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DORA THORNE.”

CHAPTER I.

“ TuE pleasant vices of our youth make lashes which scourge us inold
agel” No words were ever more true, more full of wisdom, more full of

8o 8ir Jasper Brandon thought on this Christmas-eve, when the mys-
- tery, the beauty, and tenderness of Christmas seemed to stir the quiet at-
mosphere of Queen’s Chace. He sat alone in his library. Outside the
sky was clear and blue, the air cold and biting; the hoar-frost lay white
o the ground—the trees, the hedges, and the evergreens were bright with
1t Through the silent frosty air came the joyous music of Christmas bells.
What poetry they held, those Christinas bells—what sorrow, what pain,
Vit lost Iove, what dead hopes, what pathetic happiness! He listened,
- and his face grew sadder as the music came sweeter and clearer. Other
usic as sweet and hopeful came to him—the sounds of laughter and song;
for Queen's Chace was filled with visitors, and they were kceping Christ-
s right loyally. He wished the bells would cease ringing; there was
& some mute reproach to him i the sound. He wished that Christmas were
ver; it brought him sad and sorrowful memories. The one folly of his
ﬁum had grown into a lash which scourged him, which brought dee
* ines of pain and sorrow into his face, which darkened the bright worl
and caused even Christmas to be full of sad memories.
., As he sat thinking it all over, it seemed to him that that one folly was
W lim the dearest part of his life. . Even now, when years had closed over
1, when time should have almost obliterated it—even now it was the
 brightest recollection he hadj; it stood out a golden memory from the back-
* ground of & darls lifo—a love so sharp, so sudden, so beautiful, so keen,
B0 passionate, that the dead ashes of it stirred the life within him. Thiswas
4he story of his folly and his love. 3
. He, Bir J asper Brandon, was the only son of his parents. His father,
8irPraneis, married late m life; his mother, Lady Mand, was young; he
Was their only child, and he was worshiped affer a fashion that could have
'ﬂ@uﬁht but evil results. The ansiety with which his mother wafehed by
s Littlo bed, her agony of fear if even his finger ached, his father’s
Cqually BHeochlese pride and joy in him, were almost pitiful to behold;
they wonld fain havo regulated éven the very breath of heaven which blew
1 im. - No child was ever o surrounded with love and care. He grew
1D tho very idol of their hearts; and what secemed wonderful was that the
boy returried this love by one equally passionate and devoted. g
4o Brandons came of a Norman race, courtly, passionate, and silent—
ace ca.?ahle of grandest deeds, but silent and reserved, imperious in
i ¢, implacable in war—swift, keen, sure, silent—a race that led hidden
Ives that the world never knew. They were all alike, these Brandons of
aeen’s Chace, dark, proud, haughty, passionate men, swift o love, and
oVing with terrible intensity; swi%t— to hate, and hating with bitter ammos-
eat virtues and great faults—handsome
Men, all of them, with dark clear-cut, proud faces—faces too that men
5ed and women loved. SIhmch L
The young heir, Jusper Brandon, was in no way inferior to his ances-

! i brs, I hia twenfioth year the manhood within him seemed suddenly to

awaken to life. He would have no more indulgence, no more petting and
humoring. They might love him just as much, even more if they could,
but he must assert his rights. He told his parents that he was going on a
tour throngh Europe, and that for the next year or two they must be con-
tent to trust him to himself; yet, when ﬂ);e time came for bidding them
adieu, he almost repented of his decision. His mother clung to him, her
tender arms clasping his neck, her tears falling on his face—his father held
his hands.

“ You will remember, Jasper,” he said, ¢ that you hold my life in your
hands. I should never survive m:gy wrong-doing of yours.”

He smiled to himself, this prond young heir, thiking how' improbable
it was that he would be guilty of any “ wrong-doing.”

“If you.live until I grieve you, father,” he answered, “you will
never die; ” and those were his farewell words.

+He traveled through Norway and Sweden, thrcui;h Germany and Hol-
land, through fair France and sunny Spain; but he lingered longestin fair
and froitful Italy, where itseemed to him that his soul first awoke to its
full and perfect life. Venice had the greatest charm for him; imperial
Rome, g‘a{y Florence, ancient Verona, time-honored Milan, were all beauti:
ful, but Venice charmed him; he lovéd it as a lover loves his mistress. All
the poetry and passion of his nature woke to life there. The dark old
palaces, the silent eanals, the tranguil waters, the swiftly gliding gondolas,
were all 8o many poems to him, l%le stood one day musing as he looked
at the sculptured walls of a ducal palace, musing on the grand old Veron-~
ese tragedy of Romeo and Juliet, thinking of the balcony scene, and the
love that must have shone in the girl’s face there, when suddenly from
the lattice of a window near a girl's face peeped out—a girl’s face—and he
saW it cnly for one minute, yet in that minute the whole current of hig lifa
was changed. Before that hehad thought that at some distant fime he
should marry, and that fair children would grow up around him, but he
had given no thought to love. Now a ewift deep love took possession of
him; he felt that that girl’s face was the star of his life. Ttwas only a girl’s
face, with hair of light gold, and eyes of darkest hue—a face with a beaus
tiful mouth—a face that, once seen, could never be forgotten. The girs
looked slowly up and down the broad water; then her eyes fell on the face
upraised to hers, and she disappeared.

By dint of persevering inquiry he found out who she was, and learned
her history; he resolved that?he would puarry her. Her name was Giulia
di Cyntha, and she lived alone in a dull, gloomy, half-ruined old palace
with her elder sister Assunta. They were the last descendants of anoble
but ruined race. In the life of the elder sister Assunta there had been &
tragedy. She had been beautiful in her youth, with the -dark picturesque
beauty of the Venetian women; and her lover, who held an appointment
under the Venetian Government as it existed then, had gone to England
on political business, and there had been foully and treacherously mur-
dered, Tor this Assunta hated the English and England with a deadly
hatred. She prayed morning and night for vengeance upon the perfidions
and aceursed country; she would have seen an Englishman die of hunger
at her feet rather than have relieved him with even a crust of bread. She
was twenty years older than Giulia, and every year grew bitterer. Their
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arents had died when she was twenty-six and the little golden-haired

iulia only six. They had but little money; the gloomy old” palace, with
its faded hangings, its worm-eaten furniture, its air ol decay, was thewrs,
but the income left to them was but scanty. Assunta brought up her ht-
tle sister to hate Enﬁla,n_ .

“Pray, child,” she would say, ‘ that Heaven may bless every land ex-
cept England. Pray that the sun may shine and the dew fallion every
land except that. 1tis accursed, for innoeent blood was shed there.”

But Giulia could not learn to hate; when she had finished her prayers,
she would say in a low voice that Assunta could not hear—

“ Heaven bless England too! *

Assunta watched the little Giulia grow until she became one of the love-
liest maidens in Venice; but, when Jasper Branden came from the land
which she held accursed and asked for her treasure, she would not give
her to him. She drove him away with stern, cruel words; she told him
she would rather that her beautiful Giulia lay drowned and dead in the
waters of the canal than that she became his wife. He had mef her only
five or six times when he asked her to be his wife—he had not written
home about her. His whole life had been absorbed in his love, He had
forgotten his couniry, parents, friends; the switt, keen, sudden passion
had talken possession of him; he had no life outside it, and he came of a
race that never hesitated in love nor falteredin war. When Assunta drove
him from the \hreshold with bitter words, he made up his mind what to
do. TLooking into the face of the girl he loved, he said—

. “I cannot Live without ?Ju. Send me away, if you will—I will not
live. Come with me, and I will make this world heaven for us both,”

She assented. He married her unknown to every ome, and took her
a.w:f»g' to a little place on the Mediterranean. s

ssunta redoubled her prayers. Evil should, evil must come to the
country which called such monsters of men sons, She vowed solemnly
never 1n life to see or speak to Giulia again—and she kept her word.

On those sweet Southern shores Jasper and Giulia dwelt for one year.
They lived on love one entire Lappy year. There were times when Jasper
roused himself, to wonder what EIS parents would say when he took hi
young bride home. He had no time to ask for their consent fo his mar-
riage, and when he was married he had many misgivings. He knew that
ﬂ:ea’ had great hopes as to his marriage—that they wished him to wed
Lady Maxie Valdoraine; so he felt that perhaps it would be betterif he said
nothiuﬁ abouf it until he took bis young wife home. Then, when they saw
her, when their eyes dwelt on the beauty of her mostfair face, they would
forgive him and love her.

o for this one happy year they lived on beauty and love—on sunshine
and flowers. And they wereso anutterably happy thatitseemed as though
the ordinary doom of man was mot to fall on them.

¢ There has never been a lcve so strong, so beautiful as ours,” he would
say to her.

S0 amidst the olives and the vines, amidst the gorgeous flowers and the
starry blossoms on the shores ¢f the sapphire sea, under the light of the
golden sun and shining stars, amidst the musie of birds and the laughter
of sweet blossoms, they lived and loved. Only one year, and then the lit-
tle child whose coming was to have crowned their happiness was born;
but its birth cost its mother her life, and the same day on which the liftle
Veronica opened her eyes, her mother, the beautiful golden-haired Giulia,
closed her own forever.

Swift to love and swift to hate were the Brandons of Queen’s Chace,
He had loved the young mother with keen, intense passion—hehated the
child with swift, keen hatred.

“Take 1t from my sight,” he said to the weeping woman. * Let me
never see it. It has cost its mother her life.” And they carried it away,
weeping womanly tears of compassion, :

e could not forgive the child beeause of its mother’s death—he could
not look at it. The nurses said the babe had its mother’s eyes; and he
thought to himself that to see Giulia’s eyes m another’s face ;would kill
him

He was more than half distraught when he bade Giulia’s chief attend-
ant write to Assunta to tell her ot her sister’s death. She came at once.
Perhaps the sight of the beautiful home he had prepared for his lost wife
touched her heaxt, for, though she sternly refused to see Jasper, she de-
clared her intention of adopting the child. She wounld not exchange one
word with him, All business was transacted through the kind friend who
had stood by Giulia’s death-bed. Assunta promised to adopt the child if
Jasper would remounce all claim to her—if he would allow her to bring her
np after her own fashion, in perfect ignorance of him and all belonging to
him, believing that her parents were dead; moreover, he must promise
pever to claim her.

He was kneeling by his dead wife’s side when these conditions were
brought to him, and t{c dumb white lips eould not open to say, ““Love
her because she was mine,” the cold hands eould not be clasped in sup-

hcation to him, the mother’s heart could not speak in the closed eyes.
E‘he only human bcing who could have saved the little one lay there,
“gtone cead and still;” and as he looked at the beautiful face, so calm
in the majesty of death, he turned to the bearer of the message and said—

“Pell Assunta di Cyntha that in Pl'uportion as I loved my wife 1 dishke
the child, and that I give her entirely to her, never wishing to see her or
hear of her again.”

At the same time he was just. He offered to settle a certain sum of
woney on the little one, more than sufficient to educate and to dower her.
Assunta’s pale face flushed crimson when she heard it.

g tmlc% that aceursed English gold!™ she cried.
Venice perish first!”

Without another word she took the child in her arms and left the
house, Even in death jshe refused to look on the face of her sister
again.

Then came for Jasper a long blamk. He remembered in after years
that he had stood by thc grave of his wife—he remembered falling upon it
with a loud bitter cty—then came a blank, The roses and passion-flowers
were in full bloom when that happened; when he recovered his senses,
the roses had withered, the passion-flowers were dead, and the winter was
coming., He was lying, not in his own house—ywise doctors had forbidden
that—but m one of the 1arge hotels in Veniee, fighting for life. He lived,
but the world was never the same to him again. His youth, his love, his
hopes, his heart—all layin the grave of his young wife. He wasnever the
same. Whenhe was strong enough to travél, he returned home, and his
parents were almost beside themselves with grief at his changed faee.

“T would see all

“ A fover caught in Italy” explained it all. Lady Brandon s
mournfully over it. “ Ah, if he had but been content toysta.y at horilegtlff i )

Then he realized what he had done, what he had suffered, what hehad
lost. He wag notashamed of his marviage, but he shut up the sweet sad
love-story in his heart, guarding 1t as a miser guards his gold—not to haye
saved his life could he have spoken Giulia’s name. It seemed impossible
10 him that any one should ever understand that sweet mad love of hig
How should they? And he could not tell them. He could not bare that
wound to any hnman eye. It would have been easier for him to plunge o
sword into his heart than to talk of Giulia and Venice. He shuf up s
sweet sad story in his heartand lived on it. People called him proudand
cold, reserved and silent; they never dreamed of the burning love bereath
the ice; there was no one who ever suspected him of a wild passionate
love and a sorrow that would be his until he died. No one Lknéw that he
had loved as few loved, and that his heart lay buried in a dead wifo's
grave. Time passed on; he grew stronger; the “full tide of health and
strength returned to him, and with it came a longing to take his share in
the full active life around him.

* Make me feel the wild pulsation that I felt before the strife,
‘When I had my days before me, and the tumult of my life.”?

That was his one ery—work, toil, labor—anything that could teach him to
forget. He hmged into the hottest fray of political life; his speeches rang
through all England; men named him with deepest admiration. He was.
a power in the state; he spent his days in work, his nights in study. Did
he forget? At times, when busy members round him were dispufing ve-
hemently, he found himself standing on the Rialto at Venice, gazing at &
sweeb girLfaae. He found himself under the vines, with roses and pas-
sion flowers clustering at his feet, white hands warmly clasped in his own,
and a golden head lying on his breast. They wondered, those who watched
him, why at times he rose suddenly with a stifling ery, flinging out his arms
as though the breath of life failed him. They thought the passion of his

is | own words moved him. How Ehou_lr;l they guess, of the sweet short love

and the tragedy which had ended it?

Once, and once only, he was induced to enter a theatre; it was when
one of the finest living fragedians was to appear. He mnever thought of
asking what the play was, but, when the curtain rose and he saw Venice,
he almost swooned like a dead man, smitten with a terrible pain. Stillno
one knew the cause; it was all buried in his own heart—he himself was the
sepulchre of his love. Time passed on. Sir Francis grew old and feeble;
his one longing was to see his son married before he died. The first time
that he mentioned it J asgler drew back with horror on his face. '

“Marcy!” He with his heart in that far-off grave! And the father,
looking into the son’s face, saw a tragedy there. He said mo more to him
for a long time; butone day, when he was weak and ili, he cried out:

¢ Jagper, you must mairy. My son, let me see your children round
my knees before I die.”

The words touched him greatly; and that same day his mother came to
him with a pleased expectant look on her face. - y K

“ Jasper,” she said, * the daughter of my dearest friend is coming fo
Queen’s Chace—Marie Valdorame—and I should die happy if I could see
her your wife.” 3

Lady Marie came—a handsome animated blonde, with the worship of
mammon in her heart. Shewas most lively and fascinating. She won
the heart of 8ir Francis. She made Lady Brandon love her; even Jasper,
with the shadow of dead love darkemng his life, was pleased with her.
Lady Marie Valdoraine was of the world worldly; she lnew the just value
of everything. She saw that there was no position in England more envi-
able than that of Lady. Brandon of Quecn’s Chace, and she determined
that it should be hers. She devoted herself so entirely to Jasper that in &
certain way he relied upon her; her keen worldly knowledge and her just
appreciation of persons and things were useful to him. ‘ y

“ If you are really going to devote your life to politics,” said & friend
to him one day, ‘“you should marry Lady Marie. She could manage
everything for you.” 3 .

And the end of it was that, to give pleasure to his parents, he married
Lady Marie. Buthe was quite honest with her. He did nof tell her the
story of his marriage—he could not have borne her questions, her won-
der, her remarks, and have lived—his dead love was far too sacred for that
__but he told her that he had no love to give her, but honor and esteem

She mentally con-

only.
iudy Marie smiled in the most charming manner.
ratulated herself—if she conld have all the good things that belonged fo
ueen’s Chace without being teased about love, so much the better.
The marriage took place, and every one thought well of it; people said
it was the most suitable mateh they had ever known—universa: approval
Tollowed it. Sir Francis declared he had nothing left to live for. Lady

Prandon was quite content. As time passed on, itbecame more and more
evident that the marriage wag a most suitable one. Lady Marie Brandon
flung herself heart and soul into her husband’s interests—he owned him-
self That she was his right hand. When his reasoning, his clear, pitiless
logic fmled, then her powers of fascination succeeded. Lady Marie Bran-
don became a power in her way; her season in town was always one long
brilliant success, her drawing-rooms were always crowded, Eeople at-
tended her balls and soirees as though they had received royal biddings.

Jasper had his reward. When old Sir Francis lair dying, he called g
son to Eis bedside and laid his frembling hands in blessing on him.

“ You have been a good son tome, Jasper,” hesaid, “You have neveé
given me one moment’s §orrow or pain. So in dying I bless you an
thank you.” R - : o

They were pleasant words: they repaid him for having sacrificed his i~
clination and married Lady Marie Valdoraine. Old Sir Francis died w1 :
a smile on his face, and Jasper succeeded him. Some months nﬁemﬁr&
a little daughter was born to him, who by his mother’s wish was ca_ea
Katherine, and, when Katherine was & child of seven, Lad}: Brandon a’ll(‘:hé
Then Sir Jagper and his wife took up their abode at Queen’s Chace. 4
{fime came when his name wag a tower of strength in the land, when mtge
rejoiced to see him at the head of the mightiest garty, when he becalgre i
very hope of the nation from his clear calm ju gment, his earnest l}dni
his marvelous talents, No one ever asked if he were happy in the Iﬂ; i
of it all. He was courted, po}};ular, famous, but his face was not the 15
of a happy man, and once—his wife never forgot it—he had fallen as sﬂj][l
after perhaps the most brilliant reception ever accorded to & public man,
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and, when Lady Brandon went to rouse him, the pillow on which his head
had lain was wet with tears.

CHAPTER II.

SEVENTEEN years had passed since the birth of Katherine Brandon,

The long-wished-

the hopes of both parents were cen.

v 0 heire She was just. seventeen, and & more
sfectly lovely ideal of an English Fu—l could not have been fonnd, To

Foe;k af hier was a pleasure. The tall slender figure with its perfect lines

and curves, the face with its glow of youthtul health, the subtle grace of

movement, the free easy carriage, the quick graceful step, were all as
leasant a8 they were rare. Like her mother, she was a blonde beauty

Eut she had move color, greater vigor. Her hair was of golden brown™

puze gold in the sunlight, brown in the shade.

Her eyes were of 4 lovely violet hue; they looked like pansies steeped
indew. Her face had a most exquisite color, lilics and roses so perfectly
where one began and the other
¢—1o other land could have produced such
aone. The mouth was beautiful, the lips were sweet and an ch, revealing
Jittle white teeth thaf shone like pearls; a lovely dimpled chin, a white
munded throat, and beautiful hands, completéd the List of charms.
There was an air of vitality and health about her that was irresistible.

She was as English in character as in face. She had none of the char-
acteristics of the silent, courtly race of Brandons., She was essentially
Baxon, frue in thought, word, and deed, sincere, earncst, transparently
candid, generous, slightly prejudiced and intolerant, proud with a quicl,
buight pride that was but “a virtue run to seed”—a most charmin , lova-
ble character, not perhaps of the most exalted type. She would never

e made a poel,esa_ or a tragedy queen; there was no sad, tragical story
‘inher lovely young face; but she wag essentially womanly, quickly moved
fo sweetest pity and compassion, keenly sensitive, nobly generous, All
Ler short sweet life she had been called  Heiress of Queen’s Chace.™
Bhie was woman enough to be more than qlcased with her lotin life—she

8 proud of it. She loved the bright heantiful world, and, above all,
‘she loved her own share in it, She would rather have been heiress of
she declared, than Queen of England. She loved the
place; she enjoyed the honors and advantages connécted with it. Shé had
inkerited just sufficient of her mother’s charaeter to make her a preciate

advantages of her position. The great difference between them was

\(hat Lady Brandon loved the wealth, the Domp, the honors of the world,

while Katherine loved its brightness and its pleasures.

Sir Jas}i‘er was very much attached to his daughter; his own wife never
teminded him of his lost love, but his daughter did. Something in her
dright, elad youth, in her sunny langhter, in her hright eyes, reminded

im of' the beautiful Venetian girl whom he had loved 80 madly. In these
iter years all the love of his life had centered in his dan hter, all the

¢ happiness that he enjoyed came from her—with her he forgot his
e-long pain, and was at peace.

Bhe was heiress of Queen’s Chace. He had taken the greatest pride
mnd cave in her education. She was accomplished in the full sense of the

rd. She spoke French, Ttalian, and German, She sang with a clear,

eet voice, She danced gracefully, and was no mean artist. Her father

4l faken care that no pains should be spared in her education, no ex-

56, 10 labor. The result was she developed into a brilliantly accom-

Dlished gi He was delighted with her.

. Hatherine Brandon had made her debut; royal eyes had glanced kindly
1ho fair, bright young face. She had more lovers than she could count;
beauty, o great heiress, clever, accomplished, with a laugh like clear

sic and epirits that never failed, no wonder that some of the most

le men in Enghmd were at her feet. She only laughed at them at
nt, It was the timo for mmiles; tears would come afterward. If
¢ was one she liked a little better than the rest, it was Lord Wyn-
the second son of the Earl of Woodwyn, the poorest earl in Eng-

Lord Wynleigh was handsome and clever, He had had a hard fight
b the world, for he found it difficult to keep up a]}peamnces on a

meome; but he forgot his poverty and everything else when he fell
ove with charming, tantalizing, imperious Katherine Brandon. Would
ever care for him? At present the difference in her behavior toward

for heir had mever appeared, and

[l
i and her other lovers was that she langhed more at him, affected

mdifference to him, but never looked at him, and she flushed
mson at the mention of his name.
That same year Sir Jasper was much over-tasked with work; he ywas
48 t0 be compelled to consulta physician, who told him that he
Ld nob always live at high pressure, and that it he wished to save him-
e must give up work and rest for a time. In order to do this, the
Sirious statosman decided on going to Queen’s Chace, the home thathe
dso well. Some one suggested that he should goabroad. He shrank
i horror from the idea.
E&} the whole family went to Queen’s Chacel Sir Jasper invited a party
tionds for Christrias, Until Christmas he promised himself perfect
Tt was at the beginning of October that hé received the letter which
altered tho course of his life and that of others. It was from Assunta
tha—written on hor death-bed. Perhaps her approaching dissolu-
had shown her that she had misjudged some things and mistaken
1. She wrote to the man whom she had hated with such deadly
7 and the words she nsed were more gracions than any she had ever
before. She told him that she should soon rejoin her sister—the
loved—and that she could not die uniil her

g wife he had so dear
Was safe and well provided for. .
had money of my own,” she wrote, “I should not trouble you;
haye none-—my income dies with me, and the old palace that has
18y 0wn passes into other hands. I have nothing to leave my beau-
FJeronica; and you must take her. She is beautiful and gifted, but
1 unlike other’ girls because she has led a lonely life. She believes
€ father is dead. She knows nothing of her parentage or of her
I have taught her—Heaven pardon me if I have done wrong l—to
6 English, “ My lessons may bear evil fruit or good—I know not, I
stand the child ‘as 1o one else ever can, and I say to you most de-
i ¥, it ever you wish to win her love or her heart, do not shock her at
by telling hier that you are her father ; remember she has been taught
1€ the English, and to beliove that her father i dead. TLet her learn

to known you and to love you first, then tell her when you will, I im~
g}'ess this on you, for I know her well. I will forward by her all papers.

ab are necessary fo prove her birth. Send for Veronica at once. I know
that I have not many hours to live.”

He was sitting in'the drawing-room at Queen’s Chace when that letter
was brought to him. His duug?.tter Katherine was at the piano, singing
some of the old English ballads that he loved, Lady Brandon lay on the
couch, engrossed in a novel. A eclear, bright fire’ was burning in the
grate; the warm air was &)erfumed with the odor of flowers.

He raised his haggard face as ho read. Great Heaven, what was he to
do? He had almost forgotten the very existence of the child. She had
faded from his memory. His passionate love for her beautiful mother
was a8 keen as ever—as full of life as it had been on the first day he met
her; but the ehild he had disliked; the child had cost her mother her life.
Why had Assunta given her that sweet, sad name of “ Veronica 2? What
was he to do with her when she came? He looked af his handsome wife,
with her hish-bred face and dignified manner, he looked at his lovely
young daughter, and then bowed his head in despair.

A thought had pierced his soul. During all these years he had forgot-
ten the child; she had passed, as it were, out of his life; Assunta had
taken her, and would keep her. She had refused his help, she would
hayve nothing from him. She would take no money, nor anything else:
from him. She had told him that he must wash his hands of the child,
and he had done so. If ever he thoughi about her, he concluded thai

she would be brought up in entire ignorance of England and of him, that
she would marry some Venetian; but of late he had.
h qr,dand during the past three or four years she

thought but little of
had_ faded from his

mind.

8o the letter was a terrible blow to him. He asked himself what he
should do, for it had suddenly occurred to him that Veroniea was his
eldest daughter, and that she nov the golden-haired girl singing with
the clear voice of a bird—was the heiress of Queen’s Chace, and the
thought pierced his soul like a sharp sword. What should he do?

His first impulse was 1o tell his story; then second thoughts came—he
could not. Of all people living his wif was, perhaps, the most unsympa~
thetic; he conld not take the treasured love—stmg from his heart and hold
it up to publie gaze; he could not have uttered the name of Giulia, nor-
have told how she died, when the sun was setting, with her head on his.
breast. It would have been easier for him to tear the living, beating
heart from his breast than to do this. He could imagine his wife’s cold,
proud, handsome eyes dilating in unmitigated wonder: he could hear the
cold, grave voice saying, ‘* What a romance! Why have you hidden it all
these years?® He could antic'ﬁmtc the sneers, the comments about the
g}'em statesman’s love-story, Ah, if it had but been possible for him to

ie with her |

8o he sat there musing, with Assunta’s letter in his hand. He found
afterward that he had missed one paragraph, in which she told him that
?e had prepared Vercnica to live for the future with her English guar-

1an,

Sir Jasper Brandon suffered keenly.
with English notions of right and wrong.
cealment, all deceit, all fraud, all wrong-doin%, all dishonesty; yet he did
not, on receipt of Assunta’s letter, tell his wife and daughter the truth.
He said to himself that he would come to no decision, that he would wait,
and see what Veronica was like.

“ You lock perplexed ard thoughtful, papa,” said Katherine Brandon.
£ e’t me help you. Women’s wits, they say, are quicker and keener than
nien’s,

“It is a libel,” he replied, trying to speak lightly. I may well Iook
perﬁlexed, Katherine—I am dismayed.”
ady Brandon closed her book and looked at him.

“You dismayed ?”’ she eried. “ What has happened? Has Brookes:
voted with the Opposition, or what?”?

““ It is nothing of that kind,” said the politician.
difficulty, about which I shall have to ask your help.”

At the word “ domestic” Lady Brandon opened her book again—mat-
ters of that description never interested her.

““The fact is,” continued Sir Jasper, ““that & friend of mine has died
lately in Italy, and has left me a ward.”

*“ A ward !” cried Lady Brandon. “How intolerable! What a liberty
to take [

A ward |”” cried Katherine, ‘*How stran

Sir Jasper turned quickly to his wife.
angrily to her, even when she annoyed him,

* Do not say ‘intolerable,’ Marie; we must make the best of it.”

‘¢ But who is it ?” cried her ladyship. “ Of course, if 1t be any one of
position, that would make a difference.’” .

“ The young lady—my ward, Veronica di Cyntha—is descended from
one of the first families i Ttaly,” he said, “ and she has, or will have, a
large fortune.”” - :

* And is that too placed in your hands ?”’ asked his wife,

““That also i8 in my hands,” he replied briefly. :

¢“But, Jasper,” cried her iadyship, “ gurely you are going to tell us
more? Whois, orrather who was, your friend? ~ Tell me; I want to know
the whole history,”

He walked to the end of the long drawing-room and back before he re-
plied; then he said briefly— 3

I have nothing to tell. Tmet the Di Cynthas when I was abroad,
and that accounts for the trust, so far as I can account for it.”

Lady Brandon had studied her husband long enough to know that.
when he gpoke in the fone that he now did it was quite useless to perse-
vere in making inqguiries. 3

“ Some friends whom he:met in Ifaly,” she said to herself. ** Most
probably, as he is so reticent, it was a political friend—indeed, now Icome
to think of it, that solves the mystery. There is a political secret hidden
under the mystery.” i 7

Onge feeling sure of that, Lady Brandon resigned herself to cireum-
stances. ‘A political secret, she knew quite well, could never be forced
from her husband’s keeping. :

“ But what will you do with a ward in Italy, papa ?”’ asked Katherine.

Sir Jasper turned his careworn [ace to her, and it cleared a little as he
met the gaze of the bright sweet eyes. : k

““That is the difficulty, Katherine,” he replied; “her property will be-
in England, and she must come to live with us.”

Ho was an English gentleman,
He hated all injustice, all con-

““This is a domestic

e, papa !
e never spoke unkindly or
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Again Lady Brandon looked up—this time there was some little con-
tempt on her face.

“That is impossible, Sir Jasper,” she said; “I could not think of re-
ceiving a stranger into the very heart of my home.” "

%e paused for a few minutes before answering her, and then he said
gently—

& %vau have always been so kind to me, Maxrie, so attentive to my inter-
::w, fh;at I am gure you will never refuse anything that will be of service

me.”
¢ Would it be of service ?”” she asked, quickly.

‘¢ Most assuredly it would,” he replied. * You would help me out of a
roal difficulty ?”

¢ Then,” said Lady Brandon, ““if it will serve your interests I will do
it. I withdraw my opposition.”

Sir Jasper bent down and kissed the white jeweled hands.

“You have always studied my interests,”” he said, “and I am always
grateful.”

“It will be just as thoughIhad a sister,” said Katherine—and the
words struck Sir Jasper like a blow. I wonder what she is like, papa?
Dark, T al‘l];pose, as she 18 Italian? We shall contrast well. I need not
be jealous if she is a brunette. I will be very kind to her. Is it her fa-
ther or mother who has just died, papa ?”

Again he shuddered as the careless words fell on his ear. He made a
pretense of not having heard what she said; and Katherine, with her
quick instinct, seeing that the question was not agreeable to him, did not
press it.  Both ladies settled the mafter in their own minds and according
to their lights. Lady Brandon concluded that the dead friend had proba-
bly been one who shared her husband’s political seerets; and Katherine
thought to herself that it was probably some one whom her father had
fnown in his youth. They were both content, and talked guite amiably
about if. Sir Jasper bore it as long as he could; then he quifted the room
and went to his study.

“ You see, Katherine,* said Lady Brandon, ‘“if the girl is really noble
and wealthy, it will be an acquisition rather than otherwise.”

¢TI am pleased about it, mamma,” cried the girl. I have always felt
the want of a sister; now I shall have one.””

“I would not say anything about that, my dear, until youn have seen
what she is like,” said prudent Lady Brandon; “if is always better not to
pommit oneself in any wa.{.”

They discussed the matter in all its bearings; there was complete con-
fidence between this mother and child. Katherine laughed at her moth-
er’s very candid worldliness; she teased her about her worship of Mam-
mon. But she was very fond of her; while Lady Brandon worshiped her
beautiful child—she thought there was no one hike her in the wide world
—all the love of which she was capable, the loye of heart and soul, was
centered on and in her darling.

Meanwhile Sir Jasper was in a fever of dismay. What should he do?
It was as though the dead ghost of his youth had suddenly risen up be-
fore him; he was utterly unnerved. Then it became clear to him that he
must send some one to fetch her. Whom could he send? He counld not
go himself—he was not strong enough to travel; nor did he care to see
again the place where he had suffered so much. He decided that the
best person to send would be his agent, John Segrave, a sensible, expe-
rienced man of the world. He wrote at once to summon Mr, Segrave ;
and, when he had reached Queen’s Chace, he told him exactly the same
atory that he had told his wife.

1 want you to go to Italy,” he said, * to bring back with you a young
fady, my ward, who i8 for the future to make her home with Lady
Brandon,” )

The agent get out, amply provided with funds; and then Sir Jasper
Eient day and night in a state of terrible suspense. What would she be

e, this daughter of his lost Giulia? Would she torture him with her
mother’s face—with her mother’s eyes? If go, he could not bear it—he
should go mad. By night and by day he asked himself that question—
swhat would she be ﬂ.ke'l’

December came with its frost and cold, its biting wind and snow-bound
earth, before that question was answered. It was on the second of De-
cember that be recéived a letter from Mr. Seﬁmve, saying that he hoped
%0 reach the Chace with his charge on the following day. Sir Jasper was
greatly agitated, although he beat down his emotion with an iron hand.

She was coming—Giulia’s little child, who had nestled for one brief
moment in her mother’s dying arms—Giulia’s little daughter—the babe
from whom he had turned with something like bitter hate in his heart.
What would she be like? He asked about her rooms, and Katherine
took him to see them—a pretty suite of rooms in the western wing; they
looked very bright in the winter sunlight, with their cheerful fires and
choice flowers. w

¢ She will lild these rooms, papa,” said Katherine. *“See whatIhave

ut here—all the Ifalian views and hotogm’?hs that I can find. See—
Eere i the Arno, here is the Rialto in Venice.’

She Btngpezl suddenly. Why did he pause and turn from her with a
sharp gudden cry? There was the very spob on which he had stood when
Gaulia’s fair face first shone down upon him. : P

¢TIt is nothing, child,” he said, m answer to her anxious inquiries—
#less than nothing—a sharp sudden pain thathurts butwill never kill me.”

“ How do you know that it will never kill yon, papa?” she asked.

““Because, my darling, if it could have shortened my life, it would
have done so long ago,” he 1-e’piied. ¢ Now show me all the arrangements
you have made for my ward.’ <

“Papa,” cried generous, beautiful Katherine, ““she will be very dull,
she will ba very lonely. Do you suppose that she is alone in the world—
that she has no other friends but us? If she had but one, it would be
somephing.”

1 cannot tell you, Katherine,” he replied.  You must ask her when

ghe comes.’

He was pleased to see the arrangements his wife and daughter had
made for her, yet, as the time for her arrival drew near, he trembled and
shuddered 1iké one seized with a sudden cold.. He had to meet the child
he had literally given away—Giulia’s daughter.

CHAPTER TITL.

VEroNICA stood before her father—a tall, beautiful woman, with a
woble Venetian face. Shewas quite unlike anything he had pictured. He

had fancied a girl with Giulia’s sweet face, with her golden hair and seny
sitive lips. The girl before him looked like a Roman Empress, but Ehi;l-
she had Giulia’s eyes—her dark, tender, passionate eyes—the eyes that
had made for him the only light that he had ever known—with hair g
black as night, and worn after the old Grecian fashion. She was mon
‘beautiful than fer young mother had ever been, but it was a dﬂferenttyp
of loveliness.

As he gazed upon her, Sir Jasper Brandon owned to nmself that if
was the most beautiful and the saddest face he had ever seen. The dark
eyes had a story in their depths, the proud lips trembled even as she
smiled.

““Where have I seen a faco something like it?” he asked himself
Then he remembered that it was in one of his favorite pictures hanging in ¢
the Louvre. i

He had gone himself to the station to meef her. Lady Brandon wag ¥
very shrewd, and Katherine was shrewder still. He felt that he migh I
betray himself. 8o he had decided on meeting Veronica that the firg
shock might pass unperceived. And a shock it was when she looked u
at him with Giulia’s eyes. He stood still {or & few moments, beating bacﬂ
the "anguish that almost mastered him; then he held up his hands in
greeting to her. :

‘‘ Veronica,” he said gently, “ welcome to England I” He did not sy ¥
the beautiful face—he dared not trusthimself, © Weleome 1 herepeated,
adding, ““ Do you speak English?” . i )

To Ing surprise she answered him in English; she spoke the langnage
exceedingly woll, but with a slight foreign accent that was very musical
and charming.

““Yes, I speak English; it was my own wish. I learned by my own de-
sire; my aunt was very unwilling.” 1

““ Why did you wish to learn?”’ he said. * It is harsh after your bean-
tiful liquid Italian.” 1

1 cannot tell; but something seemed always to stir in my heart at “
very mention of England. I hardly knew whether it was pain or pleas.
ure, for it was unlike either. Now I know what it was I’ 1

};‘ What ?”’ he asked, wondering if any idea of the truth had oceurred
to her,

It was a foreboding,”’ she replied; *“it was because I had to come {o
England.” Then she glanced at him again. ** Are you my guardian ' ¥
she asked timidly. 3

‘¢ Yes,” he replied. T came to meet you; I thought you would feel el
dull at first in a stran;fe country.”” 1 iﬁ}ilg

I have been dull all my life,” she said, with a smile—the saddest il
smile he had ever seen. Wbz
* We must try to make you happier,” he said. ]
¢ Why are you my guardian?” she asked. “ I cannot understand if.
My aunt never spoke to me of you until she was dying, and then she told
me that far away in England there lived a rich gentleman who would be
my guardian when she was dead—that I was to live with him in England
and be docile to him. It will not be difficult to be very docile to you,”

“Why #” he asked. xk

 Becanse 1 like you,” she answered, simply. “T can alwaqa tell at
first sight whether I shall like any one or not, and I do like you.” Lk

He helped her into the earriage and sat down by her side; theservanis =
were busy with her luggage. Mr. Segrave drove home with Sir Jasper
and his ward, and all the way the Baronet was saying to himself—

‘¢ This i Giulia’s daughter; that beautiful head lay on Giulia’s breast S
—that is Giulia’s child!” He ionged to_clasp her in his arms, to say, Ssiaft
¢ You have your mother’s eyes, child; you have the same sweet voice and S
the same loving heart.” litmo g

All his fancied dislike melted as he gazed on her. He wondered h
he could have hated her, how he could have forgotten her. He
proached himsel for it with bitter reproaches. How could he have b
unkind to Giulia’s child? I have been dull all my life,” she had
and the words smote him with pain. He longed to sayto her, “Iam yo
father, Veronica, but my love for your mother is shut up in my heart.
is my most cherished secret; it is so sacred to me that I cannot tallk of i
I cannot tell others of it; it 18 the very core of my heart.” He was sor
texg m%, but “ Not yet,” he said to himself—‘nob yet.” He turned te
suddenly. X
“Tell me about your life, Veronica,” he said. ¢ What made it 5o dull
How have you spent it 7

“T have lived always with my aunt Assunta,” she repl
aunt was a woman whose heart must have been broken when she was v
young, I think. She never laughed, she never even smiled, but she ha
the English. ¢They are as perfidious,’ she said, ‘as Jqdus. ’.[‘h: "
never shines on Iingland; it is always dark with Heaven’s frown.’ Shely,
would not let me have any friends, We used to sit for days and monfhs
and years in that dark old Eulace, watching the water, watching the
seldom speaking & word. She gave me histories to read, and after many
rayers she allowed me to have masters for painting—nothing else;
ull histories and

B
ied, ©“ and my:

or many years I have passed my life in reading
painting,” _ ] ol
“ Poor ¢hild,” he said, * it was not a very bright life, was it¥ .
“No. 1 have often asked her to tell mé where my mother and fathes
lie buried ; but my aunt would never inform me, I have never seen M§
mother’s grave.” 1 § . ot
Sir Jasper’s face grew white with emotion. He gaid fo himself, ¢ It 18
Giulia’s child who has led this sad life—who has never known one hrightis
hour.” He dared not look at her lest she shounld wonder at the pail o1l
his face.
““How old are you, Veronica ¥’ he asked. ¢
T am twenty, as men count years,” she said. It scems to me tha
have lived a century in the dark old palace. Tt was full of spirits W
wailed all night through the long dark passages. When my atint wa
angry with me, she said always that I was a child, an ignorant chil ij:
thinlk myself I am very old, more like 2 woman whose years are Tun
a child.” : y . a
“ You will not feel so when _you have lived a little longer, he 5“0
gently. * Veroniea, look round you. Thisisan English winter. | Doy
gee how white the ground is—how great icicles hang like huge d.l&mo;n X
from the trees and hedges? When the sun shines on the snow ke
sparkles on the ice, T do not think there is a grander sight in the wor

“T wonder,” said Veronica musingly, < why my aunt disiiked Engla
80 much—do you know ?”
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Heo tried to answer her indifferently.
« It would require a very learned philosopher to understand a lady’s
Jikes and dislikes,” he said. “ Veronica, you say that you have had a

iy sad life; let me advise you to fry to forget it—forget the gloomy aunt

who seems to bave been so mistaken. Just asa flower opens its heart to
the s, open yours to the sunshine of happiness. Will you try?”

«T will try,” she answered. **Iwill do anything you tell me.”

Then he pointed out to her the beanties of the park through which

| the? were driving, and then, in the distance, the towers of Queen’s Chace.
¢

How beautifull” she eried. ¢ And see—the sun shines on it; it looks
a3 though Heaven were blessing it

He wondered what she would say if she knew that this superb house
ought one day b{] right to be hers.

% Tell me,” she cried—** what doyou call this beautiful place ?
me | ; . What must I call you?”

And he taught Giulia’ ild to call him Sir Jasper, while longing with
all his heart to hear the word ‘“father ”* from her lips.

«gome day,” he said to himself, *“T will tell her all about it, and she
will know. Then I will ask her to call me ¢ father’—and T shall hear all
garth’s music in the word.”

sir Jasper said one thing to Veroniea on entering the house. He
tarned to her with an expression of pain on his face.

“Veronica,” he said,” I want to ask you one favor—that is, I wish to
jve you one piece of advice, afterward you will know the reason why. I
Avise you to say nothing whatever of the home you have left. People
re sure to ask you quesfions. Do not answer them: evade them.”

Veronica, looking up at him with the simple faith of a child, replied—

] will—I will do whatever you tell me.”

And he knew from that moment that any secret, anything which
touched his interests, was a8 safe in her hands as in his own. ﬁe never
forzot the expression of utter astonishment on Lady Brandon’s face as the
oung girl came forward, with her graceful, self-possessed manner to

Teach

| speak to her

1 roally thought,” she said afterward to her husband, ““that an old
Yenetian figure had descended from its frame. What a face she has,
Jasper! It is essentially Venetian, not Florentine_—T know the Florentine
type 50 well—nor Roman, but purely Venetian. Her mother must have
been a beautiful woman.”

He winced at the words, but made no reply. Lady Brandon smiled as
he continuned—

“Qhe is a great contrast to Katherine. I am not sure that it is wise to
bring a vival beauty into the house.”

8ir Jasper looked up impatiently; this woman's fattle annoyed him,

#8he will never harm Katherine,” he said, somewhat sternly. “Do
o put ideas of that kind into Kafe’s head. I want her to like the young

| granger. See—that is a prefty pieture.”

Husband and wife were standing by the fire-place in the Yellow

* Drawing-room, as one of the preftiest apartments at Queen’s Chace was
ealled. The two girls were at the other end—Katherine seated on a low

chair, her golden head thrown back, and Veronica kneeling on the ground
Dby her side. The two faces were each lovely, yet differed entirely. Ver-
onica was gazing at the Iinglish girl with something like rapture in her
‘face. Katherine was a new revelation of beauty to_her.

“Tell me something about your home,” said Katherine, ‘‘The one
dream of my life is o go to Ltaly; but papa will never hear of it.”

Veronica gave one hasty glance across the room to the dark, hand-
gome face of the man who had so_great an influence over her. Remem-
bering her promise, she answered—

& Xsk me aboub anything you will,” she replied, ““except abouthome.
T eannot speak of it.”

Katherine looked at the flushed face, and, thinki_ni that the subject

e

8 was one too sad for her, she stooped down and kissed

“I will not ask you about home or anything else that grieves you,
< Tt must be very sad; you have lost everything—
But you will be happy with us after a time. You shall be my
papa—every one
loves Lim when they know him.” 1t was strange but typical that she did
not speak of Lady Brandon. She said nothing about loving her. “Kiss
e, Veronica,” she said—** not coldly, but as if you were really my own
gister. I ghall love you as though you were.”

The darl eyes filled slowly with tears. :

“You will love me?  she said, * It seems impossible; it is too good
You will really love me?”

“Why . should I not?” asked Katherine, wondering at the girl’s
emotion.

“Why should you, rather ?” she replied. “You are o different_from
me. You seem 6 me like a fairy princess. You live in the midst of
bea‘ut.y and magnificence; every one loves you; even the servants who
Wait ipon you seem almost to worship you. You have the sunshine ever
onyour head. TLook at these bri;-;;h‘r, threads of gold! You seem to me
more lovely than a poet’s dream.’

Katherine langhed; flattery was always pleasant to her. She exper-
lencedg girl’s natural delight in hein’i; called lovely. Then she passed

er white fingers over the bowed head. i

“Has no one ever told you that you were beautiful 2 4 i

“Noj T have never heard any one speaking of me in that way,” replied

Veronica.
. “Then let me tell you now,” said Katherine. “You are a thousand
fimes more beautiful than I am, Bub 1 am not jealous of you—I love
you. Mine is a proty pink-and-white, healthy, happy kind of beauty:
ours i a grand, halfsad, wholly imperial loveliness, [ am like a rose-
I'Ud' you ave like a mystical passion-flower. There are hundreds of girls
ke me —there can be few others like you.” 7 i

“Init really true ? * asked Veronica. Am I really beautiful? Tell
e, Calering, mia—do you think that any one who saw me for the first
time would like me?

“I am sure that every one would admire you Very much, and those
Wll? mew you would love you.” ) 5

“It seems g0 strange,” said Veronica—and Katherine saw a light come
T have never thought of myself in that way
a‘“&l- T have often wondered if ever any one would love me.

2 Did they not love you at home?” asked Katherine, aurprla(iLLT

We will not tallc of home,” was the reply, uttered sadly. }.u;’ﬂ,’fm
are the first person in all the world who ever said to me, ¢I'love youl

€very one.

I am glad, yet sorry,” said the English girl, slowly.

A strange light eame over Veromica’s face; her eyes darkened, a
quiver passed over her lips.

Yes, you are the first,” she said; *“and because in all my life you
have been the first to aa{to me, ‘T love you,’ I swear fealty to you—I will
be true to you until death—I will be a friend more than in name, If the
time should ever come when, by laying down my life, I can save yours, I
will do it. If the time should ever come when I can take a trouble from
y0u‘£m' by suffering myself save you from suffering, I will do it or under-
go it.”?

Katherine was touched by the earnest, passionate words.

“How much you think of kind words, Veronica,” she said quietly.

“ Ah, you do not know! Ihave been all my long solitary ife without
them. For years I heard but one voice, and it never addressed me kindly.
No one in all this world has been so utterly alone.”

“Tt1is all ended now,” said Katherine; * you have us to love you.”

“Yes, it is ended,” returned Veronica. ‘Do you know, satering,
that T could not believe the world was fair or bright? It seemed to me
impossible. I knew that the skies were blue, and that the light of the
sun was all golden, but I did not understand the glory and the lovelinesa
that seems common to you. Once, long ago, %io\md an old book of
poems, and Iread them. They were all abouf the beauty and passion and
tenderness of life, I thought the man who wrote them—Alfieri—was
mad; now I think there was some method in his madness. Do you know,
Caterina—I like to give you the sweet oft Italian name—that for long
years I have never had but one thought, and that that was how scon
Heayven would let me die?*

Katherine caressed the dark shining waves of hair.

¢ Such tbou%_hts as those have bronght all those mystical shadows
into your eyes, Veronica; we must haye no more of them,” she said.

“Tyen my name,” remarked the girl, “has a sad kind of music in it
And so you love me, Katherine? Tell me what to do for you, how to
thank you, how to serve you. I will see with your eyes, I will hear with
your ears. I shall go to sleep 'hagpy, I shall wake up happy, thinking fo
myself that some one deems me beantiful, and that some one loves me.
You have brightened all my life for me b

I do not think it is goodness,” said
that I cannot help it.”

“ I might have been different,” rejoined Veronica. “You might have
been angry and vexed that a stranger should come into your home—the
very heart of your home as it were—you might have received me coolly,
treated me unkindly, laughed at me even because of my strange dress
and strange manners—but you have been an angel of goodness to me.
For that,” she continned, with the sudden passion that made her sa
beautiful, ¢ T will #ive you my life should you need it, my service always,
my love if you will take it, my heart always.”

They formed certainly one of the preftiest of pictares—the English
giri, with her bright, fair beauty, her golden hair, her dress of white
silk, her shining jewels, her happy, loving bri;ﬂlt manner, and the dark-
eyed Venetian, with her pale, passionate, matchless loveliness, her black
robes so quaint and picturesque. Then, as the; talked longer, gradually
they changed attitudes; it was Veronica who became the protector, and
Katherine the younger sister. Their lives had been so different, yet fhey
were children of oné father. Veronica’s one wonder was the long shining
golden hair. She never tired of caressing i, of twining it round her
fingers, of praising it.

Do you know,” she said to Katherine, * that once—oh, long agol—E
was arranging an old wardrobe for my aunt, amd I saw a little parcel of
white paper? I opened 1t, and inside it lay a long fress of ghining golden
hair 50 much like this. I was almost frightened ab it, for it seemed to
twine round my fingers as though it were livinv%. I took it to my aunt
and showed it to her. She grew so angry. ¢ Whenever you gee hair like
that,” she said, always pray that England may be ruined by its own gold,
by the greed of its sons and the folly of its daughters.’ Her words come
back to my mind now as I hold this golden hair in my hands.”

“They were very horrible words, and your aunt must have been
wicked to utter them. What harm had the English done her?”

“ T cannot tell, but she hated them, She was angry that I wished to
learn English; but I would. It was strange that when she hated it T
should love it. I think England beautiful. Our Venice is perhaps one of
tﬁhe f?ircst spots on earth, but everything seems brighter and happier

ere.”

¢ Papa,” gaid Katherine that same evening,
onica has been yery unbappy all her life.”

T hope not,”” he returned, quietly.

«] foel sure of it. I have been contrasting her lot with mine, How
strange it is, papa, that in this world things are so unequall  Some have
5o much, others so little. Veronica seems to me tothave had nothing.”

He made no reply, buf he thought to himaself that’it was hard, seeing
that they were children of one father. ILater on hs drew Katherine’s
golden head down and kissed her face. .

“You will be kind to Veronica, my dear,” he said.
hard to bear.”

And Katherine obeyed him, because it was impossible to know Veren-
ica and not to love her.

your goodness.” ¥
atherine; “with me it is simply

«T fancy your ward Ver-

“A joyless life is

CHAPTER IV.

“ Brrore o weeks had passed Veronica was quite at home at Queen’s
Chace. Lady Brandon, who had at first been inclined to look upon the
whole matter as a misfortune, now began to think otherwise. She thought
to herself that the next season she would be more popular than ever. She
would be mather of one of the fairest blondes and chaperon of one of {he
most beautiful brunettes. She saw that the two girls would never be
rivals, their style differed so greatly, and she began to take great interest
in Veronica. {he went to her husband snd fold him that she must have
carte blanche for Veronica’s wardrobe,

“Ttis all very well,” said her ladyship,  to look like a picture; but
dressing like one is quite a different matter. Your ward must dress
like ot}’ler people, Sir Jasper. I suppose she can have what money she
likes ?

¢ Certainly,” replied Sir Jasper, “ she is an heiress, 1 have told you.
She must be treabeﬁ as one;”’ and soon afterward he placed in her hands
2 check for three hundred pounds, “We can arvange later on,” he
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added, “about her yearly allowance—at Dresent purchase for her every-
thin‘g that she requires.”

** Her wants are legion,” said Lady Brandon; * she has literally noth-
in,ri, except a few picturesque old dresses that would look very nice in an
old curiosity shop.” .

ady Brandon set to work at once. She knew t00 well the effect of
dress to offer to transform Veronica into a fashionable English lady.
Everything she purchased was made after some picturesque Venetian
€ashion, and Sir Jasper was pleased when he saw it,

“You have preserved the unities,” ho snid to his wife, with one of
#hose rave smiles that so altered the expression of his face,

As for Veronica herself, she could not understand such attention.

*“ All this for me!” she cried, when she saw the lace, the silks, the vel-
vets, the thousand little elegancies that make up a lady’s toilet—fans and
inpFers, gloves and sunshades.

Then Sir Jasper brought her some superb jewels—a set of rubies that
&uited her dark loveliness, a set of corals and a suite of diamonds. The
girl raised her wondering face to his when he showed them to her.

- ¥ Why do you do all this for me?> she asked.

He looked down at her. She was looking at him with dead Ginlia’s
dove-lit eyes.

“Why?” he repeated.
mnow more some day.”

She took his band and kissed it in her strange impulsive fashion.

** You are very good to me, and I am very grateful,” she said.

But it seemed to him that Giulia’s lips had touched him. He shrank
back, pale and trembling.

 Never do that again, child,” he said—**never again.”

She glanced at him quickly, not nnderstanding. How should she?

“‘Have I vexed you?” she asked. I am sarry, for you are so kind.”

“You have nof vexed me, Yeronica,” he said. “Why should you
have doneso? English people are unused to showing emotion—yours
startled me. T am pleased that you like the Jewels. I shall be glad to
see you wear them when your black dresses aro lnid aside.”

By the middle of December Veronica was quite at home. How she
loved Katherine! She had a strange, vague, nndefined sentiment about
Bir Jusper—a foeling that even she herself could not understand. She
was grateful to Lady Brandon; she would have done anything for her,
Buf it was Katherine whom she loved—the beautiful, dainty, capricious
young heiress—Katherine, who had been the first to love her.” There
Was something almost pathetic in the way in which she followed her about
and waited uQﬂon her. “She would have served her almoston her knees.
8he watched her every lock, waited for her every word. Lady Brandon
svas amused by it, Sir Jasper was pained. i

She had been introduced to most of their friends and neighbors; the
beautiful Venetian girl whose face was a study, whose voice was like
musie, was admired by all who saw her. She went with EKatherine to all
the balls, the soirees, t{e parties in the neighborhood, where the; reigned
as queens, There was no jealousy, no rivalry between them. Howcould
there be when Veronica worshiped her brilliant young sister ?

So Christmas came, and it was, as usual, kepf up in right good English
style at Queen’s Chace. Every man, woman and child on the estate was
the hapgier for its coming, and richer. Sir Jasper was most iberal, Tho
friends he had invited came, and amongst them was Alton, Lord Wyn-
leigh, who had decided not to leave Queen’s Chace until he had won the
hand of its heiress. He conquered affer a few days’ hard siege; the love-
ly, willful girl had plighted to him her troth, and he knew that she wonld
keep it sacred until death. It wasa retty love-story, coming to a crisis
gn hristmas-eve, as he held her under the mistletoé and. demanded the

forfeit.

“ Give me gomething else, Kate,” he said,
deed a favor, but I want something more.”

““ What do you want? *” she asked.

‘I want your love, your promise to be my wife, your troth plight. I
W&nit Jou, my darling, to be my own forever and ever. What do you

i

a
The sweet flushed face drooped before his, the blue eyes could not
aeet his own, the sweet lips opened,but he did nothear the faint whisper
that came from them.

“ Kate,” he said, “what do you say? You know, my darling, if T
thought you did notlove me, I would go away now from out of the light
of your sweet presence, and 1 would—well, T should be worth nothing all
the rest of my life. You see, Kate, you are a great heiress—that malkes
all the differénce.”

¢ What difference does it make?” she asked.

“ Jusb this—that, if you were not a great heiress, T would make you
Iove me. T would clasp you now in my arms and kiss you until you said
“Neog but—**

“But what, Alton ? 7

“If I urged you too much, and
m}; Hen.rh to pray, you might think
not.

“Because I am your guardian. You will

“A kiss from you is in-

rayed and begged of you as itis in
cared about your fortune; but I do

I am sure you do not,” she replied.

My darling,” he said, drawing her nearer to him, “you trust me;
you shall see that your trust 1s not in vain. Will you be my wifo, Kate ?

The answer this time must have satisfied him, for he kissed the lips
on 'ghich it trembled, murmuring words that were sweetest music

erme,

I shall work for you, Kate,” he said—“my Kate, the bonniest
Kate in Christendom. fwill not ask you to marry me until T have made
@ position worthy of your father’s daughter. I have led a useless life,
but it shall be useless no more. I will work for you. Men shall never
say I married an heiress for her money. Kate, your sweet love has
made a man of me. To-morrow will be Christmas-day, and in the
l:@KJomil}:g I shall go to your father and tell him. Will he give you to me,

ate ?

I hope go,” she replied, quietly. * He would do anything to make
me happy.”

That was why Sir Jasper sat on Christmas morning as the gay bells
wore ringing, with saddened eyes and darkening face while the great
heart of the world beat high with joy. Lord Wyu'isigh had waited upon
him to make his formal request for his daughter’s hand. Sir Jasper
Jl.i&hened kindly—he had a great liking for the gallant, handsome young

er.

. What am I to say to you, Wynleigh? My daughter hug =
suitors. T should like her to marry tﬁ one she loves bgest.” A

o That is myself, 8ir Jasper,” he replied, proudly.

Sir Jasper smiled.

“You think so. Well, there is one remark T must make, 80 far ag
regards ¢ worldlg goods,” you are certainly not the most eligible lovey,»

~“ Never mind that, Sir Jasper,” said Lord Wynleigh. “T knoy it
and am going to remedyit. Do not imagine that [ am sa; ing to yoq:
Give me your daughter now at once—my hands are empty, %111& she ‘will
fill them." Ttis not that. I say: Give me $he hope of one day callin
Katherine my wife, and I will set to work at once. I will make such g
name that I shall not be ashamed 1o ask her to share it, Will you say
“Yes,” Sir Jasper?* E

“You spe&ﬂ bravely. You are sure my daughter loves you??”

; 1“Katc says 80,” the young man replied, “‘and she never speaks
alsely.” 3

“Then T give my consent,” said Sir Jasper. “But Katherine is ton
young to marry yet. She must wait a year or two. The child is but jusg
seventeen. Come back in two years’ time to claim her, if in the mean. Wee
time you have made a position” for yourself I do not care that yop R
should malke money, but I do care for the other.” i

“T will do it, Siv Jasper,” he replied, ¢ and you will help me. T shal
study under you—help me with your influence. There i8 & borough
vacant now. Help me to place my foot on the first rung of the ladder,
and I will never cease until T reach the top.” ;

Long after Lord Wynleigh had left him Sir Jasper sat silent and mo- &
tionless, listening to' the sound of the joy-bells — listening to the
music and laughter which filled the old Chace. What was he to do? &
When t(tyhe sanguine young lover left him, dark and bitter thoughty =
cante
and deceit. What conld he do? He eould - never allow Lord Wyn-
leigh to marry Kate under the mpression that she was heiress” to
the grand domain of Queen’s Chace and Hurstwood. She was not soin
reality. Al his broad lands belonged by right to his elder child, the
beautiful dark-syed Veronica. Before Lord Wynleigh married Katherine
he must know the truth. Sir J. asper rose from his seat.

““Lam a brave man and a strong ‘man,” he said; “but I would rather
face death than tell my story now.”

It seemed so far away to the middle-aged statesman, the story of
his youth—the mad love that had altered his whole life. Tt would he
prciﬁnatﬂon to him fo hear Giulia’s name mentioned now. He could
Imagine the sneers, the comments that would follow, The Opposition
Jjournals would be sure to get hold of it, and hold ug to public ridiculs
the one treasured poem of his heart. He could not bear 1t. Come what
might, he would, he must keep his secret yet a little longer; and in the
meantime he would have his ‘will preparéd—a will in which the truth
should be told, and Queen’s Chace, mtll': all the broad lands round Hurst-
wood, given to his daughter Veronica. At the same Hme he would put
all the papers that went to prove her identity into one Packet, and give
them fo her. Why, because her mother was dead, should he rob her of
her birthright? What could he do to atone to her for her long cheerless
youth, her cold, joyless lifo? He could not defraud Giulia’s child. Ifhe %
could have divir%cd the inheritance, all would have been well, but that
was impossible. Tn the Brandon family, where there was no male heir,
the eldest danghter succeeded to the Barony to the title and estates; an
there had been several Baronesses. Therefore the inheritance must go to
his_eldest daughter. That was Veronica.

What would those proud Valdoraines—the proudest people in England
—say to him when they heard that Katherine was not his heiress after
all?” Katherine Brandon’s name was known all over England. Sir
Jasper was at a loss. His sense of justice and his love of right, his love
and his pride, his honesty and his sensitive Teserve were all at war.
There was but one gleam of comfort. The marriage between Lord Wyn-
leigh and Katherine would not take, place yet. Some unforeseen com-
bination of circumstances might take place before then.

It is not quite the kind of marriage that I expected for Katherine,” =
said Lady Brandon when her husband sent for her to tell her, * SHI'T
shall make no opposition—there is a chance, a8 you know.”

* What chance ?” asked Sir Jasper. |
““They tell me that the young l‘}nrqnis is not only very unsteady, but
that he is eertainly in declining health,” said Lady Brandon. ©If it
should be 8o, then Alton will be Earl of Woodwyn. That would be &

high position—I should be quite satisfied.”

o ﬁy dear wife,” remarked Sir Jasper, “no good comes of hoping for
dead men’s shoes.”

“I am not hoping for them,” said Lady Brandon. T am merely say-
ing that it Woul(f be an excellent thing for Katherine.”

*“ Yeronica,” gaid Katherine,  come to my room when you go to dress
for dinner. I wantto tell yon something.”

And when Veronica went in she atarbeﬁ at the beautiful vision. Kath-
erine sbood before her in a low dinner dvess of white silk, trimmed with
?ﬂm’ug crimson holly-herries, her white shoulders and srms gleaming

ike pear], a diamond eross on her white breast and diamond stars in her
golden hair. She looked Iilea dream of beauty. Veronica kissed the
pretty shouiders and the white arms. b

“ How beautiful yom are, my darling!” she said. * You look like the
spirit of Christmag. "Now I see how beanutiful Englishwormen ean be.”

I am always beantiful in yonr eyes, Veroniea,” she replied. ;

They were standing side by side, Katherine all bright and sradisnt,
Veronica, in her pale, passionate beauty, m a long trailing black dress.
The contrast between t]gem was startling. p

* Lhave something to tell you, Veronica,” she said. “Never mind
admiring my dress, never mind my diamonds—look at my face.”

“T am looking at it, my derling,” returned Veronica,

“Does it tell yon anything?” asked Katherine, with the low, sweet
la.u;]\tar of perfect content. 3 - i 2

¢ Only that it is the dearest face in the world,” replied Veronica, kiss-
ing the langhing lips. i )

‘ Veroniea,” said Eatherine, ““whom at this moment should yor con-
sider the very happiest girl in all the world ?”

“The very happiest of all? Oh, how conld T fell 22

“I will tell von. Tt is myself, Katherine Brandon. And ean you
guess why Tam so happy? It is because—ob, Veronies,how shalf I tell

him. He was an Englishman, with a hatred of all fraud W n
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yon-— s because some one whom I love very much loves me—me,
you understand, Veronica—not my forfune, notQueen’s Chace, but me
*joves me—and has asked me to be his wife.”

«Hig wife,” repeated Veronica, softly. - Katherine, the laughter loving
pesuty, Was suddenly invested with an importance in her eyes which was
maryelous. ¢ How wonderful —how strange! ”

“ Nay, it is u)o,i; strange, Veronica. Ilove him—he loves me. Can yon

ess who ibis ?

Slowly the dark eyes wandered over the bright face; and then sad
Yeronica answered—

sTt must be Lord Wynleigh.”

“Yes,” said Eatherine, simply, it is Tord Wynleigh; and I am not
one of the happiest, but the happiest girl in all the world. Nevertheless
ftell myself that such great joy as mine cannot last—that a time will
come when I must suffer and weep an;l grieve as other people do. Will
ftbeso?” She looked wistfully at Veronica as sho spoke. ‘I have
yead,” she said, *of ships safe enough to sail in when the sea is calm,
but sure to sink when the storm comes on. I think I should be like one
of those ships—I should go down in the first storm.”
~ “Wa will hope then that a storm will never come,” put in Veronica.
«1f it depended on me there never should,” she added. ¢ 8till there is
one thing that T can safely promise you—one thing that I will do. 1f ever
jt lies in my power to save you from sorrow, I will do it; if ever it lies in
my power to give you ha.ipiuess, I will give it to you.”

“And the time came when the memory of these words weighed down
the balanee in which she held both lives,

CHAPTER V.

As Veronica descenved the broad staircase she looked in astonishment
at the Drilliant scene that met her gaze on every side. The shining lights,
the wealth of evergreens, holly with lovely laughing erimson berries, the
zraceful laurel with its shining leaves, the darlk, stately fiv and the sweet
mystical mistletoe—it was all like a dream to her. Her heart warmed as
ghe gazed. If this was an English Christmas, then might Heaven bless
(hristmas for evermore! Kvery one had something kind to say.
There was a smile on every face, light in kindly eyes, music in the sound
of kindly voices. She thought that while she lived she would never for-

of the words, ““I wish you a happy Christmas;” and the speakers, the
Ei.ndly people so tender and true of hearf, were the cold reserved English
whom her aunt had told her were accursed! She looked at the noble
faces of the men, faces thit told of power and skill, of courage and self-

_command; she looked at the fair blonde faces of the laughing girls and

the graceful women; and she thought that the English were a great people,
greater than the old stately Venefians. There was not even a tinge of
envy in her heart as she noted the lovely younger girls. She was quite
fmeonscious of her own picturesqlue beauty, of the poetical loveliness of
her face, the grace of her figure elad in its trailing black robes. Amongst
those fair English girls she looked like a gorgeous passion-flower in the
midst of white lilies,

She never forgot the Christmas dinner, her first in England—the grand
table with ifs costly silver and delicate glass, the profusion of flowers and
fruits, the sparkling wines, the laughter, the general air of happiness,
while outside the wind wailed among the leafloss trees and the. stars
shone in the Christmas sky. She saw Katherine with her bright laugi)hiug
face and her handsome young lover following her like a shadow. Pres-
ently Sir Jasper came up to her.

“Do you ﬁke our English way of keeping Christmas, Veronica ?” he

asked.

She looked at him.

Tt is more beautiful than anything I have ever seen,” she replied;
and then he turned abruptly away, for she had looked at him with dead
Ginlia’s eyes.

“Yeroniea,” said a low deep voice. She turned quickly and saw Lord
Wynleigh standing by her side. “I have come to0 ask you if you are
ﬁljase . Walk with me through the rooms, You have not wished me a

pl)ﬁ‘(}hristmas yet.” 2 ! )

“Then I will do it now,” she said; and Lord Wynleigh raised her

~ hand fo his lips.

% Katherine has been telling me how dearly she loves you, and how
good you are to her.”

‘1‘1 éave her better than anything or any one in the wide world,” she
replied.

He looked half sadly at her.

“T have ecome,” he Baid, * to ask you for a litfle share of that great
affection which you give to my peerless Kate, I will deserve it. Lwill
give you the trie, honest, frank, kindly affection of a brother to a sister.
Will you accept it?

She looked up at him.

_ “Iam bewildered,” she said. * What have I done that Heavenshould

v6 e 50 much—what have I done? Only a few months since no one
oved me, now—" £

_“You necept it, then 27" interrupted Lord Wynleigh. ‘Ifyon want a
friend, you will come to me; if ever you want help of any kind, you will
remember that on Christmas day you promised & stalwart brother to let
him stand between you and the world.”

I shall never forget,” she said.

And Lord Wynleigh left hior standing by the door of the conservatory
While he went in search of Katherine. i

Veronica was unutterly happy; into her gray dull life such threads of
gtl{ld were woven that she was dazzled by them. She had hungered and

irsted for love; now it was lavished upon her. She stood on the same
8pot siill, unconscious of her picturesquo loveliness, watching Kather
e and her lover, and as she watched them strange sweet possibilities of
life camo floating to her. She had thought of herself solong and so often
as one apart from others, as one for whom life held no pleasures, no
hopes; now was the dawn of & golden morning, now the sweet vagne QEh-
glons fancies that thrill the heart of a young girl thrilled her. Tt might

that in the golden far off future such love as Alton’s for Katherine
vould fall to her lot. Perhaps her life too would be crowned by, that
gﬂ:tﬁ Pl'u;c and perfect gift—a noble love. If heaven had such happiness

ore for her—— I

“T am afraid,” said a deep musical voice near her, * that you will tale

cold—there i3 guite a rush of cold air heg_e.”

Veronica looked up suddenly. A tall stately figure stood between het
and the light, dark gray eyes werelooking mnto her own. She saw a hand-
some, noble face, a proud, princely head covered with clusters of fair
hair.” It was a face that from that moment stood out clear and distine
from all other faces. The gentleman smiled at the half bewildered ex«
pression of the dark eyes.

I must introduce myself again,” he said.  8ir Jasper introduced
me to you just before dinner, but I was one of go many, I cannot hope to
have been noticed. You do not remember me ?*

“No,” she replied.  Sir Jasper introduced so many people to me at
once, and English names are hard to remember. I should be glad if you
would tell me yours,” she added with some liftle hesitation.

¢ You will say that it is a strange one perhaps,” he said.
Mare Caryll.”

. “Sir Marc Caryll,” she repeated. *“I shall remember that in connee-
tion with the patron saint of Venice—St. Mark.”

She could not tell why, but the name seemed to sink into the depths of
her heart like the echo of a song. Then she looked at him, and decid
that, although she had seen some noble men, he was by far the ]mk
somest and noblest. There was an air of command, of power, of author-
ity about him which pleased her. He looked like a man whose will was
strong and relentless, whose purpose was fixed, whose judgment was
clear and decided.. Self-reliance, courage, bravery—all those qualities
were written on the fair handsome face, that had in‘it at times a woman’s
sweetness and the simplicity of a child, A swift sudden thought came te
her that a life would be sate in those strong hands of his—honor, fair
fame, everything might be intrusted to him, and the trust would be kept.

Sir Mare smiled at her.

1 can read your thoughts,” he said; ““you have been esimating my
character. I will not ask you what you think of it; T will onlysay ]ﬁ.l(\pﬁ
your conclusions are favorable. Miss di Cyntha, try one dance with me.
Christmas day is past; and an example has been setus.”

Veronica remembered that Christmas night—it was the beginning of a
new life to her. The vague sw. ot possibilities that had thrilled her as
she watched Katherine fook shape mow—vague, beautiful shape; some-
thing awolke in her heart which hadnever been there before—something
80 tender, so sweet, that the girl’s whole soul was moved by if. Life was
never to be the same again for her; shehad inherited some of the quick
love and quick hatred ﬁm characterized the Brandons. She had in her
more of her father’s nature than her mother’s.

¢ Your face isa poem,” said Sir Mare later on that same Christmas
night—‘a poem that I should never tire of reading.”

She danced with him, she talked to him; more than one amused glance
followed them—she with her dark Venetian beauty, he with his Saxon
comeliness; they seem to have forgotten the world. Once Sir Mare took
her to the great western window in the broad corridor, amd drawing aside
the hangings, he said to her—

“ Look, Miss di Cyntha—I want you to see the poetry of an English
Christmag.”

Veronica cried out in wonder and awe. The sky was of deep, dark,
fathomless blue; the moon was full, and shone with a clear, silvery light;
the earth lay white, still and beautiful under the pale, clear beams; the
hard frost made the tall, leafless trees look darker, and the hoar-frost
shone in the light of the moon. The wind wailed among the trees, bend-
ing their tall heads and swaying the huge branches.

“ How beautiful! ” she cried. * There is nothing in all Venice so fair
as this. I thought there was no poetry in England; but it is full of it.
This looks like fairyland.”

“ You will try to love Englaud,,” he said.

“ T do love it without trying,” she replied. “I could almost fancy
there was some mysterious reason why my heart should have warmed so
areatly to it; it seems more my home than Venice ever did.”

He was looking intently at her with his dark §ra‘}' eyes.

 You will not wish to return to Venice, then ou would be content
to remain in England all your life ?”

She raised her beantiful face; the dark eyes looked at the blue wintry
night sky, at the fair white earth, at the quaint shadows the moon made
through the trees; and then ghe turned to Sir Mare.

¢ Venice would seem a prison to me after this,” she said; and as she
said it she wondered why he looked so bright and pleased.

s ghould lile you to see my home,” he remarked. It is, I think,
even more beautiful than Queen’s Chace. It is called Wervehurst Manor,
and it stands in the loveliest part of Sussex. We have music there—
nature’s grandest. The sea lies at no gf}rant distance; and far away to the
rightstrefehes & chain of hills, purple hills, on which the light of the sun
lies low. Ihave a passionate love for my home.”

She was silent. He went on. B

< And I live there, Miss di Cyntha, all alone. Can you imagine that?
T have no mother, no sister. There is a large household of gervants, but
I am quite so]itarg‘ T want what the poets call an angel in the house.”

“What is that ?”’ asked Veronica.

“That is English for a wife,” he replied; and the beaufiful face
drooped before his. $

er heart beat; a strange pain, that was yet half pleasure, seemed to
thrill her innocent soul.

T must leave you,” she said hurriedly.
erine wants me.”

 Where you go I follow,” declared Sir Marc;* and for that evening at
least he kept his word.

“I am Sir

“ T am quite sure that Kath-

CHAPTER VI.

A xEw life—a glorious new life, bright, hopeful, pleasant, full of poetry,
full of wonder and romance! The time came when Veroniea began
wonder what it was that had fallen over her life. What was the dazzling
light that had fallen at her feet? Why was it that from morming to night
and from nightto morning she had but one thought—and that was about
Mare Caryll?

Christmas had passed now, and the beautiful springtide had €et in. The
air was balmy with the sweef breath of flowers, yet Sir Jasper had not re-
covered much of his strength. The doctors would not allow him to re-
turn to his duties; he must rest if he would live. In vain the active, en
ergetic statesman rebelled.  He refused for a time to submit, until he
saw the absolute necessity for it. Then he found Lord Wynleigh of sreak
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ggr; he was only suffering from overtaxed strength, from ills that might

} aids,, and he drew her golden head down on to his breast.

A GILDED SIN.
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use to him. He had been returned as member for Hurstwood, and had
made his maiden speech—to everybody’s great surprise it was simply a/|
masterpiece of eloquence. Sir Jas&)er gave up some of his duties to the
young politician, about whom people prophesied great things. ¢
The Baronet was very pleased. If had always been a source of sor-
row to him that he had no son to gucceed to his honors; but he loved the
brave young nobleman in whom all Katherine’s happiness seemed to be
centered. When despondent thoughts came to him, he said to himself
that he should have a successor. He insisted upon Lady Brandon’s tak-
ing Veronica and Katherine to London for Eaz‘t of the season at least, and
nothing pleased him bettor than to read her ladyship’s letter, in which
shetold of Veronica’s successes and tt.iumgha. g
“The girl can marry whom she will,” wrote Lady Branden; ‘ her
magnificent beauty has brought all London to her fect. She does not;
seem to care about any one in particular.” ;
Veronica had suddenly become famous. Her rare style of face and|
figure, her wonderful grace and musical voice, bad made her the ob-
served ofall. She received more invitations than she could possibly ac-
cept. Bvery one admired and liked her. But, when Lady Brandon had
been in town a few weeks she decided upon returning. Sir Jasper was
no better, and the doctor attending him did not think 1t advisable that he
should delay consulting some eminent physician. So they went home
again, and, as he looked af his two daughters, the master of Queen’s
Chace was struck afresh,  Katherine’s animated loveliness and Veroni-
ca’s pale beauty seemed to have acquired fresh luster. Those fow weeks
in town had wonderfully improved Veronica—they had given a finish and
elegance {o her such as can be acquired only by mixing with the most
refined. She had enjoyed her visit, but not much because Sir Marc was
away. The season had but little attraction for him. He was not a man
of fashion. A cruise to Norway had more charms for him than a season
‘n London. He had written to sn{ that he hoped to pass through Hurst-.
wood in July or Au%_usﬁ, and would very much like to spend a few days:
there, to which Sir Jasper had replied by sending him a most cordial in-
vitation, guessing shrewdly what was the attraction; so that Veronica had
that to look forward to, and the knowledge of it made her profoundly in-
different to all the homage offered her. i
The old bitter struggle was still going on in Sir Jasper’s mind. * What'
should he do? His heart was torn with a thousand doubts, a thousand
fears. There was hardly an hour of the twenty-four during which he did
not again and again review all his reasons and doubts. Do as he would,
one or the other must suffer. Should it be Katherine, the bright, fair:
child, the descendant of the proud Valdorames; or Veronica, who looked
up at him with dead Giulia’s eyes? Which of the two should it be? He
would have given hislife to save either. One thing he had done. He
had gent for a stirange lmvger, and had made another will, in which he
told the secret of Veromica’s birth, and left to her the grand inheritance
of Queen’s Chace and Hurstwood. That will be kept by him.
bering it, he was more at ease whenever he thought of her, .
He grew worse. The doctors did not apprehend any immediate dan-

Remem-:

remedied. He did nof even keep his room. Sir Jasper himself was:
more alarmed than the people about him. Strange sensations came to
him. There were times when he fancied, as he walked through the'
shady garden paths, that strange voices called him; he saw strange fig-
ures in his troubled sleep, strange faces smiled at him from the picture
frames. &

One day—how Veronica remembered it afterward!—he had walked in!
the grounds, and when the sun grew warm he went into the drawing-
room to rest on a couch. Veronica was there. He asked her to read to
him, and she did so until he fell asleep; then she sat and watched him,
thinking how very ill he looked, how white and sunken his face was.
Sndderﬁy she saw his pale lips quiver; he opened his arms as though to
clasp them round some one whom he loved, erying in a passionate
voice—

# Giulia, Giulia, my heart’s love!

She touched him gently, and his eyes opened ana looked wildly at

er, |
¢ Giulia,” he cried again, “where am I? Tt is you, and yet another.”
¢ Sir Jasper,” said Veronica, *“ you are dreaming—you are ill.”

He looked in bewilderment at her.

¢ Giulia’s e%ea,” he said, ¢ but another face.

“You have been dreaming,” remarked the girl quietly.
anything for you? Shall I bring Lady Brandon?”

He gave a smothered moan.

“J—you are right, Veronica—I was dreaming. No, do not call any
one; I want nothing. These June days are so warm.”

ft was June then, when the days were at their longest, and the bright
sweet hours were all filled with beauty—June, when Queen’s Chace was
a picture of loveliness, with its lilies and roses, its rich green foliage and
wealth of flowers. Veronica wss troubled as she looked at Sir Jasper, for
she had grown to love him. She remembered afterward how he awoke
from a fevered sleep and would have Katherine by Veroniea’s side. She
remembered every detail of that his last day on earth. He would not go
Into the diming-room, and 1t was Veronica, by her own special re(;&\{:l;st,
who took him some liftle dainties and eoaxed him to eat them. She knelt
by his side, holding in her fingers a ripe sunny peach.

“Thig i8 just like Katherine’s cheek,” she said laufhingly And she
Yooked so like her mother at that moment that he could have cried aloud
in his longing love and pain.

“You have learned to love Katherine, Veronica ?  he said gently.

“ Better than I love my life,”” she said, blushing to find that she no
fonger said, ““ Better than I love any one else in the world.”

e looked up at her suddenly.

“ Have you learnt fo love me, Veronica ? * he asked.

“Yes, just as dearly,” she replied.

Then they were silent—he mute with emotion, she wondering that he
should sveak to her in this strain—he who had always been so distant
and so reserved. Then he was restless all the day. When evening came,
he asked Katherine to sing all her old songs to him—the songs he loved
best; and Veronica fancied that his eyes filled with tears. Then, when it
was growing later, he called Katherine to him, She knelt down by his

‘What doesit mean?”
“Can I get

4 Mfr child, my darling,” he said, ““ have I been kind to you?”
¢ Always, papa,” she replied.

¢ Have you had a happy life—Katie, tell me—a happy life ?*

““Yes,"” she answered. ‘“Papa, you know that I have never had one
mqme,x,xt’s care or trouble, one moment’s sadness, ever since I'was &

““Thank Heaven for that!” he said gently. *If T should die Katie
—die and leave you—would any one ever make you think me ur:kmd_
ever make you love me less ?

“No, never, papa,” she said, laughing at the notion—** never,”

“Kiss me. Tell me you love me,” he said. “Will you remember jn
the after years that I would have given my life at any time to save you
from pain ? i

““Yes,” roplied Katherine, and obeying his wish, she clasped her ten-
der arms round his neck. *‘I love you very dearly, papa,” she said,
‘““more than 1 can tell you, and I am longing for the day fo come when
you will be strong and well again.”

Later still, when Katherine was going to her room, he called her tq
him, and, taking the bright young face between his hands, he kissed it.

*Good night, my da,rlm%, > he said; “and may Heaven ever bless you.”

She wondered at the solemnity of the words, little dreaming that she
had heard his voice for the last time.

““You are not quite so well to-night, Jasper,” said Lady Brandon,

“No,” he replied, ‘“There is a strange fluttering at my heart—1I feef
faint—it will pass away. The day has been so very warm.”

“T wish,’ said Lady Brandon, ¢ that you would consult Sir William
Fletcher; they say that he is the cleverest physician in England.”

I will see about it,” replied Sir Jasper.

It was a lovely June might, one of those nights that never seem to
gﬁow dark; the air was rich and heavy with the odor of sleeping flowers,

e dew lay on the white lilies, on the roses, on the purple passion-
flowers, the wind stirred ever so faintly the fresh green Yeswes. It was
one of those nights when it seemed imposgible to turn from the sweel
face of nature. Veronica had stood for more than an hour at the open
window of her room, when one of the servants came to say that she was
wanted in Sir Jasper’s room.

‘T8 Sir Jasper worse ?” asked Veronica in alarm.

““The valet said he seemed very ill, miss,” replied the girl; “but
there was nothing said about his being worse.”

Without loss of time Veronica left her room. She had not nndressed.
Bhe still wore her evening dress of rich black lace with crimson flowers,
She had taken the diamond stars from her hair, and the black shining
waves fell in rich profusion over her shoulders. On her neck gleamed a
cross of rubies and diamonds. . She walked through the long corridors,
where the moonlight lay in great silver floods, making everything else
darker by contrast. Sir Jasper could not be worse, she thought; the ser-
vants were most of them in bed, and there was no confusion,
to the door of his room—a room she had never entered. It was ajar, and
Lady Brandon stood near it. She looked very pale and anxious. She
h%db on a white dressing-gown, and was toying nervously with the blue
ribbons.

“I do not understand i, Veronica,”” she whispered, ‘Sir Jasper has
sent for you and for me—he wants us Ffarticu}ar]y. No one else is to
come near. Helooks so strange I am half frightened. Come in.”

Veronica entered the statesman’s chamber, It was a large and mag-
nificently furnished apartment. She saw wonders of rosewood and hﬂlﬁ,
Sevres china, statuettes, pietures, and books, On the bed with its silken
hangings she saw Sir Jasper—Sir Jasper, with a gray look on his face and
dark shadows round his eyes. She went up to him, and his eyes, looking
:"r.’l;to hers, told her that some strange, unrevealed secret was between

en.

‘ Olose the door,” he said—‘‘ fasten it securely; no one must inter-
rupt me. Marie, my wife, come here. It is you who will have to forgive
me. I have sinned against you; but my sin always appeared to me in a
better light than that in which I see it now. It is a gilded sin—a sin so
shrouded with sentiment, reserve, poetry, sensitiveness, that I hardl;
know where the wrong begins or ends—a giidcd gin, my poor Marie, an
the punishment will fall on an innocent head. Veronica, come nearer to
me. I have sent for you—I have a story to tell. Eneel here where 1 may
see your face. Kee&those eycs—dead Giulin’s eyes—fixed on me to the
last, that my strength and my coura? may not fail me. Marie, whom I
have wronged, give me your hand—I have a story to tell you.”

The night-lamp was {)artially shaded; its feeble rays fell on the gray
face, on the dark wistful eyes, on the thin white hands_fell on the two
kneeling figures, on Veronica’s beantiful face and ILady Brandon’s
troubled features. The wind, when it stirred, senta great spray of clema-
tis beating against the glass; outside the beautiful, solemn gummer night
lay brooding over the fair sleeping earth. ) S

Sir Jasper told his story, clearly, plainly, distinetly, describing his
motives, blaming his own fastidious, sensitive reserve. bin.ming his own
shrinking from pain, blaming his own weakness and folly, which had led
him so far wrong—led him into what he truly called “a gilded sin.’
Ls,dy Marie listened withsilent, bitter tears.

8o you were married before, Jasper, and never told me,” she sobbed;
“and I always thought that I was the only one you loved. How could
you deceive me?”

“T am sorry, Marie, for the past. T can havdly expect you to under-
stand—I can hardly understand myself; it is go diffieult looking back. I
loved her so well, and I lost her so soon. I could never speak of her, mg
dear dead Giulia. 1 could not ntter her name—it tore my heart. I (30111”
not look men and women in the face while I talked of her, my dead love.

“Then,” said Lady Brandon, * you have always loved her best, Jas-
‘per, living or dead—always the best.” 0%

{ “You have been a good, true, tender, faithful wife to me, Marie, he
!]retarnoéi, ““bur she was my first loye.” 3 4

Veronica had listened like one in a dream. This was her history then;
and the golden-haired sister whom Assunta had never ceased to mourn
was_her own mother! She was the danghter of the famous statesman,
Sir Jasper Brandon, who was looking with such wistful eyes into her face.

“You are my own child, Veronica,” he said, while Lady Brandon
wept a8 one who could not be comforted—*“my own daughter—dear
Giulia’s child! T have longed 8o often to take you in my arms and
tell you so. 1did not love you when evil spirits whispered to me that you
had cost yonr mother her life; but T havegearned to love you gince you
have been here, my daughter. Kiss me, Veronica. Say ‘ Father " once,
just once.”

She went
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She laid her fair face on his, half frightened at its deathly chill,

“My father—my dear father!” she said.

“ You love me, Veronica—you forgive me?” 3

“ I,l,ove you,and Lhave nothing to forgive. See, father, I kiss you
ain.

Then Sir Jasper took two packets from under his pillow.

“There i another thing yet to be told,” he said; ‘“and this, my poor
Maxrie, I know you will feel. T feel it myself; but I vannot—I dare not
die until I have done justice to Giulia’s child, Itis the law of our race—
one that I have neither the power nor the right to change—that, failing a
male heir, the eldest daughter shall succeed. You, Veronica ‘Brandon
are my eldest daughter, 8o you are my heiress—the heiress of Queen’s
(hace and the domain of Hurstwood.”

¢ That cannot be,” eried Lady Brandon—*¢that is too cruel; it will kill
Katherine.”

“T hope not,” he said faintly.
be so0; but itmust be done.”

Lady Brandon had drawn her hand from his feeble clasp; her face
flushed hotly; her eyes were full of angry fire

My child shall not be robbed,” she cried. . I will appeal to all
Engla,nd. Tt shall not be.”

‘ All England could not prevent it, Marie,” he said, sadly. My eld-
est daughter must be my heiress; after my death she becomes Baroness
Brandon. I am quite powerless in the matter.”

“Itis wickedly unjust,” she eried. “I wonder at you, Sir Jasper—
you who all your life have passed for an honorable man. You must not,
you shall not, do my child this wrong.” i

“Hush, Mariel” he said sadly. “Do not reproach me, my dear; I
have suffered enough. Listen, Veronica. Thisis my will; in it you will
find repeated the sfory of my first marriage—in it you will find that I
have made you what you are—my heiress. I have made handsome pro-
yision for Katherine—handsome f{)to\risio:u, Marie, for you.”

“You have robbed us!” cried Lady Brandon. ‘“What am I to say to
my friends when they hear of this?”

The baronet continued—

“This second pareel, Veronica, containg all the papers you will need to
ﬁrcm}'om- identity—the certificate of your mother’s birth, marriage and

eath. There is the certificate of your birth, also, and every other paper
which your Aunt Assunta thought necessary to prove your claim. Take
them, Veronica. Kiss me, my daughter; my strength fails me. Promise me
one thing in your mother’s name—will you promise, Veronica ?*

With her white lips on hig, which weére no less white, sho whispered—

“I promise.”

 Be kind to my wife and Katherine,” he said. ‘¢ Promise me.”

T will,” she replied. Then she raised her head, for a long quivering
gigh from him frightened her.

“@Go and feteh Katherine,” he said—*‘ Kate--my own Kate.”

“ Are you worse, Jaspert” cried Lady Brandon, forgetting her anger

Jin her fear.
A snnle that Veronica never forgot came over his face as he turned to
er,
¥ No, not worse—better,” he gaid. I see itall now.” And the next
moment he was dead. .
The two_horrified spectators stood looking at each other, unable to
move. Lady Brandon cried out— d
“Ho is dead, he is dead, Veronical” Then, going upto the bewildered
girl, she seized both her hands. “Veronica,” she cried, “hide these
papers. Promise me, swear to me that you will not mention one word of
all this until I have spoken to you again. Swear if.”
I promise,” said Veronica,
And then Lady Brandon seized the bell-rope and rang a hasty peal.

“It is cruel—heaven knows I feel it to

CHAPTER VIIL.

By the noon of the following day peace and quietness reigned in the
house of death; the passionate weepng and weiling, the first wild out-
break of sorrow, were over. The doctors who had i)ccz_l summoned in
sneh hot haste had given their decision—Sir Jasper had died of disease of
the heart. There was no need whatever for the formality of an inquiry—
00 need for examination,

They had laid the illustrious statesman—the man whose heart had
been faithful to one passionate love—in state in his own chamber, with
hangings of black velvet and wax fapers, and the fairest June flowers
abont him whose hands should never more gather leaf or blossom; and
then with lingermg looks at the marble face, so grand in its sculptured
beanty, they had left him to the silence that should never more be brolien.

Veromea sat in her own room, a pretty room that opened onito the west-
21n terrace—a room where she had all her books, her easel, her piano—
where she spent happy hours in study and reading. It was half parlor,
half boudoir, as prethy as it could be made by taste, by art, and by affec-
tion. Tt was c’la.rf: and gloomy now, with the blinds drawn and the flow-
ers all dead, Veronica sat there silent, dazed, bewildered. Slie still
wore her evening dress of black lace—she had never changed it her
dark hair hung over her shoulders, the beautiful face with its passionate
BOrLow, its untold story, was pale and worn, her eyes looked brighter and
darker. What had she not suffered sitting there—what emotion, what
Bitter pain, what untold woe ? < 2

“His danghter!” She came back again and again to these words
~%his danghter.” The proud, noble sfatesman whom all England re-
vered was her father. OW, if she could buthave known it beforel If she
d but had time to pour out the passionate Jove of her heart to him! If
there had but been timo to tell him how proud and happy she was, and how
she valued her birthright, how she rejoiced in the knowledge thathe was
ber father! So many things were clear to her now. She had never un-
derstood his strange manner foward her, half Jove, half avoidance. One
$hing after another unveiled ilgelf, so that she almost wondered at last
that she had not guessed the secret. And she was Veronica Brandon,
heiress of Queen’s Chace. She repeated the name over and over again
o herself—* Veronica Brandon”—and each time she liked it better. She
was heirvess of the grand mansion, of the fair domain, of the broad lands,
of all the wonders of wealth she saw around her—she who had never
known the Inxury of haying one shilling fo speugll It was no greab won-
der if her heart beat and every nerve thrilled with the sudden sense of
power and wealth, Henceforth she could do as she liked—she could

A A sy b e

make every one happy, she could lavish wealth on the things she loved
best, she could do untold good.

e was rousea from her reverie by the entrance of Lady Brandon.
Looking at her, Yeronica realized what she had suffered—her e was
quite white, with dark circles round the eyes. She had wept almost in-
cessantly since her husband’s death, but now she seemed calm with the
calmness of despair. She cloged the door, and, coming up to Veronica,
took the girl’s cold hands in her own and looked e&meﬂfy into her face.

‘ Yeronica,” she asked, ‘ have you kept the secret ? ”

The young ﬁgl raised her head proudly.

“ Did you think that I should betray it!” she asked.
traitor, Lady Brandon.”

“Tknow—1I know; forgive me for speaking hastily. Veronica, I am
almost mad. You cannot realize what I have to suffer—you cannot under-
stand my pogition. I wonld rather—these are not wild words, but true ones
—I would rather kill myself than that the world should know how cruelly
Ihave been deceived—that I had but the ashes of my hushand’s love, that
he never cared for me, thathis heart had been given to another before
me, I could not bear it—I could not survive guch a downfall to my pride,
my affection, my standing and position in the world—I should not survive
it

“I am mnob a

. “Iam very sorry,” said Veronica; “1 cannot help it, Lady Brandon;
it 18 not my fault, you know.”

“Think, too, of Eatherine, my beautiful child, brought up as her
father’s heiress.” All her life she has deemed herself heiress of Queen’s
Chace—her future secure. Oh, Veronica, think what a blow it will prove
for her! It will kill her!” And the poor lady’s lips quivered again.
“ Then,” she continued, ““you do not lgnow my people, the Valdoraines.
They are the proudest pcogle in England; they would—I dare not think
what they will say or do when they hear that my child is disinherited. I
shall never look them in the face again, I wish that I had died before
this day came.”

I am very grieved,” said Veronica; “butI cannot help it.”

¢ Poor Katherine—so happy in her future! They ealled her heiress of
Queen’s Chace when she lay in her cradle. My pretty child, it is not right,
it is not just. I have done nothing to deserve it. All my life I was goud
and faithful fo my husband. He has left me a legacy of sorrow and
shame. Poor Katherine, how is she to bear it, Veronica? Will it make
her hate him and dislike his memory ?”

¢ No, she is oo noble for that,” said Veronica. ‘Have you forgotten
what he said to her on the evening before his death??”

f“No. Oh, Veronica, my dear, I cannot tell her, I cannot indeed! She
has been so light-hearted, so happy all her life.  Until now she has never
had any sorrow, any care. How can I, her own mother, go to her and tell
her that she and I are to be driven out, away from that which we have
always held to be our own? How can I go to her and say to her that she
must lay down every hope, every brightness of her life, and suffer
Heaven knows what??

¢ You forget that she has Lord Wynleigh,” said Veronica gcenﬂy.

T donot. I foresee fresh trouble there. He loves her, I know, bub
his friends are Eraud; they would olipase hig marriage to a disinherited
girl. She would in all probability lose her loye with her forfune. Oh,
Veronica, I cannotbear itl” She drew nearer to her. ‘ You love her,
Veronica. I know you do. You have said 8o a hundred times. You said
—see, I remember the words—yon would give your life for her if she
needed it, becanse she was the first to love you. You said that you wonld
stand between her and every sorrow, thatan arrow meant for her heart
should first of all pierce yours. You said that, Veronica.™

‘*‘Yeg, and I meant if,” she acknowledged.

Lady Brandon drew still nearer to her. Itseemed to Veronica thatthe
breath came in hot gasps from her lips.

“ She does not want your life, Veronica; to give it would noet serve her.
Will you serve her as you said you would? Will you let the arrow meant
for her heart wound yours 2.

““Yes,” said Veronica; ¢ you know I will.”

“:Will you save her youth, her love, her hope? Will you keep her life
bright and unclouded ?” Will Fm keep her happy, as she has been? Will
you serve her loyally, faithtully, as you have said?”

* “Yes,” she answered again; and'then Lady Brandon drew the girl's
face down to her own. .

“You will do all this? Then, Veronica, burn the will—burn it, and

keep the secret until you die.”
eronica drew back pale and trembling.

 Burn the willl ” she repeated fainfly. ¢ You cannot mean that? How
can1? I dare not.” She was bewildered; no such idea had occurred to
her. “ Burn the willl* she said again. ¢ Oh, Lady Brandon, how can I17*

“ You can do it easily enough if you wish—if you will,” declared Lady
Brandon. ¢ Who knows of it except you and me? No one. Who knows
the seeret save youand me? Noone. Oh, Veronica, if you would be true
to your promise, true to your word, burn the will and forget it >

“ But that would be to disobey the wishes of the dead,” said Veromica.
¢ Tt seems to me [ am not my own mistress. My—my father’s commands,
his wighes—surely I must obey them; surely & must carry outall his

lang 7 %
z Tady Brandon stood before her erect, her face eloquent with the pas-
sion of her words.

“ Veronica, make no scruples, raise no doubts. Are you capable of this
great sacrifice for Katherine’s sake, for her love’s sake? If is much to
ask, I know. Have you the generogity, the nobility, the grandeur of soul
tomake it? You said yon would die for her, my fair-haired darling.
Would yon give life, yet withhold this?”

“T am bewildered,” replied Veronica.
you.”

¢ Come with me,” said Lady Brandon.
darling is asleep. Come with me.”

And the two ladies passed out ot Veroniea’s pretty room together,

Lady Brandon led the way to Katherine’s room; she opened the door
gently and they entered together. Eatherine had exhausted herself with
weeping. Her father's death was the first trouble of her life, the first
cloud tgat had ever darkened her sky, the first sorrow that had brought
burning tears to her eyes. She had exhausted herself with weeping, and
then she had thrown herself on to the pretty white bed and was sleeping
the sleep of utter weariness. Her golden hair lay* in picturesque disorder

¢TI donot know how to answer

“Btep lightly, Veronica, my

over the pillows, one white rounded arm was thrown above her he
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even in profound slumber her lips quivered and decp sobs came from
em. She was too exhausted for any sound to reach her now. Lady
Brandon took Veronica’s hand and led her to the bedside. 4

“ Look,” she said—** Veronica, see how young and how fair she is; see
how innocent and helpless. Think how she has been loved and cherished.
Do not throw her on the mercies of a cold world. g
not blight it. Think of her love; do not fake it from her. Veronica, if
above this tender white breast you saw a sword hanging, you would not
leb it fall. If you saw a hand clutching a dagger and pointing it at that
tender heart, you would thrust it aside, TLook at her, Veronica, so uncon-
seious of this tragedy. Will you wake her to tell her that you are going to
ﬁ:.ke,> Eer inheritance, her fortune, her happiness—ah, even her love from

er ?

Veronica turned away with a shudder.

“ Come with me again,” said Lady Brandon—and this time she led the
way to the room where the dead gtatesman lay. She closed the door,and,
holding Veronica’s hand tightly clasped in her own, she led her to his
side. “‘Ihave brought you into the solemn presence of the deand. He
who lies there called this sin of his a gilded sm. Veronica, he did nof fore-
see, he could not know, the suffering and the sorrow that would fall upon
us. Oh, Veroniea,is it just? Isififair? Isifright? Why should this dis-
grace fall now upon me? Have I deserved it? Is it honorable that we
should so suddenly be deprived of our own—our position, our inheritance
?1‘1 ].g;a% ,l,ii'e holds most dear ? Did you love him, Veroniea, this dear dea:

ather ?
““Yes,” she replied. It seemed fo Veronica that all power of speech had
left her—that she could not utter the words that rose to her lips.

“You did love him; then spare him. You could do nothing so hurtful
to his memory as to let this secret be known. All England reveres him
now, all England does homage io him. Hé is numbered amongst the
%:eat ones of the nation. Oh, Veroniea, how they would denounece him,
those who have loved him best, if they knew that in very truth he had
left his wife
ment! They would blame where they have
from his pedestal.  You will shadow a grand memory, detract from a fair
fame, if you tell his secret. And you will gain—what? A fortune that
you will never enjoy, an inheritance that will prove more of a curse than
a blessing, an inheritance that will be almost a frand. Veronica, burn
that eruel will.”

““But others must know of it,” she said.

“ No,” asserted Lady Brandon; *the lawyer who drew up that will is
dead—dead, I tell you. I remember that Sir Jasper went to a sira;
Jawyer whose name was Mathews, and that some days afterward he said
that a strange thing had happened. He had asked Mathews to attend to
some little business for him, and a few days afterward he had died sud-
denly. I remember it so well. One never misses much what one has
never had, Veronica. You have never been considered or treated as the
heiress of Queen’s Chace. You would not miss the distinction. But
Katherine has. Katherine has grown up with the thought; it has formed

art of her life. My dear, T plead to you, I pray to you—burn that will.

or Eatherine’s sake, by your love for her, by your promise to shield her,
for your dead father’s sake, to save his name from rude eomment, to
shield his memory from all stain of reproach, I, your father’s widow—I,
Katherine’s mother—kneel to you—I beg of you to grant what I askl”—
and Tady Brandon knelt before Veronica with outstretched hands.

Veronica rose, sublime in her emotion; a light that did not seem to be
of this world shone on her face.

¢ For your dead father’s sake, Veronical” sobbed Lady Brandon.

« [ will do it,” she replied. ¢ Iwill burn the will, and I will keep the
gecret until I die—and in death I will keep it still.”

. Lady Brandon rose and drew the girl to her father’s side.

“Bwear it here,” she said} “‘lay your hands on his breast—above his
heart hore. Now swear to me that you will never take Katherine’s inher-
itance from her—that you will never lay claim to it—that you will never
betray the seeretf of your birth and parentage.”

Veronica swore it.

“ Kiss his lips,” eried Lady Brandon; “ they would open fo bless you if

they conld.”
eronica kissed his lips.

“ Tt will lie between us, father,” she said, “+his secret of ours,”

Then she started up in alarm. The struggle had been too much for
TLady Brandon—she had fallen to the ground. The servants who came to
her help thought she wag ill from grief; and theibore her with pitying words
0 her chamber, while Veronica went back to her room like one moving in
a trance. Not for long had she been heiress of Queen’s Chace—not for
long had she called herself Veronica Brandon, Sir Jasper’s daughter. All
the nobler, higher, better part of her nature had been roused by Lady
Brandon’s passionate appeal. She forgot in her enthusiasm all that the
sacrifice would cost her. She remembered only that she was securing
Katherine’s happiness and saving her father’s fair name,

She sat qluibe still and silent, while the birds sang outside her window,
and the sunlight brightened the whole glad world—how many hours she
never knew. She reflected that her golden dream was over, that she
would be Veronica di Cyntha now until she died. Then she roused her-
self. The will must be burned before she saw Lady Brandon again. She
would not read it. That would simply renew her pain, and could not
benefit her. She must destroy it at once. She went to the box in which
she had put it away, and took it out. She read,  The last will and testa-
ment of Sir Jasper braudon, Baron of Hurstwood, ete.”’ She kissed the
name, and her tears fell on it. How could she destroy it? Curiously, in-
stead of being written on paper, it was written on thick parchment that
she could neither tear nor cut. On this June day there was no fire any-
where, She counld not go down to the servants’ offices to burn if there, for
ghe would be noticed, and harm might come of it. The only way was to
have a fire made in her sitting-room, and burn it there. The bell was
answered by Clara Morton, a pretty girl whom Sir Jasper had advised her
to take as her maid. She carefully placed the will out of sight, and then,
when the maid entered, she asked her to light a fire in her room,

A five,” repeated Clara Morton—“a fire here, miss ?

“Yes,” said Veronica.

““But,” objected the girl, * it is so warm—it is quite a hot day, miss. I
am afraid the heat will be too much for you.”

““There is no warmth here,” said Veronica.

And the maid, seeing the shudder that made her young mistress’s

e and child to bear the brunt and the burden of his conceal-
raised. You will take a hero

==
graceful figure tremble, Abought perhaps she was really cold. Still it was
a strange thing to ask for on'a June day; and more than once, as Clars

Morton lighted the five, she said fo herself that it was unnatural, and
that there must be some reason for it. Still she obeyed. But the fire
would not light. Three or four times it went out, and each time Veronica

Think of her life; do [had to

A ring again.

‘¢ How eﬁt she is on it?* said the girl to herself. * What can she
want a fire for? There is something mysterious about it.”

At last the fire burned bri"htl{]; and then Veronica fastened the door
and took out the will again. She held it in her hands, looked first at the

archment roll and then at the flames. If seemed to lier as though she

eld something living. Wealth, honor, fortune, position, the honor of a
noble name—these would all perish with the document when she laid it on
the flames. Should she destroy it? Was it not like taking the life of some
living thing ?

7 will do it,” she said, ““not by halves, but generously. T make fhis
sacrifice, and Heaven sees me. I malke it t0 secure my sister’s happmess
and to save my father’s memory. I malke it with all my heartin return
for their love for me, and I shall never regret it.”

Then she parted the coals and placed the parchment between them. In
a few moments there was a thick smoke, and, seeing no more of the
parchment, she thought it was destroyed. She watched the thick smoke
as it rose; what did it bear with it of hers ?

There was some one at the door—who could it be? She cried out,
““Who is it?** And Clara Morton answered—

“T want you very particularly, if you please, Miss di Cyntha.”

IVsémnioa. opened the door, and the girl looked wonderingly info her
pale face.

T haye brought you a cup of tea, miss,” she said; ““I thought you
wanted something.” "Her quick eyes noted the heavy smoke in the fire-
place; she withdrew without a word. In a few moments she was back
again. ““Miss di Oyntha,” she cried, ©“ I wish yon would come to my
lady’s room, I have knocked at the door several times and can geb no
answer. I am afraid there is something wrong.”

And Veroniea hastened away, not noticing that she had left the girl in
the room behind her.

CHAPTER VILL

“Waar could you mean, Clara ?” said Veronica, when some ten minutes
afterward, she returned to her room. ¢ Lady Brandon wes not even
asleep, and she says that you have never even touched the door.”

“ g it all right, miss? " asked the gicl, ag though she were in a state of
breathless suspense.

““Right? Yes. Lady Brandon never even heard you,” said Veronica.

Clara answered that her ladyship maust have been asleep, but did not
like to say so.

Veronica noticed that the girl’s face was flushed and her manmer |

strange; but she did not think mauch of it ab the time. Presently Clara
quitted the room, after saying a grest deal more about the fright and re-
lating an anecdote of a lady whomshe knew whohad been found dead of
grief soon after her husband’s death. . Then Veronica wondered just a lit-
tle that she should talk so much. As a rule the girl was respectful and
docile. Left alone again, Veronica would not think of what she had done;
that was all forgotten—all past. She was Veronica di Cyntha—had never
been anything else. She looked into the smouldering fire—the last ves-
tige of the parchment had disappeared. The papers she had kept; they
could not hurt, and she felt that she would like to look at them from time
to time. She went back to Lady Brandon’s room, and clasped her arms
round her.

T have burned it,” she said—*‘it is all destroyed; and I have come to
mention it for the last time—to tell you that you may trust me as you
would yourself.”

Lady Brandon fell weeping on to her neck, telling her that she waa
blessed, thrice blessed, for that she had saved herself and her child from
what was far worse than the bitterness even of death.

“You may intrust your future to me, Veronica,” said Lady Brandon.
T have two thousand a year of my own, and I will settle the half of it on

ou.”
% So the matter was never mentioned again by Veronica or her father’s
widow. The next day they buried him, and the place knew him no more.
All England mourned for the dead statesman, and never wearied of prais-
ing him, whilst the mantle of his greatness fell upon Lord Wynleigh.

A year had passed since the death of Sir Jasper. Lady Brandon had
spentit at Queen’s Chace. Some had advised her to go away, to take her
daughter ‘abroad; but the Chace secemed to have an attraction for her.
When the year that she had given to seclusion had passed, their first visi-
tor was Lord Wynleigh. They were delighted to see him; it was sucha
bright, cheerful change. Lord Wynleigh was growing anxious now abous
the time of his probation. He made Veronica his confidante.

< know that [ can trust you,” he said, “because you love Kate sa
dearly. Ihaveworkedhardthislastyearand a half. I ave made a posi-
tion. - I have laid the fonndation of future fame and fortune. T grantthaf
T have made no money; but that does not matter—Kate and T, updel:‘smnd
each other so well. She knows that if she had not one shilling in the

world I should love her just the same—more, if possible; but we should -

have to wait for years. As it is, I do notsee why we should not be mar-
ried at Christmas. Do yon, Veronica ?”

How she thanked Héaven in her heart that she had done ag she had—
that she had saerificed herself! If she had kept her ;nhen{anae, then
Katherine eould not have been married. Lord Wynleigh wondered ai
the light that camo into the girl's beautiful face. "How little Veronica
dreamed at that moment of all that would come to pass before Chyist-
mas time ! e

There had not been the least difficulty in the settlement of Sir J: agper’ii
affairs; the will that he had made when Katherine Brandon was an infant
was still in the hands of the family solicitor—everything was 'per_featgj
straightforward. Lady Brandon explained that she understood Miss (;
Cyntha’s affairs, and should continue to act as her guardian. She ha
loyally kept her word, and had settled one thousand a year upon Va;:romcaé
She showed her gratitude to her in a hundred other ways; she was mos
kind to her ; but the cne gubject was never mentioned betiween them

again.
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Sir Jasper's fair-haired daughter haa become Baroness of Hurstwood; ‘

ghe was called Lady Katherine at home, und the bright days passed with
naught save pleasant hours. 2

One beautiful August evening, when the red glow of the western sun-
set filled the sky, Veronica stood under the shade of the tall lime-trees,
watching the evening light. A happiness had come to her, so great, so
sudden, so_entrancing, that she was dazed by it, bewildered. For Sir
Mare Caryll had asked her to become his wife, She did nos know until
then all that slept in her heart—the love, the Ppassion, the tenderness—and
the waking had startled her. She was lost in wonder at herself The
crown and the glory of her womanhood had come to her. She rejoiced in
the new and perfect happiness; she opened her whole heart to it. It was
such ehivalrous wooing, and he loved her so dearly. No one eould ever
have been so dearly loved before. She stood there thinking of it, with a
sm};lu of perfect content on her face, and as she did so Sir Mare came
10 her.

“T have been watching you, Veronica,” he said, “ until I have grown
jealous of the sky and the foliage, and everything else that your beautiful
oyes have rested on. What have you been thinking of 7

“ Of nothing in the wide world but you,” she replied.

“Of me, sweetheart ” he exclaimed joyfully; and then he told her
swhat he had come to ask—when would she be his wife,

““You are too kind ever fo be cruel, darling,” he said, looking at the
beautiful flushed face. “Itold you long ago how lonely my homeis. I
want ‘the dngel in the house’ I want you there. You cannot tell how
drearyit all seems to me. Veronica, when will you come to me ?”

“Not yet,” she replied shyly—* it cannot be yet.”

“YWhy not?”” he asked.

“You have only just found out that you love me.”

“Nay, Veronica,” he said, smiling, “T found that out long since. I
was coming last July to tell you so, but poor 8ir Jasper had just died.”

She turned her face away lest he should see the quiver of pain on it.

“Sir Mare,” she said gently, °* you have never asked me any questions
about my family, or my home 1 Venice, or my fortune.”

“Lady Brandon has explained,” hereplied. * Your father was a great
friend of Sir Jasper’s, she tells me.”

Veronica made no reply. She could not tell him the truth, but she
would speak no false word to him—never one. He continued—

I eare nothg about your fortune, sweetheart. T am a rich man—so
rich that I am troubled at times to know how to spend my money. I lay
it all at your feet. You are mistress of everything that belongs to me.
When will you eome to me, my Veronica? You have nothing to wait for.
Do not be unkind and send me away I

She made no answer. In her heart she wished to be with him, but the
very consciousness of it prevented her from speaking.

* This is July,” he said; ““shall we say September, Veronica ?”

She agreed, and Sir Mare was so determined to keep ber to her word
that he went at once in search of Lady Brandon and told her. He
bronght her back with him to where Veronica still stood under the limes.

1 leave my interests in your hands, Lady Brandon,” he said. e
refurn, with your permission, to marry Veronica on the twentieth of
piember.  You will promise that she shall be ready 2
Lady Brandon promised.

1 do not think ‘that I can live away from her altogether until then,
Lady Brandon. Will you invite me to come down in August ?”

¢ Jome whenever you will, Sir Mare,” said Lady Brandon.

He pressed the hand of his love,

“T have bound you, sweetheart,” he said —‘ you can never free your-
aelf again.” Lol ;

And, looking at his handsome face, his eyes lit with love, she said to
herself that separation from him would be death.

e

CHAPTER IX.

Avcust had come with its ripe, rich beauty, the fruit hung in the or-
ehards, the gardens were a blaze of color, the barley and the corn weére
ready for the reapers. Sir Mare had come down again to the Chace.

Those who had seen Veronica when she first reached England would
hardly have recognized her had they seen her now. The beautiful face
had changed so completely; the pale, passionate loveliness had deepened
into something more lovely still ; there was more color, more brightness;
the dark love-lit eyes had in them the radiance of full and perfect con-
tent. Love had beantified her, even as it had beautified her life.

On this August morning she was in her pretty boudoir alone—alone,
for Sir Marc had gone in search of something to please her. He lived
only to make her happy. She stood in the midst of a hundred beautiful
things. Tad: 'ancﬁm had determined to present her with her érousseau,
and a lurge chest had arrived that morning from Paris. Veronica looked
at her magmficent gift. It did not strike her as it would have done at an-
other time, She could think only of her happiness and her love. She
was smiling to herself, wondering whether a girl was ever so biesgsed, 80
happy, when some one rapped gently at her door. She looked up in sur-
prise when her maid, Clara Morton, entered the room. Toli

,é‘ I want to speak to you, Miss di Cyntha, if you can spare time,” she
said. 2
Veronica made some courteous answer, and felt even more surprised
When the girl closed the door and fastened the lock. The large long win-
dow that led to the terrace was open—neither of them thought of it.

“Why do you do that, Morton?”’ asked Veronica. | i 2

“Becanse T have that to say to you which must be said without inter-
tuption.”

Veronica looked up with haughty displeasure. ol !

“You behave ve‘rvpstrangely,ﬁ she saﬁl; T donot like it.” She looked
fixedly at the girl, whose face was not pleasant to see—there was a livid
Light in her eyes, an air ol cringing, yet of defiance, in h::‘r whole manger,

“You must listen to me, Miss di Cyntha,” she said. ““I hold a secret
of yours, and I must be paid for it.” i

*“You can haye no secret of mine,” returned Veronica. o

“But I have,” said the girl, **Listen tome. Iam engaged o marty
John Palding, who once lived here as head groom. We have been ?led-
8iged to be married for eight years, and fortune has never once san]«;L
on us. He saved:three hundred pounds and pui it into a bank. i €
bank broke, and fie was left penniless. I samed sixty pounds, and in-
¥ested it in o building sociely, which became bankrupt. Tortune has

A GILDED SIN.
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never once smiled on us until now, Now John Palding has an offer from
a farmer in Australia. If he can go out there, and take five hundred
pounds with him, we shall make our fortune.”

¢ I do not see what this has to do with ms,” interposed Veronica.

I do, Miss di Cyntha. I hold a secret of yours, and I want five hun-
dred pounds as the price of my silence.”

* You are talking nonsense, Morton. Ican onlyimagine that you have
lost your senses.”

“ You will find, on the contrary, Miss di Cyntha, that I was never more
sensible in my lifé. Let me tell you what I have to say.”

Veronica looked at her. In the excitement of the interview she had
risen and confronted her.

““ Come to the point at once, please,” said Veronica.
to say ??

The girl looked uneasily at her mistress; the color came and went in
her face; her eyes drooped. Raising her head, she said suddenly—

It is for John’s sake—T would do anything for John,”

Veronica gave a sigh of resignation. "What this strange scene meant
she could not tell, but it would end at some time no doubt. Morton
heard the sigh.

‘“You are impatient, miss,” said she. “I am coming to the matter. I
do not like to speak of it to you, you have been a kind nustress to ime.
But it is for John’s sake—I would do anything for him.”

“ Will you be kind enough just to come to the pomnt?*’ said Veronica.

1 will,” answered Clara Morton.

Yet Veronica saw that she had to summon all her courage, to make &
most desperate effort. ' She looked up at her.

“ You remember Sir Jasper’s death, Miss di Cyntha? You remember
the day after it? Though it was a warm June day, you would have a five
in your room.*

Veronica started; her face grew white, a low cry came from her lips.

“Goon,” she said to the girl, who had paused abruptly wher she saw
the change in her mistress’s face.

*That very day, miss, I thought there was something wrong,- she
““Why Should you want a fire when the June sun was shining so
warmly? Tsaid to myself that you had something to burn.™

Another low cry came from Veronica, Morton continued:

“I—you will be very angry with me, Miss di Cyntha—I watched you;
I knelt down and looked through the keyhole. The key was in the locls,
so that I could nof see much, but I saw distinetly a roll of parchment in
your hands, and I saw you put it on the fire. Isaw it begin to buin,
I was wild to know what it was. AlL at once I had an ides that you w
{leabr\:iyiug something that belonged to Sir Jasper, and was determineu (¢
know.””

BShe paused, while the beautiful face gazing into hers srew deadly whiio.

“ Linvented an excuse to get you from the room, Miss di Cyntha,”
continued. T told you that Lady Brandon had not answered a knoek «
her door—it was simply an_excuse to get you from the room. Then i
took from the fire the charred remains of the parchment. Isaw quite dis-
tinetly the words ¢ Last will and testament of Sir Jasper Brandon,” Miss di
Cyntha. It was but a_charred fragment—I took 1t away with me; and
now, Miss di Cyntha, I accuse you of having burned Sir Jasper’s will,
You eannot deny it—I have the proofs.”

Veronica stood like one turned to stone.
speech. The girl continued:

I can form no idea why you did it—that does not concern me—per-
haps it was for your own interest. They said in the servants’ Lall that Sir
Jasper had left you money; perhaps the will you destroyed took it from

ou.*

There was a flash as of fire from the dark eyes.

I do not wish to do you any harm, miss. I have not mentioned what
I saw toany one, and I never will; but you must give me five hundred
pounds for keeping your secret. Give me that, and I will promise, T will
swear, that no allusion to what I have seen shall ever pass my lips. Give
me that and I will bring the charred fragment to you. I do not wish to
harm you, but Providenee has given me this chance and I must make the
most of it. From that one moment I said to myself that I would kee
your secret until I conld use it. Give me five hundred pounds, and T will

e a8 faithful as death to you.”

Then the power of speech came to Veronica.

““Even if I would condescend to bribe you,” she said, *“I could not; I
have not five hundred pounds of my own in the world.” '

¢“You have a rich lover,” returned the girl, with a significant smile.
*Bir Marc would give you anything in the world—his heart’s blood if yon
needed it.”’

“Hush!” said Veronica, sternly.
words.”

“You may do what you lilke, miss—TI shall keeg
give me five hundred pounds, I will never reveal your secret; if not, I
will betray it.”’

““What if I refuse?” said Veronica. “Tell me the worst.” In her
heart she knew the worst must come; it was as impossible for her to find
five hundred pounds as it would have been to find five thousand.

“The worst is, that if I fail to get the money from you, I must try to
find out who is the next mosf interested in the matfer.” There i

“ What have you

She had lost all power of

“I will not allow you to say such

to my word. If you

is one
thing that you cannot deny, Miss di Cyntha—yon burned the will.” She
paused with a sudden ery.

Unperceived by either, Siv Marc had entered through the open windos,
and stood with a horror stricken face, listening fo the last few terrible
words.

With an air of terrible bewilderment he locked from one to the other;
Veronica was white as death, the servant girl insolent in fhe full triumph
of her accusation, in the knowledge of her victory. Veronica looked round
when she saw the sudden dawn of fear in the girl’s eyes. She uttered no
ery when she saw her lover, but a cold terrible shudder scized her. He
came to her and took her hand.

““What is the matter, Veronica ? What does this insolent woman say ?
Why do you allow her to insult you ?

“Tyyth is no insult, Sir Maré,” put in Morton.

‘¢ Bay the word, and I will send for a policeman, and will give her into
custody. I heard alittle of what has passed, and 1 seeshe isirying to ex-
tort money from you—why not order her from the house ?”

““Ah, why not?” ecried Morton msolently. “As you say, Sir Mare,
why not?* <
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1 take the duty upon myself,” he said; “I order you not only to quit
the room, but to quit the hoiise. Lady Brandon will approve of what I
have done when she hears of your conduct.”

1 ghall not leave the room, Sir Mare,” she replied quiefly, ““until T
have Miss di Cyntha’s answer.  She knows w'hatpl want; let her say it
ghe will give it fo me.”

¢ You know that I cannot,” she answered.

Sir Marc looked at her in bewilderment.

 Surely you are not willing to compromige with this woman, Veronica ?
he must be punished —any atiempt to extort money is a crime that the
law El}i:mi.ahesa very severely. Do notspeak to her—leave her to me.”

en he paused in bewildered wonder; there was something he did
1ot understind —a shrinking fear in Veronica’s face and an insolent tri-
umph in the maid’s. Where was the indignation, the just anger, that she
ghould feel? What could 1t mean? With a restless, uneasy gaze he
looked from one to the other. The dark eyes of the woman he loved had
neéver met his own.

©] heard what passed,” he said. I was bringing you these
Gloire de Dijon roses, Veronica, and I heard this insolent woman say
that you had burned o will_that you could not deny it. I know the
meaning of that, She brings this false accusation against you, meaning
to extort money from you, and. you very properly refuse to give it to her.
She ought to be sent to prison.”

< Sfop, Sir Marc,” said the woman angrily —* you speak too fast. Ask
my mistress whether my charge against her is false or not.”

7 will not msult Miss di Cyntha by any such question,” he replied.

““Then }{Uu are unjust,” she said. ~* You accuse meof lbringmg 2 false
charge; ask Miss di Gyntha whether that charge is frue or false—she will
not deny it if you ask her.”

Still there came no words from the white lips
strangely.

7 refuse to do any such thing,” he returned.

“ Again, Sir Mare, I say that you are unjust. I acouse Migs di Cyntha
of having in her own room, unknown to every one, and, ag she thought
unseen by every one, Wi]lfnllf' burned Sir Jasper Brandon’s last will and
testament. More than that, 1 can lprove that she did so. Now, Sir Mare,
Jook from her to me—which of us looks guilty?”

He looked at Veronica as though half expecting an indignant denial.
None came.

¢ Miss di Cyntha,” she continued “‘tell 8ir Mare, who accuges me of
bringing a false charge, whether you destroyed that will or not.”

Still there was no answer.

T swear to Heaven that I saw her do it, and that I have the proofs,”
eried the maid. “Ishould not speak so plainly before you, Sir Mare,
but that hush-money will do from you as well as from her.”
=i Thg,(rix Veronica spoke; she wentup to him, and without looking at him,

e said—

“Will you send that woman away, Marc? I shall die if she remains
here. I will speak to you when ghe is gone.”

Tt struck him with & pang more bitter than death that she had never
once denied the charge. :

“ (o, he said to Morton; *lenve Miss di Cyntha's presence, and never
dare to seek it again, Leave this house at once. If in one hour from
now you are within the walls, nothing will save you from prison.”

; +And nothing will save Miss di Cyntha from penal servitude,” she re-
oined. ¢

The woman’s persistence in her story astounded him, while Veronica’s
silence bewildered him. It could not be true—of course it was false; but
it was evident from her silence that there was a mystery.

¢ Hush!” The white lips had opened again, and a voice that was un- |
like any he had ever heard came to him in the sunlit silence. ‘““Do not
drive her to extremes. Send her away.” =

Then Sir Mare, goi.uﬁng to the door, said—

“@Gol Leave the house; but wait for me at the railway station at
Hurstwood. I will see you there.” E

The woman left the room, and he took Veronica in his arms.

“Sweetheart,” he said, “what is this, mystery? Why did you not
deny that woman’s outragemm charges? MMy Veronicaburn a will? You
eannot think how it has distressed me.” He kissed the white cold face,
which looked as though neither warmth nor color could ever brighten it
again; his heart was full of keen intolerable pain. “There i3 some
mystery, Veronica,” he went on; I can see that. Tell me what it is.”

1 cannot,” she said.

And the two simple words were more terrible to him than any others.

s Atleast, my darling,” he pleaded, ‘‘tell me that it is not true. I

cannot endure ti;at you should remain silent under such a charge; it is
unwomanly almost—deny it. I ask no explanation of the mystery; m,
sweetheart shall be as frée and unfettered as the wind that blows, But
do ask this—deny those horrible words.”
Then she looked at him, with the %a.llor of death on her face. She
tried to speak lightly, but her lips trembled. She fried to smile, but the
gmile died away.

¢ YWhat if 1 could not deny it, Marc?”

His face flamed hotly.

< Cireat Heaven, Veronica,” he eried, “ do not jest over such a subject
as this—do not jest about a crime! I could not have thought you capable
of such light words.”

v I am not jesting,” she answered, faintly; “I never thought of doing

80.
She saw his face grow stern and his eyes take a cold, hard expression.

“Veronica,” he said, * answer me one question—it i3 your own tault
that T have to a8k it—is that woman’s charge true? She says thaf she
holds proofs—is it true? Tell me—did you burn a will or did you not?
Answer me.”

that were closed 8o

She knew that it would be nseless to resist her fate even if she cﬁuld
She—

He must think what he

lie—Morton would produce the charred fragments as evidence,
Veronica—would nes atterpt to sereen herself.
would. i
“Did you destroy a will, Veronica?” he repeated.
shall go mad with suspense.”
She raised her white face to his, and s

oke slow}]yf
Tt 8 quite true,” she seid—“1 did Eum Sir Joseph Brandon’s last
ared, but if that

will and testamenmt; yet listen—I would deny itif I

¢ Answer me—I

He drew back from her as though she had stabbed him.

“You do not mean it, I am sure,” he said—"‘ you cannot mean it—jt
would be too horrible. You are saying it to try my love—only for that—
to try my faith, my darling; you could not have done if.*”

““YWas it 80 great a crime? > she asked simply.

A crime?” he repeated. ‘“The person who could even ask such a
uestion must be dead to all sense of honor and shame. A crime? I
should place it nextto murder,

Sl £ﬂ not know if,”* she said softly; *I never thought of that.”

He looked at her in horror. 8

¢Then you did it—you really and trnlfr did it, Veronica,” he said. ;
¢ Yes, [ 'did it, Marec,” she replied sadly.

““ What was the reason? W'h;y' did you do it? What was your motive?
Tell me that I may understand.’

T cannot do that,” she replied sadly. “I can tell you no more than
this, that I of my own accord burned that will.”

¢ Great Heaven,” he cried, “ it is incredible! Did any one else know ?
¢ T cannot tell you,” she replied.

¢ Was any one else present?”

¢ No,” she answered.

¢ Was the will you destroyed one against your own interests? Did it
take money from you, or what?”

She raised her dark eyes in solemn wonder at the question.

You must think what you will or my motives,” she replied—*T cane
not explain them to you.”

“ Tt is incrediblel™ he cried.
mad before I could believe this.
farce!”

“No.” she replied, ‘it is the sirple, terrible truth.
will, buf I did not know it was such a crime as you say."

“ And if youn had known?” he cried.

T should have destm‘zed it just the same.”

“You swear it is true?” he said.

1 swear it,” she replied.

They stood looking at each other, while the sunbeams fell between
them and the birds sang on the roges outside the window.

Veronica was the first to break the terrible silence.

<« Mare,” she said, ‘you will not betray me?

N0t ‘he replied slowly, *I will not betray you, lest the iron hand of
the l&év?a’}muld grasp you. Great Heaven, how could you have done such
& dee

She looked at him with a shudder.

“Qould I really be put into prison for it? > she said.

¢Yes, if those whom you have defrauded chose to prosecute you;”
and then he wondered, for a soft aweet light came over the white sfillness
of her face.

1 see,” she said slowly—* I understand.”

“Veronica,” he cried, “ how callous Jyou arel TYou seem to have no
shame for the deed that you have done.” .
She was asking herselt what she should do—how she should make
him understand; and then, with a great, sharp, bitter pemgil the thoughi
came to her that she could never make him understand—that she could
never break her oath, the oath taken with her hands on her dead father's
heart. He was looking at her with wisiful eyes.

# You, Veronica,” he said, “ whom I thought of all women the mos
perfect, will you tell me why you did this? Will you give me some ez
planation of the mystery—any key by which I may solve it? Will you s
one word that will lessen my misery?

T cannot,” she replied. *“Iam bound in chains of iron—1I cannof, }
tell you this one bare fact—I burned the will. You must trust me all s
all, or not at all.”

“Trugh you? Great Heaven, trust a woman who could burn the it
of o dead man! Stay—tell me one thing. Did he wish you to destroy ¢
Did he ask you to do s0?”

“No,” she replied, “ he did not.”
“Then do not ask me to trust you, Veronica. No man’s honor would
be safe in such hands. If there is a mystery, and you will explaa it
me, ﬁnod—ﬂmt will do; if not, we must part.”

She held out her arms to him with a low ery.
< Part,” she repeated— part—you and 17°
“Yeg ” he answered, coldly, *“if it broke my heart a huzw el (lnes
over. You do not suppose that I, & man of honor, could marry a4 TTHRLR
who had deliberately destroyed the will of a dead man? X wauldl nok
marry such a one even if thé loss of her killed me.”

1 never thought of that,” she said, clasping her hands.

«T should imagine not,” replied Sir Mare. ‘I could geyer look af
you without remembering what you had done. I should he wretched,
miserable. We must part.”

< Part!” she repeated faintly. ¢ Oh, Mare, T thought you lovedme sol?”

“Toved you? I love you even now, despite what you have done; but
marry you I cannot, Veronica. Your own conduct has parted us.”

«{6n must not leave me, Mare,” she said, holding out her arms to
him. © You are more than my life; you must not go.”

%1 conld never trust you,” he said, holding back her arme Jest they
should clasp his neck umawares. *There is no help for if, Veronica.
Unless you ¢an explain ‘away this mystery, we must part. Think it over,
and give me the answer yourself.” 4

She stood quite silent befove him, her white face droopin,
sunshine, her hands clasped in mortal 'gain. Was there any chance, &1L
loop-hole of escape ? Could anything & solve her from her solemn VoW,
No, there could be no release. Itwas for Katherine’s sake, for her father’s
memory—the same urgent reasons that had influenced her before existed
now. ere she to be induced to break her vow, Katherine would suffer
tenfold. She would keep it.

 Must we part, Veromea ?” he said—* we who have loved each other
with so great a love, must we part?” i

5 Uuﬁese you ean trust me, and let me keep silence,” ghe replied.

“T cannot trust you; 1 can only say good-by. Good-by, Veromica.
You have broken the heart of the man who has loved you as few have ever
loved. Farewelll”

He did not touch her hand, or kiss her face, or smg to utter one more
word. -Perhaps, if he had done so, his strength would have failed him.
He left her standing there in the sunshine, with the bitterness of death
hanging over her, &

I could belisve you aand myself both
It 18 some foul frick, some horrible

I destroyed the

from the

woman holds those fafal proofs it is useless.”
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ﬁe went at onee inlseumhs ﬁf Ladg Brandon. He found her in the
retty morning=room, alone. e cried out whe: i
preg yWhat is the madtter, Sir Mare ? What is wrlélfgg S D nalesobfane,

I want to speak to you, Lady Brandon,” he said. * Veronica and I
have had some unpleasant words. We have had a quarrel that can never
be healed, and we have parted forever.”

Lady Brandon held up her hands in dismay, ®

“Can it be possible, 8ir Mare, that you Eave parted with Veronica ?
Why, she will break her heart! Tt must not be. Lét me goto her—let me
talk fo her. If she has offended you, she will, I am sure, be very sorry;
Jet me go to her. I know how she loves you, my poor Veronica.” :

“ It is quite impossible,” he said, hurriedly. * “This quarrel can never
be healed; even if Veroniea wished it, I could not.”

“You are angry, Sir Mare,” asserted Lady Brandon; ““ and when your
anger subsides you will be sorry for this.”

1 ghall regret it all my life,” he said; “no one knows that better than
Ido. There will never dawn another happy day for me. Lady Brandon,
I am a lost, ruined man.” i

¢ You will think better of it,” she told him. ¢ How could you quarrel
with Veronica? I know no one like her; she is 80 good, so tender of
heart, so true, so loyall

“No more!” he eried, shuddering. T can hear no morel”

‘You must hear me,” Lady Brandon persisted. ‘I cannot have Ve-

ronica sacrificed to a mere fit of temper.”

‘¢ Tt is worse than that,”” he declared.

“ Have you thought what the world will say, Sir Mare? Her wedding-
dress is ordered—her frousseaw, is prepared. Everything is being put in
a state of readiness for the wedding. What am I to say?” .

* There is nothing to say,” he re;ﬁiied gloomily, ¢ except that Veronica
has dismissed me. I will fake all the blame, all the shame, all the dis-
grace. But, Lady Brandon, there is one thing that I should like to ask of
you. Do not talk to her about our disagreement. Do not ask her any
questions. That which we have (llnarrelcg about lies between us a dead
secret. Promise me that you will not ask her any questions; itwill ‘only
distress her and do no good.™

: ‘;J‘B:}t, Sir Mare, will you not trust me, and tell me something, at
enst?

“No,” he replied. “ You have been very kind to me, Lady Brandon—
let me say good-by to you, and thank you heartily for all your goodness
to me.”

‘ You will surely stay and s=e Katherine?” eried Lady Brandon.

“No. Tell her that I had not the courage to stay and see her, buf
that T hoped she would be kind to Veronica.”

Then Lady Brandon broke down, and wept passionate teaxs.

i ‘: }l’uu will break Veronica’s heart,” she cried—‘‘ you should mnot leave
e,

“ Heaven bless you for a kind-hearted, generous woman!” he said,
bending down to kiss her hand. I wish all women were like you, I
shall go at once. You will see that all belonging to me is sent after me,
Lady Brandon?*

Bug she only sobbed that he should not leave Veronica.

“Go to her,” he said; “and, Lady Brandon, while you comfort her,
do not speak fo her of me.” The next moment he was gone.

She was almost bewildered to know how to act.

“I would g;ive much to know what the quarrel has been about,” she
said to herself; ‘‘ but I suppose I shall never learn.”” And then she went
to Veronica’s room.

The unhappy girl had fallen where her loyer had left her, and lay like
one dead on the floor. Lady Brandon raised her; she tried to bring back
consciousness to her; and then she thought to herself, ““If she really
loves him so well, and they have parted forever, it would be more merci-
ful to let her die.”

CHAPTER X.

Crussrsa the green leaves and sweet blossoms under his feet, tramp-
ling down the smiling flowers, beating aside the trailing sprays, his heart
beating, his brain on fire, Sir Mare hastened across the park. It seemed
to him that the whole world had suddenly crumbled to ruins. He mut-
tered bifter, terrible words to himself. If the stars had fallen from
heaven, if would have surprised him less than the fact that Veronica had
done wrong—his ideal, the one pure, noble, gentle soul in whom he had
placed all his trust, All that was beautiful, poetical, maidenly, and
gh&trming(’l seemed to be vested in her; and now his ideal ‘had been rudely

estroyed. .

“T will never believe in any human being again while I live,” he said
to himself—never! So fair, 50 beautiful, so loving, go tender, yet so lost
to all sense of what is right! I will never look again at woman’s face!”’

He reached the railway station at Hurstwood, and there, half hidden
by a long black veil, he saw Clara Morton. She rose as he came up to

T,

“Ttis well,” he said, * that you are a woman; if you were a man I
would horsewhip you!” There was such fierce, hot anger inhis eyes that
she shrank back. = * You need not fear,” he added scornfully. ¢ Give me
your proofs, name your price, and then never let your shadow fall across
iy %mh again.” i 5

_Dealing with a man was different from frightening a delicate, refined
girl, Clara Morton found. She began a whole string of excuses.

“Not one word,” he said. **Simply repeat the story. Let mehearall
the details, and then give me your proofs and name your price.

8he told him the stor: 7, and then added—

“ 1y proofs are the charred remains of the parchment that I took from
the fire, on which you will plainly see these words, © Last will and testa-
ment of 3ir Jasper Brandon.’”

“What do yon want for it? ” he asked contemptuously.

& ﬁt 13 not for myself, Sir Marc—if is not indeed. I want five hundred
pornds. ¥

“You are modest in your demands, certainly, and you have ruined
me. But why should I waste words on such as you? If I give you the
8um you name, you must not cnly surrender what you are pxeased’ to call

our proofs, buf you must take an oath to keep the gecret and leave Eng—
and.” If you réturn_listen tomy threat—if yon dare to return and ad-
dress by letter or by word of mouth that hapless lady, I will haye you in-
dicted for conspirady, and your senteénce will probably be hard labor for

As to your conduet, it is go ufterly, horribly base, I have no patience
ealk of 1t.”
he woman murmured some words. He did not even listen to them.

1 have no wish to hear more,” he said. *‘I will give you a check for
five hundred pounds on condition that you give me your proofs and fake
the required oath. Tremble if you dare to Ereak it—tremble if your false,
wicked face is seen here again! ”

He took out his check-book, and, going into one of the station offices,
made out a check for the sum named. On returning he placed it quietly
1n her hands, and she gave him the packet containmg the chn.rreg frag-
ments of the will, and took the oath upon which he had insisted. Silently
he pointed to the great open gates, and she passed out of them. They
never met again.  As she passed out of the gates, g0 she passed out of his
life. Whether the punishment of her wickedness ever came in this world
he never knew.

Then Sir Marc went away toLondon. What to dowith himself he eould
not tell. He felt that it was impossible for him to take up the broken
thread of his life. In the first hot, angry flush of his disappointment he
had not realized what life without Veronica would be. Now that it
stretehed out before him in all its chill, terrible reality, he was at a
loss how to endure it. There were times even when he almost wished he
had forgiven her. Then he recoiled from the thought. How could he
love a woman to whom the word  honor » was an empty sound ?

Sir Marc was most unhappy. He read with a stony face all the para-
graphs which said that there was no foundation for the rumor of the ap-
proaching marriage of Sir Mare Caryll—that he was going abroad. He
made no complaini, no moan, but he owned te himself that his life was
ended. He would close Wervehurst Manor, and spend the remainder of
his days where nothing could remind him of thelove he hadlost. There
was to be no angel in the house for him. He knew that he mustlove Ver-
onica until he died —that no one else could ever take her place—that no
one else could ever be tohim what she had been. Had she died, 16 seemed.
to him that his grief would haye been easier to bear. Then he wonld haye
retained all his%ove; now his love must go, while he was stranded. Life
had lost all its attraction for him.

He had freed Veronica from her bondage—of that he was pleased to
think. No one could frighten her now. She was quite safe, and the fer-
rible secret was dead and buried. Helocked away the charred fragments;
he did not destroy them—he could never tell why; and that one simple
E_rocccding altered the whole destiny of his life. Had there been a fire in

is room when he reached home, he would have tossed the liltle packet
into the flames; as it was, the door of his iron safe was open, and he
flung the packet into it. !

Then he set about making arrangements for going abroad; but he found
that it would be impossible—that he could not leave England until after
Christmas without neglecting duties that his conscience would not allow
him to neglect. He gaid to himself that he must be content. There was
no help for if. He must shut himselfup in the old Manor House where
Veronica's sweet face would never shine. Time would pass when once he
was over the seas—he would live on excitement. Anything would be bet-
ter than staying in England. Yeb by night and by day—despite all his
stern resolve to forget Veronica—he was always aakinﬁ himself why she
had burned the will—what her motive was—what she had gained y it6?
‘Was it possible thatthe will took from her some legacy or gift?

“I never thought that she even cared for money,” he said to himself
over and over again., ‘“She seemed so free from all mercenary taint.
Why did she destroy the will?” The more he thought about it the more
he was t?}::mzled, the greater grew the mystery. He drove himself almost
mad with conjecturing; and he never even faintly guessed the truth, it
never dawned across him.

o the time wore away; he bore patiently all comments and remarks.
It was supposed by the world in general that he had been dismissed by
Miss di Cyntha; no one had even an inkling ofthe truth. He grew pale
and thin during those few months; but they passed at last. Two daysbe-
fore Christmas day all his arrangements were made, and he was ready to
sail. He bethougﬂt himself then that it wounld only be right to desiroy the
charred fragments of the will, for if they fell into other hands there would
be danger; and one wild day in December, when the wind was m:zu.'lmg g.nd
roaring round the house, he went to the safe and took from it the liftle
parcel. The snow was beating furiously against the window, great
magses of cloud darkened the heavy skies; then came a lull in the storm.
Never until the day he dies will 8ir Mare forget the hour and the scene.
‘With some curiosity he went to the window to_examine the charred frag-
ments; quite distiuctljy he saw the words—* The last will and testament of
Sir Jasper Brandon.”

““Poor child!” he murmured to himself.
her to do this most evil deed ? i @

A little robin-redbreast fell with fluttering wings on the window-sill,
beaten down bythe snow and the wind; it lay there, fluttering, gasping,
with its little life almost gone. He was tender of heart, this man so stern
in morals; he could not éndure the sight of the little bird’s agony. He
dropped the parchment and opened the window. He took in the little
helpless creature, he warmed itand fed it, and then bethought himself of
the will. He hastened to pickit up; it had opened as it fell, and &8 he
raised it he saw words that he had not seen before. He took it to the
window, and as he examined it his fage grew white, great dark shadows
came into his eyes, and he cried— 2 :

 Great Heaven! How 1s it that I never even thought of this before?”

¢ What eould have prompted

CHAPTER XT.

GruaT had been the consternation at Queen’s Chace when Lady Bran-
don, in fow ourt words, said that Miss di Uyntha’s wedding was pestponed
indefinitely. The worst of it was there came no solution to the mystery
—whether there had been a quarrel or not no one could say. All that
was known was that Sir Marc had lefs quite suddenly one dhy, and that
two or three days afterward those interested had been told to cease all
pregarations for the wedding.

No one was more astonished than Katherine when her mother told her
the news; and at first she refused to believe it.

“There is some mistake, mamma,” she eried; T would more readily
believe that Alton did not care for me.”

“ Unfortunately there is no mistake,” said Lady Brandon sadly.
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¢ Whose fault is it? ” inquired Katherine, ¢ Not Veronica’s? 1 am
uite sure that Veronica loved Sir Marc more dearly than I can tell. It
always secemed to me thather love was her life. It cannot be Sir Marc’s,
for he loved the very ground she stood on. I cannot understand it, mam-
ma.  What does Veroniea say?

¢ Nothing. She only looks unutterably sad and miserable, and begs

of me not to talk of it!*
T will go to her myself,” said Katherine impulsively.

< Tfis useless, Katherine,” returned Lady Brandon. ¢ She will only
‘bemore miserable than ever.”

But Katherine would notbe controlled. She hastened up to Veroniea’s
room and found her favorite standing by the window.

£5 IYL_ILy,dar]jng, you have been illl ” she cried. * Mamma says that you
fainted!

Then she started, for Veronica had turned round to greet her, and the
change that had come oyer her was so terrible, that the young heiress
was shocked. Veronica’s face was 1?&16 and worn, the dark eyes were
tearless, but there was in them a look of fathomless woe.

< Yeronica,” cried the girl, “it is true then! I can see from
that it is true; there is no need to ask a question. You and Sir
parted ! ”

%Yes,” she said drearily, “we have parted, Katherine—mnot for an
hour, a day, or a year, but forever.”

<] will'not believe it! What has come between you who loved each
other so well 27

¢ [ cannot tell you,” replied Veronica, with a low sigh.

¢ You must tell me,” deelared Katherine. 1 want to help you. I
conld nof live and know that you were unhappy, Veronica. I must fol-
low Sir Mare and bring him back.”

7 cannot tell yon anything about it, Katherine,” said Veronica. “ And

et T may tell you'this. He asked me fo do something for him, and I re-
%Jseﬁ; he placed the alternative of parting before me, and I took it. You
will ask me nothing more ?

““No» she replied musingly—*“that is, unless you like to trust me
more fally.”

T cannot,” said Veronica with a shudder; * he has gone, and we shall
not meet again in this world; vyet I was worthy of his love. To me it
seems that I have stood by him dead and kissed him for the last time.”

Her voice had in it a ring of weary despondency, her eyes were fixed
with a strange dazed expressions her hands were folded and lay on her
knees. She looked up at Katheriue.

“ Kate, give me one promise,” she said—*‘just one. Tell me that you
will never renew this subject. To renew if will be simply to give me bit-
ter pain. Promise me that you will never do so.”

er face had such an imploring look that the young heiress could not
resist.

T do promise,” she said; and then for one minute the dreary calm-
ness of the beautiful face was broken.

“Kate, come and sit by me,” she requested; *let us talk of you—not
of me—of you and your bright life, your happy love.” She took the young
heiress earessingly into her arms.  “‘ Come and tell me, dear, how Eapp
you ave—it will comfort me o littie. You are all the world to me—it wi
gomfort me so much to hear that 1}'011 aro really happy; talk to me about
it.” Tt seemed to the lonely desolate soul and the acl mﬁ heart that there
would be some little support, some little comfort, in hearing that her
greatgacrifice had not been in vain—in knowing that Katherine would
gain from her—Veronica’s—sorrow.

< Tt geems so selfish for me to talk of happiness while you are so sad,
Veronica,”

¢ If will comfort me,” she pleaded—you do not know why, but it will
comfort me.”

“Then,” said the young heiress, “ T am happy, Veronica. My life is
80 bright, 8o bea.utifulj,r that I would not change it for any other life.” She

used,

S Go on,” requested Veronica.

< am rich,” said the young girl, “ and—TI am like a child—TI love my
yosition. I love my grand, beautiful inheritance.”
~  Then Veronica raised her head, and a faint smile eame over her white
iroubled face.

“ You are sure of that,” she %esﬁoneé eagerly— quite sure?”

“ Yes, indeed I am,” replied Katherine. “No one could even guess
how dearly I love the Chace.”

¢ Now tell me abous your love,” said Veronica.

 What can I tell you, dear, save that my love and mylife are one—
that I have no thought, or wish, or desire, that does not begin and end in
Alton? Now, has t?w.t comforted you?

“Yegs, more than anything you equld have said. You could have
thought of nothing that would comfort me one half so much. You will
leave me now, Kate—I am the better for your coming, dear—and when
we meet again all will be forgotten, exeept that we love each other.”

1t had not been allsn vain then; the sun of her life had set in darkness
and gloom, but she had made one at least happy. So the past was men-
tioned no more. She tried to bear her life. She never complained. She
was like a devoted daughter to Lady Brandon. She was the most loving
of sisters to the young heiress. But day by day, she grew more and more
sad; she grew pale and thin; she Began to hope that Heaven would take
pity on her and let her die soon.

So the winter months came round, and at Christmas preparations were
begun for the marriage of the young heiress. Lady Brandon had invited
a large circle of guests, and one of them, not knowing of the recent con-
tretemps, having just returned from Spain, spoke of Sir Marc Caryll, and
said that he was going to take up his residence abroad.

Veronica overheard 1t. She did not speak; the lovely face grew paler,
and a mist of unshed tears dimmed the beautiful eyes; but soon afterward
ghe went to Lady Brandon’s room, her marvelous self-control gone at last.
She stood before her with a look that Lady Brandon never forgot.

“You must let me go away,” she said; I cannot remain here. I can-
not bear it. You must let me go home to Venice to die.”

Then she wept as she had never wept in_her life before, as one who
had no hope—wept until Lady Brandon was alarmed, and she herself was
exhausted. Then Lady Brandon said to her—

““You ghall go; I will take you. You shall go to Venice, or where you
will; only wait—wait, for my sake, until the wedding is over.”

Bo for the sake of the woman who had influenced her so strongly she

our face
arc have

waited, but it seemed to her and to every one else that those days brought
er nearer death.

‘Do people ever die of a broken heart?” she thought. “A year ago T
was strong and well. T had color in my face and light in my eyes; I had
strength in my limbs and joy in my heart. Now my strength has left me:
?eup]e look grave when their eyes rest on me; life iz a heavy burden that

would fain lay down—and why? What has hai)pened? haye lost my
love! The man who took my heart from me has left me, and—I may hide
it as I may—1I am pining for one look at his face before 1 die, Oh, Mare
my sweetheart, could you not have trusted me even ever 8o Little? T shalf
send for him when I am dying, and ask him to hold me in his strong arms,
Oh,klicllg;rc, you might have trusted me, for you were all I had in the
world!

8o she wore her heart and her life away, longing only for death, that,
dying, she might see him again. 7

CHAPTER XII

)

“PrACE on earth,” rang the Christmas bells—“Peace on earth, good~
will toward men!* The music came pealing over the snow, stirring men’s
hearts with the warmth of love. It was such & Christmas as had nof been
seen for years, go bright, so clear, so frosty. The country people said
strange things must happen, for the holly was so full of berries.

Queen’s Chace was unusually gay. Outside in the deep woods the
snow lay thick and white, the evergreens stood out like huge sentinels,
the dainty laurel-leaves held little nests of snow, the fir raised its head
with.a stately air, for King Christmas never came in without it. The
world was so fair and so bright; great icicles hung like huge diamonds
from the trees and the hedges.

Lord Alton had arrived, and was so engrossed with his fair young
love that Lady Brandon had ceased to expect anything from him. He
had been, like every one else, alarmed when he saw Veronica. Her pale,
shadowy lovelmess had startled him, and many of the whispered words
between Katherine and himself were about her. On that Christmas night
she looked more fragile and more beautiful than ever. By Lady Brand-
on’s desire she wore a dress of costly black velvet, with a suite of superb
rubies; but the white rounded arms had grown thin, and there was a
shadow over her beauty. She was sitting watching Katherine’s brighé
face, flushed into greater brightness by her lover’s words, when one of
the footmen coming to her saig, in a mysterious undertone—

“You are wanted, Miss di Cyntha.”

“Wanted? ” she repeated. ““ Where? Who wants me?”

T cannot say, miss—some one who has a message for you; some one
who is waiting for you in the library.”

Veronica had some poor pensioners to whom on this Christmas-day she
had been most liberal; it was one of those come to thank her, no doubt.
Tt was not a nice time to choose; and she wondered just a little why the
servants should show such a one into the library.

She rose and guitted the room;as she passed through the broad cor
ridor she stopped for a moment and looked through the windows at the
lovely Christmas night—at the moon shining on the white snow, and the
shadows of the great swaying boughs. In the faint far distance she heard
the bells of Hurstwood church. ““Peace on earth,” they were chiming—
““good will toward men.” Then she remembered the poor pensioner
waiting, and went on to the library.

She was surprised to find the room badly lighted. There was a
ruddy glow of firelight, and one lamp was burning dimly; buf it was a
large, long room, and the other half of it was full of soft dark shadows.
She entered and stood for some minutes in silent expectation; there was
no sound, no movement, and she never glanced to where the soft dark
shadows iay, The red firelight fell full upon her fragile beauty, on the
slender figure and the white wasted arms, on the beautiful, passionate,
restless face and the rubies that gleamed on her white throat. Presently
from where the dark soft shadows lay came a sigh. She looked up.

““Who is that?” she demanded. ‘‘Is any one here—any one who
wants to see me? )

Then she stopped abruptly and stood rooted to the ground, a low ery
on her lips and a pain as bitter as death in her heart—surely a figure she
Lnew was coming to her from out of the soft dark shadows! She held up
her hands as though to ward off an evil presence, and then they fell by
her gide as she uttered a low, passionate cry. *

It was he—she had made no mistake—it was Marc Caryll, the man she
loved better than her life, the man whose stern decision was killing her.
They stood in the red glow of the firelight looking at each other, but she
saw there was no sternness 1 his face now—nothing but passionate love,
passionate pity, and blinding tears.

“My darling, my beautiful sweethoart, have I been the cause of this 7
he said, touching the wasted arms. “Have I been the cause of this,
Veronica ?”

< I thought I was never to see you again,” she said faintly. ‘“ Are you
sorry that you were quite so hardg Have you come to tell me s0?”

er words seemed to recall him to himself.

“ T have come to tell you that I was a madman—a blind madman!” he
cried. T hate myself so utterly for my folly, Veronica. My darling, my
noble, generous darling, I know why you burned the will.”

She clasped her hands with & murmured word he did not hear,

“I know why it was, and I blame myself for my great folly,” he con-
tinued. I ought to have understood—I ought to have known that you
were incaga.ble of anything wicked. I deserve to lose you for not having
understood you better.”

She raised her face to his.

“You cannot know why I destroyed it,” she said.
woman who saw me burn it did not know the reason.” g

“She did not, but I do. Are you surprised? Veronica, see What this
has told me.”

He came nearer to her, and taking a paper from _his pocket, unfolded
it; and then she saw the charred fragments of the will. !

¥ T,00k on thig side first,” he said. * Here are the words— Last will
and testament of Sir Jasper Brandon.” The woman read those,”

She looked at them with some curiosity, the words that had cost her so
dear. Then Sir Marc opened the parchment. R

“Now look,” he said, at what is written here.”

She bent over him and read—

“Hyen the wicked

g
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& é' 4 ﬁhgl}oved daughter Veroniea Brandon, hitherto known as Veronica

She cried out ag she read the words. Yt seemed to her as though
Heaven itself had cleared her.

¢“Those are the words that the woman did not read,” he said. *The
are clear to me. The moment my eyes fell upon them I understood it all.
I know, just- as well as if you told me, that Sir J asper married your moth-
er long years ago—in Venice, T should imagine—and that she died quite
young, leaving you. Whyhe gave you up I cannot even imagine—perhaps

ou will tell me; but it seems to me that he keg)t the fact of his marriage a
E::fmmd’ secret—why I cannot say. Then,” he continued, “I believe
ton his death-bed he gave you thig will, 1e:wing, a8 was right, his es-
tates to you, his eldest daughter, and that you, i your noble generosity,
jour great self-sacrifice, rather than disinherit your sister, burned the will
and never mentioned it. Is itmo?”

I cammot answer you,” she said. “T will tell you why. Itookan
onth of silence with my hands upon my dead father’s keart.” Then she
stopped with a cry of dismay. She had betrayed herselfl

 He was your father then,” said Sir Mare. ‘I knew it.” Ho took her
tands in his.  “Sweetheart,” he said, “my life has been a curse to me
sinco I lost you. Forgive me—forgive my absurd folly, my miserable sug-
picion, my unjust thoughts. Give me the great treasure of your love again

nd I will promise on my part the most inviolable secrecy—I will never
geﬁra)' the secref of your birth or the secret of the will. I do not deserve
such pardon, but——""

The answer was certainly not given in words. There was silenco in
the room after that—silence full of happiness. How long had it lasted ?
Veronica started in alarm. ILady Brandon was standing near her with a
‘most alarmed expression on her face.

.My dear Veronica,” she was saying,  where are you? Who is this
with you?”

She looked still more alarmed when Veronicea raised her happy tear-
stained face, saying—

“Lady Brandon, this is Sir Mare.
Triends again.”

““We are more than friends, Lady Brandon,” broke in Sir Marc; “we
sre lovers—and I hope we shall soon be husband and wife.”

Then Lady Brandon went to seek for Katherine; and while she was
gone Veronica turned to her lover, saying—

‘‘Mare, swear to me that you will never utter a single word to Lady
Brandon about the will—that you will never betray to her your knowledge
of my birth.”

e promised; and that was the only secret Veronica kept from him.
Hfs ﬁcliid nﬁt know that Lady Branden ever heard either of the marriage or
of the will.

“I knew it must be g0, gaid the young heiress, as she stood holdinga
hand of each. ‘“ You have wasted four months in a lovers’ quarrel that
heag nearly killed Veronica, and now you have made it up again. Mamma,
their wedding must be on the game day as ours, and we will take Veron-
ioa to France, until she Erowﬁ quite strong ntg[ain.”

And it was all carried out as she proposed,

““What are those bells chiming, Veronica ?” asked her lover as they
walked down the broad corridor together. What is it? The music
seems quite familiar to me.”

They stood for a few moments watching the moon shining on the snow,
and listening to the grand hogannas of the winter wind as itswept over the
woods. Then she turne him and answered—

‘“If is the oldest and sweetest music that the earth knowe—‘ On earth
peace, good will toward men.’?

He has come back, and we are

THE END.
—_—

Russtan Capmex.—The moujiks, or coachmen, are perhaps the most
interesting of the lower classes of Russians, although strangers are re-
pelled by their frightful looks and extortionate charges. Unlike the cab-
men of Paris, they will speedily come to reasonable terms, if their number
is demanded. Itis etiquette on the streets of St. Petersburgif one in pass-
ing sees another’s nose freezing—an accident which frix’(;uently happens—
to-say, politely: « Pardon me; your nose is freezing. But the moujik,
taking a handfal of snow, rushes at the person whose nose gives signs of]
froezing, and he begins to rub vigorously. No time is to be wasted, and
if the person is a stranger and unaware of his danger, he sometimes resists
in an equally vigorous manner, upon which the moujik throws him down,
and holding him firmly, continues to rub him with snow, the bystanders
swrrounding and enconraging him as they hand him snow, saying: We.]l
done!  More snow. 17 he kicks, make him pay more for it.” After this
gerfnrmtmce, the indignant stranger has matters explained to him, and

23 to pay handsomely for his rough treatment. Nowhere in the world is
B'hf right of way of foot-passengers so well respected as in St. Peters-

o, i)
Tie drivers, apparently the most reckless of their ]imd, are really the
most careful. The * boo-bo-ol”” they make to stop their horses is {-houghf‘,
by foreigners to urge them on. Thé penalties for driving over persons
ate excessively severe, particularly in the case of women and cl 1}(_11-913.
One can cross the busiest part of the busiest square with as much deliber-
ation a8 it he were on & footwallk, The great width of the streets makes
this possible.

e

A Propre wio WEAR APRONS oF LEAVES.—A paper was recently read
before the London Anthropological Tnstitute, by };I. J. Walhouse, hﬂn the
existence of a leaf-wearing tribe on the western coast of India. The tzm-
ENGT's residence at Mangalore for some years, afforded him the 0?391‘ ll{)“
ity of studying the habits of the native tribes of South Canara, an Lin the
Present communication he recorded a few facts concerning the Kmfa;gg,rsi
and a remnant, now numbering only a few hundreds of the aborigina
slave caste, whose distinctive peenliarity was the habit of wearing apr tcna
of woven twigs and green leaves over the usual garments. The c&l_ri 013’;
ﬂ!]}n'esent is _obaerved by the women only, who think that discar bl., i
will bring them i1l luck. The author maintained that the leaf was & badge

iof 10,650,000 volumes, not including the Suuday—schooi
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Orp Trums.—A half century ago a large part of the people of the Uni-
ted Btates lived in houses unpainted, unplastered, and utterly devoid of
adornment. A well-fed fire in the yawning chasm of a huge chimney
ﬁ.ve partial warmth to a single room, and if was a common remark thaf

e inmates were roasting one side while l‘reezin§ the other; in contrast,
2 ma{)ority of the pecqglle of the older States now live in houses that are
clap-boarded, pamted, blinded, and comfortably warmed. Then the
household furniture consisted of a few plain chairs, a plain table, a bed-
stead made by the village carpenter. Carpets there were none. ;]Tc-ﬂay,
few are the homes, in city or country, that do not contain a carpet of sonie
sort, while the average laborer, by a week’s work, may earn enough to
enable him to repose at night upon a apring-hed.

The people of 1830 sat in the evening in the glowing light of a piteh~
knot fire, or read their weekly newspapers by the flickering light of a
“ tallow dip; ' now, in city and village, their apartments are bright with
the flame of the gas-jet or the softer radiance of kerosene. Then, if the
fire went out upon the hearth, it was rekindled by a coal from a neighbor-
ing hearth, or by flint, steel, and tinder. Those who indulged in pipes
and cigars coui({hght them only by some hearthstone; to-day we light
fire and gipes by the dormant fire-works in the match-safe at a cost of
one-hundreéth of a cent. >

In those days we guessed the hour of noon, or ascertained it by the
creeping of the sunlight up to the “noon-mark * drawn upon the Hoory
only the well-to-do could afford a clock. To-day, who doés nob carry a
watch? And as for clocks, you may purchase them at wholesale, by the
cart load, at sixty-two cents a piece.

Fifty years ago how many dwellings were adorned with pictures?
How many are there now that do not display a print, engraving, chromo,
or lithograph? How many pianos or parlor organs were there then?
lReed organs were not invented till 1840, and now they are in every vil-
age.

Some who read this article will remember that in 1830 the Bible, the
almanac, and the few text books used in school were almost the only
volumes of the household. The dictionary was a volume four inches
square and an inch and a half in thickness. TIn some of the counfry vil-
lages a few public _spirited men had gathered libraries containing “from
three fo five hundred volumes; in contrast, the public libraries of the
present, containing more than ten thousand volumes, have an aggregate
and private libra-

ries of the country,
R

SoAnprvaviaN Hosprraviry, —The most striking quality of Scandinavian
character seems to be hoapitality. Throughout Nerway, Sweden, and the
far north the author was heartily received by every ons, from the king in
his palace to the Laplander in his tent. During five years of almost inceg-
sant travel, in the course of which every part of the peninsula was visited,
Mr. Du Chaillu was coolly treated only once. TheSwedes and Norwegians
have the reputation of being reserved and cold, but this is true of them
only when ]tﬂ,:ey meeb strangers of the class best suggested by the word
“tourist.”” To any one whose interest in them eannot be measured by a
stare or two and a few impertinent questions they are unsuspicious and
communicative, as well ascordial to the verge of affection. Mr. Du Chailla
went among them freely, conversed with them in their language, wore gar-
ments like their own, and took part in their labors, sports, and ceremonies,
The treatment he received in return causes him to speak most enthusias-
tically in praise of them. Asin all other countries that retain primitive
habits, hospitality in Scandinavia always implies eating and drinking. The
poorest farmer or fisherman always has something to offer the visitor,
and lack of appetiteis generally eonstrued as a sligﬁt. The author men=
tions one occasion on which, to avoid hurting any one’s feelings, he ate
thirty times in two days, and drank thirty-four cups of coffee. Otien sirong
cheese is offered just before a meal to provoke appetite, and in the cities &
formal dinner is preceded by a smorgas, or lunch, at a table crowded with
alleged appetizers. On a gingle smorgas table the author noted smoked
reindeer meat, smoked salmon with poached egg, raw salmon freshly
salted, hard-boiled eggs, caviare, fried sausage, anchovy, smoked goose-
breast, cueumbers, raw salt herring, several kinds of cheese, and as many
of bread, and a salad made of pickled herring, boiled meat, potatoes,
oges, beets, and onions. There were also three kinds of spirits on the
table, and from these and the various dishes the guests helped themselves
bountifully, and then did justice to an excellent diuner.ihn Habberton,
in Harper’'s Magazine,

A TLosr Racm.—Lieut. A, W. Vogeles contributes some notes on a lost
race of this continent, to the Naturalist, basing his remarks on the dis=
eoveries made in the mounds of Tampa, Fla. Excavation of the Forg
Brooke mound revealed the position of the origimal fire-places, and &
lavge proportion of the zmima}lw remains consisted of human bones, the
larger of which are charred and split. The human bones were inter-
mixed with the bones of the dog and the deer, with burned oyster-shells
and portions of the shells of the common edible sea-crab. The race was
undoubtedly o cannibal one, and the explorers had evidently come on the
debris of the kitchen. The pottery and implements found were of a very
rimitive kind, and indicated only a low stage of civilization. From what
Eae been gleaned respecting this lost race, the author infers that the
habits, ceremonies, and manner of mterment were parallel with those of
the ancient Danes, who constrncted artificial mounds for the sepulchre of
their kings, and that the canabalistic characteristics are similar to those
of the Troglodytes of the caverns of Mount Chauvaux, in the Province of
Namur, Belgium,
———

Cumymse DrwNeRs.—When entertaining any of the authorities, the mas-
ter puts the first dish of the second ecourse on every table himself, as it'is
brotight in by the servants. After all, tea is served up in covered cups,
and without milk or sugar; and thus closes the enterfainment. On the
day fellowing the feast, the host sends a large red paper to each of the
guests, apologizing for the badness of the dinner; and they answer him
on the same sort of paper, expressing in the most exalted and extravas
anb berms the pleasure and unbounded satisfaction his feast has affordeg
em,

of degradation, and was a survival of a very ancient custom, . ¢
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THE LEISURE HOUR LIBRARY.

The Leisurg Hour Library.

COMPLETE NOVELS AND OTHER WORKS

By Well-known and Popular Authors,
, AT THREE AND SIZ CENTS EACH!

THE best and cheapest of all popular publications
is TeE LErsure HoUr LIBRARY. It is a real boon to
every lover of good literature. In this series you
edn procure first-class complete novels and other
works by the best authors—works which in cloth-
bound form would cost $1.00 or $1.50—for the ridic-
ulously insignificant’sum of THREE or SIX CENTS.
Bach number is complete in itself, the form is most
attractive and convenient for reading, the type is
clear and bold and large enough, and the paper is
far from being poor. The great merit of this publi-
cation lies in the fact that it permits people in the
most humble circumstances to enjoy the best liter-
atare of the day as well as their wealthy neighbors.
It is no longer necessary to pay $1.00 or $1.50 for a
.good novel; here you have it, all complete, and in an
atfractive and convenient form, for three orsix cents.

THE LEISURE HOUR LIBRARY embraces every spe-
¢ies of good literature, from the dramatic and pow-
erful works of Miss Braddon and Wilkie Collins to
the pathetic and home-like writings of George Eliot
and Miss Mulock; there are also biographical and
poetical works, and such as treat of useful knowl-
edge, etc. We give in this series the best literature
ever penned by some of the ablest authors who ever
lived, at a less price than the public have hereto-
fore paid for the demoralizing, hurtiul, sensational
trash so widely circulated.. We organize a revolu-
tion in literature, and now give the best at a less
price than has heretofore been paid for the third or
fourth rate. Let all lovers of literature buy and
read THE LEISURE HOUR LIBRARY. Letthose who
patronize the weekly story papers try these books
and see for themselves how much more satisfactory
it 18 to read a story complete and at once than to
wait from week to week for the installments. This
series furnishes the cheapest good reading ever
published in any land or language.

The price of the single numbers of THE LEISURE
HOUR LIBRARY is THREE CENTS each. These com-
prise works of ordinary length. Very long works
we are forced to publish in double numbers, the
price of which is S1x Cents each. The double
numbers are in every case just twice the size of the
gingle numbers. The following is a list of the
numbers so far published:

No.l Enoch Arden, nud Other Poems, by ALFRED
TENNYSON. This work contains some of tne finest compo-

sitions of the celebrated Poet Laureate of Eng!:md. Each
ons isagem. Single number, price Three cen

2. Retribution; or, The Mystery of the
Mlu. A Novel. By MARGARET BLOUNT. Single number,
price Three cents.

No. 3. Captain Alick’s Legaey, A Novel,
T, CALDOR, smgie number, prxce Three cents.

No. 4 Blue Eyes and Golden Hair. A Novel. By
ANNIE THOMAS, author of “Ptaying for High Stakes,” ete.
Single number, price Three cents.

No.5. Amos Barton. A Novel. By GrorGE ELIOT,
auther of ** Adam Bede,” <The Mill on the Floss, " ete.
Bingle numl:er, price Three cents,

No. 6. Hlenry Arkell. A Novel. By Mrs. HENRY
‘Woob, ll.utlmr 0 ¢ East Lyune,’ ete., ete. Single numbur
price Three cents,

No.7. The Laurel Bush, A Nove
LOCK, author of +**John Lla,\nl’ax.” ete.
price Three cents.

No. 8. The History and Mystery of (}ourmuml

By M.

By B{ iss MU-
Single number,

No.17. A Star and a A Noyel. By FLOR-
ENCE MARRYAT, author of “Har Lnrd and Master,” etc,
Double number, price 8ix cents.

No. 18. Silas Marner, A Nevel. By GrorGE ELIoT,
authur ur“Ada.m Bede,” ete. Double number, price Six
cen

No. 19. Rachel Gray. ANovel. By JULIA KAVANAGH,
author of “ Beatrice,” ‘etc. Double number, price Six
cents.

No. 20. Bread and Cheese and Kisses, A Novel
By B. L. FARTEON, author ot ** Blade o’ Grass,” ete. Dou-
me nuufbe\ price Six cents.

Meaping the Whirlwind, A Novel. By
\Lm\r (,Rcm Hay, aunthor of **Old Vlyd:lleton s Money,”
ete, Single numbsr, price Three cents.

No. 22. The Heir to Ashley.
HeNRY Woop, anthor of “East Lynne,”
number, price Six cents.

No. David Hunt., A Novel. By Mrs. ANN 8. STE-
PhENS, author of * E\shaon and Famine,” ete. Single
number, pme Three ¢

rd L. nne’s (Ohatce, Ua Novo! By the
auLhBr of "Dura iorne.” Double number, price Six

A Novel.
? ete.

By Mrs.
ouble

1\0‘ 2. Dudley Carleon. By M
BRADDON, author of * LwdyAudIey 8 Secret A etc. S:ugle
number, price Three cents.

No 26. The Two Destinles. A Novel. By WILKIE
COLLINS, aunimr of ““ The Woman in White,” ete. Double
uumber, price Six cents.

No. 27. Essiea; or, The Mystery of (he Head-
A Novel. By Hrra W. PIERCE, auther of **The
ark,''ete, Illustrated. Single number, price Three

28, Parson Garland’'s Daughter. A Novel
By Miss MULOCK, author of ‘John Halifax, Gent]enmn g

ete.  Double number, price Six cents.
. 20. A Glolden Dawn. A Novel. By the author
of “Dora Thorne. Tlustrtied. Single namber, price

Three cents.
No. 30. A 8§
Mrs.

cents.

No 3l. Valerie’s Fate. A Novel. By Mrs. ALEX-
ANDER, author of “ The Wooing 0't;”?ete. Single number,
price Three cents.

No. 32. Sister Rose. A Novel. By WILKIE COLLINS,
auhhor of * Armadale,” ete. Single number, price Three

trange Retribution, 4 Novel By
B, Epson. libestrated, Double number, price S

“T 9'3 Anune. A Nov
thor of ** East Lynne,’ e
eents.

No. 34 The Lady of the Lake. Ey Sir WALTER
Soorr. Single number, price Three cen

No. 35. mm’s Fairy Stories fur I.l-e You
The finest collection of fairy stories ever published. ’l‘he
Gh]ldren will be delighted “wif: them. Single number,

r Phree cents.

36 Missin A Novel. By MARY CECIL HAY, au-
thoe or O Ay dlemn’s Money,’" ete, Single number,
price Three cen

Nn,ﬁ?.l’gwﬂ wton, A Novel.
READE, author of ** A ’l‘el’rlble Temptatmn,” Bte.
number, price Six cents.

No. 38. The Captain’s Boom. A Novel. By WAL-
TER BESANT and JAMES RICE. Double number, price Six
cents.

No. 39, Sister Dora. A Novel. By MARGARET Lons-
DALE. Illustrated. Double number, price 8ix cents,

No. 40. Lil: “ Fair, Fair, with Golden Hair.”
A Novel. By Mrs. FETHERSTONHAUGH. Double number,
price Six cancs

No. 41. Brenda Yo A Novel. By MARY CROIL
HaY, author ul “old \lydd]ﬂlnu‘s Money,’” ete. Double
uumbu price 8ix cents.

No. 42, The Shadow of a Sin, A Novel. By the au-
thor o ‘Dom'l‘home 7 Double number, price 8ix cents

0. Bell Brandon. A Novel. By P. HAMILTON
MyERS, the celebrated American author. Ilustrated. Sin-
gle number, price Three cents.

No. 44, The Yellow Mask. A Novel By WILKIE
COLLINS, author of * Man and Wife,” ete. Singlé number,
price Three cents.

No, 45. The Cricket on the Hearth, A Christmas
story. By CHARLES DICKENS, author of “*David Copper-
field,”” efe. Ilustrated. Single number, price Three

cents.

By Mrs. HENRY Wo0OD, au-
Single number, price Three

By CHARLES
Double

No, 46, Jean Xngelow’s Poems, All the finest
Wworks of l’.llln great poetess are given in v.hls beok. Single
number, price Thiree cents,
No. 47. The Cities of the New World. A deserip-
tion of all points of interest relating to every important
city of America, illustrated wit Ps-eye views of each
city described. Single number, L So ROk shi

No. 48. Fancy Work for Home Adornment.

Things. This work tells all abous the
the common and familiar things which we see every day
aboutus. Itlikewise describes the culture of all kinds (:F
forelgn fraifs, nuts, spices, ete. Ilustrated. Single num-
ber, price Three cents.

No. 9. Distinguished I'en;rle. This Work ¢ontains

instructions for making (<LIILV baskets, wall-
pockcts Dbrackets, needle-work, em
prnruneiy illustrated. Single number, p1 ice Three cents.
No. 49. A Bride firom the Sea. A Novel. By the
author of “!Jul'w Thorne.” ITilustrated. Single number,
price Three cents.
50.

portraits and biographies of ow
Authors, Poets, Editors, ("lerg_vman Financiers, ete. Sin-
gle number, price Three cents,

No. 10. A Gilded Sin. A Novel. By the author of
"Dom. Tlmrne il Enl"'le number, priee 'l‘hree cents.

No. % 's Money., A Novel. By WILKTE
COLL]:FS. author or "1he Woman in Whibe M ete. Ilius-

trated. Double number, price Six cents.

No. 12. Second Thoughts. A Novel. By RHODA
BROUGHTON, author of “Eoud Bye, Sweetheart,” ete,
Double number, price Six cents.

No. 13. Dera Thorne. A Novel
price 8ix cents.

No. 14. Darrell Markham.

Double number,

A Novel. By Miss M.

E. BRADDON, anthor of *‘Aurora Floyd,” ete. Double
number, price Six cents,
I\o. 15, Christian’s Mistake. A Novel. By Miss

MULOCK, author of **John Halifax, Gentleman,” etc.
]Joubie number, price S1x cents,

0. 16. Cousin Menry. A Novel. By ANTHONY TROL-
ré(;n. amghoz of * Orley Farm,” ete. Double number, price
x cents.

No. Novel, By BEATRICE M, BUTT, au-
thor of ** Deliuia," uLc. “Iltustrated. Single uumbar, price
Three cents.

No. 51, The Lost Bank Note. A Novel. By Mrs.
HENRY WO00D, author of * East Lynne,” ete. Ilustrated.
Single number, price Three cents.

No. 52. Manu2l of Etiquette for Ladies and Gentle-
men, & guide to politeness and good breeding, giving the
rules of modern emquetra tor all occasions. Single num-
her price Three cen

& r‘53 The St:lndnﬂl Letter Writer for Lmdlea
an g
ngnIaln dJrecumm for the cumpnmtmn ot letters of every

with numerous forms and examples. Single num-
ber, pnce Threa cents,

No. r Magic and Chemical Experi-
ments,a book \v]nch tellq hc\v to perform hundreds of
amusing triek inmagic and instructive experiments with
simple agents. Single numher price Three cents.

No. Winter Evening Recreations, alarge col-
lection of Acting Charades, Tableaux, Games, Puzzles, etc,,
for social gatherlngaé pnvm:e theatricals, and evenings at
home. gle number, pnca Three cents.

56. The Home Cook Book
l’h ysician, containing hundreds of excztientpc‘z?u’
receipts and hints to housekeepers, also telling how
cure all manner of common ailmeénts by mmple hoi a
remedies. Single number, price Three ce )
No. 57. Manners and Customs in F
Eands,a very interesting and instructive booﬁ%@em
deseribing tlne eculiar life, habits, manners, ana engtom;

ol the peopl. noregn counmes, Tuustrated, Si
ber, price hree cen ngle num.
No. 58

. The Burlget of Wit, Humor, and Fup,

a large coliection of the best fanny' stories, sketches, nnec‘
dotes, poems, and jokes that have been written for Some
years. Ilustrated. Single number, price Three cents,

No. 59, Sixteen Complete Stories by Popula
thors, embracing love, humorouns, and de:’;utivpe ntol%en-
stories of society life, of adventure, of railway life, etg i}
very interesting. Single number, price "Three cénts.

No. 60. Wseful Knowledge for the
handy book ot useful information for all, upo:gtlgllﬂnm;.nd
var] ious subjects. {tustraied. Single number, puce'l‘)!:ren
cents,

No. 6l. School Dialogues, Reecitations,
Rendings, u lange wud alioico collaetion Tor sohes] ere

itions and public am ))\"lvd.le entertainment
number, price Three cents. f el

No. 62. Back to the Old HMome. A .
MARY CECIL HAY, author of “ Hidden Perils, ”Igggel v}fsy
trated.  Single number, price Three cents.

No. 63. The Frozen Deep. A Novel
(COLLINS, author ot "‘I‘ha Dead $
Single number, price Three cents,

0. 64 Red Court Farm. A Novel.
Woon, author of ** A Lite’s secret,” ete.
gle number, price Three cents.

No. 65, Lady Gwendoline’s Dream. A Novel, By
the author of ** Dora Thorne. Ilustraled. Single num-
ber, price Three cents,

0. 66. N.eoline; or, Into the Shade. A Novel,
By MARY CECIL HAY, author of **The Arundel Mnttn M
ete. Iustrated, Single number, price

No. 67. Jasper Dane’s Secret. A Novel. By Miss

E. BRADDON, author of “ Birds of Prey," ate. Iiius-
trated. Single number, price Mhree cents.

n Bowerbank’s Wife. A Novel, By
Tllus-

By WiLkig
ret,” ete.  Ilustrated.

By \m l'h. RY
Liustral

No. 68. Jol
Miss nur.ocx zun.nur of ** Christian’s Mistake,” etc.
mted Single number, price Three caonts.

69. Grabriel’s Marriage. A Novel.
(‘ou.ms. anthor of *‘Poor Miss Finch," ete, I
Single number, price Thiree cents.

No. 70. The Mystery of the Holly
Novel. By the author et “ Dora Thorne.”
Single number, price Three cents.

No. 71. The Grey Woman, A Novel. By Mrs, Gas.
KELL, anthor of **Mary Barton,” ete. Illustrated, Smgle
number, price Three cents,

L{WILK[E

Tree. A
Tttustrated,

. No. 72. In Cupid@’®s Net. A Novel. By the authorof
‘ Dora Thorne.” Single number, price "l‘lmee ents.
No, 73, M Trevanion. A Novel. By “THE

DUCHESS, P antor OF Molly Bawn,”etn, smgle number,
price Three cents.

No.74. Called Back. A Novel, By HUGH CONWAY,
mu.i:mr of **Dark Da.ys,l‘ew, Single nuniber, price Three

cents,

No. 76. At the World’s Mercy. A Novel By
FLORENCE WARDEN, author of *The House on o Margh,}

ete. Single number, price Three cents.

No. 76. Shadows on the Snow. A Novel. By B. L,
FARJEON, author of ** Bread and Cheese and Kisses,” ete.
Single number, prmP Three cen

No. 77. Dark Days. A Novel
anthor of “Culled Back,” ete.
Three cents.

"The Widow Bedott Papers. By FRANCES
M, WHITCHER. This is the book over which your grand-
mothers laughed till they eried, and it is just as facny to-
day as it ever was. Single nu_mbel price Three cents.

JBgr Any of the above numbers of THE LEISURE
HOUR LIBRARY Wwill be sent by mail, postage pre-
paid, upon receipt of price. Customers will ob-
serve the economy in postage and stationery se-
cured by ordering several numbers at a time. Post-
age stamps will be received as cash. Patrons wili,
please order by the numbers; when these are plain-
Iy and correctly given, to write the name of the
story or work is unnecessary.

A Good XIdea is the formation of Library Clubs.
A number of people in a neighborhood club together
and order 40, 50, or 60 numbers of THRE LEISURE
Hour LIBRARY, dividing the ¢ost. Then the num-
bers are exchanged from one to another, so that
each member of the club secures the reading of all
the numbers bought at a very frifling expense.

Bnund. Volumes of The Leisure Hour Li-
—For 85 cents we will send 60 cents’ worth
nf ’l‘rm Le1svrE HOUR LIBRARY (the numbers to be
selected by yourself), neatly bound in boards, with
cloth back; for $1.25 we will send numbers of your
own selection to the value of 90 cents, bound in
the same manner. The volumes will be sent by
mail, post-paid, in each case. We make this offer
to accommodafe such of onr friends and patrons as
may desire to procure a seleetion of numbers of the
LIBRARY in a permanent form, insuring the preser-
vation of the numbers and the convenience of the
reader. When so bound, you haye a large and
handsome book which cannot fail to be much
prized. The extra eharge covers the cost of bind:
ing and extra postage only. It must be distinctly
understood that we do not bind a less qh nntu:ythﬂﬂ'
60 cents! worth, nor a greater quantity than 90 cents!
worth, nor an intermediate quantify.

All orders should be addressed:

F. M. LUPTON, Publisher,
No. 3 Park Place, New Ycrk.

By HUGH CONWAY,
Single number, price




