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CHAPTER XXIIL
Riehard Maode-Dynevor, Doctor of Di-
winity, Canon and SBubdean of Oldchurch,
was seated im his study at his sister’s
house, Eaton place, when two young men
were shown inte it, The sight of the
first, Charles Baumgarten, wis suflicient
to make him spring to his feet, his very
whoe buckles sparkling with wrath.
“Again " he stuttersd. “Do you dare
appear in my presence to beard me with
your insolence? But for the memory of
Your father, I would order my servants
to put you forth.”
"Why, you are more pepery than you
used ro be, doctor,” cried a volee from
behind Charles—ihat of Cyras, who had
nbout as much reverence for a high church
dignitary as for a native savage of his
adopted land. The canon stretched his
stern, dark face round, to see whose bold
voice might be thus addressing him.
Charles apoke,

“When 1 assured you I was not at the
Haymarket Theater the other night, sir,
you might have trusted my word, after
knowing me all these years. It was my
brother who was there; and Miss Dyne-
vor was decelved by the resemblance.”

The subdean gazed at both of them.
*What, is it you?" he exclaimed. *“Come
back to trouble England!"

I am here to honor it and its natives
with a visit; you smong the rest.,” cried
the undaunted Cyras, as he shook the
subdean’s reluctant hand. "“Glnd to see
you in robast health and voice, sir,”

The reverend gentleman coughed. Cyras,
years ago, had gone in and out of his
house as one of his own hoys, and been
on the same familiar terms with him. He
turned to Chhrles :

“Then am 1 to unnderstand that you
were not at the theater, Charles Baum-
garten? 8he insisted that you wers there
most positively, you know, and she did not
allow me to doubt her assértion.”

“To be there under the circumstances
described wonld be very unlikely for me,”
returned Charles. "I think you might
bave konown, sir, that 1 was not capable
of it."

“I'm sorry 1 offend=d Aunt Ann,” sald
Cyras. *I hear she looks upon my nod-
ding to her as a personal Insult. What
if I had a lady upon my arm when I nod-
ded? Aunt Ann pever liked pretty wom-
en, [ remember, and that one is pretty
bevond common, a star, doctor, of the
firat water.”

For once in his life the subdean's faney
was tickled, He enjoyed a side fling at
his sister. And Cyras was, in his opin-
ion, so very lost a sheep that had he ap-
peared at the play with an nrmy of ladies
Instend of one, it would have given the
subdean no manner of coneern.

“You had better go to the drawing room

and make it right with them,” he sald,
when the young men had explained about
Mrs. Carrington and one or two other
matters, “Tell Ann all this, and re-es-
tablish yourself in her favor.”
L 11 chanced that Miss Dynevor was this
morning in an exasperated mood, brought
on by her ineffectual endeavors to induce
Mary to say she would give up Charles
Baumgarten,

“It seems to me that the world must
be coming to an end," she said, haran-
guing all three girls in general, but Mary
in pacticular, “and the sooner the better,
d4f this is the order of things. In my
younger days we modest maidens never
80 much as looked at an unmarried man ;
as to talking openly of one, as I have |
seen you girls doing over and over again,
we should have been shut in our rooms
for s month after it. While you, Mary
Dynevor, seruple pot to uphold Charles
Baumgarten's conduct the other night!"

“What [ say is this, Aunt Ann—that
Charles could not behave in the manner
you have related,” ‘responded Mary, a
sound of tears in her voice,

“How dare you insult me by doubting
my word?"

“1 don't doubt your word, aunt; 1|
doubt your eyesight., You mistook some
one else for Charlea™

Misa Dynevor shrieked. *You insolent
girl—mistook him, did 17 When he turn-
ed his face impudently toward mine and
grinned and nodded to me? [le winked,
too; I vow and protest he winked."

“He assured me in the presence of papa
that it was not himself: that it was a
mistake ; for he was not out of his cham-
bers at all that night."

“And you believed him!"™ scoffed Miss
Dynevor,

“With my whole heart,” warmly re-
turned Mary, a glowing color dyeing her
face. *“1 would rather die than disbelieve
Lharles Baumgarten”

“That's a pretty wmodest avowal,” gasp-
<d Miss Dynevor,

Aunt Ann's wrath was arrested mid-
way, for Chanles aud his brother at that
moment entervd. She knew Cyras at
once, and pushed up bher wig a little in
astonishment, Cyras advanced to  the
woung ladies to greet them In what be
walled New Zealand custom, which they
found meant neither wore nor less than
Kissing.

When the noise and langhter had sub-
wided, Cyras turned o Miss Dynevor,
*May 1 venture to touch your fingers with
ghe tips of mine, Aunt Aun?”

No response. Miss Dynevor had not
zecovered from her petrefaction.

“It's only right to ask, before presum-
ing,” went on Cyras; “because, yvou know
at the play the other night you looked as
though you wanted to annibilate me,"

However annihilating Miss Dynevor
amight have looked the other night, she
Jooked wvery foolish now. Cyras standing
before her with hls gay glances, Grace
and Regina enjoying her discomfiture, and
Mary drawing nearer to Charles as Iif it
were her own sheltering place, a happy
wmile on her eye and lip.

Miss Dynevor's temper was exceeding-
1y acid just then. *The subdean forbade
you the bouse,” she sald sharply to
“Charles. “Ddo you set him at defiance?”

“The subdean !" Interrupted Cyras. “My
Wdear lady, we have been wmaking our-
oelves comfortable with the subdean in
his study for this half hour. He sent us
g0 you here that we might do the same
with you."

There was no daunting Cyras. Miss
Dynevor demanded whother ba knew the
meaning of the word lmpudence, and why
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est investigation,” laughed Cyras.

I'll bring her to see you, If you like."

sition, “they did not make
me

“Never, Charles.”

“Were it my case,” spoke Regina, bold-

Iy.
don't by some plausible tale or other.
One never knows what may happen.”

A soft flush lighted up Mary's cheek;
cold mutton and barley water
donbtful prospect for her.
sighed deeply. He could carry out Re-
gina’s suggestian, and add something to
it even, upon his present briefs; he knew
that: but, then—how was be to help
Cyras?

CHAPTER XXIV.

In one of the pleasant rooms at Avon
House there stood a group of fair people.
We know most of them. Cyras and

to Great Whitton; Charles had whis.
pered to his mother all about Cyras’ pros-
pects of the partnership and of Anna Jan-
sen, and of how he meant to help him.
It did not please Lady Grace. Cyras had
stepped ourside,

“Don't tell me, Charles. I know Cyras.
If you help him to-day, he'll need help
again to-morrow.”

“That is rather unjust, mother mine,
Cyras has needed no help from us up to
this very day. He did not ask for it
now. | think you have always misjudged
him a little. You never loved him as you
loved me and Gertrude.”

“Iow could 17" somewhat sharply re-
joined Lady Grace. “Another loved him
more than all if I did not—his father.”

“Well, I feel that we ought to help him
to this chance, mother,” said Charles. “[
will do my part to it, and perhaps Uncle
Henry will do the rest.”

Gertrude Baumgarten came forward, a
tenderness in her blue eyes. She spoke
in a low, sweet tone,

“I have been listening, as Charles says,
mamma. [ am sure he considers it right
that this help should be given to Cyras.”

“And what is your opinion, Gertrude?"
demanded Lady Grace.

“My opinion is that it wounld be a sin
not to help Cyras. If Cherles is willing
to do so, why oppose it, mamma? 1 only
wish,” she earnestly added, “that it was
in my power to do it."”

“Are you doing penance, Gertrode?”
suddenly exclaimed a rich, mellow voice
from the door of the room; and Gertrude
rose laughingly to face Sir Everard Wil-
mot.

“l am not convineced,” exclaimed Lady
Graece. “Youn are both of you misled by
your affection for Cyras. [ wonder what
you would say, Sir Edward?’ And she
put the case before him in a few words,
Sir Everard listened, and laughed a lit-
tle. *“That must have been Cyras [ saw
flying over the grass just now,"” he re-
muarked, “Undoubtedly Cyras must be
helped. Four thousand pounds! ‘Why,
it's nothing; a mere bagatelle."

“To you it may be, Sir Everard,"” re-
torted Lady Grace, compressing her lips;
“bat not to others."

“Then suppose I take It upon myself,”
he laughed, in a tone which might be
meant for jest or earnest. “Charley ean
keep his two thousand pounds in his own
pocket.”

“Charley is In debt himsalf, I"m afraid,”
seversly remarked Lady Grace,

“No, I am not, mother,” he answered
anickly. “It was all a mistake, and has
been set right.”

“[ sald it must be 80" eried Gertrude,
Lord Avon and Cyras entered together ;
Cyras full of merriment. He had been
enlightening the earl upon the whole past
mystery, winding up his account with a
humorous description of his interview
with Miss Dynevor in Eaton place. Lady
Grace spoke a few words freely, which
served to check the young man's laugh-
ter.

“What?" he exclaimed. “Charles Is to
hand over his savings to me and defer
his marriage with Mary? No, that he
shall not. Why, yon ean't think [ would
let him do it! I used to put upon Char-
ley as a boy, but 1 will never do s0 as a
man, I loved him then and 1 love him
still.”

“Not even to help you to the partner-
ship, and to Miss Anna Jansen?" laughed
Sir Everard.

“Not even for that. Not if it wounld
help me to every good In the world, How
on earth could it have entered sny one's
head "

“Do you remember me, Cyras
Cyras did not answer in words; only
smiled as he looked at Sir Everard. Their
bands met in a warm clasp.

“Will you accept the money from me,
Cyrasn?"

“From you!"
“You helped me once, though not with
money, Buffer me to help you now.”
“Don't fret yourselves into fiddlestrings,
young people,”" spoke up Lord Avon, *1
will see to Cyras."

“Not in this instance, Avon," said Bir
Everard, decision lu his tone, *Don’t you
understand that [ owe him a debt?"

“I will take It as a loan from you,”
sald Cyras, in a low tone of feeling.”
“All right," laughed the baronet. *Then
it's all settled.”

“And | hope you will make It the turn-
Ing polnt In your life, Cyras,” sald Lady
Grace, "and become as steady as Charles
1‘.!l

Cyras lald down a spray of llac he
had brought In, and spoke with emotion.
“I promise you that It shall be so—by
the memory of my dead father.”

Very shortly efter this a double wed-
ding took place In London; for Gertrude
Baumgarten and Mary Dynevor were wmar-
ried together., Everything went off with
great success, and Lord Avon gave (er-
trude away. Cyras remalned in England
for it. He was in high form, and Insist-
ed upon kissing not only the brides In

e
'

Be had presumed Lo address her that night

under such very doubtful circumstances.

“The circumatances will bear the atrict-
“The
indy 1 escorted to the theater ls charm-
ing, and one of my very good friends

“Mary,"” whispered Charles, while Aunt
Ann was striving to frame a firting an-
swer to this last most astounding propo-
you doubt

Iy, “1 should get married at once and
live upon cold matton and barley water
until Charley's briefs came In more quick-
You may get parted for good If you

bore no
But Charlea

Charles had traveled down that morning

again his wife should be with him,

“breakfast. Flo had squared up Bx Ae
counts and would sall the following day,
leaving a promise that when he came

The subdean condescended to perform
the marriage ceremony for both parties:
and Miss Dynevor honored the company
in & new flaxen wig and a bird of para
dise; & very magnificent specimen which

Cyras had specially procured for her from

gome island in the southern seas with ap

unpronounceahle name.

(THE END.)
SPANISH WEDDING DANCE.

Women and Men,

The wedding dance was helog held
In a long, narrow bullding near a foun-
, taln, and we entered on a smooth earth
floor ; seats were rangad about the sldes
[ of the whitewashed room, and the low
rafters were draped and festoonad with
fancy wall paper with gold scrolls In It

The musle was furnished by a plano
organ at one end of the long room,
turned In rotatlon by a pumber of

brown corduroy breeches, who

very sweet and pleasant, but seductive,

The
bables, were a pleasant set, but
beautiful, although a few, with
large dark eyes, came very near to IL
They did not wear the gay costumes
of my Imaginatlon, but thelr dresses

showed great enre and consclentious
patching. A gay handkerchlef was
often folded around the neck and

across the breast and large earrings
and big breasiplns were the vogue even
among the young women.

The men wore broad-brimmed bhlack

duroy tronsers, either light tan or
brown, and the long red or black sash
belt ealled a “fnja,” wound many times
about the walst, the folds serving as
pockets for clgarettes, tobaceo pouch
and the villainous knife that everyone
carries

The dances were

“round,” Inter-

There was a very old man who danced

of young peopie, who encouraged him

with clapping of hands—Scriboer's
Magazine,
PERIL IN PAINLESS FACES.

Victima of Dread Malady May De
Hurt Without Knowlng 1t.
“The red-hot wire,” sald the elee
trician, “burnt the man's cheek till It
slzzled and smoked. Yet he
moved out of the way. He continued to
lnngh and joke and pull on his clay
pipe and a smell of burnlng rose into

the alr.

*“1 pulled him to one slde,

“*Would you stand there,” [ sald, 'and
be burnt to death?

scared look.
the slde of hls face—the wrong side.

that horrible hurt?
“Gentlemen, that man had no feeling
In his face whatever. He told me that

all sensation,
b “I had often read of tle doloureux
In English novels, but | thought It was
n trifling disease. This chap sald It was
a facial neuranlgia so palnful that In
the past 90 per cent of its vietims
elther went erazy or killed themselves,
but now there s an operation thut
glvea rellef.
“Every victim of tie undergoes the
operation. Hence there are a lot of
people walking the earth with no feel-
ing in thelr faces. The conditlon ls a
dangerous one, because yon are likely
to get hurt without knowing It."—New
York Press,

Enele Hank's Iden.
“Uncle Hank,"” veotured the eity
boarder, “what do you think of a youug
wan golng to college?"
“Why, it's a blg skin game,” replled
the old farmer.
“Think so?'
“] know it. In the spring he !z look-
lng for the sheepskin, in the fall he
18 looking for the pigskin and the rest
of the thwe he |s trying to skin the old
man out of extra allowances for cigar-
ettes and celebrations.”

Glad to Lose Iit.
The suburbanite awakensd with a
start. Peering down In the deep shad-
ows of the porch he discovered the de-
termined face of an Intruder.
“Who are you?' he demanded,
“l am a burglar,” was the bold re.
tort.
“A burglar, eh? Well, here 15 a flve
spot. Go out and steal that lawn mow-
er from under the tree before my wife
wakes up.”

Cholee of Eviis,
“But,"” protested the first politiclan,
“the man you want to head the ticket
Is practically unkvown,”
“Well, that's something In his fa.
vor,” rejolned the second pollticlan,
“The man you favor s entlrely too well
known."”

This Summer's Size,

Mra. Btublb—John, that must have
been a very eccentric burglar that call.
ed on us last nightt Why, he didn't
take anything away but the fcebox.

Mr. Btubb—Well, Marle, our lcebox
was 80 small be thought It was the
Jewe] case.

Very little food satisfies the Bedouln
Arabs. Blx or seven dates sonked in

with a very small guantity of conrse

church, but the bridesmalds afterward at

Sour or & little ball of botled rics. |

Munsie and Aftendanta—The Dress of

ke had been operated on for tie dolour- |
eux, and the operation, while It had who eats up curious people,” sald the old
cured the tle, had left his face dead to man, gravely,

boys In thelr clean, blue blouses and
felt |
thelr lmportance, and at the other t‘hﬂ|
of the room a table was spread With | goe ighe have had no place In the
cakes and bread and a wine concoction | o w4,

women, some bringlng thelr top of the tower, which flankec

not | ing A
thelr | thoughtful looking boy, with dark violet
! eolored

felt hats and clean bhiue bhlouses, mr—(

with great gusto and amused the crowd he sat there contemplating

never

[

melted butter serve a wan a whole day,| In & wall house

I faded with

DOOMED.

By WILLARD MacKENZIE

CIHAPTER 1.

he lookout from DPeurhyddym waa
grandly pleturesque, The ancient gramnite
wall of the uncouth, straggling building
rose upon the summit of n steep and
thickly wooded hill, around the hise of
wnieh slumbered a pleasant valley, ens
eireled by mountainous heights of undu-
lating moorland, gilded with massed of
yellow gorse, and purpled with heather
bhloom,

Nature, In her wildest beauty, reigned
supreme over the scene. Man and his
works, save in the walle of the oid enast le,
which, from a distauce, appeared rather
the rocky summit of the Lill, than stones
fashioned by human hands, were not

situnted at the
1 the balld
a fair-halred,

In n small chamber,

npon  the west, sat

dronmy
PARSION.

eyes, in whowe depths
there Jurked a world of ite
might have been eleven yenrs of age, cer
tainly not maore,

This boy was Arthur Penrhyddyn, the
only child of Sir Launce Penrhyddyn,
the owner of the eastle, The room in
which he =at wans a disused one. Two
old worm-eaten chairs, of antigue form,
the dust and cobwebs that
velled the whole place, and one thing
else, was now the only furniture,

That other thing was the full-length
portrait of a woman. Dust and damp
had playsd sad havos with what had
once been a fine work of art; the colors
of the dress could searcoly be distin
guished beneath the mildew and dirt that
encrusted them.

As it stood upon the floor leaning
ngainat the wall, the sunlight blazed full
upon it, strangely illumining the face,

spersed with a square dance, where! ;.. uulike the rest of the picture, was
four people comprised a set—na sort of . yivid as though
fandango, with lota of stamplng and, but a few years, instead of nearly two
attempts at llthe, serpentine mut!ouu.fwumri'-n back.

with the hands ralsed above the head.|

it had been painted

Strangely it seemed to have fascinated
the violet eyes of that faic-haired boy as
it with a rapt
This contem
upon by
the

look of awed wonderment
plative reverie wns broken in
the opening of the room door and
appearance of a second person,

“Why, Master Arthur, I've been
Ing everswhere for you!"

The spenker wax an elderly man, evi
dently a superior servant. The boy, hot

beckoned him to come

look-

moving his position,
close, “"Whose pleture is that, IPanlel ¥
he asked,

"Marcy on us, whors have you ferretad
out that ill-omened pletur'®" erind the old
man, a loak of almost consternation dis
turbing his lron face,

“I found it in that closet,” answered
the boy, pointing to a half-opened door.
“l want to know whose it la; and why
do you enll It (ll-omened?™ 4

*1I never did know such a boy for

.

“'Was I burning? he sald, with a ferreting about,” answered Daniel, half
And be put his hand to angrily.

“Whr, I've never that
pictur’ since I was a boy: | thought it

s

Was It possible that he couldn't feel bad been done away with long ago.”

*“It is the first time [ have ever been
in this room,” replied the boy. *1 never
could turn the key before, nor persuade
any one to do it for me."

“There's a wicked pixie lives up here,

“Oh, 1 don't believe
swered Arthur, quietly.
that of thing Is not true. Never
mind the fairies; 1 want to know who
that beautiful Jady was, and [ am deter-
mioned to know,”™

Danie! looked perplexed. As far as his
own feelings were concerned, he had not
the slightest objeetion to tell what he
knew. Hut Daniel had the fear of his
mnaster before his eyes,

A strange man was Bir Launnee Penpe-
hyddyn—a studious, stoieal, severe man:
but just, and even generous, when duty
dictated,

A zood master, a good landlord, and &
humane man. The tidings of & vesss| In
distress, of a shipwrecked erew—and such
lncidents were of continual recurrence
upon that dangerous coast
mon him from his bed even upon the
stormiest winter's night, He had had a
lifeboat bullt, and many scores of lives
had he saved from the hungry sea.

i great desire was to inoculnte young
Arthur with all his own ldeax and pre-
judices. The boy had been loft mother-
less In his second year: but, although

fairien!” an
I know all

In

wOrt

-would sum-

thus brought more entirely under pa-
ternal control, eduention could not de-
stroy & mnaturally poetie temperament,

And to listen to the wild stories of falries
and wizards, that abounded nmong the
fishermen, was his especial delight,

Danlel kuew very well that the legend
of the picture was well known to several
besides himself, who would willingly tell
it, and thas deprive him of the pleasure,

“A fne row you'll get me into If it's
known as I've told you what your father
would call a foollsh story,” he grumbled.

“Daniel,"” sald the boy, earnestly, “1
give you my word of honor that | will
never breathe a word of what You tell me
to any one, without your permlssion.”

Instead of repeating the proliz narra-
tive of the old mervant, we whall place the
story before the reader in & more terse
and simple form.

Among the gentlemen who, after the
battle of Worcester, followed the fortunes
of Charles Stuart to France, was Bir Ar-
thur Penrhyddyn, whose estates had Just
before been selsed upon by the common-
wealth, He was a perfect type of the
Cavalier,

Boon after his arrival In Parls he be-
came deeply enamored of tha beautiful
Mademolselle de Bolssons, one of the la-
dies In walting at court. Of & noble but
Impoverished family, this post had been
bestowed upon her at the death of her
futher, '

Hurried out of all prudence by the
ﬂuli‘lllﬂf of his love, he proposed a private
marringe, to which, after great solieits-
tion, she ylolded. The event wus kept
a profound secret from all, After & (lme
slie retired from the sourt, and residod
neur Vernallles, whither
her husband used to repalr as froquently
a8 Lie was able to enjoy ber soc

Yoars passed away. and but few knew
their secret, Two children were born to
them, and still there appeared to be no
diminntion in thelr love,

At length came the Restoration. S8ir
Arthur accompaniod his soverelgn to Bng.
Iand, leaving his wife, however, at their
old home untll such timos an Penrhyddyn
Castle conld be rendered At for her re-
ception, But that he might still be able
to have before him the Image of his be
loved wife, he took away with him na
portralt of her that had been palnted a
few months after thelr unlon,

Seversl montha passed away, and al
though he wrote to hor long and freguent
lotters, full of love and anticipation, she
yot remained in France. After a time he
came over to vislt her—loving, tender as
ever, but atill he made good exeumes to
delny her departure for England,

He retarned home, but she was agaln
left behind—only for a few weeks longer,
he wald, Bot the weeks passed Into
months, and vet she was not sent for,
and, worse still, his letters grew briel,
cold and Infrequent,

Leaving her children hehind In the care
of her servants, without one line of warn.
ing to her hushand, she set ont for Eng-
Innd,  Alone and unprotected, she accom-
p]lghvl] the whole of the then formidahle
journey from Versallles to Cornwall,

1t was night when, worn out with fa-
tigue, she presented herself at the gate of
Penrhyddyn Castle. SBome grand festiy-
ity was evidently going on, for lights
ghone from every window, sounds of muy-
sic and of man, volees eame from with-
in: the door of the grand entrance stood
wide open, and people and servants were
hurrying hither and thither, so that for
a time she could get no reply to her lu-
guiries for Sir Arthur Penrhyddyn,

*You ean't see him to-night, madam,”

of ¢
may be long dt?:
it ;ill ome
Ith thoss word,
and explred, - -
Nought of thewy
o the new-mady I:rm“
of noble mng Waalthy p
Arthur had mAreind t,
fortunes, iyt Dence o
out of the oyl of Ay
and from that hour the o
came & gloomy, L[ TP,
During the w
was telling i
tionless, with his
nl:m'amr, but .
that. and not the o /
“And this, 1 uuplr:;;T'
that was palnted iy r.-.' hN”
boy, at last, '
“The very samg,”
“And do you think
rm b fullilied 3
| A
“Pray, don't
eried the old ma
od hard onough
down upon, His
ter ther mwarrings
vive her more Il'ln-n .::': :: -
but T never heord an 1% |ﬂp:
Iy sinee; by | don't think l.
'::: u;y of them would IIt; t:r
\
l.nm_'? anybody that Wan callng
"“What beeame
asked the hoy.
"Well, It was wild ¢
l-'r':mv henring (he ttl"r.'lh::w:;h
In "em on account of I!I!;lr m:

iy, and that one ,
of ‘em
great man," becarm

Thnu.htfully the
man down the wstal
story he Lad heard,

(To be continued.)
MYTHS OF THE \Np;

——
Some of Them Are Pally

Those of Greece

“The Indlans nre the mcn.l
tlous people on eorth,” malg g
fow dnys ngo who tieught for
Creek Indian sehool, to Kan
Star writer. “They have wyt

hale m.‘.

Mory, thy |,
fYen fxng

upon the Dletirs

taked Aph,

nxk eh A
M shuddering,
pan him |y
Indy ding fipy

ol tha ehilires

boy follows
™, intnlng

legends by the score, Rome of 1

\ v
anid one of the servants, respectfully | for,
spite of her travelstalned garments and
faded looks, thers was that o her man-
ner which compelled respect,

“And why?" she asked haughtily. It
was on her tongne to declare herself to
the man, but some feeling checked the
worils.

“Hocause it s his wedding dny, You
miust have come from a long way off not
to have heard of my master's wedding
with the great helress of I'regarthen.”

Khe did net gasp, nor falut, nor ery
out ; it seemed to come upon her like the
confirmation of a long, undelined droad.

For a moment she did pot answer, and
the man hurried away; but the nevt in-
stant she tore a bracelet off her arm-—
one which bher husband had given her
apon her wodding day—nand stopping an-
other hurrylng servitor, imperiously bade
him to take It to hix master and tell him
that the owner waited for bim ln the hall,

Her messenger quickly returned, with
an amazed look upon bis face. He con-
ducted her up the long winding stalroase
of the western turret, into the very room
where apother Arthur Penrbyddyn was
now listening to her wtory.

Thither soon alterwards came her hus
band, There was 8 stormy scene, He
boldly avowed his right to marry, on the
grounds that hls marringe with Eleonore
de Solssons, having been celebrated in a
forelgn country by a Catholle priest,
could not be held as a legal contract in
England,

The wronged woman could hate as pas-
slonately an abe could love, and this cruel
blow stung her 1o madness; falling apon
her knees, she sent up to heaven, out of
the ngony of her breaking heart, an awful
cuurse upon him and his race forever;
then springlng to her feot, ran wildly
down the sinles, and so out of the eastle,

Hut the straugest part of the story s
yet to be told, About a week after these
events, a ship conveying passengers to
a port In Brittany was wrecked nupon the
const opposite the castle, As soon as the
tidings were brought to him, the master
of Penrhyddyn, with n body of his do-
mestics, went down to the shore, ns was
his custom at such time, to afford what
succor lay Ilo his power to the poor un-
fortunates who could be anved.

While he stood upon the rocks giving
directions to the men, the body of & wom-
un was borne upon a wave, and cast at
his feet, The torch he held In his hand
glowed redly upon the pallid. upturned
face, and showed him the features of
Eleonore de SBolssons.

By his orders they earrled her to n
fisherman's hut closs by. Hot blankets
and friction ealled back the fleeting
breath, ®he opened her eyea and beheld
her hushand bending over her. Bhe rec-
ognlzed him, and an evll fire lighted up
for a moment the dulled eyes. Ha re-
quested to be left alone with her, and
then he fell down upon his knees beslde
the bed and prayed te her for forgive-
uess of the wrongs he had inflicted,

“I have no right to pardon!"” she cried,
in her bollow, dylng sccents, “Mine Is
but a portion of the wrong. What right
have I to pardon the destruction of my
two children? Mark me, Aribgir Ponr-
bhyddyn!" and sbe rose up upon her arm,
and her black sunken eyes blased ke
conls of fire out of her pullld cheeks, “my
curse will cling to you mod yours for-
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