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Tnere was foreign blood in her veins; any-
body could see that, not only by her dark little
foreign face, and big, uncanny, scornful black
eyes, but by her ecornful ways, and queer, high-
handed fashiona, that were so different from other

people. I have seen a great many English, and
" Irish, and Scotch girls in my time, and I never
saw an English, or Irish, or Seotch girl, who
could flare up, and fly into a passion and out of
ondin a breath, as Fulvia Desmond could, and be
pé' daring in a high-handed, scornful way. She
never seemed to care for what peaple said, or to
be afraid of anything in the wide world; and
many & time since I first began to understand
her, have 1 beeu thankful that I did not do the
poor foriérn young creature any greater injus-
tiee than to think at times that her neglected
oMldhood had made her something uncaring for
the feelings of those about her, ' Yes, thero was
foreigh blood in her veins, and T said so to my-
self the very first instant I set eyes upon her;
and I found out, very soon afterward, that I had
not been mistaken. )

I am an old woman now, but I have not
forgottan, and don’t think I shall ever forget
the might she came to Ballomuith, which was
the name of Mr. Alexander Muith's estate in
the North of Ireland, and where I had been
living for many a year as nurse ard house-
keeper to Mr. Multh's nephew and nfiece, who
were his adopted children. It's as fresh in my
mind this minule as ever it was—the way that
strange, young thing marched into the old din-
ing-hall, where I was gitting with the children,
before the big peat fire, in the huge old fire-
place. It was mid-winter, and a bad cnough
night at that ; and we had had no warning what-
ever of her coming, until we heard the stage
sloughing through the mud in the road, and the
stop before the door for some one to get out, anz
were just wondering who it could be, when the
door opened, and she marched in, looking as un-
concerned as if she did not eare whether we
expected hier or not. And shedidn’t care either,
for she told us so afterward, and certainly she
did not look as, if she cared much when she
walked up to Alexender, and spoke to him, look-
ing straight into his face, with her big, scornful
black eyes.

“1 am Fulvia Desmond,” she says to him,
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“and Mr. Alexander Muith sent me heve to be
taken care of.”

Whereupon my Alexander began to laugh in
his light-hearted way. (I always call the chil-
dren by their Christian names, and I am not
likely to do otherwise, considering that they have
been like my own flesh and blood all their lives,
and, though Alex was twenty-four at the time,
and Cathie nearly twenty, they were always * the
children' with me.)

“ And T am sure we nrp glad to see you, Miss
Fulvia Desmond,” he said, laughbing as hard as
he could; and we are much obliged to uncle
Alexander for domg us 8o much honor. Welcome
to Ballomuith. Cathie, this is Miss Fulvia Des-
mond—Miss Fulvia Desmond, this is nurse Fer-
guson, who has taken care of us singe Mz. Muith
declined the pleasurable task about tweaty. years
ago.”

She did not say a word—just looked at hm.
and thep turned roupd to Cathie, who lmd risen
to greet her.

Cathie was like Alex in her warm-hearted
Irish way, and she went to the quegr little creas
ture, and would have kissed her, byt Fulvia Des-
mond made no attempt to meet her, and there
was not & shadow of any feeling but deliberate
curiosity in her black eyes; 8o, Cathie stopped
half-way, blundering out g . few good-natured
words, and then broke down.

It was o bad enough beginning, apd the rest
of the evening seemed to promise & worse ending.
Miss Fulvia Desmond would not talk, but sat
silent, on one of the broad, old-fashioned faot-
stonls, and stared into the fire, Mr. Alexander
Muith had sent no letter of explanation, and all
that we learned was, that when her mother, who
was a Frenchwoman, -had died a month hefore in
Boulpgne, he had come for her, and sent her to
Ballomuith.

Cathie was full of pity when she told us this,
and she spoke out and told her soin the straight-
forward way I have always taught.the children
to have; for, as, 1 have said to them often, it ia
better to risk not being understood, than risk
losing the chance of saying & kind word to those
who need it,

But, when Cathie sympathized with her over
her mother's death, and snid she was sorry, the
girl looked up from the fire a minute, and stared
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at her with a queer look in her eyes, that was
like a flash of fire.

*«1 wasn't sorry,”’ she said, quite coolly.
was glad. She was a bad woman.”

I had my doubts from that moment abeut that
mother of hers. It was not metursl for a young
thing, little more than a child, to heve ihe batd,

* defiant look Fulvia Desmond had; snd it was
quite natural that the neglest of, a.bad mather
should bave made s neglected child regkless sud
bitter-natured ; 90, if I did not like Fulvia Des-
mond, after hearing her make that specoh, I did
not blame her mpch. And, when Mr. Alexan-
der Muith topk it into his erocketiy head to write
to us from Dublin, I found out I had not beea
wrong in suspecting what 1 did. Her mother
had been the worst of bad wemen. She had ran
away from ‘ber husband with o Freneh officer,
when Fulvis was » baby, and the ghild had been
dragged through all her shameful waaderings,
more because she could not eanily get rid of her,
thap because she had any feeling for the poor,
little forsuken thing, It was not a wonder that
the cbild wag prond, awnd ebstinate, and euspi-
cious. S

« She used to beat me,” ghe.told us ones, in
her deliberate fashion. ** She beat me onee with
a horse-whip, that belonged to one of the men
who used 1o-come to see us, and she deat me 'till
the blood was running down my back ; and when
I fought, and {ried to strike ber again, the man
laughed—he langhed at me.”” Amd she stamped
her vicious little foot, with her eyes all in a
blaze, R o ' )

Such speechss as thess were the key-nbtes to

"her whole natyre. The shame end misery of her
childhood had left traces in every feeling she
had. Baby as she had been, ninei hgd flt the
full sting of her wretched, outcast lifm, perkiaps
because the degradation around -ber had'inade
her overwise., . ’

Since I first cams to Ballomuith myself, whea
Cathie was a baby, and Alexander not more than
four years old, Mr. Alexander Muith had not
been to see us mqre than'a.desen times, and,
after Fulvia came,,we; heard. nething from hinm,
beyond the explangtory lettep, which was ns
short and business-like as possible. The girl had
money from ber, {father, Le snid, and she was to
be taker good care of. Alexander was old enough
to act as the head of our little family, and there
the matter seemed to end, 88 far.as the old gen-
tleman was cuncerned ; bub he was sm eccentrie
old fellow, and we had learned to understand
him; so we did not trouble him with any further
inquiries, and went, on as usual, living in our
quiet way. I often used to wonder how it would
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bave heen if I had not cared for the children as
1 did, or if some other woman had been chosen
to teke my place. Ballomuith was a great, bar-
rea, uncultivated estate, and the House, as the
podple called it, was ae huge, and rambling, and
barien o place as could be; so we had lived in o
queer, lenely, independent sort of fashion. But
Fulvis Desmcnd’s coming made a little change.
In oourse of time, when we begaun to understand
her qheer ways, she was s great deal of company
for us. Bhe had seen so much of the world, in
her wandering, vagabond life, that nothing was
new.to her, and, indeed, she sometimes startled
me with the edd sturies she told ; but she always
told them immocently, I know, and I was not
afraid that anything she would say could harm
Cathie. Many a time afier she came to Ballo-
muith, did we sit by the peat-fire and listen to
her telling abéut the satins, and velvets, and
diamonds, snd fine thrings the people wore who
eréwded sbout- e little tables in her mother’s
bouse, to play cards and dioe (she had queer
French names for the games) for piles of gold
pieces. She wsed % eresp to the door, and
waloh them, she sald,'end, sometiines, as the men
oame out, they would foes her money, but her
miother alwaya took it frem her.

But she never (dld such stories before Alex,
1 noticed. 1 uvsed 4o think, semmetimes, that
she did not like bim, fori'thvugh she made
friends with Cathie in time, she never madb
friends with Alex, and neves even aktered her
scornful way toward him. But that Alex
liked her it was very easy te ses. In his stay-
at-home; careless life, he had eeen very few
women exoeps the ved-cloaked colleens, who rode
to merhet in their jaunting ears, with butter and
oggs to sell ; and Fulvia Desmond’s high-handed
way was ibe very thing to take the fancy of my
light-hearted, easy-natured Alsx. She was so
passionfte and imperious,- and oared ®o little
for him that, of course, man-like, he was ready
to let her trample on him if she chose, and never
lose 4 toudh of his gay good semper. And then
there was an odd sort of fascination about the
givl. Her mother's Freach blood showed itself
in & huhdred different ways, but, most of all, in
ber looks and her fondnees for dress. She had
never been stinted in dress, it was easy to see,
for wheh bér frumks came they were loaded with
Freuch finery of all kinds—queer little high-
heeled elippers, all rosettes and big buckles, such
as we had only seen in old-fashivned pictures,
though they were. new-fashioned enough, it
seemed; queer, oddly-made dresses, trimmed,
and trained, and puffed out in a way that made
us open our ignorant eyes; and such boxes full
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of ribbons, and velvets, and laces, as Cathie
could never have worn in a dozen years. But
Fulvia wore them every day, though very few peo-
ple ever saw her beside wo three and the servasats.
And she was generous enough with them, too
She would give them to Cathie, and took .es
much pride in dressing the girl up to her fanci-
ful notions as Cathie took in being dressed; but
though she always was sweet and pretty encugh,
no dressing cver made Cathie look like Fulwia.
8he had not her odd, fiery ways and quiock wo-
tions to begin with, and though Fulvis siweys
looked better for her high-heeled French shoes
with their buckles aad rosettes, aad her grand
French dresses, with their trimmings and fur-
belows, [ always thought Cathie seemed more
gt home in the plain frooks I had slways seen
her wear. )

But the sharp tongue, and black eyes, and
fantastic dresses, bewitched Alex wuntil his
head was almost turned. He had been ueed to
spending nearly sll his time out of doors, shoot-
ing and fishing; but after Fulvia came he began
to remain more at home, sand, if he went out,
never stayed long, and mever caome homre with-
out bringing his geme to .her. But she never
treated him very well, and eflen treated him
very ill. And yet she was by mo means ill-na-
tured toward the pest of us. . ‘She would quarrel
with Cathie sometimes, and quarrel with me,
but she was always passionately affectionate, and
always ready to make sacrifices; and I mever
knew her to break her word in my life. 8he
had s'range, independent notions, too, though
we never fourd them out unless by the merest
accident, as it seemed, for she wag very apt to
keep what she thought to herself, whem it was
not anybody's business.

s How old is he?"’ she asked Cathie, abruptly,
one day, making A lidle half-contemptuous ges-
tureg towards Além=s he was leaving the room.

s“He is twenty:four;”” Cathie answered, sur-
prisedly. ¢ Why, Fulvia?”’

1 was wondering why he stays here,” was
her short answer.

Stays here!' saysCathie.innocently. * Where
should he stay but here? We have lived at Bal-
lomuith ever since Mr. Alexander Muith first
began to take care of us.”

« Take care of youl' repested Fulvia, with
her most ecornful face. I should think he
could take care of himself—he's old emough.
Bah!”

Cathie opened her eyes in a sort of trouble.
She was a little afraid of these scornful words
of Fulvia's, o

¢ You—you are not angry, Fulvia, are you1”

she stammered. ¢ Not angry with Alex, I mean.
I don’t quite understand you.”

Fulvia turned her shoulder upon her snap-
pishly, and held her bit of s slipper over the fire
to warm.

“No,"”” she said. ¢ What should I be angry
with him for? 1 don't care anything about
him. He has nothing to do with me.” ’

But being a little out of patience with her, I
fired up a trifie mywelf, and spoke out.

¢ Them, if you are not vexed with Alex,
what do you snap at kim for ’ I said. <« Snap
st those who fret you, and not ‘at those who
don't. You are too ready with your tongue it
seems to me, Fulvia Desmond.”

8he turned upon me like fire, with her big
black eyes all in n bdlaze.

“Mind your own business!” she says, as
vicious as you please. ‘I don't want you to
meddle with me.” v

But I did mot care for that, for I knew it was
nothing but temper, and she bore me no ill-will ;
asd, for the matter of that, before ten minntes
were out it was slt blowh over. But for two or
three days after ehe scarcely condescended to
notice Alex, and was so ill-natured with him
that ke got quite discouraged, and came to me
for comfort, as he always did.

It was the day after she had spcken to Cathie
that he came to me ae¢ I was sewing, in my small
sitting-room, and he threw himself on the floor
et my feet, and laid his head on my lap, as he
had a fashion ef doing.

¢ Faith, but she’'s a vixen I’’ he said, in his
light-hearted fashiom, tat I knew he was vexed.
in the face of it. ¢<Bhe's a vixen, isn't she,
Norah 1

s Whé 1"’ I'wsked, pretending to be as careless
as he'was;

« Whol" says he. *“ Who bat Miss Fulvia, to
be sure. What other vixen have we here but
Miss Fulvia, and ien’t she ¥ixen enough entirely
for one eetablishment?” witb & nonsensical bit
of & brogue,

«Oh " 1 answered, “iF t"® Yer you're (n!lm%
about,” I wowldw't mind anything she says
She dwesh't mesni kny great harm, though she's
sour enough sométhiies.”

“Aye!” shys he dm-ply, ‘‘and sweet enough.
tw i3l

I looked dowh at him in a minute, and he
raised his eyes to mine, and half laughed ix
spite of the fret that was on his handsor
face.
¢ Aye!” T said, sharply, too, for my heart wa:
in my mouth, through a new thought that cani¢
tp me all of a sudden. ¢ You don't mean to say
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that you've been simple enough to take a fancy
to her, Alex Muith?”

He laughed again, with the fret still on his
white forehead, under the yellow curls.

« Just that simple, Norah, avourneen,’” was
his answer. ‘< Just simple emough to love the
little vixen desperately, but not so simple as to
think she cares enough for me evea to be
eivil.” ;

Well, tLis was a sort of blow to me, to tell the
truth, though I ought to have had semse eneungh
to see how things were going on; but somehow
this was the first time I had thought of my boy's
being more than a boy, and old enough to care
for pretly faces, after man-fushioa.

But though this was the first time we talked
about Fulvia Desmond in such a manner, it was
not the last. As time went on, Alex seemed o
care for her more, and she, for her part, seemed
only to care for him less. She slighted him o
dozen times in & day, and sometimes treated him

80 badly that I could not understand it, for she {.

was, heart and soul, fond of Cathie. Living as
we did, alone in the big, old, balf-emspty barracks
of a house, aud with so fow people ahout us, of
course we were nearly altogethor dependent on
each other for amusement; and when she was
in the humor, Fulvia Desmond ecould have
cheered up a wilderness' with her fantastic,
whimsical nonsense; but she mwser tried to
amuse Alex. She could dress, and dange, and
tell stories, and chatter like & jay for Cathie and
I, when we were alome together, but she was
always ecornful and indifferent to Alex.

“I'm out of heart to-dny, Norah, acushla,”
he would say to me every now and then, for
though 1 was getting to be -an elderly womnan,
the cbildren still held to their old pet names
for me. “I'm out of heart te-day, . Norah,
acushla, Her ladyship is sharper than ever.”
And then he would laugh, but his fair face was
never quite free from the fret even when he
laughed the most. '

But, though he bore it patiemtly for & long
time, one day he took her to taak about it.

“You don’t like me, Cousin Fulvia,’ he said
to her, half in jest, as usual, * Youdon't liké me
even well enough to be civil—asking parden for
saying so. I should like to know what I have
done, if it pleases you to tell me "’ '

She opened her big, seornful eyes wide, and
stared st him as if it would be s condescension
to answer him; but she did answer him, not~
withstanding.

¢ You don’t know what you are talking about,”
she said, not as politely as she might have done.
‘“You have done nothing. Nothing you could do

would have angthing to do with me. I don't
care anything at all about you.”

* Thank you,” he answered, looking a trifle
pale or so, and knitting his forehend, for she
bad raised his temper at last. ¢ I suppose that
means I'm not worth the troubling after.”

*It means whatever you choose to think it
menns,’’ she said, viciously, ‘‘orit menns nothing
at oll. T tell you I don’t care anything at all
about it.” '

“Very well,” said Alex. ¢« Ifthat'sit, T won't
tronble you again: I will keep out of your way,
Miss Fulvin Desmond.”

1 was sitting on the other side of the fire, and
looked up at this, and was surprised to see that
she was pale, tod; and  had an idea that she
had tarned pade g1} of a sudden, but she looked
angry enough, ard gave her little foot a bit of a
stamp on the hearth-flag.

¢ You don’t tronble me, I tell you,” she said.
* You couldn’t trouble me if you tried.”

Now I kmew there was something at the bot-
tom of this. If she had been a different girl, 1
should have thought that maybe she had some
little spite against him; but there never was any
epite in Fulvina, if she did have a temper; and
80 I was sure there must be & reason for her dis-
like for Alex, and so I watched her, hut for
geveral days I found out mothing. Alex kept
out of her way. as lte said he would. He begnn
to fish and shoot agnin, as he used to do, stay-
iog- out .whole ‘days, and never even coffiing
homs to his meals: and when he did come home
he scarcely took any notice of her at all, but
would ge whistling by her through the house, as .
if she bad never been ahout.

-But one night, golag accidentally into her
room, as [ epiened the door I heard the sound of
low, passionate sobbing, and advancing toward
the fire, found Fulvia crouched down in one cor-
ner of a big chair, crying, with her head resting
on her arms.

She started up when she saw me, and finding
that she could not hide the truth, spoke to me
angrily.

+ What do you want?’ she said.
you would let me alone.”

1 was. determined to sift the matter to the
bottom, so I walked to the door and shut it, and
then came back again deliberately and sat down.

1 want to know what you are crying for,
Fulvia Desmond,” I said.

«T am not crying,” she answered, boldly.

«That's not true,’”” I answered her back.
* You are erying. or you were when I came in;
and as T was put here to take care of you, I
mean to know the reason why.”

“T wish
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*You'll have to find out for yourself; then,”
ghe said, sullenly; and then all at once she
broke down, and dashed her face on to her
folded arms, and began to ory again. I wish
1 was dead ! she cried out. 1 wish I had
never been born! I wish I could die this
minute!”

* You'd better not wish that,” I said, dryly.
** You might be sorry if your wish was granted.
You are not exactly in a fit condition to die this
minute.” ‘ '

«It doesn’t matter,” she said, passionstely.
¢ Who cares? Who would care if I died to-
night? Cathie might for & day or 8o, but no-
body else would.”

I did not take any motice of this speech, be-
cause I thought best to let if pasd; so 1 turned
quietly to the subject I wantéd to clear up.

“ What made you quarrel with Alex the other
day?’ I said. ‘“Ho is always good-natured
enough with you.”

«] didn’t quarrel with him,’”’ she answered.
“Why can’t he let me alone "

* He never troubles youn,” I sald.

She stopped erying, all in s minute, and lifted
ler face up, and looked at me.

*“You don't know what you are talking about
now,” abhe sald. ¢ I dm not Catharine Muith;
I am Fulvia Desmond.™

“I don’t sew whetd there need ¢o be & differ-
ence,’’ I said. . t

*¢Difference I’ sho echoed, with her face on
fire. “I don’t see how the two could be nlike.”

*Why not?” I asked her, feoling pumled,
. though I knew I was coming to the secret.

“Men don't speak to her ss they speak to
me,” she said, flaring up. ¢ Blm has not Mred
as I have, dragged about amoag hed men and
women all her life. She bas not the:blaek blood
in her veins that I have. Her mothet was not
an outcast, with & mark of shame branded on
her forehead. She is Catharine Muith, and I—
well, I am Fulvia Desmond, and that is saying
enough."” :

I had got to the bottom of the secret now, and
having got to the bottom of it, scircely knew
what to say. It was bitter shame, it seemed,
not a girl’s whim or petty spite; it was the re-
membrance of her neglected childheotl, the burn-
ing, shameful wrong that had been done to her,
that made her passionate and bitter.

“1 have seen men gpeak to my mother,” she
went on, with her face buried on her arms, and
her black hair hanging over them, ‘‘and I knew
what their ine speeches meant, if I was a child.
They used to laugh and jeer at her, when her
back was turned, snd sneer at the wrinkles and

paint on her face; and once I saw her sit before
her mirror and cry, with the tears running down
her cheeks over the powder and rouge, because
she heard them. It was the only time I ever
felt sorry for her, but I did feel sorry for her
then, and I made up my mind that no man shonld
jeer at me, or make me listen to him. He'’—she
meant Alex—Lknows 1 am not like Cathie, and
I hate him for it. I hate him!"’

She was shaking all over with sobs; and when
I tried to comfort ber, I knew very well that no-
thing I could say would have any effect. She
had cherished her bitter thoughts too long to be
reasoned out of them in & night, so I said very
little, though what I did eny was to the point;
and at last she sobbed and raged herself quiet,
with her face still hidden.

¢ And then what does he stay here for?* she
broke out resentfully. ¢ He is not a child, he
is o'mas. What right has he to let Mr. Muith
take care-of him? He isold enough to take care
of himself, and not live here, from year fo year,
bunting snd fishing, and spending other peo-
ple’s money. Iam only a woman ; but I would
not live here if I had no money of my own. I
don’t blame Cathie: but I only came to Ballo-
wuith, because I wanted to hide away from every-
body, and be out of the way of the world. A
man has no right to live as he is doing—and that
makes ma hate him, too.”’

I did »of ssy wesy \much in answer to that
speech elthert . I hed deterisined to leave every
thing to Alex, and, perbaps, I was not really
sorry for the last part of lLier outbréak. I had
eared so much for the children, and eo much ‘for
Alex, partioularly, that 1 had sometimes secretly
wished he was more ambitious, and less eary-
natured. Not that I could blame him exactly,
for Mr. Alexander Muith had taken him so com-
Dletely in charge, all Lis life, and seemed to set
enide so completely any idea of his working for
a living, that it would scarcely have been natural
for him to be other than careless and easy-going.

1 dil mot Mven wait for the next day to tell
Alex how matters were standing. I went to him
in his room thet very-night, after I left Falvia,
and repeated to him word for word what she
hed said.

He turned pale then in real earnest, and
began to walk up and down the floor, and walked
#o for fully five minutes, before he enid a word,
but he turned round st last, and broke the si-
lence.

“That's it, is it?" he said. I can't stand
that, Norah. T can’t stand that, upon my soul.
You must help me, Norah, dear, and tell me
what to do.”” And there were actually drops of
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perspiration on his forehead, as he dropped into
his chair again, and hid his face in his hands.

It scarcely matters telling now what we said
to each other during the rest of the time we
stayed together. It is quite sufficient at present
to say, that we made some plans of our own,
and that, after I left him, he sat down and wrote
a long letter to Mr. Alexander Muith in Dublin.

He did not alter his manner toward Fulvia
much, though, for the next two or three days,
he was not quite so indifferent to her pre-
sence, and certainly she did not alter her maa-
ner toward him ot all. She was as high-handed
and scornful as ever, and had as little o say.
She wasnot even as good-natured toward Cathie,
and once or twice she snapped at me more
viciously than I had ever known her to do be-
fore; but I set it all down to her trouble, and
passed it over.

She was in one of her worst moods one night,
when we were all sitting together in the old,
dining-hall, and, after making two or three vi-
cious speeches, she stopped talking altogether,
and had been sitting in silence for half an hour,
staring into the fire with that queer expression
in her big, black, foreign-locking cyes, when Alex,
who had been out all day, came in with a letter
from Dublin in his hand. Ke was rather pale,
and the old fret was on his falr face, so he tossed
the letter to me, and flung himself into & chair.

s It's done, Norah creena,” he gaid, trying to
smile. *It's as you said it would be; but I am
going for all that.’”r i

Catlrie looked up with a start, and I fancied
Pulvia started too, but she did not raiste her
black eyelashes for all that.

¢ @oing I’ said Cathie. -* And whero is it you
are going to, Alex, dear?”

Alex looked at Pulvia Desmond -for & minute,
snd then answered her; e

¢ Ta Australin, Cathfe,”” he said. « What dd
you think of that 1" C '

Cathle broke inte a little cry, and sat up star-
ing at him with & frightened face.

+¢ You-are net in real earnest, Alex,”’ she butst
out. *Yon canmot mean what you say. You
are jokiag us.*" . - .

He shook his yellow ourds back from his fore-
head, still looking at Fulvia.

« Npt a bis of it, mavourneen,’’ he said. **Not
[ Qeltc of & joke. I am in earnest this time. I
am going to Australia, for cowsin Fulvia's sake.”

Fulvis did start then‘in’ honest truth, and she
changed color too, but she did not look at him,
and ho went on talking, aud the queer part of it
was, ibat though he was talking to Cathie he was
watching Fulvia all the time.

Vor. LXIV.—4

«*“I am going for Miss Fulvia's sake, Cathie,"
he sgid ; * and it was she put it into my head to
89, though she never said a word to me about it.
Fulvia thinks a man has no right to live the life
I have been living, and she is right. 1havebeen
an idle sort of a good-for-nothing, but I am going
to try to behave myself better, because you see
I care for Fulvia, though she does not eare fur
me, and never will. I love Fulvia, though she
does not Jove me; and I would go to the wide ;
world's edd to.win a good word from. Fulvia,
though Fulvia would rathpr die than look at me
this minyte, and would give old Lion in his ken-
nel, out im the court-yard there, a hundred good
words, where she would not give me one if [
went down on my knees to ask her for it.”

If 1 were to live a hundred years I should
never forget Fulvis Desmond’s face as it was that
minute. It was white as death, and though her
eyes wers fixed steadily on the peat fire, they
were like burning coals themselves. There were
little bilack lines on her forehead, too, and her
mouth was set hard. I saw this for s minute,
while Alex was speaking, and thén there was n
little rustle and a rush, and she had run out of
the room, and banged the door after her.

Well, here was ax end of that night ; but, two
or three days after, Mr. Alexsnder Muith came
down to Ballomuith, fromy Dublin, in a towering
pession. His auswer to Alex's letter had shown
that he was angry 3 but even I had not expected
that he would be as wild as he was. ITe stormed
st Alex as if he was f¥antie. He had chosen to
bring him up like a gentldmin, he eaid, and he
should not make a fool of himself now. Ballo-
muith would belong to him some day, and so
would his own property, and cn the interest he
might amuse himself ns he pleased; he might
travel or stay at home, but he should not throw'
hiinself away in any Australian bush, like a beg-

' garly adventurer, or do anything else.

**You're a fool, sir!” he said, when 'Alex
tried to reason the matter. *‘You are wotse—
you're s madman. You ought to be locked up
in & mad-house, and put into a straight-jacket.
I chooso to have one gentleman in the family,
and I am going to have one; and if you are not
willing to fill the position, you can go to Aus-
tralia or to the devil, and I will find some one
who will ill it, for you den’t get-a shilling from
me—eo there the matter ends.”

Of course, this was rather embarrassing for
Alex, for he had nowhere else to look to, but his
love for Fulvia had given him new ideas about
life; so he held firm to his resolve, and told Mr.
Muith that he meant to hold to it as & matter of
conscience. And he was in earnest, too, for he
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wasabrave-natured fellow, my Alex, and had only
needed a touch to set his feet on the right track:
and once having taken to it, he was not the one
to falter before a bit of trouble.

I have been a good-for-nothing, Norah,” he
Lad eaid to me, ‘“ but somehow 1 never thought
of it before; and now 1 feel ashamed of myself,
and I can’t go back, even if I lose Fulvia her-
self.”

Through all the two or three days’ trouble that
followed the old gentleman’s coming, Fulvia had
nothing to say, and kept out ¢f the way as much
as she could. But, through watching closely,
I could see a queer change in her. She did not
look like herself, and I noticed that she had
scarcely nny appetite at all, though she made
pretence enough of eating. There was an odd look
about lier mouth, too. I always could read her
moods by the way she had of setting her mouth,
80 that there was a little hard line about each
corncr, and there was this look about it from
morning till night. But she took no notice of
Alex, only walked about stiff and quiet, and said
nothing. Detween Cathie and her there was a
sort of coldness, though I always thought the
fault lay more on Cathie’s side than on Fulvia's
this time. The fact was, Cathie blamed her for
the way she had treated Alex, and blamed her,
too, for being the cause of his going away, for
Alex had been Cathie's ido], and she could not
bear the ides of losing him, and fretted dread-
fully.

«Itis all her fault that he is going mlo the
world without a friepd, Norah,” she would say.
“] used to care for Fulvia, but T shall never
care for her again if Alex leaves us.”

Indeed, between the four of them, I had a
bard time of it, for what with the old gentle-
man growling, Cathie fretting, and Fulvia walk-
ing about like & ghost, there was no peace to be
had.

Bnt it was settled at last, though it was set-
tled miscrably enough for poor Alex. He was
to go away as soon a8 he could get ready, and was
to expeot nothing more from his uncle, who went
back to Dublin as soon as ever be found he could
not frighten him out of his resolution. And so
we began to make preparations between us, Cathie
and I, and Alex made preparations, too, and
Fulvia looked on without & word for two or three
weeks. ‘

But one night, after she had been sitting over
the fire for a long time, as usual, she got up from
her place all at once, and came to the {able
where Cathie was sewing with me.

«Let me help you,” she said, abtuptly. «I
can sew well enough. Let me do something.”

All the time I had lived there I had never
seen Cathie fire up as she did at that minute.

+No!" she said. * You shall not help. You
shall not set a stitch on, Fulvia Desmond. But
for you we had no need to have the work to do.
It's your doing, and it's you that’s to blame if
Alex never comes back again, and dies thou-
sands of miles away without secing any of us.””

It seemed as if every drop of blood died out
of Fulvia's face. She just stood up for a minute,
straight by the table, and as still as death, and
then she went back to her seat agnin withont
uttering & word. And she did not utter a word
for thrge hours after. It was a fierce battle she
had with herself, I knew, when all was over,
still as she sat, and steadfast as she looked. I
thought, for my part, that she was going to sit
there all night. T should not hive been at all
surprised if she had done so. Cathie had been
gone to bed full an-hour, and Alex and I had
been talking together for a long time, and she was
still sitting there when Alex got up to go, too, and
Le had bidden her good-night, and reached the
door before she snid & word. But as he Yaid 'his
hand upon the handle, I saw her face flaski*up
and turn white, and her brenst began {o heave,
ond then all in a miunte it seemed shé sprang
up and turned on him like some wild, hunted
thing at bay.

«Stay 1" sheeaid. “Oomo'btck! Norah, make
him.come back.™ ‘

He was face to face with her in a minute,
though he was even more bewildered than I
was nt first; but the moment he camé back I
saw what was the matter, and how it was all
going to end.

‘¢ You shall not go away I'" she cried out, pant-
ing, and trembling, and sobbing all at once.
“ You shall not go. They shall not blame me
for that; they shall not dure fo do it. Besides,
1 cannot benr it eithér;” oatching her breath
and holding her clenched hand hard agams! her
heart. «If you are ‘going Mvuy bechase you
love me, siay because you love me: I would not
tell you before, but now—now I must tell you,
because it would. kill me to hide §t. I love you,
too. I would die for you. I will do emything
you say I must do. I will give up everything.
I have becn bad enough, but I give up now.
Only doh't go away; or, if you must go, take me
with you, if it is to the world's end. ¥'lote
you—yes, [ love you; «ad if you leave me I shall
go mad or die!”’ And she fell upon her knees,
burying her face in her arms upon the fdotstool,
and trembling like & leaf.

I' never dreamed of such a tempest belag in
the girl's nature, fiery as I knew she wag. She
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had broken down utterly at last, and was more
at his mercy than any other girl could possibly
have been.

Alex was down on the hearth beside her in a
second, and had her in his arms, and wag kiss-
ing her as if he had gune crazy, and calling her
all the frantic love names in the world, and
coaxing herlike achild; while she, poor, wronged
young creature, never even tried to get away
from lim, but clung to his shoulder, sobbing
and shaking, and taking hLis kisses and coaxing
as if it was the breath of new life to her. 1 felt
out of placo a little, secing that all was going
right, so I crept out of tbe room and shut the
door sJfily behiud me, 80 as not to disturb them;
and then I slipped up stairs to Cathie, and wa-
kened lher to tell hier about it. )

Tho girl sat up in bed and listened ¢o me with
her cyes wide open, like great violets with the
dew on them, and she turned from red te white,
an'l from while to red; .and, of course, girl-like,
changel her mind about Fulviain a mippte,pud
cried over what I spidps s child might exy, for
joy an.l excitement and bewildered Lappiness.

 Aud ho won't yo awny?"’ she said, over and
over again. ‘‘ e woa't go away, will Le, No-

rah? And they'll be married, won't they?
And we will all live together, and it will be
like the old times, only maybe Fulvia wi'l be
happy.”

There never were three people happier than
those three children were when everything was
scttled and straightened out, as of course it was;
and there never was a girl changed as Fulvia
Desmond. It seemed as if all her old scorn-
ful ways were lost in her love for Alex; and the
soft, little, timid shyness which stole into her:
manner made her more like & young girl, and
less like a hard, bitter-natured woman. And
though Mr. Alexnader Muith changed his mind,
and came round in time, Alex held to his plans;
and though, for Cathie's sake, he did not go to
Australia, he went to work on DBallomuith, and
fought hard, too, with the old, easy-going, careless
way. of the place and the people, and in gnrich-
ing the estate by his labor and managemeat,
ciriched himself, tog; so that at this day they
stand as high as the highest; and I have reason
to be prouder of my childgen than ever, for Ful-
via is the greatest lady in the country, and her
handsome children have the happiest life to look
forward to.

THE FACTORY GIRL.

BY GEORGE KLINGLE. B .

Onu | the old factory-anutties are sleeping at noon,

Not a finger is stirred over shuttle rlvom;

Al the bells are as atil], since the nooning hath rung,

As though bells through the bull-tuwer had never been

swung. .

But there's music that thrills through the old fact'ry's
tooms, .

That thrills among shuttles and cobwehbed old roome—

Low, woft, yet as clear as the silveramonthad beiss—

There is musie that whispers of magical apeils, )

There are lips that are parted, half blithely, baif sad,

Lips paliing by looms, lips once only glad; T,

Bluc eyes, clear and thonghtfnl—oh | what are the dreams
Of that pure, tender fuce? Tho dingy old benms

iy deal with all gladuces a treaclierous part ;
Maywhadoy the images traoed on the heart, '

But net gim the eye's glory, nor tarnish one fold,

One single bright thread of the hair's waving gold.

There are smiles that play o’er a pure, trustiug face—

A fuce tinged with sadueen, a lithe form of grace, ,
Crouched in & dim corher, hands clasped on the knes,

Oh! what may the dréams of the fictury-girl bs, )
As the music thrubs over the shuttle and loom ;

Music wavering and soft, through the cubwebbed old room.

MUSINGS.

BY MRS, JENNIE A. GALE.

T nrar again the robin's plaintive calling,
- #he.Wuebird’s warble in the budding trees,
And all day long upon my ear s fulliug
The dreamy muraur of the bumming bees.
And all day long the brook is singing, singing,
A merry song of Spring-time's joy and glee;
While gladsome shouts of children's ringing volees
Are borne upon the wiad's Jow breath o me.

Oh, tearful Summer-rain, your pensive sobbing
Brings back those other far-off days to me;
With grief unspoken all my hemit is throbling,
‘While thinkiog, peaceful, happy days of thee.
Oh, soft south wind! blow gently, gently o'er
The mound they made one dreary Autumn day ;
‘Wake the mnek violet's Lioom, that théy mhy cover
The spot where one I loved isBidden away,



