
M OLLY B A W N .
B Y  T : ;  ; A T IT 1 T 0 1 I  O L ' “ PHYLLIS.”

“  O i!  ! ?-T = ily  B t. ’" i i ,  w h y  l o a v o  m e  p i n i n g ,
A l l  i o n  l y  w a l k i n g  h e r e  f o r  y o u . ” — Old S o n y

Cecil, sfiflively moro composed, advances to « 
m eet b e r. I
J  “ W hy, Molly !” she says, pathetically .

“  You have been cry ing,”  says Molly, in  
th e  sam e breath , tlnow ing  herself in to  h e r 
arm s.

“  I  have, indeed, m y d ear,” confesses Cecil, 
in  a  lachrym ose tone , and th e n  she begins to 
cry again, and  Molly follows su it, and for the  
n ex t five m in u tes  they  have a  very com forta
ble tim  ? of it together.

Then they  open thoir h e a rts  to  each other, 
and  re la te  fluently , a?- only  a  woman can, all 
th e  in to lerable  wrongs and  m isjudgm ents 
they  have undergone a t  th e  h an d s  of th e ir  
lovers.

“ To accuse m e of any th in g  so horrib le  !” 
says M*llv, ind ignan tly . “  Oh, C e c il! I  don’t 
believe he coul£ care for m e one b it and  su s
pect me of i t .”

“  C are f.:r you ! N onsense, m y  dear ! he 
adores you. T h a t is precisely why he  has 
m ade such  a fool of h im self. You know —

"  T r i f l e s  l i g h t  a s  a i r ,
A r e  t o  t l i o  j e a l o u s ,  c o n f i r m a t i o n s  s t r o n g ,
A s  p r o o f s  o f  h o l y  w r i t . ”

I  like a m an  to b e  jealous—in  reason. Though 
when S ir Pen thony  w alked ou t from  behind 
th a t  hedge, looking as if he  could w ilh  p lea
sure  devour me and  Talbot a t a  b ite , I  confess 
I  could gladly have dispensed w ith th e  quality  
in  h im . You should have seen h is  face ; for 
once I  was honestly  fr igh tened .”

“  Poor Cecil ! i t  m u s t have been a  shock. 
And all because th a t  tiresom e young m an  
w ouldn’t  go aw ay.”

“  J u s t  so. All m ig h t have been well had  
h e  only seen th ings in  a  reasonable light. Oh,
1 was so angry  ! T he m ost charm ing of your 
charm s, M olly,” says Cecil, w arm ly, “ is your 
ability  to  sym pathize  w ith  one ; 8nd  you 
n ever season your rem arks w ith unpalatab le  
tru th s . You never say, ‘I  to ld  you so ,’ or ‘I  
knew  how it  would b e ,’ o r ‘d id n ’t  I  w arn you ?’ 
o r any th in g  else equally objectionable. I  
really  would ra th e r  a  person boxed m y ears 
ou trigh t th a n  give way to such  ph rases as 
those, p re tend ing  they  know a ll’abou t a  c a t
astrophe, a fte r i t  h as  happened . A nd,” says 
her ladyship , w ith  a  pensive s igh, “ you m igh t, 
perhaps (had you so chosen), have accused 
m e of flirting  a little  b it w ith th a t  stup id  T al
bo t.”

“ Well, indeed, perhaps I  m ig h t, d ea r ,”  
says Molly, innocently .

“ W hat, are you going to  play th e  tra ito r 
a fte r all th a t fla ttery  ? And, if so, w hat am  1 
to  say to you about your d isgraceful encour
agem ent of C aptain  Shadwell ?”

“  I  wonder if I  did encourage h im  ?”  says 
^igjSolly, contrite ly . “  At first, pe rhaps, uncon 

sciously, b u t la te ly  I  am  sure  I  d id n ’t. Do you 
know, Cecil, I  positively dislike h im  ? he  is so 
dark  and  silent, and  still p ers isten t. B u t w hen 
a  m an  keeps on saying he  is m iserable for 
love of you, and  th a t you are th e  cause of all 
h is  d istress, and  th a t  he would as soon be dead 
as alive, because you canno t re tu rn  h is  affec
tion , how can  one help  feeling a  little  sorry 
for him  ?”

“ I  don’t  feel in  th e  least sorry for Talbot.
I  th o u g h t h im  extrem ely  unp leasan t and  im 
p ertin en t, and  I  hope w ith  all m y h e a r t he  is 
very unhappy  to  n ig h t, because i t  will do h im  
good.”

“  Cecil, how cruel you a r e !”
“  W ell, by w hat rig h t does he go about 

m aking fierce love to m arried  women, com 
pelling  them  to lis ten  to h is  nonsense w hether 
they  like i t  or not, and getting  them  in to  
scrapes ? I  don’t  break my h eart over S ir Pen- 
tlionv , b u t I  certain ly  do no t w ish h im  to 
th in k  badly of m e.”

“  A t least,” says Molly, re lapsing  again  in to  
th e  b lues, “  you have th is  consolation ; you 
canno t lose S ir P en th o n y .”

“ T h a t m igh t also be looked on as a disad
vantage. S till, I  suppose th e re  is som e benefit 
to  be gained from  m y position ,” says Cecil, 
m editatively . “  My love (if indeed he  is m y 
lover) canno t play th e  false kn igh t w ith  m e ;
I  defy h im  to  love—and  to  ride  away. T here  
are no breakers ahead for m e. H e is m ine 
irrevocably,- no  m a tte r how horrib ly  he  m ay 
desire to escape. B u t you n eed  n o t envy m e ; 
i t  is sweeter to be as you a re —to  know h im  
yours w ithout th e  shadow of a tie . H e  is no t 
lost to  you.”

“  Effectually. W h a t 1 do you th in k  I  would 
subm it to be again  engaged to  a m an  who 
could fling m e off for a ch im era, a  m ere  trick  
of th e  im agination  ? If  he  w ere to beg my 
pardon on h is  knees—if he  were to  acknow 
ledge every word he  said to m e a  lie—I  would 
no t look a t him  again .”

“ I  always said your pride would be your 
b an e ,” says Cecil, reprovingly. “  Now, ju s t 
th in k  how far happier you would be if you 
were friends w ith  h im  again, and  th in k  of 
n o th in g  else. W h at is  pride in  com parison 
w ith com fort ?”

“  H ave you forgiven S ir P en th o n y  ?”
“  Freely. B u t he won’t  forgive m e ?”
“  H ave you forgiven h im  th e  first great 

crim e of a ll—h is  indifference tow ards h is  
bride  ?”

“  N —o,” confesses her ladyship , sm iling  ; 
K n o t y e t.”

A li! th en  do n ’t  b lam e m e. I  could have 
killed myself w hen I cried,” says Molly, re fe r
r in g  again  to  the  p ast, w ith a  little  angry  
s h iv e r ; “  b u t I  fe lt so so rry  for m y poor, 
p re tty , innocent ring . And he  looked so 
handsom e, so determ ined, w hen he flung it 
in  th e  fire, w ith  h is  eyes qu ite  dark  and  h is  
figure draw n up ; and—an d —I  could no t help 
w ondering ,” says Molly, w ith a little  trem ble  
in  h e r  tone, “  who n ex t would love h im —and 
who—h e —would love.11

“  I  never th o u g h t you were so fond of h im , 
d earest,”  says Cecil, laying h e r h and  softly on 
h e r friend’s.

“  N or I —u n til I  lost h im ,” m u rm u rs  poor 
M olly, w ith a  vain  a tte m p t a t  com posure. Two 
tea rs  fall heavily  in to  h e r  lap  ; a  sob escapes 
her.

“ Now you are  going to  cry again ,” in te r
poses Cecil, w ith h a sty  b u t k indly w arning. 
“  D on’t. H e  is n o t going to fa ll in  love with 
any one so long as you are  single, tak e  m y 
word for it. N onsense, m y dear ; cheer you r
self w ith th e  certa in ty  th a t  h e  is a t th is  very 
m om ent eating h is  h e a r t out, because he knows 
be tte r th a n  I  do th a t th ough  th e re  m ay be 
m any  women there  is only one Molly B aw n in  
th e  w orld.”

T h is reflection, a lthough  consolatory, has 
n o t the  desired effect. In s tead  of d ry ing  her 
eyes and  declaring herself g lad  th a t  L u ttre ll 
is  unhappy, Molly grows m ore an d  m ore a f
flicted every m om ent.

“ My dear g irl,”  exclaim s L ady  Stafford, as 
a  la s t resource, “  do p i ay  th in k  of you r com
plexion. I  have fin ished  crying ; I  shall give 
way to crying no  m ore, because I  w ish to  look 
m y best to-m orrow , to  le t h im  see w hat a 
charm ing person he  has chosen to quarrel 
w ith . And m y tears  are no t so destructive as 
yours, because m in e  arise from  vexation, 
yours from  feeling .”

“  I  hard ly  know ,” says Molly, w ith an a t 
tem pt a t nonchalance she is fa r from  feeling, 
“ I  really  th in k  I  cried m ore for m y diam ond 
th a n  fo r—m y lover. However, I  shall take 
your advice ; I  shall th in k  no  m ore about it. 
To-m orrow ” —rising  and  ru n n in g  to th e  glass, 
and  push ing  back h e r d isordered h a ir  from  
h e r  face, th a t  is lovely in  spite of m arring  
te a rs —“ to morrow I  shall be gayer, b righ ter 
th a n  he  h a s  ever yet seen m e. W hat ! shall 
I  le t him  th in k  I  f re t because of h im  ? H e 

'taw  m e once in  tears ; he shall no t see m e so 
again .”

“  W hat a  p ity  i t  is  grief should  be so u n b e 
com ing !’’ says Cecil, laughing. “  I  always 
th in k  w hat a guy Niobo m ust h ave been if she 
■was indeed all te a rs .”

“  T he w orst th ing  abou t crying, I  th in k ,” 
says Molly, “ is th e  fa ta l desire one feels to 
blow one’s n o se ; th a t  is th e  ho rrid  p a rt of it. 
I  knew I  was looking odious a ll th e  tim e I  was 
weeping over m y ring , and th a t  added to m y 
discom fort. B}7 th e  bye, Cecil, w hat were you 
doing a t th e  table  w ith a  pencil ju s t be?ore we 
broke u~ to -n igh t ? S ir  Pen thony  was s taring  
a t you fixedly all th rough  ; wondering, I  am  
sure, a t  your occupation, as, to  te ll th e  tru th , 
was I . ”

“ N oth ing  very rem arkab le . I  was ind iting  
a  sonnet to  your eyebrow, o r ra th e r  to  your 
lids, they  were so delicately tin ted , and  were 
bo m uch in  un ison  w ith th e  extrem e dejection
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of your en tire  bearing. I  confess, u nk ind  as it 
m ay  sound, th ey  moved m e to  lau g h te r 1 A h ! 
th a t rem inds m e ,” says Cecil, h e r expression 
changing to one of com ical te rro r , as  she s ta r ts  
to  h e r feet, “ P lan tagenet cam e up a t th e  m o
m en t, an d  le st he  shou ld  see m y com position 
I  h id  i t  w ith in  th e  leaves of th e  blotting-book. 
T here  i t  is  still, no  doubt. W h at shall I  do if 
any  one finds i t  in  th e  m orn ing  ? I  shall be 
read  ou t of m eeting , as I  have an  ind istinc t 
idea th a t  w ith a view of m aking you laugh, I 
ra th e r  caricatured  everyone in  th e  room  m ore 
o r less .”

“  Shall I  ru n  down for i t  ?” says Molly. “ I  
won’t  be a  m om ent, an d  you are qu ite  u n 
dressed. In  th e  b lo tting-book, you said ? I  
s h a n ’t  be any tim e .”

“ U nless th e  ghosts de ta in  you.”
“  Or, w hat would be m uch  worse, any  of 

our friends.”

C H A P T E R  XXVI.

“  A  s i n g l e  s t r e a m  o f  a l l  h e r  b r o w n  h a i r  
P o u r e d  o n  o n e  s i d e* * * * *

H a l f  l i g h t ,  h a l f  s h a d e  
S h e  s t o o d ,  a  s i g h t  t o  m a k o  a n  o l d  m a n  y o u n g . '

—Ga r d e n e r ’s Da u g h t e r . 

T h ru stin g  h e r  little  bare  feet in to  h e r 
slippers, she takes u p  a  candle and  walks 
softly down th e  s ta irs , p ast th e  sm oking and  
billiard-room s, in to  th e  draw ing-room , where 
th e  paper h a s  been left.

All the  lam ps have been extinguished, leav 
ing  th e  ap artm en t, w hich is im m ense, steeped 
in  darkness. Com ing in to  i t  from  th e  b ril
lian tly -ligh ted  hall outside, w ith  only a  candle 
in  h e r hand , th e  gloom seem s even greater, 
and  overcomes hor sight to such a  degree 
th a t  she h a s  traversed  a t least one-half its  
len g th  before she discovers she is n o t its  only 
occupant.

Seated before a  w riting-table, w ith h is  han d , 
indeed, upon  th e  very blotting-book she seeks, 
and  w ith only an o th e r candle s im ilar to  hers 
to  lend  him  ligh t, s its  L u ttre ll.

As h e r  eyes m eet h is  she s ta r ts , colors vio
len tly , and  is  for th e  m om en t u tte rly  
abashed.

Invo lun tarily  she g lances down a t th e  soft 
b lue dressing-gown she w ears, over w hich h e r 
h a ir— brushed and  arranged for th e  n ig h t— 
falls in  soft, rippling , gold-brown m asses, and  
from  thence to  the  little  naked feet th a t  peep 
o u t sham elessly  from  the ir blue slippers.

T he  crim son blood rises to her face. Cov
ered w ith a pain fu l though p re tty  confusion 
she stands quite  still and  le ts her tell-tale eyes 
seek th e  g round.

L u ttre ll has risen , and  w ithout any  p a rticu 
la r  design has advanced tow ards h e r. P e r
haps th e  force of h ab it com pels h im  to do so, 
perhaps in tense  and no t a ltogether welcome 
surprise . F o r  the  fu tu re  to see h e r  is b u t to 
add one m ore pang to h is  in to lerable  regret.

“ I  was w riting to you ,” he  says, ind icating , 
w ith  a  s ligh t m ovem ent of th e  hand , th e  ch a ir 
on w hich he  has been s itting , and  th u s  b reak
ing th e  awful silence w hich th rea ten s  to  la st 
u n til nex t day, so m u te  has M olly grown. 
W ith  a delicate sense of chivalry he  endeav
o rs to appear oblivious of h e r ra th e r  scanty  
and  disconcerting -how ever becom ing -c o s 
tum e. “  B u t, as i t  is, perhaps I  m ay as well 
say to  you w hat is  on m y m ind— if you will 
perm it m e.”
• “ I  cannot forbid your speech.” Coldly.

“  I  will no t keep you long. B u t”—w ith  a 
s light, a lm ost im perceptible glance a t  h e r 
dressing-gown— “ perhaps you are in  a 
h u rry  ?”

“ I  am —ra th e r .” A t th is  ju n c tu re , had  
they  been friends, Molly would undoubtedly  
have laughed. As i t  is, she  is profoundly se
rious. “  Still, if i t  is any th in g  im p o rtan t, I  
will h ear you.”

“ C an I  do any th ing  for y o u ?” asks he, 
hesita ting , evidently  fearing to approach th e  
desired subject.

“  N othing, th a n k  you. I  cam e only for a 
paper—left in  th e  blotting-book. If  you 
w ish to speak, do so quickly, as I  m u s t go.” 
T hen , as  he  s till hesita tes , “  why do you 
pause ?”

“  Because I  fear incu rring  your d isp leasure  
once again ; and  surely th e  passages between 
us have been bad enough already .”

“  Do n o t fear.” Coldly. “ I t  is  no  longer in  
your power to  w ound m e.”

“ T rue. I  should no t have allowed th a t  fact 
to  escape m e. Yet h e a r m e. I t  is  m y love 
urges m e o n .”

“  Y our—love 1”  W ith  slow and  scornful 
disbelief.

“ Yes—m ine. In  spite of a ll th a t  has 
come and  gone, you know m e well enough to 
u n d e rs tan d  how dear you s till are to m e. No, 
you need n o t say a word ; I  can see by your 
face th a t you will never pardon . T here  is no 
gi ea te r curse th a n  to love a wom an who gives 
one b u t bare  tolerance in  re tu rn .”

“  W hy did you no t th in k  of all th is  while 
th e re  was yet tim e ?”

“  One d rifts—u n til i t  is too la te  to seek for 
rem edies. My heaviest m isfo rtune  lies in  
th e  fact th a t  I  canno t root you from  m y 
h e a r t.”

“  A te rrib le  m isfo rtune, no  d oub t”—w ith  a 
little  angry  flash from  h e r azu re  eyes—“  b u t 
one th a t  tim e will cu re .”

“ W ill i t  ?” W istfu lly . “ Shall I  indeed 
learn  to forget you, M olly—to  look back upon 
m y brief bu t happy  p ast as an  idle dream  ? 
hard ly  hope so m u ch .”

“  And would you w aste all" youi* h e s t days,” 
asked she, in  tones th a t  trem ble  ever so little , 
“  in  th in k in g  of mo ? R em em ber a ll you said 
— all you m e an t—how than k fu l you were to 
find m e ou t in  tim e .”

“  A nd will you condem n forever because of 
a  few words spoken in  a m om ent of despair 
and  terrib le  d isappointm ent ?” p leads he. 
acknowledge m y fau lt. I  w as w rong ; I  was 
too hasty . I  behaved like a  b ru te , if you 
will ; bu t th en  I  believed I  h ad  grounds for 
fear. W hen once I  saw your face, heard  your 
voice, looked in to  your eyes, I  knew how false 
m y accusations were ; b u t i t  was th e n  too 
la te .”

“  Too la te , indeed .”
“ How calm ly you can say i t !”  w ith  ex

quisite  reproach. “ H ave five m inu tes  blotted 
out f ivem onths ? D id you know all th e  angu ish  
I  endured  on seeing you w ith— Shadwell- 
th in k  you m igh t forgive.”

“  I  m igh t. B u t I  could n o t forget. W ould 
I  again consent to be a t  th e  m ercy of one who, 
w ithou t a question, p ronounced m e gu ilty  ? A 
thousand  tim es n o !”

“ Say at. once you are glad to be r id  of me,' 
b reaks in  he, b itte rly , s tu n g  by h e r  pe rs isten t 
coldness.

“  Y ou are  forgetting  your orig inal pu rpose ,” 
sho says, a fte r a  slight pause, declining to n o 
tice  h is  la s t rem ark . “  W as th e re  n o t som e
th in g  you w ished to say to  m e ?”

“ Y es.” R ousing h im self w ith  an  im p a tien t 
sigh. “  Molly” —blanching  a  little , and  try 
ing  to  read  h e r  face, w ith  a ll h is  h e a rt 
h is  eyes— “ are you going to  m a rry  Shad- 
well ?”

Molly colors rich ly  (a ra re  th in g  w ith  her), 
grows pale again, clasps an d  unclasps her 
slender fingers nervously, before she m akes 
reply. A prom pting  tow ards m ischief grows 
w ith in  h e r. toge the r w ith a  sense of anger th a t 
he  should dare  p u t such a  question  to her 
under existing  circum stances.

“  I  canno t see by  w hat rig h t you p u t to  m e 
such a  question—now ,” she says, a t length, 
haughtily . “ M y affairs can no longer con
cern you.” W ith  an  offended gleam  a t h im  
from under h e r long lashes.

“ B ut they  do ,” cries he, hotly , m addened 
by h e r b lush , w hich he has a ttrib u ted  jea l
ously to a w rong cause. “ How  can I  see you 
throw ing yourself away upon a roue— a 
blackleg—w ithout u tte rin g  a  word of warn-? 
ing  ?”

“ A roue—a blackleg? T hose a re  strong 
te rm s. W h at h a s  C ap tain  Shadw ell done to 
deserve th em  ? A blackleg ? How ?”

P erhaps I  go too fa r w hen I  say th a t ,” 
says L u ttre ll, w ishing w ith all h is  h ea rt he 
knew  som ething  vile of Shadw ell; “  b u t he I 
h as gone as n ear i t  as  any  m an  well can. W ill 
you sacrifice your en tire  life w ithou t consider
ing  well tho  consequences ?”

H o is a  gentlem an, a t all even ts,” says 
M iss M assereene, slowly, cuttingly . “  H e 
never backbites h is  friends. H e  is courteous 
in  h is  m a n n e r ; a n d —lie knows how to  keep 
— his tem per. I  do n o t believe any  of your 
in s in u a tio n s.”

You defend h im  ?” cries L u ttre ll, vehe
m ently . “  Does th a t  m ean  th a t  you already 
love h im  ? I t  is im possible ! In  a  few short 
weeks to forget all th e  vows we in terchanged , 
all the  good days we spen t a t Brooklyn, be
fore ever we cam e to  th is  accursed place 1 
T here  a t least you liked m e well enough—you 
were willing to tru s t  to  m e y ou r life’s happ i
ness ; here  ! A nd now you a lm ost te ll me
ou love th is  m an, who is u tte rly  unw orthy  
f you. Speak. Say it is  n o t so.”

“  I  shall te ll you no th ing . You have no 
rig h t to ask me. W h at is th e re  to p revent my 
m arry ing  whom 1 choose ? H ave you so soon 
forgotten  th a t la st n ig h t you —jilted  m e ?” She 
speaks bitterly , and tu rn s  from  h im  w ith an 
unlovely laugh.

“  M olly,’’ cries th e  young m an , in  low tones, 
full of passion, catching  h e r  han d , all th e  vio
len t em otion he  h a s  been so painfu lly  s triv 
ing  to  suppress since h e r en trance breaking 
loose now, “  lis ten  to m e for one m om ent. Do 
n o t kill m e. My whole h ea rt is bound up  in  
you. You are  too young to  be so cruel. Dari- 
ing, I  was m ad w hen I  deem ed I  could live 
w ithou t you. I  have been m ad  over sinco th a t 
fa ta l h o u r la s t n ig h t. W ill you forgive m e ? 
W ill you ?”

“  L e t m y h and  go, Mr. L u ttre ll,” says the  
girl, w ith a  quick, dry sob. Is  i t  anger, or 
grief, or pride ? “ You had  m e once, and  you 
would n o t keep m e. You shall never again 
have th e  chance of throw ing m e over ; be a s 
sured  of th a t .”

She draw s h e r fingers from- h is  bu rn ing  
clasp, and  once m ore tu rn s  away, w ith her 
eyes- b en t carefully upon  th e  carpet, lest he 
shall notice th e  tears  th a t  th re a te n  to  over
flow them . She walks resolutely b u t slowly 
past w here he  is stand ing , with folded arm s, 
leaning  against the  wall, tow ards the door.

J u s t  as her fingers close on ihe  hand le  she 
becom es awr.ro of footsteps on th e  outside 
com ing leitsur i\ tow ards her.

In s tin c tiv e^  she sh rinks backward, casts a 
hasty , horrified glance a t h e r dressing-gown, 
her bare feet, h e r loosened h a i r ; th e n , w ith a 
m ovem ent full of confidence m ingled w ith 
fear, sho h asten s  back to  L u ttre ll (who toa 
h as  heard  th e  disconcerting sound), and  
glances up  a t h im  appealingly.

T here  is som ebody com ing,” she b reathes, 
in  a  terrified w hisper.

T he footsteps come n earer—n earer s t i l l ; 
they  reach  th e  very threshold , and th e n  pause. 
W ill th e ir  ow ner come in  ?

In  tlie  fear and  agony and  doubt of th e  
m om ent, M olly lays h e r two w hite hands 
upon h e r  bosom and  stands lis ten ing  in te n t
ly, w ith  wide-open gleam ing eyes, too fr ig h t
ened to move o r m ake any  a ttem p t a t con
cealm ent ; while L u ttre ll, a lthough  alarm ed 
for her, canno t w ithdraw  h is  gaze from  h e r 
lovely face.

Som ebody’s h an d  steals along th e  door as 
though  searching for th e  hand le . W ith  re 
newed hope L u ttre ll in s tan tly  blows out bo th  
th e  candles near h im , reducing  th e  room  to 
u tte r  darkness, and  draw s Molly beh ind  th e  
v/indow-curtains.

T here  is a  brea th less pause. T he  door 
opens slowly—slowly. W ith  a  gasp th a t  can 
alm ost be heard , Molly p u ts  ou t one h an d  in  
th e  dark n ess  and  lays i t  heavily upon  L u t- 
tre ll’s arm . H is fingers close over it.

“  H u sh  1 n o t a w ord,” w hispers he.
“  Oh, I  am  so frigh tened  !’* re tu rn s  she.
H is h ea rt begun to  beat m adly. To feel her 

so close to  h im , a lthough  only th ro u g h  u n 
wished for accident, is dangerously  sweet. 
By a  suprem e effort he  keeps h im self from  
tak ing  h e r in  h is  arm s and  giving h e r  one 
la s t em brace ; b u t honor, th e  ho u r, th e  s itu a 
tion , all alike forbid. So he  only  tigh tens  his 
clasp upon h e r h an d  and  sm others a  sigh be 
tw een h is  lips.

W hoever th e  in tru d er m ay be, he , she, o r i t  
w iihout lig h t;  no tru th -com pelling  ray  i l

lum ines th e  g lo o m ; and  presen tly , a fte r a 
slight h esita tion , th e  door is closed again, 
and  th e  footsteps go lightly , cautiously away 
th ro u g h  th e  hall, leaving th em  once m ore 
alone in  th e  long, dark , ghostly  draw ing
room.

Molly draw s h e r  h and  hurried ly  away, and  
m oving quietly  from  L u ttre ll’s side, b reathes 
a  sigh, half relief, h a lf em b a rra ssm e n t; while 
he, groping h is  way to th e  w riting-table, finds 

m atch , and , s trik ing  it, throw s ligh t upon 
the  scene again .

A t the  sam e m om ent Molly em erges from  
th e  cu rta in s , w ith a  heightened color, and  
eyes, sweet b u t sham ed, th a t  positively refuse 
to  m eet his.

I  suppose I  can tru s t  you—to —say n o th 
ing of all th is  ?” she m urm urs, unsteadily .

“ I  suppose you can .” H aughtily .
H is  h e a r t is s till th robbing passionately  ; a l

m ost, he  fears, each separate  beat can be 
h eard  in  th e  oppressive stillness.

“ G ood-night,” says Molly, slowly.
“ G ood-night.”
Shyly, and  s till w ithou t m eeting  h is  gaze, 

she holds out h e r hand . H e takes it ,  softly, 
reverently , and, em boldened by th e  gentleness 
of h e r  expression, says, im pulsively  :

“  Answer m e a la st question , darling—a n 
swer m e. A re you going to m arry  P h ilip  ?” 

Aud she answ ers, also im pu lsive ly :
“  No.”
H is face changes ; hope once m ore shines 

w ith in  h is  blue eyes. Invo lun tarily  he draws 
up h is  ta ll, s ligh t figure to its  fu ll he igh t, w ith 
a  glad gestu re  th a t  bespeaks re tu rn in g  confi
dence ; th e n  he  glances longingly first a t Mol
ly’s dow ncast face, th e n  a t th e  sm all h a n d  th a t 
lies trem bling  in  h is  own.

“ M ay I ? ” he  asks, and , receiving no  denial, 
stoops and kisses i t  warm ly once, twice, thrice, 
w ith ferven t devotion.

“  My dear, how  long you have been 1”  says 
Cecil, w hen a t leng th  Molly re tu rn s  to her 
room . “  I  th o u g h t you were never coming. 
W here have you been ?”

“  In  th e  draw ing-room  ; and  oh, C ec il! he 
was there . And he would keep m e, asking 
m e question  after question .”

“  I  dare say ,” says Cecil, looking h e r  over. 
“ T h a t b lue negligee is trem endously  becom 
ing. No doubt he h a s  s till a  good m any  m ore 
questions he  would like to p u t to  you. And 
you call yourself a nice, decorous, w ell-behaved
____ j)

“  D on’t  be silly. You have yet to  hear th e  
decorous and  th rilling  p a rt of m y tale. J u s t  
as  we were in  th e  m iddle of a m ost an im ated  
discussion, w hat do you th in k  happened ? 
Som ebody actually  cam e to  th e  door an d  tried  
to  open it. In  an  in s ta n t Tedcastle blew out 
bo th  our candles and  drew me behind  th e  cu r
ta in s .”

“  C uriouser and  curiouser,” said Cecil. “ I  
begin to th in k  I ’m in  W onderland. Go on. 
T he  plot th ickens ; the  im propriety  deepens. 
I t  grows m ore in te res ting  a t every w ord.”

“ T he somebody, whoever i t  was, opened 
th e  door, looked in —fortunately  w ithout a 
ligh t, and  we m ig h t have been discovered— 
and^ ”

“  You fainted, of course?”  says Cecil, who 
is consum ed w ith laugh ter.

“  No, indeed ,”  answ ers Molly ; “ I  n e ither 
fa in ted  nor scream ed.”

“  T u t ! nonsense. I  th in k  no th ing  o ' you. 
Such a golden opportun ity  throw n away 1 In  
your place I  should have been senseless i n  
ha lf a  miUute in  T edcaetle’s a rm s .”

“  fo rg iv e  m y s tup id ity . I  only  tu rn ed  and 
caugh t hold of Teddy’s a rm , and  held h im  as 
though  I  never m ean t to  le t h im  go,

th e  t ru th  know n. Molly, you are wiser th an  
I  am . W h at is a  pa ltry  fa in ting  fit to  the  
touch of a  soft, w arm  h and  ? Go o n .”

“  W ell, th e  invader, w hen he had  gazed 
in to  space, w ithdrew  again, leaving u s  to  our 
own devices. Cecil, if we had  been discov
ered ! I  in  m y dressing-gown ! N ot a ll the  
w aters of th e  A tlan tic  would have saved m e 
from  censure . I  never was so terrified . W ho 
could i t  have been ?”

“ *0h! ’twas I, l o v e ;
W a n d e r i n g  b y ,  l o v e . ’ ”

declares Cecil, going off in to  a  perfect peal of 
lau g h te r. “ N ever, never have I  been so en 
te rta ined  1 A nd so I  frightened you ? W ell, 
be com forted. I  was terrified  in  m y tu rn  by 
your long absence ; so m uch  80 th a t, w ithout 
a  candle, I  crept dow n-stairs, stole along th e  
h a ll, and  looked in to  the  drawing-room . See
in g  no one, I  re trea ted , and  gained m y own 
room  as fast as I  could. Oh, how sorry I  am 
I  did no t know ! C onsider your feelings had  I 
stolen quietly  tow ards your hiding-place step 
by s te p ! A splendid  situ a tio n  absolutely 
throw n away.”

“  You and  Mr. P o tts  ought to  „be b ro th e r 
an d  siste r, you bo th  revel so in  th e  bare idea 
of m isch ief,” says Molly, laugh ing  too.

And th e n  Cecil, declaring  i t  is  all hours, 
tu rn s  h e r out of h e r room , and  p resently  
sleep falls and  settles upon  H e rs t and  all its  
inm ates.

C H A P T E R  X XVII.

“  D e a t h  i s  h e r e ,  a n d  d e a t h  i s  t h e r e  ;
D e a t h  i s  b u s y  e v e r y w h e r e ;
A l l  a r o u n d ,  w i t h i n ,  b e n e a t h ,
A b o v e  i s  d e a t h — a n d  w e  a r e  d e a t h .* * * * *

F r e s h  s p r i n g ,  a n d  s u m m e r ,  a n d  w i n t e r  h o a r ,  
M o v e  m y  f a i n t  h e a r t  w i t h  g r i e f  b u t  w i t h  d e 

l i g h t
N o  m o r e ,  O  n o v e r  m o r e . ” — S h e l l e y .

I t  is ju s t two o’clock, and  Sunday. They 
have all been to  church . T hey have s tru g 
gled m anfu lly  th rough  th e ir  prayers. T hey 
have chan ted  a  depressing  psalm  or two to 
th e  m ost tune less of ancien t d itties. T hey 
have even sat ou t a n  incom prehensib le ser
m on  w ith  polite  gravity  and  m any a weary 
yawn.

T he  day is dull. So is  the  rector. So is 
th e  cu ra te—u n u tte rab ly  so.

Service over, they  file out again in to  the  
open a ir in  solem n silence, though  a t h e a rt 
glad as children  who break  school, and  waud 
th e ir  way back to  H e rs t th ro u g h  th e  d ism an
tled  wood.

T he  trees are nearly  n ak ed ; a  short, sad, 
consum ptive w ind is soughing th rough  them . 
T he  g rass—w hat rem ains of i t—is brow n, of 
an  unp leasan t hue . No flowers sm ile up  a t 
them  as they  pass quietly  along. T he sky is 
leaden. T here  is a  general a ir of despondency 
over everyth ing. I t  is a day laid aside for d is
m al re flec tio n ; a day on which ha tefu l “  m igh t 
have beens” crop up, for “ m elancholy has 
m arked i t  for its  own.”

Y et ju s t as they  come to  a  tu rn  in  th e  park  
two m agpies (harb ingers of good w hen 
coupled ; m essengers of evil w hen apart) fly 
p ast th em  directly  across th e ir  p a th .

“  Two for joy ,” cries Molly, gravely, glad 
of any  in te rrup tion  to h e r  depressing 
though ts .

“  I  saw th em  first. T h e  luck is  m ine .”
“  I  th in k  I  saw th em  firs t,” says S ir P en 

thony , w ith no object beyond a  laudable de
sire to  prom ote a rgum ent.

“  Now, how could you ?” says Molly. “  I  
am  qu ite  tw en ty  yards ahead of you, and  m u s t 
have seen th em  come round  th is  corner first. 
Now, w hat shall I  get, I  wonder ? Som ething 
w orth getting , I  do hope .”

“ B lessed a re  they  th a t  expect n o th ing , for 
they  sh a ll n o t be d isap p o in ted ’'' ' |» y s  -Mr. 
P o tts , m oodily, who is  as gloomy as th e  day. 
“  I  expect no th ing .”

“  You are j.ealous,” re to rts  Molly. “  Sour 
grapes.” M aking a  sm all moue a t h im . “  B ut 
you have no claim  upon th is  luck ; i t  is  all m y 
own. L e t nobody for a  m om ent look upon 
as h is  or he rs .”

“  You aro welcome to  i t ; I  don’t  envy you ,” 
says Cecil, little  th in k in g  how poetic a re  h e r 
words.

They continue th e ir  walk and  th e ir  in te r 
rup ted  th o u g h ts—th e  la tte r  leading them  in  
all sorts of con tra ry  d irec tions—some to  love, 
som e to  h a te , som e to cold gam e-pie and  dry 
cham pagne.

As they e n te r  th e  h a ll a t  H erst one of th e  
footm en steps fe r ward and  hands Molly an  
ugly  yellow envelope.

“ W hy, here  is m y luck, p e rh a p s!”  cries 
she, gayly. “  How soon i t  h a s  co m e! Now, 
w hat can be in  i t  ? L e t u s all guess.”

She is su rp rised , and  h e r cheeks have 
flushed a  littlo . H e r face is full of laughter. 
H er sweet eyes w ander from  one to  ano ther, 
asking them  to jo in  in  her am usem ent. No 
though t, no fa in tes t suspicion of the  awful 
t ru th  occurs to he r, although  only a  th in  pieoe 
of paper conceals i t  from  h e r view.

“  A large fo rtune, pe rhaps,” says S ir P en 
thony  ; while th e  o thers close round her, 
laugh ing  too. Only L u ttre ll s tan d s  apart, 
calm ly indifferent.

“  Or a  proposal. T h a t would ju s t su it th e  
rapid  tim es in  w hich we live .”

“  I  th in k  I  would a t once accept a  m an  who 
proposed to mo by te legraph ,” says Molly, w ith 
p re tty  affectation. “  I t  would show such fla t
te rin g  h a ste— such a  desire for a k ind  reply. 
R em em ber”—w ith h e r  finger under th e  lap of 
th e  envelope—“ if  th e  la st surm ise  proves cor
rect, I  have a lm ost said yes.”

She breaks open th e  paper, and , sm iling  
still, da in tily  unfolds th e  enclosure.

W hat a  few w o rd s! two or th ree  strokes of 
th e  pen . Y et w hat a  change they  m ake in 
th e  beautifu l, debonnaire countenance I B lack 
as ink  they  stand  out benea th  h e r stricken 
eyes. Oh, cruel h an d  th a t  penned them  so 
a b ru p tly !

“ Come hom e a t  once. Make no  delay. 
Your b ro th e r is dead.”

G ray as death  grows h e r face ; h e r body 
tu rn s  to  stone. So altered  is she in  th is  brief 
space, th a t  w hen she ra ises h e r head  some 
sh rin k  away from  h er, and  some cry out.

“  Oh, Molly ! w hat is i t  ?” asks  L ady S taf
ford, panicstricken, seizing h e r by th e  arm  ; 
while L u ttre ll, scarcely less white th a n  the  
g irl herself, comes unconsciously forward.

M olly’s arm s fall to  h e r side ; th e  telegram  
flu tters  to  th e  floor.

“  My b ro th e r is dead ,” she says, in  a  slow, 
unm eaning  tone.

“  H e is dead ,” she  says, again, in  a  ra th e r 
h igher, sh rille r voice, receiving no  response 
from  th e  awed group th a t  su rround  her. 
T h e ir silence evidently puzzles he r. H er 
large eyes w ander helplessly over a ll th e ir  
faces, u n til a t len g th  they  fall on L u ttre ll’s. 
H ere they  res t, know ing she has found one 
th a t  loves her.

“  T eddy—Teddy 1” she cries, in  an  agonized 
tone  of d e so la tio n ; th e n , throw ing up  her 
arm s wildly tow ards heaven, as though  im 
ploring p ity , she falls forward senseless in to  
h is  ou ts tre tched  arm s.

All th rough  th e  n ig h t Cecil Stafford stays 
w ith jher, soothing and  caressing h e r as best 
she can. B u t all h e r soothing and  caressing 
falls on b a rren  soil.

U p and  down th e  room  th roughout the  
weary hou rs  walks Molly, praying, longing for 
th e  d a y lig h t; asking im patien tly  every now 
and  th e n  if i t  “  will never com e.” Surely on 
ea rth  th e re  is no greater cross to  bear th a n  
th e  passive one of w aiting w hen d istress  and  
lave call loudly for assistance.

H e r eyes are d ry  and  tearless, h e r whole 
body bu rns  like fire w ith  a  dull a nd  throbbing 
hea t. She is com posed but restless.

“  W ill i t  soon be .day?” she asks Cecil a l
m ost every half-hour, w ith a fiercfe im patjence 
— hej: en tire  bein'jf fi$li,fof 'b u t one idea, w hich  
i s  to  reach  h e r ho ihe as seon as possible. And

xxv,,^ _______ a g a in : “  I f  I  had  n o t fain ted  I  m igh t have
P erhaps th a t  was y ou r secret w ish, w e re ' ^ een there  now. W hy did I  m iss th a t  tra in  ?

W hy did  you le t m e fa in t ?”
In  vain  Cecil strives to  co m fo rt; no th o u g h t 

comes to h e r  b u t a m ad  craving fo r th e  busy  
day.

A t la st i t  comes, slowly, sweetly. T he gray 
dawn deepens in to  rose, th e  sun flings abroad 
its  young and  chilly  beam s upon, th e  earth . 
I t  is th e  opening of a  glorious m orn . How 
often have we noticed in  our hours of direct 
grief how it  is  th en  N ature  chooses to  deck 
herself in  all h e r fa irest and best, as though  
to mock us w ith th e  very gayety and  splendor 
of h e r charm s I 

A t ha lf-past seven an  early  tra in  is  s ta r t
ing. Long before th a t  tim e she is dressed, 
w ith h e r h a t and  jacket on, fearfu l le st by 
any  delay she  should  m iss i t ; ^and w hen at 
leng th  th e  carriage is brought* round  to  the  
door she ru n s  swiftly down th e  s ta irs  to  m eet 
it.

I n  th e  h a ll below, aw aiting  h e r, stands L u t
trell, ready to  accom pany lier.

‘ Are you going too ?” Cecil asks, in  a w his
per, only ha lf surprised.

‘ Yes, of course. I  will take h e r  m yself to 
B rooklyn.”

‘ I  m ig h t have know n you would,” Cecil 
says, kindly , and  th en  she kisses Molly, who 
h ard ly  re tu rn s  th e  caress, and  pu ts  h e r in to  
th e  carriage, and , pressing  L u ttre ll’s h and  
w arm ly, w atches th em  u n til they  are driven 
ou t of h e r sight.

D uring  a ll th e  long drive n o t one word does 
Molly u tte r. N either does L u ttre ll, whose 
h e a r t is bleeding for her. She takes no  notice 
of h im , expresses no  surprise  a t h is  being 
w ith her.

A t th e  station  he takes h e r ticket, th rough  
bribery obtains an  em pty  carriage, and , plac
ing  a  rug  round  h e r, seats h im self a t  th e  
fa rth e s t end  of th e  com partm ent from  h e r— 
so little  does he  seek to  in trude  upon  h e r grief. 
A nd ye t she takes no heed of h im . H e m igh t, 
indeed, be absen t, o r th e  veriest s tranger, so 
little  does h is  presence seem to affect her. 
L ean ing  ra th e r  forward, w ith h e r hands  
clasped upon h e r knees, she  scarcely s tirs  or 
ra ises h e r  head  th roughou t th e  journey, except 
to  go from  carriage to  tra in , from  tra in  back 
again  to  carriage.

Once, during  th e ir  short drive from  th e  s ta 
tion  to  B rooklyn, m oved by  com passion, he 
ven tu res to  address her.

‘ I  wish you could cry, m y  poor d a rlin g ,” 
h e  says, tenderly , tak in g  h e r h an d  an d  fond
ling  i t  between h is  own.

‘ T ears could n o t help  m o,” she answ ers. 
And then , as though  aroused by h is  voice, she 
says, uneasily  ; “  why are you h e re ?”

‘ B ecause I  am  h is  friend an d —yours,” he 
re tu rns , gently , m ak ing  allowance for h e r 
sm all show of irrita tion .

‘ T ru e ,” she says, and  no m ore. F ive min_ 
u tes afterw ards they  reach  Brooklyn.

T he  door s tan d s  wide open. All th e  world 
could have entered unrebuked  in to  th a t  s ilen t 
ha ll. W hat need now for bars  and  bolts ? 
W hen the  G reat T hief has entered  in  and  
sto len  from them  th e ir  best, w hat h e a r t have 
th ey  to  guard  against lesser th e fts  ?

L u ttre ll follows Molly in to  th e  house, h is  
face no  whit less w hite th a n  h e r  own. A great 
pain  is tugging  a t  h im —a p a in  th a t  is a lm ost 
an  agony. For w hat g rea te r suffering is there  
th a n  to  w atch w ith unavailing sym pathy  th e  
anguish  of those we love ?

H e touches h e r lightly  on the  a rm  to  rouse 
her, for she h a s  stood stock-still in  th e  very 
m iddle of th e  h a ll —w hether th rough  awful 
fear, or grief, o r sudden b itte r m em ory, her 
h e a rt know eth.

‘ M olly,” says h e r lover, “  le t m e go with 
yeu .”

* You s till here  ?” she says, aw aking from  
h e r though ts , w ith a  shiver. “  I  th o u g h t you 
gone. W^ay do yo.u stay  ? I  only ask  to be 
alone.”

“  I  shall go in  a few m in u te s ,” he  pleads, 
when I  have eeen you safe w ith M rs. M asse

reene. I  am  afra id  for you. Suppose you 
shou ld— suppose—you do no t even know —the 
room ,” he w inds up , desperately. “  L e t m e 
guard  you against such  a n  awful su rprise  as 
th a t .”

‘I  do ,” she answ ers, poin ting , w ith a 
shudder, to one room  fa rth e r on th a t  branches 
off th e  hall. “  I t —is th e re . Leave m e ; I  
shall be b e tte r by m yself.”

‘ I  shall see you to-m orrow  ?” he  says, diffi
dently .

‘ No ; I  shall see no one to-m orrow .”
‘ N evertheless I  shall call to  know how you 

a re ,”  he  says, p e rs isten tly , and , kissing one 
of h e r lim p little  han d s, departs.

O utside on th e  gravel he  m eets th e  old m an  
who for years has had  care of th e  garden and  
general outdoor work a t Brooklyn.

“ I t  is  a  te rrib le  th in g , s ir ,” th is  ancien t in 
dividual says, touch ing  h is  h a t  to  L u ttre ll, 
who had  been ra th e r  a favorite w ith  h im  d u r
ing  h is  s tay  la s t sum m er. H e speaks w ith 
ou t being addressed, feeling a8 though th e  
sad catastrophe th a t  h as  occurred has levelled 
som e of th e  e tique tte  existing betw een m aster 
and  m an .

“  T errib le indeed.”  A nd then , in  a  low 
tone, “  how did i t  happen  ?”

“ ’Twas ju s t th is ,” says th e  old m an , who 
is fa ith fu l, and  h a s  understood for m any  years 
m ost of Jo h n  M assereene’s affairs, having 
lived w ith  h im  from  boy to  m a n ; “  ’twas 
m oney th a t did i t .  H e had  invested  a ll he 
had, as i t  m igh t be, and  he lost it, and  the  
shock w ent to  h is  h ea rt and  killed h im . Poor 
soull poor soul 1”

“  D isease of th e  h ea rt. W ho would have 
suspected i t  ? And he  h a s  lost all. Surely 
som ething rem ains  ?”

“  Only a  few hundreds, s ir, as I  h ear— 
no th ing  to signify—for th e  poor m istress  and  
the  wee b its . I t  is  a  fearfu l th ing , sir, and  bad 
to th in k  of. And th e re ’s M iss M olly, too. I  
never could abide th em  spickilations, as 
they ’re  called.”

“  Poor Jo h n  M assereene 1” says L u ttre ll, 
tak ing  off h is  ha t. “ H e m ean t n o  h a rm  to 
any one—least of all those who were nearest 
to  h is  k ind ly  h e a r t.”

“  Ay, ay, m an  an d  boy I  knew h im . He 
was always k ind  and  tru e  was th e  m a s te r— 
w ith no two ways about h im . W hen  th e  le t
te r  cam e as to ld  h im  all was gone, and  th a t 
only beggary was afore h im , he  said noth ing , 
only w ent away to  h is  study dazed like, a n ’ 
read  it, a n ’ read  it, an d  th e n  fell down h e a r t
broken upon th e  floor. D ead he  was—stone 
d ead —afore any  of u s cam e to  h im . T he  
poor m issis i t  was as found h im  f ir s t.”

“  I t  is  too horrib le ,” says L u ttre ll, shudder
ing. H e  nods h is  head  to  th e  old m an , and  
walks away from  h im  down to th e  village in n , 
depressed and  saddened.

T h e  gardener’s news has been worse th a n  
even he  antic ipated . To be bereft of the ir 
dearest is bad enough, b u t to be th row n pen 
n iless  on th e  m ercies of the  cold and  cruel— 
nay, ra th e r  though tless— world is surely an 
aggravation of th e ir  m isery. D eath  a t all 
tim es is a  calam ity  ; b u t w hen i t  leaves the  
m ourners w ithout actual m eans of support 
how m uch  sadder a th in g  i t  is 1 To know 
one’s com forts shall rem ain  un im paired  a fter 
th e  loss of one’s beloved is—in  sp ite  of an  
in d ignan t den ial— a solace to  th e  m ost m o u rn 
ful !

C H A P T E R  X X V III.

“  A s  t h e  e a r t h  w h e n  l e a v e s  a r e  d e a d ,
A s  t h e  n i g h t  w h e n  s l e e p  i s  s p e d ,
A s  t h e  h e a r t  w h e n  j o y  i s  f l e d ,

I  a m  l e f t  a l o n e — a l o n e . — Sh e l l e y .
M eantim e, Molly, having lis tened  vaguely 

and  w ithou t in te res t, yet w ith  a curious in 
ten tn ess , to  h is  p a rtin g  footfalls, as th e  last 
one dies away draws herself up  and, w ith  a 
sigh or two, m oves instinctively  tow ards th e  
door she had  poin ted  out to L u ttre ll.

No one h as  to ld  h e r, no h in t h a s  reached 
he r ears. I t  is n o t h is  u sual bedroom , yet 
she knows th a t  w ith in  th a t  door lies all th a t

n ear, re s tin g  w ith  h e r h a n d  upon th e  lock to 
sum m on courage to  m eet w hat m u s t be be 
fore h e r. S he 'feels  fa in t—sick w ith a bodily 
sickness—for never yet has she come face to 
face w ith  death .

A t last, b ring ing  h e r  tee th  firm ly  together, 
and  closing h e r eyes, by  an  im m ense effort 
she com pels herself to  tu rn  th e  hand le  of the  
door and  en ters.

L e titia  |i s  seated  upon  th e  floor beside th e  
bed, h e r  h ead  lowered, h e r  h an d s  folded t ig h t
ly  in  h e r  lap . T here  is no  appearance of 
m ourn ing  so fa r as g a rm en ts  a re  concerned.
Of course, considering th e  sho rtness of the  
tim e, i t  would be im possible ; ye t i t  seem s 
odd, ou t of keeping, th a t  she should s till be 
w earing th a t  soft blue serge, w hich is associ
ated  w ith so m any  happy  hours.

She is n o t w eep in g ; th e re  aro no traces, 
however fa in t, of tears. H e r cheeks look a 
little  th in n e r, m ore haggard , aud  she h a s  lost 
th e  delicate g irlish  color th a t  was h e r chief 
charm  ; b u t h e r  eyes, th ough  black circles 
su rround  th em — so black as to suggest the  
appliance of a r t—have au  u n n a tu ra l b ril
liancy th a t  u tte rly  precludes th e  possibility  of 
crying.

Som e one pulled a piece of th e  b lind  to  one 
side, an d  a fitful gleam  of sun ligh t, th a t 
dances in  a heartle ss  m anner, flickers in  and 
ou t of th e  room , nay, even strays in  its  g h a s t
ly m irth  across th e  bed w here th e  poor body 
lies.

As Molly w alks, or ra th e r  drags h e r  lim bs 
a fte r h e r, in to  th e  cham ber (so deadly is  th e  
te rro r th a t  has seized upon  her), L e titia  slow
ly  ra ises h e r eyes.

She evinces no  su rp rise  a t h e r  s is te r’s 
hom e-com ing.

“  T here  is all th a t  is left you,”  she says, in 
a  hard , slow voice, th a t  m akes Molly shiver, 
tu rn in g  h e r head  in  th e  direction of th e  bed, 
and  opening  and  sh u ttin g  h e r  h an d s  w ith  a 
peculiarly  expressive, em pty  gesture. A fter
w ards she goes back to  h e r orig inal position, 
h e r face b en t downwards, h e r  body swaying 
gently  to  and  fro.

R eluctan tly , w ith  trem bling  steps and 
h idden  eyes, Molly forces h e ise lf to approach 
th e  d readed spot. F o r th e  firs t tim e she is 
abou t to  look on ou r undying foe—to  m ake 
acquain tance w ith  th e  la s t g rea t change of 
all.

A cold h a n d  has closed upon h er h e a r t ; she 
is  consum ed by an  awesome unconquerable 
sh rink ing . She feels a  difficulty in  b re a th in g ; 
a lm ost she th inks  h e r senses are abou t to  de
sert her.

As she reaches th e  side of th e  bed opposite 
to  w here L e titia  crouches, she compels h e r
self to look, and  for tho  m om en t su sta in s  a 
passionate  feeling of relief, as  th e  w hite sheet 
th a t  covers a ll alone m eets h e r gaze.

And yet no t all. A second la te r, and  a dread 
m ore awful th a n  the  first overpowers h e r ;  for 
there , b enea th  th e  fa ir, pure linen  shroud, th e  
featu res are clearly m arked, th e  form  can be 
tra c e d ; she can  assu re  herself of th e  shape of 
th e  head — the  nose—th e  h an d s  folded so qu i
etly, so obediently, in  th e ir  la st e te rna l sleep, 
upon th e  cold breast. B u t no fa in te s t b re a th 
ing stirs  them . H e is dead !

H er eyes grow to th is  fearfu l th ing . To 
steady herself she lays her h and  upon th e  
back of a  chair. N ot for all th e  world con
ta in s  would she lean  upon th a t  bed, le st by 
any chance she should  d istu rb  th e  quiet 
sleeper. T he  o ther h a n d  she p u ts  out in 
trem bling  silence to  raise a corner of th e  
sheet.

“  I  c anno t,” she  groans aloud, w ithdraw ing 
h e r  fingers shudderingly. B u t no one heeds. 
T hree  tim es she essays to th row  back th e  
covering, to  gaze upon h e r  dead, and  fails ; 
and  then  a t la s t th e  deed is accom pliehed, and 
death  in  a ll its  silen t m ajesty  lies sm iling be 
fore lieu-. ...........  . .  ___

Is  it Jo h n  ? Yes, i t  is, of course. And y e t
is i t  ? Oh, th e  changeless sw eetness of th e  
sm ile— th e  terrib lo  shad ing— th e  m oveless se 
ren ity  !

Spell-bound, heart-b roken  she gazes a t 
him  for a  m inu te , and  th e n  hastily , though  
w ith  th e  ten d erest reverence, she h ides away 
h is  face. A heavy, b u rs tin g  sigh escapes h e r ; 
she ra ises h e r head, and becom es conscious 
th a t  L e titia  is upon h e r knees, and  is s taring  
at h e r fixedly across th e  bed .

There  is about h e r an  expression th a t  is a l
m ost wild in  its  su rprise  and  horror.

You do n o t cry e ith e r,” she says, in  a 
clear, in ten se  w hisper. “ I  th o u g h t I  was th e  
only th in g  on ea rth  so u n n a tu ra l. I  have n o t 
w ept. I  have no t lo s t m y senses. I  can still 
th in k . I  have lost m y a ll—m y h u sb an d — 
Jo h n  ! and  yet I  have n o t shed  one single 
tear.. A nd you, M olly—he  loved you so dear
ly, and  I  fancied you loved h im , too— and 
s till you are as cold, as poor a  oreature as m y
self.”

There  is no  reply . Molly is regard ing  h e r 
speechlessly. In  t ru th  she is dum b from  sheer 
m isery and  th e  rem em brance of w hat she has 
ju s t seen. Are L e titia ’s words tru e  ? I s  she 
heartless  ?

T here  is a  long silence—how long n e ith e r 
of th em  ever know s—an d  th e n  som eth ing  
h appens  th a t  achieves w hat all th e  despair 
and  sorrow have failed in  doing. In  th e  
house, th rough  it, aw akening all th e  silence, 
rings a  peal of ch ild ish  laugh ter. I t  echoes ; 
i t  seem s to shake th e  very w alls of th e  death- 
cham ber.

B o th  th e  women s ta r t violently. Molly, 
raising h e r h an d s  to  h e r head , falls back 
against th e  wall n eares t to her, un u tte rab le  
ho rro r in  h e r  face. L e titia , w ith  a  qu ick , 
sh arp  cry, springs to  h e r feet, and  th en , ru n 
n ing  to Molly, flings h e r arm s a round  her.

“  Molly, M olly,”  she exclaim s, wildly, “ am  
I  going m ad ? T h a t c an n o t—it canno t be h is  
ch ild .”

T hen  they  cling to  each o ther in  silen t ag
ony, u n til a t leng th  some cruel band  around  
th e ir  h earts  gives way, and  th e  sorrow ful, 
healing , blessed tea rs  spring  fo rth .

T he  la st sad scene is o v e r; th e  cu rta in  has 
fallen . T he final separation  has taken  place. 
T heir dead has been buried  o u t of th e ir  sight.

T he  room  in  w hich h e  lay h a s  been throw n 
•p en , th e  b linds raised, th e  windows lifted. 
T hrough  th em  the  sweet, fresh  wind comes 
ru sh ing  in . T he  heartless  su n —now grown 
cold an d  w intry—h a s  sen t som e of its  rays to 
peer curiously w here so lately  th e  body lay.

T he  children  are growing m ore dem onstra 
tive ; m ore frequently , and  w ith  less fear of 
reproof, th e  sound of th e ir  m ir th  is heard  
th ro u g h o u t th e  silen t house. Only th is  very 
m orn ing  th e  boy L ovett—th e  eldest born , h is  
fa th e r’s idol—w ent w histling  th ro u g h  th e  
hall. No doubt it was in  a  m om ent of fo r
getfu lness he  d id  i t  ; no  doubt th e  poor lad 
checked h im self an  in s ta n t la te r, w ith  a  b itte r 
pang  of self-reproach ; b u t h is  m o the r 
heard  h im , an d  th e  sound sm ote h e r  to  th e  
h eart.

Mr. B uscarle t (who is a k ind  little  m an  in  
sp ite of h is  ways and  h is  m anners  and  a  few 
eccentricities of speech) a t  a word from  Molly 
comes to  B rooklyn, and , hav ing  carefully  ex 
am ined le tte rs , papers, and  affairs generally, 
tu rn s  th e ir  fears in to  unhappy  certa in ty . One 
thousand  pounds is all th a t  rem ains  to  them  
on w hich  to  live or starve,

T he ann© uncem ent of th e ir  ru in  is  hard ly  
new s to  L e titia . She h a s  been p rep ared  for 
it. T he le tte r found crushed  in h e r dead h u s 
b an d ’s h an d , a lthough  suppressing  half the  
tru th , did n o t deceive he r. E v en  a t th a t  aw
ful m om en t she qu ite  realized  h e r position. 
N ot so Molly. W ith  a ll th e  unreason ing  
t ru s t  of y ou th  she hoped against hope u n til 
i t  was no  longer possible to d o  so, try ing  to  
believe th a t  som ething  fo rg o tten  would come 1 
to lig h t, som e unrem em bered  sum , to  relieve 
th em  from absolute w ant. B u t M r. B uscarle t’s 
search  h as  proved ineffective.

Now, however, w hen hope is actually  a t an 
end, all h e r n a tu ra l self-rel iance and  bravery  
re tu rn  to h e r  ; and  in  th e  very m ou th  of des
p a ir  she m akes a way for herself, and  for

ing, doubt, and fear, she f 3rm s  a  reso lu tion , 
from  w hich she never afterw ards tu rn s ; aside  
u n til compelled to  do so by u n re s tra in ab le  
c irc u m s ta n c e s^  / y r  r  y

“ I t  is  W vfcry d i8tr6ssmg^eafle,^<mys M r. 
B uscarlet, blowing h is  nose oppressively— th e  
m ore so th a t  he feels for h e r very sincerely ; 
“ distressing  indeed ; I  don’t k n o w  one half 
so afflicting. I  really  do—n o t—-see w hat is 
to bo done.”

“  Do no t th in k  mo presum ptuous if I  say I  
d o ,” says Molly. “  I  have a p lan  already 
fo rm ed ; and  if i t  succeeds I  shall a t least be 
able to  earn  b read  for us all.”

“  My dear young lady, how ? You w ith— 
ahem  !—you m u st exouse m e if I  say—youi? 
you th  and  beauty , how do you propose to 
earn  your bread  ?”

“ I t  is  m y secret as y e t,” w ith  a  fa in t, w an 
sm ile ; “  le t m e keep i t  a  little  longer. Not 
even M rs. M assereene know s of it. Indeed, it 
is  too soon to  proclaim  m y  design. People 
m igh t scoff i t ; though  for a ll th a t  I  shall work 
i t  ou t. A nd som ething te lls riie I  shall suc
ceed.” • <

“  Yes, yes, we all th in k  we shall succeed 
w hen young,” says th e  old law yer, sadly, 
moved to  keenest com passion a t  s igh t of the  
beautifu l, earnest face before h im . “ I t i s  la te r 
on, w hen we are  fa in t and  w eary w ith  th e  
buffetings of fortfm e, th e  sad aw akening 
com es.”

“  I  shall n o t be d isheartened  by rebuffs ; I  
shall n o t fa il,” says Molly, in ten tly . “  H ow
ever cold and  ungenerous th e  world m ay  prove,
I  shall conquer i t  a t la st. V ictory shall stay  
w ith m e .”

“  W ell, well, I  would n o t discourage any 
one. T here  are none so w orthy  of p ra ise  as  
those  who seek to  work ou t th e ir  own in d e
pendence, w hether they  live o r d ie in  the  
struggle. B u t work —of th e  so rt you m ea n — 
is hard  for one so young. You have a p lan . 
W ell, so have I .  B u t have you never th o u g h t 
of your g rand fa the r ? H e  is very kindly  d is
posed tow ards y o u ; and  if h e  ”

“  I  have no tim e for b u ts  and  i f 3,” she in 
te rru p ts  h im , gently . “  M y grand fa the r m ay  
be  k ind ly  disposed tow ards m e, b u t n o t to 
wards m in e—and  th a t  counts for m uch  m ore. 
No, I  m u s t fall back upon m yself alone.
I  have qu ite  m ade up  m y m in d ,” says Molly, 
th row ing  up h e r sm all p roud head , w ith  a 
p roud  sm ile, “  and  th e  knowledge m akes m e . 
m ore courageous. I  feel so strong  to do, so 
determ ined to  vanqu ish  all obstacles, th a t  I  
know I  shall n e ith e r b reak  down n o r fa il.”

“ I  tru s t  n o t, m y dear ; I  tru s t  n o t. You 
have m y best w ishes, a t le a s t.”

“  T hank  you,” says Molly, p ressing  h is  k ind  
old hand.

C H A P T E R  XX IX .

“ I  fain would follow love, if th a t  could be.” 
—Tennyson. 

L e titia  in  h e r  widowed g arm en ts, looks p a r
ticu larly  handsom e. All th e  trapp ings and 
th e  signs of woe su it well h e r ta ll, fu ll figure, 
h e r h a ir  and placid face.

Molly look8 ta ller, s lenderer th a n  u su a l in  
h e r  m ourn ing  robes. She is  one of those who 
grow sligh t quickly u n d er affliction. H er 
rounded  cheeks have fa llen  in  and  show sad 
hollows ; h e r  eyes a re  la rg e r, darker, and  show 
b en ea th  them  grea t purple lines b o rn  of m any  
tears.

She has n o t seen L u ttre ll  since h e r  re tu rn  
hom e—although L e titia  h a s —an d  ra re ly  asks 
for h im . H er absorbing grief appears to  have 
swallowed up all o ther em otions. She has n o t 
once left th e  house. She works little , she does 
n o t read  a t a l l ; she is fa s t falling in to  a  s e t
tled m elancholy.

‘ M olly,” says L e titia , “  T edcastle  is  in  th e  
drawing-room . H e particu larly  asked to see 
you. Do n o t refuse h im  again . E v en  though  
your engagem ent, as you say, is a t a n  end, 
s till rem em ber, dearest, how kind , how  m ore 
th a n  thoughtfu l, ho h a s  been in  m any  ways
since—of la te ------ ”

H er voice breaks.
“  Yes, yes, I  will see h im ,” Molly says, 

w earily, and , ris ing , wends h e r way slowly, 
re luc tan tly , to  th e  room  w hich con ta in s her 
lover.

A t s igh t of h im  som e chords th a t  have la in  
hushed  and  forgotten  in  h e r  h e a r t for m any  
days come to  life again. H e r pu lses th rob , a l
beit languidly , h e r  color deepens ; a  som e
th in g  th a t  is alm ost gladness awakes w ith in  
bfyr. . Alas I how  h u m a n  are  we all, how 
sh o rt lived  ou r keenest reg re ts  i  
liv ing  love so n e a r h e r  she for th e  firs t tim e  
(though only for a m om ent) forgets th e  dead 
one. *

In  h e r tra iling , som bre dress, w ith h e r  sor
rowful w hite cheeks, an d  quivering  lips, she 
goes up  to  h im  and  places h e r h a n d  in  h is  ; 
w hile he, touched w ith  a  m igh ty  com passion, 
stares a t he r, m ark ing  w ith  a  lover’s careful 
eye all th e  m any  a lte ra tions  in  h e r  face. So 
m uch  havoc in  so sh o rt a  tim e I

‘ How changed you are  1 How you m ust 
have su ffe re d !”  he  says, tenderly.

‘ I  have,”  she answ ers, and  th e n  grows 
nervous, because of h e r  troub le  and  th e  flu t
te ring  of h e r h eart, and  th a t  tears  of la te  a re  
so ready to  he r, she covers h e r  face w ith  h e r  
hands, and , w ith th e  action of a  tired  and  
saddened child, tu rn fng , h ides i t  s till m ore 
effectually upon  h is  breast.

‘ I t  is all very  m iserab le ,” he says, a fte r a  
pause, occupied in  try ing  to  soothe.

‘ Ah ! is i t  n o t?  W h at troub le  can  be com
pared  w ith i t  ? To find  h im  dead, w ithout a 
word, a  p a rting  sign 1” S he sighs heavily. 
“  T he b itte res t s ting  of a ll lies in  th e  fact th a t 
b u t for m y own selfishness I  m ig h t have seen 
h im  again. H ad  I  re tu rned  hOme as I  p rom 
ised a t th e  end  of th e  m o n th  I  should  h a v a  
m e t m y b ro the r liv in g ; b u t in s tead  I  lingered 
on, en joying m yself”—w ith  a  shudder— 
“  while he  was slowly breaking h is  h e a r t over 
h is  growing difficulties. I t  m u s t all have 
happened  d u rin g  th is  la s t m on th . H e  had  
no  care on h is  m in d  w hen I  left h im  ; you 
know th a t. You rem em ber how  ligh t-hearted  
he  was, how kindly, how  good to  a ll.”

“  H e  w as, indeed, poor—poor fe llow !”
“  And some have dared  to  b lam e h im ,”  

she says, in  a pa ined  w hisper. “  You do 
n o t ?”

“  N o—n o .”
“  I  have been calcu la ting ,” she goes on , in  

a d istressed  tone, “  and  th e  very  n ig h t I  was 
dancing so frivolously a t  th a t  horrib le  ball he  
m u s t have been ly ing awake h ere  w aiting w ith  
a  sick h e a rt for th e  news th a t  was to —kill h im . 
I  shall never go to  a  ball again  ; I  shall never 
dance again ,” says Molly, w ith a  passionate  
sob, scorning, as y ou th  will, th e  power of tim e 
to cure.

“  D arling , w hy should you b lam e yourself ? 
Such tho u g h ts  a re  m orbid ,” says L u ttre ll, 
fondly caressing  th e  b rig h t h a ir  th a t  s till lies 
loosely again st h is  a rm . “ W hich of u s can 
see in to  the  fu tu re  ! A nd, if we could, do you 
th in k  i t  would add to ou r happ iness ? Shake 
off such depressing  ideas. T hey will in ju re  
n o t only your m ind  b u t your body.”

[to be  continued.]

rem ain s  to  h e r of th e  b ro ther so fondly loved. ____________      ̂ ___________
W ith  slow and  lagging steps, w ith  b en t I tl^ose whom™sho loves '  to  escaped 

head  an d  averted  ejeB, she creeps tard ily  I A fter two n ig h ts ’ w akefu l h esita tion , sh rink

. — E n g lan d  educates h e r a rtille ry  and  e n 
gineer officers a t  W oolwich, n ine  m iles east 
sou theast of L ondon , w here a  royal dock was 
established  as fa r back as th e  re ign  of H en ry  
V III ., the  Royal H a rry  having  been bu ilt 
th e re  in  1512. T h e  a rtile ry  headquarters  
were n o t estab lished  u n til  th e  close of th e  la s t 
cen tu ry , th e  royal A rsenal having been placed 
th e re  som e years beforo. T he cost for 
a c iv ilian’s son a t W oolwich is a l
toge ther abou t $ 1,000 a year, for th e  son of 
an  officer m uch  less, and  for th e  son of one 
killed in  action th e  charge is little  m ore 
th a n  nom inal. Cavalry a iid  in fan try  officers 
of th e  line  receive th e ir  ebucation  a t Sand
h u rs t, whioh stands on a  h e a th  in  Surrey, 
abou t 20 m iles from  L ondon .

— T he B ritish  revenue re tu rn s  reflect the  
tim es. U nm anufactu red  tobacco fell off 
nearly  two m illion  pounds ; tea  increased by 
six and  a-half m illion p o u n d s ; wine decreased 
one and a-half m illion gallons ; , b randy , 
nearly  one h u n d red  and ieighty-two m illion , 
gallons. T he  consum ption  of tea  and  c >coa 

i h a s  largely  and  steadily  increased  of la te  
years.

—A R ussian  physician , struck  by th e  com 
m onness of n ear s ig h t am ong lite ra ry  m en , 
proposes to p rin t books w ith  w hite ink  on 
black paper as a  rem edy.

— A fortune-te ller, know n a s “  M etta ,”  died 
recently  in  V ienna, leaving $40,000 an d  th e  
business to  h e r daugh ter.


