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“AT MASS TWINKLEFIELDS”

could. He loved Ethel Kirke so passionately that he
could not live away from her, and followed her every-
where. He was subservient to her slightest whim, and
ready to lay down his life for a smile or a word from her.
From the first I always thought it would have been better
for him if he had not been quite so faithful and self-sacri-
ficing. Some women cannot understand utter unselfishness,
and Ethel Kirke was such a woman. She led him on
just as fancy prompted her, and played a pretty womanish
game of fast- and-loose without the slightest regard for his
pain or pleasure. Still he was tenderly, almost humbly
blind to all but her sweetness of face nnd charm of man-
ner, until, as time went by, he was fairly her slave, and in
thrce months from their first mecting he came to me
almost delirious with happiness to tell me of their engage-
ment.

¢ I don’t know what I ever did to deserve it, Miss Rosa-
munda,” he suid, glowing all over. “Indeed, I know I
don’t deserve it, but she, Iithel, you know, has promised
to marry me, and I am just on my way to the jeweler's to
buy the most beautiful engagement-ring I can find.”

And when I congratulated him he actually kissed meo
on both checks. :

I must give him my advice about that ring—nothing
was beautiful enough for his darling’s hand—so I gave
him my advice, and he kissed me again, delightedly ; and
the next time I saw Miss Ethel Kirke she wore the result
on her forefinger—a lovely, heavy, rich affuir, all large
pearls and sapphires.

Well, this is just the beginning of the story. TFor a
while things went on pretty smoothly. TFreddy was won-
derfully happy and proud of his betrothed, and FEthel
treated him as usual, in a pretty, serene, half-languid
style. She never blushed when he spoke to her, even in
his most impassioned words, and ehe never lighted up
particularly for him, nor put herself out of the way at all
for the suke of pleasing him. I have scen him talk to her
with all his fervent soul in voice and face, in a style which
would have set any scnsitive girl's heart beating fast and
softly, but there never was a flutter of emotion in Ithel
Kirke. She would listen gracefully enough, it is true,
but her fair face was as placid as ever, and _the light in
her calm, beautiful eyes as steady.

I think it was this which first shook Freddy’s fuith in
his bliss—he was too true and earnest himself not to be
troubled a little by it. But he never owned to his mis-
givings quite openly, and always tried to laugh them
down.

¢ Sho is too good for me—that is all,” he would say,
laughingly, sometimes ; ¢“ too little of earth—too much of
heaven.  But that is always the way—we poor mortals
never quite grasp you serene, white-souled women.”

So he bore with the pebble in the path until it beetme
something more. Soon after the engagement was an-
nounced, I had a slight attack of illness, which confined me
to the house for a short time, and consequently prevented
my seeing how my favorite love-affuir was progressing.
Buat the week nfter my recovery there was an archery
purty given in the grounds of one of my oldest friends ;
so, after my usual fashion, I took my little basket-car-
riage and drove over, to look on.

Almost the first person I saw on the lawn was Lthel
Kirke. I caught sight of her tall, slender figure and
heavy blonde braids as soon as I left the house, and, of
course, recognized them at once.

No one else had snch a fignre, nor such fair, shining
cuvils. But Freddy was not with her. She was standing
near the target, the hand wearing the pearls and sap-
phires resting on her already strung bow, as she talked to
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a gent'eman in naval uniform, who stood by her. I could
not have compliined then that she was too tranquil
There wus o soft pink spot on either cheek, and her misty,
purplish eyes were warmed and all alight. It really was
very incomprchensible to me that she should lift such
eyes as thoss tu a stranger, and yet smile her betrcthed
lover down so serenely.

I began to look about for Freddy, feeling slightly un-
comfortable, and, before many minutes had elapsed, I saw
him making his way to me from the other eund of the
lawn ; and directly I saw him I knew that all was not
quite right.

“You are looking tired and pale, my dear,” I said to
him, in my old-maid way. ¢ You are not well.”

“ Headuche,” Le said, with a little laugh—*¢and love, 1
dare say.”

I glanced up at him shyly, and then glanced round at
Ethel, who was only a few yards from us.

“Who is that gentleman with her ?” I asked, qnietly.

He looked round too. She was still talking, with her
face uplifted, and the wurmth in her eyes; and when he
did so, I saw him turn even paler than he had been.

“Suppose we stroll round to the hothous e tog-ther,”
he said, suddenly. ¢ Take my arm, Miss Rosamunda.”

I took his arm at once, without another word. I had
known him too long not to understand exactly what the
change in his manner meant. He would tell me all about
it in a few minntes, poor fellow! And so he did. Be-
fore we had walked half across the lawn he broke the
silence. '

*That is her cousin, Miss Rosamunda,” he said, slmost
humbly, his voice was so quiet and sad. * I heard to-day
that they were engaged to each other when they were
children, and that the engagement was only broken two
years ago.”

¢ Childish engagements nearly always are broken,” I
commented, cheerfully ; ¢ they are scarcely to be counted
engagements at all.”

“But "—he answered me unsteadily—*“but they were
engaged five years.”

For a moment or so I really felt that I had nothing to
say in reply. Tuken in connection with Miss Kirke's
change of manner, all this sounded very bad ; but I man-
aged to rally at last. I did not know the whole truth
then, and could not bear to discourage him. He had
been so huppy only two months ago.

“Olh, Freddy, Freddy!” I said, pattivg his strong
young arm with a pretense of gayety, * surely you're not
jealous, my dear. You must not be too exacting; you
know she is too young and pretty not to be admired, and
even engaced young ladies do not quite like to give that
rort of thing up altogether. We mustn't be jealous,
Freddy.”

But he was not to be comforted.

“It isn't jealousy, Miss Rosamunda,” he said ; *“it is
something worse. She never looked at me as she looks at
Captain Blake. Shenever blushed even when I kiss.d her,
and she blushes like a rose if he only passes her. But it
serves mo right.  She is too good for a foolish fellow like
me, and I ought to have known it from the first, but—
but what I cannot understand is, why she said ‘Yes’ when
she could not mean it.”

And he looked down at me with his honest young eyes
questioning, Lut still absolutely free from doubt of her.
I do not think I am a very worldly, or even a very es-
perienced woman, but I inwardly felt that I could have
told him why, and the reason would have been a very
commonplace one, too—a reason which might truthfully
be given in nine such cases out of tem in these days.
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Being a beauty, Ethel Kirke was practical enough to feel
the disadvantage of poverty and determine to play her
curds as advantageously as possible. Her faultless attire
cost pounds, shillings and pence, and she must barter the
charming result for as many pounds, shillings and pence
as she could obtain. Quiet little old maid as I was, I had
read this much, or something like it, long ago, in her cool,
lovely eyes; and that was why Miss Ethel Kirke had
never been one of my favorites. This was also why I had
not felt quite content to hear Freddy’s rhapsody about her
loveliness. I had more than fancied that if it had not
been for his eight thousand pounds a year she would not
have worn his beautiful ring so readily. There was one
thing, however, which puzzled me somewhat, as time
progressed.

I began to notice that, thongh Captain Hector Blake
was very attentive to her, he did not conduct himself ex-
actly like a man who was deeply in love. He was too
quiet and self-possessed, and too prone to divide his at-
tentions among other young ladies. He did not seem to
trouble himself at all about Freddy Beverly, and always
r7ave way to him as if he understood his rights and re-
sipected them. I saw, too, that this very thing made Ethel
singry sometimes. I saw it more than ones in her coolness
when her betrothed approached them, and her studied
neglect of him when chance threw them together to the
outbarring of Captain Blake.

I believe that there wero times when she actually hated
Freddy. But Freddy behaved himself very well indeed
—s0 well that I was quite surprised at his manliness, often.
He had always scemed so like a boy before that I was
afraid the pain of his position might make him a little un-
dignified. But it did not. He was wonderfully patient,
and wonderfully tender. Iknow that he never reproached
Ethel openly, and I scarcely think that he ever reproached
her even in thought. to-

Any other man on earth wonld have seen her as she was
—a designing, selfish, beautiful creature, who would have
been ready to have walked over his very heart, if by so
doing she could have gained any trivial wish, But Freddy
was too honest and generous himself to understand, so he
was faithful and chivalrously attentive in his manner
toward her even when she neglected him most openly.

The rumor of her past engagement to Captain Blake
was quite a true one. They had been affianced when both
were mere children, and just as every one was expecting
thoir marriage to be announced, the affair was broken off
—none coull explain why.

1f it had been the girl’s fault, she was certainly pun-
ished during those three months. Captain Hector was
gallant and cool and debonair, and never committed him-
self in the slightest degree, however attentive he was, in a
good-humored way. He flirted enjoyably with other girls,
too, and was anything but as downcast as a jilted lover
ought to have been.

I used to watch Fthel Kirke’s face often, when she
thought she was unnoticed, in the gay rush of our little
gatherings, and I saw oftener than not that she was inde-
scribably wretched and uncertain about herself. I was of
the opinion that if her quondam lover had been more
teader and less at ease, she would scarcely have thought
of breaking her promise to Freddy Beverly ; but when
she began to discover that her power was lost, or at lenst
only shared equally with twenty other pretty girls, I be-
lieve that she awakened suddenly to a full consciousness
of the fact that it would be easier to risk losing all—even
the high stakes she had played for——than to lose the man
she loved with all the strength of her smooth, shallow,
selfish nature. She put forth all her energies to enthrall
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him ; she was gay, and sad, and rarely sweet, by turns ; she
even descended to court his attention by little graceful
efforts ; but, though she never seemed to lose ground, it
was plain enough that she never gained any. Now and
then she looked so desperately eager, despite her fine,
fair mask of tranquility, that I was absolutely sorry for
her.

Toward the end of the Summer I sent out cards for a
final croquet-party. Croquet was just becoming fashion-
able in those days, and all my young friends were croquet
enthusiasts ; 8o that the whole of the season the grounds
of all the adjoining villas had rung with the click of mallet
and balls, and the gay chatter of players. Accordingly,
as the weather was beginning to grow cool, I made up
my mind to send out my invitations before it was too late.

My little Llue-and-gold parlors were quite filledl when
the day arrived, and the players almost crowded my
small lawn. All my favorites were there, and among the
rest, of course, came Freddy Beverly. But the poor
fellow was not himself at all, it was evident. He was
listless and disturbed, and when he came, he made his way
straight to me instead of joining in the game. Captain
Blake had made his appearance early, with a graceful
American beauty who was creating quite a sensation in
society at the time. Miss Kirke had not yet arrived.

““Where is Ethel ?” I asked of my favorite, when he
had seated himself at my side, on the rustic bench I oc-
cupied.

“T have not seen her for several days,” he answered ;
““we have had a little quarrel, Miss Rosamunda.”

I had not the time to ask him how it had arisen or how
it had terminated, for just at that moment I caught sight
of the thin black dress with the pale amber stars on it, in
the passage across the lawn. The dress in question had
stopped for an instant near Captain Hector Bluke, as
Ethel Kirke spoke to him.

I had never in the course of all our acquaintance seen
her in such a mood as she was this day. The one slight
defect in her almost perfect loveliness was the faint lan.
guor or coldness of her manner ; but no one could have
complained of such a languor then. Her sometimes too
fair cheeks canght a soft, misty glow of scarlet ; her screne
eyes were brilliant beyond measure ; her low laugh rang
out clear and frequently. There was always a group
about her, but on thisoccasion the group was quite a little
crowd, who listened, half spellbound, to lLer light ba-
dinage and gay bons mots. She outshone every woman on
the grounds, and held her own ugainst the fairest of her
rivalsas I had never seen her do before, popular as her fuir
face necessarily made her.

Still Freddy Beverly kept awny. DBravely miserable as
he was, he was yet man enough to restrain himself and
hide his pain in his deep, true young heart. He knocked
the balls about with the rest of them, winning golden opin-
ions through his skill. He talked to the numerous pretty
girls cheerfully, and let them flirt a¢ him, as pretty girls
are apt to flirt, in a happy, innocent way, at or with
handsome, good-natured, eligible or even ineligible young
men.

Bat toward the close of the afternoon he drifted back to
me again, and after some desultory rambling we found
ourselves together in the conservatory, quietly ensconced
behind a wall of flowers and the giant cactus—the giant
cactus is my gardener’s botanical lion, and he gives it a
corner to itself—and half unintentionally we had slipped
into talking about his engagement to Ethel.

«T have found out my mistake at last,”” he said to me,
gadly. ¢‘She only deceived herself in imagining that she
loved me, 8o you see that the only thing for me to do is to
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DLUE-BEARD.

my God ! bow I am humbling myself! But it is you Ilove;
it is you whom I cannot lose and live. I have found out
now that money cannot buy what I once threw away for
money's sake.”

He stopped her here, sadly, it seemed, almost tenderly,
bat without a touch of anything like passionate warmth.

“Hush !” he said, kiudly. ¢ You must not say this,
Ethel ; honor will not let me listen. I thought you loved
this man, and were bappy. I never dreamed of this. We
could not bring back the old days if we would, and—for-
givo me for saying it, Ithel—you would only tire of it
again, as you did then. I know you too well to be vain
enough to think that I could satisfy you entirely. I did
not blame you—I say again—I did not blime you when
you told me that we had better forget the childish dream
and be worldly-wise, and I do not blame you for it now.
Perh.xps 1t is better as it is for us both—I know it is better
for you.”

Surely her pumshment was bitter enough then—surely
it was bitter enough to bear. She had cast her bread upon
the waters, and it had come back to her after many days—
salt with tears—salt with burning, bitter self-humiliation
and reproach. She had dragged her woman's pride in the
dust ; she had abased herself in the utter wretchedness of
despmr, clinging to the one wild, desperate stmw of hope,
and the end was this.

But it was all over at last, and the two were going away
to join the rest of the guests together; and just before
they went I hea.rd her stop at the door, with a soft, bitter
laugh,

‘“Look at my face,” she said ; ““does it look like the
face of a woman who has humilinted herself for nothing ?
Do yonu think I can act out tho lie of my life with éclat?”

I think he must have been somewhat tired of his posi-
tion, for he answered her coldly enough.

I think you can act any part you choose,” he said.

It was not until they were gone that I began to under-
stand exactly how my fellow-hearer must have suffered ;
but when I met his once sunny blue eyes, I felt keenly
that in this brief quarter of an hour a great shock had
come to him. The light had gone out of his face some-
how, and there was a new expression in its fine lines, But
he did not utter a word of comment upon what had passed.
His dream was over quite, and its end had been one bitter
enough, God knows ! _

“Let us go back to the rest,” he said, simply. And,
seeing it would be best. I took his proffered arm, and we
went.

* * * * * o o»

Two days after my little party, he called on me, and we
bad one of our long, friendly talks together, but, until he
was going away, he did not recur at all to his love-affair.
But, just before he bade me good-morning, he drew a small
box from his pooket, and handed it to me.

¢ Miss Rosamunda,” he said, his dear young face look-
ing a trifle pale, *“ when I bought this, I bought it for a
woman I loved, to wear. She gave it back to me last
night, and now, if you please, I should like a woman whom
Ilove to wear it still. Will you take it ?”

And he held out to me the ring I had helped him to
choose for Ethel Kirke—the ring that was all large, pure
pearls and sapphires,

My poor, altered Freddy! I held out my withered old
hand to him, and let him put it on, while the tears were
running down his face.

*Yes, my dear,” I said, “I will wear it for you until
you find & woman who is worthy of it ; only till then, my
dear. because, indeed—indeed, that time will come some
day.”
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He tried to smile, and did smile, in a half-sad fashion.

*I hank you,” he answered, “I hope it wil. Perhaps
it may, but I cannot think about that just yet, you know ;
and in the meantime I like to think the woman I honor
cares for me enough to wear the ring I once gave to the
woman I loved.”

And so I wore it, and in wearing it, I think, comfortedl
him a little ; and, though all this happened two or three
years ago, and I wear it still, I do not despair of the time
coming when I may take it off my old withered forefinger
and place it upon the fair young hand which is to hold my
favorite’s all through the long journey of life.

THE SECOND WIFE,
By ARTHUR MATTHISON,

suE lightly trips o’er tha garden path,
Her young heart quickly beats;

And the soft, fresh bloom of youthful life
From her rosy cheok retreats,

His children, not hers, await hor there;
His mother, not hers, she sees:

Will they smile a welcome, or coldly greet ?
Shall her young heart glow, or freeze?

Tho husband, silent, stands at the gate,
And with eager eyes looks on;

Bhall the fair young girl be loved, as onco
They loved the dear one, gone ?

Yos; the children run with flow'rets fair—
Ah, happy day ol her life!—

And the mother’s love-smile sweetly beams
On the welcomed second wife!

BLUE-BEARD.

It has more than once been asked what truth there is in
the story of Blue-Beard. More than onoe, also, the stranga
and loathsome story of Gilles de Laval, Sire de Raiz, Mar-
shal of France, and Lieutenant-General of Brittany, the
companion in arms of Joan of Arc, has been quoted with
the view of showing that bis evil doings gave rise to the
Blue-Beard legend. True enough, the chroniclers of the
time report that his long beard of swallow-tail form was
bluish-black in tint, and that the surname of Blue-Beard
was given him by the Bretons among whom he lived ; still,
not a single particular of his carcer tallies with the popu-
lar nursery story. He might be more rightfully compared
to the fabulous French Croquemitaine, for his victims
were not his wives—he had but one, Catherine de Thouars,
from whom he lived apart—but the children of the pess-
antry and townsfolk, who dwelt around his many castles,
whither the poor little innocents were attracted by promises
of presents. Once the drawbridge raised behind them,
they disappeared for ever from the outside world.

When Gilles was eventually brought to justice, after
having carried on his atrocious practices with impunity
for eight years, it was found impossible to compute the
number of his victims, for, aftor having strangled or de-
capitated them, he cansed the bodies to be burnt. On the
26th of October, 1440, the miscreant was hanged on the
pré de Biesse, just outside Nantes, and when his body had
been slightly scorched by a fire lighted under the gibbet,
it was placed in a coffin and conveyed to the church of the
Carmelites, where, with great pomp, were celebrated ¢ the
obsequies and funeral of most high, most powerful and
most redoubtable lord, Gilles de Laval, Sire of Raiz, in his



