
“ You are so wild, Ilm a,” she suid. “ How  
did you leave the house this morning ? There 
was not a bolt withdrawn.”

“ I got ou t of m y window, au n tie , and  
■climbed down th e  creeper."

Darrell burst out laughing. Mies Durnford 
was obliged to laugh too, though she tried to 
look grave.

“ You’ll break a lim b some day, child,” 
»be said. •' Now sit down to breakfast.”

“ I won’t do it  iga in  till next tim e,” said 
lim a, in  an undertone, as she took her 
seat.

Sir Philip sat opposite to her ; and from  
tim e to tim e she scanned him covertly, watch
ing him  while he talked to her aunt, and 
marking every change of feature and every in 
flection of a singularly sweet voice.

Sir Philip was as dark as a Southern I ta l
ian ; h is rich curly locks were of the blue-black 
hue not often seen even in  Italy, and the deli
cate and statueeque chiselling of h is features 
was Italian rather than E nglish. Every line 
of his striking countenance indicated strong 
passions and intense pride ; but pride seprned 
not inappropriate to a man who bore so 
strongly the marks of gentle blood. But deep 
in  the dark eyes lay the shadow of the vague 
unrest that overcast a life which nature and 
fortune ought to have combined to make 
bright and glorious.

Ilm a thought that this man looked as if he 
had stepped out of some frame at the Pitti 
Palaoe ; he seemed to belong more properly to  
an age in  which swords righted wrongs. It 
was no wonder the people considered him  al
m ost an alien ; no one could be more unlike 
the usual representatives of great county fam i
lies. Sir Philip Darrell wae pale, slender, 
supple, with the hues of an Italian, olean- 
shaved save for the soft moustache that shaded 
the resolute lips, я m an of courts and cities, 
all but a stranger in h is native country, h is  
very speeoh giving, neither in tone nor accent, 
the faintest indication of h is birthplace. He 
neither hunted nor shot, nor took any part in  
county doings, being indeed an absentee. It 
was no wonder that воте  of the most super
stitious shook their heads and said that some 
strange influence had presided at the hour of 
his birth.

“ And do you intend,” asked M iss Durnford, 
addressing her guest, after a short pause in 
the conversation, “ to give us your company 
for a little longer this tim e than you did last, 
Sir Philip ?”

H e shrugged h is shoulders and answered — 
"I can hardly tell, M iss Durnford ; I have 

no settled plans. I am a rolling stone, you 
know, and shall be as long as I live.”

•‘I  hope n o t.”
“D o yen  ? D o you cherish the idea that I 

shall settle dawn and become a country 
gentlem an and exhibit at agricultural shows ? 
Miss Costello, you see, is laughing at the bare 
notion.” ,

“ I oannot help it ,” said Ilm a. “ W hy, Sir 
Philip, I look as much a country gentleman as 
you do 1”

Miss Durnford glanoed hastily at her niece ; 
her transatlantic freedom of manner some
what disturbed the good lady’s equanimity ; 
but it was so free from transatlantic forward
ness, so ohild-like and charming, that no one 
oould misinterpret it ; and Sir Philip Darrell 
was the last man to be anything but pleased 
by it. H e laughed and said—

“ No, no, M iss Durnford, rather for me 
“ ‘Fifty years of^Kurope than a oycle of 

C&thway Г "
“ So Cumberland is Cathy, and your splen

did anoestral home a prison ?”
“ Ay,” said Darrell carelessly, though again 

with the tone of bitterness Ilm a had noticed 
before—“ a short life and a merry one !”

“ I should вау a long life and a good one,” 
replied Miss Durnford.

“  Long life ? Defend me from it 1” As he 
said the words he caught a fleeting look from 
Ilm a’s brown eyes, a look so full of pain and 
unconscious pleading that a quick flush 
crossed h is oheeks, and he bit his lip; but, 
recovering him self, and with a total change of 
m anner, as if to  dismiss an unprofitable sub
ject, he asked Ilm a if  s h e ^ o u ld  like to go 
over the court. , _  . .

“  Oh, so much !” she said, eagerly. “ My 
cousins say it  has such lovely pictures, andall 
sorts of beautiful th ings.”

“  You m ust honor me then , and your aunt 
and oousins will, I  hope, favor m y poor house 
also. You will hear some dismal stories of 
the cavaliers and ladies you will see in the 
pieture gallery. W e have always been a tur
bulent set, a n d  ” H e stopped abruptly,
and added, turning to Miss Durnford, “ Per
haps you would kindly let m e know in a day 
or two what day will suit you—all days are 
alike to m e.”

“ But indeed, Sir Philip ,” was the reply, 
“ you m ust not make m e fix a day.’’

“ You will, I  am sure ; it would be so kind 
of you”— and he spoke in  his most winning  
manner. “ Thanks. One of the gardeners 
has been raving over some rare exotics. I  
forget what he oalled them . You must 
please choose as many of them as you like. I 
remember your weakness for out of the way 
flowers.”

“ You left orders with the head gardeaer for 
m y fancy to be gratified,” said the old lady. 
“ No, no, Sir Philip ; I cannot enroach 
any mere on your kindness. W hy, I have a 
whole range of flowers that are admired 
by all whioh came from your hot houses !” 

“ Have you ? I am so glad. I  wish you 
had a hot house full. I  m ust see to it—the 
more the merrier. Why should the flowers 
waste their sweetness on the desert air ?” 

There were tears in  M iss Durnferd’s eyes 
as she thanked her guest ; But more than 
one cause made the tears rise. It was not 
that iu any case Sir Philip would not have 
been equally lavish ; but there always seemed 
in  him  a laok of that interefC in anything be
longing to him  whioh a man would feel in 
what he looked to enjoy for a lifetim e ; he 
always spoke as a mere wanderer through a 
■brief existanoe. There was always that under
current of feeling whioh, put into words, 
would have been, “ What are all these things 
to  me f 1 have no hold on them . I do not 
care for them  ; let m e give them  while they 
are mine to give.”

"Would any day this week suit you, Sir 
Philip ?” asked Miss Durnford, rising from 
ih e  table.

“ Certainly, and the earlier the better—for 
m y pleasure, I  mean, not m y convenience.” 

“Friday f” Darrell bowed.
•‘ T hen,” he said, “ I will call at the 

Larohes, and pay my devoirs ; they will not 
m ind the forenoon—but will they have break- 
(a ited  ?”

“  Oh, yes !"
“ I  will walk up, if you will allow me to 

leave Hassan with you a little longer.”
“  W ith the greatest pleasure ; and I hope 

you will give us more of your company when 
you return for h im .”

“ It is  very good of you to tolerate such a 
»eapegraoe as I  am,” replied Darrell. “I shall 
be m ost happy.” 

lim a  had intended to run over to the 
Larehes that morning, having been requested 
to  do so by her coueins ; but now she must 
give that up, as she oould not intrude on Sir 
Philip—it would be rude, though ehe was sure 
he would not m ind. M iss Durnford, however, 
who was a woman of great common sense, 
came to the resoue. She regretted that Ilma 
would have to meet Sir Philip Darrell at all ; 
but, aa it was impossible to prevent this, she 
would not run the risk of some blunt remark 
from Boland or Bose, betraying that Ilm a was 
expected, and thus giving the impression 
that she herself wished to keep Darrell and 
Ilm a apart.

“ Ilm a,” she said, “ I  have asked yon to go 
to the Larches this morning. Sir Philip will, 
Ï  am sure, be happy to escort you .”

Sir Philip bowed, and said he should be in 
deed happy ; but the troubled look in  h is  eyes 
deepened as Ilm a hurried away for her hat ; 
and, though the next moment he turned to 
M iss Durnford with some ordinary remark, 
he was saying to him self ;

“ I  m ust be true—true to the vow—what
ever the oost. Heaven knows what it may 
b e l ”

CHAPTER V.

«Gelden-haired Ilma walked by Sir Philip

WHEN THE FLOODS ARE OUT. Darrell’s side through the sunny village and 
in  the shade of the tall tree of Aunt Sabine’s 
pleasure grounds. Ilm a thought that brief 
passage through tho village was “ great fun ;” 
it  was like a royal progress. Old men aud 
grandmothers aud young women aud children 
all turned out curtseyed to the lord of the 
soil, and some blessed him  in  their broad dia
lect. H e was m ost gentle and affable to all, 
and scattered silver among the people with a 
freedom that was more reckless than judi
cious ; but it struck Ilm a, though he showed 
nothing of th is in h is m anner at the tim e, 
that he was glad when it was all over. H e  
did not seem pleased, as a landlord should be, 
by the homage of his tenants. H e had gone 
through a needful ordeal, and he breathed a 
sigh of relief when he was free again.

“ Heaven be praised,” he said, as the gates 
of the Larches closed behind him and hie 
companion, and he had tossed some loose 
coins to a grinning and admiring urchin, 
“ that is the last !”

“ You don’t care for the worship of your 
subjects ?” questioned Ilma.

Darrell’s haughty lip curled.
“ N o,” he replied ; “ and they do not oare 

form e. How should they ? They hardly ever 
see m e, and we have no interests in common. 
Some of them  actually believe that I have an 
understanding w ith supernatural powers be
cause I have escaped drowning two or three 
tim es when I ought to have been drownad ; 
and mine is an accursed race. It will be better 
for these people when some one else than a 
Darrell reigns at tbe Court. They will not 
regret m e, nor I them .”

“ Oh, don’t —don’t talk so !” cried Ilma 
passionately, more wounded by the lightness 
of her com panion’s manner than if he 
bad shown deep feeling ; it was as though 
he had schooled him self to cynioal callous- 
ness.

Darrell started violently, and the blood 
m ounted to his very brow. H e paused fully 
a m inute before t e  could speak, while Ilma  
quickly walked on ahead of him  to hide 
the tears in her eyes and the quivering 
of her lips. A few strides brought Sir 
Philip to her side, and he laid his hand on her 
arm.

“ M iss Costello,” he said, “pray forgive me. 
I hardly know what to say to apologize enough 
for tiaving pained you. It never occurred to 
me that what I said could affect anyone more 
than it does m yself ; I  forgot that you are not 
a callous man, but a sensitive girl. W ill you 
pardon my thoughtlessness ?”

“ There is nothing that needs forgiveness,” 
answered Ilm a, looking up into the dark 
handsom e face, which was earnest enough 
now. ‘ I cannot help being sorry that you 
feel as you have said, and I should always be 
sorry if you never apoke of it again !”

“ W ould you ?”—and he gazed so intently  
into the girl’s face that her eyes fell and her 
color rose.

Thus reoilled to him self, Sir Philip re
moved his band, which had till then rested 
on Ilm a’s arm,and he turned aside, biting his 
lip. For the next five minutée he did not 
speak, walking on silently by the girl’s side, 
and she, her yo.ing heart bleeding for him , 
dare not say more, and she did not even ven
ture to look at him.

Sir Philip spoke again presently, but on a 
different subject, asking lim a if she rode. 
She answered :

“ Yes, like an Jn d ian .”
“ Then we m ust have в оте  riding parties," 

said Sir Philip. “All your cousins ride weil, 
I  know ; and there are some splendid rides 
round here. A good gallop over Connaby Fells 
would bring roses to your cheeks, though they  
would not laet, I  suppose.”

Ilm a smiled ; but вЬе did not choose to say 
that she could not enjoy that pastime, as her 
aunt did not keep riding horses, and her cous
ins had only those whion they them selves 
rode. Sir Philip however divined the position 
at once, and added—

“ But perhaps your cousins have no spare 
horse ?”

“ They have not, I  know,” answered Ilm a ; 
“ but I dare say my uncle would let me have 
one if  I  Isked h im .”

“ That would never do ; all the good weather 
will be gone belore you can hear from Canada. 
You m ust let m e give you a mount. D on’t 
deny m e ; it  would be such a pleasure ; and 
there are beautiful horses in my stables eatingi 
their heads off, as the grooms say. You shall 
make your choice on Friday.”

“You won’t let mo refuse. Then how  
ehall I  thank you ?” said the girl. “ I 
shall be just wild to be on horseback again.” 

“ ‘Just w ild,’ you American !" laughed 
Sir Philip, again hiding deep feeling under 
a light tone. “ Well, you have thanked 
me for what is, after all, a selfish aot."

“You mean because you like to give enjoy
ment ? But that isn’t selfish,” returned Ilma ; 
“ for selfish people don’t have pleasure in 
other people’s happiness.”

“ Ah, you are metaphysical. We m ust dis
m iss the subject,” said Sir Philip quickly, and 
with some embarrassment, whioh Ilm a was 
delighted to perceive ; for Sir Philip, she felt 
certain, was not easily dislodged from his c it
adel of self-possession.

Dark Darrell, with all his courtliness, was 
the reverse of a ceremonious personage ; and 
so he followed Ilm a’s lead up the terrace steps 
and presented him self through the open win
dow of the morning room before the aston
ished Sabines.

They were all there except Boland, in search 
of whom Ilm a instantly sped away, and they  
greeted Sir Philip warmly. H e speedily ex
plained how Ilm a came to be with him , aud 
in what manner he had been introduced to 
her.

Meanwhile Ilm a had found Boland busily  
engaged in the repair of some fishing-tackle i n  
hie study, if i an apartment devoted only to 
sporting literature and im plem ents deserved 
the name. He looked up, and his whole face 
brightened as his beautiful young cousin has
tened to his B id e .

“ W ell, catam ount,” said Boland, taking  
her hand and kissing her, “ were you sent for 
me, or did you come of your own accord ?"

“ Of my own accord ; though I have come 
to fetch you to see—whom do you think?  
Dark Darrell him self !”

“ He here ?” said lloland, in a tone that did 
not betray much pleasure.

“ Yes, and he came with me. H e breakfasted 
with us thia morning ; and, Boland,” added 
Ilma, throwing up her hat and catching it, 
“ he is just the nicest fellow I ever m et !”

“ Oh, of course !” said Boland, laughing ; 
but the laugh, Ilm a thought, sounded forced. 
“ Girls are bound to worship a man who looks 
like a picture, though he doesn’t do much 
more in  the world than if he were a picture. 
He might be the foreigner he looks , for all 
he is among h is own tenants or cares about 
them .”

“ T hat’s not m y business and Ilma  
flushed a little—the girl was quick-tempered 
and ever ready to resent injustice. “ I 
don’t think Cumberland peasants are very 
nice people.”

“ You don’t know anything about them , 
my dear,” said Boland ; “ though I  dare say 
you know a? much as Darrell does. Bough 
speech and manners don’t always mean a bad 
heart, any more than suavity and emooth 
words m ean a good one.”

Ilma said no more, but descended with her 
cousin to the morning room. The girl went 
over to her aunt, and watched from beneath 
her sweeping lashes the meeting between 
Boland and Sir Philip Darrell. W hat a dif
ference there was between them ! Boland 
seemed to belong to another and lower order 
of being than the man of whom he had 
spoken with hardly-veiled contempt.

“ You are a good deal altered from when I 
saw you last, Sabine,” said Sir Philip, sur 
veying his host. “ You were not much more 
than a boy then ; and, though I should have 
known you again at once, that forest of hair 
about your face makes an immenae change in 
you.”

“ There is  very little difference iu  you,” 
replied Boland, laughing. “ You look a bit 
older, but not much ; and, when you’re forty, 
you won’t look older than you do now.”

“ Maybe not,” said Sir Philip, with a half 
smile, as he resumed his seat.

Som ething in the look and tone gave Ilma 
the clue to h is thought—“ How should I look 
older in  ten years ? Time stands still in  the 
grave.” The girl felt something like terror 
come over her. W as there, after all, some

truth in  a curse which seemed to have influ^ 
enced tbe whole life of a man so unlikely to 
yield to mere superstition as Sir Philip Dar
rell ?”

“ Sic Philip,” said Mrs. Sabino, turning to 
her son, “ has kindly asked you all to the 
Court on Friday, with aunt Bacheland Ilm a,” 

“ I  shall be delighted,” returned Boland.
“ And,” added Sir Philip, “ I want to make 

up a riding-party while the fine weather lasts. 
Do you know any one you would care to ask 
to join us ?”

Boland shook his head.
" N o ,” he replied ; “ new-comers are scarce 

in  these parts. Ilm a is the first for twenty  
years at least ; and the last before her were 
only farmers.”

“ Ilm a will join us,” said Sir Philip, using  
the Christian name quite inadvertently—  
probably merely catching it from Boland, pos
sibly from a subtle instinct to  try to thiuk of 
her as “ only a child.”

But Boland did not like the dropping of the 
formal title. W ild and childlike as Ilm a was, 
she was net young enough to be treated with  
such freedom on the strength of a morning’s 
acquaintance, especially by so young a man 
as Sir Philip Darrell. Sir Philip could read 
what was passing in Boland’s m m d--for it 
was not easy to hide anything from his obser
vant eyes—but he gave not the slightest sign 
of having noticed a resentment which he 
haughtily considered “ deucedly cool.”

There was an awkward pause for a lew 
seconde after Sir Philip’s woftls ; for every 
one knew that Ilm a had no means of carrying 
out her promise. Mrs. Sabine glanced up at 
ilm a, and the girl nodded laughingly.

“ Sir Philip is so kind as to give me a 
m ount,'’ she said ; and as she spoke a quick 
heavy frown crossed Boland’s brow.

“ Oh, then, you can ride,” he observed 
hastily.

“ W hy, of course," replied, while Sir Philip 
Darrell half smiled ; “ if I could not ride, I 
should be thrown.”

“ I  am afraid you would,” said Sir Philip. 
“ I don’t think there is a very quiet horse in 
my stables.”

“ You m ust take care, Ilma ;” and Mrs. 
Sabine looked anxiously at her niece.

“ I will look after her, mother,” said Boland 
quickly ; but Ilm a shook her head.

“ Thanks, Boland ; I don’t need coaching. 
I am as much at hom e on horseback as on 
my feet.”

“ Can you jump ?”
“ Yes ’’— opening wide her great clear eyes 

— “ gates, ditches—anything. I ’ll try con
clusions with you.”

“ You’re confident, Miss America. Do you 
challenge all creation ?”

“ No, only you. 1 shouldn’t have a chance 
with Sir Philip.”

“ How do you know that?” asked Darrell, 
while Boland bit his lip hard.

“ They told me you were a crack rider ; 
and I could see by the way you rode this 
morning that you were like a Mexican in the 
eaddle. And then see wuat a superb horse 
you have !”

“ Boland rides twelve stone,” observed 
Bose ; “ во he has much more to carry than 
Sir Philip.”

“ Twelve stone against som ething under 
one,” said Sir Philip, laughing as he glanced 
from Boland’s stalwart frame to Ilm a’s fragile- 
looking figure. “ I  ehould think if a good 
breeze caught you, Ilma, you wouia be blown 
away.”

“ We’ll prove that on the Fells,” returned 
Ilma, laughing, too, as they all did ; but 
Boland little liked that there should he in so 
short a tim e во good an understanding be
tween Sir Philip Darrell aud lovely Ilma  
Costello.

Mrs. Sabine looked from Sir Philip’s strik
ing features to Boland’s, aud then to U m a’s 
exquisite face, and sho said to herself :

“ Heaven avert that Darrell should think  
too much of the girl, or she of him  ! And yet 
he is but hum an, and she not even afraid.” 

The mother noted, too, how her eon watched 
Ilm a and listened to her voice, and her heart 
sank. Were the two men equal ia worldly 
fortune, or Boland the superior, he would 
have no chance of winning a young girl's 
affection against Sir Philip Darrell, even if 
the lutter should make no deliberate attempt 
to conquer.

The visitors were asked to stop to lunch
eon, but Sir Philip declined, having promised 
to see Mias Durnford before he returned to 
the Court ; and the best part of the after
noon, he added, would be taken up with ac
counts. Ilm a could not stay, because, she 
said, with a sigh, aunt Bachel wanted to take 
her to call on the Bector ; and she was 
sorry for this, but glad of the good excuse 
for going. She would rather be with Sir 
Philip Darrell.

Boland asked to accompany them to вее 
Hassan, and Bose included herself in the 
party. Ilm a ran races across the grounds 
with Boland's big black retriever, and did 
not join the others till they reached the 
Grange, when she came up with her hat off 
and her pale cheeks like the sunny side of a 
peach.

W hen Hassan had been duly admired, and 
Boland and Bose had departed, lunoheon- 
time was so near that Miss Durnford urged 
her guest to remain for this repast. Sir Philip 
hesitated, but Ilma interposed.

“ There will be plenty of tim e for your 
stupid accounts, Sir Philip .”

He laughed, and yielded.
“ They are stupid, Miss Costello,” he said, 

“ though easy enough in them selves.”
“ Easy !” cried Ilma. “ I dare say they  

are to you. No doubt you can add up a 
column of decimals at a glance ; but I hate 
arithmetic. I  like languages, metaphysics,
m usic ”

“ Music ?” interrupted Sir Philip quickly. 
“ Of course you do ; but do you play ?”

“ Yes, ‘ som e,’ as the Yankees say.”
“ You m ust let me hear you on Friday. I 

should beg for music to day but that there 
will not be tim e.”

Sir Philip left alm ost imm ediately after 
luncheon, and Ilm a accompanied him to the 
door.

“ You will come early on Friday ?” he said, 
holding her hand in his.

“ I should like to do so,” replied the girl 
frankly ; “ so I  will hurry them up. And, 
Sir Philip, please don’t call m e ‘ Miss Cos
tello.’ ”

“ No ? I had no right to call you ‘ Ilm a,’ 
you know.”

“ Hadn’t you ?  W hy n ot?” asked Ilma, 
laughing. “ But I  am  glad you did ; every 
one else does, and I  don’t feel like ‘ Miss ’ 
anything. Auntie won’t m ind.”

“ Very w ell.” H is lips trembled for a 
moment, and h is hand clasped hers more 
clo-ely as he added eoftly, “ Good-bye, 
Ilm a.”

Looking back as he rode away, he saw her 
still standing there, and he bowed low and 
kissed h is hand to her.

CHAPTEB VI.

The Court was a magnificent pile of build
ings standing about two m iles from the river, 
on the opposite bank to the Weir Mill, in the 
midst of an extensive park, beautiful p lea
sure grounds imm ediately surrounding the 
mansion.

The Sabines alm ost knew the place by 
heart ; they had carte blanche to go to the 
Court when they chose, only the library, 
music room and one or two other apartments 
being locked up. The building itself, they 
told Ilma, would take a fortnight to explore, 
to say nothing of the pioture-gallery, state 
apartments, chapel and works of art innum 
erable, collected during several hundred years.

The Sabines’ carriago rolled under a deep 
arched gateway into a vast courtyard, and 
Ilma looked up with profound veneration at 
castellated wails that had frowned on crusa
ders and been defended against Cromwell’s 
soldiers. How could Sir Philip care so little  
to remain in such a graud old home as this, 
breathing traditions of glory aud greatness ? 
Her heart swelled within her, her eyes filled 
with tears, and her brea'h came quickly. But 
the carriage stopped at the noble entrance, 
and Sir Philip came down to receive his guests.

He gave, as in duty bound, his best atten
tion to Miss Durnford, but Ilm a’s rapt face 
was the only one he really cared to see. They 
passed through the great hall, where Ilma

would havç givon the world to ling r, and 
where it seemed proper to converse in  subj 
duod tones, to a noble apartment all furnished 
in oak and ebony, with stained-glass windows 
and painted domed ceiling, and with stately 
pictures by Velasquez and Vandyck on the 
wails.

“ Ilma is quite overawed,” remarked Bose, 
laughing ; and the girl winced and oolored, 
but smiled when Sir Philip turned to her.

“ Your organ of veneration is large,” he 
said ; and just for a second a wild vision flashed 
through h is mind which made h is heart 
almost cease to beat, as he saw her standing 
there in  her young beauty, w ith the warm 
light on her goldeu hair and a deeper light in 
her wondrous eyes.

Would she ever know why he waa silent 
for a mom ent and shunned her cloudless, fear
less gaze ?

•*I suppose,” he sa id , a f te r  that p a u se  
“ that, though Ilm a is the youngest here, ehe 
m u s t  bo commander of the expedition, as sh e  
ів the stranger. You all know the Court as 
well a s—perhape better than— I do. Miss 
Durnferd tells m e she prefers to remain here 
for a little, and then intends to steer for the  
conservatories, where W ilkins will be a super
ior g u id e  to myself, fo r  I am the worst of 
fio ricu ltu riB ts . So Ilm a, where is it to be first 
for you ?”

Ilm a hesitated ; and then she said—
“ I am sure to like it  all”— thinking that 

perhaps Sir Philip would not like to go to the 
picture galleries, which she would v isit when 
he was away again.

“ Would you like to see the picture galler
ies ?” asked Darrell, divining what wae in her 
mind. “ Yes ? This way th en .”

As they paused before an old Sevres vase in 
a corridor, he said—

“It was very kind of you to think of m e ; 
but I have no objection at all to the picture 
galleries. Perhaps we had better commence 
witn that containing the fam ily portraits,” he 
added, aa Boland and Bose approached, Janie 
having gone off somewhere else.

It took some tim e to reach the galleries, 
there being so m any things to admire and 
hear about on the way. But for Ilm a’s com 
pany, Boland would far rather have been in  
the stables. H e had not much taste for curi
ous oarvinga, statues, and things of a kindred 
nature. He. could not have told the difference 
between the Renaissance aud any other period 
any т о го  than he could have assigned a 
painting to any given school. Sir Philip how
ever hand it all at his finger’s ends, and Ilma  
seemed in her glory ; but in her heart she 
felt more and more, as she went on, that this 
grand place was not a hom e. A shadow 
seemed to hang over it. Sir Philip was proud 
of the Court ; he loved it  passionately in  a 
way, but not a word passed his lips such as 
would have been natural to its master, in  the 
flower of his manhood, indicating that he re
garded it as an abiding place. Nor had it an 
air of hom e. Everything was redolent of the 
past. Ilm a felt as if she we?e back in  the 
middle ages. A laugh sounded odd and bareh, 
a oommonplace speech seemed out *f charac
ter. If Sir Philip had called her “ fair m ai
den” aud “ thee’d” and “ thou’d, she would 
hardly have been surprised. H e indeed was 
suitably framed ; but Boland and Bose looked 
painfully out of plaoe amid euoh surroundings. 
Yet Ilm a wished she could see one room that 
looked as if it had been lived in  w ithin the 
last hundred years, as if children had ever 
played there, or young girls dreamed there. 
What a grand, bright, happy home thia might 
be, but for the heavy curse that lay on it like 
a black pall.

The pioture-galleries, Sir Philip told his 
youngest guest, occupied the whole of what 
waa called Sir Dam ian’s wing, having been 
built by that lord in  the fourteenth century.

“ I dare say,” said Sir Philip, as he opened 
the doors of the portrait-gallery, “ you will 
like to take a more general survey to-day, as 
you will have so many opportunities cf seeing  
all that is to be seen ; but don’t let me hurry 
you. I only want you to take your own time 
aud pleasure.”

Ilma thanked him , and they paseed in 
among crusading knights and ladiee in  ooifs 
and farthingales. Even the stiff, imperfect 
lim ning of the earlier periods could not hide 
the marked characteristics of the race, dart, 
haughty Italian-looking faces, all more or Ш і 
handsome, some remarkably so; though none,' 
Ilma thought, had such beauty aa Sir Philip. 
In the last representative of the house all its 
graces seamed to have reached their highest 
point.

“ How is  i t ,” asked Ilm a, “ that the Dar
rells have such an Italian type of face ? It is  
strongest in you, Sir Philip ; but none of 
those faces are English."

“ The tradition, you know, is ,” he replied, 
“ that the first Darrell was an Italian noble, 
who fled his country for some political reason, 
or for some crime, real or charged to him  ; 
and I  think it m ust have been so. Several 
tim es in  later ages we have intermarried with 
Italians. The mother of Sir Ingelhard of the 
Curse was an Italian, and so was m y great
grandmother. They say I  am more like Sir 
Ingelhard than any of the others.”

“ Are you?" said Ilma, with a sharp pang 
at her heart. Was there any fate in  this  
resemblance between the m an who had 
brought the doom on the noble house and the 
one who was to be its last victim ?

“ You will see,” replied Sir Philip, as th* 
girl stopped silently before a stately dame of 
the reign of Henry VI. ; and, glancing round 
he saw that Boland and Bose had loitered 
behind, and he heard a laugh from Bose whioh 
echoed through tbe lofty arches.

Ilm a started, and her brow contracted with  
a look of pain.

“How sensitive you are !" said Sir Philip  
smiling. “ I suppose you think it  sounds 
odd to laugh here. You have not done so 
once.”

“ I don’t think I  oould,” replied Ilm a ; “ it 
all seems so awesome.”

Her heart beat fast as they drew nearer 
and nearer to Sir Ingelhard’s portrait. Pres
ently they came to a stately knight in  robes 
of the early Elizabethan period ; by h is side 
waa a beautiful woman with “a face from  
Venetia.”

“ Benfric Darrell and his wife Ginevra della 
Scala,” said Sir Philip quietly. “ Ingelhard 
was their son. They were the last who were 
happy in love Sir Benfrie m et Ginevra at 
the Doge’s court, and they lived together for 
thirty years. Both died—well for them  ! — 
before Ingelhard’s crime.”

“ Were there other ohildren beeide Ingel- 
hard ?" asked Ilma.

“No ; Ingelhard was an only ohild. There 
is his pieture.”

H e fell back a step or two, folding his arms, 
but standing so that he could see Ilm a’s face, 
upon which, as upon h is own, fell the mellow 
light of a painted window.

The girl drew a long breath, and involun
tarily locked her little hands together 
as ehe looked upon the hard hand
some countenance of Sir Ingelhard 
of the Curse, the recreant knight who had 
shown tbe churl’s ingratitude, who had 
brought shame to the heart that should have 
been sacred to him.

The figure was half-length, leaning on a 
sword, and the heai} uncovered. The coun
tenance, like Sir Philip’s, was strikingly in 
tellectual and of commanding beauty ; but 
the eyes were sinister, their depth was all of 
the mind. There was an utter laok of the 
tenderness that gave a beauty all their own to 
Philip Darrell’s eyes; the mouth, too, was 
cruel. One could believe Philip Darrell ruth
less for the state, relentless in vengeance, like 
a ruler of m edieval Italy, but never oruel, 
never one to trample on all rights to gain his 
end. H is Iron will was tempered by nobler 
qualities, which m ight som etim es be obscured, 
but never obliterated. Those qualities had 
no existence in  the nature of Ingelhard Dar
rell. Yes, there was a marked resemblance 
between the two faces ; but the advantage of 
mere physical ' beauty, still more that of 
power, depth and soul, resttd with the famous 
knight’s descendant.

Long did Ilma siaud gazing on that coun
tenance, as if she would imprint every feature 
on her memory ; and two or three tim es she 
glanced at Sir Philip, as if comparing the 
two. Finally, she turned away with a slight 
shudder, shaking her head.

“ Well," said Sir Philip, in  a shghtly mook- 
ing tone, “ what is your verdict ? H e was a 
brave man, this ancestor of mina ; he did

great deeds of derring-do in  the Spanish  
wars ; he was a favored squire of dam es—yet 
you shudder!”

“  H e was a black-hearted villian ,” replied 
Ilm a, “ and he has an evil face ! I  could 
never have loved h im .”

“ You are keen ; there is no heart in  Ingel
hard’s faoe—and you oan see that. But Zarah 
was an ignorant gipsy-girl. Ay,” continued  
Sir Philip, grinding h ii heel on the floor, as 
though he were crushing som e obnoxious 
object, “ so black a deed deserved a curse ! 
W hy, H eston flung h is life away for Ingel
hard’s —le si worth a thousand tim es, though 
he was' Darrell the belted knight. It waa 
indeed

>' * Foulest stain on knighthood’s f a o e ,  
Deadly blight on noblest rac..’

And have not h is children, and hia children’s 
children, to the fourth and fifth generation, 
Buffered for it ? But there,” he added hur- 
ridedly, for he saw how hia words affected his 
listener—“ all thia is  folly to  you, and I am a 
mere slave of superstition. D o you see tbe  
likeness they all find ?”

“ Yes,” answered the girl, trying to  
hide the pain one part of her host’s speech  
had given her, "there is a strong likeness.”

“ So there should be,” said Sir Philip,oare- 
leesly, not wishing to compel Ilm a to explain 
wherein lay any differences. “ Now here 
follows the long line of Sir Ingelhard's 
decendants. You do not believe in the 
curse ? Yet, whenever one of these 
loved, woe and death followed ; and we 
Darrells, unhappily, cannot love lightly. This 
is  Ingelhard’s son. H e married a Stanley ; 
but he had loved Anne St. Maur, and she was 
murdered but two days before what should 
have been her wedding-day. Marjorie, his 
sister, loved her brother’s worst enem y, and 
they were parted ; she was imprisoned in 
what we still call Lady Marj rie’s tower, aud 
died mad ; and her lover was lost at sea. 
Shall I go on ?”

“ Y es,” answered Ilm a, in a low tone ; she 
waa trembling, and her large eyes were full of 
suffering.

Sir Philip Darrell seemed not to notice this. 
He went on to tell her m any a sorrowful tala 
of the -noble-looking m en and women they  
passed in review—of brave Sir Lannoelot, 
whose young wife was imprisoned by Crom
well, and who died on the very day ehe was 
restored to her husband ; of graceful Magda
len, who fled with a lover well-born, but not 
of lineage pure enough for the haughty Dar
rells, and who perished with her lover while 
trying to cross the Cealmere in  a small boat ; 
of fierce Everard Darrell, who had won his 
love at the sword’s point, only to see her per
ish before his eyes, struok down by a stray 
bullet as he was bearing her away. A few he 
passed over, and Ilm a wondered w hy, till they  
came to a gallant-looking gentleman in  the- 
dress of George II .’a reign, w h ea llm a  touched 
her companion’a arm, and asked—

“ Did he never love any one ?"
“ Ay,” answered Sir Philip, after a m o

m ent's pause, “ not wieely, but too well ! It 
was for no lawful love he died ш his own halls, 
d e  fled with the wife of aWestmoreland Squire; 
her husband pursued them , and shot Morton 
Darrell in  the great hall уов passed through 
when yoil arrived.”

So, when he passed by others, Ilm a asked 
no questions—she eould read of history—but, 
for good or for evil, it  seemed that h is dark 
passionate race m ust needs love, though they  
knew the curse that went with it, and others, 
knowing it, yet were not proof against the 
power to win whioh Nature had so lavishly  
bestowed on a gifted house. W ould Sir 
Philip Darrell esoape ? she wondered. Had 
he vowed to be free at least from the an
guish, though his race should perish with 
him ?

And now they steod before the grave hand
some faoe of Sir Bertram and the beautiful 
faoe e f his wife.

“I know who these are,” said Ища quickly, 
to spare Sir Sir Philip speaking of them  ; 
and she gazed on them  in deep reverence— 
not only beoause they were doomed for their  
very love's sake, and died youug by a terrible 
death, but because Philip Darrell was their 
eon ; butjllm a did not then realise this ele
m ent in her veneration.

“ I have no memory of them ,” observed Sir 
Philip. “ They were lost when I was only two 
years old."

H e said this indifferently, n  .t with any 
elaboration of carelessness, but as though ht> 
really felt no concern in  the matter. Ilma 
however knew that he was not really callous ; 
she knew that he would have given words 
to be able to remember his beautiful mother. 
She dared not look round at him , for her 
eyes were blinded with tears ; but Sir Philip 
read her silence, and he set his teeth hard as 
he turned away.

ilm a passed on and stood before the por
trait of the last of the Darrells. How long ehe 
could have gazed on that remarkable coun
tenance, if it had been possible to do so! She 
noted the vacant spaee beside it, and wondered 
i l  it  would ever be eoeupied by the picture of 
Philip Darrell’s wife, or by that of a stranger. 
Bose had told her that the next heir olaimed 
threugh the female line, whioh branched off 
in the reign of Henry V III., and thus esoaped 
the curse, which fell only on the descendants 
of Sir Ingelhard. Could Sir Philip Darrell 
endure the thought ef a stranger reigning at 
the Court, of alien faces on the panels whioh 
should refleot the dark beauty of the Darrells? 
Ilma, who knew him  so little, oould not bear 
to think of Ц. She oould not keep back the 
tears, nor speak for the eboking sensation in  
her throat ; she was obliged to turn abruptly 
from her companion and walk away.

Sir Philip stood still, folding his arms 
tightly on his breast, and looked after her ; 
but he did not Btir a step to follow her. His 
face was deathly white, h is heart was beating 
heavily ; h is eyes glowed with a look almost 
of defiance, as though he dared some invisible 
power, either from without or the voioe of 
conscience. B ut, when Ilm a came back, he 
had regained self-oommand, and smiled and 
asked where she would like to go now, as 
though she had done nothing that could have 
been notioed.

“ Suppose,” he added, “ we go to som e
thing brighter, and do some more pictures 
after lunoheon, if you wish it ; these family 
histories have driven all the brightness from 
your face. W ill you come to the stables and 
choose your horse?”

“ Yes, thanks. I  should like that.”
“ Thie way then. There is a postern dose  

by, whioh will lead us by a short out to the 
stables.

They descended a few flight of stairs, and 
passed through some mysterious passages ; 
then Sir Philip Darrell opened a postern, and 
the sunlight blazed full upon them . After 
going through some shrubberies, the stables 
were reached.

“ W hy,” said Ilm a, looking around the im 
mense range of buildings, “ you might stable 
a regiment here, Sir Philip І”

“ Ay, and more that a regiment has been 
stabled in old tim es ; and in m y father’s 
tim e, and always till m ine, all those stables” 
— pointing to a long range of stables evidently 
disuBed—“ were full of hunters, and there" 
— indicating another building,— “ m y grand
father kept h is racmg-stud. It was the fin
est stud in  the North in those days ; but my 
father sold it ; he did not patronize the turf. 
The hunters wero dispersed during my  
m inority, and I  never filled their places. 
Poor old Marsh, the head groom, raves at me 
and calls m e names because I  don’t hunt. 
Bah ! I would as lief shoot a fox as run him  
to earth ; but when I said that to МагвЬ once 
he almost had a fit of apoplexy. But here is 
Marsh.”

Up came the old groom. H e saluted his 
lord, and paid his re«peots to  Ilm a in  the 
broad dialect of Cumberland. The stables 
were not what they used to be, he told her— 
Marsh was a very old servant, and said pretty 
well what he pleaeed—but there were some 
beautiful horaes in them  yet. As they went 
towards the stable where the animals 
were from among whioh Ilma was to ohoose, 
the old m an glanced st veral tim es from be
neath h is shaggy brows at Ilm a and 
wondered who she was, and whether b is lord 
had taken a fancy to her. Marsh hoped he 
had ; for Sir Phiiip ought to marry and ketp 
up the line, he considered, whether he loved 
his wife or not.

“ Now, Ilm a,ri said Sir Philip, as they en

tered the stable, the doors of which Marsh r e -1 
spectfally threw open, “ I  should recommend 
Zuleika. She needs a skilled hand, for she is 
full of spirit, but she is as gentle as a lamb ; 
aud her r.edigree is unimpeachable. Her dam  
was a thoroughbred Arab.”

“ Y es,” put in old Marsh, “ she’s the beauty, 
Sir Philip, if the young lady’s a first-rato rider ; 
and I take it ehe is, or you wouldn’t put her 
on Zuleika.”

“ B ut,” said Ilm a, as Marsh entered the  
mare’s box to lead her out, “ I would rather 
have one that is less a favorite, Sir Philip. If
by any chance Zuleika came to m ischief ”

“ She oould not in  your hands, Ilm a ; and 
she ів as sure footed as a m ule, like all her 
race."

Zuleika was brought out, and Ilm a clasped 
her hands with alm ost a cry of admiration, 
for the mare was like a picture ; she was a 
deep bay in  color, with a brilliantly glossy  
coat, and having the superb lines and soft 
dark eyes of a true Ara.b. She tossed her 
head aud pawed the ground with coquettish 
grace ; but Ilm a’s tender touch and caresses 
made her instantly a willing slave ; 
and ehe stood almost still, only re
sponding to tbe fondling she received, 
as Hassan had done, and following Ilm a when 
she moved a few steps, and laying her nose 
on the girl’s shoulder.

“ She acts,” cried old Marsh, “ as if she 
knew you was a beautiful creature like herself, 
m issy, and was sure to love her.”

Ilm a coloured and laughed, and turned to 
Sir Philip.

“ Oh, Sir Ph ilip ,” ehe said, “ there cannot 
be another horse such a beauty, except H as
san ! It is too good of you to let m e mount 
her.”

“ She goes like the wind,” interposed Marsh 
“and she’s as knowing aa Hassan him self, or a 
Christian. You ask her if she would like an 
apple.”

Ilm a obeyed, and the mare laid back her 
delicate ears, whinned, and pushed her nose 
coaxinglv into the girl’s white hand, old 
Marsh enjoying the exhibition imm ensely.

“Hold hard, m issy,” he said, “and I ’ll fetch 
ю т е  apples for ye ;” and off went the old 
man.

“ It is  a case of love at first sight on both 
aides, I  think," remarked Sir Philip, smiling. 
“ Zuleika вееша to have made her choice. 
W hat say you ‘ohild of genth ness’ ?”—laying  
hia hand on the m are’s flowing mane. “ Will 
you change your quarters ? Yes? Then will 
you, Ilm a, ratify the ohoice ?”

The giri looked at him wenderingly, colour
ing deeply. Could he mean what His words 
and manner seemed to imply ?

“ Yes,” she replied doubtfully, ignoring one 
part of his speech, “ I shall like to tide her 
very muoh, Sir Philip.”

“ You have told me that ; but I 
think you understand me, only you 
are afraid to admit it, for fear of a mistake. 
W ill you not aocept Zuleika ?”

“ No, n o —oh, no I” cried the g ;rl, recoil
ing. •• I  could not—indeed I could not, Sir 
Philip. You m ust not ask me to accept such 
a gift. Forgive me. A thousand tim es I 
thank you ; but indeed I cannot.”

Sir Philip looked at the sweet flushed face, 
the trembling lips, the troubled tearful eyes. 
Did she fear him , the accursed Darrell ? he 
wondered. Was her skepticism more than 
shaken by what she had seen and heard that 
day, so that she shrank from taking a gift, 
and so priceless a gift, at h is hands ? There 
was no fear in her features or her voice, not 
a look or a tone that seemed to indicate 
m aidenly repugnance to an offer that only 
her extreme youth and childlike manner ren
dered possible. But perhaps Miss Durnford 
would object to what m ight seem to have a 
certain significance. And, if it had, what 
then ? The m an’s wild passionate heart re
belled against the fate that had at first been 
accepted with a kind o f reckless desperation 
which was very far from resignation, and 
m ight indeed almost be called its antithesis. 
W hat then ? But he m ust, he thought, crush 
down the tempest that surged within him. 
He turned aside, setting h is white teeth like 
a vice. W ell, he had made a mistake ; he 
m ust be just to  Ilm a ; he m ust not place her 
in  a painful position and he could not risk 
having his gift returned as a presumptuous 
one. j

Very well,** he said calmly, after a m o
m ent’s silence. “ I am sorry I  wounded you, 
when I meant to do the very opposite. Maybe 
your aunt would not like you to have the 
horse from m e—though a Darrell’s gift car
ries no curse. I  would rather you had 
Zuleika than any one I  know ; but if  you 
prefer not to have her, or cannot, pardon m e.”

“ You do not understand m e,” replied the 
girl, cut to the quick. “ W hy should aunt 
Rach *1 mind m y having Zuleika ? If she 
were afraid of your gift, I  am n o t—and I am 
bound only to my own feelings. How could I  
take such a present as if it  were a flower, or 
som ething as trivial ? You are so ready to
give that  Ah, you know what I would
say, but I cannot find the words 1” she 
added, with a child’s innocent pleading, for 
Sir Philip had turned to her apd clasped her 
hands in  his.

“ Yes, I know it, I  know it ,” he replied 
hurriedly. 14 Forgive me, Ilma, but I di not 
mean to seem unjust to you.”

H e bowed his head, but she had unconsci
ously given him strength. Yes. it was better 
so, he thought—it was better that she should 
regard it only as a gift to a charming c h i ld -  
only “ readiness to give.” The very question 
M W hy should aunt Rachel mind it  ?” showed 
that she did not read between the lines, even 
if her manner had not shown it before ; and  
that innocence of hers was h is safeguard. He 
would leave Scarth Abbot, he said inwardly, 
as he kissed the little  hands before he re* 
leased th em —leave it while she was happy, 
and he could bear the curse alone.

“ Then you will do m e this great grace, 
I lm a —you will take Zuleika ?”

“ As you wish it  so much, what can I say ? 
If 1 could only thank you enough ! I  shall 
seem  so ungrateful.”

“ Are the mere words then, Ilm a, worth 
more than the emotion that checks their 
utterance ? I  think not.”

Ilm a’s golden head drooped ; she hid her 
face against Zuleika’s glossy neck. Oh, if 
she could keep baok the tears 1 W hy did he 
give her Zaleika as dying men bestow gifts ?
“  I would rather you had her than any one 
I  know.” W hy m ust any one have her ? 
True, he m ight only mean that he was going  
away for an indefinite period ; but Ilm a could 
not comfort herself with the icfôa that this  
was h is meaning.

Just then old Marsh returned, and almost 
immediately afterwards Roland and and Rose 
eame up, and both went into raptures over 
Zuleika.

But, later, when they had all returned to  
the house and were getting ready for luncheon, 
Rose heard a knock at her dressing-room  
door, and, responding “ Come in , * Roland 
entered, almost banging the door after him , 
and cansing Rose to turn around with a start.

“ My dear Roland—but what is the matter?” 
for the young squire’s face looked as she had 
never seen it look before.

“ A good deal is the matter 1” replied R o
land almost savagely. “ W hat do you think  
aunt Rachel has just told m e ? That Darrell 
has actually given Zuleika to Ilm a 1”

“ Has he ?” exclaimed Rose, dropping the 
brush with which she had been sm oothing  
her hair ; then, in a changed tone—“ I am  
awfully sorry to hear it !”

“ She doesn’t understand, of course,” con
tinued Roland, in the same manner ; “ but 
he’ll soon teaoh h et. Aunt Rachel is mad to 
allow it. W hat aro all his wealth and noble 
blood and h is  accursed beauty worth if he is 
only to bring misery and death ? I  cannot 
bear to think of it. I declare I ’ve half a mind 
 »»

“ Do not say a word to him or to her, Ro
land !” cried Rose, springing to her brother’s 
side, with a white face of terror. “ Rem em 
ber, it is no concern of yours whatever. We 
haven’t even chaffed Ilma about Sir Philip  
lately, for fear of putting ideas into her head. 
She would never have accepted the horse if 
she thought he had meant anything by it ; 
and I d®n’t believe he does. At any rate,” 
added Rose, with a fine stroke of fem inine  
strategy, “ if you say a word to Sir Philip, 
he’ll simply think you’re in  love with Ilma  
yourself. Ah, you may start and say

* Pshaw 1’ but he will think so ; and you  
ought to know how h e  would take such med
dling.”

“ How you run on, Rose—just like a 
woman !” said her brother, angrily, shaking 
off her hand from h is  arm. “ I  never thought 
of speaking to Darrell ; and to suppose I ’m in 
love with a harum-scarum girl of sixteen be
cause 1 don’t want Philip Darrell to make 
love to her is equally absurd.”

“ I don’t see why it is  more absurd,” re
torted Rose, “ to imagine that you might be 
in love with her than that Sir Philip is. You 
have both known her only a few days, and 
you are not a m an for ‘love at first sight’ cer
tainly, while he is  ; and, besides, see what a 
loveless life he has led ! B ut, on the other 
hand, Б т а ,  child though she is, is  quite out 
of the common way. I  should fall in love 
with her the first tim e I saw her if I  were a 
man ; and the m ost deliberate of men couldn’t  
be indifferent to her.”

Roland had turned very red while h is  sister 
spoke ; but he tried by abusing his enem y to  
turn the points of weapons which he felt were 
giving home thrusts.

“ Pooh, pooh 1” he said, with an angry 
sneer. “  ‘Loveless life’ forsooth ! You women 
aie always ready to sentim entalise over a 
handsom e man. I  happen to know something  
about m y lord, and he has contrived to amus* 
him self while he has let solicitors and land- 
stewards do h is  work here. I  believe him  to 
be sim ply ruthless ; he thinks that in  him  the 
curse will be worked out ; and, if  he drags 
down another life with h is  own, what w ill it 
matter so that at least he may snatch some 
happinese ? H e will dare fate if he remains 
here after the rains begin ; and in ten days at 
the furthest they will com e.”

H e paused for want of breath. Rose shud
dered and repeated :

“ ‘ L ife  fo r life  fo r t r a i to r ’s deed ;
W hen th e  floods a re  o u t ta k e  heed  1’

But, Roland, he has braved the floods. Re
member how he saved widow H unt.’*

“ Ah ; but have you forgotten what is said 
— what Hassan him self says —that, if the  
flood rises this year three feet above last year 
the Mill will be washed away ?—and, white 
the Mill lasts, the curse m ust last. And then 
the rains are this year unusually early, and 
Darrell is  at the Court ; and he is more likely 
to defy death than to fly it .”

“I alm ost think,” said Rose, “ that he seeks 
it .”

“L et him  seek it ,” returned Roland fiercely, 
“but not drag Ilm a with him  I”

“ H ush Roland ! At least try to be friend
ly with him . Do not let him  suepect you  
he is so keen sighted, and your face is so bad 
a mask. I f  you are taken with Ilm a, try to  
win her fairly, and, if you can make her fear 
Darrell do so ; but, if you have any common 
sense, don’t abuse him  to her, don’t let her 
see that you are jealous of him . She’s just 
the sort of girl to choose death w ith a man 
she loves eooner than live without him . 
Mamma said that of her the other day. 
Now we m ust go down to luncheon R oland/ 

W hen, at a somewhat late hour, according 
to country notions, but which Sir Ph ilip  
Darrell called early, the guests departed from  
the Court, the riding party was fixed for two 
days later. Roland raised some objection, 
suggesting a later date. Rose saw Philip  
glance at him  ; but he said quietly—

“I  am in the ladies’ hands ; remember, if 
we delay too long, we shall not be able to 
reckon on the weather, as we shall have the 
rains.”

H e would not say to them  that he was 
going away ; they would think ho feared the  
floeds. Miss Durnford put in nervously— 

“And you m ight be leaving, Sir P h ilip .” 
H e smiled a little  ; but, as he was leading 

her to the carriage, he said—
“ You wish m e to leave this year before the  

floods come ?”
“ Surely I  m ust wish it, for your sake.”
“ Yes, for m y sake,” he returnöd, with more 

than a touch of irony. “ But can one fly 
from fate ? Is  it worth while ?”

“ W hy not ?” said M iss Durnford, puzzled  
and deeply moved, “ You are warned !” 

“ W arned? Yes, ‘life for life ’ l” muttered  
Sir Philip to him self ; then aloud, quite care
lessly — “ Ah, well, death m ust come som e  
tim e, soon or late, and as well soon a# late ! 
Ilm a”— turning to the girl*"who was following 
with Roland— “ shall I  send 'Zuleika »to-mor
row, or bring her with m e when I  о . m e for 
the ride ?”

“ W hichever you like, Sir Philip.”
“ Then I will bring her with m e.”
H e handed the ladies into the carriage, Ro

land m ounted h is horse, and the party van
ished through the deep arch of the courtyard.

Sir Philip Darrell was alone again, with th e  
touch of Ilm a’s hand still fresh in h is, and 
her brown eyes looking into h ie  ; and through  
the stillness of the summer night came 
faintly to h is ears the roar of Gipsy’s W eir. 
He listened, and a fieroe defiant look came 
into h is eyes. He gazed up at the m oonlit 
sky, as though he dared the very powers of 
the universe, and he clenched his hands 
tightly

“ By earth and heaven, I will not yield thee, 
Ilm a ! Perish all that stands between my love  
and th ine!”

Had he ignored the solem n vow, so sternly  
kept till now, that never ehould h is love blight 
a sinless life?

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

AROUND THE WORLD.

— Sheriff, Jarvis, of Toronto, is no  relation  
to the Deputy Sheriff of Jarvis Seoaon.

— The net cost of the war in Afghanistan, 
including that of the frontier railways, was 
about twenty-ene crores of rupees, or £ 1 7 ,-
600.000 sterling.

— Col. Prjevalsky, the great Russian ex; 
plorer, arrived at St. Petersburg on Jan. 19. 
He intends to publish a detailed aooount of 
his interesting explorations in  Central Asia.

—A comic fellow walked in to  a parlor on 
his hands, with his feet in  the air, at a party 
at Cynthiana, Ky. I t  was very funny until a 
pistol fell from his pocket and discharged* 
wounding him  seriously.

— The will of Mark Firth, who has ціѵвп 
hundreds of thousands of pounds away on  
works of benefioence at Sheffield, England* 
has been proved under $8,000,000 person
alty.

— The following curious announcem ent 
appears in the Journal o l the H ouse of Lords 
for Monday, January 17 : “ Prayers—Read 
by the Lord Chancellor, no bishop being  
present.”

— Water carrying is  an industry at Rosita, 
Col,, the wells in  town being frozen. One car
rier poisoned th e spring of his rival, aad th e  
discovery was made just in  tim e to  prevent a  
great loss of life.

—W ith the object of raising the morale of 
the French Army, Gen. Farre has ordered 
that a picture representing the m ost glorious 
deed accomplished by each regim ent since 
1790, shall be hung on the walls of the bar- 
rick room.

— The simplest post office in  tho world is 
in  Magelian StraitF, and has been established  
there for some years past. It oonsists of a  
small cask, which is chained to the rock o l  
the extreme cape in  the straits, opposite  
Tierra del Fuego. Each passing ship sende  
a boat to open the cask and to* take letters 
out and plaoe others into it. The post office 
is self-acting therefore ; it is  under the pro
tection of the navies of all nations, and up to  
the present there is not one case to report in  
which any abuse of the privileges it afforda 
has taken place.

—A gentlem an who was lately honored 
with a visit from royalty was desirous o i 
amusing his distinguished guest with a battue, 
and, feeling apprehensive of shortcomings, h e  
resolved that when his guest arrived som e
2.000 pheasants should arrive also, to# be  
turned out in  his covers for slaughter. B u t 
when proceedings began next day, no sooner  
were the guns fired than, lo and behold! hun
dreds of the imported birds rose up, and, with  
one accord, flew into a neighboring wood* 
which, unluckily, happens to be on another 
property. No doubt when their new master 
goes out they will fly back, but then , perhap», 
there w ill be no shooting.


