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put out—mad as Beelzebub. Te boat
ha? been all night in tis meeserble
sand-bar. Te water is so low. I tole
te captain how ’twou’ be, but he say
te Monsoon ca’ make one las’ trip.
And here she now—stuck in san’ like
rat in trap, when we ought to be away
down in Mississip. An’ te sun so hot,
and now § corpe on te boat—a feve
corpe too—my God, it is bad !”

“Have we passed Illysandra yet ?” |

“No, we haf pass noting. We have
stuck here.”

“They will take the body of the
young lady to her friends ?”

The quadroon shrugged her shoul-
ders.

“You see how hot it ees, and all
tese passengere—women an’ cheelden ?
You tink tey can keep a feve corpe ?
They mus’ bury it when night come.
And you mus’ not talk, mees. You
mus’ stay inside your room. I am fear
tey will not like you to come to table.
I weel tak’ your veetles to you. Tere is
come some ladees now. Weel you
please shut te door, mees ?”

Irma shut the door and turned to the
dead girl upon the narrow berth.

“I must dress you for your burial
by myself, poor girl,” she said.

She ran her hand beneath the pillow
and found the tiny purse and Aimee’s
Key. She unlocked the old-fashioned
sole-leather trunk and raised the lid.
The things inside were daintily ar-
ranged. The tray held small articles—
handkerchiefs, collars, ties, boxes, ete.,
faintly scented with violet. The lower
part held underclothes of fine white
material and a few dresses all black
and white. Irma took a white cash-
mere, prettily but plainly made, trime
med with folds of white crape.

“T will dress her in this.” she said. l
¢TI fancy it was meant for her wedding
dress. Here is a white satin sash and
white silk stockings folded up with it.”

She set about her task of dressing
this bride of death (who perchance had
now met the dead lover whose picture
lay on her breast), putting on her pure
linen undergarments and the white
crape and cashmpere dress, plaiting here
long hair and tying it with white rib-
bon. She cut off one thick tress, say-
ing to herself :(—

“She said she had perhaps one rela-
tion in the world, though she had not
seemr him for years—her brother, I
think she meant. He may come some
day and remorsefully seek for tokens
of his sister, and be glad of this little
silken lock.”

When all was done as well as she
could do it, Irma stood looking down
at the dead girl. But for the saffron
stamp of the Yellow Death, the face
would have looked beautifully life-like,
Somehow it touched a chord of memory
in Irma’s breast.

‘“Have I seen some one who looked
like her, or only dreamed of some
orne?” she mused.

It was past midday before the boat
got off the sand-bar. Then it was
found that she must stop at the first
landing to have some part of her ma-
chinery repaired which had been brok-
en or jarred out of order in the efforts
to zet her off the bar. She was still
at this landing when night came on.
The weather was very warm, and the
door of Irma’s state-room opening on
the cabin had to be kept shut. The
door giving on the guards was partly
Venetian blinds. These were turned so
as to keep the room as cool as might

_be. There was no more ice on board,

but Irma sprinkled fresh water all
about, and she emptied Aimee’s little
cut-glass bottle of violet essence upon
the body. Yet decay went on with
fearful rapidity. When the man came
tol(r,neasure the body for the coffin he
said :—

“This can’t possibly be kept out of
the ground. two hours longer. It is
filling the boat with death.” :

Irma had given the little purse to the
clerk and told him in reply to his
questions that the dea! girl had no re-
lations excepting her, and had been
going to teach in a gentleman’s fam-
ily. She saw by the relieved look on
his face that he felt there was small
ceremony needed in this case.

About midnight poor Aimee in her
rude coffin was taken out by the door
that opened on the guards with as lit-
tle noise as possible, carried on shore
and buried in the sand underneath a
willow tree. Irma was not allowed to
go on shore. She leaned over the
guards and watched this sad, hurried
burial by the light of the waning moon
on the lonely bank of the river.

It was soon over ; the men returned
to the boat to take additional drinks of
strong liquor and change their clothes,
Irma, utterly exhausted, lay down on
the upper berth and slept till daylight.
She had said to the clerk, “Put me off
at Illysandra.” She had suddenly made
up her mind to stop and see Aimee’s
friends instead of writing to them.
Perhaps she herself might find some-
thing there to do. At any rate it was
as well to stop. She had no destina-
tion in view. She had no purpose. And
New Orleans was Vanhorn’s home. If
he was not killed, he would go back
there, and some day she would meet
him and he would claim her—for re-
venge if nothing else. If he should
hunt her down, he would find her as
well at one place as another. She knew.
so little of the world and men and
their motives that she could not guess
what Vanhorn might do. And she had
no idea what course she herself ought
to pursue, or how to set about making
a place for herself in this new, strange
world she had entered. She was just.
adrift. The casual contact with Aimee
had given her course a turn in this
eddy. What would come of her stop-
ping here ? She had no idea, and she
was too weary, too bewildered and too
ignorant to form any plan.

CHAPTER III

The Monsoon got on her way a little
after midnight., But she made slow
progress. She encountered another
sand bar and had another tiresome

i Who would know ?

+ They were ready to fight over her

valise, when she turned and put her-
self in charge of one of them. In a few
minutes she was seated in a pretty
little room of the River House. A ser-
vant brought a pencil and a Dpiece of

per, saying :—
pa"Yom‘ name, please, miss, for the
clerk to register.” :

But before the name could be written
there was an announcemerf.t e

“A lady to see you. miss.

“A lady to see me ?”
“Yes, miss, it is Mrs. Colonel Fon-

tenoy. She asked if Miss Aimee Bra-
zealey had come, and the clerk told her
yes ; he had seen your name on ypur

trunk. Here’s she now.”
“May I come in?’ asked a musical

voice. A sweet, delicate, sallow little
face peered in, and then a little figure
in black tripped into the room and ran
up to Irma and kissed her warmly. 5

“T am so glad to see you, my dear,
she said. “We looked for you yester-
day morning; the Monsoon was due
then. But the river is so low, and the
weather is so hot—isn’t it? But yo.u
will find Live Oaks a cool place—'a
boundless contiguity of shade,’ as the
poet says. My dear, you are not at all
like your mother. You have your
father’s ¢yes and brow; ves, and his
mouth too. Your mother was blonde
and petite, with such a sea-shell color!
we called her Pinkie at school. Oh,
how pale you are looking ! You must
be tired to death travelling on that
miserable little boat ;: crowded, too, I
dare say. We will take you home at
once and let you have a good rest. I
will order the boy to take your trunk
to the carriage, and we will drive right
home. Maddie is crazy to see her new
teacher.”

Out she flitted. She had talked with-
out stopping or giving Irma a chance
to explain that she was not the expect-
ed Aimee—the schoolmate’s daughter
ready to be welcomed with open arms
at cool Live Oaks. Oh! if she onb:'
were Aimee ! Why could she not be ?
What was to prevent her being Aimee?
Who would un-
deceive these people ? And where
would be the harm ? She could fill the
post that Aimee was to have had. She
knew music and French. She knew
very little of anything else; but she
was well instructed in these. Her mo-
ther had been educated by French
nuns, and spoke French with the ease
of a native. They had conversed in it
together ever since irma could remem-
ber. And music, her mother's passion,
her consolation—she had taught it to
Irma almost from her cradle.

“Yes. I can take Aimee’s place,” was
the thought that went swiftly through
the girl’s mind. “They would not give
it to me if they knew that I was a
stranger, with no recommendation, no
friends. They would inouire into my
life ; they would turn from me if they
knew. And it was not my fault—oh, it
was not my fault. Fow kind and
pleasant Mrs. Fontenoy was! How
good it must be to live with people who
are kind and refined. Oh ! must I tell
her ?”

Refore she had decided Mrs. Fonte-
noy had returied. ;

“Now, my dear Aimee, we will go,”
she said ;: “vour trunk and valise are
in the carriage. There are your veil
and gloves, dear, don’t leave them. A
nice supper and some good tea and a
sound sleep in a comfortable bed will
put some roses in these cheeks.”

She tucked Irma's hand under her
arm, and led her down to the carriage
that was in waiting.

As in a dream, Irma was whirled
through the streets—out past the heart
of the town to the suburban villas
that lay around it—pretty, ornate cot-
tages set in handsome grounds—until,
presently, Mrs. Fontenoy pointed from
the window and said :—

“Yonder is Live Oaks.”

Irma saw a stately old house of mel-
low brick with gray stone facings.
Three & four magnificent live oaks
stood guard about it, and a wide drive
led up to the gate.

Lights {lashed from the windows, and
there vas a sound of gay voices and
music.

“ Have you a party ¥’ Irma asked.

“No, it is only our home crowd, I

think. My step-son, Doctor John Fonte-

noy, is here. He lives nearer town in
his pretty bachelor home. His be-
trothed, Miss Fannie Gray, came yes-
terday. She has been at Saratoga this
summer. She is a cousin of Colonel
Fontenoy, and quite an heiress, by the
way. That is she singing, and John
3 standing at the piano by her. You
can see them through the window.
Can you see Bertrand, my son, a little
further back ? He is talking ta Belle,
my step-daughter, who is called the
finest looking woman in the state.
John is the best fellow living, but he
isn’t as handsome as Bert. Ah! here
comes your pupil, Maddie—Madcap, her
father calls her. She has heard the
carriage.”

A fresh-faced girl in a white frock,
with smiling, bright eyes and short
hair flying, came running down the
steps to meet them.

‘ Maddie, honey, this is Miss Aimee.”

‘““Let me look at her,” the girl said,
drawing Irma into the stream of light
and looking at her with wide-open
eyes. “I think—yes, I think I shall
like her. I don’t think I shall be tempt.
ed to play any tricks on her.”

“I hope not, Madcap,” her mother
said, deprecatingly. “ Aimee, dear, my
girl has a good heart, but the very
imp of mischief possesses her some-
tiTea. You’ll have to forbear—"

Now, mother, don’t be putting up
any warning signboards against me.
The truth is, Miss Aimee, I haven't
had a teacher I could care a rotten
hickory nut for. Your predecessor,
,Mlss Midgens, told folks I was awful.
Cause why, I couldn’t help showing
her I saw through her. Why, she was
forty, and she wore babywaist dresses
and short sleeves (with her skinny lit-
tle arms), and she giggled and told
fibs, and because my brother Bert
wouldn’t succumb to her charms she
took her spite on me.”

“ Oh, Maddie !”

“Well, mother, I only want to sort
of put myself in a right light to Miss
Almee beforehand. I know Belle is
sure to give her a full list of my transe
gressions, and I want her to know why
I cou'ldn‘t respect Miss Midgens. If I
hadn’t caught her fibbing, though, and
= But we’ll let her pass. Miss Aimee,
I'm not so bad. Ask my tutor, Mr,
Anderson, and he wouldn’t tell a fib
any more than George Washington.
This is my dog, Gitup. He ain’'t a
beauty, but handsome is as handsome
does. This is my cat Napoleon—Nap
for short.- Ain’t he a monster ? fifteen
pcunds without his tail. Mark, my
cousin, cut it off to that stub. Mark
is your pupil, too. They’ll tell you he's
80 good, but you look out. He wag
just to cut off a leetle bit of Nap’s tail
because he had fits, and Marm Delphy
said that was good for fits, but what
must he do but whack off the whole
caudal appendage—the mean thing,
And make out the hatchet slipped,

U go in the parlor, Misg

There’s nobody
home folks, And Jonn is there—my
Prother. Doctor John—the best fel-
ow_’l

“ No, Mad,” her mother said, as Irm
shrunk back from that lighted roon‘x
full of gay voices, and bright dresses
and fair faces. “ Aimee will g0 to her
room and have her tea there. She will
come down after awhile if she feels
like it ; but I dare say she had rather
rest. Almee, I have given you a little

stoppage. She did not reach Illysandra
until the sun was setting. Irma and
her luggage—her valise and Aimee’s |
little trunk—were put on the wharf, ,
while the deck-hands were taking in
wood. She stood looking drearily after
the receding boat, hardly hearing the
!‘mporumm%l, - of two cgglredm t:m':el
rummers,who were repeatedly inform=-
ing her that the house each represented |

Ly’ yhe

room, but it is pretty and cool,
has a nice view of the river.” s
As they passed the parlor on thefr

way upstairs, a young,
turned and caught a g‘l

“It is Madcap’s new music-teacher,

I suppose.” he said to the. stately,

Juno-shaped blonde eTo
ing st his side. * She hag & yery

: eyes by his profession.

war tace. I '?’,'23- it would be beautiful
in certain 1 : o S
“I hope e‘ has sume nesh.?i.gstur:-
ed Belle, calmly knitting on. If she
hasn’t, Maddalon will wear her 1ntcida
whipping-post as she did Migs MMid-
ens.'” : S
¥ “Nonsense ! Miss Midgens own'te:n.
per wore her into skin and bone. M 33
Midgens was an acid old maid, an
his girl is—"
: o Tiiis girl is better ﬁirting__material.
eh, Cousin Bert ? sald Miss CGray,
wheeling round on the piano stool.
Dr. John's face clouded a little. He
had been te(lill!ng his ﬂancc}eﬁ ofn ;erc%s;g
tress brou u

of pathetic dis 'gHe A
she was interested in it, and she had
not been listeping. - But he was used
to Fannie’s moods.

CHAPTER IV.

«] hope you will feel at home,
Aimee,” Mrs, Fontenoy said, smiling
kindly, as she closed the door.

Iirma was left alone, She sunk en a
chair in the midst of the pretty room,
with its pale-tinted walls, strewn with
mountain pinks, matched.by the carpet
and toilet-set.

For a minute she sat there, her ta.c_e
buried in her hands. She was dazed
at the sudden change in her  life—in
her identity. Her ideas upon moral
matters were vague. She did not realize
the wrong of the deception she ha
entered upon as another more strictly
brought up might have done. But her
instinct of honor made it give her a
twinge of pain, while the love of ex-
citement inherent in her was stirred by
the novel sensation of being other than
herself.

She lifted her head.

“ No longer Irma Weir, henceforth I
am Aimee Brazeale,” she said.

The dressing-case mirror was before
her. She saw her face, her flushed
cheeks, her shining eyes. Hair and
eyes were dark like Aimee Brazeale's,
but the expression was wholly differ-
ent. There was more strength for
good or evil—more of the latent fire
of passion in this face,

Suddenly a face appeared behind her
in the mirror. She started, and turned
slowly round, with white lips and di-
lated eyes. It was only the maid, who
had brought her tea.

“Did I scare you ?”’ she said. “I
knocked and you didn’t answer, and I
came in.”

The tea was hot and nice : the crisp
biscuit, the plum preserves and sliced
tongue, made a perfect little refresh-
ment. Irma ate with relish. On the
tray lay a bouquet of violets.

‘“ Maddie sent them,” said the little
maid, *“ and she says may she come
up presently and see you ?”

“Tell her yes,” Irma said. She had
no wish to be alone with her thoughts
that night.

She had just sent away the tray
when Maddie came. She had a spray
of freshly cut tea-roses.

“For you to wear to-night,” she
said ; “ you are to appear in the draw-
ing-room by command of her highness,
Isabel Fontenoy, ruler supreme at Live
Oaks. They are needing you in there
badly right now.”

“I do not think they are,” Irma an-
swered. “It did not look as -though
there was any need of a black shadow
like me in that pretty lighted room as
I passed.”

‘“But it is dull there as a church.
Cousin Fannie is in the dumps be-
cause there is nobody to flirt with;
John, poor fellow, is trying to amuse
her, but she is engaged to John, you
know, and there is no fun in being
sweet for him. Belle is smiling on her
rich beau, Judge Howard, and mak-
ing poor Mr. Warren—our teacher, who
worships her—supremely miserable, Mr.
Warren is enough sight more of a man
than the old judge. He wears a scratch,
and once, when I trod on his corns, he
punched my head, and said something
not in the prayer-book. Then he gave
me:a doll to smooth matters over. A
doll ! when I never did care for the
sawdust things in my doll-days. He's
a nice sort of man, I reckon, but he’'s
as pompous as a turkey-cobbler. You
ought to see ‘ Buddie’ take him off.”

‘“ Your brother John ?”

‘““ Goodness, no. John Wouldn’t make
fun of a mule, He never hurt any-
body's feelings in his life. It was Bert
[ meant. He is fuil of mischief, but
the girls all like him, though ; and the
children and niggers and old maids and
widows like John.”

‘““ And Miss Fannie Gray likes him "

* She ought to. Do you know what
he did for her ? She is adJdrich heiress
now, hut a few years ago she was poor
and miserable and sickly—nearly dead
with malaria. Her mother was my
fz}ther‘s second cousin. She wrote to
him after her husband died, and said
they were starving ; that she was bed-
ridden, and the little girl a hopeless in-
valid. My father was about to send
her some money, when John read the
letter, and saild he would go and at-
tend to it himself. He went and found
them in a low, half-overflowed part
of New Orleans. He attended the moth-
er until she died, and then he brought
Fannie away with him. Such a puny,
scrawny, little cross-eyed mite as she
was, they say. She was twelve years
old, and she didn’t look nine. He took
her to his home—he has a lovely old
Gothic cottage on the edge of the town,
and doctored her there, and cut her
eyes till they ain’t a bit crossed, they
are the prettiest thing about her. He
gave her a pony and made her ride
every day. He taught her himself, un-
til she knew enough to be sent off to
school. Then he wrote to her father's
sister about her—a rich, queer old maid.
He took Fannie to see her one vaca-
tion. The old lady was pleased, and
she has adopted Fanny, and made her
will,and given her ever so much money,
But while she was poor, John loved
her, and she had promised to marry
him. But I can’t help thinking—'""

“ What 2

‘“ Nothing. Belle says I think a great
deal more than I have any business t
and talk more than I think.
there’s the clock striking eight, and
you haven't said you'd go down and
brighten up things, Ma’m’selle Aimee.

“¢ And this, with her sweet singing,

The Lorlel will do.’ "

“ How do you know I sing at all 7

“Oh, by that swell in your neck when
you talk, and your voice is rich and
throaty. But you must change your
dress., I remember Belle’s command
was, ‘Tell Miss Brazeale, please, to
change her dress and come down
among us.”’ I want to see you with
vour hair dressed, and these roses at
vour throat. Won’t you let me fix you?
T am really good at fixing folks, though
Felie says I never was decent in my
life. Can I help you take out your
dresses 2”

‘ They are not many to trouble over,”
Irma said. She felt reluctant to lift
the lid of that little trunk and handle
the neatly arranged clothes inside., She’
:}\ias willing to leave the task to Mad-

e.

“This black lawn with all the deli-
cat> little ruffles will be nice for you
to wear to-night. There is such love-
ly lace at the throat and wrists, and
it looks perfectly fresh. Have you
ever worn it ?”

“ No,” Irma said, coloring, and feel-
ing deeply averse to wearing Aimee
Brazeale’s pretty dress. But had she
not clothed herself in the dead girl's
name and identity ?

The dress fitted her wonderfull
When she had fasten~d the :'loe};swglel:
low Irma’s throat with a little pearl
pin she had found in the trunk, Mad-

die said to her:
Now look in the glass and see what

you think of yourself,”
sa.ld].: would rather have you,” Irma

Maddie stood
g W

with ttess soem L S TeTRd Rer f

her eyes and met John Fontenoy's look. l

It was full of deep interest, of subtle
appreciation of the music and the feel- ‘

| Ing of the song. But it was Bert’s !

be meo“ivgd with kindness due |

Brazeale—it was 2a trying
ordeal. But she must pass through it
some time, a8 well to-night as to-
morrow. But when she stood in the
door with the light pouring over her
slender figure, and all eyes upon her,
her head swarn dizzily, Mrs. Fonte-
noy came to her side, and took her

d.
h%-n'rms, my dears, is the new member
of our household, Aimee Brueg.le, the
daughter of my dearest friend.

On hearing that n g
« It is now too late ever to undeceive
them,” & rush of emotipn overpowered
Irma, and involunta she put out her
hand and turned dea)
Fontenoy did not notige it, but some
one else did. A full strpng figure came
quietly to her side, a :
head was bent over herj and Dr. John's
large, soft hand drew] her trembling
one through his arm.

«we are glad to see| Miss Brazeale,
She is tired, I know. e will give her
that seat in the cornerbefore we bore
her with special introdgctions.”

The low, deep corner Seat was in the

shadow, and Irma san}i into it with a

i look at her d¢ompanion. He
gst e'fgt handsome, but/what a look of
quiet, strong kindness. [t calmed Irma,
and when he nodded tbward a group
near her, and said: ‘{We are trying
to become acquainted
flowers I found in my nde to-day, and
making a failure. We have forgotten
our smattering of botgny. Can you
help us 7’ she smiled, and said : “Per-
haps ; I know most of pur wild flow-
ers,” and took the splke of purple
flowers and cluster of pale pink bells,
which a fairy hand, sparkling with
rings, held out to her.

“This is Miss Gray, ny cousin,” Dr.
John said. {

The owner of the littld hand nodded,
and smiled a little supergiliously.

“So,” thought Irma, | *“this is the
heiress, the ex-waif. This the flancee
of this big, intellectual man ? How
strange !”

She did not know that it is just such
dainty, helpless creaturées who fascin-
ate men of John Fontenoy's strong
grave type. Pretty as a French doll
was Fannie Gray. A little gold-ring-
leted head, lying back among the crim-
son velvet dimples of the big  chair,
into which she had thrown her petite,
blue-clad figure ; a slightly tip-tilted
nose, ripe red lips, that could smile
and pout in the same minute ; tiny
ears, sparkling with diamond drops,
‘and pretty arms, round and bracelet-
bound—this was John Fontenoy’'s fu-
ture wife.

Her dainty prettiness and bright
jewels pleased Irma, who had a passion
for beauty ; but her eyeés turned to a
more sumptuous picture; a regal wo-
man with a complexion of snow and
roses, whose fingers wer¢ busy netting
some cloud-like fabric. Occasionally she
smiled in a half-condescending way,
and murmured a responge to the pom-
pous-looking man. who was exerting
himself to interest her. “This,” thought
Irma, ‘“must be ‘her Highness,’ as
Maddie calls her, Miss Belle Fontenoy,
of whom her step-mothé¢r says: ‘ She
is called the handsomest woman in the
state.” "’

Her Highness came across the room
at a sign from Mrs. IFontenoy, and was
presented to Irma. She gave the new
governess a little cool touch of the
hand, said a few pleasant words as she
looked down at her, glided back
to her seat by Judge Howard. She
had overawed Irma. The girl's lone-
ly, independent life amang high ideals
gleaned from books given her a
pride of her own. ‘

An intent look made Irma turn her
head and meet a p of keen blue
eyes that were studyng her profile.
Bert Fontenoy was jtanding behind
the piano, turning mjgsic for a showy
girl, with a bouquet striped lilies on
the bosom of her pinkK dress.

‘It is Florence Belkmy,” said Mad-
die, in a loud whisper. ‘ She lives
near us, and comes over with her little
brother, and Bert takés her home. She
is Bert's latest and most serious
flirtee.”

He heard her, and frowned, but the
next instant he smiled, with a gleam of
white teeth under his brown mous-
tache. He left the piano and came
over to the corner where Irma sat with
Maddie and Mrs. Fontenoy ; Dr. John
having been summoned to the side of
Miss Gray by an imperative beckon
of her little hand.

‘ Madcap, you are too bad,” Bert
said, leaning on the back of his sister’s
chair, and pulling her plaits until she
Jumped. “ You have been giving me a
dreadful character, I feel sure. After
it, I feel ashamed to ask Miss Bra-
zeale's acquaintance.”

Irma looked up at the laughing eyes,
and brightened more than she had
done any time this evening. He was
80 joyous-looking ! She felt drawn
to him, as a plant which has grown in
a cellar is drawn by a gleam of sun,
As for him. he had just said to Flor-
ence Bellamy :

“I never saw so strange a face as
that girl’s ! Such shy, proud eyes like
a young deer!”

‘““What a nice time you will have
flirting with her !” Florence said, with
& laughing sneer.

But Bert Fontenoy looked grave.

“I shall not flirt with her at all,” he
said. ‘‘ She is not a woman to invite
flirtation. Most women expect you to
amuse them, and they seem to find no
amusement so spicy as being made
love to. I simply do what they like
and invite.”

It was true. He was so good-looking
all women coveted his attentions. He
had the credit of being a lady-killer ;
but, as he said of himself, he had never
made love with any sincerity, and had
never been very wildly worshipped.
He broke no hearts,and his own had
Rever been scarred.

His present relations to Florence Bel-

» however, amounted almost to an
entanglement—thanks to the man-
oeuvring of his mother and the younsg
lady’s persistent passion.

Le on the back of Maddie’s
chair, he eald some bright graceful
things that made Irma laugh and for-
get herself. But Miss Bellamy was
watching them while she played, and
here was a vexed curl on her full lips.

Bert begged Irma to play.

Or sing rather,” he said, * we have
been hungering for a song to-night.
Miss Gray would only trill little frag-
ments of songs—she has not unpacked
her music. Will you come ?”

He held out his hand to her and look-
ed at her with persuasive eyes. She
let him lead her to the piano. But
what should she sing ? How did he
know she could sing ? -Besides her
mother, the negroes and a few ignor-
ant cattle-hunters had been her only
andience. These had listened, open-
mouthed, while she sang. She knew
she loved to sing. She kmew there
were songs that'thrilled her own soul

when she sang them. She had learned
them from her mother. They mizht
be old and hackneyed: she did Mot
know. How could sme venture to sing
them here before these people ? Dut
everything seemed strange and unreal
now. She seemed herself a bubble on
the tide of fate,
ﬂzsltmh:zt b‘:en

o wont to move
ant audience on the bayou, Even Van-
byhmu.. earthly nature had been stirred

her ignor-

A little song of yearning, Jove and
passionate regret m e‘;,;'

i

and feeling, !

!

. . thought Irma, and her hesitation dis-

{ ceurve, and turning to the pile of music

N

Aof herself.
jrfloating straws as I drift down the
i,current. Drift where ? How soon will

I be dashed against the rocks ?”
and sang a little song ("

\

| favorite with his father and stepmoth-

whispered praise as he bent over her |
tb‘l‘tt brought a flush to her cheek.
something that our aiye o2, PlaY
s ;
otnl:ler meéhod o SEYe Un ¥ W
was Col. Fontenoy’s formal voice.
Bhe looked up and saw his gaunt, spare
form, his cold, grey eyes and prim,
iron-grey side whiskers. She inwardly

trembled on meeting ‘that scrutinizing
look. She half murmured a request to

be excused, but, as she did so, Miss |
with it vibrating .

Gray’s sweet voice,
ord of sarcasm, reached her ear :

“Now, Madcap, you can hear what .

depths you are expected to explore.
M.l‘ss Midgens will be nowhere.”

I am expected to show my capabili-
ty and prove I am worthy of my hire ”

appeared, her mouth took a proud

before her she selected a difficult test
plece and played it through with bril-
liance.

But her thoughts were not upon what
she was doing. The black notes on
the music sheet danced weirdly be-
fore her. The play of the white keys
brought a rush of images and emotions
—the pale mother who had taught her
to play, her bayou life, her marriage,
her murderous act, her flight, the dying
Aimee—all came up as her fingers
mechanically wrought out the music
before her. She finished the last bar—
& fine climax of harmony. She rose,
white as the flowers on her breast,
and bent her head—a slight haughty
movement—murmured “ Good-night,”
and abruptly left the room.

Bert looked after her bewildered.

‘“Have I, has any of us offended
her?” he said.

‘“The new music-ma’am puts on
alrs,”” Miss Gray said with a toss of
her fan of pink curlew feathers,

“She is nervous, coming among
strangers, poor girl. We ought not to
have asked her to play to-night,” said
John Fontenoy. “ Playing is her bus-
iness, I admit ; but it is not her busi-
ness to play at every idle demand.”

** She holds herself rather proudly for
a governess,” said Florence Bellamy.

‘“ Aimee Brazeale has a right to be
proud,” retorted Mrs. Fontenoy with
Scme asperity. ‘ She is as good as any
of us. The best blood of the South is
in her veins, and she has been well
breught up.”

‘““Her manners are quite unformed,”
said Belle, threading her needle with
blue-zephyr.

“Y-e-s,”” Mrs. Fontenoy admitted.
‘““She is not like her mother. Poor
Ailmee Roubien was the gentlest and
most lady-like girl I ever knew.”

“ But did she not take a crazy spell
once in her life, and do a very wild
thing ? I have heard—"’ Mrs. Fonte-
noy gave the heiress a look of sharp
rebuke.

“It was a temporary brain trouble,
due to disease,” she said.

“1 hope nobody will allude to it be-
fore this girl,” said Dr. John.

“No, for she might take it into her
head to imitate the maternal example.
Bhe has a strange look in her eyes
anyhow, and I shouldn’'t wonder—"

She broke off her sentence as she met
John’s deprecating look. She answer-
ed it with her defiant, laughing, spoil-
ed-like glance,

‘“ She has a strange look in her eyes,”
sald Bert, ‘“but it is a beautiful look—
8ad, startled, proud. And her song,
what a sweet, wild thing it was! ‘And
that haunting voice !

He looked down and mused, oblivious
of Florence’s efforts to attract him.

That night he saw Irma’s eyes again
and again in his dreams.

And she, when she left the parlor,
ran up to her room and leaned against
the mantel-piece sobbing, but without
tears. Maddie found her there.

“I have brought you your handker-
chief and flowers, Ma’'m’selle Aimee,”
she said. Then, as the girl lifted a
white sad face, the child impulsively
snatched her hands and covered them
with kisses.

“ Oh, forgive me for making you go
down ; you were so tired.”

“No, not tired, Maddie, only I felt
strange and lonesome. I am not fitted
for the parlor, I think. You and I will
make society for each other. I was
brought up in the woods, Maddie—fine
company is strange to me.’”’

CHAPTER V.

But Irma’s nature was too buoyant
to stay long under a cloud. The life
at Live Oaks attracted her. Its good
humor, its variety, its easy-going com-
fort, were delightful to a girl of vivid
fancy, reared among gloomy, monoton-
ous surroundings. She could not re-
sist the charm of kindness and plea-
sant companionship. They drew her
in the circle of the Fontenoy house-
hold.

The evenings in the sitting-room be-
came more full of enjoyment. She did
not play often. She preferred to listen
to Bert read something new and bright,
or to hear them all talk—sometimes
to talk herself. Her quaint fresh ideas
always delighted Bert.

She was learning to play chess with
Dr. John. His fiancee declared, with a
shrug of her shoulders, that chess
made her think, and thinking gave her
the headache.

John often dropped in for an hour
in the evening—seldom longer. He was
a hard worker and devoted to his pro-
fession. Much of it was charity. Belle,
who belonged to half a dozen benevo-
lent societies, often went with him
to see these poorer patients, and car-
ried soups and jellies of her own mak=-
ing. She was a model housekeeper
and believed in fulfilling all her duties
to her home, as well as to society and
her church. She drew India-rubber
gloves over her white hands and hand-
led the hoe in the flower-garden. and
the broom and the duster in-doors.
She looked after the linen closet and
inspected Maddie’'s drawers, bringing
gil rents and tears to light, and keep-
fng the scapegrace in terror of her
lady-like scoldings.

Irma found all the household i~t-re
esting. If “Her Highness” was .ld
and the little Fannie supercilious, . ey
were still interesting to study. With
her quick, romantic instinct she de-
tected the little dramas going on
around her, and tried to lose sight of
her own fears and memories in watche
ing them. The superb Belle had a
heart under her snowy breast, and it
beat more warmly (Irma guessed) for
the poor tutor than the rich judge.
But would she obey her heart’s dic-
tates ? She gave him cold encourage-
ment now, and he kept his feelings
under stern control. Fannie Gray—did
she love the Dbig-hearted plain man,
who let her rule him in such dainty
but tyrannous fashion ? And Bert,

was he the lover of the fair Spanish
blonde—Florence Bellamy, who was a

er? She was his equal in family and
wealth, and she loved him. Last night
he certainly put to his lips the rose
she gave him from her bosom. Did he
h"‘%ut’ hould it matter to me ?”
at sho
Irma would say, breaking off from
these speculations that took her out
“T am but catching at

Always, she had that sensation of
being adrift—the sport of Fate.
But she tried to shut out apprehen-
d.‘o.n‘md live in the gzgse:t. v day.
had almost happy. was
Saturday and a houdgy’.g?:rohn‘
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