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- Lolonel Deverill's drooping spirits.
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.+ *By M. B. BRADDON,
Author of LDy AUDLEY'S SEoRER,” “ ‘ﬁfw‘s WeieD,'
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been able to dm-:lina A y
that she had a husband in India, .

CHAPTER XXXVI(I1—* WHATIS IT THAT
You Fear? : .
Tory was in high health and spirits, his

ith . modi -] wonld “and I a |
thoroughbred back shorn with.modish se ;:i ej;?:ﬂin tiross beyend thess
don’t think Fraok would gyiée lik

S

and: bis tufts arrabged after the

i His Indian

very latest fashion.

bangles | d .
jingled ms he walked'af lils- mistvens’s Ifdﬂ, ‘[ meet her en
and his neck ribbon was of the new colour. keing
¢ 'cologr known | be

There is' always a . colon
only to the elite, NO ‘soonds does it
become known to the extermal Wworld, than
it is deposed from the wor ms of the best
milliners, and from the toilet of fashionable
beaunty. z '

Tory’s mistress was not Jooking her best.
She had lost her brilliant carmation; and t
the splendopr of her Irish eyes was
dim. She locked five years older than

when her father haddmn her at the begin-

ing of the last London season. =~ . . .
m?.ng dear Leo, you look ill and worried,’; 4
said the Colonel, as tiey drove -away from
she station, Tory sitting on the mtnppnmteul
them, shivering in his little aloth overcoat,
grimmed with Astrachan, and looking about
him with his topsz eyes.as if he did not ad:
mire the counutry. i Adr, A

“ How can I help it? Of course I bava
been worried,” answered Leo, discontented
ly. “De you sUppose I have not felt the-
disgrace of Helen's conduct.” i

% Js it generally known, do you think 1"

‘ People know there isaumithmg«wrﬁng.
Valeatine ordered everything to be sold off
about,a month ago—all these pretty Japan-
ese things, which I took:an infinitude- of
trouble to get for them. They went for a
mere song. 1 made Beeching huy ‘s good
many things for me—screens and vases, and
portieres—anything- I counld-find roomfor.
Of course people have talked—and I have
been pumped stually about her. But
it is an odd thing that I_'gin*r _néver met
with anybody who positi knbéws that
she is with St. Austell. It is strange that
no one should have met them abroad.”

s ] suppose they have been very-careful.”

“ Yes ; they certainly must have avoided
the beaten tracks. have watched for,
paragraphs in Galignani or the Society
Papers, and I have cut out half-a-dozen
little allusions to St. Austell, but not one
hint about her,”

" #She must be with him,” said the Colon-
gl. *‘I showed you his letter—the letter I
found in her dressing bag—when we were
on board the Clotho. That seems decisive.”

“Yes, she must be with him,” replied
Leo, but not with conviction.

She remembered St. Austell's preternat-
nral sang froid when she accused him of
running away with her sister. She remem-
bered how he had left Charing Cross.

] will show you the paragraphs when I can
get at my despatch box,” she said. ** And
now tell me all about yourself. Why did
you plant yourself in this dull naighbor-
hood, with its wretched associations.

* Because I had a good deal to say to my
son-in-law. Now that St. Austell is a free
man, there ought to ba no time time lost in
gettiog a divorce, don't you know,”

¢ Ta order that he might marry Helen,”
eried Leo, as if she had been atung.

*¢ Of course. It is the only thing that can
set her right.”

*¢ And do you think he would marry her
if she were free to-morrow ?” Leo asked.
eontemptuously.. *“Do you know Lord St.
Aaustell so little as to suppose that he would
burden himself with a wife, when he has
secured a miatress—a mistress whose attrac-
tions must have grown stale by this time—
a mistress who, no doubt, has made the one

d mistake that all women make under
such circumstances, and has bored him with
tears and contrition, A divorce will only
advertise her disgrace. It will not bring
her one iota nearer marriage with St. Aus-
sell.” : ‘

‘¢ Lot ma once see her free to marry, and

t‘®Rt. Austell shall make her his wife, or ac-
=reont to me for her dishonor,” said the
" Colonel fiercely.

““He won't refuse to meet you. Heisa
crack shot like yourself—perhaps in much
better practice. He will give you satisfac-
m 1 daresay—but he won’t marry my

r. 1]

¢ You are diabolically Litter against that

r girl, Leonora, and I must say I think
% very unwomanly on your part.”

“ Ah ! but you see women look at these
things from a different standpoint. With
you m:en, & woman has only to go wrong in
order to become interesting. Yuvu o
your erms to her, are ready to shelter her
and fight for her. For a woman to be very
pretty, and to go astray in the first bloom
of her prettiness, is to command your affec-
tion and your chivalrous service. *Women
had need be cruel to each other or vice
wonld be at too high a premiam.” _

The Colonel was distressed at his daugh-
jer's tove, but be was very glad to have her
wecioty, all the same, Her ce bright.
med the cottage, and put flight for the time
being to those morbid fancies which were be-
ginning to weigh very heavily on the Colo-
»¢], the fanoy that his daughter was ill and
dying in a far-off land, that St. Austell mi; ht
ill-treat or desért her. Even Tory was an

»cquisition, and the sight of that intellectual |.

animal, sitting bolt upright on the hearth-
rag, with his mouth opem, and his yellow
sye balls glaring at the fire, hel to raise

The
Gladstonian performance with a lump of

sugar, might pall, il repeated more than |

$venty times a day—nor was it all rapture

to hear Tory play “ Gud save the Queen” |,

upon a damp cottage bat there was
tn!ulnm!npn dog shat rushed at every open
door, aud shat it with a cheerful « Even
-Tory’s dinner made a little diversion in the
Jong winter evening, and affordel subject

for conversation.
Mrs. Baddeley did her best to cheer her

father, but she was evidently out of lﬁl;ltl, *
oo |

and the effort te appear lively was

beyond her strength. .. Her own affairs weie |

:: free f:lm entanglement ; forin spite of
devoted Beeching's aid—given on many
ecoasions, ‘as fn thé dresanaker; diffionlty—-
she was consideraibly in debt. She had not
| tten that she’bad a husbangtin In
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gracefully on the plea

"1 think: ow] am not a " she
g e S ond I.:I[Im.ll'tﬂ:lﬁ | Mra.
but I
or en_pefit comize. Ome dpnn d
friendly.afterwards, youwee, ls

pestered with: carlls for hey -Hlmu. and
Frapnk might be W" S S |
But now, Frank’s regiaient wakto return
to Eogland in the following March, and
Frank would be no longer a dear fellow in
India, uereful to be referred to on all occa-
sions, but by no means. troublesome or in-
quisitive. He would ¢come home, and his
arrival would be the signal for clamourous

tradespeoplq to push their demands. - His | -

welcome to the nest in South Kepsington
would be a shower of bills, lawyel:ﬁaglf
and oounty court summonsggs, . - - .\

*I'm nhfr:{d poor Frank will have dtnMgﬂ
through the Bankruptey Cburt, jmuse T
‘Baddeley, with a uuhpngl:hnl sigh. “I
hope he won't much.mind. A ] many
people do it now-a-days—quite nice people ;
and society seems to think very little the
worse of them. Short of being inordinately
rich, money doesn’t count in society.”

- Reasoning thus, the fiir: Leonora told her-
self she had no nm;:;a for being dn;:;hear;
ed ; yet in the picturesque on .
Myrtle Cottage her' spirite nﬁ’,

rospect .of future difficulties grew daily
arker, - She had hitherto lived the kind

‘of life in which there'i» -no' leisure for.
thought ; and now all at once she found
herself wich nothing to do but read novels
and think of her owa affairs, The navels
were tor the most part less interesting than
her own embarrassments, and they iatléd to
distract her. The quiet beauty of he¥ sar-
roandings, the broad river; the wooded hills
in the foreground, and the dark ridge of the
moor.beyond, had no charm for her. =

¢ It is a cut-throat place,” she exclaimed,
with a shiver.

The Colonel and’his danghter dined at the
Abbey on Christmas Day. It wasa green
Christmas, mild, misty, depressing. Leo
wore one of her loveliest gowns—an arrange-
ment of dark red velvet with glittering ruby
beads, which made a glowing atmoephere
aronuad her, and su ted cheerfulness ;.
but nobody was honestly and uneffectedly
cheerful at that small Christmas dinner.
Mr. Rockstone made the bravest effort at
mirthfulness, and filled up every gap in the
conversation, but there was a gloom upon
Valentine’s face which would have spread a
dulness in the most convivial circle, and
Colonel Deverill was obviously depressed.
His dreams had been troubled on the prev-
ious night., Strange, shapeless visions had
disturbed his slumbers, and filled his mind
with gloom. He was weighed down by
formless apprehensions. He could not defice
to himself what it was that he dreaded. He
only knew that his mind was fall of fear.

‘I think I must give up going to the
Abbey,” he told his danghter as they drove
home, *‘Lady Balfield is charming--and
Sir Adrian is as good as gold —bus I cannot
get on with Valentine, I'm afraid I'm be-
ginning to hate him.” |

‘¢ That is rather hard upon him,” answer-
ed Leo, *“for he certainly is more sinned
against than sinning.”

‘' He was a neglecdful husband.”

“True; but he was very good-natured.
Helen could go where she liked, and enjoy
herself as much as she chose. If she had had
only common prudence she could have .got
on very well indeed.” :

In his retirement at Myrtle Cottage,
Cclonel Deverill waited for the post which
brought him his letters and his mmlpm
with keener impatieroce than he ever
felt before for those Juxuries of modern
life. On board a friend’s yacht, or at any
sl little Swiss or German water-cure
20 ent, he had been ocontent to let his
days lllpbg and to koow no more of the
outer world than was revealed to him by
an occasional ‘‘ Morning News ™ or * Gal-
ignani ;” content to forget the days of the
week, and to be mpied by the church
bells on a Sunday morning ; content al-
most to forget which was in and
which was out, whether his cou Was
;lritti:;g :3 mil;:nd:;gldiml E abinet or be-

ngga to glory nservatives, Letters,
he had told himself, were al ways more likely
to bring him worry than pleasure, and un-
less he was expec a cheque from his

Irish agent, he was apt to be indifferent to
the going and coming of the post.

But now he was intently expectant of
every mail, and had & blank and ted
feeling when the hour was over. He was

ting some kind of communication from
his runaway daughter—a letter umlm

—of intercession—a letter of filial love,
telling him that he was not utterly forgot-
ten, that even in her sinful life she was atill
his daughter. He had beea expecting such
a lu;har for months, and his heart
as the new year began without bringing him
one line of greeting from the loat one.

- ¢ ] suj pose she is afraid to address me,”
he thoughs, **And yet the ought not to.be
afraid. - I was never severe to my children.”

He had a t addreas in London,
under cover to a solicitor’s firm in the City,

where sll letters were taken charge of and
re-addressed to him, and -this ol Was
known to Helen. She would have no

difficulty in writing to him had she bean
d to write.
e new year began sadly under shese

beside the wood which was the qaly
cheerful in the
Early in year there came a budget
Frank Biddeley, which his wife read
came to a age &t which her cheek |
about Aer 7% 17 ° D

oitedly, “*an

dia, tn‘lhndﬂr—ihd is, pleasf®
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AD TAONG

| intervals, so that
1if she'is in any place where the ** Times

and the-

% No ; but it is something ﬂﬁl'*;' "

m1a9 A

$r0rity, 80 you must_bewi
t2at Helen ’:t to Ceylon
may have been together

in your idea
him. TLtey

there when he. came, arbaps
‘went.off with some o i:%w ;Il,mtrl
‘are:on s false aoe; N
ﬂﬂ.ﬂrﬂt' Go'tl'l"_'&rls bolo%nel Deverill,
s'arting up from the broakfast-table, and
walking about the room with'a distracted
air.  What does:it all‘mean?’ If she is
not in Ceylon, where is she? We know
thiat she ran away with St. Austell.. Thuﬂ |
is his letter to.prove if™ + ~ @ i‘
¢ She may-have'changéd her mind at the
1ast,” ssid Loo, looking straight
‘with a tronbled brow, for even to her care-
lesstemperament the mtmhmp to assume
a mysterious aspect. * Her conseienpe ma
have been awakened, and she - have fled
away from him, and not with _ She
may have gone into & convent—or joined
some. " sisterhood.  “*Who oan |
a1 ¥ :
¢ What am I todo ?” fnnod the Colonel,
~walking up and down in an agony of be-
wilderment. . ; -
¢ You might advertise—put an advertise-
ment in the * Times,” 8o worded that she
slone would understand. Let it be repeated
twenty times, at certain so that

goes, she must event adver-

tisement,”
. “How umlauivdarﬁumlgtﬁhﬁihnwiﬂba
the only one to unders _

“ﬂh{ we must invent & code. , We must
recall something in the put—lﬂnown to us
only—some pet name. Don’t you remember

ou once used to call her Pansy. She would
Enuw that Pansy was meant for her,”

.. Leo took out her pencil, and wrote upon
Major Baddeley’s envelope. * Pansy's sor-
rowful father entreats her to write to him.
A father’s heart can forgive ever 8
She has a home still with him. Kilrush.’
She read this'rough draft to her father.

¢¢ She could not fail to understand that,”
she said.

Kilrush, in juxtaposition would be unmis-
takable.” - =

¢¢ Yes, I think she would understand,” re-
plied the Colonel, * There are not many
people who could write from Kilrush. You
areright, Leo. I'll send the advertisement

to the Times by the next poat—with a
cheque. I suppose thatisa kind of thing

one must pay for in advance.” -

The advertisement ap atthehead of
the second column, three days later, and the
Colonel contemplatedit wishtears in his eyes,
He could fancy his daughter it in
her seclusion or desola Since he had
discoveréd that she was not with St. Austell,
he knew not how to picture her to himself ;
whether deserted and penitent, or asawoman
who had drawn back upon the brink of the
precipice, and had fled from her tempter.
All his hopes for her had been dashed by
thatletter from Major Baddeley. Asa father,
he had wept over her folly and her sin,
but as a man of the world it had seemed to
him a grod thing that she shounld become
Lady St A He felt that from a
society - point of view her reputatiod was
goane for ever, and that her only chance was
to dare society in a new character. As a
Peseress, and a beauty, she
the centre of a brilliant circle—on the con-
tinent.

The advertisament nppui'ad time after

y see your

in Italy, n_li::-

e a5t the B o, was |

gnumlhm "

 Those two names, Pansy and

might yet become |

He read the words three ml:“;[i
md.nz' MIM'H::f

¥ith his pea i bis hand, saw St.
mﬂngh-gt of the fireplace look-

-3 " he ories, star to his foet.
urﬂ'ﬂdlhﬁ s ] ﬁﬂﬂ tth' I

T came

th;ﬂﬂ;ﬂ?oe. You
The Colonel was ghastly. He had droP
back into his peat, and was arranging
pa before him with tremnlous ﬁﬁ

E:.hmdad St. -Austell the rough -
the measage without a word. .'
¢ What doos it mean?” St. Austell asked>
after he had read theblurred words in the
Colonel’s big penmanship. ' )

¢ The question is gnn enough, I think.
Until very lately I thought my daughter
was with you in Ceylon. I'hear she was
not there ; but all the same you are uktl,?
to know her present address, For ﬂi? n:

| sake tell me where she is—at once.

lon to find her—to protect and sherish
hathf am ready to forgive all— to forgive
her and youn.” | -
The room was empty, but the Colonel
spoke in spppressed tones, with the consci-
ousness that he was in a public place.
¢ My dear Colonel, I wish I counld help
ou—but I can't. As for forgiveness, you
Elﬂ ‘nothing to pardon in me except the
fact that I was madly in love with your
daughter—and tried .to win her—and fail-
ed. If my sin in so0 tryio fmﬁm:cri my
punishment was greater. 1 neverloved any
woman a8 I loved Helen Belfield, and she
threw me over at the last moment.”
“But I have your letter of instructions
about her journey—everything must have
been planned between you.”
¢t 1t was, so far as I could plan ; but I tell
you she threw me over. She was to have
met me at Exeter, but she didn’t. I waited
for three trains, and then went on to London
in a rage—mad, despairing. 1 had been
most completely fooled.”
- ¢ Bat she meant to run away with you ?”
‘ 8o I thought on the previous afternoon.”
‘¢ She made her Elnn: deliberately ; her

EEP———

trunks were all

¢ Indeed. That looks business-like. And
Eot she threw me over, you see, and carried

er trunl s somewhere else.”

¢ No. Her luggage was all left in her
own rooms at the Abbey. Wherever she
went, she. must have gone in such a state of |
mind that she took no trouble to secure her
own property. Not even her comforts for
her journey. Her travelling —my own

':i!:tﬂl'!

him, and

the matter of
me,"”

& h
ﬂlﬁ::n :'m?iﬂ. 6
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Familiar Expressiony

invariably
'| not-belong,

Again, we hear
of the pudding is 1o o

i Quoteq
t is & pecnliar <
to misquote Prn-m:::qlﬁt? of bugyy

mp;mmw;'g‘imq

This is arrant no
says : *‘ The proof of the

the p
eating thereof and rgt i Pudding

Hﬂthltlg i! more ﬂﬁmm.nn

““A man convinced

This is an impossible
for no one can be convineeq
and at the same ti
one. What Batle
sensibl

pecks heavy d weref

A famous passage of Seriptare pthers wWore .h.:n:l-l;?:h.;aywh&d :

amoag you, lait‘ him cast the finy , . QOENE FROM COMIC O
1t should be : * Lot him firat cagt LIEE 4 ?thil outer yard,
Sometimes we are told; « w:nnther gateway, and

great a fire a little matter kindleth proug within an ipner court. fr

St, Jamea said : ““Behold how gray, JER*TS 10 0d & broad, low wooder

ter a little fire kindleth,” whicy i, thi]::ulh half shed. Here at

different thing,

‘We also hear that
mile,” which is not as
the true proverb:
good as a mile.”

“Look before you leap”

“ And look before you ere gnu' o

Pope is generally credited

o, Vel e L
** Immodest words admit of no deleay, The policcﬂl?_-:h ere rewn di
For want of decency is want of sense’ il jockels OO whi il“ ater before
though it would puzzle any one to fiy i cilcloth afoot mdbingl charsc
verses in his writings. They wers vl O the disce Wore e o, o weare
by the Earl of Roscommon, who diejj il 84 sppendages g%

wedding gift—was left, It was in an inner
pocket of that bag that I found your letter.”
¢¢ And she haa not claimed her balongings
| since then,” asked St. Austell, witha troubled
brow. |
£ Nﬂ- 1 ]
‘““And you have heard nothing of her
- since that time—abaolutely nothing.”
"% Not one word. I thought she was with
fﬂl, & You were heard of in Paris—with a
s £ :

_ “ A passing ncqunintnn&a—and & Paris-
ienne,” :

“Yon were heard of in Venice—again
with a lady.”

¢ An old friend—a Florentine Countess,
who was good enough to go about with me a

time, week after week, until the twentieth
insertion had run out, and the Colonel’s
cheque was exhausted. There had been no
reply. The year was two months old and the
spring flowers were blooming in the shrub-

rders at Myrtle Cottage, and the

little in my solitude—we dined together, and
| lunched together al fresco, half a dezen
times. That was all. And you have heard
nothing about your daughcer—from August

to March —you had no letter from her—no

information diractly or indirectly.”

m lawn was gay with the golden crocus-
cups, and there had been no sign or token
from Helen.

Mrs. Baddeley stayed on with her father,
though the Lominn.mn was beginning. It
was not that she loved Davonshire more, but
thatshe feared South Kensington most. The
trades people were pushing for their accounts,

and lawyers' letters were frequent.
It was easier to face these thingsat a distance
than on the spot, where vibration of

the electric bell jarred her nerves, and set
her heart beating vehemently, in apprehen.
sion of immediate evil. Elra at least,
though she received the letters, she did not
hear the bell ; and she was out of reach of
any importunate creditor, who might be »o
audacious as to demand an interview. So
she put her arms round the Colonel’s neck
one morning at breakfast, and told him she
would not desert him. She wounld stay till
e i

ess you, m " faltered her
father, “ I thuight ynz would stand by me
in my loneliness. Indeed, Leo, I am half
broken hearted about your sister. Her pre-
sent axistence is a m to me, and I
n?nuhl‘uuunlv bear m .;:nﬁtrtha- burden
o t m A was where
within thz.:::zh of this ppur.“m-ﬂikin g
his fist upon the Times, that lay open on
the table, ‘‘the must have understood my
nl:&:l. Where in Hcaven's name . is ahe
hiding ? Some one must know.”

* Yes, somes one must know,” answered
Leonora. **I will tell you of one thing
t{?g lzun ui‘: do, hthnr.h'fﬂ- cannot go to

n. e journey is too long, ou
are tooold. Bat you oan telegraph a qzu-
tion to St. A Ask him if be knowp
where Helen is to be found. Ask him to
answer you on his honour, He cannot
refuse to answer such an appsal.”

‘“I'un to kim. You h
Leo. I:l:.gtn SNS S8 right,

ont where girl
is. Imunlnvnmm“ww'

He did not like to send his
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.| semi-monastic retreat, where she is not al-

*t ot one word.’ :

* Then, Colonel Daverell, I can oanly say
the business looks very alarming,’’ said St.
Austell, turning his face to the manZelpiece,
and resting his head upon his arm.

The Colonel saw that he was deep’y mov-
ed. There was a silence of some moments,
and then the older man asked in a fal-
tering voioce—

¢ What is itthat you fear?” |

“I don't know. I—I—can't tell you.
My fears are vague and shapeless ; but it is
a shock to me, to find you are so completel
in the dark about her, Iloved her devoted-
ly, Colonel Deverill. If she had trusted
herself to me as she I would have
made her my wife, now that I am a fres man.
I would have done all that a man can de to
reco her for her sacrifice.”

2 lieve she must be in hiding some-
where ; in some Anglican sisterhood, some

lowed to see the newspapers, or to write
letiers to anyone in the outer world,” said
the Colonel, after a pause,

‘¢ {es, it may beso,” answered St. Austell,
moving .away from the mantelpiece, and
seating himself opposite Colonel Deverill at
the writing table. “It may be so. It
would be like her to go and bury. herself
alive in a fit of religions enthusiaam. She
was acreature of rapid changes of mood.
When I thought I was most secure of her,
knowi well that she loved me, she
spread her as suddenly as a butterfly,
and was gone. I was hardly surprised when
she cheated me, but I was very a . My

de was wounded. I had grovelled before
er, and I told myselfI would grovel no more,
So I went off to the Continent 1n a sullen
state of mind, and I went to Ceylon in the
same temper, and my life was loatheome to
me all the time I stayed there.”
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