JARL’S PAUGHTER.

BY MISB ¥, HODGBON, AUTHOR OF “KATHLEEN’S LOVE-STORY.”

Mges. PENrYTH was fond of company, that
was & well established fact, and another fact,
equally well established, was that no one was
better able to entertain people and make them
enjoy themselves than she was.

It seemed as though the handsome sea-side
villa, bright Penrydden, which was so charm-
ingly situated on the coast of Cornwall, must
have been built purposely for the nccommoda-
tion of guests, and those guests the favored oncs
of Mrs. Penryth. It was such a comfortable,
pleasant place, with its flowers, and gardens,

.and terraces. There was such a splendid view

of the country from one window, and such a
glorious look-out on the sea from another; the
grounds were so admirably suited for senti-
mental strolls, and the lawn so admirably
adapted to croquet.

Just now the establishment was pretty well
filled, to Mrs. Penryth’s great delight. There
were two lawyers, a doctor, and a soldier, one
widow, one matron, and iwo or three pretty
girls, The widow was just in an interesting
stage of mourning, and consequently a trifle
dangerous; the matron was as great a match-
maker as good old Mrs. Penryth herself; the
girls were all paired off with agreeable mas-
culines, and accordingly, in the second week,
every one pronounced themselves charmed.

Prominent among her sister belles shone
pretty Bessie Arbuthnot, the fairest, the most
charming, and Mrs. Penryth’s greatest favorite.

Whereas Belle, and Alice, and Maude, were
blondes, and Jennie and Kate were brunettes,
Bessie Arbuthnot was neither blonde nor bru-
nette, but far more dangerous than either.

There she sits in the open window, resting
bher folded hands on the wide sill, and lifting
her face to old Mr. Penryth, as he talks.to her.
Just the sort of girl to throw either blonde or
brunette into the shade. A fair, aristocratic-
looking face, with a beautiful mouth, whose
delicate upper-lip has just the least perceptible
hauteur in its curves, large, handsome brown
eyes, with a sweet look in them, and a great
deal of soft, brown hair. She was very girlish

- and very innocent-looking, but at the same
time there was plenty of style in her girlish
manner, and & touch of high-bred reserve in
her air, which was at «nce natural and graceful.

Mrs. Penryth was of the opinion that the
whole world could not produce another Bessie
Arbuthnot, and her good-natured old husband
quite agreed with her. They had known Bes-
sie ever since she was a young lady in short
dresses and French grammars, and from that
time upward had regarded it as their special
mission to adore her.

She had spent the whole of the summer with
them, and it had been a very happy one. Early
in the spring Mrs. Penryth’s health had been
a little frail, and Bessie had left London, and
come to take care of her. It bad been rather
quict at first, perhaps, after the gay end of
“the season;’’ but Bessie Arbuthnot made a
very charming, young, home-goddess, as she
nursed and petted her friend, and read the
papers, and poured out old Mr. Penryth's tea.
But April brought a visitor, who claimed to be
a friend.

#Capt. Marc Desbro,” his card said, and
Bessie smiled and blushed a little when Mrs.
Penryth handed it to her, and said she remem-
bered meeting the gentleman several times,
and that he had asked her permission to eall
upon her when business should carry him to
Cornwall.

And this had been the beginning of a very
interesting story. April had passed, and May
drawing to a close, when one evening, after a
long ride with Capt. Marc, pretty Bessie came
to her old friend in a very charming state of
blushing tremor, and. after a little fluttered
hesitation that was very pretty, held out her
fair hand with a ring on the engagement
finger, fultering out something about ¢« Mare,”
and ‘“Promises,”’ and “Christmas,’’ and ended
with more blushes, and a few such delicious
tears as I suppose most tender-hearted girls
shed when the great change comes over their
calm lives.

Dear old Mrs. Penryth had eried a little, too.
Not much, of course, but just a few affectionate
tears springing from her warm, old heart as
she kissed the girl, and fondled her, and hoped
she would be happy. ¢ Happy always, my
dear,” she said, in her sweet, kindly voice,
“and a good, good woman and wife.”

And now it was the beginniog of June, and
Capt. Marc had been to London and back half
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a dozen times, to pay his fair betrothed flying
visita; and here he was again with the rest of
the company, the handsomest man, the most
popular, and the best croquet-player of all the
party, and in her tender, fresh, young heart,
preity Bessie was adoring and making a hero
and a god of him.

As she sat at the open window, talking to
Mr. Penryth, she was thinking of Capt. Mare,
wondering' where he was. He had gone out
soon after breakfast, saying he was going on
the bay to fish, and would not be back until
evening, and he had not yet returned. She
was thinking of him always, it scemed to her:
and even now she could scarcely hear her
host’s voice as he chatted for her benefit.

“There!” he said, at last. ¢Look at that
girl, Bessie, my dear, and tell me if you ever
saw & handsomer model for a heroine!”

Bessie turned her eyes upon the beach with
her soft, ready smile, but it brightened inte
something of admiration, as she canght sight
of the figure to which he had called her atten-
tion.

Out in the sunlight upon the shining sand
a girl was standing, and from their place at
the window they could see her clearly. She
was tall, but poorly dressed, in the rough dress
of the fisherwomen, who were so plentiful on
that wild coast: but in spite of it, no one could
have looked at her without a sense of wonder-
ing admiration.

Her figure was perfect. The face, which she
shaded with one brown hand, as she gazed
out upon the sea, was like the face of some
Nubian queen in its dark-eyed, olive-skinned
beauty; her magnifieent unkempt hair hung
loose over her ragged, scarlet cloak, and the
sen-breeze blew it out like a black banner.
Still the oddly picturesque perfection seemed
a little out of place. Her ragged, half-savage
dress ehowed her to be no more than the rest
of the hard-worked, hard-faring const-women;
her slumbrous eyes had the stolid gaze theirs
had, and as she stood there, picturesque and
statue-like in the sunshine, she was nothing
more, with all her beauty, but a splendid, idle,
soulless creature, with a magnificent physique.

¢+ How handsome she is!” said Bessie. *“Who
is she, Mr. Penryth?”

*“One of the fishermen's daughters,” he an-
swered. ‘Poor girl! Her father is one of the
worst of 8 bad erew, and she has been brought
up in her mother’s steps, to wait on him and
row his boat, living as she can. By-the-way,
Aune,” turning to his wife, “‘have you spoken
to Jarl about that girl again?”’

Mrs. Penryth shook her head.

“Yes, but it is always the same story. He
can't spare her, and wouldn'’t, if he could. He
doesn’t want her made a fine lady of, he says.
I am afraid we shall be obliged to give it up,
Martin.”

*You see,” said the old gentleman, expla-
natorily to Bessie, ¢ Mrs. Penryth and I had &
little plan on band. We thought we could help
the girl to be more respectable by tuking charge
of her. She is too pretty to be left to herself;
but ber father is against us,”

“What a pity!” said Dessie, and then her
eyes went back to the shore again.

The girl was sauntering on slowly, some-
times burying her bare, arched feet in the
sand, and now and then stopping to shade her
face with her band and look out over the sea.
It seemed as if she was waiting for something,
and it proved she was, for at last a boat
rounded the point, and as it came in sight,
she hurried off to meet it.

There were two men in the boat Bessie could
see, but they were too far away to he easily
recognized, though one appeared to be tall and
well-dressed, and was evidently a gentleman.
She watcbed them idly as they rowed in, and
then the tall one jumped out and raised his
hat to the girl as she reached them. They
seemed to excbange a few words, for they
stood together several minutes, the man gal-
lant and graceful, the girl looking a little
abashed and nwkward as be spoke. Then she
got into the boat, taking the oars he had left,
and as they rowed off he touched his hat again
with a careless ease, and turned away.

«It looks a littie like Marc—Capt. Desbro,”
said Bessie, blushing faintly at her uncounscious
mistake.

0ld Mr. Penryth bent forward.

< It does look like him, to be sure,” he said,
and then a curious, anxious cloud fell on his
good-natured face. ‘It is Mare,” he added.

And so it was. In a few moments he was
nenr enough to allow of their seeing him quite
plainly, as he strode slowly toward the house,
and entered the wide, iron gates.

Bessie was still at the window when he came
into the reom, and, of course, their eyes met
first, as lovers’ eyes always do. Heqrs were
very bright, and eoft, and tender; and there

-was a pretty sort of gladness in their brown

depths; but, strange to say, his were a little
troubled, or conseicus, as it were, and a faint,
scarcely perceptible flush rose to his face as
he came forward.

But if anything had annoyed him, it loat its
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power as he took his seat by her side. He
began to tell her about his fishing-excursion,
laughing at his awkwardness, or ill-luck, for
his spoils had not paid for his labor.

1 should have enjoyed myself more at
home with yow,”” he suid, dropping his voice
in his favorite fashion as he spoke.

‘It wasn't worth the trouble?’ And Bessie
blushed softly, and taking up her mneglected
netting, began to work again.

«I saw you land,” she said, at last. ¢ Mr.
Penryth and I were watching Jarl’s daughter,
and we saw ber go to meet the boat. How
beautiful she is! Don’t you think so?’’

“Yes,” said Capt. Murc, catching her dainty
work lightly, and prisoning the pretty fingers
in its meshes. ¢ But how do you suppose I
can have eyes for Jarl’s daughter?”

But careless as the action was, it might
almost have had a motive, and careiess as the
graceful reply sounded, his handsome face bad
flushed slightly as he spoke.

He was not quite at ease that evening, it
seemed. However unaccountable his restless-
ness was, he was certainly restless. Bessic
could not help noticing it as she watched him,
and she told him so with a very ebarming in-
terestedness.

I am tired,” he said, smiling down at ber
in the tender, yet half-unconscious way that
always set her heart beating. * The fishing
was 100 much for me.”

They were out on the lawn, then, taking a
tarn at croquet, and his usual skill seemed to
bave quite deserted him. After a few terribly
unfortunate hits, by whioch bhe roused the in-
dignation of his partners, he flung his mallet
-away and gave up his place; and when, in the
oourse of a quarter of an bour, Bessie turned
to the seat on which he had been lounging, she
found he was gone.

Of course, she did not like it. A pretty girl,
with an engagement-ring on her finger, na-
turally does not feel flattered at the thought
that, after a day’s absence, her lover ean feel
bappy anywhere but in her presemce. ¢ He
might have stayed,” she said, inwardly, but
that was all; though it must be confessed she
devoted her attention to her companion in the
game, & trifile more exclusively than she would
have done if she had not felt slightly piqued.

«T don’t see Capt. Desbro,” she said, oare-
lessly, to the gentleman, at last.

Noel Craigmiles looked down at her sweet
face adoringly, as he always did, for Desbro’s
good luck had been his misfortune, and Bessie
Arbuthnot was the grand passion of his life..

Her most careless tone had & meaning to bim,
and just now he had been inwardly calling his
rival a presuamptuons fool to lose & moment he
might have lived by her side.

*I saw cne of the servants come and speak
to him, and he left the grounds,” he said: « A
matter of business, I suppose.”

Beesie did not make any reply. She had a
sensitive horror of appearing to exhibit her
claims, 8o she finished her game with the most
graceful sang froid in the world.

Capt. Marc' did not make his appearance at
all that evening until supper-time; but then
he made up for lost opportunities during the
moonlight fete-a-tete he enjoyed with Miss
Arbuthnot promenading the stone terrace.

Every one acknowledged him to be a farci-
nating man, but no one had ever felt the power
of his fascinations as pretty, warm-hearred
Bessie did. His tender words and tender ways
made him a hero in her innocent eyes, and she
looked up to him as adoringly and trustingly
as none but such girls oan look up to a man.
Knowing eo little of the world, she never
dreamed of thinking that, perhaps, he had
called other women the same sweet-sounding
names that made her heart beat so swiftly,
and that, perhaps, other lips than hers had
trembled under his kisses. As for him, he
was a8 much in love as it was possible for a
man of his nature to be. SBuch men usually
end their indifferent lives by winning. just
such sweet women as other men would have
died for—it is the way of the world—and Bes-
sie Arbuthnot was pretty and stylish, and
suited his fastidiousness as few other girls
would have done.

He kissed her at the door before he let her
go and held her hand a moment caressingly.

s Good-night, darling!”’ he whiepered. And
in the fashion of men of his kind, he threw a
tender truth inte the words which made them
beautiful; and Beesie carried them in her heart,
and dreamed of them, but never dreamed that
the lips that uttered them would break her fair
faith in the world forever.

It was almost a week after this that she saw
Jarl’s daughter again. Cleo the girl’s name
was, or more properly Cleopatra, as one of her
father’s patrons had named her for the sake
of her dark eyes. A grand-sounding name it
was, but the first pnn.of it had clung to her,
perhaps, because no commoner one seemed
suited to her.

Among other amusements, a boating-excur-

.sion had been made up, and Jarl’s boat was

engaged, and as Besasie stepped into it with
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Desbro, she saw the.girl sitting at the prow, : bred, high-spirited girls cver are, and though

her statuesque face turned seaward, and her
grand, sombre eyes dropped gloomily upon the
waves.

Her dress was o little neater than it had
been before, and her hair was folded crown-
like, in & wonder of a coil, across her head,
but her slender, arched feet were bare, and
the scarlet cloak fulling back, showed her
beautiful brown arm, rounded and perfect as
the arms of some Greek model.

She raised her head quickly when Capt.
Mare spoke to her, and the red blood-flamed
across her handsome face, as if she 'was
startled, or angry; but the next moment she
turned away again, and sat silent, idly trailing
her hand through the water.

Bessie watched her with a sort of interest in
her picturesque perfection, and prompted by
a kindiy girlish curiosity tried to talk to her,
but it was of no avail. She could elicit no-
thing but monosyliables, and those given with
a sort of reluctant ungraciousness. But during
the whole of the trip to their destination, she
could not help noticing that whenever. she
turned suddenly, she found the great, bril-
liant eyes fixed upon her with a curious, pas-
sionate scrutiny, and as soon as the girl per-
ceived herself noticed, her gaze was withdrawn

It would have been scarcely possible te find
two girls so startlingly unlike as these two
were. The one with her pretty, proud face,
her dainty dress, and her delicate hands, the
other with her dark-eyed, olive-skinned beauty
and uncultured splendor.

Capt. Mare, leaning back in his seat, holding
Bessie Arbuthnot’s dainty lace-covered para-
sol, and listening to her sweet, pure-toned
voice, looked from one face to the other, from
the dark to the fair, and oddly enough seemed
to forget himself, and was not quite coherent.
Indeed, he became so absent at length, that
Bessie stopped and looked up at him in a little
astonishment. Perhaps the glance was inop-
portune, for she saw that his attention was
fixed on the figure at the prow, and Jarl's
daughter, sitting as before, with her statuesquc
head tarned seaward, showed a flame of velvet-
scarlet on her dark cheek, and a strange glow
in her handsome eyes.

Under some ecircumstances Bessie would
have smiled the soft, ready smile, and spoken
again, but something in the girl’s expression
made her pause abruptly. The vague admi-
ration in his eyes, the touch of warmth half-
startled her. .

Bessie was a proud girl, proud as such high-

she did not dream for an instant that the bean-
tiful, barbarous oreature might prove a rival,
a faint coldness showed itself in her manner
when she finished what she had been saying.

It was a gay party that landed among the
rocks. Even Capt. Marc lost hig absent-
mindedness, and hovered round his fair be-
trothed with his usual debonnair air of pro-
prietorship.

In spite of Alice, and Maud, and Grace, half
Mrs. Penryth’s masculine guests would have
given their good-loocking heads to bend over
Bessie Arbuthnot as Desbro bent over. her,
and receive the sweet emiles that came so
readily when he spoke. But Fate is Fate, and
the emerald ring on the slim, white finger
had dashed many bright hopes to the ground;
so the quandom adorers philesophically at-
tached themselves to the pretty girls, who
were not averse to listening to their soft
nothings, and only mow and then apostro-
phized Capt. Marc as *‘a lucky fellow!” DBut
there was one man who did not find bis fate
80 easy to bear, and whom no Alice.or Maud
could ever have consoled for the less of the
woman he coveted. That man was Noel Craig-
miles.

He was not Bessie’s ideal—never had been,
never could be, but ho was a very loyal, honest
young man, and very much in love with her.
From his eighteenth year he had adored Bessie
Arbuthnot, and at twenty-five he was adoring
her still, even while she wore Marc Desbro’s
ring on ber finger, and Marc Desbro’s kisses
on her lips. He was very much in love, [ zay,
and he was content to talk to her when Nare
was away, and wait on her, and pick up her -
handkerchief.

He had not much occupation in that line this
evening, for the captain was even more lover-
like than usual. So, when dinner was oyer. he
wandered away from the rest, and took refuge
among & group of rocks, where there was a
fine view of the Point, and he could be alone
with his half-bitter dreams.

Hea was leaning against a great, gray stone,
segar in hand, watching the sea, and feeling a
little eore against the world generally, when
he was roused from his reverie by a touch
upon his arm, and turning round sharply, he
was surprised to see the girl Cleo standing at
his side.

Her eyes were glowing restlessly, and her
whole face was full of a sort of suppressed
passionate resentfulness, which contrasted
strangely with her sullen awkwardness as



212

JARL'S DAUGHTER.

she spoke to him It seemed as though some
fievce impulse moved her.

«1 suppose I hain’t got no right to ask
questions of gentlefolks like you!” she said,
roughly enough, but still without the odd
Cornish burr in her speech. “I thought,
maybe, you'd answer me, if any one would.
You don’t look as grand ns the rest.”

Noel smiled in spite of his astonishment.

*What do you wish to know ?”’ he asked.

« About her!” motioning with her head over
her shoulder to where Bessie stood, chatting
to Marc Desbro and writing on the sand with
her dainty parasol. - :

Following her motion, Noel saw this, and
turning back to the girl’s face in & curious sar-
prise, he noticed that she had caught her
breath sharply, and was twisting her fingers in
an odd, unconscious way, round a piece of
shabby, black ribbon that hung from her
shapely neck. He could not help observing
this ribbon, for its end was concealed in her
bosom, and the fierceness in her clinging fingers
expressed itself so plainly.

“Well?” he said.

«I thought, maybe, she might want some one
to wait on her—a—a sort of servant.'”” S8he
was twisting the ribbon round and round ner-
vously, and speaking in a confused faltering.
I thought, maybe, she—she’d take me. I'm
tired of doing a man’s work, and living a dog’s
life. I'd like to go with her; she’s pretty and
rich, and I've hearl say, kind enough.”

“I am sorry I don’t know,” said Noel. *“You
had better ask her yourself. Or, probably, Mrs,
Penryth might do something for you.”

There was a pause, and then she spoke again.

«She’ll need a servant when she’s married,”’
she said, the words coming slowly. ¢ My father
told me she was going to be married soon. Do
you think she is?”

There was something so strange in her
manner that Noel found himself staring at her.
Her slow, handsome face had an odd, repressed
excitement in it, and her hand had wound
itself so tightly in the narrow ribbon, that it
seemed ns if it would cut the flesh. He was
not used to mystery, and this savored so
strongly of the mysterious, that he could only
stare at her in blank amazement.

For a moment she met his glance stolidly,
then her eyes fell, and her nervous, uncon-

_scious fingers twisted the slender silk so tightly,
that even as he gazed at her it snapped and
broke, and as it parted, something slipped from
it and rolled against the rock with a tinkling
sound.

He saw it fall, and saw her spring to reach
it, and then, strangely enough, her excitement
seemed L0 communicate itself to him, for at the
first sight of it his face flushed hotly, and he
sprang toward her, catching her arm as she
took the trinket from the sand.

““Show it to me!” he demanded, almost
fiercely; and as he spoke, his grasp upon her
had more roughness in it than he had ever
dreamed he could have used toward any woman.

«“8how it to me, I say!” he repeated.

But she held it fast, and stood there panting,
with her hand clenched agninst her breast.

He loosened his hold a little, and spoke to
her sternly.

“] saw it as it fell,” he said. ¢I know
whose face it holds. I have seen it in Marc
Desbro's hand a hundred times.”

She did not oppose him & moment more. She
Inid the false, handsome-faced picture in his
hand, and slipped away from him with a low,
frightened cry, the red on her cheeks turning
to white, the white to red again, as she leaned
against the rock, trembling from bead to foot.

“Don’t tell on me!” she almost gasped.
“You've found me out, but don't tell on
me. Father would kill me. It won’t do any
harm to let me know. Is she going to marry—
him?”

«“Wait a minute,” said Noel, struck to the
core of his heart. ¢I saw a man and a woman
walking in the moonlight last night. I saw
them the night before, and the night before
that. Who was it?”’

«It was us,” she said, shivering. “Me and
him. He's a fine gentleman, and I'm like dirt
under his feet, you know; bnt he says be loves
me and I'm pretty. I'm named for a queen,
he told me; and he says the name suits me.”

She was trembling, and reddening, and pale-
ing——shaking as if in a’vague terror of what
she had told him.

Honest Noel stood up and stared at her
blankly, and then, in his recognition of the
truth, a rough word slipped out of his mouth.

“@ood heavens!” he said, ¢what a villain
he is! Listen here,”” he went on. ¢ Take my
advice, my girl, and go home, and keep out of
his way.”

He stopped and stretched out his hand in-
stinctively, she had turned so coldly white.
But she drew back, and leaned against the
rock. motioning him away.

«“He's been lying to one of us,”” she said,
with a sudden strange steadiness. ¢ Whe's he
been lying to? Is he going to marry her?”

«Ile has been lying to both of you,” eaid
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Noel, with blazing eyes; ¢but he is going to
marry Miss Arbuthnot,”

‘“How long has it been settled?” said the;
girl, through her white teeth.

¢«Three months.”

There was a long silence, in which Jarl's
daughter stood braced, with her hands behind
ber, against the rock, her face stony and paltid
in fierce resistlessness. She moved at last, and
turned round to him, folding her cloak around
her.

“Well,” she said, stolidly, “I'll go now. I
might as well; I know all X came for. Idaresay
you’ll tell; if you want to tell. I shan’t ask
you to keep quiet; but I'd better be dead than
alive, when father knows. T1'd better be dead.
He’d tramp me under his feet this minute.”

“Wait,” said Ncel, in a horror-stricken
whisper. ¢ What are you talking dbout? I—
Do you mean the—the worst?”

She had been trying to brave it out when she
last spoke, but his sudden horror, as the whole
shameful truth dawned upon him, broke her
hardihood down, and she struck her clenched
hand upon the rock with a low, fierce cry, her
face scarlet.

«“The worst!” she panted. ¢ His dogs know
more than I do—his dogs are treated better.
I'm handsomer, maybe—that’s all; but it is
the worst, even to such as me.”

Noel fairly groaned. Thinking of pretty,
innocent Bessie, his very heart sickened. It
was such a horrible blow to bim, so unlooked
for! Even if he had not trusted Marc Desbro
wholly, he would never have dreamed of this.
But as he looked at the girl’s blanched, defiant
face, the recollection of many circumstances
he had barely noticed at the time of their occur-
rence, came back to him, and with torturing
distinctness.

The first day he had seen Desbro he had

- come upon him on the beach as, spy-glass to
his eyes, he watched a little boat coming shore-
ward slowly with a woman at-the oars.

He bad not known him then as one of his
fellow-guests, and had not noticed the woman's
face as she sprang out. - Women who rowed,
and fished, and did men’s work, were plentiful
enough at Penrydden, and he did not give her
a second thought. He had not understood the
fishing excursions that kept Miss Arbuthnot’s
lover on the bay through the long summer days,
though he often wondered at them. Poor Noel!
he had blamed his rival as a careless wooer,
but he had been too generous ever to accuse
him of even the disposition to #rong his sweet
betrothed. ¢ He’s alucky fellow, confound it!”

he had sighed sometimes, ¢but he suits her
better than I should have done, I suppose!”
And he had felt a good-natured sort of rever-
ence for the man who had been so much more
fortunate than himself, and who seemed to
bear his good fortune 8o easily and gracefully.

In some men’s minds there would have been
a faint sense of triumph in a rival's unworthi-
ness. Not 8o with poor, honest Noel. There
was only one feeling in his heart, a feeling
which was a struggling combination of horror,
indignation, and pitying grief. Pity for inno-
cent, brown-eyed Bessie, indignation and dis-
gust for the systematic treachery which the
man who professed to love her had displayed.
What could he say to this passionate-faced,
fierce-eyed young creature, who stood before

him, defying her terror and shame with a dog-

ged resolution that might have grown out of
her savage life. He watched her for a silent
moment, and then, unavoidably, a question
leaped out.

“What are you going to do?”’

Bhe turned her handsome eyes slowly upon
bim, as if she had never thought of the future,
and then a strange shadow settled on them as
her face turned seaward again. 8he did not
say & word, but the slow motion made Noel
shudder, he scarcely knew why.

The very next moment she flamed up again
with a burning, angry oolor, as the sound of
gny voices floated across the sands.

“They’re calling for you,” she said, bitterly.
¢That’s her voice now. It minds me of a ring-
ing of bells. I'm going back to my place.”
And without another word, she turned off
and walked away in the sunshine, with her
statuesque head erect as the head of some
savage queen.

It was some time before Noel could calm him-
self sufiiciently to face the group that was
advancing toward him.

It was Bessie Arbuthnot who first steadied
him with the sound of her sweet voice.
““We want you, Mr. Craigmiles.
going to show us-a wonder of a cave.

have you been hiding yourself?”

¢“He has been sentimentalizing with the
young Egyptian person, Miss Arbuthnot,” put
in gay Lance Armour. I saw him a few
minutes ago.”

“With whom?” asked Bessie, in innocent
surprise.

“With Jarl’s daughter,” said Noel, quietly.
«But not sentimentalizing, I can assure you.
S8he has been telling me a story.”

He could not help this slight thrust at the

Jarl is
Where
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courtly, treacherous face smiling at Bessie’s
side; and it told, for Marc Desbro's eye turned
upon him with a quick, questioning flash, and
his clear skin flushed an angry, restiess red.

«Craigmiles’ chivairy is of the inflammable
sort,” he put in, with a faint sneer in his voice.
“But what about the cave? The rest are wait-
ing for us.”

He drew the small, exquisitely-gloved hand
more firmly through his arm as he spoke, and
bis half-sneer ended with a touch’ of triumph.
The game was in his hands for the present, at
least, and he thonght he could play it out.

He did not telease the hand when they
reached the cave; he held it in his as Jarl
piloted them through the darkness, and once
Noel saw him raise it carelessly to hia lips in the
graceful fashion that was natural to him. The
touch of carclessness that sometimes showed
itself was lost in & mood even more fascinating
than usual. Always brilliant and a favorite,
this evening he exerted himself to perfection,
and pretty Bessie cawc back to the shore with
a soft tint of happy rose on her cheek, and a
tender brightness in ber brown eyes.

They were somewhat in advange of the
remainder of the party when they returned to
the boats, and glancing up, Bessie saw the girl
Cleo seated silently in her old place, just as
she had been seated before, her strange, hand-
some face turned seaward, a sovt of steady calm
making her seem almost weird in her quiet,
She did not move even when they took their
seats, laughing and chattering: and it was not
until Bessie had spoken to her that she appeared
to know that they were near her.

«I am afraid you are tired of waiting,” said
Bessie'ssweet, cultivated voice. The girl turned
toward them, and Bessie alinost started.

The rich, olive-tinted skin had fuded to a
dead, rigid palor, the sombre eyes were steadily
expressionless, while the fuce was a stony
blank.

““How pale you are,” said Bessie, gently.
“You look as if you were ill. Pray have
my seat, and let this gentleman take your
oars.”

*No,” she said, briefly. “I am quite well,
at least I am used to it; and it did not
matter,” and without another word she averted
her face again. She held her place, just with
the same defiant immobility until they reached
home, rowing steadily without & word or look
at them. .

The sun was dipping redly into the waves
when they arrived at their journey’s end, and
as the girl drew her boat in, Noel Craigmiles

”

saw . Desbro bend over her on pretemce of
assisting her to secure it, and speak to her.
There were only a few words said, and then
the dark face was lifted, darker than ever with
uncontrolled passion and bitterness.

“You'd better go,”’ she said, fiercely.
can do the work—she's waiting for you.”

There was a very pretty glow in Miss Arbuth-
not’s delicate face that evening. Perbags, now
and then, of late, it had occuryed to hexr that
this handsome hero of hers was a thought
abstracted, or preoccupied, though she bad
not atterpted to account for it, But this day
had been such a happy one, that pgven these
faint shadows were forgotten, Capt. Mare
hovered around her with the tenderest of
faces—waa se lover-like, indeed, that Mrs.
Penryth, smiling. spftly to herself, begar 1o
romance over the days to eome on an unlimited
scale, and mentally arranged such a wedding
as Penrydden had never heard of. .

She was seated. in her comfortable easy-
chair, alternately knitting and casting benign
glauces at a group round the bagatelle-table,
when she was somewhat surprised by the touch
of a hand lald gently upon her arm, and turc-
ing her head, she met the grave, troubled face
of her husband.

s“Anne,” he said, in a low voice, «“if you
can leave the room without attracting atten-
tion, I should like you to come into the library,
wy dear.” o

All the old lady’s visions faded intorastonish-
ment. A love of the mysgterious had never been
one of the weaknesses of her better-half, and
his serious face startled her: so, holding her
knitting in her hand, she followed him quietly
at once.

The hpll apd stair-case were lighted bril-
liantly, but the library was in darkness, and
entering the open door, she dimly saw her hus-
band sianding at the table, evidently watching
the moonlit grounds intently.

«“Why, Martin!” she begpn, when he turned
upon her, and stopped her.

“My dear,” he said, ¢ copre to the window.”

The tone of his voice excited her strangely,
and she laid her hand upon his shoulder,
anxiously asking him what was the matter.

“I want you to convince me that my eyes
are not deceiving me,”” he answered. ¢ Near
the elm-trees there is a woman standing in »
strip of moonlight—who is it?”

The moon had lighted the grounds perfectly,
and one glance showed Mis. Penryth a figure
wearing a scarlet cloak, and leaning against
a tree.

ol
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«¢It is Jarl’s daughter!’ she exclaimed, sur-
prisedly. ¢ Whnt can ehe be waiting for!”

«“8ay ‘whois she waiting for?"”” was his reply.
“She was there last night; she was there the
night before. I have been watching her for
nearly & month.”

«Martin,” shebegan.fnltermgly “Surely—
surely—-" '

He interrupted her again. .

“I have been watching her for weeks,”” he
said. ¢«There is a man in the house who is a
patron of her father’s. Three weeks ago I
met the girl with him on the heach, and emce
then I have watched them constantly. I bave
secn them together a dozen times since. Last
night I saw them part at that very tree, and
he kissed her. Can you guess the man’s
name?”

“ Martin—" in the same faltering toue,
¢“you said ‘a patron of Jarl’s’—mnot Marc
Desbro, Martin, for my pretty Bessie’s sake.
Bay it is not Mare Desbro!” -

His reply came upon her like a blow.

“1t is Maro. Desbro,”’

If the story had been painful to Noel Craig-
mileg, it was terrible to the .affectionate,
motherly woman to whom Bessie Arbuthnot
was nlmost. the dearest creature on ¢arth.

*1 cannot believe it!"’ she broke forth. I
canunot, cannot believe it! There must be some
mistake.” ‘ .

He pointed to the silent igure in the moon-
light, and as he- pointed, another form sud-
denly showed itself orossing the lawn, and at
the first sight of it Mrs. Penryth broke-into an
exclamation.

“Am I right?” asked her hushand.
you recognize him?”

The game of bugatelle way over when the
host and hostess returned to the parlor, and
Bessie was standing at the head of the table,
chatting merrily as she idly knocked the balls
about with ber cue. Some croquet enthnsiast
had been proposing a moonlight game, and
they were discussing it. As the door opened,
L.ance Armour, who was industriously flirting
with three of the prettiest girls at once, turned
suddenly round.

““Where is Desbro?” he exclaimed. “We
want him, you know. Crsigmiles, 1 thought
I saw him talking to you a few minutes ago.”

Bessie raised ber eyes in a faint surprise.
A few minutes before he had certainly spoken
to her, and she had imagined him still in the
room.

«“He was here & moment since,” she said.
smiling. ¢I did not see him leave the room

«“Do

by the door. He must have vanished into thin
air.”

«“He did not pass out through the door,”
said Mrs. Bayless, an interesting widow. I
saw him look at his watch, and step out of the
low window behind you. Probably he had an
engagement.”” (The interesting widow had a
little womanish spite against Miss Arbuthnot,
and liked to “thaw her a little,”” as she put
it.

}mt secare in the recollection of her after-
noon, Bessie laid down her cue, smiling.

«Then we must play without him,”” she said.
+*Who is ready?”

They were all ready, they said, and so the
players departed in couples, one or two of the
most coquettishly inclined young ladies knot-
ting bewitching little webs of lace handker-
chiefs under their pretty chins. in a style
which was, to say the least of it, tantalizing
in the extreme.

The night was beautiful, and the croquet-
players enthusiastic, so, in the excitement of
the game, Capt. Marc was forgotten by all for
the time being. But when the final victorious
stroke was made, and most of the party had
returned to the.parlors once more, Bessic, as
she sauntered through the deserted grounds
with Noel Craigmiles, found herself wondering
faintly at her lover’s absence.

They had been talking gayly as they pro-
menaded, but at last a silence had fallen
upon them almost unconsciously. DPerhaps
the thoughts of both had wandered in the
same track, but Craigmiles was thinking of
the davk, defient eyes, in their fierce bitter-
ness, while Bessie remembered only the echo
of the tender promise she had renewed that
happy evening on the sunlit, dancing sea.

Neither had spoken for some moments, when
turning into & shaded avenue, Bessie suddenly
stopped, holding her escort back.

¢ thought I heard voices.” she said, laugh-
ing a little. “I was sure I heard some one
speaking among the trees,” she added. reti-
cent of saying how quickly she had recognized
one voice at least.

But the next moment her laugh died away,
and she looked up at Noel's pale face with a
sudden questioning glance, for the voice had
raised itself, and came to them with terrible
distinctness from the next path.

It is unpossible. You know I could not
risk leaving her, without notice, Cleo. Be
reasonable, for heaven’s sake! You have not
even told me what yen want me for ”

One terrible, breathless moment, and then
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Noel Craigmiles’ heart grew horribly cold as
he realized his position. The voice was Mare
Desbro’s, and the girl who loved him, and was
his promised wite, had recognized it. Bessie
stood silent, not moving, only holding to his
arm with a strength cf which he could not
have believed her slender fingers capable. In
& moment, another voice came to them, even
clearer and more distinct in its hurried pas-
sion than the first had been.

¢*“What did I want you for?”" flinging the
words out with a sound that rung on the still
might air. «“What did yon want me for? Why
didn’t you leave me alone? T could have
dragged out my life like the rest of 'em.” She
was fairly panting and gasping. “You called
me a queen, then—a queen! I'm less than the
dead leaves you tramp on now. I found out
to-day—you are going to marry her. I amto
be scorned and shunned when she’s your wife.
There—that’s what I want you for!”

Noel glanced down at the delicate face on
which the moonlight struck whitely—it was
icily, coldly calm, and immobile as marble.
Bessie was looking at’ the pretty hand that
lay upon his arm, and he felt she only =aw
the great, sparkling emerald on the slender
fore-finger—the engagement-ring—but she was
listening steadily.

The girl went on, a sudden wild change
breaking her passion into terrified despair,
and it secmed as though she was wringing
her hands,

“You said T was handsomer than her—so I
am. I know I am, but I never eared until you
told me so. Don’t send we awny * The
sound of her voice told that ghe had slipped to
the earth, and lay groveling at his feet. «Let
me go with you—let me follow you—.let me be
your servant—I'm used to it. If she’s your
wife, I'll be her servant, too. I only want to
be near you.”

¢ Listen to me,” said Desbro’s voice. ¢Cleo,
get up. I have been a mad fool, and T must
put a stop to this.”

To Craigmiles it was a terrible five minutes
that followed, ns he waited, held, against his
will, by the relentless, girlish hand. It was
evident that Dessie meant to spare herself
nothing, and so she remained, until she had
heard the truth to its shameful, bitter end.

For three months this man had deliberately
deceived and insulted her in the face of her
trust and love; and now icily and steadily she
listened, for she was hearing the solution of
the neglect her tender, girlish heart had so
readily forgiven. The blow was a terrible

one; her belief in the world, that had seeme\
go fair, was crushed and broken forever and
ever: but it was not a blow that would kill
her. She was too proud and high-bred to be
blighted by the stereotyped broken heart. She
would live over it. She could never bhelieve,
as she had believed an hour ago: never trust
as rhe had trusted; never drecam as she had
dreamed; but she would live; and face life
bravely, nevertheless.

At last the voices eensed.

“@o back quietly, like a good girl,” Mare
Desbro had said, ‘‘and I will come to you to-
morrow.”” Aund they had seen the girl pass
the end of the avenue with an excited swift-
ness; and after A moment’s waiting, Desbro’s
feet gounded on the gravel-walk, and Bessie,
loosening her grasp on Craigmiles arm, spoke
to him for the first time.

“May I ask a favor from you?” she wid, in
o clear, quick voice. I think you are my
friend—if I have a friend in the world,’”” with
faint bitterress.

*“What can I do for you?” he asked, trying
to speak quietly. ‘

“I wish to meet Capt. Desbro as he comes
up the avenue. Will you walk with me toward
bim, and stay with me until I bave spoken a
dozen words to him P’

She was pale to the lips.
with an inclination of his head.

The advancing feet were coming to the turn
in the path now, and a few'steps, a very few,
brought them face to face in the fair moon-
light with Mare Desbro.

Something very like an oath broke from the
gallant éaptain’s lips at his first glance at the
fair, haughty face of his Nemesis, aud for a
breath’s space there was a dead silence. Then
the cmerald ring was slipped from Miss
Arbuthnot’s finger, and the white hand ex-
tended without a tremor.

“You will understand me, Capt. Desbro.”
she said, with icy distinctness. ¢ Let me
thank you for opening my eyes to my humi-
liation, however unconseiously. You have in-
sulted me, but I have never given you the
right to despise me. Goed-evening."”

And before he had time to utter a word, he
was standing alone, holding the emerald in
his palm, staring ot it in blind, impotent rage.

Until they reached the house, Noel did not
even dare to look at his companion; but when
the light of the great hall lamp fell upon her
face, her deathly paleness was something ter-
rible to seo, and he spoke in spite of himself,

“Let me go to Mrs. Penryth,” he said. I

He acquiesced
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am afraid this has been too much for you,
Miss Arbuthnot.”

Her hand went to her side with an uncon-
sciousness that said worlds, but her eyes met
his glance freer from tears than his own.

“No; thank you,” she answered. I should
rather be alone. If Mrs. Penryth asks for me,
pray tell her I am unwell, and shall not come
down stairs again. Good-night.”’

He watched her as she crossed the hall with
8 vague, stricken wonder as to how all this
would end; he watched her as she passed up
the stair-case, untii he could sce her nolonger,
and then he walked back to the open hall-door
and cut on to the long veranda.

Even in the few minutes since their walk
from the avenue, a great, dull cloud had swept
up from the sea and darkened the moonlight,
and as he stepped out into the air, a low, sullen
moan crept over the waste of shore.

He stood there a moment listening to it, and
then turned restlessly into the Louse again.

« It sounds like a banshee,” he said. “We
shall have a storm to-night.”

As she entered her chamber, the same sound
had grected Bessie Arbuthnot, but to her it
boded nothing. As she locked the door, she
was thinking only of one thing, looking one
truth sternly and steadily in the fance. All
was over! All was over! That was what she
said to herself again and again. She said it
as she lighted a taper and opened her desk;
she #aid it as she took her once precious let-
ters out and Iaid them together.

Her faco burnt like flame when she touched
them. She wanted to be free of them and her
humiliation. How he had insulted her—she a
lady, and proud as the proudest in the land!
How he had dragged her in the dust and tram-
pled upon her heart! 8he was wild with ehame
and humiliation now, but she felt as if the first
fierce sting over she should turn to ice.

She made the letters into a package, laid
them away in her desk, and shut thelid. Then
she went ta the open window and knelt down.

She knelt there for an hour, for two Lours,
watching the heavy clouds roll up, and listen-
ing to the rising wind as it moaned across the
sand. Bhe hardly knew how the time passed.
Afterward, when all was over, she often won-
dered if some terrible change had not come
upon her, forcing her innocent, happy girl-
hood far behind, as she knelt there, glancing
now and then at the clenched, white hand, on
which the jeweled ring had so lately shone.

It required an effort to enter the breakfast-
parlor calmly the ncxt morning. In the long

hours Bessie had lnin awnke listening to the
raging storm that lashed the waves upon the
bench; she had felt an excited fear of the
ordeal, and as she dressed before the mirror,
she wondered that there was so little change
in her fair face. 1t was calm enough, as calm
as it had ever been, but for the faint touch of
o new expression that, perhaps, made it scem
a thought colder.

Her color heightened a little as she opened
the breakfast-room door, for Mare Desbro was
standing at the window, and at the sound of
her entrance turned quickly. He was pale as
death, and there was a look in his eyes, which
was almost like horror.

*¢Oh, Miss Arbuthnot!” exclaimed the pretty
widow, excitedly. :

+0Oh, Bossie, my dear!” broke in Mrs.
Penryth, with a colorless face, and then, with
a new feeling, the girl noticed awe-stricken
countenances all around her, and stopped.

¢“There has been a terrible accident,” eaid

old Mr. Penryth, his voice sounding almost

sternly. *That daughter of Jarl’'s—you know
her, Bessie—they found her on the beach this
morning, poor girl "

s*Not—not dead?” DBessie interrupted, in a
sharp whisper. -

It seemed as if he dared not answer her, or
could not, and Noei Craigmiles took up the
story, his eyes bent npon the floor.

“There was a stotin last night,” he spoke in
a low voice, *‘and the girl was scen to round
tie Point, on her way lome, at a late hour.
It is supposed she had been out secretly, for
she was alone, and the storin must have over-
taken her. The boat was swamped, and her
body came ashore with the tide.”

And so it was. Fate had ended thedramaata
stroke, and in one of her good old friends’ roows,
tho beautiful, wronged creature lay dead.

A few hours later Bessic went into the dark-
ened chamber. The coarse, rough dress had
heen changed for a pretty, girlish wrapper;
the splendid hair fell loose upon the white
pillow; the hands were folded in the old, old
fashion, upon her stilled heart. But the dark,
handsome face was steady, even then, in its
old statuesque fixedness of passionate despair.

There was only one thing to be done, Bessie
felt, when she closed the door, and left the dead
girl to the stillness. She recalled the letters
up stairs.

She went and got them at once, and bringing
them down, found Mare Deshro in the parlor
alone. She scarcely glanced at him, as she
1aid the package on the table, at Lis side.
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«These are your letters,” she said, simply,
and turned to go.

But he did not intend to lose his prize with-
out an effort. He followed her quickly, over-
took her, and looking down into her fair,
hnughty face, his handsome, treacherous eyes
aglow, whispered,

< Bessie, Bessie, is this to be the end?”

The last throe of her dead love for him stained
her white skin with scarlet, as she drew back
with a faint gesture of contempt, a coutempt
which even the kindest-hearted woman wiil
sometimes show, unconsciously.

«“Theend!" she echoed, in her clear, haughty
voice. *Capt. Desbro, I am a woman.”” And
not deigning to glance backward, she passed
him, a= if he had been a stone.

She told Mrs. Penryth the whole story that
night, when Marc Desbro had left them.

They were sitting alone by the fire when
Bessie held out her slender, ringless hand, that
ber friend might see it.

«“Can you ¢ what it means?’’ she began,
with a faint, bitter smile. But the next mo-
ment she faltered under the kindly, pitying
eyes, and broke down into the first tears she
had shed. '

“Don’t say you are sorry for me,” she ex-

claimed, passionately. It is an old story, I
dare say, and I have only suffered as other
women suffer. I shall live it down, you know:
but I must go away, Mrs. Penryth. I must
go back to London, and try to forget it.”

A week later, the party at Penrydden was
broken up, for when Miss Arbuthnot returned
to London, the remainder of the guests followed,
one by one. For several mounths society waited
for the wedding, and for a year wondered what
Capt. Desbro had done to deserve banishment;
but to this day no one has guessed the real
truth.

Bessie Arbuthnot has lived three years since
then, and at twenty-two her sweet face wins
her a reputation greater than ever.

“There is not much chance for fellows like
us, though,” said a philosophical adorer. the
other day. ¢Craigmiles is the lucky man, if
there is one.”

And, perhaps, he was right, for on her last
visit to Penrydden, Bessie spoke of her old
adorer to Mrs. Penryth.

“] am not romantic, now,” she said, ““and I
have quite ontlived the old love. I am not un-
happy, and I am geing to marry the only man
I honestly respect: that man is Noel Craig-
miles.”

THE SPIDER’S DREAM.

BY MRS. 8. P. NERERVE HAYES.

A MERRY, black spider was weaviug n web,
In a corner dack and sly;

The silken meshes, with anxious care,

e wove with skill {u silence there,

And thonght, aa he strengthened his cunning lair,
Tow many a buzzing, unwary fly
Would tangle his feet as he glided by,

Iu the web where danger is not, he deems—

And the apider smiled at snch cheering dreams.

The nimble spider hie prlace built,

As thoe night hours wore away ;
And at length his weary task was o'ar,
When falling nsleep by the open door,
He dreamed of the happy days of yore,

Of the many flies that had beean his prey,
Of the bees he had caught on a sultry day,
When they sought the shade of hia corner aly,
hinking not that apiders were lurking nigh.

Tn dreams the spider went back agnin,
To the scene of hir childish years;
Ouce more he dwelt in his early heme,

A pleasant spot ‘neath an old church-dome.
But the gay young spider wished te roam—
Hia brother’s prayers, hin sister's tears,
His kind old parent's warning feam,
Came bark te his mind a8 plain as when
He bade adieu to that much-loved den.

But anon the spider trembled with fright,
For a change came over his dream ; ’
He thonght that darknees reigned over the earth,
That hushad were the sounds of noisy mirth,
As he lay In his web near the kitchien hearth.
He saw—thongh, perchance, it strange may seem,
It’s fall as true as the rest of the dream—
Of those murdered flies. & ghoetly band,
Cowme back again from the unknown land.

Aud well might the gpider tremble with fear,
In his corner, dark and sly; --
For every elfish, unearthly sprite,
Whas glenming with strunge, fantastic light,
That dazzled the eyes of the spider bright.
At length his quivering furm they spy.
And thus outspoke a goblin fly:
#Thou hast cansed our death—we coma for thee,
Ere tho sunlight comes thou shalt dwell with me.’

The buzzing of shadowy wings had ceased,
And the spider rnbbed his eyes,
When heeaw through the gray of the morning's gloom
The onward sweep of the housemaid's broom,
Aud reading therein a fearful doom,
He wrapped himself in his winding-sheet,
The web he had wove for his victim«' feet,
And fell to the floor, never more to rise,
The ghastly prey of those phantom flies.



