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I  k n o w  t w o  e y e s ,  t w o  s o f t  b r o w n  e y e s ,
T w o  e y e s  a s  s w e e t  a n d  d e a r  

A s  o v e r  d a n c e d  w i t h  g a y  s u r p r i s e  
O r  m e l t e d  w i t h  a  t e a r ;

I n  w h o s e  f a i r  r a y s  a  h e a r t  m a y  b a s k —  
T h e i r  s h a d o w e d  r a y s  s e r e n e —

B u t ,  l i t t l e  m a i d ,  y o u  m u s t  n o t  a s k  
W h o s e  g e n t l e  e y e s  I  m e a n .

I  k n o w  a  v o i c e  o f  f a i r y  t o n e ,
L i k e  b r o o k l e t  i n  t h e  J u n e ,

T h a t  s i n g s  t o  p l e a s e  i t s e l f  a l o n e ,
A  l i t t l e  o l d - w o r l d  t u n e  :

W h o s e  m u s i c  h a u n t s  t h e  l i s t e n e r ’s  e a r ,
A n d  w i l l  n o t  l e a v e  i t  f r e e  ;

B u t  I  s h a l l  n e v e r  t o l l  y o u ,  d e a r ,
W h o s e  a c c e n t s  t h e y  m a y  b e .

I  k n o w  a  g o l d e n - h e a r t e d  m a i d  
F o r  w h o m  I  b u i l t  a  s h r i n e ,

A  l e a f y  n o o k  o f  m u r m u r o u s  s h a d e ,
D e e p  i n  t h i s  h e a r t  o f  m i n e  ;

A n d  i n  t h a t  c a l m  a n d  c o o l  r e c e s s  
T o  m a k e  h e r  h o m e  s h e  c a m e —

B u t ,  oh  ! y o u ’d  n e v e r ,  n e v e r  g u e s s  
T h a t  l i t t l e  m a i d e n ’s  n a m e .

— F r e d e r i c k  L a n g b r i d g o  i n  G o o d  Words.

M OLLY B A W N .
B Y  T H E  A U T H O R  O F  "  P H Y L L I S .  ’
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“  O h  ! M o l l y  B a w n ,  w h y  l e a v e  m e  p i n m g ,
A l l  l o n e l y  w a i t i n g  h e r e  f o r  y o u .”— Old Song

“  I  don’t  th in k  I  could have said q u ite  th a t ,” 
Molly replies, qu ie tly  ; “  I  to ld  you I  sang a 
l i t t l e ; i t  is  n o t custom ary  to  laud  one’s own 
perfo rm ances.”

“  You are a  clever actress ,” says M arcia, so 
low as to  be u n h eard  by all b u t M olly ; “ w ith  
sucli a  voice as yours, and  such m asterly  com 
m and  of all em otion and expression, you 
should  m ake th e  stage your hom e.”

“ P e rh ap s  I  shall find your h in t  useful in 
th e  fu tu re ,” says Molly, w ith a  s ligh t sh rug  of 
h e r  sh o u ld ers; “  w hen one is poor i t  is  always 
well to  know  th e re  is som eth ing  one can  put 
one’s h an d  to  when th ings  come to th e  worstj; 
b u t a t  p resen t I  feel sufficiently a t hom e where 
I  am . I  am  glad,”  calm ly, “  m y singing 
pleased you—if indeed i t  d id .”

“  You sing  m agnificen tly ,” M arcia says, 
aloud, giving h e r m eed of praise  ju s tly , bu t 
unw illingly.

“  A nd such a  charm ing  song as th a t  i s !” 
b reaks in  M rs. D a rle y ; “ I  rem em ber hearin g  
i t  for th e  first tim e , ju s t  a fter m y m arrriage, 
indeed w hile we were ye t enjoying ou r wed
ding  to u r. Do you rem em ber it ,  dearest ?” 
As she m u rm u rs  the  tender words, she tu rn s  
upon  h e r lord  two azu re  eyes so lim pid  and 
fu ll of tru s t  and love th a t  any  m an igno ran t 
of th e  t ru th  would have sworn by all h is  gods 
h e r desire was w ith  her husband , w hereas 
every inch  of h e a r t she possesses h a s  long 
since been  handed  over to  a  m an  in  th e  H orse  
G uards B lue.

“ H u m p h ,”  says H en ry  D arley, eloquently , 
ad  w ithou t fu r th e r re jo inder goes on w ith 

,lie gam e of chess he  is p laying w ith  M r. Ajn- 
h e rs t.

“  L e t u s have som ething else, E lea n o r,” 
h e r  g ran d fa th e r says, looking u p  for a n  in 
s ta n t from  h is  beloved queens and  kings and  
castles ; “  an o th e r song.”

T h is  is  such a  w onderful request, com ing 
from  M r. A m herst, who is know n to  abhor 
M arcia’s a ttem p ts, th a t  every one looks su r
prised.

“  W illingly , g randpapa,” says, Molly, and, 
going once m ore to  th e  p iano, gladly p u ts  the  
obnoxious due t away, feeling su re  its  a p 
pearance h a s  caused T edcastle’s annoyance.
“  T hough  if ho is going to bo jealous so early  
in  th e  gam e as th is ,” th in k s  she, “  I  don’t  
fancy I  shall have an  a ltogether festive tim e 
of i t .”

“  W h a t shall i t  b e ? ” she asked, loud.
“  N oth ing  I ta lia n , a t  all events,” says Mr. 

A m herst (all M arcia’s endeavors a re  in  th a t  
la n g u ag e); “  I  like som ething I  un d ers tan d , 
and  I  h a te  your ru n s  and  tri lls .”

“  I  will sing you m y own song,” says Molly, 
gayly, and  gives th e m  “  Molly B aw n” deli
ciously.

V H ow p re tty  th a t  is !” says L ady  S ta ffo rd ;
“  and  so wild—quite  Ir ish  ! B u t your nam e 
a fte r a ll is  E leanor, is  i t  n o t ?”

“ T h ere ,is , I  believe, a  trad itio n  in  th e  fflm- 
ity to  th a t  effect,’’.says Molly, sm iling , “  b u t 
i t  is*used  u p , and  no  one now pays to  it th e  
least a tten tio n . I  m yself m uch  p refer Molly.
I  am  always called M olly Bawn a t  h om e .”

H er voice lingers on th e  word hom e. In  an  
in s ta n t, am idst all th e  luxuries and  charm s 
of th is  beau tifu l draw ing-room  a t H era t, her 
m ind  goes back to th e  old, hom ely, beloved 
san c tu m  a t B rooklyn, w here she sees Jo h n , 
an d  L e tty , and  all tho  happy, m erry , good- 
h earted  ch ild ren  ha rm oniously  m ixed up to 
ge ther.

“  I t  is a  p ity ,’’.says M r. A m herst, pu rpose
ly, seeing an  opening for one of h is  cheerful 
rem arks, “ th a t  every th ing  abou t Ire land  
should be so w retchedly low .”

“ I t  is sw am py,” replies M iss Molly, 
prom ptly .

A t th is  dangerous m om en t the  door is throw n 
wide open, and  a  servan t announces “  M r. 
P o tts .”

T h e  effect is  electric. Everybody looks up , 
and  pleased and  glad ; w hile th e  ow ner of th is  
euphonious nam e comes forward, and  having 
shaken  h an d s  w ith  M arcia, tu rn s  to old A m 
herst.

“  How d ’ye do, s ir ?” he  says, heartily . “  I  
^ o p e  you are  b e tte r .”

r- “ Do y o u ?” says M r. A m hers t, unam iably , 
feeling s till a  keen  reg re t th a t  th e  n e a t re to rt 
in tended  for M olly m u s t w ait an o th e r occa
sion . “  I  would believe you if  I  could, b u t it 
isn ’t  in  h u m an  n a tu re . Yes, I  am  bette r, 
th a n k  you, m uch  b e t te r ; I  dare  say w ith care 
I  shall la s t th is  w in ter, and probably  th e  next, 
aud  perhaps outlive a  good m any  of you.” H e 
chuckles odiously as he  w inds up  th is  p leasing  
speech.

M r. P o tts, ra th e r  tak en  aback, m u tte rs  
som ething  inaud ib le , aud  tu rn s  to L ady S ta f
ford, who receives h im  warm ly.

H e is a  young m an  of abou t tw enty-four, 
(though he  m ig h t, in  appearance, be any  age 
from  th a t  to  forty-four), and  is sh o rt ra th e r  
th a n  ta ll. H is  eyes a re  gray, sm all, and  
b rig h t, an d  fu ll of fu n , bespeaking im p e r tu r
bable good hum or.

H is  h a ir  is red . I t  is  h a ir  th a t  adm its  of 
no  com prom ise; i t  is n e ith e r au b u rn , golden, 
n o r light-brow n, i t  is  a  d is tinc t and  fiery red. 
H is  nose is poor b u t honest, and  he  h a s  a  
tho rough  and  m ost app aren t appreciation  of 
h im self.

As I  said  before, L ady  Stafford greets h im  
w a rm ly ; he  is one of h e r  special pets.

“  How are you g e tting  on ?”  he asks, m ys
teriously . w hen  th e  first qu estio n s  and  a n 
swers have been gone th rough . “  Old boy evi
den tly  worse th a n  ever. T he  wine theo ry  
would no t su it h is  case ; age does any th ing  
b u t im prove h im . H e h a s  gone to  th e  bad  a l
toge ther. I  suppose you’ve been p u ttin g  in 
an  awfully bad tim e of i t .”

“  W e have, indeed ,” says L ady  Stafford ; 
“  he  has been unbearab le  a ll th rough  d inner, 
though  he was p re tty  well yesterday . I  th in k  
m yself i t  m u s t be g o u t ; every tw inge brings 
fo rth  a  caustic speech.”

B y th is  tim e every one h a d  shaken  hands 
w ith  th e  new -com er, an d  welcomed h im  h e a r t
ily. H e seem s specially p leased to see T ed
castle.

** L u t t r e l l ! you here  ? N ever had  a  h in t of 
i t. So glad to  see you, old m a n ! W hy, you’re 
looking as fit as even your best friend  could 
w ish you.”

“  M eaning yourself,” says L u ttre ll, “ Now, 
le t’s have a  look a t you. W hy, P lan ty , w hat 
a n  exquisite  get-up  ! New coat an d —etc., la t
e st tie , and  d iam onds ad lib. Q uite coquet 
tish , upon m y word. W ho gave you th e  dia- 

^m o n d s , P o tts  ? Y our m o ther ?”
I “ No, I  got tired  of h in tin g  th e re ,” says 

P o tts , ingenuously, “  so gave i t  up , and 
b ough t ’em  m yself. T hey  are fetching , I 
tak e  it .  L u ttre ll, who is th e  g irl a t th e  
p iano  ? never saw any th in g  so lovely in  all my 
life.”

M iss M assereene.”
Indeed. B een  received, an d  all th a t  ? 

W ell, th e re ’s been no th in g  th is  season to 
touch  on h e r. In troduce  m e, Ted, do !”

H e is in troduced. And Molly, sm iling  u p  a t 
h im  one of h e r own b rig h tes t, k ind lie s t sm iles, 
m akes h im  th e n  and  th e re  h e r  slave forever. 
On th e  sp9t ,  w ithou t a  second’s delay, he  falls 
h ead  over ears in  love w ith  he r.

By degrees he  gets back to  L ady  Stafford, 
and s inks upon th e  sofa beside h e r . I  say 
sinks u n a d v ise d ly ; he  drops upon th e  sofa,

and very  nearly  m akes havoc of th e  springs in 
doing so.

“  I  w an t to  te ll you who I  saw in  tow n th e  
day before I  le f t—a week ago,” he says, cau 
tiously.
. “ A week ago ! and  have you been ever since 

ge tting  h e re ? ”
“  No, I  did  i t  by degrees. F ir s t ,  I  w ent 

down to  th e  M aplesons’, and  sp en t two days 
there , very slow, in d e e d ; th en  I  got on to  th e  
B loun ts’, an d  found i t  m uch  slower there  ; 
finally I  drove to  T albot L ow ry’s n ig h t be 
fore la st, and  stayod th e re  u n til  th is  even
ing. You know he lives only th re e  m iles from  
th is .”

“ H e is a t  hom e now , th e n  ?”
“ Yes. H e always is a i hom e, I  notice , w hen 

—you are here  !”
“ No !” says Cecil, w ith  a  little  fa in t laugh.

“  You don’t  say so ! W h at a  rem arkab le  coin
cidence !”

“  A n an n u al coincidence. B u t you don’t  ask 
m e who it Was I  saw in  L ondon . G uess.”

“  T he  C hristy  M instrels, w ithout doubt. 
T hey never perform  ou t of L ondon , so I  sup 
pose are th e  only people in  i t  how .”

“  W rong. T here  was one o th e r person— Sir 
Pen thony  Stafford !”

“  R ea lly ?” says Cecil, coloring w arm ly, and  
sitting  in  a  m ore u p rig h t position . “  H e 
h as re tu rn ed , th e n  ? I  th o u g h t h e  was in 
E g y p t.”

“ So he  w as’ b u t he h a s  come back, looking 
uncom m on well too, as brow n as a  berry. To 
m y th in k in g , as  good a fellow to  look a t as 
th e re  is in  E n g lan d , an d  a  cap ita l fellow all 
round  in to  tho  bargain  !’”

“ D ear m e !” says Cecil. “ W h at a  loss 
E g y p t h a s  susta ined  I And w hat a  p a rtisan  
you have becom e ! M ay I  a sk ,” supp ress
ing a  p re tended  yawn behind h e r perfum ed 
fan, “  w here your rara  av is  is  a t  p resen t 
h id ing  ?”

“  I  asked h im ,”  says M r. P o tts , “  b u t he 
ra th e r  evaded th e  q uestion .”

“  And is th a t  your M r. P o tts ? ’.’ asks Molly, 
finding herself close to Tedcastle , speaking 
w ith heavy and  suspicious em phasis.

“ Y es,” T edcastle  adm its, coloring slightly  
as h e  rem em bers th e  glowing te rm s in  which 
he lias described h is  friend . “ D on’t  you—eh, 
don’t  you like h im  ?”

“  O h ! like h im , I  canno t answ er th a t  ye t ; 
b u t,” laugh ing , “  I  certa in ly  don’t  adm ire 
h im .”

And indeed, M r. P o tts ’s beau ty  is no t of the  
so rt to  call fo rth  rap tu re s  a t f irs t sight.

I  have seen m any  d ifferent shades of red 
in  people’s h a ir ,” says Molly, “  b u t I  have 
never seen i t  rosy u n til now. I s  it dyed ? I t  
is  th e  m ost curious th in g  I  ever looked a t .”

As indeed i t  is. W hen  in troduced  to poor 
P o tts , w hen covering h im  w ith  a  first d isp as
s ionate  glance, one th in k s  n o t of h is  pale gray  
orbs, h is  largo, good-hum ored m ou th , h is  
freckles, or h is  enorm ous nose, bu t only of h is  
h a ir. Molly is struck  by i t  a t once.

H e is  a  rig h t good follow,” savs L u ttre ll, 
ra th e r  ind ignan tly , being scarcely in  tlie  mood 
to  laugh  a t Molly’s sarcasm s.

H e  m ay be,” is h e r calm  re p ly ; “  b u t if I  
were he, ra th e r  th a n  go th ro u g h  life w ith  th a t  
com plexion and  th a t unhappy  head  I  would 
com m it su icide.”

T h en  th e re  is a little  m ore m usic. M arcia 
p lays b rillian tly  enough, b u t i t  is  a lm ost im 
possible to  forget du ring  h e r p laying th a t  she 
h a s  had  an  excellent m aster. I t  is  n o t g enu 
ine  or from  th e  h ea rt. I t  is  clever, b u t i t  is 
acquired , a n d  fallrt very flatly a fte r M olly’r. 
perfect singing, and  no  one in  th e  room  feels 
th is  m ore acutely th a n  M arcia herself.

T h en  L u ttre ll ,  who h as  a  charm ing  voice, 
sings for th em  som ething  p a the tic  an d  re 
proachful, you m ay  bo sure, as i t  is  m ean t for 
M olly’s ears ; and  th e n  th e  evening is a t  an  
end, an d  they  a ll go to th e ir  own room s.

W h at a  haven of re s t and  security  is one’s 
own ro o m ! How in s tinctively  in  grief o r joy 
one tu rn s  to  it, to  h ide  from  p ry ing  oyes 
one’s inm ost though ts , one’s hopes and  de
spairs  !

T o-n igh t th e re  are two sad h e a rts  a t  H e r s t ; 
M arcia’s, perhaps, tho  saddest, for it is  full 
of th a t  m ost m addening, m ost in to lerable  of 
all pains, jealousy.

F o r h o u rs  sho sits by h e r  casem ent, ponder
ing  on  th e  cruelty  of h e r fa te , w hile th e  u n 
sym pathetic  m oon pours its  w hite rays upon 
h e r.

“  A lready h is  lovo is dead ,” sho m urm urs, 
lean ing  naked arm s upon th e  window-sill, 
and  tu rn in g  h e r  lu s tro u s  so u th ern  eyes up  to  
th e  skies above hor. “  Already. In  two sho rt 
m onths. And how  havo I  fa llen  short ? how 
have I  lost h im  ? By over-loving, perhaps 
W hile she, who does n o t value it, h a s  gained 
m y a ll.”

A little  groan oscapes h e r, an d  she le ts h e r 
dark  head  s in k  upon h e r  ou ts tre tched  arm s. 
F o r th e re  is som ething in  P h ilip ’s eyes as they  
re s t on  Molly, som ething  undefined , hard ly  
form ed, b u t surely there , th a t  betrays to  M ar 
cia th e  secret feeling, of which he  h im self is 
scarcely ye t aware.

One hard ly  know s how it  is, b u t M olly w ith 
a  g lance, a  gestu re, th reo  little  words poin ted  
by  a  sm ile from  th e  liquid  eyes, can  draw him  
to  h e r side. And when a  m an  of h is  cold re 
served n a tu re  tru ly  loves, be sure  i t  is  a  pas
sion th a t  will la s t h im  h is  life.

T edcastle, too, is thoroughly  unhappy  to 
n igh t. H is  honest, u np ry ing  m in d , m ade 
sh arp  by  love’s conflict, h as  seen th rough  
P h ilip ’s in fa tu a tio n , and  over h is  la s t cigar 
before tu rn in g  in  (a cigar th a t  to -n igh t has 
som ehow lost ha lf its  soothing properties) 
m akes o u t w ith a  s ink ing  of th e  h e a r t w hat i t  
all m eans.

H e  th in k s , too, ye t upbraids h im self for so 
th in k in g , th a t  M iss M assereene m u s t see th a t  
P h ilip  Shad well, h e ir  to H e rs t and  tw enty  
th o u san d  pounds a  year, is  a  b e tte r  catcli 
th a n  Teddy L u ttre ll, w ith  only h is  g rea t lovo 
for h e r, and  a  pa ltry  six h u n d red  pounds a 
year.

I s  i t  n o t selfish of him  to seek to keep her 
from  w hat is so evidently  to  h e r advantage ? 
P e rh ap s  he  o ugh t to  throw  u p  h is  engagem ent, 
and , passing  out of her life, leave h e r to  reap  
th e  goods th e  gods provide.

In  vain  he  tries  to  argue h im self in to  th is  
heroic fram e of m ind . Tlio m oro he tries , tho 
m ore obnoxious grows th e  idea. H e  cannot, he 
will n o t give h e r up .

F a in t  h e a r t ,” says Teddy, flinging th e  
re m n an t of h is  cigar w ith  fierce de te rm ination  
in to  th e  g ra te , “  never won fa ir lady ; she is 
m ine so far, th e  fa irest darling  th a t  ever 
b reathed , and, be i t  selfish or otherw ise, keep 
h e r I  will if I  can .”

B u t he  sighs as he u tte rs  tho  word can, 
and  finds h is  couch, w hen a t leng th  he does 
seek it, by no  m eans a  bed of roses.

W hile  M olly, th e  p re tty  cause of all th is  
h eart-bu rn ing , lies in  slum ber, soft and  sweet, 
and  happy  as can be, w ith  h e r  red  red  lips 
ap a r t an<t sm iling , h e r  b rea th in g  pu re  and  
reg u la r as a  little  ch ild ’s, and  all h e r  “  nu t- 
brow n” h a ir  like a  silken ga rm en t a rouud  
her.

Cecil Stafford, w alking leisurely u p  and 
down h e r ap artm en t, is feeling half frightened, 
ha lf am used, a t th e  news conveyed to  h e r  by 
M r. P o tts  of h e r h u sb an d ’s a rriv a l in  E ng land . 
Now a t la s t a fte r these  th reo  years she  m ay 
m eet h im  a t any  m om en t face to  face.

Surely  never was a  s to ry  so odd, so strange 
as hors ! A bride  u n k n o w n ; a  wife whose face 
h a s  never ye t been seen !

“ W ell,”  th in k s  Cecil, as she sea ts  herself 
while h e r  m aid  binds up  h e r long fa ir h a ir , 
“ no use troub ling  about i t  beforehand. W h at 
m u s t be, m u s t be. A nd, a t all events, the  
dreaded interview  cannot be too  soon, as  u n til 
m y re tu rn  to  town I  believe I  am  p re tty  safe 
from  h im  h e re .”

B u t in  saying th is  she reckons w ithou t h e r 
host in  every sense of th e  word.

C H A P T E R  XIV.

“ O h ,  b o  w a r e  m y  l o r d .  Of j e a l o u s y ;
I t  i s  t l i e  g r e e n - e y e d  m o n s t e r  w h o  d o t h  m o c k  
T h e  m e a t  i t  f e e d s  o n . ”— O t h e l l o .

N ext day a t lu n ch eo n , M r. A m herst, having 
carefully  m apped ou t one of h is  agreeable l i t 
tle  su rp rises, and  hav ing  selected a  m om ent 
w hen every one is p resen t, says to h e r w ith a 
wicked gleam  of an tic ipative  am usem en t in 
h is  cunn ing  old eyes :

“  S ir P en th o n y  is in  E n g lan d .”
A lthough she h a s  h ad  n e ith e r h in t  no r 

w arning  of w hat is com ing, L ady  Stafford is 
a m a tch  for h im . Mr. P o tts ’s intelligence of 
th e  evening before s tan d s  h e r now in  good 
stead.

Indeed  !” she says, w ithou t be tray ing  any  
form er knowledge, tu rn in g  eyes of th e  calm est 
upon h im ; “  you surpriso  m e. T ired  so soon 
of E gyptian  sphinxes ! I  always knew he  had 
no taste . I  hope he is qu ite  well. I  suppose 
you heard  from  h im  ?”

Yes. H e is well, bu t evidently  p ines for 
hom e q u a rte rs  and  old friends. T h ink ing  you 
would like to  see h im  afte r so long a  separa
tion , I  have inv ited  h im  here. You—you 
don’t  object ?”

I  ?” says h e r ladyship , prom ptly , redden
ing, b u t laugh ing  too very  successfully.

Now, why should I  object ? On th e  con
tra ry , I  shall be charm ed ; he  will be quite 
an  acquisition. I f  I  rem em ber righ tly”— 
w ith a  little  affected drooping of th e  lids— 

h e  is a  very handsom e m an , and , I  hear, 
am using .”

M r. A m herst, foiled in  h is  am iable in te n 
tion  of draw ing confusion on th o  head  of 
som ebody, subsides in to  a  g ru n t and  h is  easy- 
chair. To bave gone to a ll th is  troub le  for 
n o th ing , to  have invited  secretly  th is  m an, 
who in te re s ts  him  no t a t all, in  hopes of a  l i t 
tle  excitem ent, and  to have those hopes fru s
tra ted , .disgusts h im .

Y et a fte r all th e re  will, th e re  m u s t be some 
am usem en t in  store for h im , in  w atching tho  
m eeting  between th is  s trange  pa ir. H e a t least 
m ay no t provo as cool and  indifferent as  his 
p re tty  wife.

“  H e will be h e re to  d inner to-day,” he  says, 
g rum pishly , knowing th a t  all a round  h im  are 
inw ardly rejoicing a t  h is  defeat.

T h is is a th u nderbo lt, though  he  is too 
m uch d isheartened  by h is  first defeat to  no 
tice it. L ady Stafford grows several shades 
paler, an d —luncheon being  a t  an  end—rises 
hu rried ly . Going tow ards tho  door, she 
glances back, and  draws Molly by a  look to 
her side.

Come w ith  m e ,” she s a y s ; “ I  m ust speak 
to som e one, an d  to  you before any  of th e  
o th e rs .”

W hen they  have reached C ecil’s p re tty  s i t
ting-room  off w hich h e r bedroom  opens, th e  
first th in g  h e r  ladysh ip  does is to  subside in to  
a seat and  langli a little .

“ I t  is like a  p lay ,” she says, “  th e  idea of 
h is  com ing down here , to  find mo before h im . 
I t  will be a  su rp rise  ; for I  would swear th a t  
horrib le  old m an  never told h im  of m y being 
in the  house, o r h e  would n o t have come. Am 
I  ta lk ing  G reek to  you, Molly ? You know m y 
story , su re ly?”

“  I  have heard  som eth ing  of i t—n o t m uch  
from  M r. L u ttre ll,” says Molly, tru th fu lly .
“ I t  is a  curious one, is i t  n o t ? and  one no t 

easily m atched . I t  all cam e of tb a t  horrib le  
will. Could th e re  be an y th in g  m ore stupid 
th a n  fo r  an  old m an  to  dep art th is  life and 
leave b eh ind  h im  a  docum ent b ind ing  two 
young people in  such  a  way as m akes i t  do 
o r die w ith them  ? I  had  never seen m y 
cousin in  all m y life, and  he  had never seen 
m e ; yet we were com pelled a t a  m om en t’s no 
tice to  m arry  each o th e r or forfeit a  dazzling 
fo rtu n e .”

“  W hy could you no t divide i t  ?”
“ Because th e  lawyers said we couldn’t. 

Law yers are always aggressive. My great- 
uncle had  particu larly  declared i t  should no t 
be divided. I t  was to  be all or none, and 
w hichever of u s refused  to  m arry  th e  o th e r 
got n o th ing . And th e re  was so m uch  !” says 
h e r ladyship, w ith  an  expressive sigh.

“  I t  was a  h a rd  case ,” Molly says, w ith  deep 
sym pathy.

“  I t  was. Yet, as I  m anaged it, i t  w asn’t  
ha lf so bad. Now, I  dare  say m any  women 
would have gone in to  vio lent hysterics, would 
have driven th e ir  re la tions to th e  verge of 
despair, and  th e  shivering bridegroom  to  tho 
b rink  of delirious joy, and  th en  given in — 
m arriod  th e  m an , lived w ith h im , and  been 
m iserable ever a fte r. B u t n o t I . ”

H ere  she pauses, charm ed a t  h e r own supe
rio r w isdom , and , leaning  back in  h e r  chair, 
w ith a  contented  sm ile, p u ts  th e  tips of h e r 
fingers toge ther daintily .

“ W ell, an d  y o u ? ” says Molly, feeling in 
tensely  in te rested .

“  I  ? I  ju s t review ed th e  case calm ly. I  
saw it  was a g rea t deal of m oney—too m uch 
to liesitato  abou t—too m uch also to  m ako it 
likely  a  m an  would d ream  of resigning  i t  for 
th e  sake of a  wom an m ore or less. So I  wrote 
to  m y cousin explain ing  th a t, as we had  never 
know n each o ther, th e re  could be very little  
love lost betw een us, and  th a t  I  saw no  neces
s ity  w hy we ever should  know each o th e r— 
and  th a t  I  was quite  w illing to m a rry  h im , 
and  take  a  th ird  of th e  m oney, if he  would 
allow m e to  be as little  to h im  in  th e  fu tu re  
as I  was in  th e  p resen t, by  draw ing up 
form al deed of separation , to be p u t in  force 
a t th e  churcli-door o r th e  door of any room 
w here tho  m arriage cerem ony should be p e r
form ed.”

“  W ell ?”
“  W ell, I  don’t  know  how  it  would have 

been b u t th a t, to  aid m y  request, I  enclosed a 
photograph of our parlor-m aid  (one of th e  u g 
liest women it has ever been m y  m isfortune 
to  see), got up  in h e r best black silk, m inus 
tlie  cap, and  w ith  a  flam ing gold chain  round  
h e r  neck—you k n ew  tlie  so rt of th in g —an d  I  
n ever said  who i t  w as.”

“  Oh, Cecil, how could you ?”
“  How couldn’t  I?  you m ean . And afte r all 

m y  crim e was of th e  passive o rd e r ; I  m erely 
sen t th e  p icture, w ithou t saying any th ing . 
How could I  help  it if he m istook m e for M ary 
Jan e  ? Besidos, I  was fighting  for dear life, 
and  all is  fa ir in  love and  w ar. I  could no t 
p u t up  w ith th e  w him s and  caprices of a  m an  
to  whom  I  was ind iffe ren t.”

“  D id you know  he  had  w him s aud  ca
prices ?’ ’

“ M olly,” says L ady  Stafford, slowly, w ith 
a  fine show of p ity , “  you are  disgracefully 
y o u n g ; cure  yourself, m y dear, as fa s t as ever 
you can, and  as a firs t lesson take th is  to 
h e a r t ; if ever th e re  was a  m o rta l m an  born  
upon th is  earth  w ithout caprices i t  m u s t have 
been in  tho  year one, because no one th a t  £ 
have m e t knows any th ing  about h im .”

“  W ell, for th e  m a tte r of th a t ,” says Molly, 
laughing, “ I  don’t  suppose I  should like a 
perfect m an , even if I  did chance to  m eet 
h im . By all accounts th ey  are  s tilted , d isa 
greeable people, w ith a  ta le n t for m aking 
everybody else seem  sm all. B u t go on w ith  
your story . W h a t was h is  re p ly ?”

“  H e agreed cordially to  a ll m y suggestions, 
n am ed  a  very handsom e sum  as m y  portion , 
swore by a ll th a t  was honorable  he  would 
nover in te rfere  w ith m e in  any  way, was evi
den tly  ready to  p rom ise  any th ing , a n d —sen t 
m e back m y parlor-m aid . W as n o t th a t  in 
su lting  ?”

“ B u t whon he  cam e to  m a rry  you he m u s t 
have seen you ?”

“  Scarcely. I  decided on hav ing  th e  wed
d ing  in ou r draw ing-room , and  wrote again  to  
say i t  would g rea tly  convenience m y cousin 
and  m yself (I lived w ith an  old cousin) if he 
would n o t come dow n u n til th e  very  m orn ing  
of th e  wedding. Need I  say he grasped a t 
th is  proposition  also ? I  was dressed and 
ready  for m y wedding by th e  tim e h e  arrived,

and  shook h an d s  w ith h im  w ith  m y veil down. 
You m ay  be sure  I  had  secured a  very th ick  
• n e .”

“  Do you m ean  to  te ll m e ,” says Molly, r is 
ing  iu  h e r excitem ent, “  th a t  he  never asked 
you to  ra ise  your veil ?”

“  Never, m y dear. I  assure  you th e  best 
m an  he  b rough t down w ith  h im  was by far 
tho  m ore curious of th e  two. B u t th e n , you 
m u st rem em ber, S ir P en thony  had  seen my 
p ic tu re .” H ere  Cecil goes off in to  a  hearty  
b u rs t of laugh ter. “  I f  you had  seen th a t 
m aid  once, m y dear, yon would n o t have been 
am bitious of a second view

“ S till I  never h ea rd  of any th ing  so cold, so 
u n n a tu ra l,” says M iss M assereene, in  h igh  
d isgust. “  I  declare I  would have broken off 
with h im  th en  and  th e re , h a d  i t  been m e .”

“  N ot if you lived w ith m y cousin Amelia, 
feeling yourself a  dependen t on h e r  bounty. 
She w as a  s ta r tlin g  instance  of how a  wom an 
can worry and  to rm en t. The very thought of 
h e r  m akes m y h e a r t sore in  m y body and 
chills m y blood to  th is  day. I  rejoice to  say 
she is no  m ore.”

“  W ell, you got m a rried ?”  *
“  Yes, in  A m elia’s draw ing-room . I  had  a 

littlo  gold b and  on m y th ird  finger, I  h ad  a 
cold shake-hands from  m y husband , a  sym 
p athe tic  one from  h is  groom sm an, and  th en  
found m yself once m ore alone, w ith a  title  and 
p len ty  of m oney, an d —th a t’s a ll.”

“ W h at was h is  friend ’s nam e ?”
“  T albo t Lowry. H e  lives abou t th ree  m iles 

from  here , and”— w ith an  airy  laugh—“ is 
ra th e r  too fond of m e .”

“ W h at a  strange  s to ry !” says Molly, r e 
garding  h e r w istfully. “  Do you never wish 
you had  m arried  som e one you loved?”

“ I  never do ,” gayly. D on’t  look to m e for 
sen tim ent, Molly, because I  am  u tte rly  devoid 
of it. I  know I  suffer in  your estim ation  by 
th is  confession, b u t it is th e  sim ple tru th .  I  
don’t wish for any th ing . A nd yet” — pausing 
sudden ly— “ I  do. I  have been w ishing for 
som ething  ever since th a t  old person dow n
sta irs  tried  to  take  m e aback th is  m orning, 
and  failed so egregiously.”

“  And your wish is ”
“ T h a t I  could m ake m y h u sband  fall m ad 

ly in  love w ith  m e. Oh, Molly, w hat a  r e 
venge th a t  would b e ! A nd why should he 
n o t indeed ?” Going over to a glass and  gaz
ing  earnestly  a t herself. “  I  am  p re tty —very 
p re tty ,-I th in k . Speak, Molly, and  encourage 
m e .”

“  You know you are lovely,”  says Molly, in  
such good fa ith  th a t  Cecil- kisses h e r on  the 
spot. “ B u t w hat if you should  fall in  love 
w ith h im  ?”

“ P erh ap s  I  have done so long ago,” h e r 
ladyship  replies, in  a  tone im possible to  tra n s 
la te , being s till in te n t on th e  contem plation 
of h e r m any  charm s. T hen , quickly, “ No, 
no, Molly, I  am  fireproof.”

“  Yet any  day you m ay m eet some one to 
whom you m ust give your love.”

“  N ot a b it of it. I  should  despise myself 
forever if I  once found m yself le ttin g  m y 
pulse beat ha lf a  second fas ter for one m an 
th a n  for an o th e r.”

“  Do you m ean  to  te ll m e you have never 
loved ?”

“  Never, never, never, And indeed, to  give 
m yself due credit, I  believe th e  fact th a t  I  
havo a  h u sband  som ewhere w ould u tte rly  p re 
vent any th in g  of th e  so rt.” , *

“ T h a t is a  good th ing , if the  idea la sts . B u t 
w on’t  you feel aw kward in  m eeting  h im  th is  
evening ?” •-

“ I ?  No, b u t I  dare  say h e  w ill ;  and  I  
hope so too ,” says h e r ladyship , m aliciously.
“  F o r th ree  long years he  has never been  to  
see w hether I  were well or ill—or p in ing  for 
h im ,”  laughing. “  And yet, Molly, I  do feel 
nervous, awfully, rid iculously  nervous, a t 
the  bare idea of ou r so soon com ing face to 
face.”

“ Is  he  handsom e ?”
“  Ye-es, p re tty  well. L an k y  so rt of m an, 

w ith  a  good deal of n o s e ; you know, and  very 
little  w hisker. On m y word, now I  th in k  of 
it, I  do n ’t  th in k  he  had  any  a t  a ll.”

“  Nose ?”
“ No, w hisker. H e was clean-shaven, all b u t 

tho  m oustache. I  suppose you know  he was 
in  T ed’s reg im ent for some tim e ?”

“ So he told m e .”
“  I  wonder w hat he  h a sn ’t  to ld  you ? Shall 

I  confess, Molly, th a t  I  know your secret, and 
th a t  it was I  chose th a t  diam ond rin g  upou 
your finger ? T here, do n o t grudge m e your 
confidence ; I  have given you m ine  ; and  any
th in g  I  havo heard  is safe w ith m e. Oh, w hat 
a  lovely b lush , and  w hat a  sham e to  waste 
such a charm ing  b it of color upon m e ! Keep 
i t  for d esse rt.”

“ H ow will S ir P en thony  like Mr. Low ry’s 
close prox im ity  ?” Molly asks, presently , w hen 
she has confessed a  few in te res ting  little  facts 
to h e r friend.

“  I  hope h e  w on’t  like  it. If  I  th o u g h t I  
could m ake h im  jealous I  would flirt w ith  poor 
T albot u n d er h is  nose,” says Cecil, w ith  elo
quen t vulgarity . “  I  feel spitefully  tow ards 
h im  som ehow, a lthough  our separation  was 
m y own con trivance.”

“  H ave you a  headache, dear ?” Seeing her 
p u t h e r h and  to h e r head.

“  A sligh t one—I  suppose from  th e  nerves.
I  th in k  I  will lie down for an  h o u r o r tw o be
fore com m encing th e  im p o rtan t ta sk  of a rm 
in g  for conquest. A nd—are  you going out, 
Molly ? W ill you ga th e r m e a  few fresh  flow
e rs—any th ing  w hite—for m y h a ir  and  th e  

; bosom of m y dress ?”
“  I  w ill,’' says Molly, aud, having  m ade her 

com fortable w ith pillows a nd  perfum es, leaves 
h e r  to h e r  siesta.

A nything w hite. Molly travels th e  gardens 
up  and  down in  search of all th e re  is of the  
loveliest. L ittle  rosebuds, fresh  though  late, 
and  dain ty  bells, w ith sweet scented geran i
um s and  drooping h e a th s —a pu re  and  in n o 
cent bouquet.

Y et surely i t  lacks som ething—a little  fleck 
of green , to  th row  ou t its  virgin fairness. 
Above, h ig h  over h e r  head , a  c re a tin g  ro se
b ush  grows, bedecked w ith palest, juciest 
leaves.

R eaching up  h e r h and  to  ga th e r one of the  
ta lle r b ranches, a  m ote, a b it  of bark—some 
h a te fu l th in g —falls in to  M olly’s r ig h t eye. 
In s ta n t agony is th e  resu lt. T ears s tream  from 
th e  offended pup il ; th e  o th e r eye jo ins in  the  
general trib u la tio n  ; and tyfolly, s tand ing  in 
th e  cen tre  of th e  g rass p lot, w ith  h e r h andker
chief pressed  frantically  to  h e r face, and  h e r 
lith e  body swaying slightly  to and  fro th rough  
force of pain , looks th e  very personification 
of woo.

So th in k s  P h ilip  Shad well as, com ing round  
th e  corner, he  unperceived approaches.

“ W h at is i t? ” he  asks, try ing  to  see her 
face, h is  tones absolutely trem bling  from  agi
ta tio n  on h e r  behalf. “  Molly, you are  in 
trouble. C an I  do any th in g  for you ?iJ

“  You can ,” replies M iss M assereene, in  a 
lugubrious vo ice; though  in  spite of h e r  pain , 
she can w ith  difficulty repress an  inclination  
to laugh, so dism al is h is  m anner. “  Oh ! you 
can .”

“ Tell m e w hat. T here  is ijo th ing—speak, 
M olly.”

“  W ell, I ’m  no t exactly weeping,” says Miss 
M assereene, slowly w ithdraw ing one hand  
from  h e r face, so as to le t th e  best eye res t 
upon h im  it  is  hard ly  m en ta l anguish  I ’m
enduring . B u t if you can get th is  awful th in g  
th a t  is in m y eye ou t of it, I  shall bo in ten se 
ly g ra te fu l.”

“ Is  th a t  a ll? ” asks P h ilip , m uch  relieved. 
“  A nd p len ty  too, I  th ink . H ere, do try  if 

you can  see an y th in g .”
“ Poor eye !” pa the tica lly— “ how inflam ed 

i t  i s ! L e t m e see—th e re —do n ’t  b link  
w on’t  be able to  get a t  i t  if you do. Now, tu rn  
your eyes to  th e  rig h t. No. Now to  th e  left. 
Yes, th e re  i t  is ,” excitedly. “  No, i t  isn ’t.

disappointedly. “ Now le t m e look‘below ; it 
m u s t be th e re .”

J u s t  a t th is  delicate m om ent who should 
tu rn  th e  corner b u t L u t t r e l l ! Oh, those  u n 
lucky corners th a t  will occur in  life, b ring ing  
people upon  th e  scene, w ithou t a  word of 
w arning, a t th e  very tim e w hen they  are least 
w a n te d !

L u ttre ll, com ing brisk ly  onw ards in  search 
of h is  lady-love, sees, m arks, and  com es to  a 
dead stop. And th is  is w hat he  sees.

Molly in  P h ilip ’s —well, if n o t exactly  in 
h is  em brace, som eth ing  very n ea r i t ; P h ilip  

^looking w ith wild anx iety  in to  th e  very depths 
of M olly’s lovely eyes, w hile th e  lovely eyes 
look back a t P h ilip  fu ll of deep en treaty . 
T a b le a u !

I t  is too m uch. L u ttre ll, s tu n g  cruelly , 
tu rn s  as if to w ithdraw , b u t a fte r a step  or 
two finds h im self unable  to  carry  ou t th e  d ig
nified in ten tio n , and  pauses irresolu tely . H is 
back being tu rn ed , how ever, h e  is n o t in  a t 
th e  closing act, w hen P h ilip  produces tr i  
u m p lian tly  on th e  tip  of h is  fiugers such a 
m e re ‘atom  of m a tte r as m akes one wonder 
how it  could ever have caused  so m uch  annoy
ance.

“  Are you b e tte r now ?” he  asks, anxiously, 
ye t w ith pardonable  pride.

“ I —am —th a n k  you .” B link ing  th o u g h t
fully, as th o u g h  n o t ye t assured  of th e  relief. 
“ I^am  so m uch  obliged to  you. A nd—yes, I 
am  b e tte r. Q uite well, I  th in k . W h at should 
1 have done w ithou t you ?”

“ Ah, th a t  I  could believe m yself necessary  
to you a t  any  tim e !” P h ilip  is beginning, w ith  
fluent sentim^* , ' 1Uy, w hen, catch ing  s igh t of 
Tedcastle, 1' b ruptly . “  H ere  is L u t-

in jured  tone, and, seeing 
f a  tete-a-tete , takes h is

tre ll,” he  s 
no fu rth e r A 
departu re .

Molly is s till p e tting  h e r w ounded m em ber 
w hen L u ttre ll  reaches h e r side.

“ W h at is th e  m a tte r w ith  you ?” he  asks, 
w ith  odious w ant of sym pathy . “ H ave you 
been cry ing?”

“ No,” replies Molly, in d ig n an t a t h is  tone 
— so un like  Shad well’s. “  W hy should you 
th in k  so ?”

“ W hy? B ecause your eyes aro re d ; and 
certa in ly  as  I  cam e up Shadw ell appeared to 
be doing h is  u tm o st to  console you .”

“ A nything  tho  m a tte r w ith  you, Teddy ?” 
asks M iss M assereene, w ith suspicious sw eet
ness. “  You seem  p u t o u t.”

“  Yes”— stern ly— “ and  w ith causo. I  do 
n o t relish  com ing upon  you suddenly  and  
finding you in  Shadw ell’s a rm s .”

“  W here ?”
“  W ell, if no t exactly in  h is  a rm s, very 

nearly  th e re ,” says Tedcastle , vehem ently .
“  You aro forgetting  yourself:”  Coldly. “  If  

you are jealous of P h ilip , say  so, b u t do not 
disgrace yourself by using  coarse language. 
T here  was a  b it of bark  in  m y eye. I  suppose 
you th in k  i t  would have been be tte r for m e to 
endure  to rm en ts  th a n  allow P h ilip —who was 
very k in d —to take  i t  out ? If  you do, I  differ 
from  you.”

‘ ‘ I  am  n o t speaking alone of th is  particu lar 
instance  in  w hich you seem  to favor Shad- 
w ell,” says th e  young m an , m oodily, h is  eye 
fixed upon th e  sw ard b enea th  h im . “  E very  
day i t  grows m ore palpable. You scarcely 
care to  h ide your sen tim en ts  now .”

“ You m ean” —im patien tly— “ you would 
w ish m e to speak to no  one except you. You 
don’t  take  in to  account how slow th is  would 
b e  for m e .” She says th is  cruelly . “  I  care 
no  m oro for P h ilip  th a n  I  do for an y  o th e r 
m a n .”

“  J u s t  so. I  am  th e  o th e r m an , no  doubt. I  
have never been b lind  to th e  fact th a t  you do 
n o t care for m e. W hy tako th e  troub le  of a c t
ing  a  p a rt any  longer ?”

“  Acting a  p a rt 1 N o n sen se !”  says Molly.
“  I  alw ays th in k  th a t  th e  m ost absurd  phrase  
in  th e  world. W ho does n o t act a  p a rt ? T he 
th in g  is to  act a  good one.”

“  Is  yours a  good p a rt ?” B itterly .
“  You aro th e  best judge of th a t ,” re tu rn s  

she, haughtily . “  If  you do no t th in k  so, why 
keep to ou r engagem ent ? I f  you w ish to 
break  it you need fear no  opposition from  m e.” 
So saying, she sweeps p a s t h im  and  en te rs  th e  
house.

Y et, in  spite of h e r  anger and  offended 
pride, h e r  eyes aro wet and  h e r  hands  trem b 
ling  as she reaches Cecil’s room  an d  lays th e  
snow-white flowers upon h e r table.

Cecil is  s till ly ing com fortably ensconced 
am ong h e r pillows, b u t h a s  sufficient w akeful
ness abou t h e r  to  notice M olly’s agita tion .

“ You have been quarre iing  ma belle,” she 
says, ra is ing  herself on h e r elbow ; “ d on ’t  
deny it. W as i t  w ith M arcia o r T edcastle  ?”

“ T edcastle ,” Molly replies, laughing against 
h e r will a t  th e  o th e r’s shrew dness, and  in  con
sequence w iping away a  few tears  directly  a f
terw ards. “ I t  is  no th in g  ; b u t he  is really  
in to lerably  jealous, and  I  can ’t  and  w on’t  put 
u p  w ith i t .”

‘ Oh, th a t  som e one was jealous about 
m e !” says Cecil, with a  prolonged sigh. “  Go 
o n .”

‘ I t  was n o th ing , I  te ll you. All because 
P h ilip  k ind ly  picked a little  b it of d u st ou t of 
m y eye.”

• How good of P h ilip  ! considering all th e  
dust you have th row n in to  h is  of la te . Aud 
T ed objected ?”

* Yes, and  was very rude in to  th e  bargain .
I  wouldn’t  have believed i t  of h im .”

‘ Well, you know yourself you have been  
going on anyhow  w ith P h ilip  du ring  th e  past 
few days.”

‘ Oh, Cecil, how  can you say so ? Am I  to 
tu rn  m y back on  h im  when he  comes to  speak 
to  m e ? A nd even supposing I  h ad  flirted 
egregiously w ith h im  (which is  n o t tho  case), 
is  th a t  a  reason why one is to be scolded and  
abused, and  have all so rts  of th e  m ost d read
ful th in g s  sa id  to one ?” (I leave m y readers 
to deplore th e  g laring  exaggeration of tlfis 
speech). “ H e  looked, too, as if he could have 
eaten  m e th e n  and  there . I  know th is , I  
s h a n ’t  forgive h im  in  a  h u rry .”

“  Poor T ed! I  expect he  doesn’t  have m uch 
of a  tim e  w ith  you ,” says Cecil, shak ing  hor 
head .

“  Aro you laugh ing  a t m e ?” cries Molly, 
w rathfully . “  T hen  m ake ready for d e a th .” 
A nd, tak in g  th e  sm aller Cecil in  h e r a rm s, sho 
m ost unk ind ly  lifts h e r from  am ong all her 
cosy cushions and  deposits ho r upon the  
floor. “  T here  ! Now will you rep en t ? B ut 
come, Cecil, get up , and  prepare  for your 
h u sb an d ’s reception. I  will be your m aid  to 
n igh t, if  you will le t m e. W h at will you 
wear ?”

“ Pale  blue. I t  su its  m e best. See, th a t  is 
m y d ress,” poin ting  to  a  ligh t-b lue silk, 
trim m ed w ith  w hite lace, th a t  lies upon tlie  
bed . “  W ill you really  he lp  m e to  dress ? 
B u t you cannot do m y h a ir .”

“  Try m e .”
She does try , and  proves so h igh ly  satisfac

to ry  th a t  Cecil is  tem pted  to  offer splendid 
wages if she will consent to come and  live w ith 
he r.

T he  h a ir  is a  m arve l of a rtis tic  softness. 
E very  fresh  jewel lends a  g race; and  when a t 
leng th  Cecil is  a ttired  in  h e r blue gown she is 
all th a t  any  one could possibly desire.

“  Now, honestly , how do I  look?” she  asks, 
tu rn in g  round  to face Molly. “  A nyth ing  liko 
a  housem aid  ?”  W ith  a fa in t laugh th a t  has 
som ething trem ulous about it.

“  I  never saw you half so ch arm in g ,” Molly 
answ ers, deliberately. “  Oh, C ec il! w hat will 
he  say w hen h e  finds o u t—w hen he  discovers 
how you have deceived h im  ?”

“  A nything  he  likes, m y dear !” exclaim s 
' Cecil, gayly, giving a  la s t touch  to th e  little  
soft fa ir locks n e a r  th e  tem ples. “  H e  ought 
to  be pleased. I t  would be a  d ifferent th ing  
a ltogether, and  a  real grievance, if, being  like 
tire housem aid , I  had  sen t h im  a  photo  of 
V enus. H e m igh t ju s tly  com plain  th e n  ; b u t

now T here , I  can  do no  m ore !” says h e r
ladyship , w ith  a  sigh , h a lf pleased, h a lf fear
fu l. “ I f  I  w eren’t  so sham efully  nervous I  
would do very  w ell.”

I  d o n 't believe you are  h a lf  as  frigh tened  
for yourself a t th is  m om en t as I  am  fo r you. 
I f  I  wore in  you r shoes I  shou ld  fa in t. I t  is  
to  m e an  aw ful o rdeal.”

I  am  so w hite, too ,” says Cecil, im p a
tien tly . “  You hav en ’t—I  suppose, Molly—
b u t of course you h a v en ’t  ”

“  W hat, dear ?”
“  Rouge. A fter all, T herese  was righ t. 

W hen leaving tow n she asked m e shou ld  she 
get so m e ; and , w hen I  rejected  th e  idea w ith 
scorn, said  th e re  was no  know ing w hen one 
m ig h t requ ire  it. P e rh ap s  afte rw ards she did 
p u t i t  in . L e t u s  r in g  and  ask  h e r .”

N ever m in d  it .  You are on com parison  
p re ttie r w ithout it. Cecil”— doubtfu lly—“ I  
hop© w hen i t  com es to  th e  la s t m om en t you 
w ill have nerve .”

“  Be hap p y ,” says Cecil. “  I  am  always 
quite  com posed a t  la s t m om eu ts ; th a t  is one 
of m y principal charm s. I  never create  s itu a 
tions th ro u g h  vulgar excitem ent. I  shall p ro b 
ably aston ish  you (and m yself also) by m y ex
trem e  coolness. In  th e  m ean tim e”— sm iling 
— “ I  ow n I  should like a  glass of sherry . 
W h a t o’clock is it, Molly ?”

“ J u s t  seven .”
“  A h ! he  m u s t be here  now. H ow I  w ish it 

was o v e r !” says L ady  S tafford, w ith  a  little  
sink ing  of th e  h eart.

“  And I  am  n o t yet dressed. I  m ust ru n ,” 
exclaim s Molly. “  Good-bye, Cecil. Keep up 
your sp irits , and  rem em ber above all th in g s  
how well your dress becom es you.”

Two or th re e  m in u tes  elapse—five—and 
s till Cecil canno t b ring  herself to  descend. 
She is m ore nervous abou t th is  inevitable 
m eeting  th a n  she cares to  own. W ill he  be 
openly cold, or anxious to  conciliate, o r a n 
noyed ? T he  la tte r  she g rea tly  fears. W hat 
if he  should suspect h e r  of hav ing  asked M r. 
A m herst to  inv ite  h im  ? T h is  idea to rm en ts  
h e r  m ore th a n  all th e  o thers, and  chains her 
to  h e r  room .

She takes up  an o th e r b racelet and  tries  it 
on. D isliking th e  effect, she takes i t  off again. 
So she trifles, in  fond hope of cheating  tim e, 
and  would probably be trifling  now  h ad  no t 
th e  hand le  of h e r door been boldly tu rn ed , th e  
door opened, and  a  young m an  come confi
den tly  forward.

H is  confidence com es to  a n  un tim ely  end 
as h is  aston ished  eyes re s t on Cecil.

“ I  beg your pardon, I ’m  su re ,”  he  says, 
beating  a  h asty  re tre a t back to  th e  land ing  
outside. “  I  had  no id ea—I ’m  aw fully sorry 
— b u t th is  room  used to  be m in e .”

“  I t  is  m ine now ,” says Cecil, accepting the  
situa tion  a t a  glance, an d  recognizing S ir 
P en th o n y  w ithou t hesitation .

H e is a  ta ll young m a n —lank , as she  has 
herself expressed h im — w ith th ick  brow n h a ir, 
closely cropped. H e has handsom e d a rk  eyes, 
w ith  a ra th e r  m ocking expression  in  th em , and 
h as a  tr ick  of sh u ttin g  th em  s ligh tly  if puzzled 
or annoyed. H is voice is extrem ely  charm ing, 
though  i t  h a s  a  d istinc t croak (tha t can h a rd 
ly be called h u sk y  o r hoarse) th a t  is ra th e r  
fascinating . H is sh o rt upper lip is covered 
by  a  heavy brow n m oustache  th a t  h ides a 
laugh ing  m ou th . H e  is a ris tocratic  a n d  good- 
looking, w ithou t being  able to  lay claim  to 
actual beauty .

J u s t  now  he  is overw helm ed w ith  confu
sion, as Cecil, feeling com pelled th e re to , steps 
forw ard, sm iling , to  reassu re  h im .

“ You have m ade a  m istake ; you have lost 
your way,” she says, in  a  tone  th a t  trem bles 
ever such  a  little  in  spite  of h e r  efforts to  be 
calm .

“  To m y sham e I  confess i t ,”  he  says, 
laugh ing , gazing w ith  ill-concealed adm ira
tion  a t  th is  charm ing  azu re  vision s tand ing  
before h im . “  F oo lish ly  I  forgot to  ask 
for m y room , and  ran  up  th e  s ta irs , feeling 
certa in  th a t  th e  one th a t  used  to be m ine  
long  ago m u st be so still. C an you forgive 
m e ?”

“  I  th in k  I  can. M eantim e, if  you are  S ir 
P en th o n y  Stafford, your room  lies th e re / ' 
Po in ting  to  th e  la s t door opening  on  th e  cor 
lid o r.

“ T h an k  you .” Yet m aking  no  h aste  to 
reach  tho  discovered shelter. “  M ay I  not 
know  to  w hom  I  am  indeb ted  for so m uch 
k indness ?”

“ I  dare  say you will be in troduced in  proper 
form  by and  by ,”  saj^s Cecil, dem urely , m ak 
ing  a  m ovem ent fts though  to  leave him  
“  W hen  you are  dressed you shall be form ally 

j p resen ted .”
‘A t le a s t,” he  asks, hastily , w ith  a  view to 

deta in ing  her, “  do m e one m ore service be
fore you go. I f  you know m e so well, perhaps 
you can  te ll m e if any  of m y friends a re  s ta y 
ing  here  a t  p resen t ?”

“  Several. Teddy L u ttre ll for one.”
“  Indeed  ! A nd  ”
“  The D arleys. You know  th em  ?”
“ L ittle  w om an—D olly—bizarre  in  m an n er 

and  d ress ?”
“ A m ost accurate  descrip tion . A nd th e re  

is a n o th e r friond—one who o ugh t to  be your 
deares t; I  a llude to L ady  S taffo rd .”

“ L ady  Stafford 1”
“  Yes, your wife. You don’t  seem  over and  

above pleased a t  m y  new s.”
“ Is  a  m an  always pleased a t h is  w ife’s u n 

expected appoarance ?” asks S ir  P en th o n y , re 
covering him self, w ith  ra th e r  a  forced laugh .
“  I  had  no idea she was he re . I  I s  she  a
friend of yours ?”

“  T he  dearest friend  I  have. I  know  no 
one,”  declares h e r ladyship , fervently , “  I  love 
so fondly .”

“  H appy  L ady  Stafford ! I  a lm ost th in k  I  
would change places w ith  h e r  th is  m om ent. 
At all events, w hatever fau lts  she m ay  pos
sess, she has ra re  ta ste  in  fr iends .”

“  You speak d isparagingly . H as  she a 
fau lt ?”

“  T he g rea test a  wom an can  h a v e ; she lacks 
th a t  one qua lity  th a t  would m ake ho r a joy 
forever.”

“  Y our severity  m akes you u n k in d . A nd 
yet, do you know, she is g rea tly  liked. Nay, 
she has been  loved. P e rh ap s  w hen you come 
to  know  h e r a  little  b e tte r (I do n o t conceal 
from  you th a t  I  have h ea rd  som ething of your 
story) you will th in k  m ore tenderly  of her. 
R em em ber, beau ty  is only  sk in-deep.”

“  Y es,”  w ith  a  lig h t laugh , “ b u t ugliness 
goes to  th e  bone .”

“  T h a t is th e  re to rt discourteous. I  see it 
is tim e wasted to  plead m y frien d ’s cause. A l
though , perhaps,” reproachfully , “  no t blessed
w ith actual beauty, s till ”

“ No, th e re ’s n o t m uch  beau ty  abou t h e r ,” 
says S ir P en thony , w ith  som eth ing  ak in  to a 
groan . T hen , “  I  beg your p a rd o n ,”  he  m u r
m u rs  ; “ p ray  excuse m e. W hy should  I  
troub le  a s tran g er w ith m y  affairs ?” H e 
stan d s  aside, w ith  a  s ligh t bow, to  le t h e r 
pass. “  And you won’t  te ll m e your nam e ?” 
he canno t re s is t saying before losing s igh t of 
her.

“  M ake h aste  w ith your d ressin g ; you shall 
know  th e n .” G lancing h ack  a t h im  w ith a  be 
w itching sm ile.

“  Be su re  I  shall w aste no  tim e. If, in  m y 
h u rry , I  appear to  less advantage th a n  usual 
to -n igh t, you m u s t n o t be th o  one to  blam e 
m e .”

“ A very fa ir beg inn ing ,” says Cecil, as she 
slips away. “ Now, I  m u s t be firm . B u t, oh 
dear, oh d e a r ! he is m uch  handsom er even 
th a n  I  th o u g h t.”

to th e  draw ing-room , w here she is  followed 
presen tly  by Molly, th e n  by L u t t r e l l ; bu t ,  as  
these two la tte r  refuse to converse w ith  each 
o ther, conversation is  ra th e r  one-sided.

M r. A m herst, con trary  to  h is  u su a l custom , 
appears very early  on  th e  field, evidently  
desirous of enjoying th e  fray  to  its  u tm ost. 
Ho looks qu ite  ju b ila n t and  fresh  for h im , and  
h is  nose is in  a  degree sharper th a n  its  w ont. 
H e  opens an  an im ated  d iscourse w ith  C ec il; 
b u t L ady  Stafford, a lthough  d is tra it and  
w ith h e r m in d  ©n th e  stre tch , lis ten ing  for 
every sound outside, replies b rillian tly , and, 
w om anlike, conceals heir anx iety  w ith  her 
tongue.

A t len g th  th e  dreaded m om en t com es. T here  
is  a  sound of footfalls—n eare r—n eare r s till— 
th e n , c learer, deadlier th a n  I. . /  an d  th e  
door opens, to  cv. -y re r S ir " - . upon
th e  th resho ld .

L ady Stafford is sitting  w ith in  m e  em b ra 
sure  of tho  window.

“  F o rtu n e  favors m e ,” she  says hu rried ly  to  
Molly, a lluding to  th e  o th e r gu ests’ non-ap
pearance.

Y our wife is  stay ing  w ith m e ,” M r. Am
h e rs t begins, com placently  ; and , po in ting  to
Cecil, “  allow m e to in troduce you to  ”

“  L ady  Stafford ” Cecil in te rru p ts , com ing 
forward, w hile a  good deal of r ich  crim son 
m an tles  in  h e r  cheeks. She is looking lovely 
from  e x c i te m e n t; and  h e r p re tty , rounded , 
graceful figure is shown off to  th e  b e st advan 
tage by th e  heavy fa ll of th e  red  d raperies  be 
h in d  her.

S ir P en th o n y  gazes, spell-bound, a t th e  
gracious creatu re  before h im  ; th e  color re 
cedes from  h is  lips an d  brow ; h is  eyes grow 
darker. L u ttre ll w ith  difficulty suppresses a 
sm ile. Mr. A m herst is a lm ost satisfied.

‘ You are  w elcom e,” Cecil says, w ith  per
fect self-possession, p u ttin g  ou t h e r h an d  
and  absolu tely  tak in g  h is  ; for so s tu n n ed  is 
h e  by  h e r  w ords th a t  he  even  forgets to offer 
it.

D raw ing h im  in to  a  recess of th e  window, 
she says, reproachfully , “  W hy do you look 
so aston ished  ? Do you n o t know th a t  you 
are gratify ing  th a t  abom inable old m an  ? A nd 
will you n o t say you are  glad to  see m e after 
all these  long th ree  years ?”

I  don’t  u n d e rs tan d ,”  S ir P en th o n y  says, 
vaguely. “  Are th e re  two L ad y  S taffords ? 
And whose wife a re  you ?”

“ Yours ! A lthough you d o n ’t  seem  in  a 
h u rry  to  claim  m e ,”  she says, w ith  a  ra re ly  
p re tty  pout.

“  im p o ss ib le !”
“ I a m  sorry  to  undeceive you, b u t i t  is  in 

deed th e  t ru th  I  speak .”
“  And whose p ic tu re  did  I  get ?” he  asks, a 

fa in t g lim m er of th e  rea l facts break ing  in  
upon h im .

“ T he parlo r-m aid’s ,” says Cecil, now  th e  
s tra in  is off h e r, laugh ing  heartily  and  n a tu r
a lly— so m uch  so th a t  th e  o th e r occupants of 
th e  room  tu rn  to  w onder enviously w hat is 
going on  behind th e  cu rta in s. “  T he p a rlo r
m aid  ! A nd such a  g irl as she  was ! D o you 
rem em ber h e r  nose ? I t  was celestial. W hen  
th a t  deed on w hich we agreed was sealed, 
signed, and  delivered, w ithout hope of change, 
I  m ean t to  send  you m y real photo , b u t som e
how I  d id n ’t. I  w aited u n til  we should m e e t ;
and  now we have m et, and  W hy do you
look so disconsolate ? Surely , su rely  I  am  an  
im provem ent on M ary Ja n e  ?”

“ I t  is n ’t  th a t ,” h e  says, “  b u t w hat a  fool I  
have been !”

“  You have indeed ,” quickly. “  T he  idea 
of le ttin g  th a t  odious old m an  see your d is
com fitu re  ! By th e  bye, does m y  ugliness go 
to  th e  bone, S ir P en th o n y  ?”

“  D on’t. W hen  I  realize m y  position  I  h a te  
m yself.”

“ C ould you n o t even see m y h a ir  was y e l
low, w hilst M ary Jan e ’s was black—a sooty
black ?”

“  H ow could I  see any th in g  ? Y our veil was 
so th ick  ; and , besides, I  never doubted  th e
tru th  of ”

“ Oh, th a t  v e i l ! W h at troub le  I  had  w ith 
i t !” laughs Cecil. “ F ir s t  I  doubled it ,  and  
th en  nearly  died w ith fr ig h t le st you should 
im agine m e th e  Pig-faced L ady , an d  in s is t on  
seeing m o.”

[T O  B E  C O N T IN U E D !

H O W  A N D  W H E N  T O  T A K E  A  V A  
C A T I O N .

T here  a re  people who do n o t tak e  a  vacation  
because th e y  conscientiously  c m n o t ; th e re  
a re  thoso  who don’t  tak e  one because they  
won’t  ; th e re  a re  those  who, tak ing , m ake 
som ething in  th e  way of h e a lth , am usem en t 
or acqu irem ent of knowledge out of th e ir  v a 
cation, and  th e re  th o se  who only in tensify  th e  
inconsequence of th e ir  existence by  travel. 
A bout th e  only th in g  to  be said  is th a t  every 
one ought to  have sense enough  to  know  
how and  w hen  and  w here to  tak e  h is  o r h e r 
vacation , and  to  avoid th e  idea th a t  th e  re 
creation  of an o th e r is a  guaran tee  th a t  th e  
sam e place an d  th in g s  w ill give p leasu re  to  
th e  im ita to r. M eans, ta stes , h ab its , sex, 
tim e of life a re  all factors, and  w here th ese  
coincide th e  fact of no  or, h a s ty  a n d  lim ited  
acquain tancesh ip , is  sufficient w ith  m any  to 
m ilita te  again st th e  crowd. T h e  law  of va 
rie ty  is as un iversal as any  o th e r law . I t  is

casionally 
V^l th a t
• g rea t

as beneficial as p leasan t to  got 
ou t of th e  ru ts . B u t  i t  is  n o t . 
th e  ch an g e  sh o u — V-- fa r di 
in  k ind . T he  vacfcci*'*n, pimply r  wi cation
from  accustom ed w ork a n d  in  c l ii-liy-
sical and  m e n ta l recuperation , m ay often  b e t
te r  be tak en  a t hom e ; th a t  is  to  say,, w ith  
such  excursions as do n o t b reak  up  th e  hom e 
life ; or in  m any  cases th e  h a b it of tu rn in g  
daily , for an  h o u r o r to, w holly  aside from  
ord in a ry  rou tine , an d  in  indu lg ing  in  read in g , 
study or work of a  d ifferent charac te r, will be 
a  perpe tua l and  sufficient vacation. One 
th in g  is absolutely certa in , change of place is 
n o t th e  essen tia l ; i t  is  change of th o u g h ts , 
of care, of responsib ility . W orry  am ong th e  
h ills  or in  E u rope  is  as dep ressing  and  des
tru c tiv e  as w orry in  th e  coun ting  room  or 
m anufac to ry—even m ore so, for d istance p re 
cludes its  alleviation  by th e  endeavor to  r e 
m ove its  cause. T h e  form al, fash ionable and  
legal vacation ough t to  be th e  occasion for 
th e  renew al of s tren g th  of body an d  m ind . 
How fa r  i t  is  so, fo r tu n a te ly , pe rhaps, we 
have no  s ta tis tic s  to  show.

C H A P T E R  XV.

“  I f  I  a m  n o t  w o r t h  t h e  w o o i n g ,
I  s u r e l y  a m  n o t  w o r t h  t h e  w i n n i n g . ”

— M i l e s  S t a n d i s h .  

T he m inu tes, selfishly thoughtless of all bu t
them selves, fly rapid ly . Cecil m ake? h e r  way

N O K T I1 -W J E S T  R O U G H I N G .

IftardM hipg in  M a n ito b a  I m k e  S a il in g .
C aptain  H u g h  Black, ow ner of th e  schoon

er V enture , w hich arrived  in  p o rt on  S a tu r
day, repo rts  having had  a  very  rough  tim e  
before reach ing  h is  vessel. I t  will be rem em 
bered  th a t  th is  schooner was frozen  in  &4 
S tu rgeon  Is lan d , L ake  W innipeg, in  October 
la s t, and  was abandoned by M r. A dam  Black, 
who was in  charge a t th e  tim e, b u t who su c 
ceeded in  reaching  W innipeg  overland. M r. 
H ugh  B lack le ft Selk irk  on A pril 8th  Iftst, on  
a n  ice-boat, for th e  im prisoned vessel, tak in g  
w ith  h im  a  sm all supply  of provisions. On 
A pril 24tli h e  reached D runken  R iver, w here 
th e  m elting  ice com pelled h im  to  abandon  th e  
ice-boat. A t th is  p o in t he  delayed fo r th ree  
weeks. H e im proved th e  tim e in  m aking  a 
canoe, in  w hich he  was de te rm ined  to  continue 
h is  journey. O n S atu rday , M ay 10th, he left 
D runken  R iver, and  after abou t ha lf a  dozen 
narrow  escapes from  being swam ped in  cross
ing  th e  bays, he  reached  h is  goal,the V enture, 
on  M ay 25 th . T he  provisions had  now  ru n  
ou t and  he  was com pelled to  subsist fo r n e a r
ly  two weeks on gull eggs only, of w hich he  
was fo rtu n a te  enough to  ob ta in  abou t 400 
dozen, some n o t very fresh . T h e  V enture  
was found in  such  bad condition th a t  he  had  
to  rep a ir a nd  caulk  her, w hich took th e  best 
p a rt of a  week. She was launched  on  Ju n e  
1st, and  was ru n  in to  th e  L ittle  Saskatchew an 
River, w here he  caugh t a  few fish. H e  left 
on  Ju n e  7 th, and  reached Selk irk  on  th e  11 th , 
and  W innipeg on th e  13th , a t  b o th  of w hich 
places he  aston ished  those  who w itnessed  h im  
by the  m an n er in  w hich he  cleaned th e  ea t
ables off th e  tab le . T h e  canoe in  w hich he  
undertook th e  perilous journey  was only 13 
inches wide, a n d  i t  took h im  45 days from  
th e  tim e he  left Selk irk  to  reach  h is  schooner, 
— W innipeg Tim es.

— T h is  is a  b ill w hich was extensively  
placarded in  th e  E n g lish  provinces by  a  re 
ligious body :—“ Professor D rak e’s cheap trips 
to  heaven  will s ta r t from  Salvation H all, 
N orth  street, A sh ton-under-L yne, on Sunday, 
May 25, 1879. T ickets free. No luggage


