousness that this is the per-

occupies herself-in reflecting how many new
dresses she must have for o campaign at the
White Sulphur, “If I could only afford a
roge-colored silk (" she s thinking, when
Jack’s voice rouses her—Fravk has ridden
off for some purpose, and they are alone ona -
pretty green swell of land which overlooks the
river and much of the surrounding country.
Bays Mr. Palmer, enthusiastically, * What
o capital place for building this would bel
Bybil, don" you think it is a beautiful situs-
tion for a houge ¥ 7
Sybil (absently). * Yes, to be snra: very -
nice, indeed. Fs Mr. Elliston going to build
here 2 _ ‘ .
Juck (rather shorily). ®Mr, Blliston offors
the land for sale. I thought you knew that1
I was thinking that it I bought it—that is, if
I should ever need—that ig~—" ‘
Sybil (coming to hls assistance, with a
lnugh). #Ob, I see! You are thinking al.

to spend the evening of your days. Thereis

Frank says; but I should be content to let
the evening of my days provide for itaelf, if

I could bave the morning as I chose,” .
Juck (looking at the sweet, mischievons '
eyes, and uncertain whether to take her in =
earnass or in jest). * 1'm not thinking of the
evening-of my days. I dow’t see why you
should imaglue so. I am nob so old, am
1" (He was twentyfour his last birthe
day.) “But I don’t thiik a man conld ask
a better place in which to spend the morn.
ing of his life than just here!”
Sybil, “I don't know about a nen, of -
course; but I am sure a woman could ask -
something better, and not be very unreason-

fection of existence, and, a8 he looks at Sybil, | able either.”

cwn alrendy faney her his own possession.

Jack (energetieally), “ Why, good Heay-

While hie is faneying this, she meets his gaze, | ens | what more could ghe ask ? Tho country

which is very sentimental, and laughs,

is beautiful and very healthy ; we could put

“Why do you look at me in that way ?” | up just such & house e3 you would like!
she agks, “ Are you reflecting on the vanity | Sybil—" : T

of the world, or on my vanity in partionlar f

Sybil (arching her brows). “Who said

You. had ba.tter look at Flora, who has no | any thing about my liking, sir? You tike
vanity, and is muck prettier. See how she | too much for granted, Come, let ug bave &
puts her face in the water up to her eyes I~ | gallop. Flora is pulling ry arms off”

Well, pet, have you had encugh? Fn avand,

Jack (leaning over, and laying his hand on

Flora’s bridle). “ No, don’t gallop just now!.

. Not far on the ot‘her side of the river lies | You know it always shakes your hair down,
the tract of land which is the objective point | and I—I want to apeak to you serfonaly,” -

of the ride, Over this Jack and Frank talk

Sybil. “Let gomy reinl I detest anybody

learnedly, while Sybil falls fnto silence, and to Interfere with me like this! You are very

ready of preparing a nice quiet place in which . =

nothing like taking Time by the forelock,as o
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. kind to be so considerate of my hair, but,

 since it ja none of it false, I don’t care if ités

- -shaken down, and I can’t bear serious talk-

g, a8 you know.”

. Jack (a litle ruefully). “Yes, I have cause
to-know it. But things can't go on like this
forever, Sybil, I should like some certainty
of—of what you mean to do. You see all
this unsetiles & fellow's life, and he can't
give that attention to his business ?hat he
ought to do | -

Sybil (coolly). * What unsetiles his life® |

Really; Jack, the lucidity of your sentence is
‘retasrkable, Do you mean—steady, pet I—
do you mean that 7 uuseitle your life, and
keep you from nttending to your business P
 Jack (hesitatingiy). * No—not exactly you
‘But, being in doubt about you, and uneasy as
o what you wean to do, and jealous of other
. paén<=nli that, you know, distracts my mind,
. Bo T thought if we could only settlé matters,
7 and-you would promise to marry me 5007, I
could buy this lend, and build a house here,
-~ witly 'you to tell me just how you wanted
" .igyery thing.” ‘ ,
o .». Rybil (looking impatient). * But 1 don’t
want any thing any way at all—much obiiged
. toyoul  Ydon't see why you should talk like
" 4his, and take it for granted that I am going
. o wapry you, ' Tam sure I never told you so,
- and it—oh, it suffocates me to think of build-
- ing a house and settling down to spend one's
. lifé in a kind of dull, domestic jog-trot!™l
. Jack (looking as honestly aghast as a.
qann may -who sees the castie of his dreams
knooked ruthlessly over). *Does it? Are
you in earnest, Bybil? Why, I ednnot i
- -aigine any thing happler than to épend my life
< - here with you.” :
' Bybil (moaokingly). *And your harsds, and
- doga, and-guns—don't forget them ! You will
. mever break your heart for any woman while
* . -you have those inestimable sources of conso-

. lation left. ' Indeed, I have noe doubt that, if

* 1 martied you, you would, like the hosband

1w * Lockeley Hall '~ L

Yo mé, when your paselon shonld have spent

L7007 1t noved fores,

than your horse,'

Jack (who knows nothing of ¢ Lockaley
Hall," axd eares less). “I could never do auy
thing but lave you better than all the world,
gybil, As for breaking wy heart, I don’s

suppose—but I am sure I should feel like
cutting my throat if you were to throw we
over. I have never Joved anybody but you in
my life, and I have loved you so long—ever
ginee you were three years old, dear—ihut 1
should have mo iden how to begin putting
you out of my life. If you meant to do it,
Sybil, you oughi to have told me so earli
er‘”
Sybil (very much eggrieved). *That is al-
ways the way with you men! How is ome to
know in what manner to treat you? Youare
provoked if one is not civil and pleasant,
and, if one is, why then you fall in love, and
make yourselves disagreesble, and say that
one is a flirt, and things of that kind. T keve
told you-—at least & dozen times—that I don’t
care to be married, or to Hve in the country, -
eithor—at least, not this country. Marriage
is, or ought to be, o change. What is the
gense of it if one just steps across the river,
and goes on living exactly as one has done
before ? . . .
Juek (tuch impressed by this view of the
holy state of metrimony). * 8o you think it
ought to be a change, do you? Well, now,it .
seeme to me that I should Hke of all things
10 go on spending my life here where Ialways
have spent it, in my own neighborhood, and
among my own friends; but, if you think
otherwige, how would Hanover County do?
Father has some land there, which no doubt
1o would hand over to me” ‘
. Sybil (throwing back her head with ‘a
Jaugh), “My dear bey, if ik were Hanover
across the water, it might answer, perhaps;
but, as it is, I searcely think the change
would be very great, or very exhilarating.
But never mind about that just now, I have
not told you yet my great piece of news, You
will be so delighted with it. Tranquillity and
peace may return td your distracted mind,
for T—am going away."

Jack (thunderstruck). What!” .

' Sybil (nodding triumphantly). “Yes. Nice,
{sn’tit? For the first time in my life Ireally

pape.

with which we are all acquainted, I am wast.
ing my swectness on the desert air, g0 he
means to traneplant me to the White Sulphur.

kind to look es if I bad invited you to my

| “know sbout that—hearts are tough things, I | funeral.”

- sible, to marcy me,”

have an active ‘sentiment of affection for
He has waked up from his scientific ',
. - Bomething better than your dog, a Mitle dearer books long enough to see that, like the flower -7

Are you not charmed Jack, it is very whe’

_ went witkout being engaged to you, and saw

. A FUTURE HOME IN ARCADIA,

Jack (with an unutterabl} lugubricus. ex- ! nobody I Ii b
pression), “You might as well have done so, excellgn& tll:f:: il:;e\tvtg:ld :‘e]: ei:: :)];IDII:IWh&t“an
50 far a8 J am concerned, for I can see thet it | * Jack, my dear boy, I have-h ‘('ia o to. sy,
;: ;;]heg furferal of all my hopes, -Well, T am s | of the world and e;periénce o‘:‘ ;;Igenence
, Sybil, no doubt, and you will go there | find that I like vou best of all e
and marry some rich man, who will give you | seen.’” ’ st of oll that I havo

" ell you want—change, pleasure, excitement,

Jack (overcome by the sw;aetneas of ﬂ;e

every thing, But he will never love you bet- | volce which utters this), “ 0 Sybil! if I could

ter than I do—never!”
Sybil {tonched, a9 women will be touched

by such words). “ Jack, my dear boy, I don’t,
doubt it. 1 never doubted if for a moment.
You core for me a thousand times more than
I deserve, and I am a fickle, frivolous little
-wroleh, who does not know hér gwn mind
two minates! But I like you very much—~
very much, indeed—and sometimes I almost
love you [ ’
- Jack (persuasively). “ Don't you think you
could quite manage it
Sybit (with the air of one making s large
and generous concession). * Afier n while
perhape ; there is no telling, Jessie Armﬁelci
r('eall y disliked her husband when she married
rh:m, and now she ia very fond of him., She
told me 8o herself. One changes, no doubt
! a}:ter marriage ; bat still T think it might be’
wisest. for me to see something of the world
before I definitely engage myself to marry
you. If you think sbeut the matter serions.
ty, I am gure you will egree with me.”
i Jaek (looking as serious as could be de-
su:ed). Y1 dow't agree with you at oll. I
think the best thing yor could do would be

to engage yourself now, as definitely as pos-

Sybil (with & lzugh.) “ How foolish you
are! Would you care for & woman to be bound

' to- you by & promise who was not bound other.
wise? Suppose I engaged myself to marry

you, and then went to the White Sul
7 then wen phur and |,
saw somebody I liked better (don™t look so

tragic—I amonly supposing a case |
I'should either have to mafry you &i:!lllg;:l:::?
ing for you, or ¥ should have to act very bad-
~l.y toward you, and all your friends aud rela-
tions would say I was a heartless jilt 1
Jack (‘ﬁerccly). “They should do nothing
of the kind. I would choke the first man
who said a word againat you ! ™
w f:g;l.t;‘ But you could not choke the wom.
en—and ey always say the most disagree-
ant n2a, li[owever, let that pass, and
ake the other view. of the case, Say that I

only hope to henr you say fhai~

Sykil (encouragingly), “ Well, it is very
likely that you may—us likely ps not you
know. At all events, it is a good thi;g- to
Lope for the best, and now—skall we have a‘
gollop ? ¥ :

They have turned thelr horses' heads
homeward some time before this; and, as she .
s.peaks, are riding over a road which winde
like a yellow.xibbon, along'the green bottorn’
now and then passing between fields of ta.H’
rustling corn, A great fresliness and stillness
are in the air, and whilfs of sweet odors come
to them from the dense growth of verdure
along the river-side. The sun is “drawing
about him thé vast-skirted clouds" as he

where, after & while, will be kindled a greit - l
pomp. of sunset. Jack does nos demuir at
the last proposal, and the eager horses only
need o word to set them off. They are soon
d‘ashing along at a quick gallop, which their
riders do not check until they rench the riv.
efr-bank, Flora, greatly to her mistresss de-
light, at least three lengths ahead of the othe
er horae, - ’
“ What a cepital pace ghe has]” o
._T ack, glancing admiringly ut the preti.y ':]?g:
ited. ereature. “ But, you see, your h’air'ﬁ
dow'n,” he adds, Jooking at the fushed, love-
ly rider, along whose hack a dusky coil of
bair is rolling. ‘
She lnughs and twists it up with hasty;
careless hunds, “I am like Miss Pléaaant:.
Riderhood,” she says. “You remember hor
unraly logka, don't you? IF T.should ever
enter upon that domestic life of which we .
ha}re bieen talking, I think I shall cut off my
haie. I should not care about nmy looks
then ; and having it- short ia so much more
convenient for riding.” | S
“ I‘ kope you will never do nny thing of
the kind,” anewefs Jnck, hastily, “And
since you have hegun to_speak of—of the
matter ageiv, Sybil, let ‘me esk you one
thing: can you wot_ergage yourself to me

conditionally ? It will not fetter you mueh—

goes down t6 die in the already glowing west, — -



~ - ing with a reflection of the glory. It seems
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_ not at all, in fact—while it will be & great
~comfort to me.” .
"7 What do you mean by conditionally #
. aiks éj?bil, as they ride down into the cool,
- plesrwater, The westis eflame with colornow |
- —jewel-like tints, for which art has scurcely

8 tame—the broad breast of the river shin-

Jike a mogical stréam into which the horses
" plunge, and across which they slowly wade.

] mean this,” anawers Jack, *that, if
you promise to marry me in case you see no-
‘body that you like better, I shall be content
;or, at Jeast, try to be.”

4 Well,” peys Sybil, hesitating a little, but
‘anzious to avoid giving pain, and also averse
to gronting her life-long slave his freedom,
& ¢hat seems reasonable encugh, IfT see no-
body whom I like better, I shall have no ob-

Jjeeiion to marrying yon. But, in easelfkould
" meet some one, you—you are sure you will not
" 'think hardly of me for throwing you over?”
-1 am quite sure of it" replies Jacl,
‘smiliu‘g faintly ; “itis in the bond.”

. MYou will not telt your friends that T
have Hirted ghamefully with you?
%) 4 ghall tell them nothing about it. The
i atior does not concern them.”
| ;% And you will not worry and torment me

* if'f finadiy tell you that I cannot marry you? "

" The young men flushes, and » pained look

‘somes into his honest eyes.
* “Have I ever worried or tormented you,”

he iquires,  that you should ask me such o

gaestiont” -
-+ 7 8 No, Indeed 1 ories the girl, full of re-
" morso ot once, “ You have always been my
“kind, good friend, and I will promise cerfainly

all that.you ask. No doubt it will come right
s the end——most probably I shall go out into

ghe'world to discover my own insignifieance,
. and that you ara the only person who is at
-;‘nif'likely to care for me in this way—so I
“ ghall come back and say ¢ Yes? and ¢ Thank
““you t00, and a fow years hence we-shall be

-jbgzing acrosg this very ford, o steady Darby
. 'wiid Joun,” .

© . w{od gronk it1” eays the young mon,

dovoutly; but, as he spenks, be feels that
" there is little ground for assured bope of any
- guoh consummation. Other eyes than his
- will soon gaze on that sweet, laughing face,

- over which the sunset glow: falla softly now
" wmiind is it likely that they will fail to see

CHAPTER IL
A NEW ACQUAINTANCE.

Taree weeks of active preparation fol-
lowed this ride—weeks in which the chil-
dren and the dogs find a great change in
8ybil; and Jack Palmer, though he haunts
the house incesaantly, is scarcely able to ex-
change & dozen satisfactory words with her,
In fact, the girl is not thinking of him at all
—her head is full of other things, of dresses,
flounces, furbelows, certain pleasure, delight-
ful excitement, possible admiration, When
ghe remembers her lugubrious lover, it is to
reflect that he might leave her alone, since
she has so magnanimously given him all that
be has a right to ask, * But men have no
reason—none at all i she says to her moth-
er. % Neither have they any discretiou——glse
Jack would see how much he is injuring his
own cause. One ean’f love a man who makes
himgelf a bore ! ” .

But the end of these three weeks comes
speedily, and Mr. Courtenay, rousing himself
from the sofa-cushions on which he spends
the major part of hig life, announces that
they will *start to-morrow.” This gentle-
mah has not before evinced any sign of per-
gonal interest in the proposed expedition;
but, to the philosophical mind, such things
probably appear zs irifles, and, if Mr. Courte-
nay's is mot a philosophical mind, it is no
fault of his own, Since the failure of his.
health, many years before the present datc.e,'
he has chiefly existed in-a recumbent posi-
tion, and devoted himgelf to those refreshing
waters of literature known as modern ad-
vanced thought. The control of the plants.
tion he long eince resigned to the maonager
(luekily on honest one} and Frank, A man
esnnob conveniently grapple with the prob-
lems of the age and attend alzo- 1o cotton and
grain and the condition of stock ; apeculaeive
philosopby does not agree well with practx?al
agricuiture ; neither do the most exhauetive
researchea on the nature, state, and descent,

sukject of-phosphate fertilizers. To hie chil-
dren he is_very much an object of indiffer-
ence— playing no active part whatever-in

. st 1t ia fair ?

of mun throw any light upon the rbsiruse®

their lives, They know-—bave known in.. '
stinctively from their earliest years —that.
their soclety wearles and annoys him, and.

they give bim as little of it as' possible.

3 Shn.ll I like him better, or shill I have ceaged
to likehim at a1 Who ean say ¥ ¥

F o

i crowded with people whioae different pecullar-
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ftern he is not, tyrannical never, but cold
always, and sometimes inclined to sarcasm-—
than which it may be safely asserted that
few things are more distasteful to the yonth-
ful ‘spirit. In appearance, he is rather a
bandsome man, with & well-cut face, cold,
gray eyes, and light-brown hair and whiskers,
Conjecture is rife among the younger mem-
bers of the household as to how Bybil will
¥ get on with papa,” but Sybil herself hag no
fears on thig score. “I shall not trouble
him, and be is not likely {o trouble me," she
says to Franok,
The mortring on which Misy Courtenay sets
forih to see the world, and toke a sip of the
intoxicating cup of its pleasures, i3 cool and
pleasant—for July. There has been rain the
night before, and & gray veil of cloud covers
the face of the sun ag the last farewells are
exchanged and the last kisses given on the
platform of the station—as many of the fam-
ily a8 could find accommodation in ihe ear-
riage having accompanied the travelers thus
- far. Frank and Juck Palmer acied ag out-
riders, and now are loitering about—the for
Iner looking after the checks, the Jatter keep.-
ing vigtant guard over 8ybil, He does not
leave her for a moment, and, greatly to the
indignation of Meta and Alice, takes base ad-
vantage of his t2ll height to lean in the car.
window and obtain the very “last .word”
But it i3 2 word which he utters rather than
hears. “For Heaven’s saks, Sybil, don't let
anybody steal you away from me!™ he says,

efford & wide field for observation and ¢oz.
jeeture; without, the richness of -Summe

clouds, radiance, freshness, life, everywhere.
As the day wears on, dust and heat and cii
ders make this less agreesble; but Sybil
bears her share of dssomfort with cheerful
patience. She feels that, after all it is a
small price to pay for the great novelsy
which is ahout to enter her life—that mature
life of seventeen years which stands so deep-
Iy in need of experience, Through all the
long, warm, summer day they trave), and only -

crees) the next day. /He not only has bugi.
ness, but he is considerate enough o wish
that Sybil should see this fair and famons
city, this shrine of heroism and suffering, |

It is like & dream to the gicl wh -_
wales the next morning, and feels tifat gh
indeed in Richmond~Richmond, stfil 1

breuthing, existing, after all that it hasfis
through of agony and desth. There\g k
freshness and balm in the summer morh "TY
which seem to tell the travelers that they™
are already in a cooler lutitude than that
which they left behind, and Sybil looks o
fair and eweet as any rose of the summer ag
she sits by her father’s side at breakfast, and
asks what are his plans for the day.

‘I have to see some men on business im.

medintely after breakfast,” he answers) with -

_with pathetic earnestness. “If I can, I'll | the air of one intensely hored and aggrieved

come 0n in & week or two to see Low you are
getiing along.”

“ Oh, you must not thénk of such a thing 1#
Sybil eries, in genuine alarm. But she has
ne time for discussion, With a demonine
smort, the train moves off, and the wistful 8
faces, the carringe, the gervants, and the fa- | o
miliat road winding away into the green

by such a necessity. * You must stay here,
of course; but, when I come back, if it js -
not too warm, I can order 2 enrriage and take
you around the city and out to Hollywood,” -

“Oh, I am sure it will not be too warm,”
ays Sybil; eagerly; *for Hollywood, espe-
ially—is it not cool and shaded out thers ¢ - )

And, papa, where is the Capitol? 1 should

woods, vanish.like » dream, like to see that”

“When shall T gee them again $ ghe
thinks, with & Little pang, ‘8o many things
may happen in a month, and, even if I return
safely, how shall T be changed! Poor Jack!

Nobaody, certainly ; and, as the train speeda

Within and without

** Oh, it's ouly a stone's-throw from here,”

says Mr. Courtenay, carelessly, *We'll walk
up there this evening. “The square is rither
pretty—and, you know, Crawfords famous
statie of Washington is there.” e
“How charming- it is to travel!™ eriep -

; the glel, in her fresh, aweet voice. * How
. on, tllf! young traveler's eager fancy flies for- | m , ’ "
¢ ward instead of back.

t there is 50 much to interest : within, a car

uch one seed. in a little while, and how. -

one’s ideas are enlarged ! But I think Ilie -
people best. T made up at least v dogen his

tovies for those in the car yestorday, and T

ities of mppearance, manner, and coetuine, i

landscape, the sun breaking through the

enter Richmond after dark. Her¢ they will~ ’
spend the night and (so Mr. Courtenay de. - -

-
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" I‘see a great meny heve who would !‘u}'nish
.- ‘interesting subjeots for the same kind of
- s nt." oo )
am‘:??:: can devote your time t_o it while I
L ame out,” says her father, thinking, perharfs
" for the first time, how bright and pretty is
the face turned towerd him.
" Others think sd, too. Many glances turn
adtniringly toward that face, and those with-
“in ear-shot smile at the blithe nonsense qf
" the gay young tengue. Jack's prophetic
heart warned him only too truly. If he l!ad
been poetically inclined (which he never i),
he might have said, as he hade her good-by:

' : ".'...antithemce .
v Which long had made a day in my life's night

ag night . day to e, 8s all mew's eyes
gmmedg:n 1ier beauty, and she seemed to tread

Beyond my heart to the world mnﬂclt’or her.”

“'rhat is o, remarkably pretty girl over
' ,yol{der 1" aoys a.white-mustached old gentle-

. .mon at & neighboring tuble. © What & com-

o plexion she has, eh? Almost leoks like an

© . Toglishworan.” .

“ . . 4Oh,T dow't think 50, papa,” auswers &
dainty. bunette lady, adjusting her eye-glass
and coolly scanning Sybil.. *She does not
look -highly-colored -enough for-an F:}nghsh-
woman—nor yei solid enoug}:. Sl.ae is some
fregh girl from & healthy.p]‘ace.;? the ap-

. couptry., Dene me! what a delicions com-
N -plexion sho has 1 All that bloom will be g?ne
: -\f'.b‘y the time she i3 twenty, however—u pity,

1. n - .
' '-im-l T‘i\tf;ry nice to look at while i't lasts,

‘,‘thbugh,’," saya the old: ge_ntlem.an, phflosuphn-

~ally, . *She soems o bright little thing, too,

eh? ; 1 should pot mind being near enough

{to hear What she is talking about,”

- ghe
."The. lady ebrugs her ahouldefa a8 8
fops’*;her glass. - “The best thing about
iels. of .that age is generally their appear-3.
anoe,” sho remarks., I must say that Iam

: thel i Are you

. not parrial to their conversation.
- goiﬁg out after breakfast? I must let Mary
"* Peronneau know, that I am in town. She
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married — Trenholm, Trevelyan, what's his
) ? n )
nﬂl?‘ Trescott,” answers the lady, * Well, it
is very sad, Heis jea]ous——swagely., 80, her
¢riends in Charleston say—and she is indiffgr-
ent. Thoge who know her best are sure she
pever got over that affair with Gerald Lang-
don” ‘
4 She must be worse than fimeiful, t’.he"'
By-the-by, Langdon is here--cameé last.mght. .
T saw bim this morning for a few mmuteg.
He does not look broken-hearted, Bat, then,
he has the prospect of o fortune to support
him,"” o '
«YWhat! from that disagreeable step-
mother of his? I shall believe shie means bo
leave it to him, whan she ia dead and bum?d
and has done 80, There is malice enough in
that woman to keep him for years.i'n the hop:
of heirship—and then disappoint him ?,t last.,,’
« He ought to do something for himself,
saye the gentleman, in the oft-hand manuer
in which we often pronounce on our nelglr
bor's most important affairs, © He owes it
to his self:respect not to spend the best.yfanrs
of his youth in dangling after a cap‘t;xcloua
old woman for the sake of her forfune.
“7T think so, too. And so he iz here! I
wonder if he ever sees Mary? H_e uged to
know her husband very well. Dxd hg tell
‘ re he is going ? " : . )
]’0\1““’1:;::; but ¥ f&nc? it is tokBalﬁ,t?ore. His
-mother lives there, you know.
steg‘l‘?:;,ﬁ aays the lady, with & langh, She

urned the compliment by not .1iki.ng. her.
finﬂeed, 1 doubt if anybody ever did like her,
except for her:money.’ Everybody linowa
that Mr. Langdon married her for that.”.
 And paid compound ifnterest on it all
his life,” remarks the old gentleman.' o
While this charitable conversation 18 In

breakfast-room, and proceeded fo the pazlor.
There the former is provided with the morn-

¢an, snd lefi to her own dovices, Thessa de-

" wrote that she would Hke to go.to the White

e e e e t(:. ten minutes, scrutinizing the different people .

acattered about the room for another tex, ga-

" bewith some of her old.friends. She iz no

** happy in her marriage, and does not like

Richmond.”

'

“w@he was.always a fanciful creature,'r
“- _ ays the old gentleman. “ Orazy-about Ger-

vioes congist in glancing over the papers  for

i i ing the passers-
ing to the window and watching g

* byg on the street for fifteen, then fx_tll'mg Y
vietim to enmwi, and finally eonceiving &

.ald Langdon at one ftime, and then. cool- | bright idea.

s ly-threw him overboard for the man she

« Papa said that the Capitol Squarels only

" the fountains playing in their basins, the peo-

‘pever liked . Charleston, and Charleston re- . and straw-hatted, passing by (generally with

progress, Sybit and her father have left the

ing papers, told to pmuse herself as best she’ . : fnd
ing papers, .On it she alta down, a graceful, salitery figure;

‘of the present.

far away, has been regarding her for some
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a stone’s-throw from here,” she thinks, “ Why | time over the top of his newsprper, We all |

should I not go there? I am sure it will be

pleasanter than sitting here.”

She riges ot once aud derts out of the pazr-
tor, finds her.own room with the assistance

of a stray waiter, rings for the chamber-maid

asks that affuble personage for particular di-
rections to the Oapitol, i3 informed that the
way is so plain she cannot possibly mise it}
thus engouraged, puts on her hat, takes her

parasel, and sallies forth.

Not far has ghe to walk in the direction
indicated when she comes to a large irom
gate, through which she passes into a green
square, rnd sees before her that shabby build-

know what Lappens, in cases like this: the
gentleman hastily -drops his glance io.the
printed sheet before him ; the lady colors
and looks away. But already Miss Conrtenay
; | has learned not o be surprised that people
stare at her, and presently.she glances baok.
again, Singularly enough, she meets the
; | steady gaze of the same pale of éyes, and

walks away. - Tt makes one mervous to sit

still and know that somebody is "counting

one's very eyclashed ! she thinks..

" Boshe turns down a broad, shaded walk,

and saunters to the margin of one of the -

ing within whose walls s0 much of history | fountains. While she gtands there thinking

.and tragedy hag been enacted.

It is likely that Sybil does not think as
much as she might have done of either the his-
tory or the tragedy, She is only seventeen,
and her spirits have risen ke mercury in the
buoyant air of the summer morning, She is
8 gay as one of the birds singing and twit-
tering in the great leafy trees over her head,
and with as little apparent canse. Only, she
feels, rather than thinks, it is a pood thing
to be alive, just to be alive, in so fair and
altogether charming a world ! So she strolls
along, observing every: thing with bright,
eager eyes of interést, The shaded walks,

ple sitting on the benches, children running:
to and fro and getting s much &8 possible in
the way; nurses gossiping, men, linen-coated

an apprecintive stare at the pretty, intent
face), young women snd old women, well-
dressed women and ill-dressed women—all
these 8ybil meets, and on them all-she passes
judgment. After a while she finds that hey
wandering has brought her around to where
the equestrian statue stands—the magnificent

horse and metionless rider outlined against | ftn

the blue Virginia sky, with Virginia’s famous
dead grouped Lke sentinéla around,
Near this she finds » vacant bench, and

with the flickering shode falling over the
sweet, upturned face, as her dark eyge gaze ot
the bronze worlcof -art befere them, Aftera
short ime she wearles of this, however, and |
looks about for some interest in the humanity
As she does so, her eyes
tmect those of & gentleman who, gitting not

how much prettier it vould be if the water
was only clear instead of turbid, n voice sud-
denly speaks at her elbow: - S

“ Exeuse me—I think yeu dropped this!?
Bhe turns quickly, A gentleman is stand-
ing by her side, who, while he lifts his hat
with one hand, extends with the othera porte
wontaie—a dainty trifle, on which the sun.
glaunces gayly.. It is of Russia-leather and
velvet, and on one side a smull silver plate-
bears the nume of its owner. There is no
need for Sybil to put her hand into herpocket -
to discover whether or not her purse'is gone:
she recognizes it at once, and takes itgrate.
fully, glancing up into the face of the finder, -
end starting a little when she meets the game
pair of eyed thut a few minutes befors were
regarding her over the newgpaper, There is-
nothing impertinent in their regard, however; -
ghe feels this instinctively, and so answers, < - |
frankly: :

* Yes, it is mine;-thank you, very much] .
T did not know that I had lost it; but I re.
member puiting it carelessly into my ouiside
pocket” (she indicates the pocket in ques: .
tion), “ from which, no doubt, I pulled it with " - -

¥ handkerchief, Here is my nanie—~you may
be sure T am not claiming any one else's prop:
erty.” . : s i
“I am quite sure of that,” angwers the
gentleman, with a smile, * since I saw it fall
from your dress as you roge and walked away,
I am glad to have been able to restors it to.
you.” - : : .
“I am greatly obliged,” she says, and then, - -
pauses, waiting'for hin: to how and retire, In-.
atead of doing so, be stands his ground, and,

looking at the lovely face, speaks again, some-..
what to Syhil's consternetion :. :

this time, feeling a little pettish, she rigesand



" me. My own name is Langdon, and 1 am

- . tached.”

" . your, acquaintance, Miss Courtenay, and I

.
i

& goes bu, pointiing to the porte-monnaie, will

mt of mo specified locality. - Seeing that ghe no-

" which it has been done,” says the gentleman,

‘ . 1o .consider it so, we ought to know each
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“'I hope you will pardon me if I sayl
poticed the mame engraved on your purse, | &
wnd the surname, at least, is very familiar to

from Charleston; but, among my father’s
fiends, 1 remember one Louis Courtenay,
of North Carolina, 10 whom he was much at-

#That ‘must have been papa,” r:plies
"Syhil, glancing up again with ghy, aweet eyes
?:ltl, Jf%llt&l‘&ﬁ%. If there is & shade of hesi-
tation in her tone, it doed not proceed from
doubt that it wes “ papa,” but from wonder
that any one could ever have been w mucl‘l‘at-

" taphed " to thet gentlemanly iceberg.. At
- least, I naver heard of any other Louis Cour-
tenay, of North Carolina, and I know he used

40 be in Charleston a great deal”
“In that case, T am very happy to make

tiust yon will pardon the informal manner in

with. another smile and a slight, graceful bc.»w.
. ¥ If frlendehip is hercditary, and I for one like

other, Bince that gerves as your ¢ard,” he

you glance at mine? It may satisfy you with
~zegard to my identity.” :

"Bybil takes-the card which he offers, n.n(}
ia Introduced By it to  Mr. Gerald Langdon,’

ti¢es the omission, he speaks, with & laugh:
% Don' doubt that I am a Charlestonian
" fecause it is not recorded there, X do not re-
e ga.rd myself aj anything else, but I have not
* lived 1o Chatleston for years.” .
" 4o you live here? ™ she asks, frankly
ourious, Fon o
>kt Fero 2—Oh, fiod " (with a depreclsiing
#lr which would infuriate & Richmonder). *I
inve heen wandexjng sbout the world for 80
gany years that I can soarcely tell where 1
do live, Bat, in thia country, I suppose ’I’
way sby that Baltimore is my headquarters.
“'.. % Do you like.that ? " ) :
-6 Not-at a1l ; but thera are many things
.bﬁﬁﬁea choice which deterniine one’s place
o noe, you know.”
“‘Of‘r,‘e-"s?:s, i, inow," gayd the girl, with the
. faintest little grimnce imaginable. At t.lfe
“ " moment she thioks of Jack and the domestic
- Eden, in which she has halfpledged herself

for o much Topger time—while to-day the sun

& bright, the air is sweet, the shadows flicker

entrancingly over the green turf, the l‘ouut.a?n
plays with s soft murmur, and the blood in
her veing thrills like wine with the sense of
youth and pleasure, and the admiration 8o
plainly visible in the handsome eyes bent on
her. :

They are handsome eyes, though Gerald

Langdon i§ not o handsome man. He is,
hawever, & typical Charlestonian of the best
social class—one in whom the culture of gen-

erations is g8 apparent as the fine blood of &

thorough-bred horse—rather small, rather

dark, with a spare, well-knit Sgure of :‘mu-

sual grace, beautiful hands and feet—-"tco

pretty entirely for a man,"” m'ore than one

youn“g lady has enviously said—iron-gray eyes -
under black lashes, close-curling dark h_au-,

and an unmistekable sir of distinction.

There id generally something about him—-—a}l
honest langnor in the eyes, an honest wearl-
ness on the face— which leads those whe
look beneath the surface to imagine that\!m
iz not o happy man, or at least not & parl:u;-__
ulurly well-satisfied man, But jiist now this
gapect has vanished. . Bybil's winsome face
hos made bin, for the time, forget whatever
reason he may have to quarrel with Fate, al}d
he feels more inclined than he hag felt in
many & long day to seize the pleasu}'e of the
pasging hour and make the most of it.

% Do you know Richmond well *—have

& while, when they have advanced a little
further toward acquaintanceship.

and laughs, :
“*1 l;gave never been anywherabefore!” she

says, “ Can you imagine such a thing in the
nineteenth century? Until yesterday I had
never been more than fifty miles distant from
my birthplace—and T am geventeen.”

he says, laughing. “And have you set out
to atone for your wasted youth and see the
world now? May I ask where you are go-
ing??" R

© T4 Tg gee *the world in little) m3 some-

other words, we are bound for the Whiie

Sulphur.”
“The White Sulphur! T am glad to hear

" I might bs one of the patriarchs”

you been here often before? ¥ he asks, after .

Sybil logks at him with her bright eyes

“"Phat is certainly a terribly mature age,” .

body calls a faghionable wétering-phce. In

“Are you? How pleasant!” gays the
gicl, frankly, “I had not hoped to find &
single aequaintance when I reached there.
Of course, I had vanity enough to faney that
after a time somebody might cure to know
me—and find & way to do so—but it would

N\”“m.,ﬁ -

»
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“T thought I should like & walk, g0 I came
out after you left. I found my way here
very easily, and—and- thie gentleman was_
kind enough fo restore my purse to meé,
which I had lost. He says ke used to know
you, papa—or, at least, his father did. He

be disagreeable to play the part of a mere |'is Mr. Langdon, of Charleston.”

looker-on even for a single day.”
“1 dow’t think you need érouble yourself
with such a fear,”” answers her companion, a
little amused. *Nature meant you for any
other part than that of *looker.on,’ either in
Vienna or at the White Sulphur.”
* And have you been there often ?—is it

& charming place >—do you like it exceed.
ingly?™ she asks, eagerly,  “I cxpect g0
much that I am half afraid I shall be disap-
pointed,” ‘
“1 have not been there for geveral years,
and I cannot {ell how it may strike me now,
but I used o like it better than any other
watering.place in Ameriea, One needs to be
very young to tharoughly enjoy such places,
however.”
“Does one? But then you are not oid.”
“That depends upon what you mean by
‘old’ It is & relative torm, you know. I
am—Ilet me gee—twenty - eight, I belicve.
But then I feel—sometimes” especially—as if

* How unpleasant that must hel™ says
Misa Courtenay, with i gay laugh, )

It will be seen that there is nothing im-
portant or particularly interesting in this con-
versation, yet both these young people feel'
that £ is rather a plessant way of passing
time, and they are still standing by the foun.
tain in the quivering shade, talking as easily
as if they had known each other for Fears,
when & gentleman, who has entered the gate,
and come toward them unperceived, opens
his eyes in not well-pleased surpzise, and
says, rather sharply, “ Sybil1»

"0 papal” gays Bybil, turning round and
flushing quickly 28 she meets her father’s
glance—a glanee which is certainly the re.
verse of gunshiny, and very well caleulated
:‘o imé»ress her with & consciousness that she

a8 been guilty of somethin, i
o raylg'm ¥ . g exceedingly
“May I inquire, says Mr. Courtenay,
standing still, “ how you come £0 be here § ¥
“ Yes, certainly—that ig, it is very easily
told,” anawers Syhil, rebelling

The last words are rather depreeating, and
Mr., Langdon, of Charleston, is conscious that
Mr. Courtenay's keen, cold eyes are bent on
him in 2 scrutiny from which a man less de.
sured of himself, and with less good reason .
for assurance, might shrink. Gerald Lang.
don_only emiles, however, and comes o Syb-
il's nesistance at once, . ‘

*Let me recall myself to your recolleo- -
tion, and apologize for/the manner in which -
I have ventured to make your daughter’s ac.
quaintance,” he gays, addressing the elder
gentleman with an eir of thorough bresding
which 8ybil feels instinctively goes far to ex-
cuse her,  “ You may have forgotten me, Mr,
Courtenay—it is more than likely—but 1
have seen you very often at my father’s house

in Charleston, 1 am a son of Herbert Laig-
don.” ‘

had & better friend,” says Mr, Courtenay, ex.
tending his hand with something like gexial
emotion, “I am glad to meet his son, I
think I remember you, though you were a
slim-youngster in & eadet’s jacket-when I saw
you last,” : o
“I fancy that was my brother Herbert,”
engwers Lengdon. ‘I mever had' any mili-
tary training.” oL
“Horbert! Certainly it was, And you
arg—3" .

“ Gerald, at your servige.”

“Ah, I recollect you 76w—you were the -
little fellow, the younger ofie, who was so
fond of sketching and painting, Your father
thought you would make an artist, and meant
to send you to Diisseldorf.” L
* My father was oll that wdg kind in bid
ideas and intentions” eays Langdonm, with =
something like a cloud falling bver his face; . - -
“ but I am not an artist.” s
The tone in which he utters thoss last
words causes a short silence. Men who are
not weak-minded do not usually perade befors
indifferent eyes the disappointments and ship.
wrecka which have come to them in life, the

“I remember your father well: I never ,

it ".—indead, a genuine Jook of pleasure comes ., -

: inwardly
over his face—*I am going there also.” .

great bopes which have gone down into darks”

Eve. - But considerations’ l
to play the part of Eve. But o hesg, the strong ambitions whick have come to |

. of Jack will keep until to-morrow—~—in faot,

>

against the measured chilliness of his tone,




)
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"~ he foels that he has betrayed himself, and"

<

. he has borne their absence as becomes & fa-

i _naught; but, now.and then, an accent, at ex-

\
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‘prossion, o passing word, will Lift, as it were,
5 .corner of the curtain which  they have |
dtopped over their dead, and: the haunting
_{ace of & ghost looks out at ua, So it is with
Langdon now. .In the pause which follows,

therefore speaks again, changing the subject
abrupily: . R

"« Migs Courtenay says that she has never

" been in Richmond before; and I was telling

" her, when you came up, that, if she wishes a

bird's-eye view of the eity, the best is to be

. had from the Capitol jnst here, Do yon not
think it would be well to show it to her??

" Me. Courtenay, belng warm and lired, looks
reluctantly at hiy daughter, who glances back
at him and says, * Oh, yes, papa—TI am sure
it 'must be interesting!” so he submits with
an injured sense of boredom, and a growing '

" gonviction that it would have been much wiser
* to have left Sybil in the safe seclusion of home,

. He does not find the sight-seeing so dis-

agreeable ag might have been expected, how-

© gver, ¥iMr, Langdon is good encugh to take
upon himself the onerous duty of eleerone;

-+ and, when they reach the cool, breezy library,
with its deep window looking ont over the
geven-hilled oity, and the river foaring around
its rooks and islets, Mr. Courtenay subsides

_ into & chair, and bids the otheras go farther,
" if they wilt, without him, They obey with no
_great relnotance; and, when they return, after

. thelapss of an bour and a half, they find that

ther and a philosopher.

H‘o'nnmaxs, PAYSH,

W gafely neserted that, when two
people enteriain a mutuat prepoasession tow-

avd each other, and a mutual desire to enjoy
anch-other's society, they can manage to ad-
vanoe very far toward intimacy even in the
gpace of one short summer day. Misa Cour-
tenay and Mr, Langdon demonstrate this fact.
Having exhauatively viewed the Capitol, they
stroll about the streets of Richmond—Mr,

. Courteniay having dismissed them to do as
. they like, and most probably feeling obliged
. to Providence for having sent some one 10

communicative, compare opiuions, criticise,

admire, explore all ‘nocessible’ % points of in-
terest,” and endure the broiling process to
which the sun subjects them, with the utmost
sang-froid. Sybil is pleased to have some one
young, sympathetic, and good-looking, by her
side, some one who listens to her indulgently,
and regards her admiringly ; while Langdon,
on his part, is amused and interested by a
brightness and freshuess which make him for-
get his private cares, annoyances, and disap-
pointments, for 2 little while.

# One never knows what Fate moy have in
stora for one!™ he -says, sententiously, when
they have finally turned theiz loitering steps -
toward the hotel, and are proceeding along
the shady—it is impessible to say the cool—
side of the street.

# That is quite true,” responds Sybil; “hut
Fate sometimes has very unpleagant things in
store for ks - ‘

Tt haa given me a very agreeable surprise
to-day,” he says, with an unmistakably sin-
care accent. 1 have a pleasant morning for
ihich to thank it—and I certainly did not ex-
peet any thing of the kind” ;
T think it is always best to expect pleas-
ant things,” says Bybil, with the air of o sage.
"% ey smay come, you know; and, if they do
not—well, at least we have had the expectas
tion.” ’
wAnd the disappointment—don't forget
that! No, it is best to expect nothing, and

if b 18§l If it is good, one may indulge &
harinless sense of purprised gratitude—as I
do at present. I never felt more depressed
than when I wakedl this morning and faced
the idle hours of this unoeccupied duy; ‘yet
pee what a different agpect a mere accident—-
for our scquaintance is -an aceident — has
given them,” '

«'Which proves that it ds always best o
expect agreesble things. But why should you
have staid to-day If you felt so depressed at’
the prospect—why did you not go on this
morning to the White Sulphur? " -

i For the simple reason that I found ‘&’

whom I expected to meet at Gordonsville to-
day, will not be there till to-morrow,"
"« And do you feel obliged to meét her?"
+ 4 Ygs, 1 feel obliged to meet her.”
“ What an eyemplary siepson you moust

. take Sybil off his hands—grow friendly and | be!”

to toke what comes with stoicism. That is,

telegram here, tolling me that my step-mother,
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% Not particularly exemj)lary," he anawers,
& But—-rvell, ghe has always established e sort
of pecuhfm' claim over ine, and I am bound io
_ her by ties of gratitude, which are, or ought
to be, stronger than ties of blood.”
“She mast be a very mice person,” re-
nfmrks Sybil, with frank interest. “Quite
different from step-mothers in general.”
Mr, Lengdon lzughs—a little grimly.
“You will see her, and judge for yourself,”
he Buys. “ By-the-by, ave you going up to the
Springs to-morrow ? :
¢ l.'es, I think so—papa only epoke of
gpending a day in Richmond.”
“But you have not seen
o ot Hollywood
) “We are going to drive out there this
afternoon.”
. There is a short pause; then Sybil, who
cannot be silent long, says, reflectively, “1
supEose you have no friends in Richmond,”
Ehave not, eartainly ; only a fow aoquaint.
nnc‘e‘s. But why sheuld you suppoge so??
dBecauae‘ if one hag friends in a place,
one does not find an idle d
by ay 8o hard to
“RBat ean you not imagine that one might
have no desire to meet these—friends, shall I
say? :After ell, the word has come to posseas
very little meaning besides a conventional
one,”
) “I wonder if it is not our own fauli when
it dﬁca nof possess -any other meaning for
us? says Sybil. * “I think we might all
.hav‘fi friends—real friends—if we chogse.” |
At seventeen one mostly hap, ar thinks
otie has,” answers Langdon. C
It is fortunate, perhay
t ps, that they reach the
hotel-door just at this moment, for Sybit does
not look p}eased st the allusion to her youth
qu‘ t{:ey go lllp-stail's togethar, she says, in a
uick, petulani voice, very well .
Juck and Frank : - P fnown t?
“1 have noticed that that i
! is alwaya the
:?y Wlt!l old people] When one says &
mg_vyhu_sh thgy camnot answer in any other
way:,\ tha.y invariably make some remark about
;:e 8 being young and having no experience,
ere are some things for which one does not
need experience.”
* Granted with all )
( my heart,? answe
Langdon, with a laugh, *though ,I was n;zi-'
:iware before that I belonged to the class of | ¢
old people.!

shaking her head i
Snakd I 8t ?11111 and 30 they‘sep-
At dinner Mr. Langdon joina the Courte-
nays again, and they dine amicably together, -
Mr. Courtensy expanding, over a tolembl\;
good bottle of claret, into something marsf .
nearly approaching an agreeable man, Sybil
7 cannot bear o hand in the conversation, for it
TANges over old social and political topics
which are mere sounds in her ears; but, a;
Langdon meets her great, dark, Jiquid eyes -
now and then, he thinks that she contributes
e‘:uough to the entertainment by simply sit-
ting there in the fresh sweeiness of her beaus: -
ty. She does not think so, however, and, at.
the first convenient opportunity, breaks ir; on
the‘i‘;l;'ead ,of reminiscédnces.
ape,”’ she says, ““ Mr. Langdon is poi
np to the Springs to-morrow.gls t:itg::;%
pleasant for ug ¥ 7
“ Quite sg,” responds Mr. Courtenay,
suavely, “I helieve I understood you tt;
say " (?ddressing the young man) * that you
are going to meet you -
s ol gl e o g” r step-mother. I hope
} “ T."ery far from it," Langdon enswers,
She_:s almost a eripple, and spends moet of
h-er time at health-resorts, Ome dockor ad-.
vises one place, and one another; I;ast win-
ter she was at Nice.”
1 suppose you were with her#?
f‘ Only occasionally. I don't lke the
Pﬁ]a?’ andI I staid there as little ay possible,
‘ortunately she ha i i
For mmp:; he® d her niece, Miss Armytage,
‘f You did not like the place!” repeatd
ﬁyhxl, opening her eyes with amazement;
Why, everybody says that Nice ia charming,

Pray, Mr, Lanpd
0 lil,:e o angdon, may I agk whet“place you

Mr. Langdon humbly ebnfeﬁg;aa .tblaf: b; m

rather hard o please.

“I like a great oity hest, r t‘l;infl;,”-jhé -

Bays. “ One can forget one’s self there. But
;zplaee where one has nothing to do but to
ounge, and play, and flirt"—a ghr

cludes the sentence, e o

“I dowt think you will like the White

Sulphar very much, then,” augpents Sybil,

“I don’t think ¥ shall sigy there very

long.—By-the:way (to Mr. Courtenay), if
you have not engaged rooms, it is prohable

bet you may have difficulty in obtaining good

ones. In that case, I am sure my step-mother

“Don’t talk as if you did, then,”
’ 2

she says,

will be glad to let you have half of the eot.




.
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' tage she hasé engaged.  She peremptorily fn-
sisted upon the whole of it, for fear of un-

pleasant neighbors,”
«] ghall he very much indebted to her

and-to you, for I fear that good rooms may
be very hard to obtain,” answers Mr. Courie-
nay.
After dioner they, of couvse, lose sight of
. Mr, Langdon for & while, but late in the after-
noon he appears again, in time to put Sybil
into the carriage which' has been ordered for
Hollywood, and to accept Mr. Courtenay’s in-
vitation to accompany them. Bo they spend
an hour or two, when she shadows are long
and the day near ita death,.in wandering
through that lovely city of the dead, and in
admiring the beauty of the prospect which is
to be seen afar and near——the city spread
over its circling hills, with windowa biazing
in the sunset, and tree-tope reddened, while
" the Qapitol, which Jooked go indescribably
" shabby in the morning, stands out with grand
effoct on its atately eminence,
# What an enchanter distance isl™ says
. Bybil, musingly, “It looks very imposing
and classical from here,- What a pity that
they da not build one which would be really
go!” . Lo
“ But, if they ercoted a second Parthenon
in white marble, it could'not have the assocta-
tions which this one Les to a Virginiun's
goul,” says Langdon, . * These people are in-
_ tgnae hero-worshipers. The glamour of the
 pilat hangs over that—well, that very far from
magnificent edifice, to them.” _
~ 4 Bu, after all, that is & very umsubstan-
" il thing,” says Sybil. “T think I'd rather
.. have a second Perthenon in white marble, and
‘teust that the future may contain gome mors
fHlustrious men.” : ‘
Then they admire the James River, brawl-
- fng,over and about its rocks: below, linger t0
ped the aun go down in glory, and; ahile the
- tendier evening sky is still dappled with clouds

. . GF doftent rose; drive back through the leafy

" city to the hetel. -

"“One pleasant day is a boon for which to
thank the gods. Indeed, considering the gen-
erally unsatisfactory nature of mundene

. things, I am fnelided to think that we ghouid
" thank them for one pleagant hour. At seven-
téen, however, one does not. think so. * Pleas-

. .ant days, pleasant events, pleasant people, all
seem then zccording to the riatural and prop-

that rare boon of happiness which we-regard
almost ineredulously4f it comes to us later in
life, We stretch out our hands to the advan-
¢ing time, and welcome it gladly. Not yetb

have we learned how much of anguish and
bitterness an hour may bring forth.

_ 'Po Sybil, naturally enough,. such reflec-
tions do not come., She is young, she i3
pretiy, she fecls that she i charming, and 40,
when her toilet for the evening is finished,
ghe looks in the mirror and makea herself a
sweeping courtesy.

“You do very nieely—very nicely, in-
deed!” she says, “I have every reason to
e satisfied with you, my dear; and I think
that perhaps you mey make & sensation, even
at the White Sulphar,”

Taving delivered herself of this modest
opinion, ghe joins her father and proceeds to
gupper. . They see nothing of Langdon nt thia
meal—he either omits. ik, or takes it at a dif-
ferent time. Afterward they go to the patlor,
where Sybil establishes herself in one of the
open windows, and listens absently to her
fathe's conversation with an elderly ac-
quaintance who has come to call. The latter
edoays o few remarks in her direction, but is
disconraged, not to say enubbed, and desists,
He wears. n wig, has & wrinkled skin, and is
generally stuffy,? Miss Courtenay has no
ming to waste lhe pearls of her conversation
on him, So-ehe sits, idle and fair, well von-
tent to look out on the gaslighted streets,

the parlor, A young lady is singivg at the
piano, Bhe bas a very good voice, and.every
one in the Toom listens approvingly—espe-
cially when -she begins the: charming’ air
whieh Virginin Gabriel hes set to Jean Inge-
low's ;well -known words, ¢ When Sparrows
build.” The graceful brunette lady of the
breakfagttable is talking to another lady—
younger, handsomer, but with & ‘more worn

face—in a corner. Both turn and cease talk-

ing a8 the full contralto tones lilt forth

- ¢ ('my true love ! and my own, own love!

And my love that loved me go ! )

s there never & chink in the world above
‘Where they listen for words from helow ?,

How coutd T tell I shonld love thee to-duy,
When #haf day T held thee not dear? -

How ¢ould 1 know I ehonld love thee away, .

'When I did not love thes anear? "

. % How. well the girl sings —but why does
she not choose something bettor than that

ar order ‘of things. We take a3 our right

Jovesick nonsense?" gays the younger lady,

and nt the various groups scattered aboud |
. have been in the game room with her, and yet

" “It will bo plegeanter. We can talk more at
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impatiently ; but she shivers as when a rude

hand touches a sensitive nerve,

“.How dreadful 1" sayy her frier:d. com-
passionate, yot indignant, “My dear, you

% Do you call it lovesick ? ** asks the oth
g - | ought to put a stop t i
er. *Ii seems to me only sweet and pitiful— | You surely couldPifoyiicﬁr?ezt?tel?:r;hl:g'ss‘
y 7T

and the air is beautiful, Listenl®

imposeible but that you could wiz your hus-

The first speaker lifts her eyes which have | band’s trust,”

drooped for a minute, As she does so, she'

gives a start which aitracts the attention of

“I have never tried,” res Y, i
i ,"” responds Mary, in-
differently. “I think I do el that ia required

her companion, Her glance, inst
E ¢ , ,instead of reach- | of me in giving hi j
;ng tlula pieno, has st?pped a$ the door, where | The rest isg his Eﬂ‘ali[: ngu':a;: e!tﬁ:rl A
gentlemen is entering. The color comes to | of it. Who are tho.se people ntere;:(; RII;
er

her ¢heeks, her bresst heaves quickly, her
bands close jnvoluntarily. Do not such tl;in‘gs
bappen ofien in life— trivial accidents, yet
dramas full of passion, sorrow, sin, perhs;ps?
The tender, longing music of the song is still
ringing on the air, the worn, handsome face
is still quivering with the pain it wakened
when this man stands in the door—quiet:
unconscious, thinking only of the girl who
looks up emilingly to greet him.

“Good Heavens, Mary!"” suys the elder
}xsdy. * Has any thing happened f~—are you
ill? What is the matter ? * ’

) “ Nothing is the matter,” answers Mar

with pale lips — ® nothing. Go on listenin{g’

to the song—you like it, you know. 4h, |.

what absurdity it is1” eries she, wi :
bitter laugh. “‘ When the s:;.,gitlc:::};o;:;
dead,’ indeed{ People need not be-dead io
forget one, .There are places' as far away s
the world ahove—or the world below, eithex!
The man whom'ehe loved=—thut foolish creat-
ure, who is supposed 1o he lamenting—might

never eared to hear her worde,”

o Ms!ry, what do you mean ?* asks her
companion, startled and shocked, Then in.
stinet mekes her put up her eye-glase, and
f!he sees at once what it mesns., She i; Just
m time t6 observe the greeting which the
Courteneya give Gerald Langdon as he reaches
them, Her face looks grave and s little stern
rhen ske drops her glass and turns back

Suppose you come to my room? ' ghe sa,ys-

our ease there ¥
#No, thanks,” ans :
( ks, wera the other, more
guiatly. “I w:ll. get your father to ta'ke me
ome in & fow minutes, Roger said he would
21}1] ’t"or me, but if he were to come and aee
i —ghe nods slightly across the room—

z;hg gn.-l looks commonplace, but she is pret-
. Meanwhile Sybil contracts her draperies
in the most obliging manner, and makes room
for Langdon on the seat by her side. ‘
“fW;a!l, ;.re you tired ?” he asks. Do
you feel exhaus i
phirieah ted by your course of flghh
“Tired 1" she repeats, opening her eye; -
tf) their fullest extent. “ How. could -I be
tired ¥ . What have I.done to tire me ? When
ona enjoys a thing, one does not weary of it
—at jeast, I never do,” )
“ And havé you reelly enjoyed to-day?™
he askg,‘.in‘a slightly incr?dul‘:m{: tome. vt
. # ‘f‘?ertamly I bave,” sho answers, positive.
n{;-t?" Do you mean to suyrthfzz you have
“I have enjoyed your st;uiet. — g
else‘, that I remember. But ngt e:lt;:b:gg ’
vanity, that usaally stands a man in auch éood--"
atead, will allow me to imagine that you have
found the same degres of pleasure in mins,”
- “I don't know about the same degr’e;e "
ghe answors, frankly, * but you, have beén
very kind, and made every thing much more
agreeable than it would otherwise have proved E
Yo me. I suppose you have besn - so-far and .
seen 50 much that you have by this time for-
gotten how you felt when you first went any-
.wher‘e  but; if you could remember, you might
1ma§1;1e how I have enjoyed to.day® .
am not quite an octogenarian,” :
8ays, gmllmg. “ By an- effort, Ig.‘:.hinl?::hath;
am eq.ual to the recollestion you suggess.
S.ome impressions: never fade, Oue's firgt
journey, ore’s first love—" ‘ Lo
He stops abruptly. The little bit of con: -
ventional sentiment which he was about o -
utter, dies away on kis lips, Something’réalj
suddenly. seizes him in its strong grap,‘-aﬁd’

“nothing co
g could persuade him that thero had | alters the entire exprogsion of his face, Iajt

that kind,”

‘not been an appoi i d
} ‘I’POlntmepy, or something of | an' emotion, or only the memory.of an . emo-

R tiop # . Bybil, in her youthful ignorance, cans




:

" to recognize, under the guise of this new af-

" fore. This radiant creature might stand for”

ot

.
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not tell, She only sees the change, and looks
around in surprise for the cause.

. She hag not far to seek, A lady is cross-
ing the foor—tall, slender, graceful, dressed
in black silk and black lace, with lus.trous
ayes, ‘and glowing cheeks. She looks like a
Spanish beauty, Syhil thinks-fuiling utterly

fluence of color, the pale face she observed,
and in & measure admired, half an hour be-

a picture, or the heroine of a romance. The
heroine pauses and holds out her hand, Lang-
don rises and takes it.

] am glad to gee you in Richmond,” she

says, with a sufficient degree of guieiness to
do credit to her sogial training, * But you
seem determined that your old friends shall
moet you only by chance, How do you do?”
. '4Tam very well, thanks,” he answers. “1
need not ask how yow arve, I never saw you
looking better. How is Mr. Trescott? [
have not been in Richmond long emough to
logk up my friends.” )

% Roger ig very well, and-—and will be
glad to see you,” BShe falters a little over
this ; then, to cover her hesitation, she turns
toward her companion, * Have you forgot-
ten. ty cousin, Mra, Bherbrooke? She re-
members you.”

Langdon says that he has not forgotten
Mra, Sherbrooke, and shakes hands with the
tittle brunette. A fow more inquiries and ve-
merka are exchanged, then the ladies pass
‘on, and the young man, looking a trifle pale,
comes back to Sybil. "That observant young
person has taken in every detail of the scene,
and, when he sits down, she turna her bright,
‘inquisitive eyes full on him, and says, “What
5 lovely Iady, Mr. Langdon! Who is she??

' Mr. Langdon hesitates for an instant—
only an instant—then answers according to
" the letter of the fact: “She is Mrs, Roger
Tredcott, of Richmond, fermerly Miss Peron-
nean; of Charleston.”
“You know her quite well, then ?
#T onoe had that honor,”
“Qnece! ' I believe that meang not now.
Do you throw away your old friends like your

oid gloves ? " -
“0On the contrary, it is my old friends

who are sometimes kind enough to treat me

in that manner.”
‘She glances a$ him, ond is sorry for her

and hag himself very well under command ;
Dbut there is a look of pain in the eyes which
meet her own, though the lipa are smiling,

« Pardon me,” she says, impuisively, “ I

fear I zm very impertinent. Mamma says it

is never wellbred to ask direct questions,
and I often do.” )

« You have asked no direct question which
is in the least impertinent,” he answers, kind-
ly. *Yes, Mra, Trescott ia very handsome,
and she preserves her beauty admirably. But
we have talked enough of her. Do you know
that it is moonlight to-night? 'I passed
through the Capitol Square a little while ago,
and it is.lovely, Will you not walk up there
and look at General Washington f  Flooded
with silver, he i3 superh.” )

% Papa, may I?™ asks Sybil, turning
quickly round to her masculine substitnte‘for
i duenpa. “May I walk up to the Capitol
and see General Washington by.moonlight ?”
“Y guppose there is no reason why you
should not,” Mr, Courtenay answers, careless-
ly; “ but don't stay too long.” e
So out into the silver-looded streets Sybil
and her new friend pass, and, when they
reach the square — which, truly, #s lovely,
with its opal fountain and dark-leafed shad-
ows—it is not remarkable that they find a
good denl Lo interest them besides the noble
appearance of General Washington. —Jack
Palmer has ridden over to see Frank, and
they are sitting together on the piazza of the
Courtenay Honse at this time. “I wonder
where Sybil ig to-night, aud what she is do-
ing ?" says the lover, with a sigh, to whom,
for hiz comfort, Frank vesponds: “T dow't
know where she ig, but I'll het ten to one
that, if she has anybody at all to flire with,
she ia doing that,”

———p e

CHAPTER IV.
OX THE ROAD.

Ix the wellfilled train which moves out of
Richmond the next morning at eight o’clock,
on- the Chesapeake and Ohio Road, -it is
questionable if there is a lighter heart than
that of Miss Courtenay, who, neatly an§ cool-
ly arrayed in linen, has a seat to hérself,
with her novel, her satchel, nnd her lunch-
basket, all conveniently arranged fora d_a.y’a
travel, She ig ot peace with herself and with

Tflippant guestion. He is a mon of the world,

* the world, and her bright face js “a rare

- blissful content at the landscape flying by.

. erops along ihe road. If you have a EYIpa-

“tell me what you think of that couple over

" have been married about~— well, say, three

- she is dresged,”
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sight for sair e'en” as she sita gazing in

'So Langdon finds her when he enters the car,
after a while, and, remeving the satchel and
the lunch-basket, drops into the seat by her
side. ‘

“Mr. Courtenay is taking his newspaper
and bis cigar,” he says; “bus T am tired of
newspapers, They make so much of the
staple of one’s life that sometimes the natu.
ral man revolts against elections, murders,
hangings, railroad accidents, and the like,
Do you dislike talking on a railvoad-train? If
so, I won’t bore you,”

“I pever dislike talking suywhere,” an-
swers Sybil, emphatically, * What I dislike
9, silenee. Now, papa has a great genius for
that ; and, especially when he is traveling, he
will nof talk, But I am fond of it, I like to
discuss the people—how they look, and how
they behave, and what they probably are. I
also take an interest in the loiterers about
the atations, and in the condition of the

thetie taste on any of these points, we can
compare our impreasions.” '

“I have a sympaihetic taste on all of
them,” replies Langdon, mayly, “s0 we will
begin at ones,” Our fellow-travelers afford,
perhaps, the hest field for discussion—pray

there,”
“T think,” says Sybil, regarding the cou-
ple in question very critieally, * that they

months ; that the lady is still very fond, and
the gentlemman a little tired, I noticed that
he looked rather irritnted and Dored when
she put her head down on his shoulder, I
algo think that they are a trifle underbred—
the woman especially, Most likely ke mar-
ried her for her money, You see how richly

“You are a shrewd observer for go young
A person,” says Langdon, ranch amuged,
am not sure that it iy safe to travel with you,
Tell me what you think of the young lady
Just behind that interesting pair.®

“I think that she is painted,” answers
Sybil, uncompromisingly, * Why will wom-
en do such adious things, T wonder ? ™

“ Women who have no need of peinting,"
says Langdon, looking at the elear brilliance

Judges of the temptations which besét their '
paler gisters,” :

“ But, if T were a lily, I should not try to
be a rose,” she regponds,

In this fashion they go through the car,
not always oriticising, however, Some deli-
cabe, refined faces they admire and .com-
mend,  Almost all of the passengers belong
to a pood social class.  Sybil remarks this,

“The season accodnis for it,” Langdon
explaing,  “ Usually, one is struck by the
very small sprinkling of ladies and gentlamen
in o railroad-car. Mueh traveling is calou-
lated, T think, to impress one with the ugli-
ness and comumonness of the majority of the
human race,”

* You seem t6 haye drawn a number of
depressing morals from your {ravels,” says
Bybil. *“On the whale, perhaps it is better
to stay at home, and imagine that the world
is very great and very beautiful, than to go
about and around it, and walk up and down
in it, like Batan, ouly to discover that it is
very small and altogether shabby.”

“1don't know that there is a very great
deal to be gained by traveling,” says Lang-
don, with a reflective air, *When one has
seen much, it comes to this: that every thing
is alikke. The world, as you remark, is very
small, end human nature is the same on all
sides of it,” .

“Tq thnt your experience?” asks Byhil,
with her gay laugh. “ It was searcely worth
while going so far to learn so lttle—was it ? "
*“Do you call it little, to realize the fel.
lowship of human nature on all essential
pointe? Tesllita groat deal. EKach of ug
hag to learn in his own way that there is .
nothing new under the sun, and that beyond
ocenns and continents are the same passions
and meanness whick flourish around ug here,”
“ What a pleasant, and encouraging refloe-
Hon!” says 8ybil. “But, for ail that, I
think there is o great deal that is new under -
the sun, and very agreeable, too!” . - A
As the day wenrs on, My, Courtenay comes,
in and sits down in front of them. At the
stations they compare notes with regard io . .
heat and dust, and the appearance of the
couniry. A Virgigian behind kindly vol-
unteers {0 point out all the places of inter-
st along the route, and waxes enthuslasiie -
over the university when- Charlottesville is
reached. He also tells various anecdotes of

of her cheeks, “ara not, perhaps, the best

Jeiforson and Monroe and John Randelph, en
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passant, * Sybil finds these rather depressing
when taken in conjunction with cinders and
glare, and mekes a diversion by opening the
lunch-basket, They refresh themselves with
ham -sandwiches, cold chicken, and grapes,
and so gather strength to endure what Hes’
before them.

After several hours spent in this manner
they reach Gordonsville, Here they take @'\
ner——at least, have the opportunity to do%o
—and wait during a long, warm hour for the
Northern tesin, 1t comes at last, thronged

. with passengers, and a greai rushing to and
fro, ekifting of cars, and changing of bag-
gage, ensne, Sybil watches the animated
Becene with_interest from the piazza of the
hotel, until her father suggests that they had
hetter retarn to the car, or they will find
their seats appropriated. This they accord-
ingly do, and, ‘after some difficulty in finding
the car—for thet which was last has become

T first—are rewarded by discovering that their

" goats have been taken, It reguires a little
sharp aliercation and the threatened inter-
ference of the conductor to oust the intrud-
ers; but Mr. Courtenay finally succeeds in
doing so, and takes possestion of hiz own
with an air of triumph. .Sybil settles herself
and glances around for Langdon, who left

~ them when the other train arrived. As she
does g0, he appears at her side;

“ Will you come and be introduced to my
step-mother ? " he says. * She has agked me
to'bring you. Luckily, I have been able to

: gét seats for ber in this car.—Mr, Courtenay,
", she remembers you very well, and will be
.. glad to see you.”

" Having no alternative but conaent, Sybil
{s therefore taken up and presented to an old
lady—who is not exaetly an old lady, either
—astablished on a seat &8 if it were a couch,

" with air-cughions all about her, and an odd,

curved stick by her hand. Bhe has a gran-
tity of frizzled browa hair on each side of her
face, 6 pair of keen brown eyes, and & nose
whieh, in youth, may have been aquiline, but
is now simply hooked. Sybil thinke her very
gueer-looking, and is amused when she nods

. approvingly at herself.

“ What a thing it is to be young!” she
gnys, to Mr. Courtensy, “ You must have

- fed the child on milk-and-roses to have given

her such a complexion.—How do you do, my
‘dear? I am sure you have not beeh in many

“ No,” answers Sybil, who does not take
this exaetly in the light of a compliment.
“J am only seventeen, and there is not very
much society at home. But I hope to in-
ereage. my knowledge of ballrooms before
long.”

“ Yow'll enjoy them amazingly,” says hie
old lady, “You are remarkubly pretiy to
look at, and I've no doubt nice enough to talic-
to—you'll have admiration and attention in
abundance. Don't let your head be turned
if you can help it, however. Remember that
i only allowgble In heiresses.”

“1 don’t think I am likely to have my
head turned,” says the girl, with a soft laugh,

have a right to expeet if I find partners to
dance with,”

“You rate yourself very modestly,” says
Langdon.  Now let me introduce Miss Ar-
mytage, my—cougin, shall I say, Isabel ?”

“ Sfep-cousin might be more accurate,”
answers the lady so addressed. Then she
puts out a slim, cool hand, and says: “ Miss
Courtenay, I am glad to make your acquaint-
ance, Intensely warm and dusty, tsn't is 27

While Sybil apswers appropriately, she
looks at the speaker, and thinks, “ I shall not
like you!™ Nor does this sentiment arige
from the antagonism which is usually sup-
posed to exist between two young and pretty
women, It ig n sentiment which very mauy

women, feel on approaching Isabel Armytage,
Perhaps it iz the latent assertion of su-
periority—the only half-veiled patronage of
her manner— which immediately arouses a
counter-aggertion on the part of others. Be
this as it may, the fact remains that she ds
intolerably patronizing, and would, without
doubt, be “affable” to a kaiser. Generally,
she is sweetly condescending, but, on occa-
sions, she has all the cool insolence of her
class at command. If it is neceseary to erush
any presumptuous person who has not suffl-
ciently recognized ber exalted claims, the
manner in which she can abstract all power
of seeing from her eyes and hearing from her
ears is edifying and—-anrusing. She is pretty,
however—so Sybil frankly admits. Her fair,
supercilious face has & general resemblance
to the portraits of Marie Antoinette, of which
ghe ig very proud, The blond ecomplexion,

halirooms in the course of your life.”

“T ghall feel that it is quite as much as I

people, old as well a3 young, men o8 well as

- stagnation ; I detest what is known s the

fuir haie, and delicate, agquiline features, make -
an ottractive whole; but the details of the
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face are not good. The blue eyes are shallow
and cold, the lips thin, the forehead high,
and, when the bloom of youth is gone, the
features will grow sharp. )

“Bae this will be your ficst season at o
{ashienable watering-place ?” she says, gra-
clously, to Bybil.  « How much you will find
to enjoy! Every thing is so fresh one's first
season, Of course, you have never been to
any of the great gea-side regorts ? X confess
1 like the sea-side better than the mountains.”

While Sybil confesses that ske has never
been anywhere, and feels as inzignificant al-
ready as Miss Armytage could desive, Mrs.
Langdon has made room for Mr. Courtenay
among her air-cushions, and js telling him
that she regards her own physiclans, and the
medical profession generally, as a pack of
charlatans, whose advice she hag ceased to
follow, and that she is going to the White
Bulphur on her own preseription. * Iaabel
wanted me to go to Cape May and try sea-
bathing,* she says, “but I lmew fAe? would
hot help me—I have tried too much of it al-
ready.” :

“1 should think some quieter place than
the White Sulphur might suit you better,”
suggests Mr. Courtenay: ¢ The Old Sweet,
for instance. 7 shall go there after a short
time.”

“ Poyf I says the old Indy, with o gri.
mace, * Who cares for quiet ? Pou may, per-
haps—being an invalid and 2 student, I have
heard ; but, ag for me, I prefer to live while I
do live. I iike to be amused; I cant bear

‘nice society’ of a ‘nice quiet place. It
means old maids and widows and children,
with & few prosy old men thrown in—bak |
But tell me what you mean to do with that
pretty daughter of yours# You should not
let her throw herself away, That fece of hers,
properly managed, ought to be as good as a
fortune,” T

* I have not the fajutest idea of doing any
thing with her,” says Mr. Courtenay, very
truthfuoily,

At this moment the engine utters some
fmuud which may be taken to indicate a faint
mte-ntion of getting under way; and Syhil,
ha_mng no wind for an extended conversation
with Miss Armytage, returns to her own Beat,
escorted by Langdon, He looks at her and
stniles as she sits down, The train is by this

of being overheard —a fact of which Sybil
proceeds at once to take advantage, '

“ What & very peculiar person your step.
mother is!” she says, * Does she talk to
everybody as she talke to me 7

“ Not by any means,” he answers, * She
was evidently very much pleased with you,
Ble wonld have talked very differently if she
had not been,”

“Do you mean more disagreeabiy 0

“ Very much more disagreeably.”
~ Sybil arches her cyebrows I a manner
which expresses a great deal; but she spys
nothieg more for a minute. Then she re-
marks: “Mrs, Langdon reminds me very
much of old Lady Kew, in * The Newcomes.’
I thought of the resemblance s soon as I
saw her. Did it ever'strike you #¥

*Not particularly,” replies Langdon, re-
streining a laugh, *“But I know that you
are quick in discovering things of that kind.

And who does Miss Armytage remind you
of ¥ '

“Perlaps you do not like me to talk in
this way!” she gays, hesitating and color-
ing; “perhaps I should not have spoken so
freely.,” '

“ Why should you imagine such & thing ?
No, on my honor, I like you to say éxactly '
what you think, You can't tell how refresh-
ing it s to meet somebody who does, Ikngw
you have hit upen a comparison for Isabel,
and, if you will tell me, I promise never to
betray your confidence.” ‘

* Then I confess T thought of Lady Clare
Yere do Vere. 1 fancy she had just such a .
face as Miss Armytages,” -

The speaker doey not add, though she
thinks, * And just sueh & manner,”

. ‘Ianbel would be highly flattered ot being
likened to * the danghter of & hundred earls,’”
says Langdon, “ I am not sure about the re.
sembiance, however. She eertainly can some-
times fix people with *a vacant stare” But,

as for the sweet eyes* and *low replies 'm
well, that i3 another matter. Wherever she
goes, you will hear of her as & woman who ia

much admired—but I am not aware that any.

body ever called her an enchantress,”

I was not thinking of that part of ihe.
pieture,” gaya Sybil, candidly.

“Well, I must go back,” he says, with

an honest sigh, * Her Jadysbip is inclined

to be exacting, and T have not asked aboyt

time in motion, and they can talk without, fear

any of her friends and acqnaintances yet,
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Are you not glad to be rid of me? I shall
return a8 goon &8 possible, however, and
when I come I want you to tell me what chazr-
acter in history, fiction, or peetry, you are
like,” )

Sybil s left %0 solve this problem at her
leisure during the whole afternoon, It is
‘long, it is bot, it is dusty (the afternoon, not
the problem), and she finds its hours drag
heavily. Her novel is stupid, or geems so,
stupid also the magazines and illustrated po-
pers she hus purchased from the news.hoy.
Bhe tries going to sleep, but finds that warm.
est of all, since she has to suffocate behind a
Barige veil, or’ else an impertinent wan in the
opposite seat will stare at her until, from
" sheer 'maguetism, she is forced to open her
. eyes, Bhe scowls at him, but he does not

seem affected by her displeasure. On the
- ‘contrary, he plainly admires still more the
charming cross face, - Then she glances
round and sees her father still listening to
Mrs, Langdon's emphatic conversation, With
. this lady, talk never languishes, and it is
. being momently impressed upon Mr. Courie-
.nay that, instend of losing any.of its sharp-
ness with age, her tongue seems, like an oft.
whetted blade, to have gained a keener edge.
He algo thinks, as he listens, that though an
- amusing, she is not exactly an edifying com-
" _ panion., Every scandal which has ever been
enrrent within her knowledge, she knows, re-
members, and, whenever opportunity offers,
retails; all that shabby side of many lives
which is wsually kept out of sight she brings
. uppityingly into the atrongest possible light ;
'no reputation which had ever been breathed
~ apon could be .cleared by the testimony of
"man or angels in ber eyes ; she has a bitter
. aneer for those who are down, and a cold de-
‘preciation or biling sarcasm for those who
are up in the world, Altogether, 3 more
worldly, bad-tempered, unlovely, and it may
be added unhappy old woman, has rarely ex-
isted. .
Bybil regards her with sentiments of min-
gled curiosity end repulsion; then she sees
that Miss Armytage is peacefully slumbering
on a pillow of shawls and water-proofs, and
" she wondera where Laugdon js—the thought
not occurring to her that he hag by this time
feit the need of man's prime consoler —a

¢ 'cigar, She i3 not interested in him further

. than that he i something young and com-
_panionable; but, failing to catch ever &

glimpse of the back of his curly head, she
turns with a yawn and tries again to sleep.

This time with more sucecess, and Langdon
i standing by her, saying, * You really ought
not to travel with your eyes shut through
auch a lovely country 1" when she ronses her-
gelf. It is late now, the sun is setting, &
fresh breeze is blowing through the ear, and
they are fairly among the mountains. He
points through the window, and Sybil, as she
laoks out, utters an exclamation, Far helow
them lies & valley which might be Arcadia
from its appearance, Peaceful, beautiful,
shut in from the world by green billg near at
hand, melting into blue ones afar off, with
farm-houses dotted here and there, and the
sunlight, like a mentle of gold, lying over the
highly-cultivated fields, it seems o place in
which one might be as pastora! as one liked
—taking it for granted that one hiad any lik-
ing that way at all. So they go on thromgh
secene after scene of beauty, hill and valley,
meadow and stream, the suZ*-sinka in splen-
der, the twilight closes; after & while the
moon rises from behind the hills, and lends
the scene new magie. What floods of silver
ghe pours over the stately mountaing ag their
crests cut sharply against the iris sky; what
clearly-defined shadows lie across the val
loys; what gleams of guivering light strive
to pierce the dark ravines! Bybil has no
more inclination to sleep. She hangs out of
the car.window and gazes—filled with mute
delight, Bhe forgets to feel their precarious
gitnation as they climb around the mountain-
side; forgets to'consider how trivial an ac-
cident-—the breaking of an axle, the slipping
of a rail—might dash them down to horrible
death. Here are {Wo engines, and they pant
and groan like human things as they drag
the long train up the steep grades, Al
around lies the alnbaster night, majestic in
‘its stillness, enchanting in its beanty., Here
is no sign of man's habitation — only the
grand, dark mountains in that solemn, un-
changing repose which makes one murmur,
“Fixed as the evetlasiing hills,” and the
great purple vault of ether through which
the moon sails in solitary glory, her efful-
gence banishing all the faint lustre of the
atars, -

Somewhere in the nelghborheod of ten
o'clock they reached the bourn of their jour-
nay, disembark, fill the waiting omnibuses,

and ave driven rapidly through a gate, along

“and, as Sybil stands on the piazza in the
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a smooth Poad, around a long building blaz-
ing‘with pas and echoing with musie, to the
entrance-end—or at least to the office-end—
of the hotel. Here they accomplish the al-
ways graceful performance of alighling from
an omnibus under the pleasing and well-bred
seratiny of two or three hundred pairs of
eyes. At least, if they are not two or three
hundred, they might as well be, for the effect
is the same, and it i3 certain that the over-
looking piazza, and even the steps, are
thronged with curious obzervers, The new-
comers, conscious of much dust and general
disorder, make their way as guickly as pos.
gible to the waiting-room. Here the ladies
git and look disconsolate, while the gentle-
men are elsewhere elbowing each -other and
demanding rooms. Some radiant beings from
the ballroom come down and claim their
friends. The dusty belngs around regard
them critieally, and are refreshed by a vl or
two of the watering.place gossip which is
afterward to overflow them in a plenteons
gtrean, For gossip—real, uncompromising,
sublimely elevated above either charity or
truth—commend me to a watering-place ! It
i3 even better than & viflage, for the stagna.
tion of the latter place must affect even its
bitternesa,

Neither the Langdons nor the Courtenays
have much trouble with.regard to their ge-
commodetions. Mrs, Langdon's eottage is
engaged, and she graciously puts half of it at
the disposal of Mr, Courtenay. They are,
therefore, shown speedily to their Todgings;

moonlight, lovking acresa to the brilliantly-
lighted ballroom, whence the delightful straina
of a Strauss waltz float out on the summer
night, she feels that the reign of pleasure
is about to begin,

* Yea, the Springs are evidently thronged,”
says Miss Armytage, “and I confesa T am
glad of it. OF all things, I dislike being at a
watering-place too enrly, and having to wait
for people to come in. When there is &
erowd, one is always aure of meeting friends
and making agreeable acquaintances.”

This is at the breakfast-table the next
morhing. Tn consequence of lodging together,
our friends also eat together, and Sybil's rose.
leaf face aud lignid dark eyes are opposite
the young lady who makes this remark. She
looks at them, and says, condescendingly:

“1 supyiose, Miss Courtenay, you have not
been in seciety long encugh to know many
people 7 : .

““Not very many, I am nfraid,” answers
Bybil, with 2 laugh, as she thinks what has,
up to this date, represented society to her,
! But, fortunately, one cnn' enlarge one’s ae-
quaintance, and I have every disposition in
the world to enlarge mine indefinitely, Iam
ready and willing to know anylody who ig.
walkable, and talkable, and danceable”

Miss Armytage’s lip curls a little, © Afrer

you have beem In society & while, you will
probably grow more fastidions,” she says,
“There aro plenty of people who walk, and
talk, and dance, whom one would not exact!
care to know." . '
“0h, I have no doubt I shall grow fastidi-
ous if I have plenty to chooge from,” answers
Sybil, carelessly, not feeling so ready to be
extinguished to-day as yesterday, Then sha
turng to Langdon; “ You'll introduce some
food for powder to me, will you not?* she

“asks, with a gleam of laughing mischief in her

eyes.
Before he can answer, his step-mother
speaks, “*Of course he will, my dear; or, if
ka does not, I willl T know scores upon -
scored of people, young men among the rest,
Indeed, I am rather partial to young men—
clever ones, especially. Don't disquiet your
pretty head, but take my word for it that you
will be one of the belles of the Springs in three
days
* “That would be very pleasant,” says Syb-
il, truthfully, “but I shall not be surprised
if nothing of the kind ocours, Dear me,
what a number of people! And I have al
ready seen some very pretty faces.” .
“Yonder are the Mainwarings, (eraid,”
says Miss Armytage, putting up her eye-glass,
“Did you know that they were here? Clocil
talked of going to the Iakes.”
“T suppose he changed his mind, and
came here because you did,” answers Lang.
don. He apeaks indifferontly, and, as Bynil
glanees at bim, she thinks he looks depressed,
Plainly, from some eause or other, he is out of

sorts, and the exhilarating mountain-aie has.
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not been to him the tonic which it has proved
to others, 7

Afier breaktast, that reign of pleasure
which Miss Courtenay anticipated overnight
begins for her. Mrs, Langdon is right in say-
ing that she knows scores of people—which,
indeed, is not vemarkable, considering-that
ghe is a very rich woman, who has traveled
all over the ecuntry, and who gives excellent
entertainments when she is at home—and, as

erowded patlor, these scores begin to come,
‘singly and ingroups, to speak to her. To
these she introduces, with much pomp, her
¢ yonng friend, Miss Courtenay.” Sybil's sweet
voung face and gay young tongue second the
introduction so well that she seems hefore
long in o fair way to receive all the attention
which the heart of seventeen eoculd desire,
She ig soon invited to participate in that tread-
mill called promenading, wed, while she cle-
cles with the vest round the long parlor, a tall
and ¢xceedingly handsome man, who is tallk-
ing to Miss Armytage, says:
“You bave an addition to your party.
May I ask who she is?" i
“If you. mezr Misa Courtenay, she does
not belong to our party,” answers the young
“Jady, % We only met her yesterday, Sheis
traveling with her father, whom, I believe,
Aunt Langdon knows. They ure people from
one of the Carolinas,”
“She is rather pretty,” says the gentle-
man, in the discreet tone of one who knows

bebter than to praise tho beauty of one wom- |

an to another.

# Quite so, I think ™ (suavely), “But she
needs atyle very much. *Rustic beanties
mostly do.” . '

# Rustie beauty, as a rule, is a thing of
which ¥ am ineredulous,” says the gontleman,
smiling. -

_. He says nothing more with regard to Syh-
il just theny but, after a time, moving to the
gide of Mvs, Langdon, he asks for an introdue-
‘tion to the girl, who at this moment comes
back. That amiable lady receives him rather
frigidly, but she grants thia request with
alacrity, and presents Mr, Mainwaring to Miss

Courtenay, who looks at him with bright eyes,

and thinks he ig the handgomest man she has

ever seen,
Indeed, there eaninot be two cpinions on

the score of Cecil Mainwaring’s good looks—

there ia nothing offensive in his vanity, voth-
ing of that arrogant self-conceit and overpow-
ering self-complaceney which make puppyism
& mild word to apply to some men. lle is
spoiled, of course, and in a mensure affected
—prone, also, to the general masculine failing
of fancying himself irresistible—but, on the
whole, “not a bad fellow,” a8 his friends will
kindly tell you. Sybil thinks that he looks
agreeable, ag she glances up in his haudsome
face and meets his frank blue eyes.

“ Are you mot tired of this erowded par-
lor?™ he agks, “I don't think it is endura-
ble for more tham half an hour at o time.
$hall we take a turn on the piazza? You
will find it much pleasanter,”

Miss Oourtenay ngrees st once, end they
go out on the piazza, which runs the whole
length of the hotel, and is also thronged.
Before them lies ihe lovely valley, dimpled
with & thousand wingome lights and ghadows.
Under the great trees people are gitting, over
the lawn children are playing; there is a tide
of life flowing in every direetion full of glit-
ter, gayety, and excitement ; the air sparkles,
the sunshine streamsg ; and the serene mouu-
taing, with their summits bathed in light,
look solemnly down, as they have looked for
ages, on how many changing, sbifting scenes
in the infinitely old yet evernew drama of
buman life and haman interests !

¥ Pretty, isn't it ? ” gays Mr. Mainwaring,
appreciatively. * Have you unever been here
before? Then I must show you the walk
round Lover'a Leap—it's the best thing about
the place, Will you Iet me ?  Ifave you any
other engagement ? "

_ Bybil, without much hesitation, replies
that she has no other engagement, and will
be happy to see Lover's Leap. So they de-
gcend the steps of the piazza and stroll acress
the lawn in thai direction, well pleased with
‘each other, and well in keeping with the
golden charm of the summer day. Call them
butterfiies, if you like. At least, let us own
that the world would he a much darker, s#fl-
der, and altogether lezs attractive place, if
there were no such butterflies to brighten it.

Not long after this Mr. Langdon enters
the parlor, and finds his step-mother looking
rather peevish and bored, Two or three peo-
ple are talking to ber, but they are not par-
ticularly entertaining, and she does not for a

- & fact of which he i3 as well aware a8 any of

e

moment thick of paying them the compliment

his neighbors. Yet, however vain he may be,

"ure, and, five minuies after I presented him,.
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of looking as if they-were. When she sees
him, an expression of relief crosses her
face.” e
“If you'll give me your arm, Gerald, I'll
try to walk down to the spring,” she says.
“1 think I can manage it ; and, after that, I
will go to my cottage—where I shall be glad
to see you all whenever you choose to come,”
she adds, with a nod to the surrounding
group, )

They alf gay that they will be delighted to
do so, and, as seon as her back is furned, re-
murk to each other what a very disagreeable
‘and uneivil person she is. Not at all dis-
quieted by this fack (of which she is perfectly
aware), Mra, Langdon hobbles away on her
gtep-gon’s arm, and suggests to him that he
might have had the grace to come a litile
sooner to see if shé needed any thing,

“I thought you had Isabel with you,” he
answers, “and Miss Courtenay, too, for that
matter."”

“ Isabel joined a party going to the howl
ing-nlley some time ago, and-as for Miss Cour-
tenay—Cecil Mainwaring carried her off.”

“ Mainwaring 1 ? (elevating his brows),
“ Why, I thought he was Isabel’s own par-
ticular property.”

“T beg you won't talk such nonsense!”
says Mrs, Langdon, in an frcitated voiee,
* He is nothing of the kind.”

“ Everybody says so, at all events,"

* Everybody is a foel, then! Isabel thinks
nothing of him, nor be of her, ' He was eager
for an introduetion to that pretty little ereat-

had carried her off to walk. Of course, he
means to flirt, and 1 would warn the gir? to
take care end not let him make a fool of her,
if I did not think thet she may prove a match
for him on his own ground, 1If she has not a
spice of the devil in her, I am no judge of
women,"

“But you forget how young she is and
how inexperienced,” says Langdon. %1t
might be only kind to give her a hint of
Mainwaring’s charneter,”

“If I see ber in danger, I will—for I've |

taken a fancy, to her—but, unless there
danger, T shall let them have their firtation
out.”

Langdon says nothing more— for he is
aware thaet it is useless—but the gravity of
his face deepens a little, Mo knows—every-

reputation.” He has never done any thing
dishonorable, never jilted s woman, or triffied
with one beyoud the point wheve trifling is
held to be legitimate ; but it is well under- .
stood that he hag caused many a heartache,
and that he knows as well how to cause them
.28 ‘any other man of hig day and generation,
Ile has a small fortune, expensive habits, and
many debts; so it follows that, when he mar.

. ries, the fortunate object of his cholce must
be a rich woman. This rich woman not hav.
ing been found yet, he amuses himself, pour
‘passer e temps, with o good many compara-
tively poor ones, and is a dangerous acquaint-
ance even for & woman of the world; for a
girl just entering soclety, more than danger.
-ous—ubsolutely periloys,

Having taken a glass of sulphur-water,
Mrs. Langdon proceeds to her cottage, and,
eniering a room where the Venetian blinds
moke a pleagant shade, requests Gernld to
git down, while her maid establishes her com-
fortebly on the bed. This is a work of time,
but, having been finally accomplished, she
then dismisses the attendant, and at once
opens a conversation : '

“Well, Gerald,” she says, regarding her
step-gon closely with her keen brown eyes,
“Itrust that, in the three months since I saw
you Inst, you have finally made up your mind
to come to & definite understunding with®
Isabel? ™ ’

A moment’s silence follows this specch,
Langdon does not wince-— perhaps he ex-
pected it, and has braced his nerves as men
brace them for the surgeon's knife, He looks
through the bhalf-closed blinds across the
piazza, out to the green lawn and flickering
shadows, as he answers quietly:

“If you think a spirit of indifference to
this, as to every thing else, synonymous with
having made up my mind, perhaps I can an-
swer—yed, At least, I came to meet you
with the intention of doing what you wish, -
simply because you wish it. When a life is
80 barren and useless as mine, it searcely
matters what becomes of it,”

“1 consider that you are very ungrateful
to talk in that manner,” says Mrs. Langdon,
sharply. “Am I agking eny thing ‘dreadful
of you f—any thing that you need take such

& martyr tone about ¢ Most men would not

think themselves grently injured by being of-
fered & handsome wife and & fine fortune.”

body in society knows ~— Cecil Mainwaring’s

“Yorgive me,” says Langdon, *if T seemed
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- to spenk ungratefully. T know it is natural
" . that you should wish this; and I recognize
" your right to dictate the terms upon whick
you will give your fortune, They are not, as
you say, oppressive terms. I freely grant
that. Yet sometimes almost any thing seems
cagier than to make such a mercenary bar-
gein g4 this would be, on Izabel’s side and on
"mine." . ‘

“ And why in the name of Heaven should it
be a mercenary bargain ?* ories the old lady,
exaspersted—a point which her temper never
takes very long to reach. * Are you both hide-
ous and disagreeable ? Don't other people fall
in love with each of you? Ishouid think you
were old enough to put suech namby-pamby
ideay aside, and look at life from a practical
_polnt of view.”

“T thought the other day that T was old
enough or indifferent enough for it,” answers
Langdon, *I fully determined to do all that

_ you agk—to come to s ¢ definite understand-
ihg’ with Isabel as soon as possible. DBui
Juat now I'feel inclined to ask for a little more
time, Wait! Let us see each other together
for a fow weeks here. At the end of that
time I pledge you my honor to decide finaily
—one way or another, Either I will sk Is-
abel to marry me, or I will take my hat, and,
thanking you for all your well-meant gener-
osity, pass out of your life.”

“ Don't tall of guch a thing as that, Ger-
ald—don't!"” says his step-mother, almost
imploringly, * You know I am a fool about

" you, You know that I have always cared

. for you more than for any of my owa rela-

. tiona, I—T think that you cught to remem-
- ber these things”

“7 do remember them,” Gerald anewers,

#1 shall never forget them—not in any event.

_ But most likely,” he adds, with a faint
wmile, * I shall marry Inabel—if she will mar-
ry me. Every thing scems to me fo have fall-
on into *the portion of weeds and worn-out
faces,' I have neither hope .nor courage to
begin a new life. It is easier to drift on with
the old,” ’ : ~
 @erald, T meant to act for the best in—
‘in-every thing,” says Mre. Langdon, almost
awed by the bitter, yet subdued recklessness
of his tone.

“T don't doubt it,” he answers, hastily,
and with the air of one anxious to avoid a
diseussion. Then he rises and walks' fo the
door. “Isabel i3 coming,” he says, “and

the Taylors are with her. Shall I ask them
iny"
_ “Gerald,” says Mras, Langdon, eagerly,
‘if it is on [sabel's account that you ave hesi-
tating—if you think that she is in love with
Cecil Mainwaring—I ean assure you that you
are enfirely mistaken," .

“I have not thought of hes%tnting on Isa.
bel's account,” he answers, a little coldly.
“Ag for fancying her ‘in love’ with any-

body, I have too high an opinion of her good

sense for that,”
- The Taylors pass on, and a moment later
Miss Armytage ascends the steps of the pi-
axza, BwWeeps across it, and enters the room,
looking more like Marie Antoinette than ever
in the becoming Watteau dress she wears,
her fair hair goiffed high from her brow, and
far baek on her head s ravishing. Parls hat,
trimmed with blue crape and roses. On the
porcelain pink-and-white of her face there
are, however, traces of dissatisfaction, A
line between her brows, and a certain set
about her lips, are indicative of ruffled tem.
per. .

“ How warm it is!" she eays, sinking
into a chair, * When it really is warm in
these mountaing, the heat is intolerabls, It

is as if one were ehut in a box.’ I told you, .

aunt, that it would be muek more sensible to
£o to the soa-side.” ‘ .

“PBut I did not agree with you," replies
Mre, Langdon, who has no idea of allowing
her fair niece to obtain the smallest advan-
tage over her; “and I see no reagon to re.
gret my choice, I dom’t feel the heat at all
oppressive, nor would you, I dare say, if your
companions had been agreeable.”

 They were not disagreeable,” says Misy
Armytage, flushing a little. “ At least not
more 8o ihan people in general mostly
are.” i

“What a pity your friends could not
Hear you, Isabet!” remarke Langdon, laugh-
ing. ' .

The laugh does not tend to soothe Miss
Armytage. She turns to kim with the color
heightened # little in her usually delicately-
tinted cheeks. - * You should havé looked
after your interests better, Gerald,” she says,
“The young éady from the eountry, with
whom you were flirting" yesterday, has fallen
into Cecit Mainwaring’s hands, and you know
what is likely to be the result of 2he.”

“You are mistaken, anawers Langdon, -
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quietly. “I was not.ﬂirting with Miss Cour-
tenay yesterday. That is a »éle which I leave
to your friend Mr, Meinwaring, It s the last
I should attempt to play—even if I had any
ahility for it.”

“ (ecil has not your scruples,” she says,
with a faint laugh, “and I can imagine how
completely he will make a fool of the girl.
No doubt he is doing it just pow.”

“Tt is to be hoped that Miss Courtenayds

able to take care of herself)” answers Lang.
don, gavelessly. He does not choose to show
how mueh he i3 realiy concerned, but changes
the subject; and, after a little gossip about
men, women, and things in general, takes his
departure. | - L

As hedeaves the cottage and walks around
the shaded terrace, he sighs—that short, quick
sigh which is so significant of ineffable weari-
ness. Just then the shadow upon his face is
born of that fierce self-contempt which, of
all things on ihis earth, is perhaps most bitter,
“ And this is the life which I have made for
myself!” he thinks, *This is the mess of
pottage for which I have gold all the powers
thet might have rendered my manhood worth
something te others as well as to myself! If
there is any sotisfaction in despising one’s
gelf, at least I realize with sufficient force that
1 am uttexly contemptible—n fit subject for
the respect and honor of Vanity Fair!™

“ How are you now, Mr, Langden ?” says
& voice in front of him, “By-theby, I sup-
poseyou haven't seen any thing of Bybil, bave

Cyou?”

So addressed, Langdon starts and looks
up, to find that he is facing Mr. Courienay,
who, with every appesrance of feeling as eqol
a8 & refrigerator, i proceeding to his eottage,
provided with half & dozen newspapers,

“T have not seen Miss Cotirtenay since I
left her in the parlor,” Gerald snswers. ¢ But
my step-mother says that zhe'went to walk

- with Mr. Mainwaring gome time ago.”

“Bhe is doing very welf, no doubt,” re.
marks the philosophieal father, “T only
theught perhaps you might have seen her—I
baven't since breakfast. Have you read the
papera this morning? There's very little in
them besides inan& letters from watering-
Places. I wonder the edifers ‘prini such

“trash!” .
* Somebody must care to read it,” an-

awers Langdon, smiling,
"“8o I suppose. Well, good-morning, 1

ghall go to the cottage and read tiil dinner.
T aw glad I brought Mivart’s book along., I
should be greatly bored without something
of the kind to fall back upon, and, Iuckily, I
have not read that yet,” -

While the philosopher pursues his way,
Langdon considers within himself that Sybil
has but anjnefficient protector, He doea not
appreciate of how much more importance the
genesis of the species i9 in Mr. Courtenay's’
eyes than the happiness of his daughter, nor
i3 he able to realize that, having never trou- |
bled his head sbout 8ybil's conduct or where: |
abouts, it scarcely enters her father's im.
agination thut he should hegin to do so
now, ) )

Sybil, meanwhile, is very well satisfied in-
deed with her whereabouts and her compan-
ton, For an hour, an hour and & kalf, two
hours, she has been sitting with Mainwaring.
on a rustio seat, with green shade arching
overhead—shade so demse that there is not
the least need of a parasol, and only & stray
sunbenm ¢ now snd then find its way
through the thick foliage to play on her white
‘dress—dark, rustling woods behind, in front
the winding path, embowered in green, along -
which oceasionally flirtatious-looking couples
paunter, through the trees a glimpse of a
sunny meadow far below, a bright stream
dashing along, blue bLills melting into lovely
distance. The oldest, the wigest, the staidedt
among us might have yielded to temptation
in such a place and at such time--might have
atreiched out idle handy to gather the roses
of plessure as -the golden hours trod lightly
past; and, since Sybil and Mainwaring are
neither old, nor wise, nor staid, it is Impos.
gsible to deny that they have been flirt-
ing. :

Very mildly, however, as flirtation is un-
derstood in these advanced days. Very harm-
lessly, too, it may be added, though appear-
ances are against them, and the people who .
pass shrug their ghouniders and tell all their
friends that Mainwaring is engaged in anoth-
er ‘“desperate ” affair. Mainwering himsell
knows better ; he knows that it is the mergst
A B O of flirtation which bes possed be-
tween Sybil and himsell ; and be knows, also,
that he is more interested than he-has been
for a long time, e is tired of society wom-

-en—their looka, words, toned, and manners,

he knows by heart—while ordinary, imua-
ture rusticity would simply disgust him, But
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thers is a preat deal whick is fresh and origi-
nal about 8ybil, and noihing which is shy or
awkward. She is full of coquetry, but it is
caquetry which is subordinate to good taste,
. and her instinets are all those which come
of refined breeding. There is in her none of
- the making of a fast young lady. When time
hag fully opened the flower, it will be of a
higher order than any of thuse giudy blos-
somsg. Already she shows = grace,  subtil-
ty, end & power of holding her own which
surpriges Mainwaring. And, then, she is zo
pretty! After all, that must be set down as
er chief charm, There is & freshness, a de-
liciougness about her coloring which words
ean senrcely express; and her great dark
eyes are fuil of liguid provoguanie sweetness
a8 they gaze at him, What woman does not
like to feel that she is able to charm ¢ Bybil
beging to taste this dangerous cup of knowl-
edge, and it must be forgiven her if the
draught intoxicates as well as exhilarates.
She has a few grains of common-gense
left, however, end these begin to inform her
that her féfe-d-2éfe with this handsome new
acqusintance has lasted long emough. The
. woman who waits until a man ig tired before
she ends n thing of this kind has less of
shrewd mother-wit than Misa Courtenay, with
all her inexperience, possessed, 8o she Tooka
at the patches of shadow flecking the walk

‘before them, and remarks
% Do you know, it strikee me that we have

been here some time? Had we not better
think of going back ?
. “Why: should we?” askg Mamwarmg,
who, being comfortable, by a natural conse-
quence feels lazy. *1 am sure it is very
‘pleasant. Are you tired? In that case, of
courde, let ug go.”

% No, not exactly tired,” she confesses.
“But we have been hera.some time-—you
must see that the shadows have quite changed
their positions, and papa may enteriain a
faint. sensation of wonder ss to what has be-
come of me."

4Tt is good for bim to wonder~—did you

not know that ? It develops the—the speculat- |

. ing facultice. Don't go! There are so many
things that I 'want to ask you, I should tike
to know, for instance, what kind of a place
“you Yive fn when you are at home?”

“ No place at all,” she answers, with a
langh, “I Hlve in the country, on 4 planta-
tion, and it is stupid-—very 1"

“J ghould think you would find it so!
There are some women who seem made for
that kind of thing; but you are not one of
them. I hope you don’t mesn to settle down
there and become a domestic ¢

Sybil thinks of Jack, and blushes, so
brightly, so unexpectedly, that her compan.
ion stares. Already that which was instinet
hag become certainty ; already she feels that
she can never, under any possible circum-
stances, “gettle down and become domes-
tic;” but, all the same, her conscience is
troubled with a compunctious throb, and, out
of the cloistered greénness and dimpess

‘Jack’s honest face seems to look at her.

%1 don't know what I shall do,” she an-
swers, a little petulantly, * How absurd it is
to ask & woman such a question! We can’t
make our own lives—they are made for us,
end not elways ngreeably, I fancy”

. % You can make them in a great measure,”
gays her companton, as earnestly as if he in-
tended in the next breath to ask ber to marry
him. * Youneed not let yourself be putinto
a groove for which you are not fit. Some-
body, you know, says it is the tendency of
life 4o drift aquare men into round holes, and
viee versa. 1 suppose the same thing holds
good with women, But I am o square man,
and I never have aliowed myself to drift mto
a round hole.”

“ But you may yet find yourself in one,”
suggests Sybil, mischievously. ¢ For in-
gtance, matrimony—that may prove a round
hole.”

#1t may,” he assents, with an honest sigh.
“But, as society is organized at present, mar-
rjage is such o leap in -the dark, that no man
or woman can be blamed for the ill conse-
guences which may result therefrom,”

41t would be a good thing if two people,
who were thinking of marrying each other,
could be eonfined in the Castle of Truth for—
gay-—n week,” remarks Sybil, * Bui, then, do
you suppose anybody ever would wani to
mearry snybody else after such an experi-
ment ?

«Qh, yes, I think so, if bank-stock and
horses and diamonds stood the test. There
are Langdon and Miss Armytuge, for example
—you-don’t suppose that there ia any other
ocongideration between them than the coneid-
eration of Mrs, Langdon’s fortune 7 .

# Are they engaged ?” asks Sybil, her
eyes epringing wide open with wmazement, &
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sudden recollection of Lady Clara Vere de
Vere piereing ber like a davt. * Oh—impos-
gible I ¥ :

“ Why impossible?™ inguires Mainwaring,
much amused, © Haz Langdeu been commit-
ting himself to you? No doubt he flirts in
the absence of his sovereign—most men do—
but, nevertheless, he is free-spoken. I don't
say -that he Is positively engaged to Miss

. Armytoge, but Mrs Langdon means to make

the match, and of oourse, she will suceged
in doing se,”

Sybil looks grave, and is silent for some
time, occupying herself in tracing various
cabalistic characters on the ground with the
point of her parasol, Then she says, impa-
siently :

“ How contemptible it is for men to he
mercenary |

“1 won’t retort tha.t women are qutte a3
much so,” answers her eompanion, % but Tl
ask—how are we to help it? Bome of us are
born idlers and good-for-naughts; work we
cannot, and to beg we are ashamed. What
is left us, then? ™

“To go and

‘hang yourselves for being yourselves foran hour,
I auppose,” she replies, with a laugh, as she
rises from her seat. .
—_—
CHAPTER VI
S0ME HEARTS AND HANDS,

TEe sun has sek, and twilight is falling

" aver the White Suiphur, one of the gayest

and prettiest ‘booths in Vynity Fair-—as
Thackeray says of Baden—Just at_this hour,
The band is playing in ite paw]mn some
charming light strain from Offenbach or
Strauss, the lawn is thronged with people
until it is almost impossible to find a vacant
place on one of the benches, young men sre
extended full-length on the grase, young la-
dies here and there are seated by them, peo-
Ple ore going and coming in » stream from
the spring, others are pnssmg along the ter-
races, Now and then a carriage sweeps bv,
ara pan- of equestrians vide past, There is
an air about every thing significant of a
place where, a3 ' rule, those only are to be
found to whom 1ife is an easy und o pleagant
thing,

Mrs, Langdon on the piszza of her -odt- -
tage is entertaining a circle of zcquaintances,
8he has had & comfortable siesla, and s feel.
ing rather well this afternoon, so her tongue
is less enusti than usual—at least as regards
ber present friends—and - ghe has declared
her intention of looking in on the ball, since
this iz to be a dress-night—** thongh an un.
dress night would more appropriately ehar-
acterize the general order of costume on such
oceasions,” ghe remarks, sardonically, For
ihis dress (or undress) oceasion Miss Army- .
tage is making her toilet in the rear cham.
ber, asgisted by her aunt’s French maid—an~
invaluable creature to whom even Mrs, Lang-
don ig ¢ivil; while outside the lovely sunset
deepens in[:o lovelier twilight, glowing elouds
float over the serene mountain-tops, and the
band plays such music as makes pulses throb
with the sense of youth and pleasure, At
last, with a fina} clash, the musicians gather
their instruments and depart. Then Sybil
rouses to a recollection of her unmade toilet,
and, rising like Cinderells, says: “0O Mr,
Langdon, it iz charming; but I must really
go, or I shall never be dressed for supper,
and papa cannot bear te be kept waiting,
That is one thing about which he is partieu.
iar.”

“Tell hlm not to wait,” rep]xes Langdon,
cheerfully, “ Bid him go to supper, and Pl
eome over for you Iater. I .am sorry that I
can’t ask to dance the first set to-night with
you,”" he goes on, as they stroll toward the
coitage, “ but I appose I am bound to Tea-
bel for that, But you'll give me the first
waltz, will you not 2 ”

“1 am aorry, but I am engaged for that
to Mr, Mainwaring, He asked me to give
him thé first two dances.”

“I am aorry, too” (very sincerely).
% Well, the second, then ??

“The second waltz? I shall try to re.

'member, and keep it for vou, if T am sot al.

ready engaged. But two or three people
asked me to dance, this morning, and I said
yes to everybody, thhout clearly understnnd—
ing what they waated.”

“I see that I have grosely neglected my
own interests,”” . says Langdon. “I had no
idea that you were-already such a belle that
it was necessary to bespezk a place in your
ball-book so early in'the day. Pray under-
stand that I will take to-night whatever you
can give me; but I beg leave to follow Mr,




33 HEARTS AND HANDS:

Mainwaring’s exemple, and engage you for
the first two dances to-morrow night.”
. By the time this important matter i3 set-
.tled taey reach the cottage, on the piazza of
which Mrs, Langdon is siili established. She
heckons Sybil over to her.
"% Well,” she says, “did I not tell you
truly f—have you mot elready had as much
admiration as one smell head can stand? I
don’t wonder! You are pretty enough to
turn other heads besides your own. What a
- thing it is to be young--dear me, what a
thing!  You must look your best to-night.
" Iwant to see you a helle of the firsi water.
Elige must do your hair, Flatter her a little,
and she will give your costume a Parisian
touch or two. The creature bas magic in
her fingers.”?
* Oh, thank you 1" crles Hybil, gratefully.
“ I ghall be so glad to have my hair dressed
_ by a rea} French maid! - Dear Mrs, Langdon,
T am greatly obliged to you for taking so
much interest in me.”
1t is because you are pretty, my dear,”
"answers Mrs. Langdon, candidly. I can’t
bpar ugly people, I was pretty myself when
I was young—little as you may think it now,
And then you are bright. It is a grest thing
not to be dull. Bubt you had better go and
meke your toilet, or you will miss the dress-
perade in the parlor before the ball Of
"eourse you know Iam going to chaperon you,
and, if I leave before the ball is over, I shall
put’ you under the care of my frlend Mus.
:Alston Howard.”
 Dismissed in this manner, Sybil retires to
a8 pleasant a duty as can be laid upon wom-
an—~that of adorning herself. In her toilet
she hag the invaluable assistance of Eliee,
who, like most Frenchwomen, possesses in
. matters of dress the soul of an artist, and
who is charmed with the subjeot which the
: unpme of her mistress hes given her. Bhe
. dakes in Bybil's etyle in a single sweeping
. glance, and then proceeds to attire her as if
" she were a lay-figure. A fow touches of her
fingers metamorphose the simple ball-dress
of the young girl into & costume full of ele-
gance and distinction; and, when the last
roso has been placed in coiffure and corsage,

$ybil looks in the dim lttle mirror, and is-

filled with amazement by the revelation of
her own exceeding fairness,
“ Blise, what have you done to me?”* ghe

g0 protty before in my life! I had no idea
that I could be 80 pretty—not the Jeast [

“ As soon as I saw mademoiselie T knew
that she had capabilities,” the well-pleased
Elise answers. ** There will be no one more
admired to - night —no one better dressed.
Mademoizelle's costume suitg her youth, A%,
ciel] what a sight it is to see demoiselles
wearing silke and jewels only. it for their
mothera!™

Scarcely bad this consoling assurance
been given, when a tap at the door is fol:
lowed by the announcement that Monazieur

ers up her sweeping tram, throws a light
ghawl over her shoulders, thanks Elise for
her good offices, and goes out. -

The moon is tardy in rising $o-night, and
there are only the stars to light them across
the lawn, yet Langdon would not be sorry if the
way was thrice as long, with that bewitehing

“face by his side and the sweet music of the

gny voice in his ears. But the way is very
ghort, znd when they cross the piazza and
enter the dining-room threugh a side.door,
Sybil says, confidentially :

+J want you to tell me, if you will be so
kind, how I am looking to-night? You kuow
Mra, Laugdon requested me to look my best
and I should like to satisfy her.” .

They enter the room as she gpeaks, and
the full blaze of the gasdight falls on the
freshness of her besuty and the grace of her
toilet, )
all that he thinke on his face, and the people
atill senttered at the different tables stare. as
ghe passes. When they sit down to theie
own table, the gentleman speaks with com-
mendable moderation:

- #T think my atep-mother will certainly be
satisfied. You are locking—ss well as a
woman could ask to look.”

4 Oh, thanks!” ghe cries, blushing, yet
piqued. “You are very indefinite, When
one fishes for compliments, I suppose one is
properiy rewarded by not getting them.”

“ But there is no need for you o fish for
compliments,” he says.  * You Ainow you are
lovely. Why do you wish me to tell you
go?”

“ Because it iz pleasant to hear,” she

of merry candor ag & child’s, -
After Miss Courienay finishes her supper,

aries. ““I never was half~~no, nor & quarter

they pass into the parlor, which is thronged

" generally expensively dressed.
Langdon is without; so mademoirelle gath-

As Langdon looks et her, she reads,

answera, frankly, facing bim with eyes as full -

.

- with sn almost suffseating erowd, This is
the dress-parade of which Mrs, Langdon

It is worth seeing, undoubtedly—as
Seldom within

gpoke.
much of it as can be geen.

" four walls is more beanty gathered. Most of

all, 8ybil admires the slenderly-fashiomed,
ivory.complexioned, dark-eyed women of the
far South. But of feminisie loveliness there
is every possible variety to suit every possi-
ble taste. There is also a great deal of the
feminine element which is nof lovely ; but, as
if to atene for Nature's shortcomings, it is
Sybil seon
has cause to forget Elise’s comfortable doc-
irine of the fitness of things, and to feel that
her toilet is chiefly remarkable for its sim-
plicity as she watches the superb gilks and
Yaces which are sweeping by.

They are grosaly negligent about seeking
their party, and amuse themselves in watch-
ing, criticising, and admiring the circling

. throng. Langdon points ont the bellas. There
"is a young lady about whom no less than

three duels have been foughti; there is an-
other who ig an heiress, ag may readily be
gaessed from the brillisnts which enecircle her
neck, and the yards of point-lace which trail
argund her; there is one who drives four-in-
hands, emokes cigars, and sings like an angel;

- there is another whe; without any particular

¢harm of person or fortune, is seid to be '
sorceress, with a magic in bher violet eyes and
her sweet, low voice, which the fuirest of
modern Helens might envy, To these, and
meny more, Sybil is introduced as they pass,
and she is full of interest in them, as well as

in the infinitely greater number of fair maid-

ens and high-bred Jadies on whom no badge
of notoriety reats. All the celebrities are so.
cisk—professione] ones, in any line, are rarely
met here-—and most of them are unmarried,
JEvery one who knows the White Sulphur is
aware that it is the paradige of young la-
dies, -

Among the rest-Miss Armytage appears,
firessed only as & person who has lately been
to Paris can dress, Green silk of the faintest
and most delicate shade, & cloud of filmy
tulle ang trailing sprays of roses—fancy the
costume which & French dress-maker would

" fashion of these mnter:alsl Az she sweeps

by, ghe has that supreme unconselousness of
manner which is never seen except in 1 wom-

-on-who. knows that she i iz perfeotly dressed

and able to defy the eriticism of ber own sex.
8
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She does not ses the deiinquents who are Feo .

garding her, for her eyes are oust down .on
the Trisnon fan in her kand. Neither does

Mainwaring, on whose, arm she leans, ‘ob. -

gerve them, for he js bending-a Htgle, aﬁd
spenking low under the sweep of his golden.

mustache, one of the secrets of his suceéss

being that he always attends thoroughlyto -
the husiness (i esf, the flirtation) wh:ch he
had in hand.

“ Do they not make s hendsome pmr?" ;

asks Langdon, “Is it not a pity that they
have not a fortune between them #”
Sybil glances at him guickly. s he jer].

ous? Thesuspicion strikes her, but the eyes. -
which meet her own are full of honest amuse.

ment, tinged, perhaps, ith & sllght dash’ of
scorn. -
“They are very handsome, she asaents,

1

“only they are both very blond, Now, I

like a contrast in appearance.”

“Do you—Ilike Isabel and myself, for ip-
stance ? Nobody will ever say, ‘What a -
handgome pair!” in speaking of us.”

“ Now, you are fishing for a comphmenf
and I do not intend to pay you one. Here is
a beantiful toilet, one of the most distin--

guished I have seen, And what & lovely famm |
Why, Mr. Langdon, it is the same lady to .
whom you spoke in Richmond the other ;

pight {* E
Langdon s looking af Aer; und not at Ihe
toilet; so he starts and turns—a vivid pale-
ness, if it be possible to so deseribe & change
of color passing over his face. A lndy in
black-and-silver is passing, whose dsrk, lus-

trous eyes are turned toward him: As‘he )
She bends her head ' .

meets them, he bows,
gracefully, and her glance rests fora moment
on Sybil, It secms to the girt full of an-ex- -

pression, strange, wistful, and intent. OFf

courge it lasts onlyan m-tunt " A vivaeiots
blue-and-white young lady, walking, betwesi -
two gentlemen, with & hand in the arm df‘
each, follows, and Miss Gourtenny turna to.
her companion. ‘

“I do not think," she says, “ that Mrs.
Trescott—did you not say that was the htiy'!
name P—ean be very happy, There is some-
thing—I scarcely know whab--suggesme of
sorrow in her face.”

Langdon’s strhight, durk brows kait zhe'
selven a Httlo.
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,% Bhe married excellently—the man, or rather

the fortune, of her choice.”
% # Was hers a marriage of convenience?"
aeks Sybil, a little startled, *'Dearme! what
. o number of those—those arrangements one
hears of | .

" “Do you mean to tell me that you never
heard of them until you set cut upon your
travels? Do you live in Arcadia, where
Chloe and Strephon marry for love, and love
only # "

. Again Bybil blushes ; .again she thinks of
Jack., IHe has no great worldly advantages
to offer—poor Jack —but if she marries kim
at the end of the chapter,.will it be # for love,
and love only?” These reflcetions are un-
eomfortable, and not hefitting a first night at
the White Bulphur, g0 she banishes them.
#1 don't know,” she replies. *“I funey
" youwonld say that human nature is the same
-there as here, Only we are alf so much on
the same level of poverty, that if Chloe and
Btrephon marry at all it zuust be for love”
While Langdon s amiling at this view of
-things, his step-mother on the other side of
the room iz suddenly moved to exciiement by
the appearance of Mrs, Trescott, who bows to
- her, also, ag she passes.
 Is it possible that is Mary Peronneau $”
-ghe eries, clutching her stick, and raiging her-
- self up ‘in her energy. “ Good Heavens} is
- ¢he here ? What hovrible luck 1™
Mr, Courtenay, who i3 sitting by her side,
looks surprised. As a rale, few things sur-
prise his philosophical soul—but Mrs, Lang-
, don’s emphasis is even more significant than
her words, and he wonders a little what can
~ be “horrible ¥ in the luck which brings that
graceful woman who “ walks in beouty like
the night” to the White Sulphur. He is
soon enlightened. Reticence is far from be-
ing one of Mrs. Langdon's characteriatie vic-
- tues,
- Don't you remember Mary Peronnean ?
she asks, sharply, *‘But I forget—you have
.not been in Charleston of late years. She
hes gone off now until, I dare say, you will
- Taugh at the idea, but she used to be quite a
heauty—at least considered so--down there.
You know that their standard is deplorably
low.”
Mz, Courtenay bows, Like a wise man,
! he avoids commitiing himself in speech. No
doubt he has his own opinion on the score
of Charleston beauty, and then—whe knows

f

what earg may be listening? With a #u.
preme disregard of thiz eonsideration, Mrs.
Langdon goes on:

“There wae a love-affair of long standing
between herself and Gerald. Ie was o fool
about her for years, and she encouraged him
and engaged herself to him, only to treat him
in the most ahominable manner. Jilted him
in the end to marry a rich brewer's son—or
something of that kind—from Richmond.”

Unaware of the injustice which is done
the Trescotis—who are, of course, F. ¥.'s,
and lineal descendants of Pocahiwntas—BMr.
Courtenay murmurs a faint expression of
sympathy for the badly-used Gerald; but as
he does so he wonders what theve isin this
common story to excite so much feeling,
Again Mrs. Langdon enlightens him :

# And now, I hear, she is as much in love
with him s evor; and leads her husband—
or he leads her—a most wretched life in con.
sequence.”

“JIndeed!” says Mr. Courtenay. Well

"as he knows his companion, he is astonished

by the epenness of this apeech, and invelun-
tarily glances round to see if any one is with-
in earshot. Mra. Langdon notices the action,
and ntters & short, sarcastic Jaugh,

“ Neobody is puying any atiention to ua,”
she says; “but it would not matter if they
were, My, Trescott’s jealousy, and bis wife's

| unhappiness, ave town-talk in Richmend.

The absurd foature of the matter is, that her
friends will tell you that Jam the cause of
the whole of it, that I should have gettled my
fortune on Gerald—who has not a drop of my
blood in his veins—and said, ¢ Bless you, my
children !’ like an old fool in a play. But,
so far from that, when Mr. Peronneau cawe
to me, professing to consult me aboui the.
engagement, with any amount of palaver,
which, of eourse, I understood, I spoke to
him openly. ‘Understand this,) I sgid;
¢ there need he no counting on my intentions
with regard to Gerald Langdon, I like bim
very well, and if he marries to please mel
ghall probably make him my heir. If he
marries your daughter, I shall not leave himn
a penny. This is final! The next thing I
heard wns that Mary had jilted Gerald to
marry young Treseott; and now that she
chooses to fancy hergelf miserable—for want
of something else to do, I suppose—they
blame me. It is the most infamous thing I
ever heard of 1"

4“1 have been in the parlor some time.
-Btrange, isn’t it, how one missess people

- kind!” '

ind spoken.  You were very well entertained,

“Ttis certainly very nurcasonable,” says
Mr, Courtenay.

“ And for her to come here just when I
want the matter between Gerald and Isabel
inally arranged, is—is intolerable!l” Muvs.
Langdon proceeds, in an injured tonme, “I
can s¢e that he has not forgotten her; I fear
that he never will—men are more sentimen-
tal than women sometimes—and, then, there
is the jenlous husband. Who knows what
mischief may come to pass!™

My, Courtenay mutters something meant
to be of a veassuring and consoling nature,
and is not sorry, perhaps, that Miss Army-
tage and Mr. Mainwaring at this. moment
come up., A minute or two later Gerald and
Sybil enter an appearance, and, since the
movement to the ballroom hag by this time
fairly begun, they fall into lire, and move
thither with the rest.

Before they start, however, Sybil has to

hear an cmphatic commendation of her ap-
pearance from Mrs. Langdon, to receive one
or two condescending compliments from Miss
Armytage, and to meet the admiration which
Mainwaring’s eyes unreservedly express as he
offera his arm to her.
" Where have you been hiding yourself?
lie asks, in a low voiece—a voice which he
Lias grown o aeeustomed $0 modulating that
it pounds tender if he even says “ Good-morn.
ing "1 havs been looking for you every-
where since supper. Surely you have not
Jjust come in P "

% Ok, no,” she amswers, with a laugh.

when one i3 looking for them, and finds them
when one i3 not? I wag net searching
for gou, and yet T saw you half an heur
aga."

‘“And did not speak to me? How un.

“ Tt would rather have been unkind if T

or—entertaining.™

He looks down with » guestion in his
eyes. She nods slightly toward Miss Army-
tage's green-silk train just in front of them,
“Mr. Langdon remarked that Yo made a
very handsome pair,” she adds, malicionsly,

+“How good of him 1" says Mainwaring,
fushing n little — plainly with vexation—
“and 5o you and he were in a eorner, crili-

'
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“ As for from o coruer as possible—quite
couspieuously out in the roomw, I was enx..
ious, of course, to se¢c everybody, and learn
who everybody was,”

“ A very exhausting degree of knowledge,
I should think,” Mainwaring remarks, Then,
raising his voice a8 they enter the ballroom
—* Langdon, be cur vis-d-vis.” :

The quadrille which follows, and which
they dance on a space hot more than Jarge
cnough for o comfortable gome of whist, is
probably enjoyed only by Sybil, who has not
learned as yet to make a pemanee of what
wag originally designed as g pleasure. Main.
waring, on bis part, gives a sigh of profound
retief when the lust bows are made end the
perlormance s over, / A seclety-man must
dunce, but it is heavy work as a general thing,
and he is glad when he ean take his partner
out of the heat and rush into the cool dark.

-nesgs of the outer night.

“What heg become of Miss Courtenayf"
asks Mrs, Langdon of Gerald, who, having
relinquished Miss Armyinge to some other
man, sits down by her half an hour later,
“ Really, it is very mueh of a sinecure to be
a chaperon. 1 see Isabel yonder with young
Baxier, but where is the pretty little him-
ming-bird 7

¥ Improving her lnowledge of astronomy
under Mainwaring's able tuition, T presume,”
answers Langdon, deyly, Y saw them leave
the ballreom some time ago.” b

“AWD says Mrs, Langdon, meaningly
Then, after a pause, she adds, “ Gerald, have
you seen Mary Peronneau 2V .

“T have seen her,” he replies, “ that is
all.?

“ Have you not spoken to ber?”

“Not to say any more than ' Good-ovena
ing'l ” .
“Shall you speak to her?™ (o little anz-
tously). -

“If it comes in the way " (a ijttie haugh.’
tily}), * why not 2 » .
“T ikink it might be as well’ to have as
little to do with her ss possible,” remarks
Mrs, Langdon. She is wise in her genera.
tion, this shrewd, worldly old woman, and
she says no more than that. But she is very -
uncesy, and, when the black-and-silver dress
sweeps by, slhe looks at it with any thing big
eyes of love, ’

cising vour friends 2 »

Tt does not atay in the ballcoom long, {his
black-and-silver dress, but presently returna
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to the parlor, and is sitting by one of the
tables with an evangelical-looking young gen-
tleman, when Langdon, who is restless and
ill ‘at eese, lounges ihither after » time, He
~ had not meant to speak to his old love, this

woman who had trented him shamefully, un-
less in a measure forced to do so; but his
step-mother’s illjudged hint has irritated him,
and he gaunters forward now and drops into
1 vacant chair on her other side.

“I did not fancy that we should meet
again 9o soon, when I saw you in Richmond
the other night, Mrs, Trescott,” he says. “Is
Mr, Treseott with you? "

“ No,” she answérs, turning to him, with a
sudden flush rising in ber pale checks; “1
ceme up with my cousin, Mrs. Sherbrooke,
and her father, Roger is not able to leave
the city just now.”

“I hope your health s good. It has
struck me to-night that you are not looking
8o well as I thought in Richmend.”

She glances at him quickly, and the flush
deepens a little. “ Oh, I am very woll—well
enough,” she answery, with a faint, forced

. laugh “One’s looks must go off after a

time, you know. You are locking well,” she
.goes on, hastily, “ and—and your step-mother.
How little she has changed |”

“ ghe iz in tolerable health—{or her-—
‘thanks,” he answers.

“ And your eousin—at least, your cousin

*. by marriage—of whom I have heard such o

‘great deal, the beantiful Miss Armytage?
You oannot tell' how much I have been ad-
miring her "

“Indeed! Isabel is certainly handsome.”

"% But the other,” she says, turning her back

- une¢eremoniously on the evangelical young
gentleman, * that girl who was with you in
Richmond and again to.night—the ene with
a, complexion like a rose-leaf and eyes like
an Oriental—who is she 7

% 8he iz Miss Courtenay, of North Caro-
Tima,” he replies, “the daughter of an old

~ friend 'of my father's, So you admire her
< style? I think it és rather unusual, and very

. attractive.”

Liooking at him leenly for an instant, she
takes no answer, Suck duels as this are
common enough in life, and that man or wom-
an has the best of them who is least legible
to his or her companion, Just row this wom-
an has nnquestionably the worst of it. Lang-

don: reads her through and through, and feels

a certain pitiless scorn and triumph, She
trampled his heart into the dust for her
Pleasure once: he will show her now how
lightly he holds the memmy even of let
first pain,

‘ With your permission I shall be glad to
present Miss Courtenay io you," he says. “1
think you may like her—she is very fresh,
bright, and thoroughly natural. Altogether
enough * to make an old man young.'”

“ But how abeut an old womam—or one
who feeln 0ld? We are not usually greatly
gratified by a sight of the freshness and grace
we have lost.”

. % Why imagine that you have lost them ?
Langdon asks, coolly —asks ag Mainwaring
or any other man might, “ Hemember that
I have known you & long time, and my testi-
mony ig theréfore unimpeachable when I de-
clare that you have lost nothing which you
need regret.”

“You are very kind,” she says; *‘but
the testimeny of my mirror is more unim-
peachable still,  Shall you be long bere?
It is very gay, is it not ?” she goes on, has.
tily, before he can speak, * There seems te
be a great crowd.”

They tall of the erowd and the gossip of
the place for ten minuvtes longer; them some
one comes up, and Langdon rises. As he
does so, Mrs, Trescoté speaks quiekly

“71 belleve I did not answer your ques-
tion with regard to Miss Courtenay,” she
gays., “Ishall be glad to know her.”

#Y will se¢ you tomorrow, then,” he an-

gwers, and, bowing, passes away,

He returng to the ballroom, with its gay
musie and throng of bright young beanties,
in time to find the band playing “ The Beau-
tiful Blue Danube,” and Sybil sitting rest-
Jess by his step-mothe,r’s side, At sight of
him she springs eagerly from her seat.

% O Mr, Langdon ! " she cries, “ I thought
you were never coming! I ha.ve been keep-
ing this waltz for you, though two or three
people have aslked for it, wntilT was really
afraid T should lose it altogeiher.”

“But how could I know that you were
keeping it for me ? " Langdon asks, laughing,
% However, here T am, now, and we will not
waste another minute.”

.
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CHAPTER VIL
A MORNING CALL.

Trere are advantages and disadvantages,
8ybil finds, in sharing Mrs, Langdons cot-
tage. One of the udvantftges——a very preat
and decided one—is Elise; another is Gerald,
who, it must be confessed, makes himself
very serviceable as an escort; and a third is
the fact that the ecottage itself has a very
good position, iz cool, and thoroughly com-
fortable, Yet, before the next day has ad-
vanced very far, she i3 inclined to think that
all these are overbalanced by the distinet dis~
advantage of the propinquity of Mise Army-
tage. It is searcely possible to express the
dislike which Sybil has conceived for this es-
timable young person, and it is still more im-
possible to seé down in black and white the
subtile cause of the aversion, But it must be
remembered that, in 2]l her life before, she bag
never come in contact with aspecimen of that
insolent fine-ladyism which is, perhaps, the
most thoroughly unlovely thing on this earth
of ours. She does not undevstand, there-
fore, how to bear philosophically an unseeing
gaze which studiously ignores her, or & super-
c¢ilious stare which is meant to annibilate her;
neither can she tamely submit to being al-
ternately snubbed and petrotiized when it
pleases Miss Armytage to notice her exist-
ence at all. There is a tradition to the effect
that a crushed worm will turn, and Sybil is

- far from being a crushed worm in disposition

or faet. Bhe sets Miss Armytage and her
patronage at defiance with gay audacity, but,
all the same, the bearing of the latter iz 2
source of chronic annoyance, and her histo-
rian begs to exeuse Miss Courtenay for the
maliee with which she thinks, “T will be
quit with you yet, my fine Lady Clara 1"
Lady Clara on her part has conceived
quite a2 slrong an aversion to this piquant
young beauty, whom ghe can by no means
subdue or overawe, Save to  fow intimate
friends of her own set, her manmer, ag has
alreudy been stated, is usually offensive ; but
it is particularly go to Sybil—and with gnod
eause. At their first meeting, she was vexed
with the attention which Langdon paid the
girl, and since then she has been much more
than vexed by the apparent defection of Main.
waring, - She believes firmly that this defec-
tion is only apparent, but it angers her that

he should seem to attach himself to the train
of one so entirely insignificant as Miss Cour-
tenay—should think her even worth the dis-
tingtion of being *made & fool of * by him—=
and, with the consistency of her sex, she vents

this anger, not on the man who is active, but - -

on the woman who ig passive.

What she would do or think if she was’
aware that Mrs. Langdon smiles with sar-
donic satisfaction over this turn of affairs, it
is impossible to say. That benevolent lady
has a strong genius for diplomacy—little as
the cireumstances of her life have developed.
it; and, lke a stroke of inspiration, she ree.
oghizes a positive goed which may resuli
from Mainwaring’s introduction to Sybil. She
hes taken an honest fs{ney to the girl, but she
is none the less ready to make her gerve her
own private ends, Now, a flirtation which
for some time Lias been in progress between
Miss Armytage and Mr, Mainwaring has not
conduced to that understanding between Ger-

ald Langdon snd the former, which Mre, .

Langdon so Lkeenly desires to bring about.
She does not fear that the flirtation will ever
be other thau a ficlation while Isabel s de-
pendent on herself for fortune; but it is a
hinderanee and an embarrassment to her
plans, and she desires to end it, She has -
found it diffiouls to do this, however, until
Fute obligingly threw inte her hand the
trump-eard of Bybil’s youth and beauty,
That she has played this card unhesitatingly,
no one who knows her can doubty and that
she fails utterly to take into consideration
any injury which Bybil's heart may sustaiﬁ, is
not remarkable. A girl's heart, more_or less,
is a matter of trifting importance to a woman
of the world, with a mind full of mere serious
considerations.

One of these gerious considerations ia
Gerald, and his grande passion of years for
Mrg, Treseott, born Mary Perommeau, What
to do with regard to this, Mra. Langdon does
nob plainly perceive, She was suecessful in
breaking the engagement, successful in mak- .
ing her intentions with regard to Gerald -
elearly understood-—and what well-brought-
up young lady could think of marrying an al-
most penniless man ?—~but she feels that
success will be worth Jittle if the oid faney
still stands in the way of what she desifes,
if Gerald still means to wear Mra, Treseott’s
(as he has erstwhile worn Mary Peronneaw's}
chains, and drifi into one of those infaina.
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tions of habit which,.she knows well, have
" wasted if net wrecked mony smen's lives,
_The more she ponders this, the less does she
" like #the look of things” Why should
. Gerald tell her that he started to meet her,
“fully determined to accede to all she desired,
> and that he saddenly and unaecountably
"altered hiy resolution, if' that single day
in Richmond had not worked the change?
No doubt he met Mrs, Trescoit there, and
perbaps — who knows ?—her appearance at
- the White Sulphur may be in consequence
of an understanding between them, So Mrs,
“Langdon thinks ; so far does suspicion carry
those who have no faith in the integrity of
othera,

Biissfully unconscious of the different
anxieties and vexations around ker, Sybil
meets the world in general, aud her special
acquaintances in particular, with the sunniest
of smiles the next morning, The world (with

'the exception of Miss Armytage), in turn,
‘meets her with the wost charming and de-
. lightful apprecintion, Before she has spent
an hour in the parlor, after breakfast, her
'aéqugintance is enlarged by a score or two,
' Bhe has more invitations to wall, to ride, and
" to dance, than, with the best intentions of
obliging everybody, she can possibly accept.
Lanpden, when he goes in search of her, finds
her the centre of & group™§f the feunesse dorée
~~the clags whose fickle homage makes and
unmakes belles, That she is'on the fair road
te belleship, no one —mnot even the other
bellég—can deny. How much she enjoys ihe
" honors of the position, ne one cen look aé
her and doubt. Compliments, admiration,
~ pleasure, conguest—who, at seventeen, does
not enjoy these things # It is likely she has,
'in a great measure, to thank Mainwaring for
her gudden elevation. In the social cireles to
which that sultan of flirtation belongs, it is
an understood thing that those whom he hon-
ors with his attention must be worth the at-
tention of other men. People in general like
to have their belles, as well ag every thing
else, discovered for theta. It ig entirely too
much trouble even to admire for one's self.
The only safe way of. arrviving abt a correct
opinion is according to the goed cld gnme of
% follow your leader.® Such are the senti-
ments—or, ot all events, such iz the practice
~—of the vast majority of mankind.

1 am sorry to disturb you,” Langdon

snye, when he can obtain a moment's ntten-

tion, * but, if you remember, I asked you be-
fore breakfast if-you would net allow me to
introducé you to Mrs. Treseott. She is in
the parlor tow, and, if you like—" ]

% (Oh, yes, certainly!” eries Syhil, for-
gaking her court immediately ; for a hint or
two from Mrs, Langdon, while she sat by
that lady the night before, has filled hee with
interest and curiosity with regard to Mra.
Trescott. I shall be very glad to kuow
her. Do you say she is in the parlor now ?
Let us go at onee”

So they crosg the room together; and,
from her sofa, Mre. Langdon watches them,
and wonders what Gevald is about when she
sees him present Sybil to Mrs. Treseott, The
%‘{ee stand together and talk commonpleees
for a little while. Thent Mrs. Trescott draws
on her gloves, and, looking at Bybil; says:

“Will you not walk up to my cottage
with me? My cousin, Mrs, Sherbrooke, is
not well, and I caunot leave her long alone;
but, if you will come, I shall be glad fo en-
joy your socicty there—and the walk is
pleasant.'

She uttera the last words a Httle plead-
ingly, and her glanee turng toward Gerald.
He answers nothing, but, when Sybil aceepts
the invitation, he accompanies them ag they
pass ont, Mrs. Langdon watehes them grim-
Iy a8 long as they are in sight, then, with a
slight, significant nod, says to herself: X
fancy I understand thet manomuvre, A f2ed-

nay is brought in to play propriety—for how
léng, T wonder

‘With one of her active and mqulsmve dis-
position, it is not long before wonder gives

1 place to a desire to know—a desire to a

determination, She locka round for some
one whose arm she can put into reguisition
for a little exercize. Mr, Courtenay is play-
ing whist at o table not far away. Being a
whist-player herself, Mrs. Langdon knows
that she cannet disturb Adm. Ceeil Main.
waring and Miss Armytage went out on the
piazza for a little air some time before, and
have not yet returned. She sees no man of
her agquuintance who is sufficiently disen-
gaged for her to think of summoning him.
What, then, iz to be done? While she eon-
siders the question, a white-mustached old
gentleman, with something of the wisuz sol-
dut in big air, suddenly advances toward her,

withioutsteetehed hand.

e would be rather marked, so Miss Courte- .
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“ My dear Mrs, Langdon,” ho says, cor-
dially,  delighted to mect you—so long since
I sow you last! How well you are ooking!™
ete,, ete,

Mrs, Langdon regards him keenly, and
has to siraggle with her memory for a min.
ute or two before she can recollect his name.
Then she saya: “ Oh, Colonel Leroy, isn't it ?
Very glad to see you, I am sure. Have you
been here Iong ? How did you leave people
and thinge in Charleston ? "

She leans back, fans hersell, and looks
bored in antieipation, while Colonel Leroy
replies that ke has not been there long ; that,
in fuct, he only arrived the day before, with
his danghter, Mre, Sherbroalke, and her cousin
—at least, her husband’s cousin—whom Mrs,
Langdon probably remembers — Mary Tres.
cott, #ée Peronneau.

Mre. Langdon rouses herself at this, alis
upright, and fixes her sharp brown eyes on
him. *“So Mary Peronneaun is with you?
ghe says, *Isaw her here, and I wondered
whut protection she had. In my time it was
not considered proper for a young married
woman to come to such n place a3 this with-
out her hugband.”

“ Mr, Trescott was not able to leave Rich-
mond,” says Colonel Lerpy, a little stifly,
“ He probably thought tha&his wife wag sult
ficiently well protected by‘the companion-
ship of Annette and myself.”

“T am sure she could not have pleasanter
companionskip,” says Mre. Langdon, perceiv-

ing that it is her besi poliey to be gracious ;

“ but atill I think it might have beea better
if' Mr. Trescott had accompanied her, Sean.
dal is rife at these places, you know; and T
hear there are rumors about her—gome one
asked me last night if she was separated
from her hugband.”

“ I fear there is some domestic unhappi-
ness,” answers Oolonel Levoy, hesitatingly,
“but T assure you it has not reached any
guch point as that.”

*“ Bhe was always a foolish and impudent
gitl,” says Mrs, Langdon, uncompromisingly.
1 always said she would make the man she
married miserable, and I was heartily glad
when she treated Gerald so badly, Tf her
husband was a friend of mine, I should ad-

. ¥ise him to keep a strong curh on her. Too

mech freedom is not good for women—they
only get into mischief,”
“Ham!" remarks Colonel Leroy, strok-

[

; mouth.

ing his white mustache, He does not say.
whether or not he agrees in the view thus
expressed. Few people have Mrs, Langdon’s -
frank and absolute disregard of public preja.
dice, where the enunciation of unpepular
oplnions is concerned,

“I have not sece your daughter,” that
lady goes on.  ©I remember when she mar.
ried Tom Sherbrooke-—killed in the war,
wasn't he?— Does she thivk of marrying
again ? "

“ Not that T know of," repliez Colonel Le-
roy, with the dawning of a swile around his
‘ 8he is something of an invalid at
present, I am sorry to say—took a cold in
teaveling, and is confined to her cottage,”

“T'l go up and sees ek, says Mrs, Lang.
don, with sudden and most unexpectgd viva.
city; ‘I am sorry for her—people should
not come to the White Sulphur to be ill—
and I always like to call on my old friends,
If vow'll give me your arm—;thanks, I shall.
do very well now with the help of my stiek.
What an abominable thing it i3 to be an old
woman ! I went down to Florida a winter of
two ago, but I did not find Ponce de Leon's -
fountain, or auy thing at all resembling it.”

Colonel Leroy's cottage i mot far away, |
and, a3 Mrs, Trescott remarked, the wall is
ag pleasant a3 green shade, little dust, and’
goft, capricions breezes ean make it, - There’
is a glittering brightness in the day which it
is scaveely possible to analyze, Perhaps the
clearness and pureness.of the air have some.
thing to do with the effect. Every thing is
sparkling with' Light and color. The tints
with which Nature has adorned herself are sp
lueid and beautiful, that one feels as if she
would laugh in mockery at the artist who
ghould attempt to reproduce them, '

When they reach the cottage, it is to
mount the steps and find on the piezea Mrs:.
Bherbrooke, Mrs, Trescott, and Sybil—no-
gign of Gerald! Mrs. Langdon experiences
a curlous mixture of relief and disappoint--
ment—reliel that he iz not here, disappoint-.
ment that she has incurred an unpleasant
exertion for nothing. 8he makes the hest
of the matter, however, greets with safficient.
cordiality the astonished ladies, gives & smile:
and a nod to Sybil, sits down, and tells Mra..
Sherbrooke that she ia grieved to Hear of her
illness. During the conversation which en..
gues, this is what is passing on the other side.’
of the piazza: '




HEAR’I‘S A.ND EANDS

" Mrs, - Tmco&t (wistfally), “And so you
" bave not krown Ger—Mr. Langden long?”
...~ Bybil {looking at her with bright, clear
‘,eygg,':which read her thoroughly). “ No—we
- only met him in Riehmond the other day.
But paps knew his father long ago.”,
- Mrs. Treseotl. “ 1 saw you with him in the
) parlor of the hotel there one night. I sup-
'  pose you have #een & preat deal of him?”
Sybil (frankly), “Yes, a great deal. He
g lm.s been ‘most kind, and I like him exceed-
" ! ingly. I remember the night of which you
‘speak in Richmond. I was struck by your
appearance, and I asked him whe you were,”
. Mrs; Trescott (eagerly). * And what did he
say "
Sybil. “ That hehad known you long ngo
‘ —-that you used to be a friend of his,”
. Mrs. Trescott (a litile bitterly), **Used
“ ko bal" That is aolike a man! Tt costs them
nothing to throw off the feeling of—of years,”
. Sybil (full of partisanship for Gerald, and
strongly inclined to plant a sting). “I said
+ pomething of that kind to him, and he an-
- pwered that he did not throw off his friends,
" but that sometimes his friends paid him the
-, _compliment of throwing off kim."
JMrs, Trescott (flushing deeply), # Ah1”
- The_re is silence for a minute after this.
8ybil has time to wonder if she has violated
_'confidenve in repeating that speech of Ger-
* ald's, and Mre, Trescott has time to hear Mrs,
Leangdon descanting eloquently en the in-
finifely. superior attractions of the Allegha-
-ny, the Old Sweet, the Rockbridge Alwm, and
.yatious other &pad, to.one of which she ad-
vises Mrs. Sherbrooke to go at once. A babys

wind ¢omes and stirs lightly the leaves of the |-

trees In front of the cottage, stirs also the
dusky tendrlls of Bybil’s hair. A young lady
and gen itleman stroll by ; she is Ieaning heavi.
ly on»his arm, ke is holding a parasol tender-
Iy over her; they are gazing into each other's
eybs. Plainly, they are enamored lovers,
Human nature wnder the influence of the
tender passion ean be exhaustively studied
at the White ‘Sulphur. While S8ybil watches
‘this pair, and wonders if she will ever reach
;. + agimilar state of fatuity, Mrs, Trescott speaks
" agoeln, this time in o judiciously lowered tone:
" # 1 suppose you have heard that Gerald is
" iengaged — or will be engaged —to his step-
mother's niece ? ¥
. Sybil (determined not to commit herself

";,gain). %Yes, I have heard so.”

Mrs, . Trescott (hesitatingly). “I suppose

you do rot know whether or not it is true?
8ybil (decidediy). “I have not the lenst
idea.”

Mrs. Trescott (in o still lower tone), *1 .

have also, heard that Miss Armytage is very
much in love with Cecil Mainwaring, and that
he has been devoted to her for quite a long
time—for Aim, But, of course, there can be

ng guestion of marriage without foriune be-

tween those two ? "

Sybil (planting another sting). “Is there
ever a question of marriage without fortune
between any two? But I did not wonder
that there waz a rumor of the kind about
Mids Armytage, I wonder if it is true? I
wonder if she does like Mr Mainwaring in—
in that way 2"

Mrs, Trescot! (quietly). “I fancy it ig true,
And she will marry Gerald Lanpgdon, The
world goes on in just such fashion. When
you are 4 little older, you will find it out.”

Sybil (eoolly). “I think I am finding it

out quite fost enough without any need of -

growing older.”

At this point Mrs. Langdon turng round,
and asks if Gérald i3 expected to return, “I
saw that he attended you when you left the
hotel,” she says to Sybil

* Yes, he walked over with ug” the girl

ansiers, * But he did not speak-of return- -

ing, I imagine he thought me capable of
finding my way back to the hotel-as I am.”

g&ppose you come with me instead ™

says Mrs, Langdog, rising. “I am going to
my |cottage, and, if you will give me your
arm, I need not trouble Colonel Leroy.”

- Colonet Leroy, of courde, protests that
the|trouble in question is only a pleasure;
bat Mrs. Langdon waves his eivility and him.
gelf) agide, and, taking the arm whick Sybil
willingly offers, makes her adieux, descends
the gteps end walks away.

he two ladies left behind lock at each

othcr. for a minute In silence, Then Mra,
Sherbrooke snys:

% What can be the meaning of tlns? 1
never kuew or heard of Mrs. Langdon’s being
half go eivil before in my life!” f

'o whom Mrs. Trescott answers, with a
lip that slightly guivers as it ocurly; “Tu it

‘posgible you do.not see what is the meaning
of it? She thought Gerald was here, and
she pame to see about him, She has-not lost

her pld dread of me—not even yet.”

A MORNING 'CALL, - AT

Mra.. Sherb&mke *a fa.c? grows grave, and
a little anxious,

4 Mary,” ghe says, “I begged you last
night, when you told me that you had seen
and spoken to Gerald Langdon, to have noth-
ing more to do with him. Iwarned you that,
however glight your .intercourse. with him

. might be, there were two dangers meuacing

you—one the danger of your hushand's jeal-
ousy, the other of Mrs, Langdon's tongue.
You know she does not hesitate to say any
thing of anybody. You know she would be
glad to say untrue things of you."

“1 know that she is the most insolent,

_the most meddlesome, and the most mali-

eious of human beings!” replies Mrs. Tres-
cott, with emphasis, * But she can say noth-
ing of me, I talked to Gerald Langdon for
ten minutes last night; he intreduced Miss
Courfenay to me, and walked up io the cot
tage with ug this morning. It is fally to talk

" of there being food for jealougy or slander in

guch intercourse ad that.”

“ It ig safer to avoid things than to mend
them,” says Mrs. Sherbrooke, shaking her
head, “I wish you would listen to me! I
wish you would remember what * trifles light
a8 air? are to the jealous and malicious.”

 And I wish pou would remember that I
am not a child,” replies the other, with a
flash of impatience, * Iam surely old enough
to conduet myself; and I am answerable for
wha$ I may do ouly. to God and my hus-

band.”

“You meke me very uneasy, my dear,
very umeasy,” says her cousin, “and you
alse maké me very sorry that we came
here."” -

© Mra, Langdon, meanwhile, is saying to
Sybil, as they walk along, “ Why did Gerald

" introduce you to that woman ! What reason

did he give for doing so?”
“None at all” answers Sybil, “I did
not #gk him for one. He simply told me that

‘he would like to introduce me to her, and I

was willing enough to be introdueed.”

“Humph ! ¥ says Mra. Langdon, in the
tone of one very ill-satisfled. “ And when
he walked up to the cottage with you, did he
not go In? ¥

“Not for a minute=—he left us at the
gleps.”

- % Where did he go then 7"

“ I really did not obzerve,”

Mrs, Langdon says “Huamph!"™ again,

and hobbles & in gilence for a minute, - Syb
il thinka regretfully of the court which she
left in the parlor, and feels that she is. not at
all obliged to Gerald for the diversion-which

he has-given her morning. To be catechised ~

by Mrs. Trescott and Mrs, Langdon alternates
Iy is not half &0 entertaining as to bd com- -
plimented by Messieurs A, B, and C, of the

Jeunesse dorée. While she so reflects, Mrs,- =~

Langdon speaks:
“My dear, with all your pretty Iooks, I

can see that you have a great deal of shrewd. '

sense; therefore I em going to talk to you
much more frankly than I should think of .
doing to most girls of your age, I ghould - -

also like to talk without fear of mterruption,' j": )

80 let us turn in here.”

“ Here™ is the read leadmg around Lov- :
er's Leap, which they have reached by this
time~~Mrs, Langdon's cottage being near ag
hand, on Paradise Row. They turn, therel"

fore, into the shade-arched, winding walk, .

end follow it for some distance. The dim, -
delicious coolness of the woods meete them -
—they seem to leave the noisy, bustling wa« -
tering-place world behind, Bybil thinks of
the day before, when Mainwaring was hee .
companion, and envies one or two girls whom
she meets strolling along with attendant.cav.’
aliers, Finally, Mra, Langdon points to 5.
seat, and they cif down—ihe glinting. sup..
beams and dapplig shadows falling impar-
tially on the sweet young face and thé Wl.‘l!liA e
Lled old one,

“I suppose,” says Mrs., Langdon, ael:- :
tling herself, *that you have dn idea of
what I wish to talk about, so you will-not be -
surprised if I begin by asking you to tell me -
frankly what you thmk of that womanwMrs,
Trescott—whom you have just left.” . .

Sybil (reservedly), #I scurcely know,: It
is difficult to form a just opinion from ome.
meeting, but—I suppose I may say that I
have not been very favorably impressed by -

Mrs. Trescott,”

Mys, Longdon, “A—h! I faneled as
much. Yeu did not look as if you wers..
swearing eternal friendship while. you talked ,
to her. May I ask, by-the-by, what she was
saying # 7

Sybil (who thinks this a question whieh,
Mrs, Langdon hes no right to nsk), * We,:
were talking of different thinga, and I fear I
wag not very amiable. . After all, it was hong.
of wy business that she jilted Mr. Langdon, -




' _alkmg of Gerald ?

) to speak of, if one examines it. She azked me

i Thad Imown him long, and if I liked bim, |
" and what he had said of herself, and if he
¢ - .wa3 ehgaped to Miss Armytage, and—that
© was all, T believe,”

: mymx are shrewd, as I said n moment ago,
“and 1'hdpe you will be frank—hew did her

- gwer guch a question as that, but, lest you

“"that this woman, who, to gratify her vanity,

' you tell her on the lagt point ? ¥

-Mr. Ladgdon's wmanner to Mrs. Treseott
" struck me as very much what it might be to

“bred if they were not important. Bup they

you one thing: I am as sure 08’ I can be of

‘and finally jilted him in the end, ia now anx.

HEARTS .A.ND HANDS

buf. I thmk it ia. Mgfamoua f‘or women to acth
so heartiessly !
© ' Mrs, Langden (pers:stently) “Was she

- 8ybil feurtly), * Alittle.”
Mrs, Langdon, * What about him 2 »
" Bybil (vesigning the point). “Nothing

“Mrs, Langdon (quickly). * And what did

Sybil (with dignity), * What could T tell
her except thal I knew. nothing about it 2"

" Mis, Lmngdcm. (indignantly). “I wish ghe
had»asked e the guestion] What right has
she'with’ Gerald's .affairs, after having dene
lﬁm nll the hiarm she could do, and desiring to
§5"him more? But some women are sharae-
less! Now tell me one more thing, my dear

munner to him and his to her strike you while
you wore with them ? 7

* Sybil {after a moment’s hesitation), * Mus,
‘ELangdon, I do not think I am bound to an-

-should misinterpret my silence, I will do so.

&ny oidinary gognaintance ; whﬂe kers to
him was, I thought, o Hittle constrained, and
gofetimes deprecatmg "

2 Mrs, Lanydon (lookmg at her I;eenly)
4 Did you perceive no sign of any thing like
m secret understanding between them P

iybil (flushing).  Nene."
Mra. Langden (in a conciliating tone). 41
‘bég your pardon for all these questions, They
disngreeable, ¥ know, and would be il

yre important, for it is essential that I should |
pw axactly how Gerald stands with regard?
Mn Trescott; and, if you choose, my dear,
can do me u great service, for which I
lmll not be ungrateful.”
2 Sybil. “ I madam?
" Mie. Langdon. “Yes, you! Let me tell

CABY. | t,hmg which I do not-absolutely know,

kppt Gerald dangling in her train for years,

.

fous to fasten her chains back upoun him.
"Whether this is from love of power, or wheth-
er she has still a fancy for him, a5 people say,
I do not know, Neither do I know how like-

Iy she is to suceeed, But men are fools—in-

sufferable fools | Aris which are tronsparent
and disgusting to us ensnare the wisest ameng
them. Now, what I want you to do is simply
to iake advantage of the introduction whick
hag been given you, to observe them when
they are together, and let me know the re-
sult,”? ) '
Sybil (with erimsen cheeks).  Mrs. Lang-

1 doo, how—how can you propose such a thing

to me? How can you think that Y would

meke myself a spy—~or that is what I should.

be if I did what you ask—on people with
whom I have no possible concern? Iiis im-
possible——quite impossible! Pray understand
this at once, and I—i think I would rather
not listen to any more.”

AMrs. Langdon {very coldly). “Do not be ‘

afraid—I shall not trouble you further, Iam
not in the habit of asking favors twice. It

appeared to me that this was o very slight.

favor, und one which might easily be asked
without eliciting any virtuons indignation.
It seems I was mistaken, however — your
perceptions, no doubt, are much finer than
mine, I beg pardon, and will not refer to
the subject again, Bhall we return to the
cottage?™

Sybil (contritely). “Pray forgive me for
speaking so hrstily, and do not be vexed with

me that I ecannot do what you wish, I.am - -

very sorry ("
Mrs. Langdon (pausmg for & moment as

ghe rises, and leaning on her atick). “You -

are abgurd ; but young people will be that, I
suppose, and I have no desire to interiare
with your seruples, Don’t suppose 1 sm
vexed with you, I will prove the contrary
by glving you a warning which I may not
have another opportunity to deliver, and which
is meant in sincere kindness,
Don’t let Cecil Mainwaring make a fool of
you! Amuse yourself with bim as much and
as long as you like, lead him to any length
you please without remorse, but don’t ever
forget, whatever he may say or insinyate, that

he is only amusing himself with gou, The
v

only woman he ean afford to marry is a wom-
an with money., His business in life is to
ook for her: his pleasure is to turn oth
women’s heads, and break their hearts—whe

It is this:-
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they have any!. He would.be delighted to’

. add you to his list of victims, Don’t let him

do it!  Show bhim that there is one woman
able to meet him at his own pame, and I, for
one, will hold you entitled to the thanks of
your sex. Now give me your arm ; forget, if
you can, all the disagreeable things I have
said, and let us move on,”

As they moved on—8ybil not trustmg her-
sell to answer the last advice—they suddenly
come upon an ambushed couple delightfully
engconced in a shady seat, both of whom start

. atb sight of them,

“Aunt! is it possible this iz you?'* eries
Miss Armytage, incredulously, while Mainwar-
ing riges to his feet,

- #Yes, it is L,” responded Mrs, Langdon,
snappishly. “ Who else should it be? Tam
sure you don't know anybody who looks like

—Don't trouble yourself, Mr. Mainwaring!
I am not going to sit down, and T did not
come here in search of either of you, Miss
Courtenay and myself are simply enjoying the

‘beaunties of Nature, You are enjoying the

heauties of something else, Don't let us dis-
turb you,”

“We wera just thinking of returning,
gays Mias Armytage, rising also. She knows
the weather.zange of her aunt's temper very
well, and just now prudence advises her that
thie atmosphere is stormy,” Few people brave
Mre. Langdon, OF these few, her niece is not
one—at least, if she opposes her at all, it
is with quiet obstmacy, not wn'.h open defi-
anee.

“What! are you aommg" " gays Mra,
Langdon. % There is really no necessity for
vou to do 30 on my-account; but, if you are,
I believe I will trouble you for your arm. I
have been making a crutch of Miss Courtenay
quite long enough.”

" % Pray allow me to have the honor,” snys
Mainwaring, quickly stepping forward.

‘But the imperious lady waves him aside.
“1 am much obliged to you,” she says, * buf
I prefer Insabel, Her arm i3 of a good height,
and she walks well.  You are too tall”
“AMmI?" he says, laughing. “Tam sorry
for it" ' :

“Y don’t mean for: looks,” she retorts,
“You know that as well as T do, And, no

" doubt, some people would not ohject to the

height of your prm—Miss Courtenay there,
for instance."
,“Miss Courtenay, may I venture to ask

you to try it#” he says, turning to Sybll
whose place Miss Armytage, with 1ll-conceuled
reluctance, hias just taken. :

Sho smiles and shakes her head, “There .
i4 no meed,” she replies. “I trled it last
night, yoa know, and found it all that an arm
should be,” .

“Y wish it was night now,” he suys, in
a low voice; “I should like you to try 1t
again

The words are shaclutely nothing; t'he
tone would befit the vows of Romea; and, ag
Sybil Tooks up at him with laughing eyes, she
thinks that she will follow Mrs. Langdon’s- '
advice, and “meet him at his own gate," if.
only to be guit with Miss Armytage. '

Mres. Langden’s prophecy with rega )
Courtenay. On whatever grounds the’ Bucs ¢
eogy of the latter may be explained, it is un:
doubted, She is at present riding on.the very
top of that wave of popular homage which
makes a belle, She reeeives admiration and -

attontion enough te turn a dozen women's . .

hends ; her bright speeches—and a great many’
which have only flippancy to recommend
them—pass from lipto lip, her bright glances

are eagerly sought by the men who surround . -

her. She is queen of the hour, and, although -
the next hour will probably crown another |
sovereign—ior nothing is more brief than a. -
watering-place reign—she is epicurean enougll-
to enjoy her power as if it were to last in: '
definitely, Other women-—women like Miszs
Armytage, with twice her beauty and ten
times her style and society-culture—look on -
in dlswlh:lsted smazement, They oriticide her “
unsparingly, and {ell her perverted admirers
that she hag not a single good feature, Yet
the admirers in question throng around her
none the less, for the arch, sweet face, with
its peach-blossom skin, its tender amile and .
odalisque eyes, is one which hos pleased the
lordly fancy of man from the beginning, ;
Meanwhile, much has happened in thesq’
days—idle, balmy, Augnst days, which .‘seem" .
to have dropped in golden perfection from the
cloudless August sky—besides the fast of
Miss Courtenay’s belleship. The great tide
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of ‘eﬂ-dreﬂsedlee has flowed back and forth
en parlor, ballroom, dining-room, and
ng, the baud has unceasingly blared forth
Btriugs and Offenbach ; people have come and
penpla Have goné; engagements have been
tered into and flivtations broken off; hearis,

no fdoubt, have been wounded and tears shed;
dresses hove been ruined and jewels outskone,
gother with these events; it .may be re-
;eorded that Mrs, Langdon’s temper hag not
iiproved. .- In truth, she is worried, and the
" ‘natural eonsequence of worry is peevishness.
Not.any immediate prospect doee there seem
. 6f »that ‘matrimouial. arrangement on which
. #hé hiag set her heart—or whatéver, with ker,
- does duty for that organ, Hoth Isabel ond
‘Gerald are acting in the most provokmg man.
" ner possible, The former beatows her smiles
,» -G8 any one but the mar whom her aunt has
des:g"nated a8 the proper person to recelve
'_them. The latter spends the major part of
hla time among the mountains, with a skebch-
booli—meass heartily does Mrs. Langdon de.
test. the sight of that sketch-book —and the

-~ ledger part in lounging listlessly about the
eottage aid hotel. Now and then he is to be

- -geen walking or talking with Mrs. Trescott :
‘but this I3 not often. On other women he
. -does not hestow much attention, and the only
.. peraon who really seems capable of ‘rousing
-Kim to atty thing like animation is 8ybil, But
“Sybil has very little time to bestow on him,
.S)he_,shll, likes him exceedingly, ead he is use-
fpl—every—in bringing her to nnd from the
foltage, so that she is as independent of her
father-as thet gentleman can desire; but from
“breakfant 1ill she leaves the 'ballroom at night
her- attention is engrossed by other men.
‘Laingdon—thinking, naturally, that these gay
«.bitterflies suit her better than his graver self
-~d6es ot press his claims for notlce, and so
; lwil' lives fall very much apart., It is not so
withMaiuwaring. . He has no idea of surren-
ek‘hlg ta en inappreclative host the pretty
priae which he discovered, and he still sees
more of her than any one elee, In fact, one
or two grumblers asdert that he monopolizes
an uhdue share of her time, and wonder when

the flirtation will end,

.+ 'Miss Armytage wonders the seme thing,
nnd -8ay8 a3 much one morning in the ball-
:room, 'They are dancing ‘the German, and
% she-18- foatlng round the rcom on Main-
sedxing's arin. She has been specially piqued
 #nd. provoked by his open devotion to Eybil

first apportunity she- has had of ealling him
towccount. In his.usual faghion, he leads up
to the subject of which she wishes to speak,

““How little I have geen of you lately1*
he says. “If matters go on like this much
longer, I think I shall challenge that English--
man who bas been monopohzﬂna you lately.
How can you enfure the fellow ? He has
not three idens, and dances like poker!™

“I never knew an Englishman who eould
dence,” replies Miss Armytage, “hut you are
mistaken about his ideas ; he has a few more
than three—siz, perhaps, incleding the one
that this is an *awfully joiy? place. But I
am surprised that you ehould know any thing
sbout who has been movopolizing me, your
own, time has been so engrossed’ by Miss
Courtenay, ' Your constancy to her is reaily
unparalleled. Pray how much longer is it to
last §

“How can I tell?” he anawers, * One
must do something to kill time, If I could
gee more of you—but you tell me that is im:
possible.”

“1 did not tell you thet it was m1posmble
for you to see any thing of me, however,”

“You did not tell me s0; but, what with
Felton and Irvimg and that Baglishman, not
to speak of Langdon—"

“ That is all nonsense,” she interrupts, in

do. Whatever a man desires to do, he can
do. Miss Courtenay has more attendants
than I have, yet you manage to see a great
deal of her—so muoh that people begin to
wonder if yon mean to marry her.”

“They are very good to take so much in-
terest in my affuira,” he answers, “ but they
might a8 well wonder if I mean to cut my
throat R

' When the German is danced in the morn-
ing, the ballroom is always filled with lookers-
on 28 well as with dancers—people who lauph
and talk while they enjoy the music and oriti-
cise the steps of the gentlemen and the toi-
leta of the ladies. Among these spectators
ou the present occasion is Langdon. He is
talking to o pretty, vivacious blonde, dressed
d la Dresden shepherdess, but, as he talks,
kis eyes follow the gay figares fitting round
and round. On which one his eye specially:
regts, it is diffieult to tell ; but when his eom-

during',th_e‘ Ingt dayr'or two, and this is the -

& ¢6ld voice, “ and you know it as wellas I. -

panion after 2 while says,* How woll Miss -
Courtenay danoes [ he assents at once. It

i
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- is undoub-tedly true that Sybil dances with

wnugual lightness and grace, and with a poetry
of motion whick is all her owa. Her partner
just now is a creote from New Orlenns, who
gupports her well—go well, that half the eyes
in the rooir are bent on them, The hand-
some young Frenchman is charmed with his
partner, and, a8 hp whirls her past, Langdon
sees him murmur something—a compliment,
evidently—which deepens the lovely carna.
tion in her cheeks, and makes ber give that
swift, upward glance which La Récamicr is
said to bave understood and practised so
weil,

“What 2 flirt that girl ial"” says the
Dresden shepherdess, in a virtuous tone.
1 den’t think there is any one at the Springs
whe quite equals her; and yet I have heard
that she has mever heen in society before,
but domes frfm some countryplace in the

1wwfz/a«§¢_- o
goes to prove that flirting is in.

herent infthe feminfne disposition—like origi-
nal sin and that kind of thing,” says Lang-
don, laughing. “I funcy Miss Courtenay
must have had some training, Liowever, be-
fore she eame to the White SBulphur. There
are few places so much in the woods that it
js not possible to find a subject on whom to
try & maiden sword.”

1 should be sorry for the subject, then,
if he were here. How his soul would be har.
rowed! What do you suppose that young
ereole said to her ?—something very gallant,
I should think™ i

“If the music had stopped just then, you
might bave been, gratified by hearing. Such
accidents oceur occasionally—like the heart-
rending case of the man whom an unexpected
pouse in the music found in the middle of a
sentence, and who was heard by every one in
the ballroom saying, to his partner, * Call me
plain John!' It is gratifying to know that
the tender appeal was not unheeded. ¥rom
that time forth he wes ¢ Plain John? to all

- hig Triends and aequaintanoes.”
After a little more amusing and instrac-,

tive conversation like this, Langdon makes
his bow, and passes on. Before he has pro-
ceeded two yards, a voice speaks his name,

~and, looking down, he sees Mrs, Trescott,

She is alone, and there is & vacant chair by
her mide, which eivility requires-—or seems to

, require~—that he shell take. He does 5o ac-
"oordingly; saying the while: .

“ This 1s someihing which I scarcely ex. ~
pected-—to ses you lapae of your own acvord
into the ranks of voluntary wall- flowers, you ‘
who used to he so passionately fond of dan.. .
cing! May I ask why you have givefi it. Y,
up ? ”

“I have given up round dancing hecnuse
Roger objects to it,” she answers. “The .
Germau in especial ie his abhorrenee—for. a
me, Helikes to dange it himgelf. But that -
is an old story with men. They wish to mo-
nopolize a great many pleasant things.”

“We can't wish to monopollze .round
dancing,” says Gerald, smiling, *for with -
whom could we dance? We should not care
to-follow the kind advice of the Archbishop
of Moutreal, and waltz with each other,”

“T don't know any thing about the Arch-
blshop of Mnntrea) " she remarks, in an in-
different tone. :

“Tt was a story which smused me uncoms
monly,” szys Langdon, probably for the sake - -
of keeping up the conversation, ¢It seems .
the worthy prelute had forbidden round ‘dan- .-
cing among his fock ; go, in anticipation of & .
graud military ball, he was waited upon by
two young officers, who begged that the re--
striction might be removed. They expatiated *
at length wpon the harmlessness and stxiol - °
propriety of the forbidden dance, vemturlng',
at lagt to hint that monseipneur might, per.. .
hapa, change his opinion if he had ever wit.” -
neased it. Monseigneur acknowledged that -~
this might be true, and begged thai they. .
would favor him with & epecimen valse, - This.
they eagerly proceeded to do, fancying thelp - ‘
point as good a8 wom, The archbishop
gravely watched them as they cireled round:
the room for several minutes; then, when
they peused, overbeated and out of breath
he gaid, with a smile, * Messieurs, I am pen-
feetly sa.tlsﬁed The dance i3 evidently -
charming, and you have my full permission’
to waltz ag often and as long 88 you please-»
with each other 1

Mrg, Trescott emiles Janguidly. Ewduntly
the picture of the two young officers piroust.
ting round and round before the grave, keen
eyes of the amused prelate, appeals but faint.
ly, if’ at all, to her sense of humor. 8he re-
turns, after . momenl; to her private griev. .
ance. e

“0Ff course I am at liberty to dance aquare
dances,” she says, “but; s a rule, I detesf:
those.” :




- . faney for either.”

, “ 1 donfess T think Mr. Trescott is se]@sb »
| says Gerald, trying to speak lightly.

- ' Men ars always that," snswers the lady,
with the faint, bitter laugh which, by this

. time, Langdon has ]earneﬂ to know,

Tt is on her companion’s lips to ashy And
-whagt of women ?” but he refraing, So far

"' he' has refrained from alluding by word, look,

‘ot tone, to that sealed past which les between

" them—has refrained even from diseussing any’

~ gubject which might lead to an allusion. He

.drops the question of men’s selfishness, there-

fore, and inquires if she i ls enjoying the Wlnte
“+ Bulphur,

S Enjoying it!" she echoes. *“How ecan
:Ipossibly enjoy it? I am not old enough to
. derwe any lively gratifieation from sitting on
" bench among old women and wall-flowers,

-and if I were to follow the impulse of youth,
which bids me be gay, apd dance, walk, fall,
.~ - and amuge myself; people would hald up their

‘ lmnd_s in horror and call me fast.”
« But ‘there is surely & medium between
fastness and—and stupidity,’! Langden re-

" marks, feeling sincerely sorry for the discop-

tent on’ the worn, handsome face, the bitter-

* nees in the impatient voice,

7 % What i3 it?--whist? " she asks, “Or
*goeiable visiting?' I am afraid I have no

‘ There is a short pause. Tangdon is sorry
. for her; but at this moment he is als¢ con-
" seious of heing distinetly sorry for some one
- #lde, and that some one else is Mr, Trescoit,

After all, did not this woman do him the best
* 4nd greatest kindness in her power when she
~jilted him ? S8nch a thought dawns upon
“him—-not, perhaps, for the first time, Say
“that she had married him for love, would not
. the poverty and struggle which would #hen

Kive been her lot have proved as diztasteful
.tb her as.the wealth for which she sold her-
- Belf has been without the Iove which she re-
gigned ¥ Be this as it may, he has for some
“time felt that the old magic is gone out of the
. face before him, e has listened in vain for
the old thrill of romauce in her voice, has
Jooked in vain for the old lustrous charm in
.her glance, Ti comes to him with a strange
“force of realization, that he who has so long
‘been & thrali'is free, He thinks of the doys
“when, gazing in each other’s eyes, they felt
. agmuoh alone, ae entirely set apart, as ever
-~ Adam and Eve in the fair, fatal garden of
- Eden; and now—an verse caught from the
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Leunting music of a new poet rises to . Lis

mind ; .
% Conld we be so now ?
. Not if 4l beneath heaven's pall
Lay dead bat I angd thou,
Conld we be so now 1**

At this moment another voice sounds in
his ears—a voice full of sweetness and frech-
nesz. ‘O Mr, Langdon {7 Sybil eries, gayly,
“look what a misfoitune has befailen me!
Isit not a pity? And Iam so sorry for the
poor awkward man who did it}

- Bhe holds up, as she speaks, two yards of
muslin flounce, ruthlessly tern from her skirt.
Several lndies near by at once volunteer to
pin it up, so that she can go on dancing;
but she shakes her head. * I can run over

to the cottnge and cbange my dress in five

minutes," she says. “One feels go untidy
when one is merely pinfied fogether.—No,
thanks, Mr. Carrel™ (this to the handsome
creole with whom she was dancing), “I can’t
thiuk of allowing you to come with me, Go
back, pray, o the cotillon,”

“ I will go with you,” says Lauvdon, rig-
ing, *“Whereis your parasul ¥ "

“1have no idea,” ghe answers, careless-
Iy, “But pray don't et me disturb you!
Surely one may be allowed to go to one’s cot-
tage alone in the daytime,”

‘ Oh, certainly, one may be “allowed,” if
it comes to a question of that,” he says, gmil-
ing; “but you are not disturbing me, and
therefore—may 1 not have the honor of at
tending you ? "

She does not say * No "—on the cortrary,

she amiles  Yes Y-—and they poss away to-

gether, watched intently, bitterly, perhaps,
by Mrs. Trescott’s dark eyes. There is a
vagt desl of truth in the homely statement
that we caunot eat our cake and have it, too.
Yet there are a great many people in the
world who seem to expect such-a miracle,
They voraciously devour love and faith and
friendship, together with many other thipgs,
and then, when in gome fit of cupric% it
gtrikeg them that these are good gifts'in
their way, they feel supremely injured and
aggrieved that they do not possess them,
Bybil, for once, does mot keep Langdon
waiting very long. Usually her toilet is a la-
bor of {ime a3 well as of love; but-he has

not read more than half through bme of the- -

newspapers which are scatiered over the pi-
uzza when the Venetian doors open, and she

. [N
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comes out again. Of her costume befare, he
retains only a vagne idea of fleecy, blush-rose
pink ; but, as she stands before him now, his
artistic glance takes in every detail of her
toilet, and he confesses that if is perfect,
Yet the materinl is simple enough——only a
shork pereale skirt, of striped blue and white;
an overdress of solid blue (of a remarkably
elear, becoming shade}, cut low and round in
the neck, with Marie Auntoinette slesves, which
show the fair white arms and. dimpled wrists,
A straw hat, simply trimmed with biue rib-
bon, completes the costume, and is tied over
the dark, vich eurls, Picturesquely, the ef-
foet could not be improved, and nll the tints
about her.ure so clear that any painter might
be tempted to make a study in color of her,
Jjust as she standa.

Langden is conscaous of the temptatmn,
and yields to i6. * Are you very anxious to
go back to the ballroom ? ' he inquires, some-
what to her surprise, “Do you not think
you can spare me the rest of the German?
Perhaps it i3 selfish of me to ask such &
thing, but I would give a great deal for a
sketch of you in that dress, and I should like
t0 make it,"

Sybil flushes with pleasure, The diff-
dence with which ke utters his request is

" quite unnecessary. Being sketched is a great-

or novelty than the German, and therefore
to be preferred.  Are you In earnest? ™ gha
asks, tkeptically, “I'm not looking par-
ticularly well, and this dress is nothing re.
markable, But, if you really wish it, I am
at your service. I dom't care at nll about
finishing the cotillon,”

* Thank you very mueh,}] he says, carnest.
Iy. “I'l get my color-box, then, and we'll
go—awill you go ?P—out fnto the woods. I can
work better theve. In fact, I should be so
paralyzed by a sense of publicity and fear of

‘interruption that I could do nothing here.”

“Tet us go, by all means” says Sybil,
immensely pleased, “I should like it of all
things.”

" Bo Langdon equips himself with sketch-
book and color -box, and they set forth,
Avoiding the regulation - valks, they take a
path leading out between the hills—a wild,

gweet path, which has plainly never had any .

connection with fashion nor much acquaint-

“ence with sociable beings, for it searcely admits

of two people walking abreast, and leads them

" in a very will-o’ - the-wisp fashion along 2

desply-shaded ravine—where Sybll is in mor- i

tal terror of rattlesmakes — over o preity,

clear brooklet, across a valley, by the basa .

of & lordly mountain, and finally inte a dell”
so fair, so green, so still, that it might have
served Titania for a throne-room.
brook which has borne them company along
their way, under its fringe of Iaurel tumbles
here and there a miniature cascade, with'a
musie of falling water, which breaks the
woodland ailence, and then spreads out into
& small, glossy pool, around which are gray -
rocks, covered with elinging moss, baby ferns,

and delicate lichens, while tall trees ithrow

thele leafy arms across, through which ‘the“
sunbeams . dance and quiver down to touch,
in spears of light, the limpid water. “All
argund are the mountains, clothed with verd-
ure, and there is mo sound save.the inar-
ticulate murmur of which the forest is al.
ways full—the beating, ag it were, of Nature's.
great heart, Sybil utters an exelamation of
delight, and throws herself down on a rock

by the side of the pool.

“Ilow prettyl” she cries, Oh how
pretty! Why, this is infinitely bs,tten than
Lover’s Leap.” :

“Yes," says Lsmgdon, gitting down oppu- .
site her w1th a gatisfied air,
better. There are no made rambleg nor rus-
tic seats for whispering lovers here, Ithought’

“f think it ¢

you would like it if you could endure thg .

wall.”
“Endure the walk|" she repeats, indig-
nently. ¢ Why I have walked twice, three

times ag far, 4gain and again, with Fravk or

Jack and thOUght nothing of it. Lot me tell
u,sir, that I am eountry born and bred, and
ould take more than a week ot the White '

Sulphur to make a fine lady of me,” o
“I hope go, I am sure,” he says, opening -

his sketch-book, and begmmng to shdrpen

a peacil.  “ Yet I think you are in a fair way.

'to attain that desirable result.”

“Is it possible? JIshould think that wis
the last thing anybody could say of me, M. "
Mainwaring tells me that be likes me because
T am altogether different from societydred
glrls,” "

# And how long do you suppose you will’
be different, with Mainwaring and company to
flatter you and flutter round you, and teach
you all the tricls and fashions of their ¢lags 27

“T don't know; I have not thought of it,
Is there any necessity to do so? I onlyhope.

'he-litle. .

I

L
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: 'E‘shall not be autterly spo:Ied by the txmeaI
go back home.”
... 8he'says thiz with such a sincere accent
that‘ Langdon smiles a8 he looks at her, A
- grave expression hag -come to the piquent
face, and she is looking down ut a fernleaf
which she is dissecting. . .Asshe =o sits in the
. green shade, her back against the silvery
; trunk of & beech-iree; the cryatal water flow.
. ing at her feet, she makes a picturs which he
feels that no sugzestion of his can improve,
#nd-so falls rapidly to sketehing, It is guite
» poseible to sketch and talk at the same time,
however, 23 he proves.
7" "%3¥hy do you speak so seriously?" he
asks. “Is there any danger of your being
_spo:led before you go back?”

“There is great danger of it,” she an- |’

Bwers.. “You must see that as plainly as I
(dq. After having been admired and envied,
and made to feel myself a person of conse-
+ ¢eence, how ean I drop back with even tol.
em.b]e philogophy into the life which seemed
" to me dull aund flat when I knew no oth-
cerd?

%It will be hard, cortainly,” says Lang-
dom.  Just now he is transferring to his page

- the 'gweet lines and curves of the downcast

free, wnd it strikes him very forcibly that
- such ‘a face deserves a hetter fate than the
> gdull.and flat life of which she speaks, O
~» wonderful power’ of beauty over the sym-
- pathy as well ag the heart of man! Had
' 'Bybil belonged to the large and often es-
‘timable class of plain young ladies, she would
ot only have made no gensation st all at the
«White Sulphur, and prssed without the gues-
. ionnble honor of Mr. Mainwaring’s atten-
"tibt:s,' but Langdon would have wasted no
igh over the briefness of her reign of belle-
hnud the sbaolute certainty of her veturn to

‘the routine of plantation-life,
¥ ¥es, it will be hard,” she says, candid-
1v “but it mugh be done, and therefore I hope
,J_hntI may not be altogether spoiled. Ishould
snot like to go beok and be so pining and dis-
obntented that I would make them all wretch-

" gd, Jack especially.”
 May I ask who Jock ls—your brother 7
-* ‘Bhelaughs. For the first time since they
“have been talking she also Jifts her eyes and
looks at lim.

.Y No,” ghe answers, with a frankness all
har own, “Jack is not my brother, but the
i to whom I am engaged, after o fashion.”

Unaocountably Mr. Larigdon’s heart gives
a throb, of what kind he does not stop to
analyze, Probably what he feels is only com-
passion for Sybil, and indignation against the

sbsent Jack, He stops sketeling, and, with -

the pencil in heg fingers, looks at her,
“ Aré you in earnest ?” he asks, gravely.

* Do you mean to say that your parents have -

allowed 2 ohild like you—with no knowledge
of the world—to become engaged "

¢ Bhild indeed | " cries she, flushing, “1I
shall be eighteen in QOctobér, and mamma
was married when she was eighteen. As for

Jack, T have known him all my life—and’

treated him: very badly, poor dear fellow 1”
“Do you consider engaging yourself to
him in the light of treating him very badly ? ¥
“You don't understand ; it is a long story.
I should have to iell you all about it to make

you understand, and, of course, it would not 8
=

interest you.”

“On the contrary, it would interest me
exceedingly. If you have not learned yet
thit I like you very much—almost more, I
fancy, than Mr, Mainwaring does—you hdve

less discernment than your sex usual[y pos-,

sess.”

#Yes, I think you do ke me in a- man.
ner,” she replies, “I puppose it i3 on ac-
eount of papa's friendship with your father,”

¢ Just ‘that," he anawers, & little dryly.
* Priendship should be hereditary, as I told
you thefirst day we met in Richmond, There.

“fore you may speek to me frankly, and I will

advise you to the best of my ability for your
own good,”
| I don't know exactly where to begin,”

-sho says, meditatively, leaning a litile forward;

and looking at her own face down in the clear
depths of the pool.

% Begin with Mpr.—Jack,” suggests Lang.
den. “ Do you"-hers he begins drawlng

varions geometrical - lo’oking figures on the

margin of his paper—* do you love him§"

“Love him! Why—why, of course [
do,” anawers Sybil, coloring.

Then she pauses abruptly, the rosy ﬁuah
deepening over cheek and brow until she can
see it even in the water. 'At that moment
certaid words oceur to her as if a mallcloua
elf spoke them in her ear: -

% Unless yon can think, when the song 18 done,
No other is golt in the thythm ;

Unless you can feel, when left by ona,
'T'hat all men else go wiih him;

“
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Unlese you know, when unpraised by his breath,
That your beanty iteelf wants proving;
Unless yon can swear for lifa, for death,
Oh, fear to call it loving 1 **

Has she evor at any time felt any of this
for Jack ? With the best intentiong in the
world, she is forced to return & relugtant neg-
ative. The impulse of truth, which is strong
within her, therefore prompts her to t.he lame
amendment ;

“That is, I have known him alwwys, and
eared for him ns—as I care for Frank,”

. “0h!1” says Langdon, ag if very much re.
lieved. “ Well, the next point is, are you
absolutely engaged to him 7

“Not absolutely-—~only eonditionally. T
felt that I had treated him very badly, and he
was 80 good and patient that T promised him,
during the very last ride we had together,
that I would marry him if—really, I am half
ashamed to tell you such nonsense—if I did
not meet any one in the course of my travels
whom I liked better.”

¥ Mr, Jack must be very obliging, or very
mueh in love, to accept such terms, And—
forgive me if I am impertinent, but the spirt
of hereditary {riendship is strong in me just
now—and you have not met any one whom
you like betier??

* Not any one.” Her eves meet his again
fully and frankly, no shadew of concealment
in their Hquid depths. “I have geen so many

. people, I bave had 30 much to think of, that

there has net been time for any one impres.
sion.”

* Not even—now you mt! be angry with
me—not even that of Mainwating ?”

“ Why should you think such a thing $~
Why should you ask me such a thing® ¥ she
demands, sitting wpright, with something like
a flash of indignation in her eyes.

% Not from any thing that I have seen—in
you," he answers, quickly; * but simply be-
cause this man has chosen to distinguish you
by attentions such as he never pays any wom-
an without intending to turn her head, or win
her heart. "Women of greater age and ex-
perienice than yours lave failed to resist his
faselnation, Could T help wondering if you

Jwould do 8o 2™

“ No doubt I have given you cause to won-
der,” she says, humbly. * No doubt a great
many people have written ‘me down as one
of the victims of Mr, Mainwaring's * fascina-
tion.' But they are mistaken. Besides heing

4

amuded and flattered by him, I have had a
reason, which—which I don’t like to own to
you, for encouraging hi¥ attentions. I kpew
I ¢ould not break Aés heart, and my own was
not in danger, for, honestly, he wearies me.
I suppose it ia very bad taste, but it is ao.
He is not an intellectual man, and I, though
I do not pretend to be an intellociual woman,
I.do like a man to pay me the compliment
of talking sense to me sometimes, He never
does; I suppose he thinkg it quite unneces-
gary,”

“He i not & fool,” saye Langdon, mag-
nanimously, “ not a mere empty-headpd, flirt.
ing-machine, that is, Te has sense ;E]% he
finds nonsense angwers better with the major-
ity of women; and, like a great many men of
bis olass, he regards them in the abstract and
not in the concrete. But we have wandered
rather fur from Mr. Jack. Suppose we return
to him? By-thehy, what is Ins name? I
suppose he has one,”

“ Hig name is Jobn Palmer, and he is our
nearest neighbor &t homé.”

“Well,” says Langdon, with impressive
gravity, “ my serious advice to you is, not to
marry Mr, John Palmer unless your feelings
toward him change very much, You have no
Idea,” the young man goes on, with honest
Warmth, ‘ what it would be to tie your youth
and beauty, and abeve all your heart, in the
bondage of a loveless marriage. Nothing.on
earth is more eriminal or more degrading!”

“ Do you think s0? " she asks, Iookmg at
him curiously.

“I know so!™ he replies, emphaticelly.
* Beores of women around you are making,
have made, and will make, such marriages;
but they are none the less criminal and de-
grading. And is the end of it happinesa?
IF 30, I have yet to sce the first instance of
it. Look—we are all alone, there is no one.
to listen; and we are talking candidly—look
at that poor womaa to whom I introduced
you a weck ago, Mra: Trescott! She made
what the world calls a brilliont mateh—she
married e man who was young, geod-looking,
wealthy, and very much in love with her,
But she cated absolutely nothing for him,
and the consequence is, #fiat: they are both
wretched, botly chafing against the galling
chain in which they have bound themselves.”

“ She was engaged to you, was she not
asks Sybil, too much interested: to think of
the ineivility of the question,. -
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“Yes" he answers; “she wag engaged | fortifies her cournge by reflecting how he has

to me for years—she was engaged to me, in-

been catechising ker. After all, they are both

" - deed, when she went to the allar, for she did ; in the same boat—if she is to marry Jack, he

‘not even pay me the compliment of breaking

is to marry Miss Apmytnge, and therefore

off the engagement before she married an. | what right bas he to lecture her ?

other man. But, then, you see, I was poor—

Apparently, he recognizes this fact. At

flusheg—a strangely deep and pain-
her father had sounded my step-mother, and ; least he 7 >
learned that; unless I married to suit the lat- | ful flush for a- man. He algo hesitates for a

ter, she would leave mé nothing.”

moment before he answers—then it is in a’

# And did she—Mrs, Treseott, I mean— | constrained voice:

" never explain to you why she treated you so
badly 27

4T scarcely think that I'am, but, if so,

there are what Jawyers call * extenuating cir-,

“ What explanation was needed ? The jcumstances.’ I am hovering on the brink of
fact explained itself. She married Trescott | an uncertainty, howerver. In a few days,I

because he was rich ; aud, now that she finds
seant happiness in the silks and laces and

gkall bave decided one way or another. Then,
in return for your frankness this morning, I

jewels for which she bartered herself, she | may ask you to listen to a short explanation

would not object to a little Platonic sympa-
"thy from me. So much self-respect have
gome women!” :
© Sybil thinks that it is » pity Mrs, Lang-
don could not hear the scorn in his voice;
- it would, she fancies, be enough to set t?mli
good lndy’s fenrs forever at rest. Looking
down into the water again, she says, medita-
. tively: :
«J think Mrs. Trescott is a very unhappy
woman, but really I cannot be sorry for her.
" Why should she bave made such a mar.
riage 2" ) .
“ Do not expect any one to be sorry for
you, then, when you are Mrs, John Palmer.”
8he blushes furiously. * Comparisons
are alwajs odious | she eries. * You don’t
know Jack—-you don't underatandl He ia
. as kind and good as he con be:!  But, how.
" ever ushappy I may be, you may be suve I
ghall.never ask for sympsthy, Platozic or any
otherkind I she ndds, with feminihe consist-
eney.
‘ %God grant that you may never feel the
need of 161" ke says, looking at her with ear-
nest eyes. “And, in order that you never
may, do not marry for kind feeling and com-
passion any more thau for money. You 8-
rifice yourself for a higher motive, but it is
still a soerifice. I wish I. could whiuk that
you would heed me in this.” -
4 And why should I heed you ?* ghe asks
~in turn a little scornfully. “ Preachers, to
be heeded, should practize what they preach,
ghould they not ? Now, are not you going to
meke & marringe of convenience ? ¥
Bhe is & little frightened at her own dte-

of my conduct. There are not many people
for whose good opinion I care, bui I do care
for yours—on the ground of hereditary friend-
ghip, I suppose.”

_ Bybil looks at him a little doubtfully. IIe
gmiles over the last words, end she does not
know whether he is in jest or earnest. On
the whole, she thinks it best to turn the con-
versation. ‘
“Have you finighed the picture?” sh-e
asks. “I want to see myself, and I think it
must be growing very near diuner-time.”

tion. A face, the mere suggestion of a figure,
the bare outline of a tree and rock—that is
all.

% You see it is not finighed,” he said. *1
bave been talking instead of drawing. You
must be good etough to give me another sit-
ting, and we will talk of nothing exciting. I
want & sketch of you in colors—and I must
have it. I cannot let your face pass abso-
Intely oat of my life, and I detest a photo-
graph 17

1 shall be very glad to give you another
signg." she says, rising; * but now Iam sure
v&ought to go.” o

He reluctantly admita that eivilization, in
the form of the dinner-hour, has some c¢laims
upon them ; so they say farewell to the sweet
s gtream-fed glen,” and, with many plans of
returning thither as soon as practicable, pass

slowly away. .

merity after she haa asked the question, but

He laughs pnd holds it up-for her ingpec- '
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Doniwe the next few days Mr, Eangden
and Miss Courtenay see a great deal of each
other, gomewhat to the disgust of ‘the ad.
mirers of the latter. For this sceing dees
not take place in the parlor or the baliroom,
or on the piazzas ef the hotel, where another
man can at eny moment come up and de-
mand half of the lady’s attention, but out
among the woods and hills, in the glen where
the skeotch (now rapidly appreaching comple-
tion) was begun, and other forest-nooks ag
wild end fair. Besides the admirers already
mentioned, nobody pays very much attention
to them. Mrs, Langdon objects on principle
to any thing savoring of artistic vagabondage,
but she is willing to tolerate eketching and
rambling as s lesser evil than Mrs, Trescot;
and the association with Sybil causes her no

concern whatever, She is a pretty, bright:

little thing, just the companion to make
summer-day's loitering pleasant; bui the
shrewd old' lady knows her world,'\and she
knows that meu without fortune do not marry
the prettiest and brightost of little things
when they have ouly their prettiness and
brightness for dower. Besides which, she
clings persisténtly to a belief in Gerald’s hopes
Tess passion for his old love, the woman whem
she never meets or mentions without & shaft
of sarensm. According to her belief, there
fs danger in this woman—danger of an in.
fatuation without definite endw-but Sybil's
sweet youthand beauty can, with 2 sane man,
only serve to amuge an idle hour. As for Mr.
Courtenay, he is too much abserbed in whist,
newspapers, and speculative discourse=for
he has been lucky enough to find some other
advanced minds with whom he ean inter
change ideas—to pay any attention to his
daughter. With philosephical indifference,
he leaves her to her own amusements, These
amusements Miss Armytage regacda with su-
percilious indifference, and a relief which she
would not acknowledge even to herself. She
says to her aunt (who receives the informa.
tion with exactly the amount of credulity
which is due to it) that the girl has takentto
this desperate flirtation with Gerald because
Ceeil Mainwering dropped her, but in her
heart she knows better, She knows that, so
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waring is not a litile piqued at the new inter.
est whick Sybil has developed, even while
stiil honored with his august attentions,

So ihe little comedy stands on one hright,
golden morning when the different characters’
in it are grouped under n large tree on the
lawn, Already the day is very warm, but -
here there ave shade, and grass, and some-
thing of a breeze. All over the lawn similur
groups are scattered, while around and about
the hatel people swarm like ants. It is the
height of the season, and Mainwaring has
Just announced that, if the crowd does net
lessen, he must certainly leave, .

“Man i3 a gregarious animal,” he adds,
“but my gregariousness iz not developed to

men, all of whom are shsolate strangers to
me, and one of wham snores frightfully.”
“If you are three to one, why don’t the
rest of you put him cut of the window ?” in.
quires Mrs. Langdon, “It would give him a
lesson, 1 always believed that people could
help snoring if they had & mind that way.”
“We gently remonstrate with him,” an.
gwers Meinwaring, “ but nebody has thought
of the window, Luckily we fiave one, and. I
think I shall suggest it to-night,”
“ For your comfort,"” suys Miss Armytage,
“ the growd is likely to thin in a fow daya, Tt
usaally does aboai’ the middle of August,
The throng of transients—people who come
only for 2 day or two—lessens then, and so-:
‘siety is muck pleasanter.”
“The crowd will increase, however, untit
after the faney-hall," says a young gemtleman
who i3 Iying on the grass by:Sybil. *That
comes off next Thursday. Bythe-way, are
any or all of you ladies going in charae.
ter ™
“ I might achieve a sucoess as one of Mae
beih's witches,” snys Mra, Langdon, I don't
know any other character that T could sup.
port; and, since ‘that is not particularly at-
trictive, I ghdll remain content with my
own," . .
“I shall go as Marie Antoinette,” eays
Miss Armytage, as composedly as if she Irad
conceived the most brilliant and original of
ideas. : .
*“And shall you go as Mary Queen of
Seots ¥ asks the young gentleman on-the
grass, in a low tone, of Sybil, 5
“ What an’ idea !” she answers, opening

far from having  dropped” her, Cecil Maine

her eyes as she turns toward him, Do you ,

the extent of liking to lodge with three other -. -
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thivk I.am crazed with vanity ? I cannot
imagine any woman who was nef, deliberately
personating one of the most famous beauties
of the world.” '

He shrugs his shoulders.

« Plonty of them are crazed with it, then,”
he says, “for I never heard of a fancy-balk
without s Mary Stuart—sowmetimes iwo or
three,. But I did mot seriously believe you
meant to take the character. I only asked
becauge it seema nlways to go a3 & companion
to Marie Antoinette.”

41 think, like Mrs. Longdon, I shail be
content with my own character,” Sybil says.
T have not originality enough to think of
one, nor ingenuity enough to arvange a cos-
tume.”

“If you can decide upon a character,
Else can arrange the costume,” says Mrs.
Langden; guickly ; for she has a fancy to see

" her prelty favorite as much admired as pos-
sible.

But to decide upon a character is, with
Sybil, a9 with mauy another young lady, the
grand diffculty. She can think of nothing
‘which is not too hackneyed or too imposing;
neither can her companions, Miss Armytage
condescendingly suggests the Princess de
Lamballe, but Sybil shakes her head, fully
aware that Natere has not fashioned her on
the pattern of the ladies of the court of
Louis XVI; Mrs. Langdon suggesta Nour-
mabal ; the young gentleman on the grass
goes atill farther east, and says that a Japan-
ese charncter—say a Japanese court-lady—
would be something quite new ; Mr, Mainwar-
ing Jooks at the girl, and eays, ¢ A dryad.”

She understands that he means to allude
to hep recent aylvan rambles, and laughs,
. % You are not in earnest,” she says, “ but
perhaps you have hit upon & good idea. Do
. you: remember Andersen’s atory of the dis-
.contented dryad who went to Paris, and whose

longing for excitement and pight-seeing was
g0 great thet at last life was given to her for
one single night? Why might I not take that
character? "

¢ Because nobody would remember the
story, and the eostume would not be pretty,”
answers Mrs. Langdon, “ Never take a char-
aoter that will not give you the fullest scope
for a becoming dress.—Gerald ’—as that gen-
sleman comes peuntering toward them at the
moment—* can't you suggest a character for

T found Mizs Courtenay's character some
time ago,” says Gerald, sitting down, and re-
garding Sybil with & smile. * But, whether
or not it will snswer for the fancy-ball, T can-
not tell,”
% What is it ?? asks Mainwaring, indelent-
ly. *Home of the rest of ua faney that we
have found Miss Courtenay’s character, too,”
4T is *My Last Duchess, " suys Lang-
don, quietly, * Does anybody remember the
sketch ?. Browning drew it.”
Of course, everybody professes - to re-
member it—except the young gentleman on
the grass, who boldly avows that he always
found Browning a bore—but the recoltection
is evidently top hazy to be of much service,
“Can't you repeat it for us, Gerald?”
Mrs, Langdon enys, and Gerald replies that
he will try. He does try, and succeeds, with-
out much blundering, in repeating the dramat-
ic fragment. When he comes to the lineg—
%, ... Shehad

A hemrt—how e¢hall I say ?—too soon made glad,
Too easily impressed ; she liked whate’er
She looked on, and her Jouks went everywhere"™—
all eyes turn on Sybil, and there is a genersl
laugh. She Inughs herself, but blushes, too,
and thinks that Langdon must mean to retal-
iate for the cass of “ Vere de Vere.”
- When the recitation is finished, everybody
agrees that Sybil, in the duchess’s plnce,
would most lkely have met the duchess’s
fate, and Mrs, Langdon, with a view to the
faney-ball, asks what is the date of the poem.

# None given," Gerald apswers. *The
geene is Ferrara, the time omitted —but I
faney ahout sixteen hundred and something.”

& Tf would be very easy to get up an Ital-
ian costume of that time,” says Mrs. Lang-
don, meditatively, “And it would be very
becoming, Yes "—with a nod toward Bybil
—4T think it will do! And you can call
yourself Druchees of Ferrara, if you think
people would not understand what * My Last
Tuchess’ means.”

 But, Mrs, Langdon,” eries Sybil, aghast,
W you forget the costume—"

¢ Elise will attend to all that, my dear,”
gays the old lady, nodding her head, s Cin-
derella’s fairy godmother may have nodded
hers over the pumpkin coach. Everybody
who knows Mrs. Langdon Is aware that penu-
riousness is not one of her faults. On the

Migs Qonrtenay for the fancy-ball "

never spares avy expense in carrying out her

‘ourselves ?

comtrory, she is often lavishly generous, and
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whim of the moment. Just now, her whim
19 to make a charming “ Last, Duchess” of
Sybil, and, unheeding any remonsirance ut-
teved by that young lady, or look by Miss
Armytage, she drders Gerald to give her his
trm that she may go and consult Elise on the
details of the toilet,

As Langdon obeys, he turns to Sybil:

“ Do you feel like walking this morning ? "
he asks, *“ Itis much cooler ameng the hills
than in this valley, and I have found a capi.
tal path up one of the mountaine.”

“ What do yeu think Miss Courtenay is
made of #™ asks the recumbent gentleman.
A capital path'up a mountain on sueh a day
a3 this—ye gods 1

Y1t iz cooler on the mountaing—much,”
E;a?:s Sybil.  “I know that, for I have tried
it. . :

“hill you try it again? ¥ asks Langdon,
Bhe hesitates a second, then nods “cYes,”
and he passes away across the grass, with
Mrs, Langdon on his arm. Her companion
looks after him with any thing but affection-
ate regard.
~ “Of all insufferable bores, those fellows
who go ir for physical training, and that kind
of thing, are the worst,” he remarks. “1Idid
not know that Langdon was in that line, until
he has taken to training you at such a rate
Miss Courtenay. Why do you let him imposr;
on you s6? Upoen my word, I think it is
a shame |7 - '

“T am not in the habit of alloﬁring people
to impose on me,” says Sybil. “If T did not
want to be trained, you may be sure that Mr,
Langdon would not train me,”

While the snubbed gentleman meditates
-on this reply, and on the singular tasies
.Which women oceasionally display—-as, for
ingtance, that of walking up & mountain with
such v fellow as Langdon, instead of sitting
comfortably under a tree with himself—Main.
waring turns to Miss Armytage :

“They have not invited us to join their
expedition,” he says, “ but suppese we invite
They must find something to
repay them for such an exertion, while it is
undoubtedly very warm here, and going to be
warmer.,”*

“ Perhaps they may not-want us,” she
suggests — shrinking from such a prospeet,
yet not liking to refuse absolutely, * The):
seem quite sufficient for each other.” ‘
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deux,” he says, coolly. “The mountain-
paihs are, luckily, as free to us as to them,
Will you go? " )

And she, like Sybil—theugh much more
uawillingly—answers “ Yes,”

It is safe fo say that she regrets heartily
having done so when the path along which
Langdon leads them bedihs to wind up a
steep ascent, though shaded over darkly and
greenty. - Sybil walks on with light, clastie
step, but Miss Armytage hes never had a
teaining with Frank and Jack over the green-
Carolina hills, and she feels that thig is but
& poor cxchange for the gay scene she left
belhind. She lags more and more, leans
‘heavily ou Maiuwaring’s arm, and finally says
that she can go no farther. Mainwaring reo-
ognizes his mistake in forgesting that some
women who are made for ballrooms are noé
also made for mountain-sides, sid bears the
consequences like a man, -

*Let us sit down here and rest & while,”
he szys, “Then we will go back.”

The place which he indicates is on the

very verge of the mountain, and o view is
spread before them which might well repay
them for the ascent, did either possess any
appreciztion of the pieturesque. The dense-
ly-wooded hill-side shelves abruptly down at
_their feet, while far below lies a green valley.
in which the reof of a farm-houge is visible,
whi?e the mountain-range stretches away or;
every side, peak after peak melting into the
blueness of distance. The air which comes
t? them s cool and fresch—a very elixir of |
vitality compared io that of the valley—the
world and the beauty thereof peem out-
spread ; the boundless ocean of ether ahove
their heads is far, and biue, and faint; and &
wild, sweeb fragrance of the forest encom- -
pdsses them, ‘
.“ At least, we have found coolness!® Buys
Meainwaring, taking off his bat, so that the
b'reeze comet to-his brow, round which light
ringd of fair damp hair are lying. ‘
“Yes,” assents Miss Armytage, a little
langnidly, *“but I hardly thiok it is worth
all the exertion we have undergone. What
must Gerald and Miss Courtenay be made of,
I wouder, to like this-form of amusement 1 ’
.“ Sometimes [ rather like it mygelf,” B&YS
Mainwaring, “ but I am sorry I should have
pelrrs,t:uded You to come enly to fatigue yours
gelf,

“We shall not irouble their egossme @

““Oh, it does not matter,” she answers,
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“We are comfortable ensugh here, and most
likely the descent will not be so- unpleasant.
How far do you suppose the others will go?”

“ My the top-of the mountain, moat likely
—they are both excellent pedestrians, I
saw that Langdon had his sketeh-book, too.”

“ He carries that always of late. A re-
vival of his old faney to be an artist seems
to have come to him. Aunt Langdon is very
much disgusted, and indeed I do not wonder.
For any one of his expectations, the thing is
absurd ! ‘

“ Perhaps hia expectations may yet ¢ome
to nanght,” says Meinwaring, lazily stroking
his mustache, *Mrs, Lengdon is rather in.
clined to be eapricious, is she not ?

% Not with regard to Gerald,” answers
Miss Armytage, decidedly. “ He is the one

" person sbout whom she mever has been ca-
pricions. She is more attached to him than
ghe i3 to any one else, and T really believe
that if she had to leave her property abso-
lutely to one or the other, she would rather
leave it to him than to me.”

A ‘woment’s silence follows this state-
ment. ¥ has been made with a purpose,

. Mainwaring feels; and,.as he looks dreamily
into the far purple distance, he realizes that
another east for fortune has failed. Tt is this
realization, perhaps, which brings a slight tone
of bitterness into his voice when he speaks,

“Then," he says, “‘1 suppose you méam
to marry him? "

*What else ecan I do?" she asks, w1th
the faint Rush deepening on her fair face.
“You know how l'am pliced. T have very
little fortune of my own, and, if I do not mar-
ry Gerald, I hardly think aunt will leave me
any thing—at lenst, any thing worth mentlon-

. in L

g'l‘here is another minute’s silence, A bee
comes and settles on a blossom near them,
then passes away wifh a humming sound.
Far below they can distinguish & wagon, like
& white speck, winding aleng a road. Over
head a few light cloude are floating athwart
the great sapphire plains of sky. They are
all along—entirely alone—on this wild moun-
tain.side, and they have for many months

- played at making love. Let us hear, there-
fore, in what paseionate words they will say
farewoll—if farewell must be said. We know
that Romeo and Juliet would nof have said it ;

- . but they were foolish and inconsequent young

people, who fortumately did not live to test

the agreeables of a narrow income. This
time the lady is the first to speak—a little
timidly

‘ Ceell, you cannot blame me ?—you can-
not think it poasible for me to aet other-
wise?"

% No, T don't blame you,” says Mainwar-
ing—and again an accent of bitterness mars
the usually pleasant tone of his veice—“ why
ghould I? You have been reared in cerlain
social conditions which, of course, it would
be madness to ask you to resign,”

She turns on him with s sudden sparkle
in her eye. Even to her a sense of his in-
Jjustice comes.

¥ Have you ever asked me to resign
them ? " ghe demands, “]You know that
you hiave not! You lnow that you have no
right to take such a tone tome! You know
that you are the last—the very lost man in
the world, Cecil Mainwaring, to marry & poor
woman } !

‘“Granted,” he answers, cooIly—though a
flush dyes ]m face now— but, though you
seem to. reproach me, you know why it is 2o,
You koow that people in our world cannot
live on sentiment, nor yet on a few hundreds
a year. I am ene of those poor devils whom
the irony of Fate hes given the position,
tastes, and habits of a gentleman, without
the means to. support them. You are the
corresponding woman. (ommon-sense will
tell you whether or not we can afford 1o
marry each other.”

He puts his hat on again as he speaks, and
pullsitlow down over his brow—an act which,
with many men, is very significant of ruf-
‘fled temper. Miss Armytage is silent. There
can be no doubt that common-senge does tell
her-~hag told her long before this——whether
or not they ean afford to marry each other;
but it is none the less true that common-

senge is not whit she yearns to hear just now.

In the most vapid soul that Vanity Fair ever
starved, there iz sifll some small lodging
loft for that divine folly which men ensll love.
As moch as it is in her 'to love any thing,
this woman loves this man—not to the ex-
tent, be it understood, of resigning any thing
for him—not to the degree of making any
ancrifice, were he foolish enough io ask one;
but quite enongh to feel a very biiter pang
at the necessity of parting with him; quite
enough to long, as any village maiden might,
for words of passion and tenderness. But such

. Armyfage has never in her life looked more

" than he has imagined,

- host. Itis a curlons sense of moblesse oblige
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worda do not come. Mainwaring is silent,
algo, gazing steadily under the level rim of
his Emt at those heavenly-looking penks far
away. Af last it fulls on her to break the si-
lence.

“Yes, I know all that” she says. “It
would be strange if I d:d nof know i, after
having heard nothing clse all my life. But
sometimes one grows weary of the sound of
it1”

Her voice tells more than her words—
there is a betraying quiver in it which makes
Mainwaring turn quickly and look at her.
The eyes Whlch meet hiz own have absolute-
1y tears in them, They are tears of vexation
as well as of pain ; but he, of course, cannot
knew that. Little ns she thinka it, Isabel

lovely, more fitted to charm, than at thig mo-
ment. She has in a measure forgotten her-
gelf, and the cold superciliousness has left
her face. Mainwaring has never been in love
with her, and of late even his faney has very
much died away ; but he is a gentleman, and
he feels suddenly that she cares for him more

“ Forgive me for repeating it, then,” he
snys, taking the small gloved hand next him,
“You must fecl that-it is as hard—much
more hard for me to utter than for you io
hear. Good Heavens! do you suppose I.am
thinking of myself ? ™ (for » moment, perhaps,
he imagines that he is not). “It is of you
that I have thought. How can I be selfish
enough to ask you to give up every thing
that you have been trained to cousider worth
possessing, for me? But, if you will, Isabel,
then T ean only say that you will make me
very happy, and that [ shall strive very hard
to keep you from ever regretting it.”

Let ug confess that this is very well done
for a man to whom nothing would be more
terrible than to be taken at his word, But
Muinwaring has not reckomed without his

which has forced him to this declaration;
but he knows the woman siiting by him too
well not to feel certain what-her anawer will
be, The event justifies his expoctation,

“Tt i impossible!” she says, with the
thrill nt ber heart echoing in her voice.
“You were right in 2ll that you said & mo.
ment ago, and I—I know it as well as you
do. We have been reared under certain con-

ditions, and for certain eunds, you nad I, and
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we cannot put them aside. We are fit for
nothing but society, and soclety would not
recognize us if we were poor and struggling.
We should simply mar each other's lives,
and make each other miserabla. 7 could net
bear poverty, and neither could you; there-
fore it—it is quite impossible for us to think

of marrying each other.’ ’

“ And you will let your annt deliberately
hand you over to Langdoen? asks Main-
waring, jeatously. He is unquestionably re-
lieved by all that she has said; but jeslousy.
is often independent of love, and it is natural.
-that he should grudge Langdon—whom he
has mever liked — this falr pink-angwhite
show-piecé for hiz wealth.

I suppose it will come to that,” she an-
gwers, with a sigh.  * After all, the neceasity
might be worse. Gerald i3 not actively dis.
ngreeable, a3 the men whom' many women
marry ave,””

“ But you eare nothing for him " says
her companion, almost indignantly. He is
not prone to reflect very deeply on gocial or
other kind of evils; but just now the sordid-
ness of all this strikes him, and he wonders
for & moment how guoh women as these can
hold themselves a degree- nbove the €ircas-
sians ol the East,.

Her eyes turn on himiwith a look of sur-
prise, “ Care nothing for him !> ghe repeats,
¢ little bitterly. “ What of that? Do peo.
ple in our world. think it necessary to care
for the man or woman whom they marsy §

And Mainwaring, reflecting on the world
of which she speaks, cannot honestly affirm
‘that they do,

. —_———

CHAPTER X,
A DAY OF GYPSYING.

Wiiek this conversation is in progress:
ob the side of the mountain, Langdon and-
Bybil have made their way to the summit,.
and onjoy a view as much more extended
than that whieh lies: before the others.as:
their position is more elovated, Hill and val..
ley, meadow and stream, peaks and gorges,.
Ye spreed below them in enchanting com-.
binations of color and form; while afar off,,
an. the blue. horizon, they can see the state..
ly creat of more than one famous monarch:
amoitg the mountaine, Alse they can now
command aview of the Springs—of hotel and!
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cottages nestling in the green basin which
incloses them. | ’

“Does it not look bakingly hot down
there?* says Sybil, complacently, * A valley
in the mountains is always, at mid-day, the
warmest place in the worldt I wish we had’
brought some luncheon along, and we need
not have gone back until evening. Why had
we not sense enough to think of it ? ™

“I did think of it,” answers Langdon,
“but I hed not andacity enough to propose
‘that you should spend n whole day in my
society—nor vanity enough to imagine that
you would find it pleasans.”

‘ Now, I call that nonsense,” says Sybil,
candidly. “I really don't believe-— excuse
me !—that you thought of the luncheon at w1l
Else your humility might have allowed you
to remember that I have lately spent several
whole afternoons and mornings in your so-
- elety, and, since I am here now, the inference
i that I did not find them unpleasant.”

“You are very kind,” he says, laughing;
“go kind that I ghell eonfess thet lumility
wed hot altogether the cause of my failure to
bring a lunch. . I ¢id think of it, but another
and better plan presented itself to my con-
sideration. There is a farm.house not far
trom bere-—on the other side of the hill—
where we can obtain a simply Areadinn col-
lation. In the course of one of my solitary
rambles, I was there the other day, and, after
giving me a bounteous repast of corn-bread
and buttermilk—I am sure youn are pastoral
enough to like buttérmilk—the good weman
preasingly invited me to return, promising
to kill, if not o fatted calf, at least o fut.

ted chicken for me. Shall we go and get

e

“ By all means,” cries Sybil, with a child’s
delight daneing into her eyes. - “ How pleas-
ant it will be! -1 like bubiermilk of all
things, and I have not had a drop since I
left home. Buil”—her face falls a little—
“how about Miss Armytage and Mr. Main-
waring? OFf course we must ask them to go
too; and do you think the good woman will
be prepared for such & company ?

“1 am pure the good woman would wel-
come thrice as many, and sprend her hest
cheer for them. But you need not fear—
they will not come. I felt sure of that when
they started. JIsabel mever m?nﬁed a hill
‘in her life, and I doubt if Mainwaring finds

doubt, their faces are turned in saddened wis.
dom toward the Springs.”

“T hope so, I am sure,” says Bybil,
% There is a fitness in all things, and neither
Miss Armytage nor Mr, Maibwaring suits o
place like this. New, you and I -—she
glances at him gayly—* would make eapital
gypsies, would we not? "

“T think so,” he answers, smiling in turn
a3 he locks at the winsome face; “s0 we

will go gypsying to.day—though we have not -

 kettle in which to make our ewn tea and
cook our own rabbit.”

“Who ever heard of cocking a rabbit in
a kettle?” laughs Sybil, “Or who ever
heard of gypsies drinking tea? Iamd afeaid
your knowledge of the habits of vagrants
needs to be improved, Now, T have secn
some gypsies—real gypsies. They Came to
our house once and told my fortune ?"

“1 hope it was a good one.”

“ Do they ever tell any other kind? I
was to marry young, live very happily, and
be very rich—all of which seems in a fair
way of coming to passy' '

“Did they mention the probable appear-
ance of your future husband ? "

“ Yes, he was to be tall and handsome—
like Jack.”

‘t1 have no faith in gypsies,” says Lang-
don, quietly beginning to make a gepia sketch.

The gummit of the mountain is level as o
table, and they are seated together under a
large tree, with their faces turned toward the
hreeze which comes so freshly and sweetly
ever milds of rustling forest to visit this
“ wind-loved &pot,” and the unusual visitors
geated thereon, .

Ag Geruld sketches, Bybil talks——that goy
nonsense which is pleasanter than the wis-
dom of sages when one hearkens with par-
tial ears, There is no constraint between
them; they have established o thorough ca-
maraderie, which is as agreeable as it ia un-
common hetween two young people of oppo-
site sexes, With most young ladies this
would be impossible ;- or, if posgible at all,
would degenerate into the fast familiarity
which must inevitably bring in its turn that
contempt of which the proverb speaks, But
Bybilis peither & cut-and-dried * young lady,”
ror yet that girl of the period, fast of men-
ners and daring of speech, with whom we ell
have the honor of being acquainted. She is

the exercise agreeable, At this moment, no

only a frank, sweet meiden, with intelligent
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mind and unawakened heart, whose life-long
companionship with Jack and Frank has
fitted her to be the comrade of another man
in just such fushion — provided that man
treats her like a sensible being, and does not
insist upon regarding her solely in the licht
of a recipient of compliment and a partner in
flirtation. Not that she doea not like both
these things in their proper place, but, as
she has remarked, * there is a fitness in all
things, and their place is nof in the falr,
sylvan haunts and greenwoed shades which
are associuted with all the simple, healthy,
out-door pleasures of the childheod she h’t?
gearcely left behind.

Before long sho proceeds to eall her coml-
panion to account for his “Last Duchess ?
comparison. “I did not cxactly undersiand
the point of it,” she confesses, *“but I sup-
posé you meant that, like the duchess, I emile
too indiseriminately, T don’t pretend to deny
the charge. Of course, I desire to make my-
self agreeable to everybody—and why should
Inots"

“ A very commendable desire, if proper-
1y regulated,” says the artist, with gravity;
“bat, if not regulated, very likely to lend
to unpleasant results, as in the case of the
duchess.”

“ But fortunately I have no hushand with
a nine-hnndred.years.old name, to order, that
my smiles shall stop altogether.” ’

“Very true. Unpleasant resuolts vary,
however, with time and circumstances.”

“ What do yon mean #” she asks, impa-
tiently. - What unpleasant vesults can hap-
pen from my smiles ?

“ Do you remember feeling indignant yes-
terday beoause you overheard o lady say that
you were ¢ an unsceupulous firs ?° That was
one result,”

“ Bah ! says Sybil, with an accent caught
from Mrs, Lau%don, I did pot mind that spite-
ful remark, She only said so heeause the
man with whom I was dancing used to be an
admirer of hers.” '

Langdon shakes his head over his sketch.
“T am afraid, my duchess,” he gays, “that
the worsh result is in yourself I am afraid
that the love of admiration and the desire to
win it has elready made yvou careless from
whom il comes, or &t what cest to others it is
obtained.”

She flushes painfully., “ You say very un-

pleasant things " she eries. * I don't know |

-

why I should submit to it. Nobody else finds
fault with me. Puapa has not said o word, and’

"Mrs, Langdon thinks that the more men I at-

tract the better.” :

“It iz beeause nobody clse finda fault
with you that I have ventured to do 20,” he
answers, genily—so gently that Sybil, whom
a kind word always melts, feels her indipgna.
tion vanishing. “ It is'also because I feel an
interest in you such as few others do, I think,
I was nitracted by you, when we met in Rich.
mond, because you were 8o fresh, 5o natural,
go unlike the girls one meets by hundreds at
places like this, You may judge, then, whoth.
er or not it pains me to sec you losing more
of your distinetive charms each day, assimi-
lating more to a standard which is unworthy
of your imitation, and cheapening the value of
your smiles by showering them on every man
—foel or otherwise—whe is presented to you.”

The gray eyes which are lifted from’the
gketeh to meet her own have & glow in them
which Sybil does mot exactly understand.
There i3 no possible ground to doubt that °
Mr. Langdon is in earnest; yet why should
Be take so much interest in the deterioration
of her character or the wasting of her smiles ¢
This iy the question which che mentally pro-
poses to herself, and to which she receives
no satisfactory reply. '

“ In short,” she says, trying to look piqued,
and not by any means achieving B success,
Y you mean that you agree with the good-na-
tured ludy whom you have already quoted,
and consider me ‘ an unserupulous firt 3"

“You have mistaken me very much if
you think se for 2 moment,” he anawers,
guickly. *But you do nof think so. You
understand exactly what I mean.”

She gives up the effort to look piqued,
and laughs as she takes up a small stone and
hurls it over the edge of the mountain, In
the days of their common childhood, Frank
taught her bow to throw .o stone, and she is
very vain of the unusual aceomplishment,

“ Yes, I suppose I understand you,” she
says, with a Httle gigh ; “but it iz only saints
who are always perfect, you know, and J=
well, it i3 perhaps unnecessary to remark °
that T am not a saint. Let us drop thie sub.
jeet. I shall not come on any more moun.
tain-expeditions if you improve the oceasion
by telling me of my faults. Nobody likes to
be told of his faults. It is & personal sub-
jeet which iz never agreeable,”




- of ehildren over their gerambles.

" % You are determined to insnve silence
when you threaten ip come 001 N0 MWOTre Moun-

. tain - expeditions,” "says Langdon, gmiling.

 By.the-by, I fanoy it iy time to go and eee
about our buttermilk. Do you fecl ready for
the wall? " ‘

Yes, Sybil says, she is quite ready; and,
efter the drawing-materials have been packed
together and slung over her companion’s
shoulders, they set their faces down the moun-

tain. . The path which they follow is by no
means so good as the one by which they as-
cended, but it has the merit of being dengely
ghaded, and they laugh a8 merrily as a pair
The as-
gistance which Langdon finds it necessary to
offer, Sybil willingly accepts; and, as he
breaks a way for her through the under-
growth, or helps her over rocks, the senge of
frank and pleasant intimacy deepens between
them, After a time they reach the bourne
of their journey—a log farmn-house on the

", side of the hill, where they are received and

"

- made heartily welcome by the good weman

of whom Gerald has spoken. They sre also
received and solemnly stared at by half a
dozen tow - headed urchins, who bear the
names of Virginin's illustrions dead. Their
mother introduces George Washington, Thom.
ag-Jefferson, Patrick Henry, Martha Wash-
ington, and Robert Lee—all of whom, she
adds, were named by hier old man. 8he then

- spreads a repast which is as bounieous and

Arcadian as the hesrt of wanderer could
desfre, Milk and bread - and- butter—she

_ apologized thet she hod nothing better to of-
- fer, unless they will wait until she ean kill

and cook a chicken ; but Langdon and Sybil
assure her that they could not possibly de-
sire any thing better, and the chicken, which

*ig peacefully picking round the door-step, is
. gpared, Thomas Jefferson and Martha Wash.

ington disappear for a time, to reappenr pres-
ently with a tin vessel full of ripe black-
berries, which they have been out to gather.

Moved to emulation, Patrick Henry also goes,

and returns with. some small, hard, green’

peaches, which look as if they might possibly
ripén by October, Of the first, Sybil plenti-
fully partakes; for the last, Langdon gravely
returng thanlks, and puts them in his pock-
et, to consume on the way, he unblushingly
g#tates, He then opens his portfolio, and,
while Sybil is still oceupied in staining her

fingers and lips with blackberries, he sketeh.
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es the heads of the family in erayon, They
crowd around him while hiz practised finpers
touch ap the different likenesses to really ex-
cellent fidelity, and the shyest among them
finds voice to express amazement and de-
light, The “goed woman,” in partieular,
overpowers him with geatified thanks, and is
80 earnestly desirous that Sybil and himszelf
should return- speedily that it is with diffi-
culty they at last take their departure, es-
corted to the stile by the whole family, and
admiringly gazed upon a3 long ag they are in
sight,

The warmest hours of the day have heen
gpent in this manmer, and it is as cool and
pleasant as they could possibly desire on the

" hill-side up which they slowly elimb, They

are in a wilderness of green, touched here and
there with gold, but only here and there, for
they are on the eastern gide of ihe mountain,
and the sun has almost altogether left it,
Great masses of gray rock lie along their
path, cushioned with mosg and draped with
delicate ferns. The sylvan solitude is all
their own, and 8o fair is it, so wild and fairy-
like, that no possible phenomenon whieh
could ocour would startle them, not the ap-
pearance of a beauntiful princess on a snow.
white palfrey, nor a knight in a green-and-
gold hunting-suit, nor even—

“If, from a bee\ch's.heart, ’

A bluc-eyed dryed, stepping forth, shounld say,

i ‘Behold me! Iam May !l »—
or any thing else, for that matter, -

8o deeply in shade have they been that,
when they rench the summit, they are startled
to find how early it is—how high the sun still
blazes in the western sky, and how bathed in
golden light is alt that part of the woild which
does not lic on the eastern side of the moun-
tains. Bybil sits down on the grass, and
Langdon establishes himszelf by her side,

“We need not think of going down for an
hour or two yet,” she says. * What do you
guppose, by-the.way, our friends will imagine
has become of us? ™

¢ Public opinion—a8 much a8 knows any
thing about us—will be divided between flir-
tation, death, and elopement,” he replies,
“ Our special friends—that is, yonr father and
my atep-mother—if they give ug o thought,
will quietly take it for granted that we are
arauzing ourselves, a conclusion in which they
are not mistaken.”

¥ Don’t you think it might be best to speak

L

T EAT

A DAY OF

for yougself ? Syhil suggests. *“ How do yoa
know that fam amused? At this moment I
may be pining for Mr, Mainwaring, or some
one else, on w%}n to bestow the smiles you
condemn,”

* At least you can’t deny that you enjoyed
the buttermiik and the blackberries,” he re-
torts. * Which reminds me that-Patrick
Henry's peaches are still in my pocket, Will
you hare one? "

Bhe takes it with a laugh. “I am afraid
Patrick Ilenry would not be flattered,” she
says, “but just now Dr. Abernethy’s advice
about cucnmbers occurs to me, to peel, slice,
prepare with vinegar and pepper, and then—
throw away.”

Bo, talking lightly, they sit for an hour,
watching the sun sinking slowly to his rest,
Fhey know that the world below them is all
astir 4vith life and gayety, but they only feel
& senge of moral ag well as physies! exaltation
at being elevated go far above it~at being
perched, alone with each other, on this serene
mountain-top. They are supremely satisfied
and content—they "scarcely ask why. It iz
one of those golden houra in life which are
vouchsafed now and then to all of us—~heurs
when the feverish strugple of existence secms
to cease, when no memory of the past or an-
ticipation of the fature comes to trouble us,
or mar the ealm in which we ¥est, content,
like children, with the present, On such an’
hour we afterward look back wistfully, won-
dering if we rated it-at its full value while it
rested like o benediction over ns! Most Kke-
ly not. Most likely its enchanted minutes
slipped unheeded through our careless fingers,
and we only waked with a thrill when we
stood, like Adam and Eve, outside the gates
of paradise.

Bo it is with Sybil; but Langdon is wiser,
and hoards, as it were, the priceless seconds
flying fast. If it were possible to say to
Time, “ Linger awhile!” he would gladly say
it; but, since Joshua of old, no mortal voice
has had power over that autocrat of life. He
watehes, therefore, the pun nesring its bed of
glory, and, after a panse, which has lasted for
several mmutes, speaks abruptly :

‘ There is something which I wish to say
to you before we leave this mountain, and yet
you cannot tell how I dread to mar the memo-
ry of a day which has been io me so altogeth.
er bright.”

*Why sheuld any thing which you have
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to say mar i ¢¥ Sybil asks, “If it is about
me again—"' N

“No," he mterrupts “It iy about my.
gelf. T mean to be as egotistical as passible,
and tell you more than I have ever told any
one else on carth.”

“Indeed!” she says—and it must be con-
fessed that sométhing exceedingly like curl-
osity wakes the animation on her face—in
that case, pray do not hesitate to apeak I
shall be very glad to listen,”

Notwithstanding this encouragement, he
still hesitates, and another golden minute

‘drops, like a bubble, into the great gulf of

time past. Then, turning, he leans on his el-
bow, and looks at her with eyes

' Ag of the sky and sea on a gray day."

“De you remember,” he snys, “that you
asked me not long ago if I did not mean to
make a marriage of convenience?

Hybil is  little surprised, and perhaps a
trifle startled, by this unexpected question,
She takes the last ome of Patrick Henry’s
pezches, and drops it, like its predecessors,
over the verge of the mountain, as she re-
plies: “Yes, I remember, But the queation
was an impertinent one, and you need mnot
answer it if you don’t wish to do s0.” .

He smiles. “I promised vou that I would
enswer it,” he says, “and I always like to
keep my word, The answer is brief, more-
over, and will not require much trouble for
we to speak, or for you to hear. It i is sunply
—-NO n

Her kands drop in her Inp, her face turns
on him with great, dork, wondering eyes,
“Nol” she repeats, incredulonsly, *Mr,
Langdon, you are surely not in earnest] You
can’t mean that~that you arve not going to

- marry Mias Armytage? ™

“Imean just that,” he anewers, emphati-
cally. “Will you tell me why you think that
I cannot be in earnest? ”

“ Because,” sho angwers, gravely, “your
step-mother hag told me that you will certain.
1y marry her nicee, and I am gure you are not
the man to hold such an engagement lightly,
or to think that it is posmble to retreat from
it with honor,”

“You are quite right,” he says, with a
flush fickerlng into his dark eheek, “But,
thank God! there is no engagement, nor shad-
ow of an engagement, existing between Isa.
bel Armytage and myself —nothing {rom
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- which I cannot retreat with honor and self
respeoct.”

“But Mrs, Langdon—"

“My step-mother,” he interrupts, impa-
tiently, “ is anxious for such an arrangement,
and for' a time—in sheer apathy and hopeless.
ness of spirit—1I felt as if I might gratify ber,
a8 if I might settle down and be content with
the mere husks of life; but this mood did not
Iast, Sometling came and roused me from
my lethargy ; I looked round, and took breath
" a3 well as. thought, After all, what are the

material goods of life in comparison with
fededom and selfrespeet? Therefore I am
here to-diy a free man—free in spirit as well
ag in fact—I{rce, after a boudage of twenty-
eight years!"

‘Syhil gazes af him wonderingly. Certain-
iy e singular change has come over him. ‘The
listlessneds hag vanished from hig face, the

. languor frofu his eyes. He looks like one to
whom life, hope, resolution, have come, Un-
-consciously he throws back hig ghoulders and
Herd with o gesture significant of courage
and exultation, He seems to thrill in every
‘fibre with the words he has uitered—golden

" worda to those who know. how to heed them
—What are the material goods of life in

- comparison with freedom and self-regpect?

# Once in every man's life, I suppose,” he

. goes on, after & minute, * he has to choose
not only between God and Mammen, but also
between Mammon and his higher self, and on
that cheice depends the whole course and
meaning of his life, For years past I have
felt & hopeless sense of an existence pre-
arranged and fitted in o groove, which has

" orushed all active manhood out of me. Be-
fore I could decide for myself with regard to

- what my life should be, my father died, leav-

"ing little fortune ; and my step-mether, with
whom I had ulways been a great favorite, at

- onee adopted me, with the avowed determina-
tion of making my future her carve, She kept
her word ‘most generously, . She lavished
money on my edueation and my personal
wantd, but she laid 4 positive interdict on the

‘ome thing for which Nature fitted me—the
pursuit of art, So I grew up, chafing a littte
against the restraint—yet not very much, In
a certain sense, the world was at my feet, and
its pleasures ready to my hand, No wonder
the smothered flame within me gave only
fitful gigna of its existence, Then came my

. blind, upreagoning passion for Mary Peron.

nean—a padsion which filled every hour and
colored every act of my life, Great Heavens,
what a fool I wasl Looking at the woman
now, I gannot realize what enchantment used
to rest for me in her commonest words and
tones. However, I presume every man has
passed through such o peried of folly, and
looked back on it afterward with pityiig
scorn. I think my folly was a degree more

intense than most people’s. I worshiped her,”

followed her, was her absolute slave for years,
and wag freasted—well, I have told you how,
in the end. It wos during thig time that the
art-fever waked in me again. If I married
Mary, T knew that I could expect nothing
from my step-mother, 80 I went to Europe
and tested my capacity as an artist. Un-
taught as I wag, I found that it exceeded all
T had dared to hope. Artists of high posi-
tion spoke words of kindly eneouragement,
‘which it cheers me to remember even yet.
Then, in the flush of youthful assurance, I
wrote a letter—such a letter—-to Miss Peren-
neay, painting my future all in rose-color,
and praying her to wait, enly to wait, a little
while, until I eould eonquer fame and fortune,

Of course, having conguered them, I meant -

to lay them at her feet, cte. Miss Perouneau

was a.sensible young lady of the nineteenth -

century. Bhe teok no notice of this rhapsody,
and the next news I heard was of her mar-
riage to Mr, Trescott,”

His voice drops over the last werd. Light-
ly =8 ke has spoken, perhaps even yet the old
pang stirg & little—or, if not the pang, at
Ieast its memory. It must be a very callous

.nature which does not shrink when even the
-gear of an old wound I8 touched. The disk
of the gun at thiz moment touches the hori-

zon. Heis glorions and majestie still, though

o slight veil of cloud enables them to look on .
his fery countenance, As he sinks gradually

below the purple line of distant mountaing,
they do not speak; Dbut, when the last
glimpse of his rodiant face bas disappeared,
and the elonds above are eatching his re.
flected splendor, Sybil says, with a soft sigh :

“Qur day is ended ! It Aasbeen pleasant,
bag it not 77 N

“No day is ended while sunset yet re-
mains to it,” answers Langdon ; “but I must
take you down the mountain soon, or you will
be late for the ball tonight.”

4T don’t think I care parucular]y for the

Jball,” she says, meditatively.
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“You care for Mra. Grundy, however, and

I fear that worthy dame is already shaking

her head over our escapade,”

“ 41 don’t think I eare for Mra. Grundy,
either, But Mr. Mainwaring will be finely
provoked. He has an engagement to take
me into the ballroom and dance the firs{ set
with me.” ' '

“ Disappointment i3 good for man,” says
Tangdon, composedly, “It teaches him his
level, which Mainwaring sadly needs to find,
Well, let me finish my story in the few min-
utes which remain to ws, You must not
think that I made a fool of myself very long
after the death of my hopes. Of course, such
a blow stuns a man for a time; but, if his
gourage is of the right metile, he soon re-
coverd, But I fousid that I eould not look on
life exactly ag I had looked upon it before.
Tts trifles had ceased to amuse me, I felt the
need of work—of some serious and definite
aito in life. Above all, I felt that longing
whieh Is only known to the born artist—that
passionate fever of inspiration which with a
painter expresses itself in form and color, as
with a poet it flows into great thoughts and
melodious verse. But the ome thing which
1y step-mother asked in return for all that

‘she had done for me was that I should not

become an artist—a life which she regarded
as a sort of plcturesque vagabondage, un-
recognized by good society. Now, I ant'well
aware that there are many men who, feeling
all that I felt, would have burst what they
called ° the chains of obligation,” and gone
their way, But I could not do so. Those
chaing were to me very real and binding. I
knew for how much I was indebted to my
step-mother. I also linew that thera was but
one way in which I could acknowledge and
repay the debt-—that was the way of this
gacrifice. There were. many people who
called me wealt, as well as mercenary, for
making it; bué I hope that yox understand
why I did 80.”

“ Yeg,” gays Sybil, looking at him with
eyes full of that intelligent sympathy which
De Quincey defines as comprehension, T un-
derstand. I think it would bave been very
hard for any but a naturally selfish person o
have acted otherwige.”"

To her surprise he takes her hand—a lit-
tle bare, blackberry-stained hand—and kisses
it.

“Thank you,” he says, gratefully. - * You

cannot tell how glad I am to hear you say
that; you cannot comprehend how happy it
makes me to believe that you do not think
that 1 sold my liberty for the hope of o for—
tane,”

T am sure no one who knows you could
thinl 'so,” gaya Bybil, bravely, though the
lovely carnalion of her cheeks has deepened
to crimson. Let those who have heard much
of advanced flirtation forgive the gixl her
mild peceadilios, when they learn that this is -
the firgt time any mon has ever klased her
hand ! :

“ Ak, T am not sure of that,” says Laqg-
don, “but no matter! . My own conscience
aoquits me, and that is enough., So Igaveup
my gecond great hope, and sank into a listless
apatlhy which seemed to eat like ruat into my
soul. After a while I went abroad again, and
lounged like o dissatisfied sphiit over half the
civilized world. Last winter my stepmother
came to Nice, and brought Isabel Armytage,
whom I had known from = child, with her.
Ther she told me that this was the wife she
had selected for me. I was in a mood which

inclined me to any desperate act, but still T’

could not face with philosophy the idea of
linking wmyself for life to such a vapid piece
of womankood-—one, too, who cared no more
for me than I for her. I asked for time to
consider the subjeect. When we returned to
this country,I went down to Charleston for a
month or two. There I considered it at my
leisure. The result wag, that I decided to ac.
cept what Fate offered. * Why not 2’ thought
I, recllessly. ©Love and ambition are both
dend for me! What remains but the outside
of life, and, if cne has purple and fine linen,
and fares sumptucusly every dey, one may he
content,’ And it was in this mood that I was
gomg to meet my fate, wheu”—sudderﬂy hls
voice ainks a little, a different
into it—'"when I met you,
saved me'l”

412" gays Sybil.

She can say no more, for 8
coming now, and the traitor blo
again to her cheeks,

“ Yes, you,” he answers. “You di
guess it, and I searcely knew it till now. It
was not that I fell in love with you; Idonot
mean that—"

“T did not imagine that you meant it"
she interposes, hastily.

“ But it was that yon roused me out of
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mysell,” he goes on, as if she had not spoken,
“and made me feel how sweet a thing wom-
anhood could be. You-see those other two
had represented the sex to me for so long!

- My old reluctance came back on me, but atill
I hesitated, thinking of all I owed my step-
mother, until nrow—now hesitation is at an
end, for I know that I Iove you, and that, ag
God hears me, I will never marry any other
woman ! " ]

The passionate energy of bis voice ringa
out strangely on the atill air, and Sybil quiv-
ers from héad to foot with the start she gives,
and the puppressed excitement thit makes
her feel as if she had réceived an electric
shoek from a galvanie battery., It occura ta
her that this is a  déclaration "~—one of those
things which the heroines In her favorite
novels always receive either with rapture or
indignation, no intermediate state of feeling

" being known, Sybil has no perscnal expe-
rignce of declarations before this—save, in-
deed, those of Jack; but, since he has been
meking them off and on ever since she wag
three years old, she has never been able to
bring herself to a heroinelike mode of re-
ceiving them, These thoughts pass like a
flash through her brain; also, it must be
confessed, the reflection that, if this is a good
specimen of o declavation, they are rather
more startling than agreeable,

* Bybil,” says Langdon, after a minute~—
and his voico ia very gentle—*1 fear I have
surprised, and—not pleased you. Did I not
tell you that I feared to speak, lest I should
mar the bright memory of fo-day? RBut I
could not let you go on thinking I was to

" marry another woman! I could not see oth-

-er yhen striving to win you without asking
you to give me a chance to do'so. I know
-you do not love me now~-it would be strange,
indeed, if you did—but will you not let me
try to win your heart 87
- He looks at her with eyes that plead like
hia voice, and Sybil looks back at him, very
ungertain what to reply. She Is not eon-
- geious either of rapture or indignation. She
fs only honestly puzzled, ss many a girl has
been before, uncertain of her own heart, flat-
tered, tonched, yet full of & struggling sense
of loyalty to Jack. The colorsplashed, sun-
got sky is tingeing with a flood of glory the
world outsprend in.green beauty at their feet,
and “the mountain’s purple bust alone in
high and glimmering air,” but neither of

them notices i Both are absorbed in the
issue belween them—that supreme issua of
man’s and woman’s life, on which depends
more of the best interests of existence here
and hereafter than many pause to think., At
lagt— .

“I really thiple you are mistalken,” she
says, diffidently. * “I don't think enybody ia
trying to win me--at least, not anybody here.
And” (with evident sincerity} “ I cannot im-
agine what anybody anywhere wants withme ;
but, of course, that is & matter of taste, If

' you wish to try, I~I do not object, but Mra,

Langdon will be very angry.”

“Never mind about Mrs, Langdon,” saye
Gerald, smiling. *You and I are all alone
now; let us speak only of ourselves. Sybil,”
taking her hands, and gazing wistfully into
her fair, sweet face, “ do you think you can
ever learn o love me well enough to marry
me? Remember, I am a poor man, and I
must for many years, perhaps for always, be
a strugeling one,”

Again she looks at him doubtfully. AL
ready Sybil hag been Iong enough in Vanity
Fair to learn that poverty is not a pleasant
thing, and that struggles are not conducive
to enjoyment of life, Despise her if you will,
friends, but put your hands upon your hearts,
and answer, if you can, whether like consid.
erations have not swayed you at certdin erit-
ical moments of your lives, But, to do her
justice, she does not think of this long-—an-
other remembrance flashes upon her,

#T1 do not know whether I could learn to
love you or not," she falters, * but you forget
Jack! Ishould act as badly ag Mrs, Trescott
seted to youif I threw him over~he who has

loved me all my fife—for you, whow I have

known only three weeks !

“The cases are not parallel at all” says
Langdon, ‘ Don't compare yoursell for a
moment to that--that woman! You have
not, I am sure, vowed passionate love and
devotion to this man of whom you speak,
and bound yourself by every tie of lionor to
be true to him, and him only1”

No, Sybil confesses, she has not done that,
On the contrary, she says, contritely, she has
behaved badly, very badly, to Jack. Upon
this point Eangdon takes issue with her, and
they are etill arguing it pro and con, omind.
ful of the twilight deepening round them,
when suddenly she geizes his arm with genu-
ine consternation,
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4 There is somebody on the moentain,”
she says, I hear footsteps—do not you?"

He lays his hand over hera and listens for
a moment.

“ Yes,” he says, “some one I3 coming,
but there is no need to be alarmed. High-
waymen are unkmown here. It s growing

late, however, and I must take you down.”

8he does not demur, and he assists her to
her feet, placing her hand in his arm when
he has done so. In this fashion they pro-
ceed for several yards, when round an abrupt
turn of the path a tull figure appears, and
Sybil, starting, eries—

“ Jack t?

———n

CHAPTER XI.
THE TRIBUNAL OF MRS, GRUNDY.

fz’ #s Jack—dJack in flesh and bLlood, and’
not an avenging wraith or ghost, as Sybil at
firs{ apprehends—Jack, with & great expres-
sion of anxiety on his handsome, honest face,
which gives way to relief when he hears the
well-known voice that i3 as music to his ears,
In snother moment, the hand which Sybil
withdraws from Langdon's arm is in his
grasp —a strenuous grasp, lkely to be re.
membered for some time after it has actually
ceaged—and he is disconnectedly gaying how
glad, how very glad, he is to see her again, .

Bhe returns the assurance with as much
coherence and sincerity as could, perhaps, be
expected. Then she inguires, not unnatural-
1y, when he reached the Springs, and how he
came to be in such a place at such an hour.’

- %1 renched the Springs at two o’clock to-
day,'" he anawers, *“and I have been watching
and welting for you ever since. At last, as
night wea plainly coming on, and there was
atill no sign of you, I could not reatrain my
unensiness any longer, and your futher-agreed
with me that I ought to come in search of

1 i

“Papa’s uneasiness has suddenly devel-
oped,” says Sybil. “1I am sure that if you
had not been there to auggest anxiety to him,
he would not have eared whether I éver came
back at all or not. It is a great comfort to
have a philosophieal father, He does not
worry oene. But. he ought to have had more
regard for your pafety, Jack, than to allow
you to come out among these mountaing all
alone—~yor might easily have got loat,”

Jack laughs at this, Anxlety, jealousy,
every thing ia forgotten in the pleasure of
hearing Sybil's gay petulance again,

“1 should like any one to Iose me/” he
says, with the confidence of one well versed
in wooderaft. “But you must surely have
been lost yourself to have staid so long,”

“ No,'" answers Sybil, frankly, “ I have not
been lost. Mr.- Langdon knows too much
about the mouniaing for that. By-the-way,
let me introduce you both. — Mr. Langdon,
this is my old friend, Mr, Palmer.”

The two gentlemen say that they are hap-
py to make euch other's acquaintance, ond
shake hands with a semblance of eordiality
which, slight as it ig~—and it would scarcely
‘deceive a child of five years old—does them
both credit. Who has not seen men shake
hands sowetimes when they would infinitely
rather have fought, and becn amused by the
restrained' pugnacity of mauoper and appear-
ance, the grim, business-like spirit in which
the ceremony is performed? Sybil has a
keen sense of humor, and she is amused now,
even while she feels vexed. Could any thing
possibly be more mal @ propos than such &
meeting? This is the guestion which she
asks herself, and answers decidedly in the
negative. .

“ Jinee papa is 5o uneasy,” ghe says, with
o strong suspicion of ireny in her voice, “we
had better go on as quickly as possible. Bee
how the lights are beginning to gleam down
at the Springs I—No, thanks, Mr, Langdon, I
don’t believe I need any assistance, — Jack,
how did you leave them all at home ?”

While Jack answers this question in de-
tail, Langdon walks on in front—the path be-
ing narrow—{eeling more chafed and irritated
than iz at all reasonable. He catches frag-
ments of the conversation behind~—the famil-
iar ellusions—the constantly recurring names
‘of Frank and Meta and Alice—the inquiries
about horses and dogs end neighbors—and
he realizes for the first time, with painfully
startling distinctness, how much of the asso.
ciation of the past, of her childhood end Ler
home, are emhodied for Sybil in the man
with whom she talks,

After & time the evening grows darker and
the path rongher. -

“Syhil, you had better take my arm,” says
Jack; but Sybil declines. Having refused
Langdon's assistance, she feels an obligation

to do so, and stumbles along by herself in




. - if she returned.”
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extreme discomfort. Thig is the first disa--h This is too mugch for 8ybil to bear.

greeable consequence of fwo lovers; and in-
Btinet warna her that it will not be the last.

Luckily, she does not break her neck or
dislocate her aukle, and, having lightened the
. way by a few constrained attempts at general

. conversation, they at last find themselves at

the foot of the mouwntain.

They cross the railroad and enter the
grounds of the Springs—Sybil momently more
oppreased by a sense of guilt. She feels like
a culprit about to be led before Mre. Grundy
for sentence. As they pass the hotel, and she
gees the parlor already full of bright beings
in lownecked and long-trained dresses, she
turns to Langdon :

“I hope they have all Jelt the cottade,
she says. Do not youi"

This hope i3 destined to disappointment.
On the eottage-piazza Mrs, Grundy has erected
her tribunal, composed of Mrg. Langdon, Mr.

Courtenay, and Miss Armytage, When the

two ‘culprits, escorted by Jack--who, in the
dim light, might puss for a grenadier or a
policeman — ascend the steps, this tribunal
receives them in austere silence,

“Well,” says Sybil,” with an attempt to
epeak lightly, “ you see we have got back at
laat 17

“1 sco that Mr. Palmer has drought you

. back," answers Mya, Langdon, “1 don’t sup-
pose it would bave oceurved to either of you
that it was proper or advigable to come hack
if he had not gone after yon,”

Ok, indeed it would ! cries the prizoner
at the bar, cagerly, * We were just starting
down ihe mountain when Jack met us—were
we not, Jack "

I am very sorry that the delay was my
fault,” Langdon says.. * I persuaded Miss
Courtenay, instead of coming back for dinner,
to go to a farm-house and get an Arcadian
anch of bread.and-milk.—We forgot to thivk

~'thet you might be uneasy shout her,” he
adds, turning to Mr. Courtenzy,

“I have not been exactly uneasy,” that
gentleman quietly respouds, and there iz an
edge of garcasm in his voice which Sybil

- knows well—* I only thought that, in defer-

ence to custom and prejudice, it might be well

' No doubt,” puts in Mige Armytage, with
“her faint, supercilious laugh, *there was
something Arcadian besides bread-nnd-miik,

“Yed, there was -something Aveadisn,”
she retorts, “ There were fresh alr and quiet-
ness, ond—and no ill-natured people! You
all geem to think that we have done some-
thing dreadful,” she goes on, addressing the
company ; “but I am sure.! see no harm in
it, and it was a mere nccident that made us
late.”

*We did not expect you to see any harm
in it, my dear,” says the old lady—whe, pro-
voked as ghe s, cannot help liking the girl’s
spirit—*‘ young people seldom see any harm
In transgressing the rules of propriety, but
old ones know that it is zafest to keep within
them.—Mr, Courtenay, shall we go to supper
now P-—Gerald, I suppose you have your toilot
yet to make 2"

So the tribunal gathers its virtuous robes
about it and departs—Miss Armytage sweep-
ing silently and majestically past Langdon,
who still stands on the steps, As we Luow
well, she has not the.faintest sentiment of
love for him, but she is none the less deeply
incensed that he—whom the world in general
conceives to be her partieular property —
should “ flirt ” to such a degree as this with
another woman,

¥ Are they not fateful 27 says Sybil, cap-

lighe, T don’t think T ever knew* people more
disagrecable !I—Jack, my dear bhay, thiz has
been a poor welcome for you! Pray dov’t
think that such interesting anmscments go
on all the time”

*Oh, it does not matter about me!” an-
swers Jack, cheerfully; “but I am sorry you
should have got into hot water, Bybil.”

#1 think it is rather more cold than hot,”
says Sybil.—"“Don't you fecl a chilly sensa-
tion, Mr, Langdon ?"

“T feel that I have been very seriously to
blame,"” replies Langdon, gravely, “and that
I must beg you to forgive me. If I had not
detained you, this unpleasantness would pot
have occurred.”

“Nonsense!” eries she, with quick de.
fiance. “ Who cares for unpleasantness?
But I care” for my toilet, and I must really
go and make it.—dw revoir, Jack, until I
gee you at the ball{ ¥

-8he waves her hand, and digappears with-
in the Venetian doors before Jack can say a
word—and he bas many words ready on the

which made you forget the lapse of time.”

end of his tongue. Langdon feels a slight

didly, watching the trio disappear in the twi.
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gentiment of compassion for him, a3 ha stands
gazing blankly afier her, and says:
“Don’t you think we had better go over
and get supper before we change our dress ?”
“1 thought of waiting here until Sybil
was ready,” he answers, simply.

" The other laughs—a man can laugh when
K is irritated, jealous, aud thoroughly out of
soris.

“Misg Courtenay will probably send for
her supper,” he says, “and sbe certainly will
not be ready for an hour atjeast. Then she

_has an engagement to go to the ball with Mr.

Mainwaring.”

This last item of mformatmu cmshes
Jack, Without further demur he descends
the steps, and walks aeross the lawn to the
hotel. And this is what he has come for!
fo find Sybil 56 engrossed with other men
thay it is searcely practicable to obiain a
word with her!

When, in the course of the next hour,
Mr. Mainwaring comes over to the cottage,
he has to sit on the starlit pinzza for some
time and wait for Miss Courtenay. He has.
heard—everybody who knows her, and a great
many who do not, have heard—of her day's
escapade, and he is not surprised, therefore.
He naturally expect'ed o wait, and communes
with himself-—it is to be hoped proﬁtahly——
while doing so,

When she comes out she says: “I am
gorry to have kept you waiting; but you
know, perhaps, thet Mr. Xangdon and my-
gelf have bebaved very badly, and are in
deep disgrece; 80, exemplary punciuality is
not to be expected from either of us.”

%1 have heard ell ebout it,)’ he answers,
with a laligh, “You deserve to be in dis.
grace for the mapmer in which you have
treated your friends, lovers, and countrymen,
As for Langdon, ke may count himself lucky
if he is not challenged by half a dozen men
to-night, Popular indignation was at fever-
heat this afternoon, and there wag talk of an
exploring expedition to search for you, when
we heard that a new arrival—some fiery and
desperate Cavolinian, who doubtless knows
you very well—had get out for the pur-
pose n

“Poor Jack! Iam afraid he would not
_recognize himself in the character for which
he was east” says Sybil. “He thought I
had probably been devoured by a bear, and
came to gathor up the fragmeuts. I have

B

known him all my life a3 well as it is pos
sible to know o person. But why did not
Miss Armytage and yourself come on to. the
summit? You don't know what nice hutter
milk you missed!”

“Miss Armytage has not your power of
endurance. She cannet elimb mountains all
day, and then go to a ball at night. Are you
not tired ? I cannot imagine otherwise,”

- “Not in the Jeast, Not any move than
if I hod walked around Lover's Leap, nor
half 30 much as xf I had waiked round lt with
some people.”

“I am mot *some people' responds
Mainwaring, coolly, “ g0 that cannot betneant
f:ar me.”

When they coter the ballroom the first
guadrille is over, and the band is playing a
waltz, Jack, who has been looking for Syhil
everywhere, catches his first glimpse of her,
floating round to these delightful straing, on
Mainwaring’s arm.  Ashe looks, a fierce pang -
of jenlousy shoots through the poor fellow’s
heart, She i8 so lovely—even among the
houris who swrround her, a stranger might
single her out for loveliness—and she seems,
all of a sudden, elevated so far above him!
Not in social rank--for Jack Palmer knows
and feels himself & gentleman—but in that -
je me sais guoi of social manner, that free-

| magonry of good rociety which rests in such

gubtile things as looks and tones, Then he
sees, ackuowledges, does not for one moment
wish to deny, the beauty, ease, and grace of
the man with whom she is dancing—a man’
who might stand for the fairy prince of
whom she has often gayly talked, and who no
doubs (3o Jack thinks) is also amply endowed
with the substantial gifts of fortune. It be.
gins to dawn on him that perhaps he would
have been wiser if he had remained in North
Carolina. At least, there is no great degreed

the slender proportions of Sybil's figure, the
graceful profile, the dark curls droeping on
the polished shoulder, the tiny, white-glaved -
hand on Mainwaring's arm—when all these .
charmg ave for other men, and not for Aim,
Sybil, however, is not so much engroased
but that, with the quickness which distin.
guisbes feminine vision, she sees the ta]l fig
ure in & corner, the honest, wistful face watch..
ing her, and reads all that Juck ig thinking,
a3 if his thoughts were logibly printed there-

on. When the dance is over, ghe beckona

of gratification to be devived from watching ,
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Inm to her, and, d:smlssmg Mainwaring, takes
‘hig.arm,

;v 4y dear boy,” she says, with the oaTess-
mg manner which. always makes his heart

" leap, “why do you look so melpncholy? Are

. you.not aware that nobody ever looks melan-

" regulations of the place.

P

“choly here? It is ageinat all the rules and
If you wanted to
~ indulge in that luxury, you should bave staid
“at-home. . Den't you know anybody? 1tis
- forlore not to know anybody, I will intro-
duce. you to Mr, Meinwaring, and ke will in.
“troduce you io every pretty woman in ihe
room.”
“Much obliged, I am sure,” says Jack,
“but I won't trouble Mr.—what iz his name?
I know gou, and I have not the least desire
-t0 extend my acguaintance,”
. “But it will be frightfully dull for you,”
" she remonstrates, with fino disinterestedness,
1 Of eourge you know I can’t talk with you
- ot dancg with you all the time. By-the-by,
‘are’ you geing to ask me to dance the next
set? IF go, you had better do it before
" somebody else does, Let me tell you, sir, T
- never lnck partners!™
. “Ishould think net, indeed! " says Jack,
very truthfuily.-
He. donces the mnext set with her, and

" after that is cast adrift sgein; for Sybil, as

", gha. triumphantly asgerts, has no Iaek of part-
. ners, Not for five minutes is she allowed to

*. 8it by her chaperon’s side without some

man's claiming her attention or her hand,
-"Bhe dances more with Mainwaring than any

.. one. else—go Jack notes, and Langdon also.
- The latter is not in the ba]Iroom—has not

“been in the ballroom to—ulght—but ie the in. |

. _tervals of smoking several cigars, he comes

" and glances through the window to cateh a

. glimpse of the witching face he knows go

“well, . What a foul he has been! . That is
" the text of his meditations. To fancy that

- ibis girl, in the freshness of her beauty, the

,iguyety of her youth, the insouciance of her
4 coquetry, would turn away from all the bright
 prizes which are {0 .be won by such. gifts as
“'these, to share the poverty snd struggles

;. which’are oll he bas 1o offer] Surely, when
- he dreamed such a thing, Lhe wus even a

" greater fool then when he poured out his

- youthful passion ltke water at Mary Peron-

neau’s feet !
- Meanwhile, little as he guesses it, Sybil is

" aware of big absence, and has seut more

than one flashing glance around the room in

gearch of him, The girl’s own heart is an
énigma to her--indeed, are not men often

‘unreasonable in expecting women to read.

those wayward and ingerutable riddles off
hand? But.enigma though it be, it thrills
when she remembers Fangdon's words and
tored on the mountain that afiernoon. Then
—let us not disguise it '—there is a pleasant
senge of triumphk over those other two wom-
-en of whom he spoke; over the- fair, patron-
izing copy of Marie Antoinette, and the lus.

trous-eyed, Bpanish-looking beauty, whose -

gaze she. meets now and then. After all,
why should wowen not be allowed a pardon-
eble sense of triumpl in such vietories as
these? Remember how deeply implanted in
buman nature i3 that desire to excel, which
we coll ambition and emulation; then re-
member, also, that in the many fields which
man has for the exercise of this quality
woman is allowed no place, In her own
realm, therefore—in the great realm of hearts
—forgive her that she feels a conqueror's
pride, and shows sometimes a conqueror’s
cruelty.

When the omnibures are rolling up from
the train, Langdon throws away his cigar,
remembering that his step-mother bade him
come to the parlor for her as thig timé, She

 has not entered the ballroom to-night, bug

has been playing whist, which she finds more
entertaining than chaperonage, The for-
tunes of whisé have gone against her, how-

ever, and the natural amiability of her temper -
is not improved when Langdon comes to her

side,

“I thought you had quite forgotten me,"”

she says to him, snappishly, . “I suppose

you have been dancing with Miss. Courtenay;

and an old woman has no right to complain

when shia is neglected for & young, pretty flivt.”
“I have not heen in the baHroom to.

night,” he quietly answers, * My dress will
‘you that.”

She glances ut him, sees that he is notin

evening dress, and mollifies a little,

“Where ia Isabel?" she asks, as she
takes Lig arm, and they go out on the piazza.
% Who is she flirting with, pray? In all my
life I have never known such a place as this
for flirtation—never! 01d men are as great
fools as young ofies; and, if they had, any
encouragement, I'm not sure ithat the old
women would not be as bad.”

"in angry digniky-—around the piazza. ' They

_ you'll continue your present amugement in-

~ of all people; but he is just enough fo re-
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“T thought Isabel was too discreet to
flirt,”” says Gerald, carelessly. * Qlancing
into the room not long ago, I saw her dan-
cing with that Dundresry English fellow,
whose legs seem 8o unaccountably in his way
when he tries to'waltz., DBeyond that, I know
nothing about her,”

“You ghould know something nbout her,
then,”. cries bis step-mother, irritably. “If
is very far from respectful—to speak of noth.
ing else—the manner in which you neglect
her!. Xf you had any regard for my wishes
—»but then, of course, you have none, so I
need not speak of them.”

If she expects a disclaimer, an assurance
that he does regard her wishes, she is disap-
pointed, Langdon feels that the time to as-
sert his independence has come, and, as a
fivst atep toward doing so, he keeps silent.
8d they proceed—-Mrs. Langdon hobbling on

prss several ambushed couples, to whom Ger-
ald pays no attention; but his step-mether's
gyes are sharper than his, and she suddenly
pauses, and points her stick full at one of them.

“Aha!" she says, * There you are
ngain, are you? Noi content with a day on
the mountain, you must try an evening on
the piagza! You are going on at a fine rate,
Miss Courtenay——a very fine rate! Tray,
where do you mean to end ?

“T dow't mean to ond anywhere at all,
Mrs. Langdon,? replies Sybil, indignantly,
“and Ihave not been here more than five.
minutes. Mr. Mainwaring will tell you that
I danced the lasi set with him.”

“1 haven't the least doubt in the world
‘of it,”” says Mrs, Langdon, dryly ; “and, since
you den’t mean to end anywhere, I presume

definitely. Good-night!”

She hobbles on again, saymg—-m a auf-
ficiently audible tone—as she goos:

" “I; would be hard to find a creabure more
spoiled than that girl! I prophesied .that
her head would be turned ; but that it would
be turned to half auch an extent oy this, I
really did not imagine.”

“T canmot see that she is parLlcularly
spoiled,” replies Gerald, ooldly, He is vexed
with Sybil himselt‘-—vexed that she should’
be flicting in & dark corner with Mainwaricg,

member her youth, snd he still feels that she

“I auppose not *_says his -step-mother, -
garcastically.
about the result, it would be strange 1f\y9u
did not admire it. But {tisa pity for the
girl—a great pity! Xt will not help her to'a
good husband, Men, a9 a rule—at least men
worth marrying—don't like fast women for -
wiveg] ™

“I don't think that it is possible to eall-

¥

Miss Courtenay * fast,’ whatever that odious |

term may be taken to mean," angwers Ger- :
ald, quickly, *“3he is fond of pleasure and .

you have encouraged her in liking both.* As’
for her conduct standing in the way of her
finding o husband—I can't answer for other
men, but I know thut I ghall be very happy
if she will marry me.’

“(Gerald!? says Mrs, Langdon, with a
gesp.  She absolutely drops hiz arm and
pauses—ihey are mow halfoway across the
lawn —leaning or her stick, * Are you
mad? " she asks, with a sharp edge to her
voice, “ or are you—jesting ?

“I am neither mad nor jesting, but in se. °
rious earnest,” he answers, quietly, “When -
we reach the eottage I will tell you all about ",
it. This is not a good place for conversation.”

She takes his arm again—takes it simply

.

they proeced. When they reach the sottage
and find themselves alone, the young man
frankly and dispassionately explains his in.
tentions, Mrs, Langdon sits opposite to him'

fastened on his face, and an- expression of

lips. When he finishes—when he hos' an-
nounced, s a ﬁxed decision, that he cannot |
marry Misa' Armytage: that he will, if pos-
sible, marry Sybil Qourtenay, and that ke in- -
tends to edopt art as & profession—she epeaks,
4n & harder, colder voice than he has evef !
heard from her lips before: )

wovde on you, but bear the biiter dlsappoinb—
ment you have provided for me as well as T
con. X shail not pretend to eny that T for’
give you, for T don't! T shall not. pretend to -

only do gay that;if you take this course, I
ghall wash my hands of you forever, and that
1 hope you will live to see your folly and - re-

lS the, woman among all women to him,

penot it, as it deserves,”

#If you have finally and definitely made E
up your mind to this course, I hall wagte no -

“ Hang helped to bring | -

v

admiration, but that is natural enoiigh and :

"

because ghe cannot dispense with iteepnd. 7

and listens silently, her keen. brown eyed '

sardonic bitterness ahout her compressed .’ -

gay that I wish you well, for I don’s! 1 -
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Thl& ia her wltimatum. ‘She iaa proud
woman, and ghe will uter no entreaties or
“rétnonsteances ; bt Grerald sees in every line
“'of her face, and hears in every tone of her
: vowe, the grent bitterness of her disappoint.
aent.  Seeing this, hearing this, and remem-
. beting alf that he owes to her—-remembering
“her unwavering kindness to him, even when
" 8hé wag most fitful and cipricious to others
—3 sense of remorse seizes him. People
" who do not readily feel kindness, cannot tell
‘how it touches those who do-—cannot tell
- how'a generous nature is sffected by obliga-
.- #ions which another would scarcely regard
Bat for Sybil, Gerald might yield again ag
- hie has yielded before—might sacrifice his
Tife 8 he has alrerdy sacrificed the best years
“of his youth ; but the thought of Sybil keeps
“him firm. He hasg little, very little hope of
" winning her; but he cannot resign that hope,
Cligtle as it is; neither ean he for a moment
" entertain the thought of marrying any other
+woman on the face of the earth. Whex he
"answerd his step-mother, therefore, it i3 not
. to recant any thing which he has snid,
%1 should be glad to hear yon wish me
. wrell,” be says, genily, “ but I did not expect
. ik T know too well what you think of my
.resolution, I can, however, wish zou well,
.and hops, with all my heart, that you may
‘find, not & more grateful, but a more dogile
!ub;eet for your kindness. Don’t think that
T e;pect any thing from you in any way or ai
/any time, so do not misinterpret me when I
:ay that I can never forget all that you have
dune for me, and that I shall think of you
itk affeotion as long e I live.”
v’ %Y enre nothing for affoction without
oof, she says, harshly. “Words unzup-
by deeds, count, for nothing. There!
¥ou may go. I have heard enough—more
“thén enongh, Heaven knows 1" ‘
-~ e waves her hand impatiently toward
the door, and he—having no alternaiive—
pasges out. -In the piazza he pauses for a
moment, then walks over to Mr, Courtensy's
side of the cottage, and sits down. He feels
‘that he must say & word to Sybil, and he
‘knows that she will Jeave the ballroom 800,
‘Indeed, already he can see the bright crowd

i a@hﬁuing therefromn, Mainwaring will, of course,

sttend ber; still it may be possible to say a
. word—and for that word be waits,

. Tvis bnly starlight, and there is & vine at
. ona end of the piazza which shields him cp-

tirely ad he sits By it: He does not light a

cigar; because he knows that she will be
there It o few minutes, so there is not even

_this sign of bis prezence when Sybil and

Mainwaring at last approach. Despite she
dim light, he recognizes them befors they
rezch the cottage, and is impressed —not

pleasantly—with the fact that it would secarce~ - .

ly be possible for two people to walk mere
slowly than they are doing. Walking, in-
fact, is & term acarcely appliceble to their
mode of progression—they are literally creep-
ing, and & palr of tortoizes would certainly
beat them in a race. When they reach the
steps, they pause, and Malnwaring speaks in a
low and distinet, but remarkably earnest tone:

. “Now that you understand this, I hope
that you will not do me 8o much injustice
again, Theperson of whom you have spoken

is nothing to me. You ought to have seen -

and felt that long ago, But we may let this
pass, I have heard some news to-night
which has affected me deeply, and T must
speak to you to-morrow of something very
impoertant. Will yon walk with me immedi-
ately after breakfast? T promise not to fake
you up on & mountain and keep you there ail
dﬂ.y.”

Sybil langhs. Langdon hears the low,

soft cadence, and realizes—perbaps for the
firgt time—that she does laugh for other men
preeizely as she laughs for him,

#¥es,” she says, I will walk with you
after breakfast, though I cannot imagine
what .you can have to communicate of such

importance, But you need not have pledged:

yourself with regard to the mountain, One
day of gypsying, with its consequences, is
enough for me.”

“I have not forgiven Langdon yet for
trenting you so atrociously ¥ (very tenderly),
“ How tired you must be 1"

“A little” (smothering a yawn), “so I,

must beg you to say good-night, I shall be
in the parlor to-merrow mornmg after break-
fast.” -
“T will meet you there, Good-night.”
Something suspiciously like the kissing
of a hand takes place—it is to be feared that

 Mies Coartenny’s training in flirtation is pro-

gressing rapidly—then Mr, Mainwaring walks
away, and Sybil slowly ascends the steps,
humming a few bars of the last waltz, She

starts viclently when she .sees Langdon, who

rises.and advanced a few steps to meet her.

v
%

t
.
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“] beg your parden,” he says, in a con.
sirained voice, “I did not mean to over-
hear Mr, Mainwaring's tender farewell. ' I
sat down here .intending to wait until you

came, and ask you to walk with me to-morrow |

morning—but, of course, I cannot interfere

" with his appointment. Perhaps, too, since

ong day of gypsying has been enongh for.
you, it would be useless to'ask you to spend
even an hour in the same atrocious manner
again § "

“ When I said that it had been enough, I
did not mean that it had been disagreeable,”

_ Bybil answera. “T was only alluding to—to
‘the disagreeable things which have beer said.

I ghould be glad to walk with you if T was
not already engaged to Mr, Mainwaring—but
it seems you have heard what he zaid.”

3 “Yes, I heard,” says Langdon, with a
finge of not unnatural though certainly un.
reagonable bitterness in his vone. “I could
not venture to put my claim in competition
with Ais, but I hope that, when you have
listened to his important communication, you
will kindly grant me a few minutes in wh:ch
to speak to you,”

. ““As many minutes a3 you please,” ghe
replies, glancing up at him with a smile, the
sweetness of which he feels rather than sees.
8ybil scarcely understands the change which
has come over her usually gentle and kindly
friend, but she does her best to propitiate
him, and succeeds in a measure,

“I shall see yoii as soon as possible,
then,” he says, quickly, “ and, meanwhile, let
me beg you to think—think seriously—of

- what I geid to you this afternoen. It is but

& poor plea to speak of myself, of how much

- T love end wish for you, yet, if you realized

it, Sybil—however, you must choose ad your
own heart dictates, only, for God's sake, listen
only to your heart.” Don't let yourself be
swayed by any fear of giving pain, or by any

" tie of old assoctation—"

# Yes,” gfays Mr. Courtenay's vofee, speak.
ing at a little distance with meditative slow-
ness, “I am inclined to agree with you on
that point. Iam not a Fourierist, but, if if

" were possible to reduce all governments to a

certain form of simplicity—"

“Pear me!” says Sybil, apprehensively,
“there is pape I—Pray, Mr. Langdon, go! I
don’t want Aim to suy any thing disagree-
able!”

Thus ad;ured Mr, Langdon goes, mourn-
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fully conscidus that she is gIad to be I‘ld of o
him.

“Good—uwhb, n.nd God bless youl“ he
says, wringing her hand, )

Then he walks away to the other end of
the piazza, where Mr, Courtenay sees him,
two minutes later, lighting a clgar, whiie‘
Bybil darts into the cottage.

Her room I8 at the rear. Entering it, ahg
closes the door behind her, and feels safe, '
Her firat act is to draw & deep breath of re-.
lief, her next ia to strike a match and light -~
her candles, IHardly has she done go, when
lo! on the toilet-table before her eyes a nots,
addressed in Jack's well-known handwriting, =
She glances round as if appealing againat
this persecution.

I thought T was done with them for to-
night at any rate!" she says, with a heart-
felt sigh.

It is imposaible not to open the note, how.
ever. She does so after a minute, and ﬂnda i
that this is what it contains:

“ Dpagesr Sypin: I am so miserable that’
I cannot help writing a few lines to you” -
{“Bless mel” thinks Sybil, “what a very -
singular reason for writing & few lines1") %1
have been watching you all evening surround-
ed by other men, while I have not exchanged
r dozen semtences with you,” (* Well, was
that my fault? How abominably unreason.
‘able some people are, to be sure!™) I can. ,
not help feeling this, since I love you so
much, and have eome so far to see you: '
(“ Did T agk him to come?”) “Idon’tmesn -
to reproach you; it is very natural that eve.
rybody should admire you” (a glance in the -
mirror here); * but, if 7 am to seayou at all;
it must be through your making an effort in ..
my behalf. Will you do thie, dear? I don't,
want to be unreasonable, but, if you will take.”
& walk with me to-moerrow morning” (* Good..
Heavens, nnother one! At this rate, [ onght °
to have three pairs of legs, ab least}"), “E
shall be very glad. T writo this tonight, He:
cauge I want to be sure of being before any-
body elsein asking you.” (“Poorfellow!.
does not half appreciate how. much in‘de
mund I am{”) “To.morrow evening, pes-
haps, we may find something decent om which
to ride. Dear Sybil, try to love me a. Jiij
and believe that nobody in the wxde w
loves you better than

“ Your devoted Jaox.”- :
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Sybll drops this eloquent epmtle on the
*tbllet-tnhle, and staves at it for séveral min.
_- ‘ntes with her chin in her hand. Then she
. “takes it and holds it in the flame of the can-
dee summing up the result of her day’s expe-
renee in this wike:
1" %1 canmot imagine what any girl wants
with 1ovexa 1 »

CHAPTER XII.

‘,‘I BRING YOU THHEE LOYERS—I BID YQU
: CHOOSE ONE,"

, In what‘manngr Miss Courtenay pacifies
I anri disposes of Jack her bistorian declines to
“8ay s but it i3 certain that he is to be seen,
_"the nest morning, slowly promenading round
.+ "and round the parlor with a willowy voung
- Jady, who leans heavily on his arm, and looks
. up'with that infense expression of the eyes
.hieh has become fashienable of lute. Not
having a sufficient stock in hand of good looks
for a-beauty, she has set up for an enchantress,
and hag achieved o moderate success in that
line ¢ but Jack is precccupied, a#d her glances
. are wasted on him. He answers her at ran-
dom, for he has never had any of that usefal
~gociety. training which enables a man to
gmile and jest while bis heart may be aching
—and it cannot be denfed that Jack’s heart
i aehmg very much just now, as he thiuks
.+ 'of Bybil walking across the shadow.dappled
* lawn with Mainwaring,
" Bybil, meanwhile, is saying to that géntle-
-magn, “ You cannot imagine how deeply I am
-1 in disgrace with everybody! Papa. ig frigid
f a4 the north-pole, Mrs. Langdon is cross as
two atlcks, Miss Armytage ignores me so
oompletely that I almost feel as if I did not
exist, Tack is injured, and Mr. Langdon is

=" Heat companion laughs. “What & graphie

- pleture of the temper of your party!” he

_.8ay8, “I¢ I8 Tucky that you can eseape from

‘them for a time, But what have you been

"deing to bring about such a state of affairs?

-Jt purely must have been something more

han your eseapade yesterday with Langdon ™

- Sybil does not choose to be cornmunioative

n. this point. *“Peopls sometimes make

mountams -out of mole-hills for want of any

. thing better to do,” she says, evasively. “Af.

ter al}, this is a very disagreeable and ansat.
uisx‘sutory wortd |

" #You have changed your opinion of it
very suddenly and completely. Ouly the
other day you told me what a delightful place
you congidered it."

“The other day everybedy was in a good-
humor with me, and—and several embarrass-
ing things had not. oceurred.”

He glances at her keenly, “What kind
of emberrassing things?* he asks, point-
blank, - *Has Langdon been making love fo
you, or is it the arrival of your friend, Mr.
Jack, which has distarbed the serene coursc
of your flirtations ?

“You are very impertinent!” she says,
flushing, vexedly. “I cannot imagine what
right you bave to ask me such guestions.”

“I will tell you in a minute,” he replies—
they are now in the walk round Lover's Leap

—“let us find the seat on which we sat that
first day—do you remember ¢ -

I remember that we sat somewhere,"” she
answers, nonchalantly ; “ but I have no recol-
lection of the exact seat.”

‘* Bee how much better my memory is than
yours ! ¥ he murmura.

Bybil is still chafed in temper, so she does
not return the thrilling glance which accom-
panies these words, and they proceed in si-
lencé for a miunte or bwo. Mainwaring has a
comforiable sense that the field is'all his own,
and there i no necessity for haste; while she
amuses herself wondering where-Langdon is
this morning, and why he has not been near
her,. Thus united, in sympathy, they saunter
along unti] they find the seat on which they
made acquaintanece * that first day.,” Lueki-
ly it is unoccupied, and they establish them-
selyes thereon. As they do so, a light cloud
pasged across the sun, and Sybil looks appre-
hensively npward.

“Don’t you think there is some danger of
a shower ? " she aska,

"“Not the least,” answers Mainwarving, ag
positively as if he had ebsolute and undis-
puted control of the weather. *Never mind

ahout the shower, Bybil, but look at me with

those lovely eyes of yours, for T want to apeak
o you very seriously,”

“1 have no objection to looking at you as
long as you plesse, Mr, Maihwaring,? replies
Sybil, turning the lovely eyes in question rath-
er haughtily' on him; “but I should very
much prefer you to call me ‘ Miss Courtenay.’
Only my most intimate fuends address me s
< Syhll LR .

«J BRING YOU THREE LOVERS—I BID YOU CHOOSE ONE.”

Mainwaring fiushes a little, Never,in the

“course of o long and varied career of firta-

tion, has he received such a direct rebuff be-
fore, It sstonishes’ him, and makes him feel
that he has gone on too fast; yet he likes
this * rosebud set with little willful thorns”
none the less for it, His discomfiture is not
of long duration, either. Before a minute bag
passed, Richard is fully himself again,

“If T called you so,” he says, sinking his
volce to the most mclodious and perilously
tender key which Sybil hae heard yet, “it is
because I have ventared to hope that I might
beeome one—nay, more than ene—of your
most intimate friends ™.

“ You ¢ould not conveniently become fwo,
eould you? " she asks, with flippant sarcasm,

#Y ghould like to be the most intimate

" friend whom you have in the world,” he an-

awers, bending nearer, and taking the hand

whieh is toying with the end of her parasol,
She reclaims it dectdedly, and retreats to

the extreme end of the scat, She begins to

feel a liktle uncomfortable, but fortifies her.

gelf with the reflection that, if he is trying to

C“make o fool of her,” two can play ut the

game,

“That is a modest desive, at- least Mr,
Mainwarinug,” she says, with a liberal infusion
of irony in her voice; “but I believe it is an
accepted rule—in every thing but politica—
that, before one aspires to & position 6f hon-
or and trust, one should display some fitness
for it.- Now, I don’t mean to be uncompli.
mentary, but ean you show any just cause or
reason wiy I should make you my most inti-
mate friend in the world?”

1 can show one very good, and, I think,
sll-gufficient reason,” answers. Mamwarmg,
whom her manner begms to pique and puzzle
@ little; * 1 love you!™ -

He makes the important announcement in

a tone which, unconsciously to himself, be.

irays how deeply he feels his own wenderful

magnanimity in uttering it. Many women

would be deaf to this rccent, many others
(philosophically accustomed to the vanity of

" man) would not heed it—but Sybil both hears

and heeds, The bright blood flashes into-her
cheeks, and she turns her eyes on him with a
mocking gleam in their dark depths.

“T am very much obliged to you,” she re-

- plieg; “ but you must exense me if I gny that

your reagson is not by any meens ¢ all-suffi-
cient.. IT it were, one or two other wmen

:

f

‘wonld also have to be my most intimate .
friends in the world—and I might find it dif- -

fieult to reconcile the exelusive claims of all
of you.”

“[ don't doubt that there are othgr raen
who love you,” says Mainwaring, conselous
of surprise at the singular obtugeness which

she displays to the unprecedented honor he -

is doing her, “ bat it i3 impossible that any
or all of them can love you as well as I-
dot . :

“Why impossible? " she demands, “Each
one says exactly that—each one affirms that

Fe loves me best, How am I to tell whose '

affection is greatest? There are no geales in
which we can weigh love,”

“ But there are-tests to which )ou oan
subject it answers Mainwaring, He Is
piqued, amused, interested, all at once. He
feels that her petulant defiance gives a zest

to the matter which it would else lack, yet -

he is impatient for the sword-play to end, and _

for her to acknowledge herself conquered; -
RBut this Misd Courtenay has no idea of

doing.

would be vseful to know.”
“ Disinterestednéss, for one,” he answers,
a little haughtily., “You may be sure that

a man loves you when he is willing to resign

possible or probable advantages for your
sake.” ’

meditatively, her lips stie in their faint, swéet,

“May I?" she snys, Her eyes droop

“Whot kind of tests 7" she asks, # It""-

baby smile. Mainwaring fancies that she is - -

about to yield. Instead of that, ehe is men-- . -
tally reckoning up the possible or probable '
advantages whick Langdon has resigned, or .

is about to resign, for her sake. 7
“I1did not wish to speak of myself,” her
companion goes on, after a minute, “ but it

is likely that you have heard some. things
ghout me which may meke you hesitate; I

have aniy number of kind friends bere ready
to tell you that I am a flirt, and **—again he’
colors—** a fortune-huntsr,”

 Yes,” answers Sybil, with her usual
candor, “I have certainly heard your friends:
call you both,"

“In a measure they were right enough,'™

he says. “I have fiirted, and I did reake up..

my mind long ago that 1 could not afford tos
marry any woman who was not an helress...
So late as yesterday I thought this. Yesterm
day I should not have dared to tell you--as ¥
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* have told you to-day=that I love you for
. yesterday I could not have asled you o mar-
ryme. To.day I ean.”

“Indeed I pays Sybil. She cannot re-
Sirain & slight acceni of mockery, which the
grandtloqumce of the last words provokes;
" yot she i3 interested, and owns that he begins
_ to look like & man in earmest, * Twenty.
“four hours must have worked a great change
in some. way--gither in yourself or your af.
fa‘irs,“ she remarks, dispassionately, punch-
.Jng little holes in the ground with the end of
- hee parasol,

" #The ehange is not In mysetf but in my
affairs,” he replies, “It seems very strange
—it is seldom in a man’s life that a good gift

of fortune comes Juwst in time, Do you re- |

member last night when we wers sitting on
. . the piazza together and Mrs. Langdon went
by 2” (Sybil nods—remembering it exceed-
~ ingly well.) * Just thén, as you felt, perhaps,
.+, Ihad almost told you how much I loved you
.+ ~=but I restrained myaelf, feeling that I had no
right to do so, Yet I have seldom been more
- galled by the chaln of cireumstances which
"bound me. T kept silence by an effort, and
. took you back to the ballroom, feeling half
iuchned to leave on the morning train, for
" fear of making & fool — or worse thun a
fool—of: myself Outside the ballroom-door
. ——ptobably you remember. ii—n man epoke
to me. He was a man whom I thought
handreds of miles away in the West —
ywhom I knew well, and whom I had trusted
deeply with what in these days ene likes
“least to trust, that is —money. Eighteen
‘months ago he talked to me go glowily of
oertain apeculations in which hé was engaged,
that I-like & fool, a8 every one who knew
. of the matter thought—gave him half of my
v, small capital to embark in them, When I
' saw him last night, T snid to myself, ¢ He has
" come to tell me that they have failed|® I
regigned you to your partner and went back
to him, Ingiead, he came to tell me that
.'they had suceeeded beyond his best hopes,
and that we—he and I—are now independent,

"7 and will goon be rich men.”
© . “Tam so glad1™ erles Sybil. “Thank
you for letting me be the fivst to congratulate
‘youl” She spesks eagerly, cordially, and
_ nbsolutely, for a moment, forgets why he has
- -told her the story. It is recalled to lier rec-
" ollection, however, when he leans forward
«.and again tokea her hand—looking at her the

/

while with those Hmpid, ultramerine eyes in
which so many women's heurts have tumbled
“upawares, -

“You cavnet doubt any longer that I love
you,” he says, “ now that you see the first use
Imake of this new freedom which has come
to me—now that I ask you to shave with me
all the wealth that fortune may send. Sybil,
you will do it, will you not 2"

Bhe does not rebuke him again for calling
her Sybil—in fict, she does not heed the
name. The moment of temptation has come
in ‘exrnedt now, and she would be more than
the impulsive, pleasure-loving girl whom I
have tried to paint, if she did not hesitate,
She is bound in honor to nobody, she is at
liberty to accept this wan if she will, and
what does he offer her? Himself, to begin

- with—himself, over whom gcorea of women

have broken their hearts even while he
was a thovough ¥ ineligible "—whosge beauty
malkes hite a very king among men, and whose
social enlture is so perfect that she need nev-
er be ashamed of him, go where she will,
Add to this a good old name and wealth, which
she has learned already is the bright talisman
that opens all doors of pleasure and uccess,
She thinks of it all, she aees hetgell a social
queen—- the beautiful Mrs. Mainwaring "—in
this gay world which hag already received her
so kindly, she can fancy how many will envy
her, and low she can repay Miss Armytage
in particular. for every patronizing slight
which she has suffered! It is a tempting
picture, and he who wonders that she lesi-
tates over it, has very little iden how few
women in het' posntlon would hesitate at all,

Mainwaring naturally encugh attributes
her silence to ihat maidenly shyness which
gcoasionally does tie women'’s tongues, and
leans forwerd until hig golden mustnche al-
most touches her cheek,

“Sweetheart,” he whispers, “it is ¢ Ves,’
is it mot?”

“Nol" answers Sybil, starting back, and .

in terror lest zome one coming round the
curve of the path should detect them in this
unequivecally sentimental position. “I mean
that I—I don't know what it is!" she goes
on to explain, bastily. “You must give me
time to consider. One can’t make up one's
mind ail in a motment,”

“But you have known me fortwo weeks,”
he expostulates, in a tone which seems to
say thai be eannot understand how any one

“I BRING YOU THREE LOVERS—I BID YOU CHOOSE ONE”'

could know: him for Mo hours und find it

" difficult to make up her mind to marry

hin.
“Yes, but I have known some other peo-
ple congiderably longer than iwo weeks,”

replies 8ybil, * And then you must remen.’
ber that during these two weeks I have nob

had the fuintest anticipation of fhis--go, nat.
urally, I am not prepared for it, Everybody
told me that you were only amusing yourself,
s0 I saw no harm in amusing myself, and I
had no idea of letting you break my heart or
turn my head, for pastime.”

He draws himself up with a slight air of
offended dignity. “ You are very kind to tell
me that you bhave heen amusing yourself,*
be says, * when Jhave been in earnest.”

“Well, tarn about Is fait play,” says Syb-
il, cheerfully. “By all accounts you have
amused yourself often enough not to grudge
some one ¢lse the same diversion,”

Bo the matter is left open, and, having
pledged herself to give o definite answer as
soon as possible, Miss Courtenay proposes
that they shall return.

“ Mrs. Langdon told me ot breakfagt that |

she wanted to speak to me,” she says, with a
grimace; “and Elise wants to fit my dress
for the fancy.ball. Do you know that Iam
really going as the 'Last Duchess?’ What
are you golng as ? ‘
“ Nothing,” he answers, “I look upon
tuch things as ridiculous bores—and I wish

- you would not g£o in a_character which Lang-

don suggested.”

They are walking along, and she turns
around to stare at him, “Pray, why not?”
she asks, = g

“Because I don't like it,” he answers;
“hecause I feel ag if you ‘belonged to me,
and I don't like the character, in the first
place, nogfifngdon, in the second,”

“But ¥don’t belong to you,” she says,
with emphasis, “Your feelings make a
great mistake if they itell you that I do.”

“They tell me that you will, however,”

“ Ah, they liad better not be too sure of
that! A wise man does not boast himself of
to-morrow, you know.”

When Bybil reaches the cottage, she finds ‘

that Elise has the robe of the duchess ready
for fitting. It is a gold-colored brocade,
which Mrs. Langdon decided to be the most
suitable thing available at short notice, and
with which Elise’s peissors and fingers have

T

been busy. While it is being fitled, in Mes.
Langdon’s room, that lady looks on, gives s
fow directions—and finally—when the im-*
portant operation is over—orders -Elise off,
and bids 8ybil “git down.”

' “1 have no doubt you wanito go.and di-
vert yourself with your third admirer,” she -
says, “Dbut he ean wait while I speak to you,
What is this that Gerald told me lnst night?.
Is he really mad enough to want to marry.
you f——and wre you going to be mad enough
to marry Aém, and ruin all his prospects and
your own in life >

This is not o very propitiatory form of
address, as Sybil feels; and flled with a con-
sciousness of the magmﬁcent proposel which -
hus lately been made to her, it is not surpris.
ing that she throws her head back a little
haughtily, as she replies: ‘

“I don’t know what Mr. Langdon may
have told you, madam, but the first of your
questions is easily answered, He did me the
honor yesterday of asking me to marry him
—but I did not give him any reply, nor have
I yet decided what my reply shall be.

“A-h!" says Mre, Langdon. This ig her
faverite interjection, and one which she usu.’
ally fills with expression, but on particular oc-
casiong—like the present—it Is equivalent toa |
whole chapter of meaning, withont words,
Bybil flushes, she scarcely knows why, as the
sarcastic tones fall on her ear. She feels in.
stinctively that this eynical old womsn im-
putes to her motives which alie would blush
to acknowledge. ,

“Men are all fools, more or less,” re. .
marka that amiable person, © but of ell fools,
Gerald Langdon, I think, is the gréatest ! - He
could not be confent with one woman bav-
ing played fast and looze with bim, and
thrown him aside like en old shoe—he wants
to give another an opportunity to do ihe
same! T wonder when be will learn that no
girl, who can do better, ever marries a poor
man! Tdare say, my dear, that you waited '
to learn what his piospects are—and very
seneible it was of you, too! Well, they are - .°
simply not worth considering, He hns, I be- .
lieve, something like fifteen hundred a yeax,

‘and he expects to paint pletures and sell

them—that is absolutely all. I have told
him — and he knows that I’ mean what I
say—that unless he marries Isabel, I shall
not leave him a penny! Now, T am sure you
have too clear an idea of the fortune and the
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‘e ’posihon which you may win, to throw your-
o gelf away In such a manner as this "

% My, Langdon told me that he should be

.8 poor and struggling man,” says Sybil—her

‘eyes wandering over to the mirror, which
gives hack line for line, and tint for tint, her
Iﬁquant beauty.

"“Yes, he will be that!” anaswers Mrs,
Langdon. “Even if you loved Lim — by
which T.mean if you had for him the fancy
that silly boys and girls eall love—it wonld
be infambusly selfish of you to tie bim down
" to such a fate. But you don’t love him, and
therefore I hope you will tell him so, and

- puf an end to the matter.,”

“Do you think I don't?” says Sybil,
meditativély, *I wounder how you can
tell} 7 _

Mrs, Langdon looks at her sharply-—sus.
peeting irony. “I gan tell, young ludy,” she
gays, “ because I dow’t think itis in you to
love any thing more than your own pretty

- face and the admiration it wins,”

The pretty face of which she apeaks looks
at her calmly, without any sign of vexation.
“You may be right,” suys Hs owner; “ real-
Iy, I don't know~-I wish I did! Ne doubt I

"am very mercenary and worldly, but stil—"

herg she pauses & moment. * Mrs, Lang-
don,” ghe goez on, abruptly, *will you be
good enough to tell me whether or not your

_step-gon clearly understood last night that

you would do nothing more for him if he still

- " persigted in desiring to marry me ? "

D

+

“Yes,” answers Mrs, Langdon, * he under-
* gtood it elearly, Ileftno ]oop-hole for doubt
on that point.”
“ Aud when he understood it, what did he
gay® ¥
" % He was an obstinate fool—I have told
youthat—ready—indeed, determined—to give
up-his fature, his fortune, and me/ for the

" sake of o girl who does not care a fig for

him!”
S RALLY saya the girl In guestion——and,
ihough it is ihe same interjection, it sounds

- very differently from Mrs, Langdon's. At

that moment Mainwaring’s words abont o

test for love come back to her, “Imay bhe

sure that o mon loves me when he Is willing

. t0 resign possible or probable adventages for
. my sake!” ghe thinks, * What advantages

has Mr, Mainwaring resigned ? e certainly

‘. would never have asked me to marry him if
Lo had remained a poor man! But, then, T

don' want to be poor—-I am tired of being -

poor—I want to be’ rwh'" On those reflec-

‘tions Mrs. Langdon's voice suddenty breaks,

“T am a'fool, too,” she saye, “ or I wonld
let him go bis own ungrateful way withous
an effort to save him. I cannot help making
one, however.  IfI have read you aright, my
dear, you love the world, its*admiration and
ita pleasures, ns weil as it I8 possible for any

one to do, Ihave pointed out to you that -

you will effectunlly shut-to the door to ail
these if you marry Gerald Langdon. Bul it
does not of necessity follow that, because
you do not marry him, you should secept
this young Palmer, and bury all your beauty
and esprit on a Carolina plantition. Reject
both of them, and come witk me. I will in-

-troduce yon to society, end I promise you

that, within a year, you will make a brilliant
marriage,”

“You are very kind," says Sybil, (She
utters the words half mechanically—gazing

at the enger, unlovely face before her, and at .

the wrinkled hands, glittering with diamonds,
which are crossed over-the top of the eurved
stiek, How poorly this shrewd woman of
the world must rate her when she can venture
to make such an offer ag this! There isa

‘sordidness ubout it—a suggestion of a bribe

—which removes it out of the region of a
temptation, and the girl's voice is cold as ice
when she anawers,)—*You are very kind;
but, with mzny thanks for your offer, I am
happy to say that I need not trouble you. If
I wish to make a brilliant marriage, I can
do g0 ol once. Mr. Mainwaring hoard last
night of a fortune which haz come to him

-through lucky speculation, and this morning

be has been good. enough to ask me to marry
him,"

The stick drops from Mrs Langdon's
hands, with a clanging noise, he floor,
She sits ag if petrified, staring at THe speaker.
Never in the whole course of her life has she
been more completely amazed.

“Cecil Mainworving!"” she says, when
8ybil picks up the stick and returns it to her.
“Are you in earnest? Do you seriously
mean me to believe that Cecit Muinwaring
hag asked you to marry him ?”

1 should not dream of jesting on such a
subject,” answers Sybil, with dignity, © M,

Mnmwarmg has undoubtedly asked me to

marry him.”
“Tuhink the world is going madl" 8ay3

‘such fools of themselves about?
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the old Tady. © Whas is f.hqre in you besides
a pretty, red-and-white fago for men to make
But, at
lenst, it puts an end to my anxiety about
Gerald. Of course, you are engaged to the
other?”

“No, T am net,” replies SBybil. 1 did

- not give kim a definite answer, either.”

-%“Upon my word, I don’t think there’s a
doubt but that yox are mad!” cries Mrs,
Langdon. ' “ What do you expect, T should
like to know—a prince? ILet me tell you
that there ave dozens of women in society

-who would gladly accepi Cecil Mainwaring—

without a fortune]”

“T don™ know what I expect,” says Syb-
il, with a very sincere sigh. “DBut any of
tbe women who want Mr. Mainwaring ave
welcome to him-—as far a3 I am concerned.”

“ If mademoiselle pleases; Monsieur Pal-
mer is on the piazza, and would wish to speak
to her,” says Elise, appearing 4t the door.

Mademoizgelle rises with alacrity. She is
not particularly anxious to see Mongieur
Palmer, but any thing is welcome which ends
her téle-d-tte with Mrs, Langdon, The Jatter
looks after her gardonically as she leaves the

_room,

“You may tell the marines thal Ceeil
Mainwaring has asked you to marry him, and
that you arve hesitating over the proposall”
ghe mutters, nodding her head like a wicked
old fairy, “*If he kas asked you, you will
marry him ag sure a8 two and two. make

" four! If be has nof—then T guppose itis a

togs-up hetween Gerald and th:s other young
foolt”

CHAPTER XIII,
“MY LAST DUCHESS."

Tx the eotiFse of the mext two days, Sybil

- finds that having three lovera on hand is fur

from agreeable, Admirers, she considers
within herself, are very different, They have
no right to be exacting or jerlous, and are
easily brought to a knowledge of their proper
place if they presume i that way; but a de-
clared lover feels that he kas a right to make
himself disagreeable, and generally exercisea
it. It is doubtful whether men (or women
either) will ever learn that love was never
yef. won or kept by woe-begone looks or jenl-
ous exactions, The woe-begone locks in the

present ingtance are coutributed by Japk,
the jealous exactiona by Mainwaring, The
first keeps Sybil in an uncomfortably re-
morseful and conscience-stricken frame of,

mind; the last, in indignant revols. With .\

regard to Langdon, she is, moreover, in =
state of perplexed uncertainty not conducive
to serenity of temper. There ean be mo
doubt that he clearly and distinetly avoida
her. Ever since her interview with Mrs,
Langdon, a- barrier_of alienation and eon-
straint has arisen hetween them. He males
no olaim whatever on her time or attention,
Let her ride, drive, walk, or flirt, with whom
ghe will, he looks on and says nothing. She
is invartably escorted to and from the cot-
tage by Mainwaring or Jack—whose elaims
she has great trouble in balancing equally— -
and, save a few commonplaces exchanged nt
breakfast or dinner, has no intercourse what-
ever with Langdon.

Now, T have drawn Miss Courtenay’s char-
acter to very little purpose if any one thinks
this is pleasant to her. No woman, short of
o saint, likes 1o Jose a lover; and Bybil has
already declared the manifest fact that she ig
not anywhere near the reign of evangelionl.
perfection. She is pigued and puzzled by

Langdon's desertion, and, as a natural con- . .

sequence, thinks more of him than of her
secure {(and tormenting) slaves. She sets her
white teeth as rhe looks at Mre. Langdon,
“ You bhave been making. mischief l” she
thinks. % You have been telling him that I
mean to marry Cecil Mainwaring! T may or
I may not; but all the same, you have no
right to tell him so, and he hag no right to
treat mo like~like this}

So matters go on until the fancy-ball,
which is to be the crowning event of the sea-
son, - Looking back afterward on these two
Uays, they seem to Bybil enveloped in a trou.
bled mist of uncertainty. Yet, no one can
say that she loses spirit in the whirl of gayety
which Is going on. . Every thing that is to be
done, ‘she- does—dances, promenades, tatks
nongense, i admired and envied to her heart’s
content, Those who know a watering-place,
will readily understand how Mainwaring'a
good fortune is canvassed, and on what a
pinnacle of notoriety the girl, at whose feet
he desires to place it, finds herself, It i
the topie of the hour—the *romance in real
life,” people eall it, with startling originality.
The heroine of the romance feels the fierce
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. glare which beats upon her eminence mther
. oppressive; but there can be no doubt that,
after & fashion, she enjoys the éclaf of the po.

* gition; and poor Jack--looking mournfully
on—i« conseicus that hia hopes of o future
‘home in Arcadiz are growing less and less,
Why be came, he asks himself agein and
again, finding no answer save the sweetness
of the dark eyes, which are slways full of
the old frank friendship when they turn on
-him.

* There is one person to wlmm Sybll‘s sue-

cesd ot this time is naturally most bitter:
. that person is Miss Armytage. Her vanity
* wad wounded when ber aunt told. hei of the
dacrifice Langdon was willing to make for
this fair-faced girl; but deeper tham her
wenity the pang of Mainwaring's treachery
strikes. Bhe knows that friends ave pitying
and enemies smiling over her disappoint-
ment, and the disappointment itself ig keen
enough to bring tears (which nobody sees)
to her haughty eyes, Even in Varity Fair
many such pangs are suffered, many such
tears ghed, of which the world knows noth-
_ ing. Women like Isabel Armytage have,
, with all their faults, 2 martyr’s courage and
. ‘@ soldier’s pride, With them, indeed, *the
heert knoweth its own bitterness”-—and the
", heart alone,

It is the day of the fancy-ball, and around
the Longdon-Courtenay dinner-tabla conver-
sation languishes, During the last two days
it Aas languished exceedingly with this party,
and, when they talk at all, it iz to exchange
platitudes about the weather snd the com-
pany,'criticise the belles, and repedt & Histle
vapid gossip. By a stroke of good fortnne
or good diplomacy, Jack has obtained a seai
at the same table, and shares'm this feast of
reason. To.day Sybil and himself have been
chatiering  litle, and Mrs, Langdon has fa-
vored Mr, Courtenay with a few caustic com-

" ments on some of their friends; * the rest is
silence,” Miss Armytoge, with her Fair, su. |
peroilious face, ignores all that ig said, in a
manner which, if it does not erush the com-
- pany, at least ought to do go; while Gersld,
on his part, devotes himself to "his dmner,
‘and goys few words to man or woman, To
him, nevertheless, Bybil turns after g while,
flushing slightly as she does so:

“1 suppose you know that Tam going to
the ball in Your character—that is, in the
character which you suggested,” she says, a

lictle. timidly,

“I have no doth that you will look it—
a8 you look every thing-—ezceedingly well,”
he answers, with most discouraging pohte-
ness.

O, you are very kind! ” she says, bow-
ing with mock gratitude, “Is it not good
-of him, Jack, to say I look every thing ‘ex-
ceedmg!y well?* "

“Yon forget, my dear,” says Mrs. Lang-
don, benignantly, * that he thivks this char-
acter: suits you particulorly well. What is
it about the eyes and smile of the duchess
going everywhere? I'm not apb at remem-
bering poetry.”

“ We have only the word of the duchess’s
Jjealous husband for that,” replies Sybil. “If
he had really cared for her, he would have
liked o see her admired, and liked her to en-
joy the admuatmn—but men are go self-
ishi

They are almost exactly the words which
Mrs, Trescott witered a day or two before;
and Gerald, remembering them, looks at the
girl with a glance which she feels instine-
tively to be keen and yet wistful. Is his
step-mother right?—are women alike, after
ali? s there the making of another Mary
Peronneau in this girlthis child almogi—
fresh from the conventual seclusion of a sim-
ple country-life? These are questions which
he agks himgelf ; and, as he considers them,
Sybil's bright eyes suddenly meet his, She
feans shghtly forward, and speaks in a low
voice.

“Since you suggested the character, you
ought to have the first sight of the costume,”
she gays. “If you care for it, you can come
over to the cottage for»me to-night, If you

always ready for escort-duty—or Mr, Main-
waring,”

shorter-sighted blindness, deafuess, and gen.
eral stupidity of man! In the first part of
her gentence there is a gentle and gracious
invitation ; in the last, a quiek defiance,
Langdon heeds the last, and wholly over.
looka the first.

“T am sorry,” he says, “but I fear I can-
not have the pleasure of coming for you. I
have promised Mrs, Trescott to attend Mrs,
Sherbrocke and herself to the ballroom, Colo-

. cottage, |

‘. she replies. “I shall have time enough to

" by day I feel what a fool I am, Sybil I—day

, =D, not eng-—who really knows any thing

- yourself ?" Jack ventures to inguire.

don’t care, it does not maiter at all. Jack is

Oh, short-sighted folly of woman! and

nel Leroy baving left the Springs. I did mot
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fancy that you would serviees, since
you are so well providégith escorta.”
© “You ave quite right; I donot need them
in the least! " gays Sybil, emphatically,
After dinner Miss Courtenay leaves the
hotel, and, attended by Jack, goes over to the

“J am almost completely broken down,”
she says. ““If T don't take a siesfw this af.
ternoon, I shall be fit for nothing to-night.”

% You certainly take very little rest,” says
Jack. *“Somebody is engrossing your ntten-
{ion all the time—asking you to walk or ride
or dance, It iz unaceountable to me how you
manage it all1”

“T am making hay while the sun shines,”

rest when I go back home. There I shall
have nothing to do baut lie in the hammock
and /read novels, or ride Flora, and torment
you.”

“T wish that time was come,” says Jack,
very sincerely. But, somehow, I do not feel
ag if it ever would come again,” he adds, look-
ing at her with his- honest Iovmg eyes. “Day

by day I am more certain that you will never
again be content at home.. You will marry a
rich man, and live in the world, and be gay
and admired to your heart’s content.,™

" & And pray,” eries S8ybil, *who ever said
that I had a desire to be gay and admired,
and —and marry a rich man? Jaek, you
have no more sense or discernment than—
ther anybody else! There is not one of you

gbout me.”
.. % Are you sure you know any thing about

To his surprise, she looks at him gravely
and answers :

“Tthink I do!”

The result of this knowledge, however, she
does not impart, but dismisses him when they
reach the cottage, and retires—ostensibly for
her sfestz, But it is really to command a
Little time—her frst time—for serlons reflec.
tion. Gay and heedless though she may be,
ghe is not without brains, and ¢he knows that
she stands on the verge of a decision which
must inevitably affect the whole course and
meaning of her life, Three men—each of
whom has Indisputably proved his tove for
her——are, figuratively speaking, at her feet,

DUCHESS.?

Which shall she accept? Sbe takes n piece
of maple-sugar—remember, she is enly sev.
enteen t—Hes back on the pillows of the bed,
and meditates, ‘ .
Mainwaring first.  'Within thess two days
she has practically learned—if she had ever
doubted—that the woman of his choice will
algo be the woman whom society delighteth
to honor: Mainwaring, then, offers her every
thing which ean possibly make a brilliant
career in the world,. If she marries him, she |
will have wealih, social position, fasghion,
beauty, and the capubility of using all these
things effectively—a capability which, it may
be remarked en passant, many women lack, .
She sums them all up on her fingers, smiles,
takes some more maple.gugar, and proceeds.
Jack next. He, also, iz well off in thia
world’s goods — substantially well off, with
lands and houses and eattle, Though he is
su young, everyhody says that there is no
better planter in the country, and his busi-
ness qualities are excellent. The wpm'an who
marries him need never fear that Love will 8y
out of the window because Want enters the
door. Prosperity, of a sober, assured, jog-
trot kind, will elways be hers. Gayety,
pleasure, fashion, excitement, will be abso-
lutely lneking. A woman when ghe i3 war-
ried, however, Bybil reflects—recnlling many
wise axioms of her youth—does not care for
these things, Her desires and affections are
bowad up in her husband, ete., ete. Now, it
is impossible to deny that Jack is the best—
the very hest—fellow in the world, and loves
her o a point of fatuous stupidity. Mso,i.gl
ghe marries him, she will be next door to &
at home, Frank’s laughing, debonair face can
look in on the domestic paradise every day,
Meta snd Alice can make it their second home
—Bybil ia very fond of them ali, and the piet-
ure onght 1o be very attractive; but somehow,
as she ponders, the suffocated feeling, of which
sho once spoke to Jack, comes over the girl,
One grain of love would color the pieture with
the hues of Eden—failing that grain, she shud-
ders, and goes on to the next head of her men.’
tal dlﬁCO'ﬂl‘Be. .
Langdon. Over the name she pauses for -
some time, Not so easy is it to sum up what
he offers, while her truant fancy persistently -
dwells on himself, She finds her memory
wandering back to their pleasant days of -
feank comradeship—days when they loiteted

and offér her three widely-different destinies.

through the green shoade of overhanging
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woody, or climbed the breezy hill-sides to-
.‘Bother. Ah, what pleasant days they were!
She sighs a little—will she ever know such
pleasant ones again ? She puts in eompari-
#on with them her hours of brightest tri-
umph in ballroom or parlor, and they seem
to pale as gasJight pales by the side of Na-

- ture's golden sunshine, . 8o the men, whose

- homage made that triumph, seem to dwindle
‘by the 8ide of Gerald,  Why, she cannat tell,
The: latter iz eceriainly not an intellectual
‘glant—neither would an impartial ebserver
© thikk’ him partielarly faseinating —yet, ng
his words and tones come back to her, they
thrill with strange, sharp sweetness to her
heart, and she wonders, with a sudden pang,
if’ she has lost him. She forgets to consider
‘at this moment how little he has to offer. She
~.does not guestion in what region, short of
. Arcadia, two people, with moderately good
‘appetites, can live on-fifteen hundred o year,
* nor how much money those unpainted piet-
- 'utes are likely to bring. S8he only thinks of
the man himself— the man who looked at
Jher with such tender, passionate eyes out on
\ that green mountain yonder, and asked if she
could love him well encugh to marry him,
poor and struggling. She eould not answer
the question then, but she answers it now—
clasping her hands over her face, on which the
" lovely roseflush deepens and glows,
The afternoon slowly declines. As the
sun sinks behind the western hills, gny strains
-of musie float to her ears, hut she does not
atir. Mainwaring comes and sends Elise
nr to inquire if she will not walk with him,
She respectfully declines. Fle then desires
" to know if he may not come for her when
she g ready for the ball, She replies that
Mr. Palmer has already obiained -permission
to do so. At this, the gentletoan retires in-
* dignantly, and she is left in pence until Elise
~- having arrayed Mrs, Langdon and Marie
. - Antoinette—finally-comes to make her toiles.
Thia is = labor of Jove to the good-natured
Frenchwoman, ag well as to Sybil hergelf; and
certainly wo faiver duchess ever lived, in Fer.
rara or elsewhere, when the toilet is complete,
Elise bas done wonders in the short time
allowed to her, and the costume, if not exact,
is at lesst picturesque end beautiful. The
long - waisted body, the peari.embroidered
' stomacher, the low, Vandyck corsage in front,
. and high ruff behind—all are familiar to our

costume is marve latisly hecoming—would be
becoming even t0'a Plain woman-—fancy, then,
what it is to this woman to whom Nature h.is
giver her most seductive tints—this woman,

of whom Frd Pandolf. might have sald—

... Palnt
Mnust never hope to reproduce the faint
Half-flush that dies slong her throat.”

After oll i3 said and done, let us own that
%?e girl muast be made of strange material
ho does not feel that it is -charming to be
young and pretty. Sybil makes no pretense
of feeling otherwise when she comes out in a
flush of triumph and exhibits hersell' to Mra,
Langdon, her father, and Juek. Miss Army.

departed with the Dundrenry Englishman of
whom henorable mention has been made he-

at all, and his step-mother—who would usual-
ly be much incensed at this neglect—is at
present almost put into & good-humor thereby.
Despite his assertion ot dinner, Sybil half
hopes to see him, and, with one swift glanee,
takes in the c:rcle——and her disappointment
—when she comes out,

freely applied to her wounded feelings, Mus,
Langdon forgets her irritation, and eomipli-
ments her cordially; Mr, Courtenay vouch.
‘safes to any that she looks very well; and
Jack gazes at her in speechless admiration
which is more eloquent than words;  while
Elise walks round with a candle and points
out the effects of the costume, When this is
ended they go over to the hotel. They are
late, and the parlor is deserted by all but a
few staid old people and very religious young
ones; but the erush of the ballroom i be-

a seneation when she enters. Only & small
proportion of the company are in faney.dress,
and those who are have the pleasing con-
scloushess of being criticised unsp'lrmgly by
those who are not. 'The usual number of sea-,

history and fiction, of picturesque costumen
and costumes simply dézarre, are to be seen,
As Bybil and her escort fall into the line
which just now is promenading round the
long room, the latter i3 conscious of that
thriil of complaceney which a man feels when
attending » woman who lends distinetion even
to him. Every five steps they are stopped

eyezin the pictures of the old painters, The

by some one who eomes up to esmpliment

tage, having no desire to sce her, kos already -

fore, Gerdld bas mot been near the cottage -

If there i i i it ia :
re is balm in praise, however, it is common to it—a look of cold Aautenr. “d

_place, Just then she felt perversely defiant

yond description. Great as it is, Sybil makes

* than for the edmiration of her surrounding
© -group, finally moves off without a glance in

nymphe and flower-girls, of characters from E

. soribbles Mainwaring’s name duwn on her list
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Miss Courtenay on her costume, to iell her
how well she is looking, and (if it be a.man)
to ask her to danee, Soon her ball-book is
full—so full that only one waltz remains un.
claimed, which/she is keeping for Langdon.
Half a dozen people have asked for it, bub
she says frankly that she is “saving” it for
a friend. This friend, however, doecs not
seem in any haste to take advantage of bher
penerosity: She bas been in the ballroom
half an hour before she sees him, and then
lie in talking to another woman, end scarcely
notices her.. At this moment Mainivaring
comes to hee side.

“T think the next set Is mine? " he says,
a little etifffy, offering his arm.

I think you are mistaken,” replies Bybil.
She is the centre just mow of three or four
of her most agreeable nequaintances, and
feels little inclination to exchange the appre-
ciation of half a dozen men for the admira-
tion of one. * The next set is Mr, Feltow's—
at least, his name is on my book.”:

Mainwaring bows. Iis taste and tact are
perfect. Nothing would induce him to dis-
pute a point of this kind ; but a look comes
over his fair, handsome face which is not

understood that it was mine,” he says, and,
turning, walks away.

Then Bybil’s conseience smites her, That
it was his she knew well when she allowed
voung Felton to write his name on the vacant

of any probable or possible displeasure on
Mainwaring's part. Now she feels ashamed,
as one.who has taken shabby advantage of
the immunity which ig chivalrously allowed
woman in the doing and saying of uncivil
things, It is o retributive justice, perhaps,
that she gains nothing by her ineisility, for
Langdon, who is standing not far away, and
for whose coming she lingered even more

her direction. Her eyes follow his retreating
figure for “a. minute, and observe that he
pauses by Mrs, Treseott, Then she turns to
one of the géntlemen, asks for a peneil, and

for the uneclaimed waltz,

It is eome time before that gentleman
learns of this amends honoralle. He feocls
that he hag borne a3 much as it is possible

DUCHESS,”

this girl who secems so little aware of the
magnificent distinetion he has conferred upon
her, and that it is time to assert his dignity.
He asserts it, therefore, by bestowing his .at |
tention upon other women, of whom there is
a2 multitude willing, nay, eager, to accept any
thinig he chooses to offer—a word, & smile, &
bow, his arm for a promenade, or his hand
for a dance. Yet, even while engaged with”
the fairest of them, he finds lumself glancmv
again and again—disapproving yet admiring -
—at Mr. Langdon’s * Last Duchess.” De-
gpite himself, he cannot help owning that
never was charncier better bestowed. Never
did woman distribute her looks and smiles
more impartially than Sybil does just now;:
and mever were looks brighter or smiles -
sweeter, Mainwaring feels that this must |
stop—that lie must make it clearly under-
gtood that it must stop. Flirt though he hasg
been himself, and flivt though he probably
means t6 be to the end of the chapter, he has
no idea of allowing hig wife to indulge in the
sam¢ amusement. The woman of big choice
must be a different stamp of woman from
those with whom he has passed so wany idle
hours of agreeable foolery. Cmsar himgelf
may do a8 he likes, but we all know what
Cmsar's wife must be.

The hours go on toward midnight. News.
paper correspondents have taken notes of the
different costumes, and telegraphed the im-
portant intelligence to the Richmond aud
Washington papers, The erowd is suffocat-
ing, the heat intense, the gayety (?) at its -
height. Since she entered the room, Sybil
has scarcely been atill five minutes. Dance
has followed promenade, and promenade
dance, in exbausting succession,  Imstead
of looking eshausted, however, she is in
brighter beauty and gayer spirits than ever,
when Mainwaring approaches her again,

“ You are just in time," she says, meeting®.
him with a smile which he would think the
most wingome imaginable if. he had not seen
a hundred or so like it bestowed upon any
number of other men during the last few
hours, “I have put your name down for the
next waltz, and I was reflecting a moment - ~
tge that I should have to send after you, or
else give 1t to some ‘one else.”

“¥ wonder you hesitated over the alter-
native when there.are g0 many to whom yon

or proper to bear from this audacious firt,

bath sides,” he answers, a little coldly.

could give it with satisfaetion, no doubt, on .
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% You, there are o good many,” Bybil ad-
mits, with an air of modestly-repressed tri-

- umph. % But, then, you see, I thought you |.

wanted it.  If you don’t—"
“ You know I do!1" be says, unable to re-
gist the piquant sweetness of the face uplifted
‘to "him, As he speaks, the band begins
% Wine, Women, and Song,” and, putting his-
_.arm ground her elaborately-whaleboned waist
~=yet & dainty, lissom waist, in spite of the
- whalebones—he whirls her away.
Tt ia a pleagant waltz, for they have danced
together until each knows well the other's
. step and peculiarities. It is alao the end
. ~=though they know it not—of their three
weeks' acquaintance, their butterfly flirtation,
and two days' loveaffulr, A very fitting end,
: #Jhen one considers all things; for such af-
folrs abound like thistlo-down at these gay
" pummerresorts, and, like thistle-down, the
slighteat breeze iz sufficient to blow them
away. In some partings, so much of love

- . and faith and hope goes down forever that we

"might well play over them the “ Marche Fu.
nébre” of Chopin, which Liszt calle *the

- Mélopée so fumeveal, so foll of desolating

woe." - But, for others, what could we ask
" ‘more appropriate than the gay, entrancing
strains of Strauss ? : ’

When the waltz is over, Mainwaring says:
“You must be tived; I think you had better
let me tuke you somewhere to rest. There is

, ‘o sach thing possible in this erowd.”

8he does not demur, and he takes her ont
of the ballroom into the fresh coolness of the
steel-blue night. There are not so many flirt-
ing couples as usual in the nooks and corners
of the pinzzas. Likea great maclstrom, the
ball has engulfed them, and Mainwaring finds

©» without diffieulty the secluded place—free

" from interruption—of which he is in seareh.
They- sit down, and Sybil remarks that the
* gtarlight is beautiful. '
.%Yes,” he answers, “but I did not bring
. you put to admire the starlight. T want to
speak to you, and this is as good an op-
portunity, I presume, as I am likely to
. have” : ' -
“8o you brought me out to speak to me,”
ghe #ays, with a eigh of resignation, “ How
one may flatter one’s gelf! I thought you
-honestly wanted me to rest,”
“And can you not rest and listen at the
_ same time? " ’

s -
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say. Ifit is a very inleresiing subject, you
know it will excite mbe,” -

#I don't know whether or mot you will
consider it a very interesting subject,” he
says, “but it is at least an important one. I
have been watching you closely to-night, Syb-
il—wuatching fou as a man naturally watches
the woman whom he expects to marry-—and
you must forgive me if it ig impossible to
refrain from saying that I have felt great
disapproval of —of your manner to other
men-" B

“Indeed!" says Sybil. Though ke speaks
unwillingly, and with deference, as becomes &
gentleman, she is in arms immedintely. She
flings her graceful head haughtily bacl, and
faces him, “Pray, what is there in my man-
ner which is s0 unfortunate as to ineur your
disapproval 97" ghe asks,

Mainwaring hesitates. He zearcely knows
how to put into words all that he, has-felt—
he tiinks Sybil ought to understand withowt
words, Like the duke whom Langdon quoted,’
he might have sald:

*. . . Who'd stoop to blame
This sort of trifiing? LEven had yom skill :
In speech—{which I have not)—to make yonr will
Quite clear to such a one, and say, * Just this
Or that in you disguste me; here you miss
Or there exceed the mark "—and if she let
Herself be lesgoned go, nor plainly set
Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse,
Ten then would be gome stooping, and 1 choose
Never o #toop.” -

At Tagt he. eays: “It is this, principally, I
think — that you lead every one who ap-
proaches you to imagine that you specially
like, admire, are Interested in him. Now,
such a manner is the secret of coguetry; but
I do not wish you tolbe called a coguette,
Bybil” .
“You are very considerate,” says Sybil,
sarcastically, “ very, indeed! Bul, as far as
I am concerned, anybody who likes may call
me & coquette—and welcome Y y
“But you forget,” answers Mainwaring,
“that I am also concerned—very deeply con-
cerned—in what people may eay of you; and
I know the world infinitely better than you
do. . You are lowering yourself in accepting
admiration se eagerly—in flirting 5o openly—
and you are also lowering me. You are not
aware, perhaps, how nmoh you cheapen all
that I have offered you when you treat it as

you might the idle compliment of an empty

. “Thet depends upon what you have to

fool, and when your tones and glances are no

“MY LAST DUCHESS.>»

whit sweeter for me than for the first new ac-
quaintance who invites you to dance,”

* Are they not 7" says Sybil. There ia an
accent of enriosity in her voice which puzzles
her companion. Bt{t do you not see that
my looks and toues are not my own—I mean

. that T never make them other than they natu-

rally are? If they are the same to other men
that they are to you, does it not follow that I
do nut feel toward you differently from what
I feel toward other men?

“Very likely that does follow,” answers

" Malnwaring, proudly. * You must think me

very stupid that such a simple solution of the
matter did not oceur to me before. Then I
am to understand that you have been deliber-
ately making a fool of me for the past two
days?” ‘ '

“1 don’t see why you shonld understand
any thing of the kind,” gnys Sybil, “Ii was
a clear agreement, T said I would take the
matter of marrying you into consideration—
but I never heard that consideration meant
asgent, Fou have scemed to think so—but
was that my fault 8 »

It does mot matter whose fault it was,”
he snswers, coldly, “The question is, Will
you be good enough to give me & definite and
final anawer now? T neked you to marry me
~will you do so, or will you not?"

This imperative form of wooing would an- |

gwer very well with gome women—the clasgs
of women who like nothing 5o much as heing
brow-beaten—but Sybil i3 of different mettle,
and she does not faney it.

“T will not1"” she answers, firmly—then,
after a second, goes on quickly: %0 Mr, Main-
waring, do you not see that there would not
he any real happivess for either of us if I did ¢
You hove taken a faney to my pretty face,
but already you are jealous—whether for me
or for yonr own dignity does not matter—and
object to my love of admiration, and desire to
make myself agreeable. Now, these things

-are as natural to me as—as any thing could

be! T have been thinking about myself very
geriously this afiernoon, and I see olearly
that I ehail make a very worldly, dissipated,
frivolous woman—the kind of woman whom

- yon would not at all like s a wife, and who

would give you any amount of trouble—unless
I marry a man for whor I care a great deal.”

. “And you do not care for me " he agks,
feeling his vexation and sense of injured dig-

nity disappear, a3 be looke at the fair, frank

- 6

young face, on which the starlight is shin-
ing. ‘
“Ko," the gir] answers, with such nomis.
takuble sincerity that he winces a Hitle. “If
I married you, it would be for what you offer
~~n0t for what you are—and that would be
mean and shabby when you are willing to
make what you consider such a great sacrifice

iu marrying me, who any without fortune and , = -

without fashion. No doubt you think it
strange that any woman should not fove you,”
she adds, with a faint eadence of humor in
ker voice. *“I donot pretend to explain the
phenomenen: I only state it.”

“You might spare me mockery at least,”
he says; and, though his voice iz haughty,

there is mone of that offended vanity in it -
-whick many men display on occarions of this

kind. “If you do not love me, there is noth.
ing more to be said. T shall never sink low
enough to ask any woman for Lier hand if she
cannot give me ber heart.” N
‘“There are g0 many women who could

give you their hearts without any difficulty .

whatever,” says Sybil, contritely, “that it
wonld be a ghame for one who could not. to
give you her hand—would it not? The mat-
ter strikes me in that lght,”

“You ure very good to speak for other

women s0 confidently,” replies Mainwaring,
rather grimly. “ But when a man has been
foolish enough to set his heart on one woman,
the sentiments of the reet of the sex donm't
coneern him very much.” ‘ .

There is a pause. They hear the musie

of the Lancers pealing out from the hallroom,
and 8ybil hus time to think how thoroughly -

uneomiortable thiz is, nnd to wonder if she
will not regret what she hae done to-ILorrow
before Mainwaring speaks again.

“T ought to tale you back, ought I not 9"
he nsks, then. “No doubt yonr admirers are
wondering what has become of you, and I
bave no longer any right to find fault with
their number ; indeed, I believe I was mis-
taken in imagining that I ever had such &
right.”

“ Whether you had a right, or whether
you bad not, you were justified fa nll you
said,” EyDil answers, in o fit of penitent can-
dor. I know that I em a flirt, and no doubt
T'have zcted very badlv to you; but, indeed,
I did not mean to do so, end T am very sor-
ryl” -

* Pray don’t annoy yourself with any for

-




- .,ihﬂer .wnnideméionrof the matter,”” says he,
" rlsing quickly ; for it galls hiz pride to be re-

* foll ie life, I suppose; and, luckily, people

'

'

- air,” says-Bybil, nonchalant, yet blushing;

. nw”

- if he were in sight. Instead of being in sight,
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garded es an object of pity even by ker, “1
have only fuiled ag a man must occasionally

' do not bregk their hearts nowadays—at least,
not in our world, . May I take you back to
the balloom? No doubt you are rested

~ vanre————

CHAPTER XIV,
THE OLD BTORY.

Wnen 8ybil has been taken baek to the
ballroom, and Mainwaring’s handsome face
has vanisbed from her side—with it vanish-
ing also, she feels, the one brilliant oppor-
tunity of her life—she looks round for Lang-
don., It is mere instinet which causes her to
do'this; for, a8 & matter of serious consider.
ation, she feels that she hag every reason to
-be offended at the neglect with which he has
peen fit to treat hez, and she certainly has no
reason to imagine that he would notice her

however, i 1s like looking for the proverhial
_neéedle in ita hay-stack to search for one face
(and that not a particularly marked one) in

* the throng, Bhe catches no glimpse of him
until —balf an hour later —they sudden]y

meet at supper. The chahce which brings

tbem together is very unexpected on both

gides.. * Heve are two unoccupied places,”

.8ays Jack, and they sit down at one of the
-pound tables, to find themselves opposite
Mra. Bherbrooke, Mra, Trescoit, and Lang-

“don. The ladies bow, Sybil starts and col.
Qrs. :

41 did not know that you were here,”
*’she gays, addressing Gerald. “Can you tell
me what hes hecome of Mrs. Langdon? I

have not sean her for an hour or two.”

“I heard ber inquiring not long ago if

any one had seen you,” he answers, “and I

helicve her anxiety was set at rest whem

‘someboedy was able to reply that you had |

loft the hallroom with Mr. Mainwaring.”
4 We went out for a little breath of fresh

“but I have been back some time.—Arg you
enjoying the ball, Mra, Sherbrooke¥ It is
brilliant, is it not?”

“TIt in brillisnt as o full-dress ball” the

cess a8 a funcyball. Not more than omne.
third of the company are in costume, Stiil,
the effect ia very good.”
¢ Some of the costumes ave beautiful,”
says Mra. Trescott, * Yours is one of the
best,” she adds, addressing Sybil. )
* Thanks—I am glad you like it,” the lat-
ter answers, “Yes, it has been very much
admired, and one person—a very good judge
~—wag kind enough to tell me that I have
sugtained the character very well.”?
“ There ean be no doubt of that,” remarl(s
Langdon, quietly.
“T1 don’t know mmueh about the r.hamc-
ter,)” says Mra. Sherbrooke, looking a little
puzzled. * May I esk whe! you are? 1 have
heard several people discussing the question,
and nobody secemed to know exactly whom
you represent.”
“ T am a nondeseript,” replies Sybil, laugh-
ing. *You may call me what you like, I
could not be astonished at any thing eftev
having becn asked not long ago if. I was Lu-
cretia Borgia,”
#It is at least evident to what country
and what era you belong,” says Mrs. Bher-
vrooke, “but some ot‘ the costumes ate
chiefly remarkable for preeenting anm un-
limited field-for .conjecture. For instance,
that girl over yonder in crimson gatin and
gold fringe—oan you imagine what age of
the world, or part of the globe, she repre-
gents ¢ "

 Bhe is an Onental " saye Sybil.

“She i3 an allegory—from the banks of .
the Nile, or elsewhere,” says Langdon,

“ Bhe i3 ‘Sunrige,”” says Jack--ndding,
ag the company look at him incredulously,
“ghe told me so hergelf!” .

a8 a pleture away with one—even with all
the abaurdities and shortcomings thrown in,”
says Mre. Sherbrooke, lifiing her eye-zlass
and glancing over the long reom—over the
bright toilets, the fair faces, the hurrying

at the Old Sweet—eh, Mary ?V

“Do you think of leaving to-morrow #
‘concern,
answers, “My fither went over to the Old

You will find that

lady replies, “ but I do not consider it a suc-
- .

we follow him to-morrow.

" swers,

- walking-tour through ihe mountams, came

" she is aware. ‘Few, Indeed, among humen

4 Well, it is a very bright scene to canj

waiters, snd popping chempagne - corks,.

“We shall be dull enough to-morrow night = " way, without s word to me—it is absurd1”

Lo " words—to you,” says Jack, smiling.
asks Sybil, without auy hypoeritieal show of

“ Yes, we shall leave,” Mrs. Sherbrooke,
) ]

Sweet yesterdny to obtain reoms for us, and
~oral things heve put it inte my head,” he
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thé company here will thin very much after
thia,”

“You leave, too, do you not§™ Mrs. Tres.
cott aays, looking at Langdon,

Sybil's heart gives & lezp futo her throat
~—hearts which have not been subjected to
systematic training do such things some-
times [—and she looks at him also, Perhaps
there is gomething magnetie in the ook ; at
all events, his eyes meet hers as he an-

“Yes," he mays, “T shall leave to-mor-
row., A party of my friends, who are on a

here yesterday, and ure auxious for me io go
with them to the Pesks of Qtter, I have
agreed to do g0, and we shall probably take
up our line of march to-merrow.”

Sybil says nothing; but she is horribly
conspious that she is changing color; that
the lovely rose-flush is dying ont of her cheeks
under, that other wemen's eyes. She bears
herself bravely, however, and lifts a glass of
wine to her lips.

“8o I can drink io a pleasant journey
for all of youl® ghe says.—* Jack are got
thinking of going, teo? "

To her surprise—-for she asks the question
in careless jest—,—-J ack meets het gave with a
wistful expression fn his brown eyes. She
has seen the same expression before, and
Indghingly likened it to that which Ruby—
her favorite setter—-often wears, There is
move of compliment-in the comparison than

eyes, can equal the dumb eloquence which
dwells in a dog's.

“Yes,” he answers, in a lnw volpe—-n
voice meant for her ears alone-~% I think of
leaving, too. Not to-morrow, but to-night,
The train starts somewhere between two and
three o’elock, you know,”

# Jack, ave—are you crasy ?® demands
his sovereign, * Or hag the champagne gone
to your bead ? What do you mean by talk-
ing such nonsense? Leavel—leave in this

“But I have spoken 8 word ~several

* It is absurd,” repeats Syhil, witk the air
of one who settles a matter. “I ghall not
thivk of allowing it1* Pray, what has put
such an idea into your head 9

He gives her an odd, quick glance, “Sev-

answars; “I'N tell you about them nafter .
a while,” s : :

There is 2 significance in his tone which
Miss Courtenay has by this time learned to
interpret. “ Upon my word, everybody ia
most disngreeable to-night 1™ she thinks, and
applies herself to her ice-cream with consid- ..
erably diminished appetite,

After supper Mrs. Sharbrooke proposes to
her companion that they shall retive from the
festivities, but this Mrs. Trescott declines to
do.

“ Go yourseli, Aonette, by all means,” she )
saya, “In fact, you know you will be sick
if you do not; but, as for me, I am tived of
playing oid woman, I mean to remember
that I am young, and ‘make believe,” as chil-
dren say, to enjoy myself this Iast night be- -
fore we go to the Gld Sweet and stupidity,”

“ Really, Mary,” says her consin, with not
unnatural irritation, * you are as much trou.
ble ae if you were sixteen! How ean you ex-
pect me te go to the _cottage and leave. you
here? "

“I sm quite capable of taking care of
myself,” replies the other, “If you choose
to atay, of course it is your own affuir; but
you will be sick to-morrew, and not able to
leave if you do,”

Mrs. 8herbrooke knows that this is true,

‘20 she unwillingly prepares to depart, “I

need noj trouble you, Mr. Langdon,” she says,
when dgrgl‘dggoﬁ‘ers his ‘escort. “Mr. and
Mrs. Williars8, whoe have the other half of
our cotiege, are just going, end I oan accom-
peny them, Do bring Mary over as soon a8
possible I

Langdon smiles at this adjuration, and re-
plies that he will be at Mrs, Trescolt's 'sor
vice as s00n A8 she is ready to leave the ball,
He thinks that it would be well if she left
at once ; but, of course, it is not his place to
sy soc

Instead of being of one mind with him on
this point, Mes, Trescott i3 evidently deter
mined, 88 she has ssid, on meking the most -
of this last night of gayety. “I feo} as if the
old days zre back again,” she eays to him, -
with a flashing smile, when her cousin ie
finully gone, “ With the best intentiona in
the world, Annette torments me almost to
death, She is one of the women who live in
mortal terror of Mrs, Grundy, Now, I think
that tyrant respects one mare, and treats ona

v

none the warse, for a little independence,” -




\

“course they liave been enxious.
“:the -train is safely in. One always thinks of
:"that frightful accident a summer or two ago.”.
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: “Do you think so?" says ngdrm “I
. ‘confess I have never given the subject much

. gonstderatfon, When it has been forced upon

‘--‘me, however, I must acknowledge that it has
o "been: becanse Mre, Grundy bas acted very un-

° pleasenily,” ‘

. ¢ She always aets unpleasantly,” says his

companior, shrugging her shoulders. ** Bhe
exiets, like the law, for no other purpose.—
‘But what is that #"" (They are sitting by an

' dpen window.} A train coming in? There
* is none due at this hour”

- %1t is the ten-o’clock train whmh is two

" or three hours behind time,” Langdon on-
“giwers, - “ There were rumors of an accident
" an hour or two ago, but a telegram quicted
“gpprehension, *Unavoiduble delay,’ it ssid,
4 but no aceldent.’

*“How unpleasant for those who are ex-
peoting friende " aays Mrs. Trescott. *Of
I am glad

"¢ Yea,™ he replea; “one thinks of it. I
fnney few people are so careless or so callous
‘88 ot to look at the fatal gorge where it oc-

.. 'ourred with mournful interest, an they pass
"over it,"

' ' They are silent for o moment, Then (for
‘Tife is full of such contrasts !) the band, hav.

- . ing finlshed #s sapper, clashes suddenly and

‘gayly out; end Mre, Trescott turns to Ger-

eld,
s 6T gatd that T meant to ‘make believe’

" - thet T was young and capable of enjoyment
“-figain,” sbe says, © Will you help me? Will
* you take one weltz with me, for old acquaint.

mnoe’ sake, before we say ¢ Good-by * forever
—an we shall say it to morrow ?
Langdon is surprised and net gratified by

. ‘/shis Invitation ; but what can he say ? What
-~goild any man Aay in his posntion’ There
‘"ia But one course open to him, and that course

e takes after a second’s scnrce]y-peweptlble
Beaitation.
"#1 ghall be delighted,” he gays, “1
- ghould have asked for the plensure, but that
~ :you epoke of having given up round dancing.”
%8B0 I have,” she answers; * but the taste
of-forbidden t‘rult is sweet, you kuow, and to-
“night—just to-night-—TI feel thot I must have
ons wnltz,” :
Objeotion, a3 has been nlreudy said, is not
to bo expected, and would not proceed very
graeefnlly from the man to whom she speaks,

go he leads her out into the floor, and, In
another moment, they are waltzing their
first waltz together sinee the old days when
she was Mary Peronnean and he was her
plave,

. Naturally, they both think of it, but ashea
are not combustible, and Langdon finds his
pulse beaziﬁ'g.no whit the guicker for mem-

ory of that ofd madness. On the contrary™ -

he would not have believed such a thing pos-
sible had any one prophesied it twelve monihs
before—hia glance wanders over his partuer'a
bent hend to follow Sybil as she leaves the
baltroom on Jack Palmer's arm. He won.
ders where they are poing, and what the lat-
ter will say. Be sure fe heard that whisper
at the supper-table, nnd understood it to the
full aa well as did the person to whowm it was
addressed. .* What a heartless flirt she is!”

be thinks, striving to strangle his love and

jeslousy with indignation. “Though she
means to marry Mainwaring, she cannot even

spare this poor fellow I 77
Meanwhile, the omnibuses have driven

up from the delayed train, and landed their
freight of passengers before the brilliant
hotsl. * The faney-ball is going on!” they
gay to each other, and, tired and dusty though
they are, all of the gentlemen and nearly alt
of the ladies, instead of pussing to the wait-
ing-room benecath, ascend the steps, cross the
crowded piazza, etbow their way to the peigh-
‘borhood of the open windows, and obtain un-
satisfactory glimpses of the gay scene with-
in, of the kaleidoscopie effect of the shifting
erowd, of toilets too elegant 10 ba lost in
such 2 erush, of beautiful women and famous
men, of the pay, voluptuous music pealing
over all, and *“ the dancers dancing in tune,”

“ By Jove, it is an mspwiug pight, and
one that couldn’s be matched outside of Vir-
pinig—eh, Trescott 2"’ remarks one of those
enthusiastic sons of the Old Dominion, whoue
State pride would nnquestionably survive the
fall of empire and the wreck of worlds.

“ Don’t forget that there are a few insig-

nificant parts of the world outside of Vi

ginia, my good fellow,” answers the.person
ao addressed—a slender, handsome man ina
light overcoat, who moves nearer the window
as he gpeaks to obtain n better view. - As he

| does so, his eye fulls on one figure among the_

welizers, and he stands transfized. His wife 4
Can it be his wife thet he sees whirling past ?

" A moment's scrutiny assures him that i is
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indeed his wife, and. that the man with whom
ghe is dancing i3 her old lover!

Ag he stands watching them with brows
glightly Enitted and lips compressed, bis is
nof a pleasant face to contemplate, There is
not the fuintest danger of a mélodramatic out-
‘break, or that he will in any manner forget
that he is & gentleman ; but that the fiend of
jealous amger is stirring within him is evi-
dent to the most superficial observation. If
Mra. Langdon could see him she would not
feel comfortable. Wise with the wisdom of
the world, she has from the fiest feared such
trouble batween these two men as ‘many a
foolish, reckless woman hug made ia the past
and will make in the future.

Mr, Traacott is not quite yet on dueling
thoughts intent, however. When the waltz

. ends, he loge3 sight of the delinquent couple,

for they pass out of the ballroom into that

- part of the dining-room which is thrown open

for dancing and promenading, Then he
moved sharply from the window and takes a
turn on the piazza to consider what he will

“do. Shall he go in, elaim his wife, and end

the fliriation at oncet He strougly inclines
to this course ; but a wholesoms fear of ereat-
ing a tolk, and rendering himself ridiculous,
restraing kim. O blessed dread of ridicule!
How many men and women does it restrain
from absurdity—and worse!

While he meditates in this manuoer; Mre,
Trescott gays to Langdon, * I think I will go
over to the cottnge now ; Annette is gure to
stay awake and be anxious until I come, Bug
my ghaw} is in the parlor, and I must get it.
Thege mountain-nights are so chiily I

To the parfor, therefore, they proceed;
but the ghawl is not to be found. They toss
over & multitude of wraps on the tables and
piano, but Mra, Trescott identifies none of

- them., A last she says, “I mush go without

it. Very likely I carried it into the baliroom
and Jef! it there. No'"—as Gerald proposes
a more extended search~—*1 will not give
you anry further trouble. It does not matter;
my dress, fortunately, is not thin.

Y Hero is Misa Courtenay’s wrap,” says
Gerald, taking up a soft, white, crimson-
striped shawl whieh he has enuse to kanow

“well, having folded*it many times around

Sybil's slender figure, and carvied it on his
arm for hours, like & useful esvalier-of-all-

. work, “T wonder if she has not pérhaps

taken youra ¥ T think she has left the hotel.”

“Very likely she /fes taken mine, then”

says Mrs, Trescott, “ for it is white, striped -

with crimson, 8he may have sent her ecort
for it, and he made the mistake. You may

put thia one round me, therefore, and we gan . -
go by Mrs. Langdon's cottage and make - an_ -

exchange.”
Langdon obeys, aud wraps the shawl’ .
around her; but it occurs to him that to “go’ ..
by " his step-mother's eottage will more than -
double their walk, - It is with this as with'the
waltz, however. Distinetly it is not kis place
to object, 80 they pass ous of the parlor-doer,
and, crossing the lawn to the flight of steps
nearest themn, ascend the terrace, and walk

slowly round in the direction of Paradige , -

Row. ‘

“ A lovely night, ia it not ? " he aays, fall.
ing, like 8ybil, upon the night for waut of
something better to say.,

“Yes, it is heautiful,” assents Mre. Tres-
cott, lifting her eyes to the hyaeinth . sky
studded with brilliant stars and constella-
tions, ‘It reminds me,” she goes on, alter a
minate, * of a night in Charleston—unleas I
am mistaken, it was the one before you started,
for Europe—when we leflt a pariy at Mrs,.
Kane's and walked for half en hour in the
staclight on the Battery. Do you remem.
ber ?7

“I vemember very well,” answers Lang--
don, # little grimly, Does he not remember, -,
verily ?  As she speaks ii, all comes back 4o
fiim—words, looks, tones, ay, and kigses, such .,
as would once have stirred him lo fieres in-
dignation, but new only move him to eold .
contempt for thls woman leaning on his arm -
—this woman who did her best to ruin his.
life, and hra not sell-respect enough to under-
stand the dmmty of silence,

This woman’s heart, meanwhile, ja beatmg -
with a quick, nervous flutter, Foolish, weak, .
impulsive though she is, let us do her justice- -
at once and say that she is not wioked, She .

meand no harm—she only wants to clear her- .
self a little in the eyes of the men whom she . .

heartlessly jilied—and she does not realize
that under other cireumstances she might. be - .
playing with dangerous fire. Finding that he ...
gives'her 1o encouragement to proceed inher -

reminiscences, she speaks again, aftera pause, 2

with a quiver in her voiee : ‘
*Pethaps it is foolish of me to allude 16
that old time—it is'so utterly past and gone

—hat, ever since we have been here, I have’
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) mmted to speak of it to you, and--—and lacked

- ‘wourage as well as opportunity to do s0.”"

) " “Why should you have wished to- speak
“of 169" he asks; and, despite his efforts to
the contrary, his tone is like ice. “What
good end can be served by speaking of that
which, ag you say, is utterly pust and gone?”

“ Only the good end of making you think
a little better of me,” she replies, ** Though
you have not said so, I have seen, T can feel,

. In your manngr that you think my conduet to
you wag without excuse. Very likely it was,
and yet I should like to telf you—"

. %Donot trouble yourself to tell me any

" thing,” he interrupts, annoyed, disgusted, yet
forcing himself to remember that couriesy is
due to & woman though the heavens fall. “I
“hope you will not pain yourself by imagining

. that any explanation.is due, to me. I beg
your pardon if my manner has seemed to ex-
-press any thing like repronch or & sense of
injury. Believe me, nothing was furiher from
my intention,”

¢ 1'did not mean to imply that your man.
ner expressed any thing like reproach or in.
Jjury,” she says, quickly, * But, as much asg
a gentleman ean show auch & feeling to a
wonian,'it has expressed contempt. Oh, pray

“do. not disclaim! I do not menn that. you

" have ever, in the fuintest particular, trans-

" gresged outward respect, but one feels come

*things, and I have felt this, Now I know
‘that I did not break your heart)” (This a
little hitterly, as if it was very reprehensible
of his heart not to be broken) *“I know
that you are now in leve with another woman,
ptill X cannot help feeling your bad opinion,

" and—and for the sake of the oid time desir-

ing to explain to you how I was influcnced.”
. “Forgive me if I repeat that it is not
Yorth while,” Gerald answers, a little less cold-
1y now, for her words touch him," Afteral], in
sinning against him, did she not far more
.deeply sin againat herself? Has she not sold
herself into bondage, while he is free—free to
love another woman, a8 she says, a woman
who may be as Hitle worthy'a true man’s
herrt as the one seeking to excuse herself?
" #7 ¢an imagine every thing,” he goes on. 41
understand every thing, I am sure, as well ag
you could possibly explain it. Let me also
add that I do not blame you. Of course I
felt bitterly for a time, but reason soon showed
ma that you were entirely Justlﬂed in acting
" ua you did.”

“It—it is easy for you to talk in that
mannet 1" she eries, with a sudden rush of
emotion in her voice, for this philosophical
ndifference is harder-to bear than the most
pagsionate and bitter reproaches would be.
She realizes now, finally and altogether, that
her empire is over; that she has no lingering
bold, Platonic or otherwise, on Gerald Lang-
don’s heart. It is likely that the realization
will do her service hereafter. At present,
however, she feels a choking sensation in her
throat, with which she struggles for a min-
ute; then suddenly amazes and dismays her
eompanion by burating into tenrs,

Luckily, or unluckily, as the case may be,
they are near Mrs, Langden's cottage, and
there is apparently nobody on the pinzza.
Gerald says, gently, “ I think you are tired ;
suppose you sit down here and recover your-
8elf?* turning, a3 he speaks, to ascend the
steps,

Instend of aseending them, she sits down
on the lower one, and, after a minute or two,
does recover herself—at least, sufficiently to
speak.

“Don’t think me mote of a foel than I
reelly am ! she gasps them, “1—I[am often

hyaterical, and any agitation brings on an at- .

tack like this.,”
“8hall I get you some water? " he nsks,
Water and a fan nre, on occgsions of this
kind, the only two ideas that occur to a man,
Langdon has the fan, and is using it ag he

speaks, fo there is nothing left for him to.

guggest but water,

“No1™ she eries, putting out her hand to
detain him ag be moves. “Do not let any
one know that I am here! I would not be
seen in such a state for—any thing! I will
be ready to go on in a moment.”

He obeys, a8 o matter of eourse, and so
for 4 time there is silence. It is a very short
time, yet it seems long to both of them., Mra.
Trescott is filled with the humiliating sense
that she has made a thorough faseo of lLer
explanation, and subjected herself— were
Gerald Langdon as vain as many of hia fel-
lows—to suspicions which, foolish as she is,

make her cheeks 'burn in the darkness. -

When she i3 able to steady her voice, she
says, harriedly:

“I don't know what you must think of
me, but T remember of old you were very
generous, very unlike pther men, and I hope
you will not migunderstand, or—or ihink—"

“I think nothing, execept that you“ire
tired and mnervous,” he interrupis, kindly.
“Don't imagine that I misanderstand any
thing, Dut I feel that T am to blame, I
shuuid not have spoken as I did. You must
pardon me.”

“ I have nothing te parden,” she answers.

© “It was folly aud weakness in me to allude

to the past; but I wanted so much to make
you understand bow I came to treat you so
cruelly; it has troubled me more than you

* would imagine to think bow you must regard

e, that I could not help using this—ihe iast
opportunity.”

“ You have not.hmg to regret,” he says,
“f undergtand exuctly why you wished to
gpeak. But it is all over now, and explana.
tiona are very useless, Who cares to reopen

" an old wound ? " he asks, with a thrill of sad-

ness in hig voiee—a thrill with which the
present has nothing to do. It is a tribute to
that past of which they bave been speaking
—to the romance of youth which died when
this woman frod over his heart “ to the world
made for her.,” But, though the romance of
youth is a good, thing, the passion of man-
hood is & better one. Who moums the death
of the blossoms of apring, when we think of
the fruit of summer?

‘ And you forgive me ? " she asks, eager-
Iy, “You don’t think bitterly and hardly
of me any more? I was alwaya easily infu-
encel, you know, and, when they told me it

" was for the begt—>"

“Yes, 1 forgive you—freely and entire-

Ay !" he says, hastily, for he does mot wish

her to make any confession which herenfier
she may regret. “Do mot trouble yourself
with any farther thought of me. Try to make
the best of your lifs. We can none of us do
raore than just that.”

“1 hope you will do more than that,” she
sayd, I trust you may be happy.”

ITe shrugs his shoulders with a slight
gesture vignificant of hopelessness,

“T have resigned all such extravagant ex-
pectations,” ke says, quietly.

After this there is another panse. The
consideration that it might be well to go to
her own cottage doez not . seem to oecur to
Mes, Trescott. In truth, she ia thinking of
other things, and sees no reason why she

should end this tdle.d.tife, in which there is

nothing really wrong—only 1 certain defiance

. of custom, a certain sweetness as of forbid-
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den frait, which is pleasant to her. So, they

are still sitting—for Langdon does not feel

that it is possible for him to suggest that
they better move on—when 2 rapid, deeided.
step suddenly rings on the terrace-walk, and,

in the starlight, they see a man sdvancing

toward them, Then the lady bethinks her-

self, and rises,

“ Perhaps we better go on,” she remarks
and, ot the sound of her voice, low though it
ig, the gentleman, who i now near at hand,
makes o quick step to her side.

“ Mary,” he says, “i this you? " ‘

Mary shrinks back with s start and a
faint ery. -

"“Good Heavens, Roger!” she says. *Ia.
it yow? Where do you come from f—and
how you startie onel!”

— s

CHAPTER XV,
THE END OF HOPE,

“Ir is very good of you to leave your
partners and admirers to come with me, Syb.
il says Jack, “ especially since you muat
know that I have not any thmg pleasant to
gay to yow”

“My dear boy,” replies Sybil, frankly,
“if T waited for some one who had something
pleasant to say to e, I think, from present’

appearances, I should have to wait a great

while. ‘Hverybedy has heen uncommonly
disagreeable of late— g0 you see you are
quite in the fashion, As for my admirers, T
don't care at all about leaving them, and I
am sick of hearing about them, Every-

body,” proceeds the young lady, in a tone '

of injured virtue, “hus been reprosching me
with my admirers—as if I could help having
them, or ag if all women were no glad to have
them1”

“f don't reproach you," gnys Jack, mag-..
aanimously, “I know that you-can't belp

being pretty and bright—I would not wish
you to help it if you conld. If you belonged -
to me, Bybil, I should never be jealous—I & -

it

should be proud and glad to see other men -~

admire you—but then,” adds the poor: fel..

low, a little ruefully, “you dor’t belong to- 1

me, and so I can't help feeling badly. Thare--
fore, this is no place for me, and the sooner-
I get away tho better,” '

“ Jack, you quite break my heart when;
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" you dalk in auch & melancholy manner,” says
Sybil | “You make me feel a8if I was the
most wicked of people! To think that you
ghould have come ail this way " (the speak-

", er's secent would meem to imply that Jack

bas. journeyed from the antipodes) “io see
me, and that I have done nothing but make
you unhappy since you have been here[”

“ Never mind about that,” snswers Jack,
with a commendable attempt at cheerful-
ness. “Of course I knew—in a manner—
what I should have to expect when T came,
: ~=Are you going over to the cottege ?  If so,

I must get you a shawl.”

“ Mine is in the parlor,” she says, drop-
ping into a seat on the piazza. “ Go end get
it for me—I ueed not walk that much far-
tHer, for really I assure you my feet ache/”

Thug dispatched, Jack goes; but, despite
her aching feet, Miss Courtenay does not sit

- 8till two minutes. She rises and moves near
- one of the windows, around which a group
of non-dancing ladica are assembled, While
she ‘compares impressions of the ball with
these, she looks in on the brilliant scene she
. has left, and watches—as Mr, Trescott at the
otber end of the room is dving—Langdon
and bis partner. As she gazes, it must be
confessed that the heart of our duchess is
vather gore. Gerald’s unpardonuble and un-
accountable neglect is the one bitter drop in
her cup of triumph, and just now she feels as
'3f' this drop almost neutralized the sweetness

" of the draught. Not onee to-night has le
- been near her, not once tonight haa he spo-
ken to her, save when they met by necideént
at supper, and though she fatters hergelf that
she knows' the reason of thig eonduet, it in
none the less hord to bear. * He might pay
mg s little decent attention l-—he might give
mé an opportunity to explain myself!™ she
., thinks, +* He knows that it is impossible for
-~ & women to make an opportunity! What
" pleasura can he take in dancing with that

. Mrs. Trescott, I wonder, after all he said of

- her the other day, too! Told we net to com-
* pare mygelf with her, and then deliberately

" brioge her to the ball in preference to me,
and dances with her as if he liked it] Upon

.. myword, men have no more consistency than |
" ~~than women !

While these indignant thoughts ave pags.
"ing throngh her mind, her eye also falls on
" Mies Armytage, and she admires {nat for the

ifirst time)} that lady’s beughty beauty and

perfect toilét, No smallest detail of -the lat-
ter ig careless or lacking, for Miss Army tage
bas many times appeared as her hapless Ma-
jesty of France, and probably knows the
points of the costume ns well ag Marie An-
toinette herself ¢could have dene, The calm
georn with which she regarded another Marie
Antoinette (such necidents ns the duplicaling
of a famous character sometimes occur ot
fancy-balls), who appesrs in a nondescript
dress of pink silk, it would be vain to at-
tempt to describe. The extinguished young
person in question is understood, early in the
evening, to resign her regal dignity, and
meekly announced that she is **a lady of the
court of Marie Antoinette,”

Besides this royal personage, Sybil is

gratified by o glimpse—the first she has had
for some time—of her chaperon, Almost
immediately in front of the window Mrs,
Langdon is sitting, talking animatedly—for
has she not been to supper and drunk several
glasses of goud champagne *—to a distin-

guislied polilician on one hand, and a weli- .

known poet on the other. When she chooses,
this cynieal, sharp-tongued old woman.ean
be a brilliant conversationalist—and she does
choose just now. Sybil sees it in the gra-
cious sinile which wreathes her face, as well
a3 in the thorough!y-mterested appearence
of her companions, and wonders a little why
the harometer of her temper has so suddenly
marked fair weather, While she is still in
doubt on this point, and suspecting some,

what that it is in a measure because Main. .

waring and herself are both so happily dis.
posed of, Jack returns with o wrap, which he

folds round her. Shedoes not examine cloze- )

Iy to see whether or not it is her own, but
takes his arm, and, bidding her aequaint-
anced good night, pasges away.

“ Well,” she says, with o slight sigh, 28
they cross the lawn, * the grand faney-ball is
over—at least for me—and I eannot ‘help
wondering if it has been as complete a fail-
ure in the way of enjoyment to anybody else.”

~ “Failure!” repeats Jack, with an accent
of the liveliest astonishment. “Do you

mean that you have not enjoyed yourself? ”
“Yes, I mean just that,” she responds.
* You may believe it or not, as you like—and
I should not blame you for not believing i~
but, all the same, it is true. The fact is,

Jack "—another sigh—* I think I am tired of .

being a belle!™

THE END-

# What [” says Jack, unable to eredit the
testimony of his ears.

“ It is not half so agrecable as anyhody
merely looking on might think,” Sybil pur-
sued, musingly, “One grows so tired of a
constant suceession of men who say exactly
the sume things in substentially the same
manner, and are, the most of them, fit for
nothing but dancing, " Now, with the greatest
love for that amusement in the werld, one
can’t dunce all the time, and, after o while,
oite grows horeibly tired of looking pleased
when one is bored, and interested when one
wants to yawn.”

“1 should think it would be hard,” re-
marks Jack, sympat;hetica]ly

“Yes, it i3 hard,” says Sybil, with an aiz
of suddenly-developed misanthropy, “I be-
gin Lo agree with a lady—a very clever lady
—who told me not long ego that not one ae-
quaintance out of every tweaty whom she
made repaid her at all for the trouble of
knowing him,”

“ How pleagant for her acquaintances!”
says Jack. “If she spoke in that way of
men, how did she speak of women 7

“I don't think she thought that they ever
repaid ber," answers Sybil, with a gay laugh,

By this time they reach the cottage, and
git down on the piazza. The air i3 fresh and
cool, a8 mounigin nights always ave, but a
delicious wild, sweet odor of the forest comes
from the hills just behind them ; and, when
there is a pauuse in the musio which foats
out from the hotel, they ean hear the voices
of innumerable tree-frogs and katydids,

* Does not that sound like heme ? ' gays
Sybil, alluding to the last-numed choristers.
i How often we have pat out on the plazza
and listened to them-—have we not $

“Yes, irdeed!™ answers Jack.  Bat
somehow it seems to me they are louder and
merrier there than here—or perhaps it is
that J wos merrier! At all events, I shall
hear them very soen again, and be uble to
tell,”

. % Were you really in earnest when you
spoke of leaving to-night ? " she asks, skepti-
eally. “ Or were you only anxious to see if I
would not burst into tears and ery, * Jack,
don’t ¥*”

SIf 1 had entertamed any 1dea. of that
kind I should have been greatly disappoint.
ed,” be says, with a laugk in which there is
not much mirth, “No, I was in earnest~—
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really in earnest, as you say. I have felt to-
night as if I should take a fever if I siaid
much loager, and saw the distance between’
us widening more hopelessly every hour; so .
I said,‘ *Jack, my boy, it is time you left.
There i3 no good in stayiug longer. . Don’t
wait until your blood is so hot that misclief -
may come of it, but go at ouce’ 8o I made
up my mind—to go.”

“ What good advice you give yourself'{”
says Sybi], admiringly. *Now, I never am
able to be firm and decided with myself, Like
that, I wish I could be.”

M You think it 45 good advice, then??”
gays Jack, a little Wistfully—for he has hoped
against hope that his announcement might -
have been received differently,

The girl hesilates for a moment, then
speaks with her old frank kindness in. every |
tone: “ Yes, dear boy, I think it is good ad-
vice. I shall be sorry to see you go. Oh,
don’t shake your head in that way; I mean
it homestly. I am not using the words as I
wonld to any acquaintance for whom I did:
not carve a fig. But, if it is for your good,
you know, ag they always used to tell us
when we were children, and had to take bad
medicine, I can bear it. I am sure your visit
has given you very little pleasure, and I foar:
that even if you staid, it would not give you
any more, for I am such an abomintable per.
gon that it only makes people miserable to-
care for me |

“ What an idea you must have of your-
self ™ answers Jack, with a tender chord in
his voice. “T hope you don’t think that it
ig because I am vexed with you, Sybil, that I
am going? As1said a little while ago, you
can’t help being pretty and being admired—
and T am not unreascnable enough to blame

you for liking other men better than you like . -

me. But--but it is nof pleasent fo see,” he
adds, evidently wishing to express himself
moderately. It makes mo wretched, and I
make you uncomfortable, and that i8 the up-
shot of the matter. Se, on your account as
well as my own, I had better go back to the
cotton and corn.” o
“ Jack,” seys Sybil, solemnly, « you are”
too good for this world [ T am not fit to tie
your shoestrings—if you had any shoestririgs
to tie—and I don't know any woman whe is, -
Alice, perbaps, when she is older—I think
Alice will be very domestic, and you need g
domestic wife.”
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"4 Ag for my being good,” says Jack, “ you
know that is nonsense ; but I slways thought
it was a shabby tliing of & man to try and

. tomwm » woman into marrying bim, I den't
“miean to do that, but—but you won’t mind
" 41T ask vou once if there i3 any hope for me,
wxll you, dear
.-~ Bybil gives a deep sigh, and clasps tight-
1y together the hands lymg in her sillcen lap,
She feels, rather than sees, the wistful long-
.ing in the face turned toward her in the dim
- starlight ; while she hears and understands
. ’ﬁ:mch hetter then she ever did before the ae-
' cent of restrained pagsion in the familiar
"yoide, It comes home to her for the first
time; with o sudden tealization, that ghe,
_who would not willingly harm the poorest in.
“peot that erawls on the earth, must of neces-
‘* sity infliet very sharp and positive pain on
414 faithful heart. The thought costs her
‘oiwn heart 8 very keen pang, for there is in
.- Her- hone of that callous erueliy which makes
) 80 many women absolutely indifferent to suf-
’ femng of this kind,
. %1 hopa you won’t be very sorry,” she

#iy% af lagt—and her voice, which is always

* low and sweet, sounds just now like spoken

‘musie—“1 hope you are fully convinced by
what you have seen here that T would never
guit you, and thet [ am not worth regretting,

for $.I"don’t think there is any hope for |

you, dear hoy.”

There is a minute's gilence. The tree-
frogs and katydids ohirp a4 louldly and gayly
as ever, while Jack feels that the castle which

- he hag spent his life in building has fallen in
. ruing at his feet, He says nothing, What
oan he gay, unless he east himself on her
pity, which ha hag no mind to do? It is
Sybil who presently apeaks again,
% Jack,” she says, laying her hand on his
-arm, and bending forward to try and obtain
. o glimpse of his averted fage, * you are not
much hurt, are you? I don't care how an.
gry yon are—I don’t care if you call me the
- moat unprincipled flirt that ever breathed—if
you oan only say that yon don’t mind it =

. _great deal.”

Jack turna round with something like o
Inugh-—an odd, eatching sound in his throat
—and, taking the hand on hiz arm, elneps it
" in'a-vicedike grasp which almost makes her
" scream, She herolcally represses the incli-

nation, however, thinking to herself, “If it
> .~does him any good, poor fellow, I can stand

it!” and so, for two seconds more, there is

still gilence,” Then: -

“8ybil,* says Jack, gravely, “I pever
thought a hard thing of you in my life—and
I never shall, Understand that, I have tried
to win you, and I have falled. That is not
your fault, and I hope I know how to bear
the consequences like a man, No doubt I
shall de very well, and some day, perhaps, be

all the better for it. God bless you, ande— -

good-by! When shall T tell them all that
you will be at home 7"

“1 don't know—it depends on papi—but
hefore very long, I dare say,” anewers Sybil.
Ske epeaks mournfully. It ig not so much
the thought of going home which causes her

defection as the consideration of the change

which has eome over her, and of how impos-
gible she will find it to drop back into the old
existence—the idle, careless existence of a
month ago—with any thing like confent and
satisfaction. She feels dimly—{feels, though
she does not know—that she has tasted the
fruit of the tree of knowledge, and that the
happy, unconscious 1gnoranee of the past can
never retury,

Ho Jack goes, bravely and cheerfully—
bearing like a man the pain which has come
upon him, the empty sense of loss which
malkes life seem such a worthless thing. He

knows that the fate whick has befallen him

i no uncommon one, and that he kas no
right to murmur because he haa failed to win

the bright prize on which he has set his .

heart; but, nevertheless, that seme heart
{urny sick when he thinks of the long years

of life siretehing before him without Sydil,

and he is conseious of a wild, insane longing
to fasten his strong hands on the throat of
the man who has robbed him of her—albeit

he is not-very certain as to the identity of.
this man, and scher common-sense tells him

that he never possessed her in the first in-
stance. )

Left behind on the pinzza, Sybil remains
sitting in the shade of the vines—just where

Langdon sat three nights before—pondering -

whether she has done well or ill. For the
life of her she cannot tell. What does ghe
expect ! what does she mean? $She asks
herself - these guestions almost indignantly,
“ Do you know what you want yourself? ” ghe

demnnds, addressing her own inner conseious. |

ness, * Upon my word, T don’t think you
do!, ¥You have declined to marry one man,

THE END
‘who offers you all the things of the world

which you moat desire, and another who has
loved you all his life, for—for what, I should

" Jike to know ¥ % Should you like to know "

the inner conaciousness answers; “then I
can tell you, my dear1"—but Sybil will not
listen; she metaphorically closes her ears
and deelines to hear any thing further, Nev-
ertheless, the consciousness will not be si-
lenced, and she is still engaged in an active
dispute with it, when the sound of approach-
ing steps makes her shrink farther into the
ghade, She fancies that Miss Armytage or
Miss Langdon may be coming, and she has
no mind to be detected in solitary meditation
and. smr—ffnzmg Instead of these ladies, how-
ever, she hears Gerald Langdon’s veice the
nexb moment, saying, in a tone of great gen-
tleness and coneern:

* FI think you are tired—esnppose you sit
down here and recover yourselfy "

As he speaks, Bybil's glance—accustomed
now to the faint light—recognizes the grace
ful woman on his arm, the womar who, with
a ghuddering seund, between a sigh and a
gob, sinks down on the step.. There is o min-
ute’s pause-—a minute in which Miss Courte-
nay, in a horrible state of uncertainty, asks

-herself what she had better do. To retreat

is impossible ; to advanece, equally so. Even

. under ordinary cirenmstances — even if the

people concerned were utterly indifferent to
her—she would lack the moral courage ne-
ceasary for such a step: hut mow—ah, the

‘flonted inmer consciousness may exultingly

keep vilence now, for Sphil, quivering in
every fibre with & sudden passion of jealous
pain, knowa the secret of her own heart at
Inst, and feels that she dave not trust horeelf
to ntter a sound. She has no desirs to listen
to what'these two peeple may have to say—
but how can she avoid it? Her brain seems
going round in a whirl—she has no cool pow-
er of judgment. The only thing left her to
do seems the slmple thing of sitting still and
keeping silence,

Bhe aits atill, therefore, and keeps silence
—hearing each word which the two so near

-her utter, and misinterpreting them all, Aswe

have most of us learned, words are mere emp-
ty vessels into which we can pour any thing

~ that eeems to us fit — any fluid of sweetness,

kindness, bitterness, harshness, love, or hate.
And not only have we, who speak, the power,
but those who listen possess it nlao—they can
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color our words with lheir ideas, and wrest

them to meanitigs which they never poesesged.
Bo it is with Sybil now, In ench one of the

few words exchanged, she puis & thousand-

fold more of passion and regret than the

spenkers dream of expressing-—she funcies
how franght with retrospection, with re-
proaches and explanations, must have been
the interview which ended in tears on ohe
gids, and silence on the other. When Gerald

speaks of reopening an old wound, his words . .

thrill her like a strain of sad mnsie, In that -
moment she thinks lesa of hersell than of -

him — she does not remember the brillinng
future she has put aside, the lover she has
just sent away, for love of him. But present.

ly these things come back to her-~come hack |~

with a surging throb of pain and self-con-”

tempt, when she hears him say, drenrily and
hopelessly, that he has resigped ali
tion of happiness,

And it is to hear fids that sh has’
Mainwarin g—Mamw'u-mg who m
faivest women in society at & wor
ghe has thrust away poor Jack’s lov
ful heart—the heart that never in all h'e-r-l
hag given her a rival ? A torrent of regret,
of rage, of jealousy, sweeps over her. Her
small white teeth set themselves, her hands
are go tightly clasped together that the nafls-
leave their impress on the soft, pink flesh,

After tlis moment, Syhil never doubts again

that she has o heart. It is usually in just

such & moment that women aud men make

that discovery—often too late to do ithem-
selves or any one else any good. ;

She geareely notices the approachmg stap
which rouses Mrs, Trescott, but it is imposai-
ble not to start when the recognition between
husband and wife takes place, and she forgets
berself for an instant in listening anxiously

for what will oceur next.

What occurs next is that Mr. Trescott
snys, coldly «

“I am sorry to startle you, but I have
been searching for you some time-—and
acarcely expected to find you enjoying the.
night in such romantic fashion on the steps
of a cottage not your own, I believe,”

“It is Mrs, Langdens cottage,’” anawers
his wife, with 2 mingled deprecation and defi-

ance in her tone, very significant of the atate

of barmony in which these two, *who are
one," exist, “It has not been Jong since I left

«4@ h
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the hotel, Yam onmy way to my own cottage, . . '
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buf.I sﬁopped here to re[:urn Miss Courtenay's

-~ghawl to her.”

‘.‘i[udeed!” gays Mr. Trescott., .His tone
is full of incredulous sarcusm. His glance
. gweeps round with o significance which is not
lost ‘on either of the two standing thers. It
8ays, o8 plainly a8 glunce can say, that be has
ne behel whatever in Miss Courtenay or her
ghawl, Then he turns his back on Gerald,
‘a8 he goes on addressing his wife: “ If you

. have trangacted that important business, T will
- velieve this gentleman of the charge of you.”

“This gentleman is Mr. Lungdon,” she

. says, o Jittls falteringly. ‘1t is g0 dark that

. ‘prabiably you do not recognize him—
~ “T recognized Mr, Langdon when yon
were waltzing with bim in the ballroom,” in-
torrtpts ber husband, and I was told in the
parlor that you had gone out in this dicection
with him. 'Will you allow me to remind you
~ggain that you are detaining him 9
.. At this moment, | Sybil's resolution is

. taken. ' She.remembers Iike a flash all that

Mrs, Lengdon bhas said of the dunger which
may come between men from a womun's van-

, Ity and folly-—and she is determined to do.
- -gll that lies in her power to prevent it. .‘When

Mrs, Treacott mentions the shawl, her hand
_closes over the one wrapped around her, and

ghe fegls instantly—irom a difference in the

fringe-—thet it is not her own, Slipping it
from her shaulders, therefore, she steps for-

“ward with it in her hand—the rusiling of her

hoavy silken skirts making them all turn, to
- gee her slender figure descending the steps. ~
“I hope you will exeuse my carclessnesy
© in having eatried off your shawl, Mrs. Tres-
cott,”” she says—{orcing herself to speak as
lightly as if they had parted two minutes
 before.  “It was Mr. Palmer's fault— not
mite—and I am very sorry you have hed so
much trouble about it,” -
-4 T—gh, it wag no trouble at all,"" answers
Mrs, Tregoott, hurriedly, She is 80 confused,
_80- taken by surprise; that she can searcely
“speak, but she grasps instinctively the whole

" gituation, * God bless you!” she says, in

a low, quick whisper, to Sybil, as the girl

«changes the shawls. Then she turns, with
' more dignity than she has displayed yet, to

Langdon, “Thank you very much for your
egoors,” she says, “I shall tell Annetté that

' you took very good care of me; but, since
- Mr, Treseott has eppeared, there is no need

" to trouble you further, Good-night.”
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_He -zays “Good-night,” Mr. Trescott
vouchsafes to bow, his wife shakes hLands
with Sybil, and they pass away, leaving the
other two ulone in the siarlight.

They arve silent for a minute, then Miss
Courtenay tarns with a stateliness of demean-
or which might have satisficd the duke of
the nine-iundred-ycars.old name, had he been
{fortunate enough to witness it.

“I owe both Mrs, Trescott and yourself
an apology for my appearance, but it seemed
to me the best thing to do under the circum-
stances,” she says. “I hope you will not
think that I wag eaveldroppmg—al; least, not
willingly, T was siiting there in the plazza
when you came up, and Icould not think of
any thing better to do than to_ sit still. ‘I
would have gone away if I could, but I could
not."

“Why should you have gone away " Lang-
don asks. Ile is annoyed at the scene which
bag just passed, annoyed by the false position
in which he waa found ; but it does not cccur

to him that this position has deceived Syhxl

a3 well as Trescott.

In reply to his question, the girl throws
her little head back proudly, “I am not in
the habit of listening to anybody’s private
conversation,” she says, “and I certainly
should not select Mrs., Trescott’s and your
own to begin with—that is, as a matter of
choice. I had no alternative, however, I
beg you to understand that I was not in the
least—not in the very smallest degree—inter-
ested in any thing which you had to say, but
I simply could not get away.” :

“ 8o you said before,” Langdon unswers,
& little haughtily—for her manner is the re-
verae of conciliating, and he Lias been already
much tried; * but you must allow me to ask
again why you should have imagined ihat
Mra, Trescott and myself bad any thing to say

to whieh you or any one else might not have .

listened 2 .

She laughs—a mocking sound, very unlike
her usual sweet, gay mirth. “TYou forget
that 1 was unwillingly obliged to lear what
Mrs. Trescott and yourself said,” she replics,

% And what did you hear,” he asks, cold-
1y, almost sternly, “ besides a few allusions
to & pnst which is dead for both of us?”

“0h, I heard a great desl that was very
edifying—very, indeed | 7 the girl ‘eries, with
a quick sarcasm in her voice. - *I heard of
old wounds being reopened; of excupes for
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wenkness made; and—and of all hope of
happiness being past, It was a fine occasion
to.improve my knowledge of the world, and 1
ought to be deeply obliged to Jack for mak-
ing & mistake in the shawls: but for that,
your reminiscences might not have beer ex-
changed on these steps,”

“8ybil1" suys Langdon, He is astonished,
ghocked, almost disgusted, This passionate
bitterness, which he i3 unable to interpret,
geems to him utterly uncheracteristic, entire-
ly unworthy of the girl he has known and
loved, He looks at her with surprise and
concern. I do not understand,” he says,
“what change hus come over you. Such
hargh judgment is very unlile what I should
have expected from you,”

“¥You know nothing about me,” she re-
torts. “You have me right to expect any
thjng from me 1"

“Prue,” he says, with a sudden coldness
in his tone and look ; #thank you for remind-
ing me of the fact. 'l'he thoughts, deeds, and
opinions of Mr, Mainwaring's future wife cer-
tainly concern me very little.”

. % 1t'does not matter to you whose future
wife I may be,"” answers she. “But Mr. Main.
waring ot least did not in one breath tell me
that he cared for me, and in another breath
tell some.one else that he had no longer any
expectation of happiness on—on ker account.”

*Is it possible you did not wnderstand
what I meant by that ?* asks Gerald, amazed,
“lgit possible that you thought I was nliud.
ing wo—"

He stops abruptly. Stepa and voices are
approaching. This time it 48 Mrs, Langdon
and Miss Armytage ; and Sybil, turning quick-
ly, prepares for flight. One parting shot,
however, she fires before going:

“Pray do unot imagine that it is a matter
of the least importance to me to whom or to
what you were elluding. There ave no cir-
cumstances ander which I could possibly be
gratefel for the ashes of a burned-out heart,
Some women, I guppose, are content with
odds and ends and atray scraps of affection,
but as for me,” eries the gir], hanghtily, “I
must have all or I will take nothing. Good-
night, Mr; Langdon 1"

Then she darts across the plazza, enters

the cottage, flies to the friendly shelter of her |
__ own room, nnd, having satisfuctorily disposed

of all three of ber lovers, gives hergell up to

the luxury of tears,

ENOUGH.

OHAPTER XVI.
“LovE I8 ENoOUGH."

Frowu Mra, Langdon’s eottage nobody save - ‘
Mr. Courtenay, who retired the night befora
a6 his usual sensible hour of eleven o'clock,. .’
mppears at breakfast on the morning after
the funcy-ball. This philosopheris cool, quiet, -
{ndifferent - looking a3 ever when he takes
his customnry seat, and addresses himaelfl to
his breakfust of BEEfsteak, rolls, ang omelet,
So Gerald Langdon finds him wheu he ¢omes
fn after a wlnle, and gits down at the aame
table.

#7 presume we shall not see the ladies: -
tifl mid-day,” the latter says, after they have
exchanged salutations, * No doubt they are
all very tired, Iam inelined to wish that X
had made my adieux to them last night.”

" % You ave off, then, this morning $ ** rsks
Mr. Jourtenay, g!ancmg at his tru.valmg-cus-
tume, -

The other nods, “ Yes,” he anawers, #T
ghall ba off in the course of an haur or two.
My companions are lazy, and sleeping off the
effocts of the ball, else [ should have proposed
a much sadlier stmt "

“*Ig it possible that you Ezke pedestrla.n-
ism?” says Mr. Courtenay, regarding him
with an air of dispassionate surprise, -

“7 like it exceedingly,” the young man
replies. “It is the only way in which one
cai: really gee o pictureaque country, and for
an artist particularly is it desirable,”

“You think of devoting yourself to art, I -
believe? " remarks the elder gentleman, with
polite interest,

Langdon flushes a little, * Yes,” he says.
“Tt is rather late to set about it, but there

| are some things which are better attempted .

Iate than never, and rendering one's self in-
dépendent i3 especially one of them.”

“Ah1" says Mr, Courtenay, helping him-
gelf to butter, *That is a very commom.
idea with young people ; but, when you coime -
to consider the matter in & prnetiéia.l light, “
you will find thai not one person in ten’
thousand 43 independent. Have you Iooked
at the papers thiz morning? There is very
liitle newa.”

During the desultory conversation whmh
ensues, Langdon glances once or twice curl -
ously at his companion, wondering if he i3 -
most of an iceberg or & man, # Ali animated :
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‘refrigerator,” some one called Mr. Courtenay
- once, and ihe simile was not bad, Just now
the young man would fain spesk of Sybil, if
" hacould discern the least spark of encourage-
ment to -do 8os But there is none. Mrs,
Langdon has bored Mr. Couttenay once or
. twice with nocounts of his daughter and his
daughter’s admirers, but that gentlemen hes
- made a point of dismissing the subject from
his mind as soon &9 poss:ble, and any interest
which he may feel in her final choice is so0
faint ag scarcely to deserve the name of in-
terost,
- Langdon, on bis part, is further from un-
derstanding the gitt than ever, Ile has
-learned, to his surprise, that both Muinwar.
- Ing and Jack left the Springs by the morning
, trainy and, though this simple fact ig not
-af ltgell proof positive that they are both re.
jected suitors, yet the prosumption is sirong-
y in that dirgetion. What does she mean ?
What must be undersiood by her parting
declaration of the night before that she will
have gll or nothing? These are the ques-
tions over which he has been puzzling since
he waked an hour or two age. Neverthe.
less, he ia tili irm in big purpose to leave—
if possible without seeing her again, *To
be made a fool of by one woman is experi.
_ence enough for a man’s lifetime! " he thinks,
a little grimly. * Miss Gourtenay need not
fear that I will offer her again the ashes of
a burnt-out heart.”
Sybil, meanwhile, though she does not
appear at breakfust, has been awake ever
singo. the-first. flush of dawn on the green
_hill-side beyond her window. .Pride is & very
good thing in its place—indeed, to medicine
an aching heart, sometimes the very best

thing in the world—but even pride .cannot
always stem the clamor which heart and con.
science meke when they join forces, Be-
, bween these two, Bybil’is in a very bad way
' indeed when the chambermaid ocomes in
with her breakfast and finds her sitting up-
right in-her bed, siaring tragically out of the
window, from which she has drawn back the
. 'single curtain. Itis a very tempting breakfast
- which the trey contains, but for once Miss
- Courtenay's healthy appetite fails. Itis the

- only instance of the kind on record, and she

. regards the phenomenon with dismay. % Am

I going to be sick?” she thinks, ay she

pushes back the tray after pecking at a roll,
- eating & chicken-wing, and drinking half n

eup of coﬁ‘ee. 4 Mary Jane,” ghe adds aloud
when the chamhermaid veturng, “I have not
the least appetite in the world—du you think
Iamillg?

“La, migy, ill—with your color!” say8
Mary Jane. “I shouldn't think such a thing

no ways possiblel You feels bad, of course,

after dancing all night; but you just ought
to see the young ladies in the cottage next
door, Tey looks like death, and they sent,
misg—I wouldn't wish you to speak of -it—
but they sent for a mint-julep apiece, Fou
don’t need nothing of that kind ; and, if you
takes my advice, you'll dresg and go out for
# little fresh air, That'll do you more good
than any thing else.”

“1 think your advice is good,” enys Syb-
il, gpringing up with a lighiness which does
not saver much of illngss, :

Afier she {3 dressed she sallieg forth with-
out Joss of time, for she remembers that
Lengdon is going away this morning, and
she does not wish to be at the cottage when
he calls, es he probably will, to say good-by
—‘*that is, unless he said it lagt night to
the others, and has already gone® she
thinks, Why she does not wish to meet
him she secorcely knows, being very little
given to analyzing her feelings and motives.
“ It might be disagreeable, and certainly would
be awlward,” Pride says. Heart suggests,
“You mlght make yourgelf rid:oulous ? and
Conscience bluntly aseerts, “ You know that
you have treated him badly!" Accompanied
by these three interesting monitors, Miss
Courteney walks down to the spring, drinks
a glass of sulphur-water with many wry faces
—1it ig probably her third gince the has been
at the place-—meets, for & marvel, no ac-
queintances, end ‘then continues her wallk,
It is her first unattended siroll, and as such
a novelty, * After all,” she considers within
herself, “one does occasionally like to he
alone—especially if one feels absorbed, har-
assed, nustrung, and out of sorts, -Was I
right #—or was I wrong?* This is the mono-

logue which she keeps up; but no gaiisfac.

tory result comes of it, “ What is the senge
of all this? " gaks Pride, after a time, snap.
pishly. * Whether you were right or- wheth-
er you were wrong, you have to abide by
what you have done; and the question i
will you abide by it with dignity, or will you

"lower yourself by stretohing ‘out your land -

for what.yon have rejected 7'
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“T will never do that as long as I live!”
Bybil makes answer, emphatically; and while
this indignant thoughe is rising in her mind,
a voice above her suddenly says:

¢ Miss Courtenay "

Bhe starts out of her abstraction and looks
up. Over the piazza-railing of a cottage
which she is passing, a lady is leening—a
lady who adds, “ Ezcuse me for stopping you,
but will you come in for a few minutes? I
ahall not detain you long,”

Though strongly inclined to refuse, Bybil
has ne decent excuse for doing se. 8he
therefore ageends the steps, shakes hands
with Mrs, Trescoit, hopes the lntter feels well
after the ball, and is Invited into the cot-
tage.

¥ The piazza iz pleaganter,” Mrs, Treseott
says, seeing her hesitate, * but one is likely
to})e overheard there, and I have something
private to aay to you. Come in—there is no
one here. Annefte has gone over to the ho-
tel, and Mr, Trescott also,”

Thus urged, Sybil goes in, and they sit

-down in & room which, though bare, is airy

and pleasant. Then Mrs. Trescott speaks,
eagerly,

“1 want to thank you, in the first place,”
she says, with a blush, “ It was very kind
of you—and remarkably thoughtful for se
young a person—to come forward in the man-
ner in which you did last night.”

“Pray don't thank me,” answers Syb:l a
little curtly 3 * you force me to explain that
I did not think of yow whén I came forward,
I am glad you have spoken of the matter,
however,” she adds, quickly, “for I am fnx-
ious to explain how I chanced, to be on the
pinzze, Tt looked suspiciously like— like
envesdropping, you know, But the fuct is,
that I was there before Mr, Langdon and your-

_self oxme, - I went over from the ballroom

with Jack—that is, my fiiend Mr, Palmer—
and we had a conversation of some length,

- after which he said good-by and went away,

I did not feel like moving, so I was still sit-
ting where he left me, under the shadow of
the vines, when you "—the speaker hesitates

" a moment— “sat down on the gteps, No

doubt you remember that you were crying;

" therefore I did not feel as if I could come for-

watd, and I certalnly could not go away with-
out your reeing me. Under the circumstances,

"I thought that I had better sit still. But
. when your hushand appeared, and when you

spoke of my shawl I found that I had on
yours——st leaat, one that was not mme—-—aud
it ocourred to me that it would be well to re-
tarn it, sinee that would substautiate your '
statement. But I must repent again that I
was not thinking of yow. I thoughi~—per-
haps I was foolish, but T thought theré might
be trouble between Mr. Langdon and your
hushand, and that I would do what litﬂe I
could to pravent it.” |
“ You were right,” says Mrs, Treseott, in"
2 low voiee, with the blush already mentioned
burning deeper on her face, “There might.
have been troubls if yeu had not comé fore
ward, for unfortunately my husband is very

. jealous and very passionate, ButIam glad

to say that, when he grew cooler, and could
ligten to reason, I explained every thing to
him, and he has gone this morning to find
Mr. Langdon and apologize for his manner to
him last night, But whet I {ear with regard
to you," she goes oo, bending forward and
laying her hand on Bybil's, * is that you mis-
interpreted what you heard last night. 1
have been thinking of thig, and it has trou-
bled me more than I can tell—for I have.
worked Gerald Langdon harm and pein-
enough in my life, without addmg this to the
account,” .

Her tone ia full of earnestness, and her
eyes meet Sybil's fuirly end frenkly. With
every possible inclination to distrust her,
Miss Courtenay is obliged to own that she
looks sincere. Pride, however, whispers a
suggestion, and the young lady throws up her
head haughiily.

*Your conversalion with Mr, Langdon was

no affuir of mine,” she says, with that fing -

gincerity which many of us display on occa.
sions, *“I was sorry to have been forced to
listen to it; but it does not matter, does it,
whether I misinterpret it or not?” ‘
*Yey, it matters,” answers Mra. Trescott,
“I{ matters with regard to me, if not with -
regard to Gerald; but I had hoped that you

would feel that it mattered especially with re- - ‘L

gard to him.”
“Pray why should I feel any thing of the
kind ¢ aska Sybil. .
%My dear,” says the elder womean,vegard. °
ing her with sad, candid eyes, “you must
know as well as I do—you ought to know
much betier—that Gerald Langdon loves you,

Do you mean me to understand that yos care ~ -

nothing for him? o
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Pride has another falsehood ready imme-
dlately, but Sybil—who has alweys been a
- truthful young persen—-feels that she cannot
utfer any more perjuries, - She flusheg, how-
_every until

“, 4 .. the very nape of her white neck
Is roseid with indignation.”

“You have no right to ask me such a
question, Mrs. Trescott,” she gays, “I shall
not think of answering it."

Mrg, Trescott looks at her, and reads her
through and through. Then she says: * There
is noneed for you io answer is. T see—every
- thing, Now listen to me, and remember that
T have no earthly reason for telling you what
is untrue, Remember, alse, that I don't pre-
tend to think of your hnppihess—f'or you are
an object of utter indifference to me—=but of
-Gerald Langdon’s. I wrecked his happiness
once—after a fashion—and I should like to

‘make amends for it now. Ile has set his
lexrt on yon, as men will set their hearts on
a pretty face, and, to serve his cause, I will
tell you every word which passed between us
Inst night.”

 Mra, Tresentt, Ibem--"crles Sybil, hastily.

But Med, Treseott does not heed the half-
~uttered dissuasion. ' She has nerved her cour-
age, pod, beginning at the beginning—deserib-
ing how often shé has longed to explin and
Justify that weakness of the past which

- Beamed so cruel—she repeats faithfully and
exactly every word uttered between Langdon
*and herself ihe night before. There is a sub-
" tile power in truth to make itself respecied,
“and, ag Sybil listens, she: cannot doubt. In-
- deed;.ghe feels that every thing tallies exact.
ly with that part of the interview which she
overheard-—~and heart and eonscience both
rige up and smite her when she thinks of the
bitter words which she spoke to Gerald,

" -But.i¢ is too late for repentance now. She

"-foels that when Mrs. Trescott looks at her

‘with earnest eyes and anys:

“X pee that you believe me—I see that
you feel I have spoken the truth, I have
done my part, therefore—now it is your turn
" to-do yours 1"

- “But I have no part1™ the girl makes an-
swer—-tmwhed y Telted, yet still proud, * Mr.
Ltmgﬁun, s you know, is going—or gone.
- He does not gare for my opinion, you may be
sure,” At all events, I—I eannot volunteer
the information that I have changed it,”

“Why not, if it was wrong " the other:

asks, ' That is false pride, No one was
ever loweved by acknowledging an errov. I
do not ask you to do more than that.”

Sybil hesitates and conaiders for the space
of a minute, then looks up with her peculiar
irrepreseibie srmle dimpling l:he corters of
her month,

“It is only honest to beg pardon when
you bave done any one an injustice,” she says.

‘“At home they always said that was one

good ‘thing about me—I never hesitated to
own when I was in the wrong, Times and
times I have begged Frank's pardon-— and
one’d character should not deteriorate as one
grows older, should it? DBut then Me. Lang-
don may have left the Springs, and I can’t go
after him,”

“T doubt if he hag left the Springs," says
Mrs, Trescott. “ At least you can make an
effort to ace him! I don't mean to be inhos-
pitable; but the sooner you po, the better, I
thinl.”

Thus adjured — feeling nowise unwiliing -

hergelf—8ybil departs, As she makes haste
back to her own cottage, it is doubtful if pride

gets a second hearing. Her heart seems beat- -

ing in her throat—will she be too late? She
meets several acquaintances, to whom she
scarcely speaks ; and one young gentleman who
attempts to join her iz summarily snubbed
and dismissed. As she approaches the cot-
tage, however, she moderates her pace, for
she observes several fignres on the piazza,

end—yes—one of them is certainly Langdon, -

equipped for traveling, with hiy sketchmo ap-
paratus over hig shoulder.

-At sight of that figure, Miss Courtenay's
pace drows still slower. She knows that she
is safe now—that he cannot take flight before
her eyes—and, knowing this, nothing would
induce her io exbibit any thing like anxiety
or interest. Langdon sees her coming, with a
singular mixtare of regret nnd relief. Heis
sorry, and yet he cannot help being glad.
Let her be what she will—mercenury, cold-
hearted, an unprineipled firt— one more
glimpse of her winsome face is worth havmg
and hearing away with him,

They meet coldly—and Sybil sits down

silently, while Mre, Langdon utiers various

caustie prophecies to her willful step-son re-

garding the failure and disgust whish will at- -

tend his new career. “0Of course you know
that, whenever you gre tired of the nonsense,
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I shall be glad to see you,” she says, however,
when at last the moment of parting comes,
“I hope you will not wait for that event to
be glad to see me,” he replies, smiling slightly.
Then he bids adieu to Miss Armytage—
who graciously offers him ber slim, pale, thor-
ough-bred hand, as.if it were an inestimable

favor—and finally comes last to Sybil. As he.

approaches, she looks up, and their glances
meet. It is not only at the touching of the
lips that spirits sometimes rush together, Who
hus not seen the soul leap up into the eyes
and utter there its own immortal language far
plainer than mortal gpeech ¢ould jnterpret it,
when pride, honor, or duty, has laid an iron
mate aeross the mouth ¢ At such moments we
aeem to realize with startling force the exist-
ence of the divine spark prigoned in jts house

_ of elay—the power of spirit over matter, the

sublile magnetism which, without words, can
Iny Harg
“ All thoughts, all passions, all delights,
Whatever stirs this mortal frame!"

Before Langdon can speali—for, indeed,
he half fmgets himgelf in the swectness of
the frank, clear gaze which meets his own—
Sybﬂ wha has alceady taken her regsolution,
antieipates him,

“If you are going over to the hotel " she
says, bravely, though the color br:ghtens on
her cheeks, “I—I‘think I will go also. You
have done escort-duty so ofien that I am sure
you will not mind doing it once more.”

“Not many times move,” Langdon would
have answered had he spoken truth, but the
truth is not slways to be spoken, especially

- with pride (and two pairs of listening ears)in

the background, “I ghall be very happy to

attend you,” he answers, simply.

But they arc not to get off zo eadiiy.
There shall be no last words between them——
no epportunity for folly spoken or hinted—if
the malicious ‘old fairy now watching them
with keen brown eyes can prevent it, Ger-
ald’s art-fever she regards in the light of a
temporary lunacy, which will pasa after a
time and leave him sane agein; but his in-
fatuation for Sybil is another matter. She
has conceived a rooted distrust of that be-

. guiling yeung person, and, though she has no

great fear that the gir] will marry Gerald, she
ia afraid of some entanglement without defi-

-nite end, which, after making him the spori

of a coguette, will leave him stranded at last
on.a more dreary shore of apathetic hopelesa-
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ENOUGH.?

ness than even that on wlich he was cust by
Mary Peronnean’s perfidy. ‘

“If you'll wait for a few wminutes, my-
dear,” she says to Sybil now, in her mocking:
voice, “ I will .charige my dress and go over
with you, Of all things, I detest being mewed.
up in a cottage.”

Miss Courtensy's face falls ludicrously—
falls in & manner patent to every observer——
but she has no possible excuse for declining
to wait, and Mrs, Yangdon Lobbles into the
cottage to change her dress, leaving Miss
Armytage on guard, “The bestlaid plans.
of men and mice gang aft aglee,” howaver,.
and so, cccasionally, do the best-laid plans of
women.’ That young lady has no farcy for
the duty which has fallen on her shoulders,
and, having no objection, besides, to any last
words which may make her own position as
Mrs, Langdon’s heiress more secure, she
takes her hat and parasol from a chuir near
at hand, end, tying on the first, slowly rises,

“T ghall go down to the spring for n glass
of sulphur-water,” she says; “but I will not
trouble you to play escort to me, Gerald, since
at this rate T hardly think you will get off
to-day. I am sufe I hope you will have a
plensant excarsion. Good-by, again.”

Langdon reciprocates these cordial good
wishes, and then stands watching her as she
gracefully walks away, with a faint, satiric
smile eurling the corners of his mouth,

“Do you remember telling me the day
you first met her that Isabel reminded you
of Lady Clara Vere de Vere?” he says,
presently, to Sybil; . “1 never appreciated the
point of the comparison go thoroughly as
now. Certainly ne one can deny that her
manners have ¢ thet repese which stamps the
caste of Vere de Vere,! ' Great Heaven! how
profoundly thankful T am that such a well-
bred iceberg iz not my wife! Do you know,"
he turns round and says this with a laugh,
“1 think she would suit your father ? "

“If you menn mautrimonially,”” answers
Sybil, trying to speak lightly, “it is unfortu.
nate that mamma is a slight obatacle in the
way. Otherwise—but then papa is not rich,
youknow.”

“Tn that case, the harmony of their nat-
ural tastes and dispositions would count for
nothing,” says Langdon, * Fiiness of purse
is the only thing recognized in these days by
good soclety.”

This misanthropic remark makes some-




HEARTS AND HANDS.

thing of an opening for Sybxl but, for tbe
first time in her life, her tongue seems tied,

and she cannot take advantage of it. A short
silence follows—a silence in which she tries
vainly to Gompose sentemce after sentence,
and fuils utterly in arranging any thing to
her satisfaction, Mesnwhile she i3 terribly
conseious that the precious minutes are fiylng
pust—minutes which are to decidé her fate—
minubes which contain her last opportunity.
What shall she say? She heirs Mra, Lang-

don scolding Elise within the cottage, and
the sound nerves her to desperation. She
guddenly rises,.flushed, trembling, yet ex-
quigitely Jovely In the forgetfuluess of self,
the rush of new emotion which has come fo
her. )

“Don’t you think it is tiresome sibting
still 7" ghe says. “ Let us take a short walk
‘while we weit for Mrg. Langdon—that is, if I
am really not detnining you.”

« You are certainly detaining me,” he an-
pwern, with a smile, “ but—=well, I suppose 1
need searcely tell you that I'have no objee-

_tion to being detained. I shall not be ex-
posed to the temptation soon again.”

#You are sure you will not come hack
here, then? ™ she asks, as they descend the

- gleps and stroll slowly along the shade.
arched walk toward Lover's Leap.’
" «J am quite sure of it,” bhe veplics,
% After this walking-tour through the moun-
taing, I shall go to New Youk, and thence, in
a short time, abroad to study. For several
- years to come, I shall probably make one of
the German cities my liome—that is, as much
a8 I expect ever o' have a home.”

Sybil's heart sinks o she listens. Inthis
programme there is plainly no place for her,
‘ Nothing is more unpnobabla than that she

‘il evor see him again if she lety him go
now. She remembers Mrs. Teescoit’s words

| —% o one was ever lowered by acknowledg-
ing an error,” and, having repeated them to

herself, apeaks hurriedly. -

“ Before we part,” she says—* before you
go out of my life, Tamust beg your pardon for
—for the unjust things which I said to_you
last night, I know now that they were un.
- just, and I hope you will forgive me. You
“havé been very kind to me ever since we met,
‘and I--I know that I have been willful and
‘foolish, and caused you pain, perhaps; but I
ghould be sorry if you went away thinking
worse of me than I deserve.” .

o

“Worse of you.than you deservel™ re.

 peata Langdon, overcome by the contrite gen-

tleness of her lone, the childish appeal of the
uplifted eyes. “What do you mean? Why
ghould you imagine that I think any il of
you? TIf I have evor implied sach a thing,
forgive me, When one soffers, one is apt to
be unreagonable, and wounded vanity is quick
to come to the aid of wounded love. After
all, what was more natural than that you
should not love me? What more nabural
than that you should love Mainwaring 27
#Nothing more natural, I suppose,” re-
plies Sybil, feeling her spirits rising and lier
saueciness reviving as the consciousness is
borne in upon her that ghe ig still mistress of

the situation, “ but natural things do not al- -

weya come to pass—do they ? There are ex-
ceptions to all laws, 1 believe. Itold youonee
before that J was the exception to the rule of
Mr. Mainwaring's fascination—but you seem
to have forgobten it."”

“I thought gou had forgotten it,” says
Gerald, They reach at this momens the point
where the path tirns off around Lover's Leap,
and, without a word respecting Mrs, Langdon
and her toilet, they enter it, Ouce more
they are alone with each other and with Na-
ture ; for'there are no other loiterers in these
green shades. Fashionable constitutions can
support & German ab three o'clock in the
morning, but they cannot be expected to have
an ear for the melody of birds, or an eye for
the golden sunbeams glinting throngh green
leaves, before noon the next day.

“Why should you have thought so? »
aska Syhil, unfurling her fan, and attentively
regarding one of the artistic Japanese de-
signs—apparently an old woman riding a fea-
kettle—which edorn it.

“ Tt would be better to ask why X should
have thought otherwise,” he returns, a littie
dryly, “I am not quite wad. I know my
superiors, and am not surprised when Fate
compels me to bow to them.”

 But My, Mainwaring is not your superior
~-not in any respect, except, perhaps, that he
is n little richer and = little better-looking I ®
crics Bybil, with true feminine indignation.

« 1 did not mean to imply that he was -

better born, and I trust that be is not bebter
bred,” answers Langdon, a little proudly
“ but the points of which you speak are the
very ones which makeé his superiority.”

%1 don’t think that kind of aupenm'lty

" you not know that I was thinking of yon—of

- me during the last three horrible days ¢ Syb-

“LOVE IS

is worth very much,” gays Miss Courtenay,
soornfilly. *Ihave changed my mind lately
about-—several things, Among the rest, I
am not sure that money and fashion and ad-
miration make people really happy.”
© % Rverybody thiliks thet you mean to try
the experiment,” says Langdon, over whom a
strange forgeifulness of or indifference to his
waiting comrades at the hotel seema to have
fallen.
“Everybody usually knows one’s affuirs
better than one knows them one’s self ! re-
torts the yonng lady, petulantly. * No doubt

I have been very frivolous, and strongly in-f

clined to be mercenary, but I counted the
cost in time, and it seemed to me too heavy.
So T gent Mr. Malnwaring away last night,
and—and poor Jack!*

“Did you?" says Langdon. He pauses
abruptly and looks at the sweet, downeast
face. It is a face bathed in blushes, for she
almost fears that she has gone too far—that
ghe hag sald too mueh, But it is a fuce which
tells its story with exceeding elearness and
sweetness to those passionate, loving eves:
The next moment her hands are in his grasp,
“Bybil,” he goes on, in a voice which thrills to
her heart, * did you send them away for mef ™

“I—T am sure I don’t know for what.
else,” Bybil answers. “ And I thought I was
mreely repaid when you told Mes, Trescott that
vou had no expectation of any future happi-
ness,” she adds, with a slfight, nervous laugh.

He draws her to him in a quick embrace,

“My darling, my darling,” he says, * did

you alone ? After I left you last night, I
tried in vain to imagine how you could misin.
terpret what seemed to me so plain. My
step-mothér had told me that you meant to
marry Mainwaring, and how could I doubt it
after all T saw—after all that has tortured

il, you cannot tell how entirely I had re-
signed all hope of you! I ean scarcely real-
ize niow that you arve here—that you are mine!
Are you sure that you will not repent ?#—do
you know that it is a poor man t0 whom you
arg ¢linging 7

“T like poor men,” says Sybil, stoutly.

ENOUGH.”

rich onea! And do you want alf the sacrifice

-0 be on your side ? " she asks, with a swift,
upward glance of her dark eyes. “I call that
vary gelfish, I am glad—ah, evergogladl—to
have had & Mr. Meinwaring to give up for
you! Jack, now, was different—it almosat
broke my heart to send him away, And he
had not been gone ten minutes when—when
you came last night 1"

“ How you harp on last night!” eays Ger-
ald, smiling. * Are you thinking still of your
proud declaration that you will have all or
nothing?. God knows you have all that a
man can give—that is, in the present, The
old madness of the past is uiterly dead, but I
cannot deny that it existed. Do you gcorn a
heart that has loved another woman before
you, sweet ¥

“Indeed,” replies Sybil, “I should not
cara if you had loved a hundred, so that you
love me now—and are sure you will keep on
loving mel What does the pasi matter?”
cries the young epioursan; “I believe in the
present—and the foture,"

“The future which we are going to meet
together," says Langdon, with the gravity of
deep happiness in his voice— together in.
heart and hand—are we not, 8ybil 7 ”

And Sybil enswers ;

"% Yes—~together in heart and hand.”

8o the little comedy ends—so, even in the
nineieenth century, now and then there arve
men and women to be found for whom “ love
is enough® We will pass over Mis. Lang-
don’s wrathful indignation, Mr, Courtenay's

philosophica! indifference. The rash young
lovers, over whom society shook its heed,
had their foolish will, and were married in’
the golden October days. Then they sniled
away to the fair Old World, to begin life to.
gether, and, &t last accounts, were living very
contentedly in Munich. ~ Fifteen hundred a
year is rather a good incowe in Germany, and
it i3 to be hoped that, by the time they return
to America, Langdon will be able to com.
mand o sale for the pictures which he is now
painting indefatigably. There'is one, how-
over, which you may be sure he will never
sell, It i3 a portrait of his wife ag'® My Last

“ They are infinitely more agreenhle than

Duchess ”

TEE END,
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Grace Lee, 12mo, Cloth, $1.25,

Modeline, 12mo. Cloth, $1.25,

Nathalie a Tale. 12mo. Cloth, $1.23,
Rackel Grey, 12mo, Cloth, $1.235.
. Seven Years, and Other Tales,
Clath, §1.25, -
Spbil's Second Love. 12mo, Cloth, $r.25.
Queen Mab. 12mo, Cloth, $1.25,

12mo,

The above 10 volumes, in a neat box, $12.350,

Wemen of Christianity, exemplary for
Piety and Charity. x=mo. Cloth, $1.c0.

Bessie. . A Novel, 8vo, Paper, 75 cts,

f

Dora. Tllustrated by Gaston Fay. 1 vol,,
8vo. Paper, §1.00; clath, $r.50. ~
Sifvia, A Novel, 8vo, Paper, 75 cts.

' M. J. Macintosh. ' .

 Miss Macintosh is one of the best of the female writers of the day. Her stories are always full of

lessons of trath, and purity, and goodness, of that serene and
source so fitly as from a refined and Christian woman.

. Aunt Kitty's Feles. 1amo. Cloth, $1.25.
Charms and Counter-charms, 12mo. Cloth,
" $nzs. ) N
Evenings at Donoldson Manor, 1 vol.,
ramg,  Cloth, $1.00.
Two Pictures ; or, How We See Ourselves
and How the World Sees Us. 1 vol,, 12mo!
Clath, $1.00.

gentle wisdoin which comes from no

The Lofty end Lowly. =z vols., 1zmo.
Cloth, $2.50. .

A Year with Maggie and Emma.
trated. 1 vol., 12mo. - Cloth, 75 cents.

Meta Gray ; or, What makes Home Hap.
py. xzmo, Cloth, 75 cents :

Two Lives; or, To Seem and To Be.
1oteo.  Cloth, $1.25."

Ilus-

Captain Marryat.

Cheap Popular Edition, printed from large, clear type, on good paper, of convenient
size, with illustrated cover. 12 vols, 1zmo. Paper, Price per volume, o cents.

Peter Simple.

Facob Faithful,

Naval Officer.

King’s Qun.

Faphet in Seavch of a Father.
Newton Forster.

Midshipman Easy.
FPackha of Many Tales,
The Poacher.

The Phantom Ship.
Snarleyow.

Percival Keene,

New edition. 12 vols., 12mo. Green cloth, extra, $15.00; half calf, extra, $36.00.

Florence

b

Marryat.

The Poison of Asps. 8vor Pap;sr, 30 cents.




