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M O L L Y  B A W N .
BY T H E  A U TH O R OF “ PH Y L L IS . ’

“ Oh I M olly B aw n, w hy  leave  m e p in ing , 
All lonely  w aitin g  he re  fo r you  ."—Old Song

“  I  hope  I  shall m anage to  live w ithou t all 
you p red ic t com ing to  pass !” th e  g irl replies, 
fa in tly  th o u g h  bravely, h e r face as w hite as 
death . Is  it a  curse lie is calling  down upon 
h e r?

“  M ay I  ask how  you in ten d  doing so?” 
goes on th is  te rrib le  old m an . “  Few  h onest 
p a th s  lie open to  a w om an. You have not 
y e t  counted  th e  cost of your refusal. Is  
th e  stage to be th e  scene of your fu tu re  t r i 
u m p h s ?”

She th in k s  of L u ttre ll, and  of how differ
en tly  he had  p u t the  very sam e question. 
O h, th a t she had  h im  n e ar h e r now to com 
fort and  support h e r ! She is cold and  trem b 
ling .

“  You m u s t pardon m e ,” she says, w ith  
d ignity , “ if I  refuse  to te ll you any  of m y 
p la n s .”

“ You are rig h t in  refusing . I t  is no  b u si
ness of m ine. F rom  henceforth  I  have no 
in te re s t w hatsoever in  you o r your affairs. 
G o—go. W hy do you linger, bandying words 
w ith  m e, w hen I  bid you begone ?”

In  a  very frenzy  of m ortification  an d  anger 
h e  tu rn s  h is  back upon h e r, and  sink ing  down 
in to  th e  chair, from  w hich in  h is  rage he  has 
arisen , he  le ts  h is  head  fa ll forw ard in to  his 
h an d s.

A grea t and  sudden sadness falls on Molly. 
She forgets all th e  cruel words th a t  have been 
said, while a  te rrib le  com passion for th e  lone
liness, th e  u tte r  b arrenness of h is  d rea r old 
age, grows w ith in  her.

Cross ng  tho  room  w ith  ligh t and  noiseless 
footsteps, tread ing  as th o u g h  in  th e  presence 
of one sick u n to  d eath , she com es up  to  h im , 
lays h e r hands  upon his shoulders, and , stoop
ing, presses h e r fresh  young lips to  h is  worn 
and  w rinkled forehead.

“  Good-bye, g ran d p ap a ,” she says, softly, 
k ind ly . T hen , silen tly , and  w ithou t ano th e r 
farew ell, she leaves h im —forever.

She hard ly  rem em bers how  she m akes the 
re tu rn  journey  ; how she took h e r t ic k e t ; how 
cavalierly  she received th e  a tten tio n s  of the  
exceedingly nice young m an  with flaxen h a ir 
suggestive of cham pagne who would tuck  h is  
railw ay rug  a round  her, hero ically  unm ind fu l 
of th e  cold th a t  p enetra ted  h is  own bones. 
S uch trifling  deta ils  escaped h e r th e n  and  
afterw ards, leaving no t so m uch  as th e  sm all
est track  upon h e r m em ory. Yet th a t  yellow
haired  young m an  d ream t of h e r for a  week 
afterw ards, and  would n o t be com forted, a l
though  all th a t  could be done by a  m anag ing  
m o th e r w ith two m arriageable  daugh ters  was 
done to  p lease h im  and  bring  h im  to  see th e  
e rro r of h is  ways.

All th e  way hom e she ponders anxiously  as 
to  w hether she shall or shall n o t reveal to  Le- 
t itia  all th a t  has tak en  place. To tell her will 
be beyond doubt to grieve h e r ; yet no t to  tell 
h e r—how im possible th a t  will be ! T he very 
in ten s ity  of h e r ind igna tion  and  scorn  creates 
in  h e r a n  im perative  desire to open h e r h e a rt 
to  somebody. A nd who so sym pathetic  as 
L e titia  ? And, a fte r all, even if she h ides it 
now, will n o t L e titia  discover th e  t ru th  sooner
or la te r ? S till------

She h a s  n o t yet decided on h e r  line  of ac
tion  w hen B rooklyn is reached. She is s till 
w avering, even w hen L e titia , draw ing h e r  in to  
th e  parlor, closes the  door, and , hav ing  kissed 
he r, very na tu ra lly  says, “  W ell ?”

And Molly says “  w ell”  also, b u t in  a  d if
fe ren t to n e ; and  th e n  she tu rn s  pale , and 
th e n  red— and  th en  she m akes up  h e r  m ind 
to  te ll th e  whole story.

“  W hat did he w ant w ith  you ?” asks L e ti
tia , w hile she is s till wondering how she shall 
begin.

“  Yery little .” B itte rly . “  A m ere  trifle . H e 
only  w anted to buy m e. H e asked m e to  sell 
m yself body and  soul to h im  -p u t t in g  m e at 
a  h igh  valuation , too, for he offered m e H e rs t 
in  exchange if I  would renounce you an d  the  
ch ild ren .”

“ M olly!”
“  Yes. J u s t  th a t .  Oh, L e t ty ! only a  m on th  

ago I  th o u g h t how  sweet and  fa ir a n d  good a 
th in g  was life, and  now— and  now —th a t old 
m an , to tte rin g  in to  h is  grave, h a s  ta u g h t m e 
th e  vileness of i t .”

“  H e offered you H e rs t ? H e  offered you 
tw enty thousand  pounds a  y e a r? ”

“  H e  did  indeed. W as i t  n o t noble ? Does 
i t  n o t show how h igh ly  he  esteem s m e ? I  was 
to  be sole m istress of th e  place ; and  M arcia 
was to  be portioned off a n d —I  saw by h is  eyes 
— b an ish ed .”

"  And y o u —refused ?”
“ L e t ty ! how can  you ask  m e such a  ques

tion  ? Besides refusing , I  had  th e  sm all s a t
isfaction of telling  h im  exactly w hat I  th o u g h t 
of h im  and  h is  proposal. I  do n o t th in k  he 
will m ake such overtures to  m e again . Are 
you d isappointed , L e tty , th a t  you look so 
strangely  ? Did you th in k , dear, I  should b ring  
you hom e som e good new s, in s tead  of th is  dis
graceful s to ry ?”

“  N o .” In  a low tone, and  w ith a  gesture 
of im patience. “  I  am  n o t th in k in g  of m yself. 
L a s t week, Molly, you re linqu ished  your love 
— for u s ; to-day you have resigned fortune. 
W ill you never rep e n t ? In  th e  days to  come, 
how  will you forgive us ? Before i t  is too la te
th in k  it over, and  ”

“  L e titia ,” says Molly, lay ing h e r h a n d  upon 
h e r s iste r’s lips, “  if you ever speak to m e lik e  
th a t  again  I  shall—kill you .”

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

“ M ute a u d  am azed  w as A lden  ; an d  lis te n ’d 
an d  look’d a t  P riscilla ,

T h ink ing  h e  never h a d  seen  h e r  m ore  fair, 
m o re  d iv ine in  h e r  b ea u ty .”

— L o n g f e l l o w .

I t  is  th e  2nd of M arch—four m o n th s  la te r 
(barely four m on ths , for som e days m u s t still 
elapse before th a t  tim e is fully up )—and  a raw 
evening—very raw , and  cold even for th e  tim e 
of y e ar—w hen th e  tra in , stopping a t  th e  Vic
to ria  S ta tion , suffers a  young m an  to  a ligh t 
from  it.

H e is  a  ta ll young m an , s ligh t and  up righ t, 
clad in  one of the  com fortable long coats of 
th e  period, w ith  an  a ris tocratic  face and  
sweet, keen blue eyes. H is m oustache, fa ir 
and  leng thy , is drooping sadly th rough  d am p 
ness and  th e  general inclem ency of th e  
w eather.

P u sh in g  h is  way th rough  th e  o th e r p assen 
gers, w ith  a d iscontented  expression upon h is 
genial face th a t  ra th e r  m isbecom es it, he 
em erges in to  th e  open air, to find th a t  a  sm art 
d rizzle, unw orthy  th e  nam e of ra in , is falling 
inhosp itab ly  upon him .

T here  is a fog—not as th ick  as i t  m ig h t be 
b u t a decided fog—and  every th ing  is gloomy 
to  the  la s t degree.

S tum bling  up against an o th e r tall young 
m an , dressed a lm ost to a tie  th e  sam e as h im 
self, he sm others  th e  unciv il ejaculation  th a t 
rises so n a tu ra lly  to h is  lips, and  afte r a sec
ond glance changes i t  to one of greeting.

“  Ah, F en n in g , is i t  you?” he  says. “  This 
beastly  fog p reven ted  m y recognizing you a t 
first. How are  you ? I t  is ages since la s t we 
m e t.”

“  Is  i t  indeed you, L u ttre ll ?” says th e  new 
com er, stopping  short, and  a lte rin g  h is  sour 
look to  one of pleased aston ishm en t. “ You 
in  th e  flesh ? L e t u s look a t you.” D raw ing 
L u ttre ll in to  th e  neighborhood of an  unhappy  
lam p th a t  tries  against its  conscience to  th in k  
i t  is  showing ligh t, and  grows every m inu te  
fa in te r and  m ore depressed in  its  struggle 
against tru th .  “  All th e  way from  P addyland  
w here he  h a s  spen t four leng  m o n th s ,” says 
M r. F en n in g , “  and  he is still alive ! I t  is  in 
conceivable. L e t m e exam ine you. Sound, I  
p ro te s t—sound in  w ind and  lim b ; n o t a  de
facing m ark  ! I  w ouldn’t have believed it if 
I  h a d n ’t  seen it. I  am  awful glad to see you, 
old boy. W h at a re  you going to do w ith you r
self th is  evening?”

“  I  wish I  knew. I  am  absolutely throw n 
upon th e  world. You will take  m e som e
w here w ith  you, if you have any  charity  about 
you.”

“  I  am  engaged for th is  evening.”  W ith  a 
g roan . “  A in’t  I  un lucky? H an g  it all, som e
th in g  told m e to  refuse old W iggins’s em b la
zoned card, bu t I  wouldn’t  be w arned. Now, 
w hat can I  do for y o u ?”

“  You can  a t least advise m e how  best to 
k ill tim e to -n ig h t.”
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“ T he A lham bra has a  good th in g  o n ,” says 
young F en n in g , b rig h ten in g  ; “  and  th e  A r
gyll— ”

“ I ’m used  up , m orally  an d  physically ,’’^in
te rru p ts  L u ttre ll, ra th e r  im p a tien tly . “  Sug
gest som ething  calm er—m usical, or th a t .”

“  Oh, m u s ic a l! T h a t is m ild. I  have been 
educated  in  th e  belief th a t  a sejou rn  in  I r e 
land  renders one savage for th e  rem ain d er of 
h is  days. I  b lu sh  for m y ignorance. If  i t  is 
first-class m usic you w ant, go to  h e a r W ynter 
sing. She does sing  th is  evening, happ ily  for 
you, and  any th ing  m ore delicious, bo th  in  face 
and  voice, h a s  n o t a roused  L ondon to m ad 
n ess for a  considerable tim e. Go, h e a r  her, 
bu t leave your h ea rt a t your hote l before go
ing. T he  G rosvenor, is it, or th e  L an g h am  ? 
T h e  L angham . Ah, I  shall call to-m orrow. 
By-by, old m an . Go and  see W yn ter, and  you 
will be richly  rew arded. She is trem endously  
lovely.”

‘ i  w ill,” says L u t t r e l l ; and , hav ing  dined  
and  dressed him self, he goes and  does it.

Feeling  listless, and  n o t in  th e  s ligh test de
gree in te rested  in  th e  com ing perform ance, 
he en te rs  th e  concert-room , to find h im self 
decidedly la te . Som e one has evidently  ju s t 
finished singing, and  th e  applause th a t  fol
lowed th e  effort has n o t ye t qu ite  died away.

W ith  all th e  a irs  ^of a  m an  who w onders 
vaguely w ith in  h im self w hat in  th e  w orld has 
b rought h im  here , L u ttre ll m akes h is  way to 
a v acan t ch a ir and  sea ts  h im self beside an  e l
derly , p leasant-faced m an , too dark ly  skinned 
and  too b right-eyed to  belong to  th is  coun try .

‘ You are la te—la te ,” says th is  s tranger, in  
perfect E ng lish , and , w ith all th e  gen iality  of 
m ost foreigners, m ak ing  room  for h im . “  She 
h as ju s t  sung .”

‘ H as she ?” F a in tly  am used. “  W ho ?”
‘ M iss—W ynter. Ah ! you have susta ined  

a  loss.”
* I  am  un lucky ,” says L u ttre ll, feeling 

some sligh t d isap p o in tm en t—very sligh t. 
Good singers can be heard  again. “  I  cam e 
expressly to h ea r her. I  have been  to ld  she 
sings w ell.”

‘ W e ll—w ell!”  D isdainfully . “ Y®ur in 
fo rm ant was careful n o t to  overstep the  
tru th . I t  is  m arvellous—exquisite, h e r voice,” 
says th e  I ta lia n , w ith such  unrepressed  e n 
thusiasm  as m akes L u ttre ll sm ile. “  These 
an ted iluv ian  a tta ch m e n ts ,” th in k s  he, “  are 
always severe.”

‘ You m ake m e m ore regretfu l every m in 
u te ,”  he  says, politely. “  I  feel as though  I  
h a d  lost som eth ing .”

“  So you have. B u t be consoled. She will 
s ing  again la te r o n .”

L ean ing  back, L u ttre ll  takes a  survey of 
th e  room . I t  is crowded to excess, and  b ril
lian t as  ligh ts  an d  gay apparel can  m ake it. 
F a n s  a re  flashing, so are jewels, so are gem s 
of g rea te r value s till—black eyes, blue and  
g ray . P re tty  dresses a re  m elting  in to  o ther 
p re tty  dresses, and  th e re  is a g rea t deal of 
beau ty  everyw here for th o se  who choose to 
look for it.

A fter a w hile h is  gaze, slowly traveling, 
falls on Cecil S tafford. She is showing even 
m ore th a n  usually  bonny  and  w insom e in  , 
som e chef-d'oeuvre of W o rth ’s, and  is m aking 
herself very agreeable to  a  ta ll, lanky , eigh- , 
te e n th  cen tu ry  so rt of a  m an  who sits  beside ' 
h e r and  is  kindly allowing h im self to  be 
am used.

An in tense  desire to  go to  h e r  an d  p u t th e  
fifty questions th a t  in  an  in s ta n t rise to  h is  
lips seizes L u t t r e l l ; b u t she is unhapp ily  so 
s itua ted  th a t  he can n o t ge t a t her. U nless 
he were to  sum m on up fortitude to c ru sh  p ast 
th ree  grim  dowagers, two elaborately -attired  
g irls, and  one sour ©Id sp in ste r, i t  canno t be 
d o n e ; and  T edcastle a t least has no t th e  sort 
of pluck necessary  to carry  h im  th ro u g h  w ith  
it.

Cecil, seeing h im , s ta r ts  and  colors, and  
th e n  nods and  sm iles gayly a t h im  in  pleased 
su rprise . A m om en t afterw ards h e r  expres
sion changes, and  som eth ing  so like dism ay, 

to cause L u ttre ll a ston ishm en t, covers h e r 
face.

T hen  the  business of th e  evening proceeds, 
an d  she tu rn s  h e r a tten tio n  to  th e  singers, 
and  he  has now m ore tim e to  w onder a t her 
sudden change of countenance.

A very sm all young lady, h idden away in  
countless yards of p ink  silk , delights them  
w ith one of th e  ballads of th e  day. H e r voice 
is fa r the  biggest p a rt of her, and  aw akens in 
one’s m ind  a  curious craving  t® know w here 
it comes from .

T hen  a  w onderfully ugly m an , w ith a de
ligh tfu l face, p lays on th e  v iolin  som eth ing  
th a t  rem inds one of all th e  sw eetest b irds th a t  
s ing, and  is sufficiently  rav ish ing  to call fo rth  
a t in te rv a ls  th e  exclam ation , “  Good ! good !” 
from  L u ttre ll’s neighbor.

T hen  a very large wom an w arbles a F ren ch  
chansonette  in  th e  tin iest, m ost flute-like of 
voices ; and  th en ------

W ho is i t  th a t  com es w ith such grave and  
sim ple d ign ity  across th e  boards, w ith  h e r 
sm all head  proudly  b u t gracefully upheld, her 
large eyes calm  and  sweet, and  steady ?

F o r a m om en t L u ttre ll  disbelieves h is  
senses. T h en  a  m is t rises before h im , a 
choking sensation  com es in to  h is  th ro a t. 
L ay ing  his h an d  upon  th e  back of th e  chair 
neares t h im , he fo rtunately  m anages to  re ta in  
h is  com posure, w hile h is  h eart, and  m ind, 
and  eyes are cen tred  on Molly Bawn.

An in s tan tan eo u s h u sh  falls upon th e  as
sem bly ; th e  very fans drop  silen tly  in to  th e ir  
ow ners’ la p s ; n o t a w hisper can be heard . T he 
opening chords are played by som e one, arid 
then  Molly begins to  sing.

I t  is  som e new, exquisite  rendering  of 
K ingsley’s exquisite  words she has chosen  :

“ O th a t  we two were m ay ing !” 
and  she sings it w ith a ll th e  pa thos, th e  ge
n ius, of which she is capable.

She has no  th o u g h t for all th e  gay crowd 
th a t  stays en tranced  upon h e r  tones. She 
looks far above them , h e r serene lace—pale, 
bu t full of gen tle  self-possession—m ore sweet 
th a n  any poem . She is singing  w ith all her 
heart f<*r h e r beloved—for L e titia , aud  L ovatt, 
and  th e  children , an d  J o h n  in  heaven.

A passionate  longing to  be n ea r h e r—to 
touch h e r—to  speak—to be answ ered back 
again—seizes L u ttre ll. H e takes in  hungrily  
all the  m inutire of h e r c lothing, h e r  m anner, 
her expression. H e sees th e  soft, g leam ing 
bunches of snow-drops a t h e r bosom and  in 
he r h a ir. H er hands, ligh tly  crossed before 
her, are innocen t of rings. H er sim ple black 
gown of some clinging, tra n sp a ren t m ateria l 
—barely  opened a t th e  n eck—m akes even 
m ore fa ir th e  m ilk-w hite of h e r  th ro a t 
(tha t is scarcely less w hite th a n  the  snowy 
flowers).

H er h a ir is draw n back in to  its  old loose 
knot beh ind , in  th e  sim ple style th a t  su its  
he r. She has a tin y  band  of black velvet 
round  h e r  neck. How  fair she is—how sweet, 
yet full of a tender m elancholy  1 H e is glad 
in h is  h e a r t for th a t  little  pensive shade, and 
th in k s , though  m ore fragile, she never looked 
so lovely in  h e r  life.

She has com m enced th e  la st verse :
“ Oh th a t  we tw o  lay  sleeping  
In  ou r n a s t  in  th e  ch u rch y a rd  sod,

W ith  o u r lim bs a t  re s t 
On th e  q u ie t e a r th ’s b reast,

A ud ou r souls a t  h o m e  w ith  God !”

She is a lm ost safely th rough  it. T here  is 
such  a deadly silence as ever presages a 
s torm , w hen by som e luckless chance her 
eyes, th a t seldom  w ander, fall full on L u t- 
t re ll’s u p tu rn ed , ag ita ted  face.

H is fascinated , bu rn ing  gaze com pels her 
to re tu rn  it. Oh th a t  he should  see h e r here, 
singing before all these  people ! F o r the  first 
tim e a te rrib le  sense 01 sham e overpowers 
her ; a  longing to escape th e  eyes th a t  from 
all pa rts  of th e  hall appear to  s tare  a t  h e r  and 
criticise h e r voice—herself.

She tu rn s  a  little  fa in t, wavers slightly , and 
then  breaks down.

Covering her face w ith h e r hands, and  w ith 
a  gestu re  of passion  and  r e g re t ; she falls h u r
ried ly  in to  th e  background and  is gone.

Im m edia te ly  k ind ly  app lause  b u rs ts  fo rth . 
W h a t has happened to  th e  favorite ? Is  she 
ill, or fa in t, or h a s  som e lost dead  chord  of 
h e r  life sudden ly  sounded again ? E very  one 
is a t a loss, and  every one is curious. I t  is 
in te re s tin g —perhaps th e  m ost in te re s tin g  
p a rt of th e  whole perform ance—and  to -m or
row will te ll th em  all abou t it.

T edcastle s ta r ts  to h is  feet, h a lf m ad  w ith 
ag ita tion , h is  face a shen  w hite. T here  is no 
know ing w hat he m igh t n o t have dono in  th is  
m om en t of excitem ent had  no t h is  foreign 
ne ighbor, lay ing  hands  upon h im , gently  
forced h im  back again in to  h is  seat.

“  My friend , consider h e r ,” he w hispers, in 
a  firm , b u t soft voice. T hen , a fte r a m o
m e n t’s pause, “  come w ith m e ,”  he  says, and, 
leading th e  way, beckons to  L u ttre ll, who 
rises m echanically  and follows h im .

In to  a  sm all p riva te  ap a rtm en t th a t  opens 
off the  hall th e  I ta lia n  takes h im , and , p u sh 
ing  tow ards h im  a  chair, s inks in to  ano th e r 
h im self.

“ She is th e  woman you love ?’’ he  asks, 
p resen tly , in  such a k ind ly  tone as carries 
away all suspicion of im pertinence.

“  Yes,” answ ered L u ttre ll, sim ply.
“  W ell, and I  love h e r too—as a  p u p il—a 

beloved pup il,” says th e  e lder m an , w ith a 
sm ile, rem oving h is  spectacles. “  My nam e 
is M arigny.”

T edcastle  bows invo lun tarily  to th e  g rea t 
teacher and  m aster of m usic.

“  How often she h a s  spoken of y o u !” he 
says, warm ly, feeling already a  friendsh ip  for 
th is  gentle preceptor.

“  Yes, yes ; m ine was th e  happ iness to  give 
to  th e  w orld th is  glorious voice,” he says, e n 
thusiastica lly . “ A nd  w hat a  gift i t  is ! B are 
— w onderful. B u t you, s ir—you are  engaged 
to  h e r? ”

“  W e w ere—we are  engaged,” says L u ttre ll, 
h is  eyes dark  w ith em otion. “  B u t i t  is 
m o n th s  since we have m et. I  cam e to London 
to seek h e r ; b u t did n o t d ream  th a t  h e re —
h ere   M isfortune h a s  separated  us ; b u t if
I  lived for a h u n d red  years  I  should never 
cease— to------ ’ ’

H e stops, and  getting  up  ab rup tly , paces 
th e  room  in  silen t im patience.

“ You have spoiled h e r  song,” says th e  I ta l
ian , regretfu lly . “  And she was in such  voice 
to -n ig h t! H a r k ! ” R aising  h is  h and  as tbe  
clapping and  applause s till reach  h im  th rough  
th e  door. “  H a r k ! how they appreciate even 
h e r  failures !”

“  Can I  see h e r  ?”
“ I  doub t it. She is so p ruden t. Sho will 

speak to  no one. And th en  m adam e h e r s is 
te r  is alw ays w ith her. I  tru s t  you, s ir— 
your face is no t to be disbelieved ; b u t I  can 
n o t give you h e r  address. I  have sworn to 
h e r  no t to reveal i t  to  any  one, and  I  m u s t not 
release m yself from  m y word w ithou t h e r con
sen t.”

“  T he  fates a re  again st m e ,” says L u ttre ll, 
d rearily .

T hen  he  bids good-night to th e  signor, 
and, going o u t in to  the  n igh t, paces up  and 
down in  a  fever of longing and  d isappoin t
m en t.

A t leng th  th e  concert is  over, and  every 
one 's  departing . Tedcastle, m aking  h is  
way to  th e  p riva te  en trance, w atches anx ious
ly, though  w ith  little  hope, for w hat m ay 
come.

B u t o thers  are w atching also to  catch  a 
glim pse of the  adm ired  singer, and  th e  crowd 
round  the  door is  im m ense.

Insensib ly , in spite of h is  efforts, he  finds 
h im self less n ear th e  en trance  th a n  w hen first 
he  took up h is  s tan d  th e re ; and  ju s t  as h e  is 
try ing , w ith sm all regard  to  courtesy, to  re 
trieve h is  position, th e re  is a  slight m u rm u r 
am ong those assem bled, and  a second la ter 
some one, slender, black-robed, em erges, h eav 
ily cloaked, and  w ith  som e lig h t, fleecy th in g  
th row n  over h e r head , so as  even to conceal 
h e r face, and  quickly en ters  th e  cab th a t  awaits 
h e r.

As she places h e r foot upon th e  step  of th e  
vehicle a portion  of th e  w hite woolen shawl 
th a t  h ides h e r featu res falls back, and  for one 
in s ta n t L u ttre ll  catches s igh t of th e  pale, 
b eau tifu l face th a t, waking and  sleeping, has 
h au n te d  h im  all these  p ast m o n th s , and  will 
h a u n t him  till he dies.

S he is followed by a  ta ll wom an, w ith a full 
posee figure, also draped in  black, whom even 
a t  th a t  d istance he  recognizes as M rs. M asse
reene.

H e m akes one m ore vigorous effort to reach  
them , b u t too la te . A lm ost as h is  h and  touches 
th e  cab th e  d river receives h is  orders, whips 
up  h is  em aciated charger, an d  d isappears down 
th e  street.

T hey are gone. W ith  a  m u tte red  exclam a
tion, th a t savors no t of thanksg iv ing , L u ttre ll  
tu rn s  aside, and, calling a hansom , drives 
s tra ig h t to  Cecil S tafford’s.

W h eth er Molly slep t or d id  no t sleep th a t 
n ig h t rem ains a m ystery . T h e  following 
m o rn ing  tells no tales. T here  a re  fresh , fain t 
roses in  h e r cheeks, a b righ tness  in  h e r eyes 
th a t  for m on ths had  been ab sen t from  them . 
I f  a  little  qu ie t and  preoccupied in  m an n er 
she is gayer and  happ ier in  voice and  speech 
once h e r a tten tio n  is gained.

S itting  in  h e r  sm all draw ing-room , w ith h e r 
whole being in a  very tu m u lt of expectation, 
she listens feverishly to  every knock.

I t  is  n o t yet quite  four m on ths since she 
and  L u ttre ll parted . T he  prescribed period 
h a s  no t a ltogether expired ; and  du ring  th e ir  
separation  she has indeed verified h e r own 
p red ic tions—she has proved an  undeniable 
success. U nder the  assum ed nam e of W ynter 
she h a s  sought and  obtained th e  un iversal ap 
p lause of th e  London world.

She h a s  also kep t h e r word. N ot once d u r
ing  all these  try ing  m o n th s  has she w ritten  
to her lover ; only once has she received a  line 
from  h im .

L ast V alentine’s m orn ing  Cecil Stafford, 
d ropping in, brought h e r a  sm all packet close
ly sealed and  directed sim ply to “  Molly 
B aw n.” T he  m ere w riting  m ade poor M olly’s 
h e a r t beat an d  her pulses th rob  to pain , as in 
one second i t  recalled to  m ind all h e r past 
joys, all th e  good days she had  dream ed 
th rough , unknow ing of th e  b itte r wakening.

O pening th e  little  packet, she found inside 
i t  a  gold bracelet, em bracing a tin y  bunch  of 
dead forget m e-nots, w ith  th is  inscrip tion  
folded round  th e m :

“ T h e re  sh a ll n o t be one m in u te  in  an  h o u r 
W here in  I  w ill n o t k ’ss m y  sw eet love’s 

flow er.”
E xcept th is  one token  of rem em brance, she 

has had  no th ing  to  m ake h e r know w hether 
indeed she s till lives in  h is  m em ory or has 
been forgotten—perhaps superseded, u n til 
la s t n igh t. T hen , as she m e t h is  iyes, th a t  
to ld  a  story m ore convincing th a n  any  words, 
and  m ark ing  th e  passionate delight and  long
ing  on  h is  face, she dared  to assu re  herself ©f 
h is  constancy.

Now, as she sits  restlessly  aw aiting w hat 
tim e m ay bring  her, she th in k s , w ith a sm ile, 
th a t, sad as her life m ay  be and  is, she is 
su rely  blessed as few are  in  the  possession of 
which none can rob her, th e  tender, fa ith fu l 
affection of one heart.

She is s till sm iling, and  b rea th ing  a  little  
glad sigh over th is  th ough t, w hen th e  door 
opens and  L ady  Stafford com es in . She is 
rad ian t, a  very sunbeam , in  spite of th e  fact 
th a t  S ir P en th o n y  is again an  absentee  from 
his  na tive  land , having  b idden adieu  to  E n g 
lish  shores th ree  m on ths  ago in  a  fit of pique, 
b rought on  by Cecil’s perversity .

Som e sm all dissension, some triv ia l d isa
greem ent, anger on h is  pa rt, seem ing ind if
ference on  hers, and  th e  deed was done. He 
left h e r  ind ignan t, enraged, b u t probably

m ore in  love w ith h e r th a n  e v e r ; whilo
she   B u t who shall fathom  a w om an’s
h e a r t ?

“  You saw him  la st n ig h t? ” asks Molly, r is 
ing, w ith  a b rillian t b lush , to  receive h e r visi
tor. “  Cecil, did you know he was com ing? 
You m igh t have told m e .” F o r her th e re  is 
b u t one “ b e .”

“  So I  should, m y dear, d irectly  ; b u t the 
fact is, I  d idn ’t  know. T he stup id  boy never 
wrote m e a  line on the  subject. I t  appears 
he  got a  fo rtn ig h t’s leave, and  cam e post 
h a s te  to  London to  find y©u. Such a  lover 
as he m akes ! And w here should he go by 
th e  raerest chance th e  very first evening, bu t 
in to  your actual presence ? I t  is  a  rom ance,” 
says her ladyship , m uch delighted  ; “  posi
tively i t  is  a  sham e to le t i t  sink  in to  obliv
ion. Som e one should recom m end it  to 
th e  L au rea te  as a them e for h is  nex t produc
tio n .”

“  W ell ?” says Molly, who a t  th is  m om ent 
is gu ilty  of irreverence in  h e r th ough ts  to 
w ards th e  g rea t poet.

“  W ell, now, of course lie w ants to  know 
when he m ay see you.”

“  You d idn ’t  give h im  m y  address ?” W ith  
an am o u n t of d isappo in tm ent in  her tone  im 
possible to suppress.

“  I  always no tice ,” says Cecil, in  despair, 
“  th a t whenever (which is seldom) I  do the  
rig h t th in g  it tu rn s  out afterw ards to be the  
wrong th ing . You swore m e in to kee your 
secret four m onths ago, and  I  have done so 
religiously. To-day, sorely a gain st m y will, I  
honestly  confess, I  s till rem ained fa ith fu l to 
m y prom ise, and  see the  re su lt. You could 
alm ost beat m e—don’t  deny it, Molly ; I  see 
i t  in  your eyes. I f  we were bo th  S ou th  Sea 
Islanders, I  should be black and  blue th is  in 
s tan t ; i t  is th e  fear of scandal alone re s tra in s  
yo u .”

“  You were qu ite  rig h t.” W arm ly. “  I  ad 
m ire  you for i t ; on ly  ”

“ Yes, ju s t so. I t  was all I  could do to  re 
fuse the  poor dear fellow, he  pressed  m e so 
ha rd  ; b u t for th e  first (and now I shall m ake 
it  th e  last) tim e in  my life I  was firm . I ’m 
sure  I  wish I  h a d n ’t been ; I  earned both your 
d isp leasure  ai»d h is .”

“ N ot m ine, dearest.”
“  Besides, an o th e r m otive for m y de term i

na tio n  was th is  ; both he and  I  doubted if you 
would receive him  u n til th e  four m on ths  were 
verily u p —you are such a  R om an m atron  in 
th e  way of s te rn n ess .”

“ My s ternness, as you call it, is a  th in g  of 
th e  past. Yes, I  will see h im  w henever h e  m ay 
choose to  com e.”

“ W hich will be in  about two hours p re 
cisely ; th a t  is, th e  m om ent he  sees m e and 
learns h is  fate. I  to ld  lnm  to call again about 
one o ’clock, when I  supposed I should have 
news for h im . I t  is a lm ost th a t  now .” W ith  
a  hasty  glance a t  h e r watch. “ I  m u s t fly. 
B u t firs t give m e a  line for h im , Molly, to 
convince him  of y ou r fa llibility .”

“ H ave you heard  any th ing  of S ir P en 
thony  ?” asks Molly, w hen she has scribbled a 
tin y  note  and  given i t  to her friend.

“ Yes ; I  h e a r he  e ith e r is in  L ondon  or was 
yesterda}', or will be to-m orrow—I am  not 
clear w hich.” W ith  affected indifference. “ I  
told you he was sure  to  tu rn  up  again all 
rig h t, like a  bad h a lfp e n n y ; so I  was no t u n 
easy abou t him . I  only hope he will r t  appear 
n  b e tte r tem per th a n  w hen he  left. ”

“ Now confess you are delighted a t th e  idea 
of so soon seeing h im  ar a in ,” says Molly, 
laughing.

“  W ell, I ’m no t in  such rad ian t sp irits  as" 
som ebody I  could m en tio n .” M ischievously. 
“  A nd as to confessing, I  never do th a t. I  
should m ake a bad Catholic. I  should  be in  
perpetual h o t w ater w ith  m y sp iritu a l adviser. 
B u t if he  “com es back pen iten t, and  shows 
h im se 'f  less ex igeant, I  sh an ’t  refuse h is  over
tu re s  of peace. Now, don’t  m ake m e keep 
your Teddy w aiting  any  longer. H e  is sh u t 
up  in m y boudoir enduring  grinding to rm en ts 
iall th is  tim e, and  w ithout a com panion o r th e  
chance of one. as I  left word th a t  I  should be 
a t hom e to  no one b u t him  th is  m orning. 
Good-bye, darling . Give my love to L e titia  
and  th e  wee scraps. And—these  bonbons—I  
had  a lm ost forgotten th em .”

“ Oh, by th e  bye, did you h ear w hat D aisy 
said th e  o th e r day, a propos of your ch ina  ?” 

“  No.”
“ W hen we had  left your house and  walked 

for som e tim e in  a  silence m ost un u su a l 
w here she ia, she said in  h e r sm all, solem n 
way, ‘Molly, why does L ady Stafford have her 
k itchen  in  h e r drawing-room  ?’ Now, was it 
n o t a  capital b it of china-m ania  ? I  th o u g h t it 
very  severe on th e  tim es .”

“  I t  was cruel. I  shall in s ta n tly  send m y 
p la tes  and  jugs and  th a t  delicious old W or
ceste r tu reen  down stairs to th e ir  p roper 
p lace,” says Cecil, laughing. “  T here  is no  
critic ism  so c u ttin g  as a child’s .”

C H A P T E R  XXXIV.

“  A s k  m e  n o  m o r e ; t h y  f a t e  a n d  m i u e  a r e  
s e a l e d .

I  s t r o v e  a g a i n s t  t h e  s t r e a m ,  a n d  a l l  i n  v a i n .
L e t  t h o  g r e a t  r i v e r  t a k e  m e  t o  t h e  m a i n .
N o  m o r o ,  d e a r  l o v e ,  f o r  a t  a  t o u c h  I  y i e l d ;
A s k  m e  n o  m o r o  ” — T he  P r in c e ss .

Alm ost as Cecil s teps into h e r  carriage, Sir 
P en thony  Stafford is s tand ing  on her steps, 
ho ld ing  sweet converse w ith h e r footm an at 
h e r own liall-door.

“  L ady Stafford a t hom e?” asks he  of th e  
b rillian t bu t supercilious personage who con
descends to answ er to  his knock.

“ No, s ir .” B eing a  new acquisition of Ce
cil’s, he is blissfully  ignorant of S ir P e n th o n y ’s 
nam e and  s ta tu s. “  My lady is lio u t.”

“  W hen will she be hom e?” Feeling  a  good 
deal of su rprise  a t h e r early w andering, and, 
in  fact, n o t believing a  word of it.

“  My lady won’t  be a t home all th is  m o rn 
ing, s ir.”

“  T hen  I  shall w ait till th e  a fte rnoon ,” says 
S ir P en thony , faintJy am ased, although  exas
perated  a t w hat he has decided is a  heinous 
lie.

“ L ady Stafford gave stric t borders  th a t  no 
one was to be adm itted  before tw o,” says 
flunkey, in d ig n an t a t the s tran g er’s p e rs is t
ence, who has come in to  the  h a ll and  calm ly 
divested  h im self of h is overcoat.

“  She will ad m it me, I  don’t  doub t,” says 
S ir P en thony , calm ly. “ I  am  S ir Pen thony  
Stafford.”

“ Oh, indeed! S ir P enthony, I  beg your 
pardon. Of course, S ir Pen thony , if you wish 
to w ait ”

H ere  S ir P en thony , who h a s  slowly been 
m oun ting  the  s ta irs  all th is  tim e, w ith 
Chawles, m uch exercised in  h is m ind , a t h is  
heels— (for Cecil’s com m ands a re  no t to be 
d isputed , and  th e  s ituation  is a  good one, and  
she has d istinctly  declared no one is to be 
received)— Sir Pen thony  pauses on th e  lan d 
ing  and  loys h is  h and  on the  boudoir door.

“  N ot th e re . S ir P e n thony ,” says th e  m an, 
in terposing  hu rried ly , and throw ing open the  
drawing-room  door, which is nex t to it. “  If  
you will w ait here  I  don’t th in k  m y lady will 
be long, as she said she should be ’om e a t one 
to keep an ap po in tm en t.”

“ T h a t will do ,” sternly. “ Go! I  dare 
say ,” th in k s  Stafford, angrily , as th e  draw ing
room door is closed on h im , “  if I  m ake a 
poin t of it, she will dism iss th a t  fellow. I n 
so lent and  noisy as a parro t. A well-bred 
footm an never gets beyond ‘Yes’ or ‘No’ u n 
less required, and  then  only under heavy 
pressure . B u t w liat appo in tm ent can she 
have ? And who is secreted in  h e r room  ? 
Pshaw  ! H er d ressm aker, no doub t.”

B u t for all th a t  he can’t quite  reconcile 
h im self to the  dressm aker theory , and , b u t 
th a t  honor forbids, would have m arched 
s tra igh t, w ithout any  w arning, in to  “  m y lady’s 
cham ber.”

G etting  inside th e  heavy hanging curta ins,

he  em ploys h is  tim e w atching th ro u g h  th e  
window th e  people passing to and  fro all in 
te n t upon th e  g rea t business of life—th e  m ak 
ing and spending of m oney.

A fter a little  while a carriage stops benea th  
h im , and  he  sees Cecil a ligh t from  it  and  go 
w ith  oager h aste  up  th e  steps. H e h ears  h e r 
en ter, ru n  up  th e  s ta irs , pause  upon  th e  la n d 
ing, and  th e n , going in to  th e  boudoir, close 
th e  door carefully behind  her.

H e stifles an  angry  exclam ation  and  r e 
solves, w ith all th e  a irs of a S partan , to  be 
calm . N evertheless he is n o t calm , and  qu ite  
doubles th e  am oun t of m inu tes  th a t  really  
elapse before th e  draw ing-room  door is throw n 
open and  Cecil, followed by L u ttre ll, comes 
in.

“ L u ttre ll, of a ll m en !”  th in k s  S ir P en 
thony , as though  he  would have said, “  E t  
tu , B ru te ? ” forgetting  to come forw ard—for
getting  every th ing—so en tire ly  has a  wild, 
unreason ing  jealousy  m astered  h im . T he  cu r
ta in s  effectually conceal h im , so h is  close 
prox im ity  rem ains  a  secret.

l u t t r e l l  is evidently  in  h igh  sp irits . H is 
b lue eyes are b rig h t, h is  whole a ir triu m p h an t. 
A ltogether he is as un like  th e  m oony young 
m an who left th e  V ictoria S ta tion  la s t evening 
as one can well im agine.

* Oh, C e c il! w hat should I  do w ithout 
you ?” he  says, in  a m ost heartfe lt m anner, 
gazing a t her as though  (th inks S ir Pen thony) 
he would m uch like to  em brace h e r th e re  and  
then . “ How happy  you have m ade m e ! 
And ju s t as I  was on th e  po in t of despairing  ! 
I  owe you a ll—every th ing—th e  best of my 
life .”

“  I  am  glad you ra te  w hat I  have done for 
you so highly. B u t you know , T edcastle , you 
were always ra th e r  a favorite of m ine. H ave 
you forgiven m e m y stony  re fusa l of la s t 
n ig h t?  I  would have spoken willingly, b u t 
you know I  was forb idden.n

“  W h at is i t  I would n o t forgive you ?”  ex
claim s L u ttre ll, g ratefu lly .

(“  L ast n igh t, and  again  th is  m orn ing  ; 
probably he will dine th is  evening),” th in k s  
S ir P en thony , who by th is  tim e is black w ith 
rage and  cold w ith an  unnam ed  fear.

Cecil is evidently  as in te res ted  in  h e r topic 
as h e r com panion. T h e ir heads aro very 
n ea r toge ther—as n e ar as they  can  well be 
w ithou t kissing. She h a s  placed h e r  h and  
upon h is  arm , and  is speaking  in  a  low, e a r
n est to n e —so low th a t  Stafford can n o t h e ar 
d istinctly , th e  room  being leng thy  and  the  
noise from  th e  s tree t confusing. How h a n d 
som e L u ttre ll is looking ! W ith  w hat u n d is 
guised eagerness he  is d rink ing  in  h e r  every 
word !

Suddenly, with a  little  m ovem ent as houhg  
of sudden rem em brance, Cecil p u ts  h e r  h and  
in  h e r pocket and  draw s from  it a  tin y  note, 
which she squeezes w ith m uch  empressement 
in to  T edcastle’s hand . T h en  follow a  few 
m ore words, and th e n  she pushes h im  gen tly  
in  th e  direction  of th e  door.

“  Now go,” she says, “  a nd  rem em ber all I  
have said  to you. A re th e  conditions too 
hard  ?” W ith  her old charm ing , bew itching 
sm ile.

“  How shall I  th a n k  you ?” says th e  young 
m an , fervently , h is  whole face transform ed . 
H e seizes h e r h an d s  and  p resses h is  lips to 
th e m  in  w hat seem s to  th e  looker-on a t th e  
o th e r end of th e  room  an  im passioned m an 
ne r. “ You haye m anaged th a t  we shall m eet 
—and  alone ?”

“  Yes, alone. I  have m ade sure  of th a t .  I  
really  th in k , considering all I  have done for 
you, Tedcastle, you owe m e som eth ing .”

“  N am e a n y th in g ,” says L u ttre ll,  w ith  con
siderable fervor. “  I  owe you, as  I  have said, 
everyth ing . You are my good a n g e l!”

“  W ell, th a t  is as it m ay  be. All wom en 
are angels—at one tim e or ano ther. B u t you 
m u st n o t speak to  m e in  th a t  s tra in , o r I  
shall m ention  som e one who would perhaps 
be an g ry .” (“ T h a t’s m e, I  p re su m e,” th in k s  
S ir P en thony , grim ly). “  I  suppose”—arch ly  
— “ I  need n o t te ll you to  be in  t im e ?  To 
be la te  u n d er such circum stances, w ith m e, 
would m ean  dism issal. Good-bye, dear 
boy ; go, and  m y  good w ishes will follow 
you .”

As th e  door closes upon L u ttre ll, S ir P en 
thony , cold, and  w ith an  a larm ing  am o u n t of 
dignity  about h im , comes slowly forward.

“  S ir P en thony  ! you !” cries Cecil, coloring 
certa in ly , b u t w hether from  guilt, or p leasure, 
or su rp rise , he finds i t  h a rd  to  say. H e in 
clines, however, tow ards the  guilt. “  W hy, I  
th o u g h t you safe in  A lgiers.” (T his is n o t 
stric tly  true).

“ No doubt. I  th o u g h t you safe—in  L on
don—or anyw here else. I  find m yself m is 
tak en .”

“ I  am , dear, perfectly  safe.” Sweetly. 
“  D on’t  alarm  yourself unnecessarily . B u t 
m ay I  ask  w hat all th is  m eans, and  why you 
w ere h id ing  beh ind  m y cu rta in s  as though  
you were a  bu rg lar or a B ashi-B azouk ? B u t 
th a t  th e  pan tom ine  season is over, I  should 
say you were practis ing  for th e  H a rleq u in ’s 
w indow trick .”

“ You can be as frivolous as you p lease .” 
Stern ly . “ Frivo lity  su its  you best, no  doubt. 
I  cam e in  here  h a lf an  h ou r ago, hav ing  first 
a lm ost come to  blows w ith  your servan t be 
fore being adm itted— showing m e p lain ly  the  
m an  had  raceived orders to allow no one in  
b u t th e  one expected.”

“  T h a t is an  invaluable m an , th a t  C harles,” 
m u rm u rs  h e r  ladyship, sotto voce. “ I  shall 
ra ise  h is  wages. T here  is n o th in g  like obe
dience in  a  se rv an t.”

“  I  was stand ing  th e re  a t  th e  window 
aw aiting your arrival, w hen you cam e, you 
hu rriod  to  your boudoir, spen t an  in to lerable  
tim e th e re  w ith L u ttre ll. and  finally wound 
up  your interview  here  by giving h im  a  billet, 
and  p e rm ittin g  h im  to  kiss your h an d s  u n til 
you ought to have been  asham ed  of yourself 
and  h im .”

“ You ought to be asham ed  of yourself, ly 
ing  perd u  in  th e  cu rta in s  and  lis ten in g  to 
w hat w asn’t  m ea n t for you.” M aliciously. 
“ You ough t also to have been a  detective. 
D id  Teddy k iss m y h an d s ?” E xam in ing  th e  
little  w hite m em bers with careful adm ira tion . 
“  Poor Ted ! he  m igh t be tired  of doing so 
by th is . W ell—yes ; an d —you were saying

“ 1 in s is t,” says S ir P en thony , w rathfu lly , 
“  on know ing w hat L u ttre ll was saying to 
you .”

“  I  th o u g h t you h eard .”
“  And why is he adm itted  w hen o th e rs  are 

denied ?”
“ My dear S ir P en thony , he  is m y cousin. 

W hy should he n e t  v isit m e if he likes ?”
“  C ousins be hanged !” says S ir P en thony , 

v ith  considerable m ore force th a n  elegance.
“  No, n o ,” says Cecil, sm oothing a  little  

w rinkle off th e  fron t of h e r gown ; “  n o t a l
ways ; and I ’m sure  I  hope T edcastle  won’t 
be. To my way of th ink ing , he  is qu ite  the  
n icest young m an  I  know. I t  would m ake 
me positively w retched if I  th o u g h t Marwood 
would ever have h im  in  h is  clutches. “ Y ou”  
—reflectively—“ are m y cousin too .”

“ I a m —an d  som ething m ore. You seem 
to forget th a t .  Do you m ean  to answ er my 
question  ?”

“  C erta in ly  - i f  I  can. B u t do s it down, Sir 
P en th o n y . I  am  su re  you m u st be tired , you 
are  so dreadfully  out of b rea th . H ave you 
come ju s t  now, th is  m om ent, s tra ig h t from  
Algiers? See, th a t  little  chair over th e re  is so 
com fortable. All m y gen tlem en  v isitors adore 
th a t  little  chair. No ? You w on’t  s it down ? 
W ell ”

“  Are you in  th e  h a b it of receiving m en  so 
early ?”

“  I  assure  you ,” says Cecil, ra is ing  her 
brow s w ith  a  gentle a ir of m arty rdom , and  
m aking a  very m elancholy gestu re  w ith one 
hand , “  I  hard ly  know  th e  h o u r I  don’t  re 
ceive them . I  am  absolutely persecuted  by m y

friends. T hey will come. No m a tte r how  d isa 
greeable i t  m ay  be to m e, they  arrive  ju s t  a t 
any  h ou r th a t  best su its  th em . And I  am  so 
good-natured  I  canno t bring  m yself to  say 
‘Not a t  home*’ ”

“ You b rough t yourself to  say i t  th is  m o rn 
in g .”

“  Ah, yes. B u t th a t  was because I  was e n 
gaged on  very im p o rtan t business .”

“  W h at business ?”
“ I  am  sorry  I  canno t te ll you.”
“ You shall, Cecil. I  will n o t leave th is  

house u n til  I  get an  answ er. I  am  y our h u s 
band. I  have th e  rig h t to  dem and  i t .”

“  You forget ou r little  arrangem en t. I  ac
knowledge no h u sb an d ,” says Cecil, w ith ju s t 
one flash  from  h e r  v iolet eyes.

“ D o you refuse t© answ er m e ?”
“  I  do,”  replies she, em phatically .
“  T h en  I  shall stay  here  u n til  you a lte r 

your m in d ,” says S ir P e n thony , w ith an  air 
of de te rm ina tion , settling  h im self, w ith  w hat 
in  a  low class of m an  would have been a 
bang, in  th e  la rgest a rm -chair th e  room  con
ta ins.

W ith  an  unm oved countenance L ad y  S ta f
ford rises an d  rings th e  bell.

D ead silence.
T hen  tb e  door opens, and  a  ra th e r  elderly  

servan t appears upon th e  th resho ld .
“ M artin , S ir P en th o n y  will lu n ch  h e re ,” 

says Cecil, calm ly “  A nd— stay , M artin . 
Do you th in k  i t  likely you will dine, S ir P e n 
thony  ?”

“  I  do th in k  i t  likely ,” replies he , w ith  as 
m uch grim ness as  e tiq u e tte  will p e rm it before 
th e  servant.

“  S ir P en thony  th in k s  i t  likely he  will 
d i^ i, M artin . L e t Cook know . A nd—can 
I  order you an y th in g  you would specially p re 
fer ?”

“ T h an k  you, n o th ing . P ray  give yourself 
no trouble  on m y accoun t.”

“  I t  would be a  p leasure  ; th e  m ore so th a t  
i t  is  so ra re . S tay yet a  m om ent, M artin . 
M ay I  order you a  bed, S ir P e n th o n y ?”

“ I a m  n o t sure. I  will le t you know la te r 
o n ,” replies Stafford, who to  h is  rage and  dis 
gust, finds h im self inw ardly  convulsed w ith  
laugh ter.

“ T h a t will do, M artin ,” said  h e r  ladyship, 
w ith th e  u tm o s t bonhommie. A nd M artin  re 
tires .

As th e  door closes, th e  com batan ts  regard 
each o ther steadily  for a  full m in u te , and  then  
th ey  bo th  roar.

“  You are th e  g rea test little  w re tch ,”  says 
S ir P en thony , going over to  h e r  an d  tak ing  
bo th  h e r han d s, “  i t  h a s  ever heen  m y m is
fo rtune  to  m eet w ith. I  am  laugh ing  now 
a gainst m y will, rem em ber th a t .  I  am  in  a 
fran tic  rage. W ill you te ll m e w hat all th a t 
scene betw een you and  L u ttre ll  was abou t ? 
I f  you don’t  I  shall go s tra ig h t an d  ask 
h im .”

“  W h a t ! And leave m e here  to  w ork m y 
I wicked will ? R eflect—reflect. I  th o u g h t you 

were going to m o u n t guard  here  all day. 
T h ink  on  all th e  sins I  shall be com m itting  
in  your absence.”

She has left h e r h an d s  in  h is  a ll th is  tim e, 
and  is regard ing  him  w ith  a  gay sm ile, under 
w hich she ha rd ly  h ides a  good deal of offended 
pride.

“  D on’t  be ra sh , I  pray  you,” she says, w ith 
a  gleam  of m alice.

“ T he  m an  who said p re tty  wom en w ere a t 
h e a r t th e  k in d est lied ,” says S ir  P en thony , 
s tand ing  over h e r, ta ll ,  an d  young, anu  very 
nearly  handsom e. “  tfou know  I  am  in  
m isery  all th is  tim e, and  th a t  a  word from 
you would relieve m e—yet you will n o t speak 
i t .”

“  W ould you” —very g ravely—“ cred it th e  
I word of such  a  s in n er as you m ake m e ou t to

be ?”
“  A sin n er ! Surely  I  have never called you 

j th a t  ?”
j “  You would call m e any th in g  w hen you get 
J in to  one of those  h o rrid  passions. Come, are 

you so rry ?”
“  I  am  m ore th a n  sorry. I  confess m yself a 

b ru te  if I  ever h in te d  a t such  a  word—which 
I  doub t. T he  m ost I  feared  was your im p ru 
dence.”

“  F rom  all I  can  gather, th a t  m eans quite 
th e  sam e th in g  when said of a  w om an.” 

“ W ell, I  don’t  m ean  i t  as th e  sam e. And, 
to  prove m y words, if you will only g ra n t m e 
forgiveness I  will n o t even m en tion  T edcastle’s 
nam e again .”

“  B u t X in s ist on  te lling  you  every word he 
said  to m e an d  all about i t . ”

“  If  you had  in s isted  on th a t  h a lf an  hou r 
ago you would have saved th ir ty  m in u te s ,” 
says Stafford, laughing.

“ T hen  I  would no t gratify  you ; now —T ed
castle  cam e here, poor fellow, in  a  w retched 
s ta te  abou t Molly M assereene, whose secret 
he h a s  a t len g th  discovered. A bout eleven 
o'clock la s t n ig h t he ru sh ed  in  here  a lm ost 
d is trac ted  to get h e r  address ; so I  w ent to 
Molly early  th is  m orn ing , obtained  leave to  
give i t—and  a love-letter as well, w hich you 
saw m e deliver—and all h is  rap tu re s  an d  te n 
der ep ith e ts  were m ean t for h e r , and  n o t for 
m e. Is  i t  no t a  h u m ilia tin g  confession ? E ven 
w hen he kissed m y h a n d s  i t  was only in  g ra ti
tude , and  h is  h e a rt was fu ll of M olly a ll th e  
tim e .”

“ T hen  i t  was n o t you he was to  m eet 
alone ?”  E agerly .

“  W h a t ! S till suspicious ? No, s ir, it 
was n o t your wife he was to  m eet alone. 
Now are  you properly abashed ? A re you s a t
isfied ?”

“ I  am , and  deeply con trite . Yet, Cecil, 
you m u s t know  w hat i t  is causes m e such in 
tolerable jealousy, and , know ing, you should 
pardon. My love for you only increases day 
by day. Tell m e again  I  am  forgiven .”

“ Yes, qu ite  forgiven.”
“  A nd”— stealing  h is  arm  gently  round  h e r 

— “ are you in  th e  sm allest degree g lad  to  see 
m e again  ?”

“  In  a  degree—yes.” R aising  to  h is  two 
eyes full of som eth ing  m ore th a n  com m on

“ Really ?”
“ R eally .”
H e looks a t he r, b u t she refuses to  under 

s tand  h is  appealing  expression, and  regards 
h im  calm ly in re tu rn .

“  Cecil, how cold you are  !” he  says, re 
proachfully . “ T h in k  how long I  have been 
away from  you, and  w hat a  jou rney  I  have 
com e.”

“ T r u e ; you m ust be h u n g ry .” W ith  w ilful 
ignorance of h is  m eaning.

“  I  am  n o t.” In d ignan tly . “ B u t I  th in k  
you m ig h t—after th ree  weary m on ths , th a t  to
m e a t least w eretw elve—you m igh t ”

“  You w ant m e to —kiss you ?” says Cecil, 
p rom ptly, b u t w ith a ris in g  b lush . “  W ell, I  
will th e n .”

L ifting  h e r  head , she presses h e r lips to  h is  
w ith a fervor th a t  takes h im  u tte rly  by su r
prise.

“  Cecil,” w hispers he, growing a little  pale, 
“  do you m ean  i t? ”

“ M ean w h a t? ” C oloring crim son now, 
b u t laugh ing  also. “  I  m ean th is  ; if  we do n ’t 
go dow n-sta irs soon luncheon will be cold 
A nd rem em ber, I  hold  you to  your engage
m en t. You dine w ith m e to-day. Is  n o t th a t 
so ?”

“  Y ou know  how  glad I  shall bfe ?”
“  W ell, 1 hope now ,” says Cecil, “  you in 

tend  to  reform , and  give up  traveling  a im less
ly all over th e  unknow n world a t s tated  in te r
vals. I  hope for th e  fu tu re  you m ean staying 
a t hom e like a  respectable C h ris tian .”

“  I f  I  had  a hom e. You c an ’t  call one’s 
club a  hom e, can  you ? I  would stay  any 
w here—w ith you .”

“ I  could n o t possibly undertake  such a 
responsib ility . S till, I  should like you to  re 
m ain  in  L ondon , w here I  could look after

you a  little  b it now  and  th e n , an d  keep you 
in  order. I  adore keep ing  people in  order. I  
am  th row n aw ay,”  says Cecil, sh ak in g  h e r 
flaxen head sadly. “ I  know  I  was b o m  to  
ru le .”

“  You do a  g reat deal of i t  even in  y o u r own 
lim ited  sphere, don’t you ?” says h e r  hu sb an d , 
laugh ing . “  I  know at least one u n fo r tu n a te  
ind iv idual who is com pletely under your con
tro l .”

“  No. I  am  dreadfully  cram ped. B u t c o m e ; 
in  sp ite  of all th e  joy I  n a tu ra lly  feel a t your 
safe re tu rn  I  find m y appetite  un im paired . 
L uncheon  is ready. Follow  m e, m y friend . I  
p ine for a  cu tle t.”

T hey  eat th e ir  cu tle ts  tete-a-tete , and  w ith 
ev iden t appreciation  of th e ir  m erits  ; the  ser
v an ts  regarding  th e  perform ance w ith  in tense 
though  silen t adm ira tion . In  th e ir  opinion 
(and who shall d ispu te  th e  accuracy of a  ser
v a n t’s opin ion  ?) th is  is th e  beg inn ing  of the 
end.

W hen luncheon  is over, L ady  Stafford 
rises.

“  I  am  going for m y drive ,” she says. 
“  B u t w hat is to become of you u n til d inner- 
h ou r ?”

“  I  shall accom pany you .”  A udaciously.
“  You ! W h a t ! To have all L ondon lau g h 

ing a t m e !”
“  L et them . A laugh  w ill do th em  good, 

and you no harm . How can  i t  m a tte r  to 
you ?”

“ T ru e . I t  canno t. And a fte r all to  be 
laughed a t  one m ust be ta lked about. A ndjto 
be ta lked abou t m eans to  create  a  sensation . 
And I  should like to create  a sensation  before 
I  die. Yes, S ir  P en th o n y ”— w ith a de term ined  
a ir— “ you  shall have a sea t m  m y carriage 
to day .”

'* And how about to-m orrow ?”
“ To-m orrow  probably some o th e r fa ir lady 

will take p ity  on you. I t  would be m uch  too 
slow”— m ischievously—“ to  expect you to go 
driv ing  w ith  your wife every day .”

“  I  don’t  th in k  I  can  see i t  in  th a t  light. 
Cecil” — com ing to  h e r side, and  w ith a  sudden 
though  gen tle  boldness, tak in g  h e r  in  h is  
a rm s—“ w hen are  you going to  forgive m e and  
take  m e to  your h ea rt ?”

‘ W h at is i t  you w ant, you tiresom e m an  ?” 
ts Cecil, w ith  a m iserable a ttem p t a t a  

frown.
“  Y our love,”  replies he, k issing  th e  weak- 

m inded little  pucker off h e r forehead and  th e  
pretended  p o u t from  h e r lips, w ithout th is  
tim e saying, “  by your leave,” o r “  w ith  your 
leave.”

“ A nd w hen you have i t ,  w hat th e n  ?”
“  I  shall be th e  hap p iest m an  alive.”
“  T h en  be th e  happ iest m an  alive ,”  m u r

m urs she, w ith tears  in  h e r eyes, although th e  
sm ile s till lingers round  h e r  lips.

I t  is  th u s  she gives in.
“  And w hen,”  asks Stafford, h a lf  an  h o u r 

la te r, all th e  retrospective confessions and  
d isclosures have taken  som e tim e to  get 
th ro u g h — “ w hen shall I  in s ta ll a  m is tre ss  in  
the  capacious b u t exceedingly gloomy abode 
m y ancestors so unk ind ly  le ft to  m e ?”

“ Do n o t even th in k  of such a  th in g  for 
ever so long. P erhaps  n ex t sum m er I  m ay

4 Oh, nonsense ! W hy n o t say th is  tim e 
ten  years  ?”

“  B u t a t th is  tim e m y th o u g h ts  are fu ll of 
m y dear Molly. Ah ! w hen shall I  see h e r as 
happy  a s— a s —I  am  ?”

H ere  S ir P en th o n y , moved by a  sense of 
du ty  and  a  knowledge of th e  fitness of th ings, 
in s ta n tly  k isses h e r  again.

H e has barely  perform ed th is  necessary  act 
when th e  redoubtable C harles p u ts  h is  head  
in a t  th e  door and  says :

‘ T he  carriage is w aiting, m y lady.”
* Very good,” re tu rn s  L ady  Stafford, who, 

according to  C harles’s version of the  affair, a 
few hours  la te r, is  as “ red  as a  peony .” 

You will stay  here , P en th o n y ”— m urm uring  
his nam e w ith a grace and  sweet hesitation  
qu ite  irres is tib le—“ w hile I  go and  m ake 
ready for ou r drive .”

[to b e  c o n t in u e d .]

DOES IT  PA  Id TO H IR E  C H E A P  
HOHOOL TE ACH E R S.

A m an  tries  to be a  fa rm er an d  fa ils ; trie®
to  be a  m echanic and  fails ; tries  to  be a 
law yer and  fails ; tries  to  be a  m in is te r and  
is not even good enough for t h a t ; b u t one 
th in g  be  can d o —he can  be a  schoolm aster. 
A nd so you will find th ro u g h o u t th e  country  
schoolm asters are selected because th ey  are 
cheap. You can ge t h im  for $10 a  m on th  
found. Sham e on th e  parsim ony  th a t  would 
take a  cen t from  th e  pay of th e  m en  o r wo
m en em ployed as teachers. If  th e re  is any  
profession w hich should  be m ade absolutely 
independen t of all care  as to  th e  m eans of 
living i t  is th a t. I  do n o t underva lue  m y 
own profession, b u t I  th in k  th a t  th e  school
m aster s tan d s  n earer to God th a n  a  m in is te r 
can . F o r m yseif, I  h a ted  th e  school, I  h a ted  
i t  in  m y m in d , I  ha ted  i t  in  m y body. I  ha ted  
i t  in  m y affections. I  had  no  religious 
n a tu re , so I  could n o t h a te  i t  in  th a t .  I  
h a ted  school, and  ye t th e re  cam e a  sum m er 
in  old L itchfield  w hen in  sp ite of tears  and 
p ro testa tions I  was sen t ou t of th e  house and  
to  school, and  I  found a  school m a ’m a comely, 
though  w ith very pale face, an d  young —not 
ever e igh teen—who m et m e a t th e  door and  
p a tted  m e on th e  h ead  and  played w ith  m y 
curly h a ir  and  she sa t m e down a t  h e r  feet 
and  m ado m e happy . S he was tak en  sick 
and  died, bu t while she ta u g h t was th e  only 
p leasan t tim e I  ever h ad  in  school, There 
is no econom y so p enurious, no w rong so in 
tolerable as th a t  w hich cu ts  down th e  pay of 
the  teacher, and  sim ply because they  w ith 
whom they  have to  do a re  only ch ild ren  ? 
Only children  ! W hose ch ild ren  ? Your 
ch ild ren , m y children , God’s ch ild ren , th e  
sw eetest blossom s in  th e  garden of th e  world, 
for whom angels m ay be p roud  to  do service. 
If they  a re  neglected you are to blam e, for if 
you cared enough abou t i t ,  i t  never would 
h ap p en .—H en ry  W ard Beecher.

A  B R I D E ’S  M I S F O R T U N E .

S e n s a t io n  o n  a  C a n a d a  S o u th e r n  
Sleeper.

A new ly-m arried wife, re tu rn in g  from  h e r 
wedding to u r w ith h e r  h u sb an d  to  F o r t 
W ayne, In d ., m et w ith  a  pain fu l accident on 
th e  C anada Sou thern  ra ilroad  a  few n igh ts  
since. T hey  had  disrobed and  were cosily 
lying in  th e  lower b e rth  of a  sleeper, w hen 
the  occupants of the  ca r were ho rro r-stricken  
by hearing  th e  young wife give ven t to a  se
ries of p iercing shrieks. T here  was a general 
com m otion, an d  th e  conductor p u shed  aside 
th e  cu rta in  to see w hat was th e  m a tte r. 
\  O h ! m y h e e l ! m y heel I” she cried, w ith  
shrieks of p a in ;  “ som eth ing  h a s  ru n  in to  
m y h eel.” T he  husband  was beside h im self 
w ith anx iety  an d  grief, bu t like th e  re s t of 
th e  passengers could n o t im agine how  his 
wife was h u rt. F inally , assisted  by several 
ladies, who hustled  on th e ir  c lo thes, a n  ex
am ination  was m ade. I t  appears th a t  the  
lady had  h un g  up h e r h a t  in  th e  b a th , and  a 
large o rnam en ta l p in , about th ree  inches 
long, had  becom e detached by th e  m otion  of 
th e  car and fell a t h e r feet. In  extending  her 
lim b suddenly th e  p in  had  ru n  in to  h e r heel 
about two inches, causing  exquisite  pain . To 
add to h e r troubles, h e r  husb an d  tried  to pull 
i t  ou t, and  i t  broke off. The conductor te le
g raphed  to S t. Thom as, and  on th e  a rriva l of 
th e  tra in  a  surgeon was in  waiting, who, a fter 
an  h o u r and  a-ha lf’s work, cut open th e  heel 
and  extracted  the  p in. T h a t couple will get 
m ore laugh ter th a n  sym pathy  w hen they  get 
home.

—E xception  is taken  in  E n g lan d  to  th e  
m an n e r in which M r. Talm age p o in ts  a m oral. 
In  h is  lecture on th e  “  B rig h t Side of 
T h ings,” delivered a t th e  T em perance Fete 
at the  C rystal Palace, as a n  in s ta n ce  of “  th e  
ru ling  passion s trong ,” he  re la ted  th e  follow
ing : “ A h ,” said a  m an , who was on a sick 
bed, to  h is  wife, “  1 am  going to heaven .” 
“  You’ll look very p re tty ,” said  she, “  stuck  
up  in  heaven .” “  B ring  m e th e  broom ,” he 
shouted , “  an d  le t m e give you an o th e r wal
loping before I  d ie .” A corresponden t of 
th e  Echo  in s ists  th a t  i t  was scarcely neces
sary  for a  D octor of D ivin ity  to  come from 
th e  o th e r side of th e  A tlantic to speak in  th is  
m anner, as there  a re  preachers in  th e  E ast 
E n d  and  cabdrivers all over L ondon, who can 
do as well, if n o t b e t ter.


