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IIL I,IIA N ’8 PENSION.

( W ritte n  by  Mr. J . B. P lu m b , M. P., a n d  read  a t  
th e  York P ioneers’ P icn ic  by  Rev. M r. Givins.)

R espectfu lly  p re sen ted  to  th e  G overnm ent, and  
especially  to  th e  H on. M ackenzie Bowell, 
M inister of C ustom s, w ho w as A cting M inister 
of M ilitia  on th e  30th A pril, 1879.

Au old m a n  lives in  N iaga ra  tow n, w ho was ch ris 
te n ed  B a rn e t U llm an ,

T ho ’ a  la d  w hen h e  fo u g h t th e  U n ited  S ta tes , ho 
th e n  d id  th e  w ork  of a  fu ll m a n ;

A nd so long as C anada breeds such  boys, we m a y  
lau g h  a t  th e  F en ia n  ra ider, >

F o r  th e y  co u n t a s  m en , and  w ill ra n k  as  m en, 
sho u ld  an  enem y invade her.

A t B eaver D am s and  L undy ’s L an e , a t  S toney 
Creek, w ith o u t funk, he 

D rove u p  th e  c a r t  w ith  th e  ca rtridges , an d  took  
p a r t  as a  pow der m onkey,

As fu ll of fight as th e  b rav es t th e re , w ho follow ed 
o r he ld  com m and  in ’t,

A ud he d id  as dangerous du ty , too , as an y  who 
th e re  took  h a n d  in ’t,

W here b u lle ts  w ere flying as th ick  as  ha il, and  
h e  knew  if th e y  h i t  h im  th e y ’d tw is t h im  ; 

T hey  w ere nev e r respecters  of persons, h e  knew , 
an d  ’tw as  on ly  sh ee r  luck  if they  m iss’d  h im . 

T he re  m a n y  fine fellow s w ere w ounded and  
killed, fo r K ing an d  fo r C anada fighting,

And only  a  to tte r in g  h an d fu l surv ive a t  th e  d a te  
of th e  p re sen t w riting  ;

F o r  ’tis six ty-four yea rs  since open w ar ’tw ix t 
B ritish  an d  Y ankees ended,

And m any  an  ugly sub seq u en t b reach  h as  som e
how or o th e r  got m en d ed —

H ence a ll w ho fo u g h t in ’t  a re  fu ll fou r score, an d  
th e  P sa lm ist w ail to  borrow ,

“ Though som e be so strong  th a t  th e y  reac h  th a t  
goal, th e ir  s treu g th  becom es la b o r a n d  sorrow , 

So soon i t  p asse th  aw ay,” a n d  th u s  o u r v e te ran s’ 
l is t d im inishes,

A nd i t  w ill scarcely  be an o th e r  decade ere i t  u t-  
tei-ly fails  an d  finishes.

’T is a  p it ta n c e  a t  best, a n d  in  t h a t  b eh a lf  we 
m u s t’n t  be  too  close-fisted 

T ow ards an y  c la im an ts  w ho fough t ou r fight, no 
m a tte r  how  th e y  en lis ted  ;

F o r  th is  D om inion, I v en tu re  to  say , h as  ta k en  
t l i^ d u ty  upon  her 

Of coun ting  th e m  all in  th e  h ig h e st ro s te r  of 
loyal service an d  hon  jr.

A dole of tw en ty  do llars  a  yea r fo r b rav e  o ld  
B arney  n o t m u c h  is,

A com pensation  fo r h u rts  in  th e  field, a n d  fo r 
hobbling  a  cripp le  on cru tches,

W ith  para lyzed  side au d  trem b lin g  head , w hence 
th e  th in  w hite  h a irs  a re  falling.

I  th in k  his cuse shou ld  p lead  itself, a n d  s h o u ld ’n t  
need  m y  reca lling  ; .

So shell o u t h is  m oney, back  pay  and  all, a n d  do 
n o t be ta rd y  ab o u t it,

Or th e  tim e-w orn ve te ran  w ill su rely  b e  ca lled  to  
th e  la s t  review  w ith o u t it.

M OLLY B A W N .
BY T H E  AUTHOR OF “ P H Y L L IS .”

“ Oh ! M olly Baw n, w hy leave m e pin ing ,
A ll lonely w aiting  here  for you .”—Old Song

“ F a ith fu lly .”
“  I t  is no t, perhaps, quite  so sim ple a  re 

q uest as i t  appeals . I  w ant you, in  fact, to— 
w rite m e —a check !”

Sir P entliony laughs, and  covers th e  w hite 
and  lieavily-jeweled little  h and  th a t g litters 
before h im  on th e  table once m ore w ith  h is  
own.

“  F o r how m uch ?” lie asks.
“  N ot m u ch —only fifty pounds. I  w an t to 

buy  som ething particu lar for th is  ball ; an d ” 
— glancing a t  h im —“ being a  lone wom an, 
w ithout a protector, I  dread  going too heavily 
in to  d eb t.”

“  Good child ,” says S ir P en thony . “  You 
shall have your check.” Draw ing th e  book 
tow ards him  an i t  lies before h im  on th e  dav
enport, he  fills u p  a  check and  hands i t  to 
her.

“  Now, w hat w ill you give m e for i t ? ”  asks 
he, holding the  edge n ea r h im  as h e r fingers 
close upon th e  o th e r end.

“  W hat have I  to give ? H ave I  no t ju s t ac
knowledged m yself insolvent ? I  am  as poor 
as a  church  m ouse.”

“  You d isparage yourself. I  th in k  you as 
rich  as Croesus. W ill you give m e a  kiss ?” 
w hispers h e r husband , softly.

T here  is a  decided pause. D ropping the  
check and  coloring deeply, Cecil m oves back 
a  step or two. She betrays a  little  ind ignation  
in  h e r glance—a very little , b u t qu ite  percep
tible. Stafford sees it.

“ I  beg your pardon,”  he  says, hastily , an  
expression of m ingled pain and  sham e cross
ing h is  face. “  I  was wrong, of course. I  will 
n o t buy your kisses. H ere , take  th is  b it  of 
paper, and  forgive m e .”

l i e  closes her som ew hat re lu c tan t fingers 
over th e  check. She is s till b lush ing , and  has 
her eyes fixed on th e  ground, b u t h e r  fa in t 
anger has disappeared. T h en  som e though t 
— evidently  a  m erry  one—occurs to  h e r ; the  
corners of h e r m ou th  widen, an d  finally  she 
breaks in to  a  m usical laugh.

“  T h an k  you—very m u ch ,” she says. 
“ You are  very  good. I t  is  som ething  to 
have a  husband , after all. A nd—if you would 
really  care for i t—I —don’t  m ind  letting  
yotr4*ave one  O h ! here  is som ebody com
ing .”

“  T here  always is som ebody com ing when 
least w an ted ,” exclaim s S ir Pen thony , w rath- 
fully, push ing  back h is  chair w ith  m uch  sup 
pressed  ire, as th e  door opens to  adm it M r. 
Potts.

“  I  hope I  don’t  in tru d e ,” says P o tts , p u t
ting  h is  com fortable face and  rosy head  round 
the  door; “  b u t I ’ve got an idea, and  I  m ust 
divulge i t  or b u rs t. You w ouldn’t  like m e to 
b u rs t, would you ? ’ T h is  to L ady  Stafford, 
pathetically .

“  1 would n o t—here ,” replies she, w ith  de
cision.

“  F o r fear you m igh t, I  shall take m y de
p a rtu re ,” says S ir P en thony . who has no t yet 
qu ite  recovered e ithe r h is  d isappo in tm ent or 
h is  tem per, walking th rough  the  conservatory 
in to  th e  grounds beyond.

“  I  really  wish, P lan tagenet,” says Lady 
Stafford, tu rn in g  upon th e  bewildered P o tts  
w ith  m ost unaccountable severity, “ you could 
m anage to  em ploy your tim e in  som e useful 
way. T he  dreadful m an n er in  w hich you 
spend your days, w andering round  th e  house 
w ithout aim  or reason, causes m e absolute re 
g re t. Do give yourself th e  h ab it of reading  
o r—or doing som ething to im prove your m ind, 
w henever you have a spare m om en t.”

So saying, she sweeps p ast h im  ou t of the  
room , w ithout even m aking an  inqu iry  about 
tb a t priceless idea, leaving poor P o tts  rooted 
to th e  ground, s triv ing  wildly, b u t vainly 
to  convict h im self of som e unpardonable  of
fence.

C H A P T E R  X X II.

“ Love, th o u  a r t  b e t te r .”—E l a in e .

Mr. A m herst, hav ing  in  a  weak m om ent 
given h is  consent to th e  ball, repays h im self 
by being as unam iable  afterw ards as  he can 
well m anage.

“  You can have your m usic and  th e  supper 
from  London, if you w ish i t , ” he  says to  M ar
cia, one day, when he has inveighed against 
th e  whole proceeding in  language th a t  bor
ders on th c  abusive ; “  b u t if you th in k  I  am  
going to have an  arm y of decorators down 
here , tu rn in g  th e  house in to  a  fancy bazaar, 
and  m aking one feel a s tranger in  one’s own 
room s, you are very m uch  m is tak en .”

“ I  th in k  you are rig h t, d ear,” M arcia a n 
swers, w ith  h e r custom ary  m eekness ; “  peo
ple of th a t  k ind a re  always m ore trouble th an  
any th ing  else. And no doubt we shall be 
able to do all th a t  is necessary qu ite  as well 
ourselves.”

“ As to th a t  you can , of course, please 
yourself. T hough why you canno t dance 
w ithout filling th e  room s w ith earwigs and 
dying flowers I  can ’t  conceive.”

M r. A m herst’s word being like th e  law of 
th e  Medes and  P ersians, th a t  a lte re th  no t, no 
one d isputes it. They couple a few opprobri
ous ep ithets  w ith  h is  nam e ju s t  a t first, bu t 
finally, p u ttin g  on an  a ir of resolu tion , declare 
them selves determ ined an d  ready  to outdo 
any  decorators in  the  kingdom .

“ W e shall wake up in  th e  m orn ing  afte r 
th e  ball to  find ourselves fam ous,” says L ady 
Stafford. “  The country  will ring  w ith  our 
p ra ises. B u t we m ust have help  ; we cannot 
depend upon broken reeds.” W ith  a reproach
ful glance a t S ir P en thony , who is  looking 
th e  p icture of laziness. “ T albot Lowry, of 
course, will a ssis t us : he  goes w ithou t say
in g .”

“  I  hope he will oome w ithou t say ing ,” p u ts  
in  S ir P en thony  ; “  i t  would be m uch  m ore to 
th e  purpose. Any sm art young tradesm an  
am ong your fellows, M ottie ?”

“  U nless G rainger. You know, G rainger, 
L ady Stafford ?”

“ Indeed  I  do. W hat 1 is he  stationed 
with you now ? H e m u s t have rejoined very 
la te ly .”

“  Only th e  o ther day. W ould he  be of any
use to you ?”
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“  T he  very g rea test.”
“  W h a t! Spooney ?” says Tedcastle, lau g h 

ing. “  I  don’t  believe h e  could clim b a ladder 
to save h is  life. T h in k  of h is  p re tty  hands 
and h is  sweet litt le  fee t.”

“ And h is  lisp  —a n d  h is  new eye-glass,” 
says Stafford.

“  N ever m in d ; I  will have h im  h ere ,” de 
clares Cecil, gayly. “  In  spite of all you say,. 
I  positively adore th a t  G rainger boy.”

“ You seem  to  have a  passion  for fools,” 
says S ir Pen thony , a  little  b itte rly , feeling 
some anger tow ards he r.

“  A nd you seem to have a  ta len t for inci
v ility ,” re to rts  she, ra th e r  n e ttled . T h is  ends 
th e  conversation.

N evertheless Mr. G rainger is asked to 
come and  give w hat assistance he can towards 
adorn ing  H erst, w hich, w hen th ey  take  in to  
consideration  th e  ladylike w hiteness of h is  
hands and  the  general im becility  of h is  coun
tenance, is n o t set a t a very h ig h  value.

H e is a  ta ll, lanky you th , w ith m ore th a n  
the  u sual allowance of bone, b u t ra th e r  less 
of in te lle c t; he is, however, fu ll of am bition 
and  sm iles, and  is am iabilitv  itself a ll around. 
H e is also desperate ly  addicted to  L ady  Staf
ford. H e h a s  a  dear little  m oustache, th a t  
undergoes m uch encouragem ent from  h is  
th u m b  and  first finger, and  he h a s  a  c ap tivat
ing  way of saying “ How ch arm in g !” or, 
“  Yery sweet,” to any th ing  th a t  pleases him . 
A nd, as m ost th ings  seem  to  m eet h is  appro
bation, he  m akes these  two b rillian t rem arks 
w ith s ta r tlin g  frequency.

To Cecil he is a joy. In  h im  she evidently 
finds a  fund  of am usem ent, as, during  the  
th ree  days i t  takes them  to convert th e  b a ll
room , tea-room , etc., in to  perfum ed bowers, 
she devotes herself exclusively to h is  society.

P erhaps  th e  undisguised chagrin  of S ir 
P en thony  and  T albot Low ry as they  w itness 
h er civility to  G rainger goes far to  add a zest 
to h e r en joym ent of th e  young m an ’s exceed
ingly sm all ta lk .

A fter d in n er on  th e  th ird  day all is  nearly  
com pleted. A few m ore leaves, a  few m ore 
flowers, a  w reath or two to  be d is tribu ted  here 
and  there , is all th a t  rem ains to be done.

“ I  h a te  decorating in  O ctober,” Cecil says. 
“  T here  is such a  dearth  of flowers, an d  the  
gardeners get so greedy about th e  house- 
p lan ts . E very  blossom  looks as if i t  had  been 
m ade th e  m ost of.”

“  W ell, I  don’t  know,” replies Mr. G rainger, 
squeezing h is  glass in to  h is  eye w ith  m uch 
difficulty, i t  being a new im porta tion  and 
hard  to  m anage. W hen he  has a ltered  all 
h is  face in to  an  appalling  grin , and  com 
pletely blocked th e  s igh t of one eye, he  goes 
on affably : “ I  th in k  all th is—er—very
charm ing .”

“ N o? Do you? I ’m  so glad. Do you 
know I  believe you have w onderful ta ste  ? 
T he  way in  w hich you tied  th a t  la st b unch  of 
tra iling  ivy had  som ething  about i t  absolutely 
a r tis tic .”

“  If  it h adn ’t  fallen to pieces d irectly  a fte r
wards, w hich ra th e r spoiled th e  effect,” says 
S ir Pen thony , with an  unk ind  sm ile.

“  D id it ? How  sad. B u t th e n  th e  idea 
rem ains, and th a t  is everything. Now, Mr. 
G rainger, please stand  here  —(will you move 
a  little  b it, S ir Pen thony?  T h a n k s )—ju s t 
h e re —while I  go up th is  ladder to satisfy m y
self about these  flowers. By th e  bye” —paus
ing  on one of th e  ru n g s  to  look back—“ sup 
pose I  were to  fall ? Do you th in k  you could 
catch  m e?”

“ I  only wish you would give m e the  oppor
tu n ity  of try in g ,” replies he, weakly.

“ B eastly  puppy 1” m u tte rs  S ir P en thony , 
u nder h is  b rea th .

“  P e rh ap s  I  shall, if  you are  good. Now 
look. Are they  stra ig h t ? Do thoy look w ell?” 
asks Cecil.

“  Y ery sw eet,” replies Mr. Grainger.
“ P o tts , hand  m e up some n a ils ,” exclaim s 

Lowry, im patien tly , who is on an o th e r ladder 
close by, and has been an  a tten tive  and  d is
gusted lis tener ; addressing P o tts, who stands 
lost in  contem plation  of G rainger. “  Look 
sharp , can ’t  you ? And tell m e w hat you th ink  
of th is .” Po in ting  to  h is  design on th e  wall. 
“  Is  it all your fancy pain ted  it ? Is  i t  lovely 
and  divine ? A nsw er.”

“ Yery sour, I  th in k ,”  re tu rn s  M r. P o tts , 
h ittin g  off G rainger’s voice to  a  nicety, while 
m ain ta in ing  a  countenance sufficiently inno 
cent to  border on th e  imbecile.

B oth  S ir P en th o n y  and  Low ry laugh  im 
m oderately, while Cecil tu rn s  away to hide the 
sm ile th a t  m ay betray  h e r. G rainger h im self 
is th e  only one wholly unconscious of any  
joke. H e sm iles, indeed, genially, because 
they  sm ile, and  happily  refrains from inqu iry  
of any  so rt.

M eantim e in  the  tea-room — th a t opens off 
th e  supper-room , w here th e  o thers  are engaged 
—Molly and  P h ilip  are busy  a rrang ing  bou
quets chosen from  am ong a  basket full of 
flowers th a t  has ju s t been brought in by ono 
pf th e  under-gardeners.

P h ilip  is ou h is  knees—alm ost a t Molly’s 
feet while she bends over h im  search ing  for 
th e  choicest buds.

“ W h at a  lovely rin g  !” says Ph ilip , p res
ently , stay ing  in h is  ta sk  to take h e r h and  
and exam ine the  d iam ond th a t g litte rs  on it. 
“  W as i t  a  p re sen t?”

“ Of course. W here  could such a beggar - 
m aid as I  am  get m oney enough to buy  such 
a  ring  ?”

“ W ill you th in k  m e rude  if I  ask you tho  
every-day nam e of your K ing C ophetua ?*’

“ I  have no King C ophetua.”
“ T hen  tell m e where you got i t  ?”

' “  W hat a  question  !” L igh tly . “  Perhaps 
from  m y own true  love. P e rh ap s  i t  is  th e  little  
fe tte r th a t  seals my engagem ent to h im . P e r
haps i t  isn ’t . ”

“  Y et you said ju s t now— —”
“ About th a t eccentric k ing ? W ell, I  spoke 

tru ly . R oyalty h a s  n o t yet th row n itse lf a t 
m y feet. S till” —coquettislily—“ th a t  is no 
reason why I  should  look coldly upon all com 
m oners.”

“ Be serious, Molly, for one m om en t,” he 
en trea ts , th e  look of passionate  earnestness 
she so m uch  dislikes com ing over h is  face 
d arken ing  instead  of b righ ten ing  it. “  Som e
tim es I  am  h a lf m ad w ith doubt. Tell m e 
th e  tru th —now— h&re. Are you engaged 
Is th e re  any th ing  betw een you a n d —L u t
tre ll ?”

T he spirit of m ischief has laid  hold of M ol
ly. She cares no th ing  a t a ll for Shadwell. 
Of all the m en she has m et a t H e rs t he 
a ttrac ts  h e r least. She scarcely understands 
th e  wild love w ith which she has inspired  
h im  ; she cannot sym pathize  w ith h is  em o
tion.

“  W ell, if you compel m e to confess it ,” she 
says, lowering h e r eyes, “  th e re  is .”

“  I t  is  true , th e n  1” cries he, ris ing  to  h is  
feet and  tu rn iu g  deadly pale. “  My fears did 
n o t deceive m e.”

“  Quite true . T here  is a  whole long room  
between m e and  Mr. L u ttre ll an d ”— dropping 
h e r voice— “ you.” H ere  she laughs m errily  
and  w ith  all h e r h eart. To h e r i t  is a  je s t—no 
m ore.

“  How a  w om an—th e  very best woman 
loves to to rtu re  !” exclaim s he, anger and  re 
lief struggling  in  h is  tone. “  Oh th a t  I  dared  
believe th a t  the  la tte r  p a rt of your sentence 
—th a t  I  could stand  between you and  all the  
w o rld !”

“  ‘F a in  would I  clim b, b u t th a t  I  fear to 
fall,’ ” quotes Molly, jestingly . “  You know 
th e  answ er ? ‘If thy  h ea rt fail thee, do not 
clim b a t a ll.’ ”

“  Is  th a t  a  challenge ?”  dem ands he, eager 
ly, going nearer to  her.

“  I  don’t  know .” W aving h im  back. “ H ear 
th e  oracle again. I  feel strong in  appropria te  
rh y m e  to -n ig h t:

“ ‘H e e ith e r fears h is  fa te  too  m uch,
O r h is  deserts  a re  sm all,

W ho fears to  p u t i t  to  th e  tou ch  
To w in o r Jose i t  a ll.’ ”

T hey  are qu ite  alone. Som e one has given 
th e  door leading to the  adjoining ap artm en t a

push th a t h a s  entire ly  closed it. Molly, in 
h e r w hite evening-gown an d  pale blue ribbons, 
w ith a bunch  of her favorite roses a t her 
b reast, is looking up  a t h im , a  little  m ocking 
sm ile upon h e r lips. She is co ld—perhaps a 
shade am u sed —w ithout one particle of sen ti
m ent.

“  I  fear n o th ing ,” cries Ph ilip , in  a  low, 
im passioned tone, m ade unw isely bold by her 
words, seizing h e r hands, and pressing  w arm , 
unwelcom e kisses on th em  ; “ w hether I  win 
or lose, I  will speak now. Y et w hat shall I  
tell you th a t  you do no t already know ! I  love 
you— m y idol—m y d a rlin g ! Oh, Molly, do 
n o t look so coldlyron  m e.”

‘ D on’t be earnest, P h ilip ,” in te rru p ts  she, 
w ith a frown, and  a  sudden change of tone, 
ra is ing  h e r head , and  regarding h im  w ith d is
tastefu l h au teu r ; “ th e re  is no th ing  I  detest 
so m u c h ; and  your earnestness especially 
wearies m e. W hen  I  spoke I  was m erely je s t
ing, as you m ust have know n. I  do no t w ant 
your love. I  have to ld  you so before. L e t 
my h an d  go, P h ilip  ; your touch  is ha te fu l to 
m e .”

H e drops her hands  as though  they bu rned  
h im  ; and  she, w ith  flushed cheeks, and  a 
s till frow ning brow , tu rn s  abrup tly  away, 
leaving h im  alone—angered, h u r t ,  bu t still 
adoring.

T en m in u tes  la te r h e r h e a r t—a ten d er one 
— m isgives her. She has beeli u n ju s t to him  
—u n k ind . She will re tu rn  and  m ake such  
repara tion  as lies in  her power.

W ith  a ligh t step  she re tu rn s  to th e  te a 
room , w here she left him , and, looking gently  

finds he  has n e ith e r s tirred  no r raised  his 
head  since h e r cruel words cut him  to the 
h eart. T en  m in u te s—a long tim e —aud all 
consum ed in  tho u g h ts  of h e r ! Feeling  still 
m ore con trite  she approaches him .

‘ W hy, P h ilip ,” she says, w ith an  a ttem p t 
a t playfulness, “  s till enduring  g rind ing  to r
m en ts  ? W lia t have I  said to you ? You 
have taken  m y foolish words too m uch  to 
h eart. T h a t is n o t wise. Som etim es I  
hard ly  know m yself w hat it is  I  have been 
saying.”

She h a s  come very n e ar to  h im — so near 
th a t, gazing up a t h im  appealingly, she brings 
h e r face in  dangerously close proxim ity to his. 
A m ad desire to  k iss th e  lips th a t  sue so 
sweetly for pardon fills h im , yet he  dares no t 
do it. A lthough a  m an no t given to self-re
s tra in t w here desire is a t h is  elbow urging h im  
on, he now stands subdued, unnerved , in  Mol
ly’s presence.

“  H ave I  really  distressed  you ?” asks she, 
softly, h is  strange silence rendering  h e r still 
m ore rem orsefu l. “  Com e”—laying her 
h and  upon h is  a rm — “ te ll m e w hat I  have 
done ?”

“ ‘Sweet, you have trod  on a  h e a r t,’” 
quotes P h ilip , in  so low a  tone as to be alm ost 
u nheard . H e closes h is  * h and  tigh tly  over 
h ers  for an  in s ta n t ; a  m om ent la te r, and  i t  is 
she w ho—th is  tim e —finds herself alone.

In  th e  n ex t room  success is crow ning th e ir  
efforts. W hen Molly re-enters, she finds the  
work a lm ost com pleted. J u s t  a fin ish ing  touch 
here an d  there , and  all is  ended.

“  I  suppose I  should  consider m yself in 
luck ; I  have s till a  little  sk in  le ft,” says S ir 
P en thony , exam ining h is  h and  with- tender 
solicitude. “ I  don’t  th in k  I  fancy deco ra tin g ; 
I  sh an ’t  take  to th e  trad e .”

“  Yes—should have p u t on  gloves, you 
know, and  th a t ,” says G rainger, who is re 
gard ing  h is  da in ty  fingers w ith  undisguised  
sad n ess—som ething th a t  is a lm ost an  expres
sion on h is face.

“  B u t isn ’t  it awfully p re tty  ?” sayo L ady 
Stafford, gazing round  h e r with an  a ir of 
pride.

“  Awfulfy n ice ,”  replies Molly.
“ Quite too awfully aw ful,” exclaim s M r. 

P o tts, with exaggerated en th u siasm , and is 
in s tan tly  suppressed.

“  If  you cannot exh ib it g rea te r decorum, 
P o tts, we shall be obliged to  p u t your head in  
a bag ,” says S ir P entliony, severely. “ I  con
sider awfully quite  th e  correct word. W hat 
w ith  th e  ivy and  th e  gigantic size of those 
paper roses, the  room s p resen t qu ite  a  s ta r t
ling  appearance.”

“  W ell, I ’m  sure  they  are far p re ttie r th a n  
L ady  H a rrie t N item air’s ; and she m ade such 
a fuss about hers la st sp ring ,” says Cecil, 
ra th e r  in jured .

“ N ot to be nam ed in  th e  sam e day,”  de
clares L u ttre ll, who has no t been a t  Lady 
H arrie t N item  a ir’s.

“ W hy, Tedcastle , you were n o t th e re  ; you 
were on your way hom e from  In d ia  a t  th e  
tim e .”

“  W as I  ? By Jove ! so I  was. Never m ind, 
I  take  your word for i t  and  stick to m y op in 
io n ,” replies L u ttre ll, unabashed.

“ I  really  th in k  we ought to  ch ris ten  our 
work,” M r. P o tts  p u t in , dream ily, being  in  a 
th irs ty  m o o d ; and  christened i t  is, in cham 
pagne.

P o tts  him self, having d runk  h is  own and  
every one else’s h ea lth  m any  tim es, grows 
gradually  gayer and  gayer. To wind up  th is  
m om entous evening w ithout m aking  i t  re 
m arkable in  any  way strikes h im  as being a 
tam e  proceeding. “  To do o r d ie” sud 
denly occurs to h im , and  he in s tan tly  acts 
upon it.

Seeing h is  two form er allies s tand ing  ra th e r  
ap art from th e  o thers , he m akes for them , 
and  th u s  addresses th em  :

“  Tell you w h a t,” he says, w ith  m uch ge
n ia lity , “  it feels like C hristm as, and  crackers, 
and  sm all gam es, don’t  it?  I  feel up  to  an y 
th ing . And I  have a  capital idea in  my head . 
W ouldn’t  i t  be ra th e r  a  joke to frigh ten  the  
o thers ?”

“  I t  would,” says Cecil, decidedly.
“  W ould i t  ?” says Molly, diffidently.
“  I  have a  first ra te  p lan  : I  can m ake you 

bo th  look so like ghosts th a t  you would 
frigh ten  th e  unsuspecting  in to  fits.”

“ F irs t, P lan tagenet, before we go any  fu r
th e r  in to  your ghastly  schem es, answ er me 
t h i s : is there  any  gunpow der about i t  ?”

“  N one.” L aughing. “  You ju s t d ress your
self in  white sheets, or th a t, and  hold a p late 
in  your hands  filled w ith  whiskey and  salt, 
an d —th ere  you are. You have no idea of th e  
trem endous effect. You will be m ore like a 
corpse th a n  an y th in g  you can im agine.”

“  How cheerful 1”  m u rm u rs  Cecil. “  You 
m ake m e long for th e  sheets and th a t .”

“  Do th e  whiskey and  th e  sa lt ever blow 
up ?” asks Molly, cautiously . “  B ecause if 
so ”

“  No, they  don’t ; of course not. Say n o th 
ing  about i t  to  the  o thers, and  we shall a s to n 
ish th em  bv-and-by. I t  is  an  awfully becom 
ing  th in g , too ,” says P o tts , w ith a  view to  en 
couragem ent ; “  you will look like m arble 
s ta tu es .”

“ W e are tru s tin g  you again ,” says Cecil, 
regarding  h im  fixedly. “  P lan tagenet, if you
should again be our undoing ”

“  N ot th e  s ligh test feai of a  fiasco  th is  
tim e ,” says P o tts, com fortably.

C H A P T E R  A'XIII.

“ Here’s such a  c o il! Come, w hat says Romeo ?’ 
—Shakespeare.

As eleven o’clock strikes, any  one going up 
the  sta irs  a t H erst would have stopped w ith 
a m ingled feeling of te rro r and  adm ira tion  a t 
one particu lar spot, w here, in  a  niche, upon a 
pedestal, a very goddess s tands.

I t  is  Molly, clad in w hite from  head  to  heel, 
w ith a lace scarf tw isted  round  h e r head  and 
shoulders, and  w ith one bare  arm  uplifted, 
while w ith th e  o ther she holds an  urn-sliaped 
vase benea th  h e r face, from  w hich a  pale-blue 
flam e arises.

H e r eyes, larger, deeper, b luer th a n  usual, 
are fixed w ith sad and solem n m eaning upon 
space. She scarcely seem s to  b rea the  ; no 
quiver d istu rbs h e r fram e, so in tensely  does 
she lis ten  for a  com ing footstep. In  h e r h ea rt 
she hopes i t  m ay be L u ttre ll’s.

T he m inutes* pass. H er arm  is growing 
tired , h e r eyes begin to  b link  against h e r w ill;

she is on tho  po in t of throw ing up  the  game, 
descending from  her pedestal, and  regaining 
h e r  own room, when a footfall recalls h e r to 
herself and p u ts  her on h e r m ettle.

N earer i t  com es—still nearer, u n til  i t  stops 
a ltogether. Molly does no t dare  tu rn  to  see 
who i t  is. A m om ent la te r a  wild cry, a 
sm othered  groan, falls upon h e r ear, and , 
tu rn iu g  h e r  head, terrified, she sees her gand- 
fa th e r ru sh  p ast her, to tte ring , trem bling  u n 
til he reaches h is  own room, where he  d isap
pears.

Almoslr a t  the  sam e in s ta n t th e  o the rs  who 
have been in the  drawing-room , draw n to the  
spot by the  delicate m ach inations of Mr. P o tts, 
come on th e  scene ; while M arcia, who has 
h eard  th a t  scared cry, em erges quickly from  
am ong them  and  passes up  the  stairs  in to  her 
g ran d fa th e r’s room .

T here  follows an  awkward silence. Cecil, 
who has been adorn ing  a corner fa rth e r on, 
comes creeping tow ards them , pale and  n e r
vous, having  also been a w itness to Mr. A m 
h e rs t’s h u rr ied  f l ig h t; and  she and Molly, in  
th e ir  m asquerading  costum es, feel, to say the  
least of it, ra th e r  sm all.

T hey cast a  w ithering  glance a t P o tts, who 
has grown a  lively purp le  ; bu t he only shakes 
h is  head, having no explanation  to offer, and 
knowing him self for once in  his life to be u n 
equal to  th e  occasion.

M rs. D arley is th e  first to break  silence.
“  W hat is i t  ? W hat has happened ? W hy 

are you bo th  here  in  your n ightdresses ?” she 
asks, unguardedly, losing her head  in  th e  ex
c item en t of th e  m om ent.

“ W h at do you m ean ?” says Cecil, angrily.
“  N ightdresses! If  you don’t  know dressing- 
gowns when you see them , I  am  sorry for you. 
P lan tagenet, w hat has happened ?”

“ l t  was g randpapa,” says Molly, in  a 
frightened tone. “  H e cam e by, and  I  th in k  
was upset by m y—appearance. Oh, I  hope I  
have no t done h im  any h a r m ! M r. P o tts, 
why did you m ake m e do i t? ”

“  How could I  te ll ?”  replies P o tts, who is 
as w hite as th e ir  costum es. “  W hat an  aw
fu l sh riek  he gave ! I  th o u g h t such  a  s tern  
old card as he is would have had  m ore p luck .” 

“ I  was positive he  was in  bed,” says Cecil, 
“  or I  should never have ven tu red .”

“ H e is never w here he  ought to be ,” m u t
ters P o tts, gloomily.

H ere conversation fails them . F o r once 
they a re  honestly  dism ayed, and  keep th e ir  
eyes fixed in  anxious expectation on th e  bed 
cham ber of th e ir  host. W ill M arcia never 
come ?

A t leng th  th e  door opens and she appears, 
looking pale and  destraite. H er eyes ligh t 
angrily  as they  fall on Molly.

“  G randpapa  is very m uch  upset. H e is 
ill. I t  was h eartle ss—a cruel trick ,” she says, 
ra th e r  incoherently . “ He wishes to see you, 
E leanor, in s tan tly . You had  b e tte r go to 
h im .”

“  M ust I  ?” asks Molly, who is quite  co lor
less, and  m uch inclined to  cry.

“  U nless you w ish to  add disobedience to 
your o ther unfeeling conduct,” replies M arcia, 
coldly.

“  No, no ; of course no t. “  I  will go,” says 
M olly nervously.

W ith  fa ltering  footsteps she approaches the  
fa ta l door, w hilst the  o thers d isperse and  re 
tu rn  once m ore to  the  draw ing-room —all, th a t 
is, except L ady  Stafford, who seeks h e r own 
cham ber, and  M r. P o tts, who iu  an  agony of 
doubt and  fear lingers about th e  corridor 
aw aiting M olly’s re tu rn .

As she en te rs  h e r g rand fa ther’s room she 
finds h im  ly ing on  "a couch, half uprigh t, an  
angry, d isappointed expression  on h is  face, 
d is tru s t in  h is  searching eyes.

“  Come moti(jninr%.
h e r w ith one finger to h is  side, “  and  te ll m e 
why you of all o thers should have chosen to 
play th is  trick  upon me. W as i t  revenge?” 

“ U pon you, g randpapa! Oh, no t upon 
you,” saya Molly, shocked. “ I t  was all a  m is
tak e—a m ere foolish piece of fun  ; b u t I  never 
th o u g h t you would have been th e  one to see 
m e .”

“  Are you lying ? L e t m e look a t you. I f  so, 
you do i t  cleverly. Your face is honest. Yet 
I  hear it was for m e alone th is  travesty  was 
enac ted .”

“  W hoever told you so spoke falsely,” Mol
ly says, pale  b u t firm , a  g reat indignation  to 
wards M arcia ris ing  in  her breast. She has 
h e r h and  on th e  back of a chair, and  is gaz
ing  anxiously b u t openly a t th e  old m an. 
“  W hy should  I  seek to  offend you, who have 
been so k ind  to m e—whose bread I  have 
eaten  ? You do n o t understand  ; you wrong 
m e .”

“  I  th o u g h t it was your m o th e r,” w hispers 
he, w ith  a  quick shiver, “  from  her grave re 
tu rned  to  reproach m e—to rem ind  m e of all 
th e  m iserable past. I t  was a  senseless 
though t. B u t the  likeness was aw ful—appall
ing. She was m y favorite daughter, yet she 
of all creatures was th e  one to  th w art m e 
m o s t ; and  I  did n o t forgive. I  le ft her to 
p ine for th e  luxuries to which she was accus
tom ed from  h e r b irth , and could no t th e n  p ro 
cure. She was delicate, I  le t h e r  w ear her 
h e a rt ou t waiting fo ra  w orthless pardon. And 
w hat a h ea rt i t  was ! T hen I  would n o t for
give ; now—now I  crave forgiveness. Oh th a t 
th e  dead could sp eak !”

H e covers h is  face with h is  w ithered hands, 
th a t  shake and  trem ble like October leaves, 
and  a  troubled  sigh escapes h im . F o r th e  
m om ent th e  s tern  old m an  h a s  d isappeared ; 
only th e  p en iten t rem ains.

“  D ear g randpapa, be com forted,” says 
M olly, m uch  affected, sinking on h e r knees 
beside h im . N ever before, by e ith e r bro ther 
or grandfather, has h e r dead m o ther been so 
openly alluded to. “  She did forgive. So 
sweet as she was, how  could she re ta in  a  b it
te r  feeling ? L isten  to m e. Am I  no t h e r only 
child  ? W ho so m eet to offer you h e r pardon ? 
L e t m e com fort you.”

M r. A m herst m akes no reply, b u t he  gently 
presses th e  fingers th a t  have found th e ir  way 
around  h is  neck.

“  I  too would ask pardon ,” Molly goes on, 
in  h e r sweet, low, trainante  voice, th a t  h a s  a 
sob in  i t  here  and  there . “  How shall I  gain 
i t  after a ll th a t I  have done—to  d istress you 
so, a lthough  un in ten tiona lly  ? A nd you th in k  
hard ly  of m e, grandpapa? You th in k  I  did it 
to  annoy you ?”

“  No, no , no t now .”
“  I  have m ade you ill,” con tinues Molly, 

still crying ; “  I  have caused you pain . Oh, 
g randpapa ! do say you are no t angry  w ith 
m e.”

“  I  am  not. You are a  good child , and  
M arcia wronged you. Go now, and  forget all 
I  m ay have said. I  am weak a t tim es, and—
and   Go, child  ; I  am  b e tte r a lone .”

In  th e  corridor outside stan d s  Mr. Potts, 
w ith  pale cheeks and very pale eyes. E ven h is  
h a ir  seem s to  have lost a shade and  looks su b 
dued.

“  W ell, w hat did he say to  you ?” he  asks, 
in  w hat he  fondly im agines to  be a  whisper, 
bu t which would be distinctly  audible in  th e  
h a ll benea th . “ W as he awfully m ad?  Did 
he cut up  very rough ? I  wouldn’t  have been 
in  your shoes for a  m illion. D id he—did he 
say any th ing  abou t—m e?”

“ I  don’t  believe he rem em bered your ex ist
ence,” says Molly, w ith a laugh , a lthough  her 
eyelids are still of a shade too decided to be 
becom ing. “  H e knew no th ing  of your share 
in  th e  tran sac tio n .”

W hereupon Mr. P o tts  declares h im self 
thank fu l for so m uch m ercy in  a  devout m an 
ner, and  betakes h im self to th e  smoking- 
room.

H ere he is received w ith  m uch applause 
and  m ore congratu lations.

“  A nother of M r. Pocts’s charm ing en te r
ta in m en ts,” says Sir Pen thony , w ith a  wave 
of th e  hand . “  E x trao rd ina ry  and  en th u si
astic  reception ! Such success has seldom be
fore been w itnessed ! L a s t tim e he blew up  
two young wom en ; to-n igh t he  has slain  an

inoffensive old gen tlem an  1 Really, P o tts, you 
m u s t allow m e to  shake hands  w ith  you .” 

“ W as th e re  ever an y th in g  m ore u n fo rtu 
n a te  ?” says P o tts, in  a lachrym ose tone. H e 
h a s  n o t been ina tte n tiv e  to th e  requ irem ents 
of th e  in n e r m an  since h is  en trance, and a l
ready, slowly b u t surely, th e  b randy  is doing 
its  work. “  I t  was all so well a rranged, and  I  
m ade sure  th e  old boy was gone to  bed .”

“  H e is u p se t,” m u rm u rs  S ir P en thony , 
w ith touch ing  concern, “ an d  no  wonder. 
Such trem endous exertion  requ ires th e  a id of 
s tim u lan ts  to  keep it u p . My dear P o tts , do 
have a  little  m ore brandy-and-soda. You 
don’t  take half care of yourself.”

“  N ot a  drop—n o t a  d rop ,” says M r. P o tts, 
drawing th e  decan ter tow ards h im . “  I t  don’t  
agree w ith  m e. Oh, S ta ffo rd ! you should 
have seen M iss M assereene in  h e r G reek cos
tum e. I  th in k  she is th e  loveliest creatu re  I  
ever saw. She is ,”  goes on M r. P o tts, w ith  
unwise z e a l ; “ by fa r th e  loveliest, and  th e  
sam e I  would rise to  m a in ta in .”

“  I  w ouldn’t  if I  were you,” says P h ilip , 
who is ind ignan t. “  T here  is  no  knowing 
w hat tricks your legs m ay play w ith you.”

“  She was ju s t  like V enus, o r—som e of 
those  o ther goddesses,” says M r. Potts, 
vaguely.

“  I  can well believe i t ,” re tu rn s  Stafford ; 
“  b u t don’t  let em otion m aster you. T h e re ’s 
n au g h t, no doubt, so m uch th e  sp irit calm s as 
rum  and  tru e  religion. T ry  a little  of the  
form er.”

“  T here  is n o th in g  in  life 1 w ouldn’t  do for 
th a t  g irl—noth ing , I  declare to  you, S tafford ,” 
goes on  P o tts , who is quite  in  tea rs  by th is  
tim e ; “  bu t she w ouldn’t  look a t m e .” 

L u ttre ll and  P h ilip  are enraged, Stafford 
and  th e  o thers  a re  in  roars.

“  W ouldn’t  she, P o tts? ” says Stafford, w ith 
a  fine show of sym pathy. “  W ho knows ? 
C heer up , old boy, and  rem em ber women 
never know th e ir  own m inds a t  first. She 
m ay yet becom e alive to  your m any  perfec
tions, and  know h e r h e a r t to  be a ll yours. 
T h ink  of th a t. And why should  she no t ?” 
says S ir P en thony , w ith free encouragem ent. 
“ W here could she get a  b e tte r fellow ? F a in t 
h eart, you know, P o tts. Take m y advice and 
pluck up  sp irit, and  go in  for h e r boldly. 
Throw  yourself a t h e r feet.”

“ I  w ill,” says M r. P o tts, ardently . 
“ To-m orrow ,” advises S ir  P en thony , w ith 

growing excitem ent.
“ Now,” declares P o tts, w ith  wild e n th u s i

asm , m aking a  ru s h  for th e  door.
“  N ot to -n igh t ; w ait till to-m orrow ,”  S ir 

P en thony  says, who has no t an tic ipated  so 
ready  an acceptance of h is  advice, g e tting  
between h im  and  th e  door. “  In  m y o in 
ion  she has re tired  to  h e r room  by th is ;  and  
i t  really  would be ra th e r  sketchy, you know— 
eh  ?”

“ W h a t do you say, L u ttre ll? ” asks P o tts , 
uncerta in ly . “  W h at would you adv ise?”

“ B ed,” re tu rn s  L u ttre ll, cu rtly , tu rn in g  on  
h is  heel.

A nd finally th e  ga llan t P o tts  is conveyed to  
h is  room , w ithout being allowed to  lay h is  
h an d  and  fo rtune a t M iss M assereene’s feet.

About four o’clock th e  n ex t day—being 
th a t of th e  ball— Sir P en thony , s tro lling  along 
th e  w estern  corridor, comes to  a  stand -still 
before Cecil’s door, w hich h appens  to lie wide 
open.

Cecil lierself is inside, an d  is stand ing  so as 
to be seen, clad in  th e  m em orable w hite dress- 
ing-gown of th e  evening before, m aking  a 
careful choice between two bracelets she holds 
in  h e r hands.

Is  th a t  th e  garm en t in  w hich you so
m uch  d istingu ished  yourself la st n ig h t ?”  S ir . _ -
7V.i.0iony canno t h - ln  .asking and. ..experiment— agi}  sure j o u  wl11
li+flo a tn rt or»/l VilnaV* alio i-nieoci bor ovasj iivi ucouitte LutJ*i.Ol »avlljg il ; *little  s ta r t and  b lush , she ra ises h e r eyes.

I s  i t  y o u ? ” she says, sm iling. “  Yes, th is  
is th e  identical robe. W on’t  you come in , S ir 
P en thony  ? You are  qu ite  welcome. If  you 
have no th ing  be tte r to  do you can  stay  w ith 
and  ta lk  to m e for a  little .”

“  I  have p len ty  to  do”— com ing in  and  clos
ing  th e  door—“ b u t no th ing  1 would not 
gladly throw  over to accept an  inv ita tion  from  
you .”

“ D ear m e ! W h at a  charm ing  speech ! 
W hat a  courtie r you would have m ade ! Con
sider yourself doubly w elcom e; I  adore p re tty  
speeches, w hen addressed to  m yself. Now, sit 
th e re  while I  decide on  w hat jew elry I  shall 
wear to -n igh t.”

“  So th is  is h e r san c tu m ,” th in k s  h e r  h u s 
band , glancing round . W h at a  dain ty  n est it 
is, w ith  its  innum erab le  fem inine fineries, its 
piano, its  easel, its  p re tty  pink-and-blue 
cretonne, its  w ealth of flowers, a lthough  th e  
season is of the  coldest and  bleakest.

A cosy fire b u rn s  b rightly . In  th e  wall op
posite is an  open door, th rough  w hich one 
catches a  glim pse of th e  bedroom  beyond, 
decked out in  all its  p ink-and-w hite glory. 
There  is a  very sociable little  clock, a  table 
strew n w ith  wools and  colored silks, an d  m ir
ro rs  everywhere.

As for Cecil herself, w ith h onest adm iration  
h e r h u sb an d  carefully  regards h e r. W h at a 
p re tty  wom an she is  ! full of a ll th e  tender 
graces, th e  lovable caprices, th a t  wake th e  
h ea rt to fondness.

How charm ing  a person to  com e to  in  grief 
or trouble, o r even in  one’s gladness ! How 
full of gayety ye t im m easureable  tenderness 
is h e r speaking face ! V erily there  is a  depth  
of sym pathy  to  be found in  a  p re tty  woman 
th a t  a p la in  one surely lacks.

H er w hite gown becom es h e r to a  m crveille , 
and  fits h e r to perfection. She canno t be 
called fa t, b u t as  certa in ly  she canno t be called 
th in . W hen  people speak of h e r w ith praise 
th ey  never fail to m ention  th e  p re tty  round- 
ness of h e r figure.

H er h a ir  has pa rtly  come undone, and 
hangs in  a fair loose coil, ra th e r  lower th a n  
u sual, upon  h e r neck. T h is  su its  h e r, m ak
ing  s till softer h e r  soft though  p iquan te  face.

H er w hite and  jewelled fingers are busy in  
th e  case before her as, w ith puckered brows, 
she sighs over th e  difficulty of m aking a  wise 
and  becom ing choice in  precious stones for th e  
evening’s trium phs.

A t la s t— a set of sapphires hav ing  gained 
th e  day—she lays th e  casket aside and  tu rn s  
to h e r  husband , while w ondering w ith de
m ure  am usem ent on  th e  subject of h is  
th ough ts  during  these  p a st few m inu tes.

H e h as  been th in k in g  of her, no  doubt. 
H er snowy w rapper, w ith all its  da in ty  frills 
and  bows, is em inen tly  becom ing. Yes, be
yond question  he has been indulging  in  sen ti
m enta l regrets.

S ir P en thony’s first rem ark  ra th e r dispels 
th e  illusion.

“  T he old boy p u ts  you u p  very com fortably 
down here, don’t  he ?” he  says, in  a  terrib le  
prosaic tone.

Is  th is  all ? H as  h e  been adm iring  th e  fu r
n itu re  during  all these  eloquent m om ents of 
silence, instead  of h e r and h e r innum erab le  
charm s ? Insufferable !

“  H e do ,” responds she, d ry ly , w ith  a  care
fu l adap tation  of h is  E ng lish .

S ir Pen thony  ra ises h is  eyebrows in  affected 
aston ishm ent, and  th en  they bo th  laugh.

“ I  do hope you are n o t going to  say rude 
th in g s  to  m e about la st n ig h t,” she says, still 
sm iling.

—  ** No. You m ay rem em ber once before on 
a  very sim ilar occasion I  to ld  you I  should 
never again scold you, for th e  sim ple reason 
th a t  I  consider i t  language th row n away. I 
was rig h t, as th e  sequel proved. Besides, the  
ex trem e becom ingness of your to ile tte  a lto 
ge ther disarm ed m e. By th e  bye, w hen do 
you re tu rn  to  tow n ?”

“  N ext week. And you ?”
“  I  shall go— w hen you go. M ay I  call on 

you th e re  ?”
“  Indeed you m ay. I  like you quite  well 

enough,” says h e r ladyship, with unsen tim en 
ta l and  therefore  m ost objectionable frank 
ness, “  to  wish you for m y friend .”

“ W hy should we no t be m ore th a n  friends,

Cecil?” says Stafford, going up  to  h e r and  ta k 
ing  bo th  h e r  hands  in  a  w arm , affectionate 
clasp. “  J u s t  consider how we two are  s itu 
ated  ; you are bound to  m e forever, u n til 
dea th  shall kindly  step  in  to  relieve you of 
m e, an d  I  am  bound to  you as closely. W hy, 
then , should  we not accept our position , and 
m ake our lives one ?”

“  You should have th o u g h t of all th is  be
fo re.”

“  H ow could I  ? T h in k  w hat a  deception 
you p ractised  on  m e w hen sending  th a t  m is
erable p ic tu re . I  confess I  abho r ugliness. 
And th en , your own conditions—w hat could I  
do b u t abide by th em  ?”

“ T here  a re  certa in  tin ie r w hen a  wom an 
does n o t a ltogether care about being taken  so 
com pletely a t  h e r  w ord.”

“  B u t th a t  was n o t one of th e m .”  H astily .
“  I  do no t believe you would have w ished to 
live w ith  a  m an  you n e ith e r knew  no r cared 
for.”

“  P e rh ap s  n o t.” L augh ing . “  Som etim es 
I  hard ly  know m yself w hat i t  is  I  do w ant. 
B u t a re  we n o t very well as  we are ? I  dare 
say , had  we been living toge ther for th e  past 
th ree  years, we should now  dislike each o ther 
:ts cordially a s—as do M aud D arley  and  her 
h u sb an d .”

“  Im possible. M aud D arley is one person, 
you are quite  a n o th e r ; w hile I —well”— w ith a 
ymile— “ I  honestly  confess I  fancy myself 
ra th e r  m ore th a n  poor H en ry  D arley .”

“  H e certa in ly  is p la in ,”  says Cecil, pen 
sively, “  a n d —he  sno res—two great points > 
again st h im . Yes, on consideration , you are ’ 
an  im provem ent on H en ry  D arley .” T hen, 
w ith a  sudden change of tone, she says,
“  does all th is  m ean  th a t  you love m e ?”

“  Yes. I  confess i t ,  Cecil,” answ ers he, 
gravely, earnestly . “ I  love you as I  never 
believed it possible I  should love any  wom an.
I  am  tw enty-n ine , and—th in k  m e cold if you 
w ill—b u t up  to  th is  I  never ye t saw the  
w om an I  w anted  for m y wife except you .”

“  y h e n  you ought to consider yourself th e  
happ iest m an  alive, because you have the  
th in g  you crave. As you rem inded m e ju s t 
now, I  am  yours u n til death  u s do p a r t .”

“  N ot all I  crave, n o t th e  best p a rt of 
you, your h e a r t,” replies he, tenderly . “ No 
m a n  loving as I  do could be con ten ted  w ith a 
p a r t .”

“  Oh, i t  is  too absu rd ,” says Cecil, w ith a 
little  aggravating  shake of the  head. “ In  love 
w ith your own wife in  th is  prosaic n in e teen th  
cen tu ry  ! I t  savors of th e  ridiculous. Such 
m istaken  feeling has been tabooed long ago. 
C onquer i t ; conquer i t .”

“  Too la te . Besides, I  have no  desire to 
conquer it. On th e  con trary , I  encourage it, 
iu  hope of sem e re tu rn . No, do no t d ishearten  
m e. I  know w hat you are going to  s a y ; b u t 
tit least you like m e, Cecil ?”

“ W ell, yes ; b u t w hat of th a t  ? I  like so 
m any  people.”

‘ ‘ T hen  go a  little  fa r th e r , and  say you— 
love m e .”

“  T h a t would be going a  g rea t deal fa rthe r, 
because I  love so few.”

“  N ever m ind . Say, ‘P en thony , I  love 
you .’ ”

H e has placed h is  h an d s  upon h e r  shou ld
ers, and  is regarding h e r w ith anxious fond
ness.

“  W ould you have m e tell you an  u n tru th .”
“  I  would have you say you love m e .”
“  B u t supposing I  cannot in  h o n esty .”
“  T ry .”
“  Of course I  can try . W ords w ithout m ean 

in g  a re  easy th in g s  to  say. B u t th e n —a lie ; 
th a t  is a  serious m a tte r.”

“  I t  m ay cease to be a  lie, once u tte red .”
“  W ell—ju s t to  please ygti, th en , and  as an

“  No.”
“  N or accuse m e afterw ards of deceit ?”
“  Of course n o t.”
“  N or th in k  m e w eak-m inded ?”
“ No, no. How could I  ?”
“  W ell, th e n —P en th o n y —I —don’t  love you 

th e  least b it in  th e  w orld !” declares Cecil, with 
a  provoking, irresistib le  laugh, stepping  back
w ards ou t of h is  reach.

S ir P en thony  does n o t speak for a  m om ent 
or two ; th e n  “ Sweet Ia revenge, especially 
to  w om en,” h e  says, quietly , a lthough  at 
h e a r t he  is b itte rly  chagrined. To be unloved 
is one th in g —to be laughed a t is ano ther. 
“  A fter all, you are  rig h t. T here  is no th ing  
in  th is  world so ra re  or so adm irable as ho n 
esty. I a m  glad you to l l  m e no u n tru th , 
even in je s t .”

Ju s t  a t th is  in s ta n t th e  door opens, and 
Molly en ters. She looks su rp rised  a t such 
an  unexpected  spectacle as Cecil’s husband  
s ittin g  in  h is  wife’s boudoir, tete-a-tete  w ith 
her.

“ D on’t  be shy, d ear,” says Cecil, m isch iev
ously, w ith  a  little  wicked laugh ; “  you m ay 
come in  ; i t  is  only m y h u sb an d .”

T he easy nonchalance of th is  speech, the  
only half-suppressed  am usem en t in  h e r tone, 
angers S ir P en thony  m ore th a n  all th a t  has 
gone before. W ith  a  hasty  word or two to 
Molly, he  suddenly rem em bers a pressing  en 
gagem ent, and, with a  s ligh t bow to h is  wife, 
takes h is  departure .

C H A P T E R  XXIV.

“ T ake, oh 1 ta k e  th o se  lip s  aw ay,
T h a t  so sw eetly  w ere forsw orn ;
A nd th o se  eyes, th e  b reak  of day,
L igh ts  t h a t  do m islead  th e  m o rn ;
B u t m y kisses b ring  again,
Seals of love, b u t  sealed in  va in .”

—Shakespeare .
T he longed-for n ig h t h a s  arrived  a t l a s t ; so 

h a s  M olly’s dress, a  very m arvel of a rt, fresh 
and  pure  as new ly-fallen snow. I t  is  w hite 
silk  w ith  tu lle , on which w hite water-lilies lie 
here and  th e re , as though  carelessly throw n, 
all th e ir  broad and  tra iling  leaves gleam ing 
from  am ong th e  sh in ing  folds.

M iss M assereene is in  h e r own room , d ress
ing, h e r fa ithfu l Sarah  on her knees beside 
her. She h a s  a lm ost finished h e r toilette, and  
is looking m ore th a n  usually  lovely in  her 
L ondon ball-dress.

“  O ur visit is  nearly  a t an  end, Sarah  ; how 
have you enjoyed i t  ?” she asks, in  an  in te r
val, during  w hich Sarah  is a t h e r feet, sewing 
on m ore securely one of h e r w hite lilies.

“  Very m uch, indeed, m iss. T hey’ve all 
boen excessive polite, though  they  do ask  a 
lo t of questions. Only th is  evening they  
w anted to  know if we was estated, and  I  said 
yes, M iss Molly, because, a fter all, you know, 
m iss, i t  is  a p roperty , however s m a l l ; and  I 
w asn’t  going to le t m yself down. And then  
th a t  young m an  of C aptain  Sliadwell’s ast 
m e if we was country  people, w hich I  though t 
uncom m on im perent. N ot b u t w hat h e ’s a 
nice young m an , m iss, and  very  affable.”

“  Still constan t, Sarah  ?” says Molly, who 
is deep in  the  waves of doubt, no t being able 
to decide sem e im p o rtan t final poin t about her

“  Oh, la w ! yes, m iss, he  is, indeed. I t  was 
la st n ig h t he  was saying as m y accent was 
very sweet. Now, th e re  isn ’t  one of them  
coun try  bum pkins, m iss, as would know 
w hether you had  an  accent or no t. I t ’s odd 
how traveling  do im prove th e  m in d .”

“  Sarah , you should pay no a tten tio n  to 
those London young m en— (pin i t  m ore to 
th is  side)—because they  never m ean  any 
th in g .”

“ Law , M iss Molly, do you say so ?” says 
h e r  handm aid , suddenly depressed. “  W ell, 
of course, m iss, you—who are so m uch  w ith 
L ondon gen tlem en—ought to  know. And 
don’t  they*m ean w hat they  say to  you, Miss 
Molly ?”

“  E h ? ” says Molly, ra th e r  taken  aback ; and  
th en  she b u rs ts  ou t laughing. “ Sarah , only I  
know you to  be tru stw orthy , I  should ce r
ta in ly  th in k  you sarcastic .”

“  W h at’s th a t, m iss ?”
“ N ever m in d —som ething thoroughly 

odious. You abash  m e, S arah . By all m eans 
believe w hat each one tells you. I t  m ay be as

honestly  said  to you as to m e. And now,' how 
do I  look, S a rah  ? S peak ,” says Molly, sailing 
away from  h e r  u p  th e  room  'like a  “ white, 
w hite sw an,” and  th en  tu rn in g  to confront her 
and  give her a  fa ir opportun ity  of judging* of 
her charm s.

“ J u s t lovely,” says Sarah , w ith  th e  m ost 
fla ttering  sincerity  of tone. “ T here  is no 
doubt, M iss Molly, b u t you look qu ite  the 
lady .”

“  Do I  really ? T h an k  you, S a ra h ,” says 
Molly, hum bly .

“  I  agree w ith S a rah ,” says Cecil, who h a s  
en tered  unnoticed . She affects blue as a  ru le , 
and  is now a ttired  in  pa lest azure, w ith  a 
fa in t-p ink  blossom  in  h e r ha ir, and  another 
a t h e r b reast. “ Sarah  is a  person of mwch 
discrim ination  ; you do look quite  th e  lady. 
You should be g ra te fu l to m e, Molly, when 
you rem em ber I  ordered your dress ; it is  a l
m ost th e  p re ttie s t I  have ever seen, and  with 
you in  i t  the  effect is m adden ing .”

“  L e t m e get dow n-stairs a t all events, 
w ithout having m y head tu rn ed ,” says Molly, 
laughing. “ Oh, Cecil, I  feel so happy ! To 
have a  really  irreproachable  ball-dress, and  to 
go to a  really  large ball, h a s  been for years 
th e  d ream  of m y life.”

“  I  wonder, w hen th e  evening is over, how 
you will look on your dream  ?” Cecil cannot 
help  saying. “  Gome, we are  la te  enough as 
it  is. B u t firs t tu rn  round  and  le t m e see the  
tra in . So ; th a t  wom an is a perfect a rtis t 
where dresses are concerned. You look ch arm 
in g .”

“  A nd h e r neck and  a rm s, m y lady !” puts 
in  Sarah , who is alm ost tearfu l in  h e r adm ira
tion. “ Surely M iss M assereene’s cannot be 
equalled. T hey are th a t  w hite, M iss Molly, 
th a t no  one could be found fau lt w ith for com 
paring  th em  to th e  dribbling snow.”

“ A tru ly  delightfu l sim ile,” exclaim s Mol
ly, m errily , and  forthw ith  follows Cecil to  con
quest.

They find th e  drawing-room s s till ra th e r 
em pty. M arcia is  before them , and  Philip 
and  Mr. P o tts  ; also S ir P en thony . Two or 
th ree  determ ined  ball-goers have arrived , and 
are  dotted  about, looking over album s, asking 
each o ther how they  do, and  th in k in g  how u t 
terly  low it is  of all th e  re s t of th e  county  to 
be so late. “  Such beastly  affectation, you 
know, and  such a p u ttin g  on of side, and  gen
eral s tra in ing  a fte r effect.”

“  I  hope, Miss A m herst, you have asked a 
lo t of p re tty  g irls ,” says P lan tagenet, “ and 
only young ones. Old m aids m ake awful havoc 
of m y tem per.”

“ I  don’t  th in k  th e re  a re  lo ts of p re tty  girls 
anyw here ; b u t I  have asked as m any  as I 
know. And th e re  a re  am ong them  a t least two 
acknowledged belles.”

“  You don’t say so !” exclaim s S ir P e n 
thony . “  Miss A m herst, if  you w ish to  m ake 
m e e te rna lly  gratefu l you will po in t th em  out 
to m e. T here  is no th in g  so d istressing  as not 
to know. And once I  was in troduced to a  
beauty, and  d idn ’t  discover m y luck un til it 
was too la te . I  never even asked h e r  to dance. 
Could you fancy any th ing  m ore hum ilia ting  ? 
Give you m y word of honor I  spoke to  h e r for 
ten  m inu tes  and never so m uch as paid  h e r a 
com plim ent. I t  was too cruel—and  she  th e  
queen of th e  evening, as 1 was to ld  a fte r
w ards.”

“  You d idn’t  adm ire h e r? ” asks Cecil, in te r
ested. “ N ever saw h e r beauty ?”

“ No. She was tall, and  had  arched brows 
—two th ings I  d e te s t.”

T he ball is a t its  height. M arcia, dressed 
in  pale m aize  silk—which su its  h e r dark  and 
glowing beau ty—is s till receiving a  few la te  
guests in h e r usual s tately  b u t ra th e r  im pas
sive m anner. Old M r. A m herst, s tand ing  
beside he r, gives her an  a ir of im portance. 
Beyond all doubt s h e  will be heavily dow
ered— a w ealthy heiress, if no t exactly th e  
he ir.

Ph ilip , as th e  supposed successor to  the  
house and  lands of H erst, receives even m ore 
a tten tio n  ; while Molly, except for h e r beauty, 
w hich ou tsh ines all th a t  th e  room  contains, 
is  in  no way noticeable. T hough, when one 
holds th e  ace of tru m p s, one feels a lm ost in 
dependent of th e  o th e r honors.

The chief g u est—a m arqu is , w ith  an  a ris 
tocratic lim p and  only one eye—has begged 
of h e r a  square dance. Two lords—one very 
young, the  o ther d istressingly  o ld—have also 
solicited h e r hawd in  th e  m azy dance. She is 
th e  re igning  b e lle ; and  she knoaws it.

'I5ealrtiful,J r^Sillijv- V, si* on—•
tlirough  th e  room s. A grea t delight, a  joy 
ous excitem ent, born  of h e r you th , th e  m usic, 
h e r own success, fills her. She has a  smile, 
a kindly  look, for every one. E ven  Mr. B us
carle t in  th e  blackest of black clothes and  
ra th e r  indifferent linen , ven tu ring  to address 
he r as she goes by h im , receives a  gracious 
answ er in  re tu rn . So does M rs. B uscarlet, 
who is ra d ia n t in  p in k  sa tin  and  a b ird  of- 
paradise as a crown.

“ A in’t  she beautifu l ?” says th a t  sub stan 
tia l m a tro n , w ith  a beam ing a ir of approba
tion , as  though  Molly was her bosom friend, 
addressing th e  p a rtn e r  of h e r joys. “ Such a 
love-turned jaw ! S he has qu ite  a  look of m y 
sister M ary A nne w hen a  girl. I  w ish, my 
dear, she was to be h e iress  of H e rs t, instead  
of th a t  stuck-up g irl in  yellow .”

“ So do I ; so do I , ” replies B uscarle t, fol
lowing th e  m ovem ents of B eau ty  as she 
glides away, sm iling, dim pling, on m y lo rd ’s 
arm . “  A nd—ahem  !—w ith a  m ean ing  and 
consequentia l cough—“ perhaps she m ay. 
W ho knows ? T here  is a certa in  person who 
h a s  often a  ho ld  of h e r g rand fa ther’s  ear ! 
A hem  !”

M eantim e the  band  is playing its  new est, 
sweetest s t r a in s ; th e  a ir  is heavy w ith  th e  
scent of flowers. T h e  low ripple of. conversa
tion  and  m erry  lau g h te r rises above every 
th ing . T he  hou rs  are flying all too swiftly.

* ‘ May I  have th e  pleasure of th is  w altz wi th 
you ?”  S ir P en thony  is  saying, bending over • 
Lady Stafford as she sits in  one of th e  n u m 
berless sm all, d im ly-lit ap artm en ts  th a t 
branch off the  hall.

“  D ear S ir Pen thony , do you th in k  I  will 
te s t your good na tu re  so far ? You are  kind  
to a  fault, ,uid I  will no t repay you so poorly 
as to avail m yself of your offer. Fancy  con
dem ning you to  waste a  whole dance on  your 
—wife !”

T he  first of th e  sm all hours has long since 
sounded, and  she is a  little  p iqued th a t  not 
u n til now has he  asked h e r to dance. N ever
theless she addresses h im  w ith h e r  m ost 
charm ing  sm ile.

“  I ,  for m y part, should  no t consider i t  a 
dance w asted ,” replies he, stiffly.

“  Is  he n o t self-denying ?”  she says, tu rn 
ing languidly tow ards Lowry, who as usual 
s tands beside her.

[t o  b e  c o n t i n u e d .J

A  I I  IJ iti AIV O T T E R .

(L e tte r  to  C h a rle s to n  News.)
Reedy River, in  L au ren s  county, S. C ., is 

a  poor stream  for fish. P erhaps  by a whole 
day’s fish ing  th e  ang ler m ay be rew arded by 
one-half dozen little  catfish . W e h ad  a  v isit 
la s t week from  th e  R ab u rn ’s C reek o tter, 
W illiam  V aughn. H e said th e re  were fish 
in  th e  river a n d  he had  come a fte r them . I t  
was am using to  see h im  in  th e  shoals, diving 
u n d er th e  rocks, and  b ring ing  up  th e  cats ; 
som etim es he  would com e up  w ith one in  
each han d , and  occasionally w ith three  fish, 
one in  h is  m o u th  an d  one in  each hand . 
A fter fishing th e  shoals he  tr ied  h is h and  on 
suckers and  red-horse  in  th e  deeper water, 
diving down under tlie  banks and  bringing  
up th e  fish in  h is  han d s. H e  caught abou t 
tw enty fine suckers, weighing one, two and  
th ree  pounds each . V aughn has been know n 
to  catch  as m any  as six suckers a t one tim e  
in  h is  hands. H e says when under th e  w ater 
h e  can rub  a sucker on th e  side an d  i t  
wiil lie  as still as a pig when you are 
scratching  it.

— Considerable sensation  h a s  been caused 
a t  Bridgewater, E n g lan d , by  th e  appearance 
a t a place of e n te rta in m en t of six  m en who 
were advertised as Zulus, an d  announced to 
go th ro u g h  w ar-dance perform ances. An 
enorm ous crowd assem bled, an d  th e  show 
m anager, to  m eet rum ors  w hich had  been cu r
ren t, inv ited  any  one to question  th e  Zulus 
in  th e ir  own language. T he  challenge was 
tak en  up  by a  seam an, who, a fte r ta lk ing  to 
th e  blacks, denounced them  as im postors. A 
scene of great excitem ent ensued, m uch rough 
language and. som e blows being exchanged ; 
bu t u ltim ate ly  th e  perform ance proceeded.
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