


Wedded and Parted

By
BERTHA M. CLAY

AUTHOR OF ‘' DORA THORNE"

\V%
N

Philadelphia ° 7
Strawbridge & Clothier







WEDDED AND PARTED.

CHARTER-I.

Tue Lady Ianthe Carre had always been
considered one of the proudest girls in Eng-
land. It was no new title; it had been given
by her nurses in early years; by the fair,
haughty mother who had not lived to keep her
child’s pride in check; by the old ear] her father,
who had boasted of it; by governesses and
masters; by friends and companions—by every-
one, in short, with whom she came in contact.

It was Christmas Eve, and, if ever Lady
Tanthe felt tempted to be proud, it was on this
evening, when she stood in her magnificent
dressing room with her jewels and rich dress
all ready for use. It did not occur to her that
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2 WEDDED AND PARTED.

a feeling of pride hardly accorded with the
season which should be marked by peace, good
will, and sweetest humility; when, if ever, les-
sons of meekness and gentleness were to be
learned. Nothing of this occurred to Lady
Tanthe. Her artistic mind did homage to the
beauty of the season. She had stood for an
hour or more at the window, watching the scene
before her and admiring it. But that was all;
the time and season brought her no higher
thoughts. :
It was very lovely, the scene upon which
she gazed, the darkening sky with its gleaming
stars contrasting with the white earth. No
snow had fallen, although those who were
weather-wise said it was piled up behind the
clouds; but there had been for some days a
sharp, severe frost—a frost that made the earth
shine and sparkle like silver network. The
bare hedges and leafless trees glistened with it;
icicles, like great diamonds, hung from the
gates, from the eaves of the houses, from the
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square turrets of the Abbey. The roads were
hard and firm; a northeast wind was blowing,
cold, sharp, and keen. It bent the tall, bare
trees, it shook the berries from the holly, it
stirred the white flowers of the laurustinus, it
tried to tear the mistletoe from the stout old
oak, it raised its voice at times and wailed
aloud.

From far away over the Lea Woods came
the distant sound of the Christmas bells; from
afar off came the distant booming of the waves;
while the light of the stars grew brighter as the
night wore on. Over all—over the distant sea,
with its silvery waves and crested foam; over
the broad stretch of woodlands; over the pretty
town of Leahurst; over the sleeping woods;
over the broad pleasure-grounds and the frozen
lake—over the whole land brooded a deep calm,
a sweet, holy silence.

With the eye of an artist and the soul of a
poet, Lady Ianthe stood looking from the win-
dow of her dressing room. Presently she
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turned from the darkening sky and the frost-
silvered earth to the warm, cozy room, with its
cheerful light and gay coloring. She went to
the toilet table, where the maid stood awaiting
her,—where, in fact, she had been standing for
the last half-hour, not daring to disturb the
reverie of her young mistress. Lady lanthe
lTooked at her small jeweled watch. It was not
late.

“ T will give one look,” she said to her maid,
“ just to see all is in order before I dress.”

She opened the door of her room and smiled
at the warmth, the fragrance, the beauty, that
surrounded her. The broad stairs were cov=
ered with crimson cloth, which contrasted with
the white statues to be seen on every landing,
and with great stands of rare flowers that filled
the house with their perfume, and Christmas
evergreens arranged in rich profusion and with
greatest taste. A marble Flora stood in a
bower of holly—Clytie’s beautiful head smiled
from a background of mistletoe—the huge
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picture-frames had wreaths of shining laurel
round them.

Lady Ianthe went down the broad staircase.
The great entrance-hall was brilliantly lighted,
and looked like a miniature forest of ever-
greens. She opened the door of the state din-
ing room, and saw at a glance that all was
right; then she went to the drawing room, and
smiled again as a most magnificent scene broke
upon her. The noble room, with its gor-
geously painted ceiling; lighted by innumer-

able wax tapers that gleamed from among the

evergreens like stars, the exquisite scent of rare
exotics, the silvery spray of the tiny scented
fountains, the rich glow of the Yule-log, the
choice pictures and graceful statues—all made
up a scene that was rarely equaled. Lady
Tanthe smiled to herself. All was as it should
be. ’

The stately old housekeeper, Mrs. Charles,

met her in the hall, and with a profound bow

advanced to speak to her.
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“ My lady,” she said, “may I ask if you
have seen his lordship lately ? ”

“ Not since luncheon,” replied Lady Ianthe.

“ Because,” continued the housekeeper, “I
saw Lord Carre an hour since, and I thought
The was looking exceedingly ill.”

“T?” repeated Lady Ianthe. “Then why
did you not come to me at once?”

Without waiting for the housekeeper’s an-
swer, she hastened up the broad staircase to her
father’'s room. Mrs. Charles looked after her.

“ She is beautiful and bonny,” she said to
herself; “but what they say of her is true—
she is one of the proudest girls in England.”

Lady Tanthe knocked gently at the door of
her father’s room.

“ Come in!” called a weak, faint voice.

She entered quickly, and hastened to the
drooping figure seated by the fire—an old man,
with snow-white hair, a delicate, refined, aris-
tocratic face, and eyes dimmed with years and
cares. His trembling white hands were
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clasped tightly when she entered—was it the
shining firelight, or were there traces of tears
on the worn face? She knelt by his side, and
clasped her arms around him.

“ Dear father,” she said, “ they tell me you
are looking ill. Do you feel so?”

The sweet, musical voice soothed and
charmed him. He looked at the beautiful,
eager face.

“Ill, my darling; ill on Christmas Eve?
When you give your grand ball do you think
I would pay you so poor a compliment? ”

She looked wistfully into his fade. It grew
calmer and steadier under her gaze.

“ You do not look ill,” she said; ‘ but there
is something in the sound of your voice that I
do not like. Are you keeping anything from
me; any bad news, papa?”

“Bad news on Christmas Eve! You are
joking, Tanthe. Who has frightened you?
‘Who has told you that I am ill?”

“ Mrs. Charles.”
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The earl interrupted her with a laugh.

“ That is because I sent to the housekeeper’s
room for a strong cordial,” he said. “ You
may be quite at ease about me, Ianthe; I am not
ill. How do you like Lord Ravenscourt, my
darling?” '

“7 like him very well, though I had not
much time to spend with him,” she replied
evasively.

“1 shall be well pleased,” observed the old
earl, “if you approve of him, Ianthe. He is
wealthy, and his is one of the oldest titles in
England. ‘T am ambitious for you, but I think
that T should be content to see you Lady
Ravenscourt.”

The fair, stately head was raised in proud
disdain. '

“T am in no hurry to marry, papa. [ shall
never love anyone in the wide world so well as
I love you.”

The thin hands trembled as they rested on
the proud head.

Al
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“ Still, my darling, it would comfort me. I
should like to know, when I am called away,
that I had left you in safe hands. Try to like
Lord Ravenscourt, if you can, Ianthe, N ow it
is time for you to dress. You will wear the
famous Carre diamonds to-night. It is your
eighteenth birthday, and the Ladies Carre were
always considered of age at eighteen.”

Lady Ianthe smiled a grave, sweet smile that
softened her face into startling loveliness.

b

“I came of age long ago, papa,” she said.
“1 can hardly believe that I am but eighteen.
I have been mistress of Croombe Abbey so long
that I have forgotten what it was to be a child.
You will be punctual, papa, for the dinner!
No more dreaming over the fire! Shall T call
Morgan?” She bent down and kissed his
face. “I wish,” she continued laughingly,
“that I could kiss every line and every wrinkle
away from your face, papa, and make you quite
young and handsome again. Remember, I am

to be the first to wish you a happy Christmas.
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T shall come to show you the €arre diamonds;
you will wait here for me.”

In another minute she was gone. The old
earl met her glance at the door with a smile,
and then, when the door had closed, and he
was alone, a look of almost ghastly fear came
over his face.

“ How shall T tell her?” he cried, wringing
his hands. “How shall I live through the
mockery and deceit? How bear to see her sur-
rounded as she will be this evening—know the
truth, and yet not tell her? ™

His lips trembled, and he bowed his white
head, as though the storms and tempests of life
had been too many for him.

“ Not to-night,” he said; “she shall not
know to-night. She is so young and so happy,
so beautiful and so proud, she shall have this
one night of perfect happiness, and to-morrow
I will tell her all.”

Half consoled, half suspicious, Lady Tanthe
had gone back to her dressing room; she knew
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her father so well, she loved him so dearly, with
such utter and entire devotion, that it was hard
to deceive her.

“ He does not look ill,” she said, * but there
was something strange in his voice—something
I have never heard before.”

The wind wailed mournfully round the
house, moaned fitfully, and, despite the warmth
of her luxuriaus room, Lady Tanthe shivered.

“The Carres have their faults,” she said;
“ but they are not superstitious. What is this
strange fancy that has come over me? ”

She forgot the wind and her cold shudder of
foreboding when she saw the costly diamonds,
the family heirlooms, that became hers on that
day. She put on the dress of pale rose-colored
brocade with rich white lace. She was tall and
slim—this proud daughter of a proud race—
with a graceful figure of perfect symmetry,
white sloping shoulders, a slender throat, hands
and arms of exquisite shape and color; and her
movements were all grace and harmony. She
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had a queenly bearing, a certain sweet and gra-
cious dignity that never deserted her, and a
face that had in it all the proud, bright beauty
of the Carres; dark, proud eyes that seemed to
look out with serene stateliness on the world;
passionate, beautiful eyes that could express
both love and scorn; straight, clear brows—a
faultless face, oval in contour, with the most
exquisite bloom, surmounted by masses of dark
hair, which had a natural ripple.

Eighteen years old that day, the sole daugh-
_ ter of one of the noblest and most ancient fami-
lies in England, beautiful as the fairest dream
of artist or poet, accomplished, gifted, could
any fate seem more happy than that awaiting
Tanthe Carre? On this, her eighteenth birth-
day, Christmas Eve, she came of age, and, by
her own special wish, the day was to be cele-
brated by a grand ball.

Much to the old earl’s delight, he had re-
ceived a letter from Lord Ravenscourt, saying
that he should be in the neighborhood at
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Christmas, and how much pleasure it would
give him to spend a day or two at Croombe
Abbey—the answer to which was, of course,
a cordial invitation to attend the birthday
ball.

There were several other visitors in the
house—Lord and Lady Morston, Sir Harry
Tredegar, who-was one of Lady Ianthe’s most
devoted admirers; Miss Belhoughton, the
pretty blonde Alice Lowther—a pleasant party
of guests, assembled to do honor to the beauti-
ful Lady Ianthe, and to spend Christmas under
the hospitable roof of Croombe Abbey.

Lady Ianthe had been busily engaged, for
she was sole mistress of that magnificent man-
sion. She was a perfect and most gracious
hostess; ladies of twice her age envied her tact
and judgment on this Christmas Eve. She
had found her powers fully taxed, but she had
also found herself equal to the occasion. Still
it was late when she had gone to her dressing
room; yet no one could have told that her toilet
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had been hurried—even her own exquisite and
fastidious taste was gratified. The pale rose
brocade showed the white shoulders and grace-
ful neck; the white, rounded arms were clasped
by a diamond bracelet; a necklace of the same
costly jewels adorned the beautiful neck, dia-
monds shone in the masses of rich hair and in
the shell-like ears.

Nevertheless, although she was one of the
proudest girls in England, she thought more of
the old earl’s admiration when he should see
her in her jewels than of her own pleasure in
wearing them. She took the jeweled fan, the
lace handkerchief, her bouquet of flowers, and
went to his room, one of the brightest pictures
of girlish loveliness and womanly grace ever
seen. - She laughed aloud—a low, sweet, musi-
cal laugh that seemed to stir the old man’s
heart as she bowed before him, and then she
raised her clear, dark eyes to his.

“Do you admire me, papa?”

“ You are the queen of fair women,” he said;
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and, she having taken his arm, they went down
the grand staircase together.

There was a slight murmur as they entered
the drawing room. Lady Ianthe had never
looked so beautiful. Lord Ravenscourt has-
tened to meet and greet her.

It was easy enough to see then that her words
were true—of all the world she loved her father
the best. No lovers, no admirers, could draw
her attention from him. Handsome young
faces, admiring eyes sued in vain. Lord
Ravenscourt would have given much for a
téte-a-téte for a few minutes, in which to whis-
per his admiration; but he could not draw
Lady Ianthe from the old earl’s side.

The great gong sounded and-they all went to
the dining room where the grand Christmas
banquet was spread, while Lady Ianthe did the
honors with a winning, stately grace; and no
one knew, while Christmas greetings and good
wishes went around, how the ear] was praying
in his heart that the greatness ef his anguish
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might not slay him; that he might have -
strength to endure a little longer, for his daugh-
ter’s sake. No one knew how he looked at her
with the calmness of deadly despair in his
heart, the anguish of a mighty dread in his
soul; asking himself, over and over again, how
he was to tell her.

Presently he raised his white head in won-
der. What were they wishing him? “A
merry Christmas and a happy New Year!”
He thanked them in his courteous, high-bred
fashion. How could they know the terrible
death-wound that Christmas Eve had brought
him? A happy New Year "—why, it would
be the first year of his long life to dawn in dark-
ness, gloom, and shame!

Then the long and magnificent banquet came
to an end, and he went, with Lady Ianthe, to
receive their fast-arriving guests. Before long
the grand old walls of Croombe Abbey seemed
to re-echo with mirth and amusement. The
old earl saw that Lord Ravenscourt paid his
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daughter great attention; but he could not see
that his beautiful Ianthe was more gracious to
him than to others. Once she refused to join
in the dance, but came, instead, and stood by
“his side. He looked at her; the light in her
jewels was not so bright as the light in her
eyes. Her dress of pale rich rose fell round
her in graceful folds; her fan, made of the rich
plumage of some tropical bird, was opened, and
held against her white breast; her lovely face
was flushed with girlish happiness and delight.

“ Tanthe,” he said quietly, “ I think you are
very happy.”

She raised her radiant eyes to his.

“Happy, papa! That is a small word to
express what I feel. I am wonderfully happy.
I would not change places with anyone in the
wide world.”

“1 wonder,” he said, ““ if you could tell me
what makes you happy?”

She laughed, and the light gleamed in her
jewels. -

\i'
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“I can give you a faint idea,” she replied.
“T am happy because I love you and have ia
you one of the dearest of fathers—my ideal
gentleman. I am happy because I belong to a
grand old race, on whose name there has never
rested a stain, on whose shield there has been
no blot, and because I am what all the Carres
are,—pleasant to see,—because I am young,
and my life, all full of bright possibilities, lies
before me.”

The least gleam of mischief came into her
eyes, and she looked at him with a bright smile.

“I am happy, too, because I am queen of
myself and all that surrounds me; also because
my heart is light and free. Are those reasons
sufficient, papa?”’

“ More than enough,” he replied; and thes,
as she went away, he asked himself how he was
to take this sparkling cup of life from her lips
—how he was to change her innocent gladness
into deepest misery. From his lips came the
prayer:
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“ Oh, Heaven help me to bear my sorrow,
or save me from it!”

Once again he looked at his child, as she
stood where the light of a large chandelier fell
full upon her; and he said to himself it would
be easier—much easier—to place her in her
coffin and kiss her dead face than to tell her
what he had to tell. Yet it must be told, and
the time to do so was now drawing very
near.

The ball was over at last and the guests,
wearied with pleasure, had driven home under
the light of the Christmas moon; the lights had
been extinguished—the mantle of darkness and
silence had fallen over Croombe Abbey. Lady
Tanthe slept, dreaming of jewels and flowers
and sweet, whispered words; but the earl paced
to and fro, wringing his hands, with bitter
sighs that ended in low, broken wailing. He
wandered with a light in his hand to the great
picture gallery, and stood before the portrait of
his dead father. He placed the taper on the
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ground, and looked up at the face so noble and
SO stern.

“What have I done with it,” he cried,
wringing his hands; * this fair inheritance, this
spotless name; what have I done with it? T ¢
am the last of my race, but I have been the first
to act dishonorably. It will be said that I was
weak and easily tempted; that I could not dis-
tinguish rogues from honest men. They will
brand my name as name has never been branded
before. They will say, ‘ Maurice, the eleventh
earl, left his family name ruined; left, in fact,
less than nothing.” Yet I meant to add so
much to the glory of my name. What have I
done? Oh, Heaven! what have I done?”

It was pitiful to see the old man fall down
before his father’s picture, burying his face in
his hands, weeping aloud and praying Heaven
to pardon him.

Then he rose  Christmas morning had
broken; the light of the moon and the stars had
given place to the early dawn; the sky was
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gray, the frost had deepened. He must not be
found there by his servants; they would know
soon enough what had happened. ILet him
save his credit while he could. He went back
to his own room, carefully closing the door.
The day had dawned—the day on which he
had to tell her—to strike with his own hands
all the brightness and light from his daughter’s
life. If he could but avert the blow! He
knew that the worst of the evil must fall on
his beautiful daughter; and how would she,
one of the proudest girls in England, bear the
blame?

It was easy to see that he came of a heroic
race; a race whose sons had high hearts and

. noble souls, who knew nothing of the craven

called fear; for, though he had spent the night
in aimless wandering, in restless prayers, in

. bewildered grief and remorse, he was at his

place on Christmas morning ready to welcome
his visitors and wish them the joys of a season

. that had no joy for him,



CHAPTER IIL

It was come at last, the hour in which the
old earl must tell his daughter all; the hour in
which he must rob the young life of its bright-
ness and its hopes.

He chose the time when all the house¢ was
silent—midnight—when the visitors had gone
to rest, and the servants had all retired. He
should have her all to himself then, and he
could soothe her first outbreak of sorrow. He
had said to her:

. “Ianthe, when the house is all silent to-
night, will you come to the library? I want te
see you—I want to talk to you.”

She had answered him laughingly, not feel-
ing in the least surprised. It was the day after
her birthday; perhaps he had something to say
to her regarding the family jewels or the ar-

22
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rangements for her coming of age. Never a
doubt crossed her mind. She dismissed her
maid, saying that she was not ready for her yet,
and that she need not wait. Then she removed
the jewels from her beautiful hair and her
white neck, took off her costly evening dress,
and put on a warm white wrapper. There was
a smile on her lips as she made these prepara-
tions.

“ Now I can talk at my ease,” she said to
herself.

She went down quietly to the library, won-
dering why her father had chosen this strange,
weird hour of night; wondering why it was so
urgent that he should shorten his rest and
hers. :

She had never known the sensation of fear,
but she shuddered a little as she went down the
great staircase. The taper that she carried
seemed to throw such strange lights and
shades; the evergreens on the walls seemed to
nod as she passed by.
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“ A large house in the silence and gloom of
night is not very cheerful,” thought Lady
Tanthe.

Then she opened the door, and saw the earl
sitting by the fire. She placed the taper on the
table and went up to him. She clasped her
tender arms round his neck.

“ This is quite mysterious, papa,” she sa{d;
“ this midnight meeting.”

She started when she saw his white face and
trembling lips.

“What is the matter, papa?” she cried.
“You are ill, or you have bad news to tell me.
Your face is changed. What isit?”

She knelt down by his side and laid her fair
face on his hands.

“Tell me, papa—I am always your com-
forter—tell me what has gone wrong this
bright, happy Christmastide.”

She never forgot the pale, worn face that
was bent over hers.

“ 1t is to tell you all, Ianthe, that T asked

<
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you to come here; and many a criminal has
faced his judge, many a traitor his king, many
a coward his foe, with far less of fear than I
have of facing you, my only child, because of
what I have done.”

She was all attention now. The smiles had
died from her lips, the playfulness from her
manner; her sweet, frank eyes, full of wonder,
were looking at him, and he seemed to cower
before the clear, bright glance.

“What you have done?” she echoed
slowly. “I do not know what that may be;
but of one thing I am quite sure—you have
done nothing unworthy of a Carre.”

“ Alas, alas!” moaned the old earl, as he
bowed his head.

“You shall not frighten me,” she said.
“T am sure of it. You may have mistaken
a shadow for substance, a dream for reality;
but you have done nothing unworthy of a
Carre. You have the tender, sensitive con-
science of a gentleman, and you are making
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much of a trifle. You have done nothing a
gentleman should not do.”

“ Alas!” he moaned, “ when I began life I
had grand, noble dreams. I meant to do what
no Carre before me had ever done! How
miserably I have failed in my endeavors, only
Heaven knows.”

“You may say what you like, papa; you
will never destroy my faith in you. I could
sooner believe that the stars gave no light,
that Heaven was unkind, that the sun was
dark, than believe that you had done wrong.
A Carre do wrong! Papa, you speak
thoughtlessly!”

“ Listen to me, lanthe!” he cried. “If I
could give my life to undo what I have done,
I would give it cheerfully; if any pain, any
suffering, any torture of mine could avail, I
would bear it. Nothing is of any avail, and
yet I meant and hoped that it would all be so
different.”

She was growing alarmed now. What evil

i
I
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idea possessed him? What guileless folly had
he magnified into a wrong?
i “ Papa, will you tell me what it is? Do
not tremble so. If you had done all the
wrong in the world, it would make no differ-
ence to me. I should but love you all the
more, all the better. If the whole world
turned round upon you and accused you, I
should uphold you. Remember how I love
you.”

She smoothed the white hair from the care-
worn brow; she kissed the deep lines that fur-
rowed the thin face.

»

“ My darling,” she cried passionately, i
you knew how I love you! All the love that
other girls divide between mothers, sisters, -
brothers, friends, I have given to you.”

There was something pathetic in the girl’s
deep attachment to her father. Listening to
her, one could have fancied her a mother talk-
ing to a child.

“ Now tell me,” she said. “ I wish I could
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know it without, as telling will give you pain;
but that cannot be.”

A dreamy, far-off look came into the old
man’s eyes; his thoughts seemed to have
wandered. She recalled them by touching his
forehead with her lips; he started as though
she had roused him from sleep.

“1 have been trying to think, Ianthe,” he
said, “ how far I am guilty, but I cannot tell;
my thoughts are in a tangle. For example,
if 2 man be born with an overwhelming tend-
ency to any one thing, how far is he culpable
in yielding to it?”

“You cannot put such a question,” replied
Tanthe. “ There is the limit of right and
wrong. No strong tendency can excuse
wrongdoing.”

“1 suppose not,” said the old earl, with a
sigh. “ Some men are born poets, they must
write poetry; some are born artists, they must
paint pictures. I was born a speculator,
therefore I have been compelled to speculate.”

s
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But Lady Ianthe had been raised too far
above the ordinary grooves of life to know
how much the term “speculator” may be
made to convey. She repeated the word
dreamily; it had no terrors for her.

“ A speculator, papa? There is nothing
dreadful in that, is there?” she asked. -

“Yes,” he replied, “if a man is never con-
tent, never satisfied.”

“But you,” she said wonderingly—*“ how
could you be that?”

“I cannot tell you, child, when I was ever
anything else. The first thing I did when I
came into possession of my estates was to
speculate. Sometimes I won largely; some-
times I lost. Winning or losing, the madness
grew on me. Do you understand the kind of
speculation I mean, Ianthe? Perhaps I
should rather call it gambling—it is gam-
bling, after all; and the same fever fires the
veins of speculator and gambler. One day
through my agent, who turned out afterward
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to be a most unscrupulous rogue, I would
purchase stock, hold it for a few days, and
then, by selling it, realize some thousands of
pounds; afterward I lost even more heavily
than I had won. Fifteen years since,” con-
tinued the old earl, with a deep sigh, © I lost
what was to me a terrible sum. To meet it
I was compelled to mortgage Croombe Ab-
bey; a continuous run of ill luck left me no
other resource. Listen, lanthe! That ten
thousand pounds for which I mortgaged this
fair house and broad domain was lent to me
by John Culross, a wealthy manufacturer.
You remember his son, Herman Culross,
don’t you?”

A smile of unutterable contempt curled the
proud lip of Lady Ianthe, but she made no
reply.

“ That,” he went on, “ did not trouble me
very much. I might have saved the amount,
but that I have always lived up to my income.
I thought one good speculation would pay for

.f\.’ i
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all. Two years since I was grievously
tempted, Ianthe. A new company was
started. It was to be confined to a few, and
great hopes were entertained of it. It was
for the working of a silver mine in Mexico.
My agent came to see me abotit it. He could
think and talk of nothing save the enormous
profits to be realized, the vast sums to be
made. I was greedy. Ah, Ianthe, how my
greed has been punished! They told me that -
anyone who could invest two hundred thou-
sand pounds in that mine would soon be a
millionaire. I read all the papers, I studied
the figures, I thought long and anxiously
about it. Then the love of greed and specu-
lation mastered me. I went to London, and
met several men of business. They all spoke
highly of the mine. So I gathered all the
money I could from every source, I mort-
gaged my income for the next three years, I
raised the two hundred thousand pounds.

After waiting impatiently for some return, for
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cheerful news, on Christmas Eve the blow fell.
Then were realized my worst fears. The mine
has proved a complete failure, and I am a
ruined man—a ruined man,” repeated the old
earl, with a terrible gesture of despair.
“ Maurice, Lord Carre, is hopelessly ruined;
he is the first Carre who has brought even
the faintest shadow of disgrace on the name.
Oh, Ianthe! have you any pity for me? Have
you anything save contempt? ”

“ You did it for the best,” she murmured.

“You have not heard all yet, Tanthe. Six
months since they wrote to me—those men
who have ruined me—and asked for a further
advance of five thousand pounds. It was
needed, they said, for the further working of
the mine; and after that the enormous profits
would begin.”

He stretched out his hands, as though he
would avoid some terrible specter.

““ Before Heaven, Tanthe,” he cried huskily,
“1I have never seen the full extent of what

ol
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I have done until now. Men might turn
round and call me thief.”

“No, it cannot be so bad as that, papa,”
she exclaimed. “ Tell me all.”

“I am your cousin, Wyndham Carre’s,
guardian, and he has a small fortune of five
thousand pounds, which he left in my charge.
It was invested in banking shares, and
brought him in a small, but certain, income.
When he was going to India, he said laugh-
ingly that he knew I had a good head for
business, and that, if ever I saw a chance of
turning his five per cent. into ten, I was to do
it. When they wrote to me for this last five
thousand pounds, thinking I was helping to
make his fortune as well as treble my own,
without awaiting his permission, I sent it; and
it is all lost, Ianthe. Could any man be so
mad, so foolish as I have been? ”

“You must pay it back, papa,” she said
cheerfully. “ You did not intend to lose it.”

“Pay it back!” he moaned. “1I would to
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Heaven that I could! You do not realize
what I mean when I say that I am a ruined
man. It means that I, Maurice Carre, Earl of
Croombe, stand before you penniless. The
home of my ancestors—this old - Abbey,
where the best and bravest of my race have
lived and died—has gone from me. My in-
come is mortgaged, I have sold the Home
Farm, I am as utterly ruined and without re-
source as a pauper within the workhouse
gates. Yet I could bear it all, if it were pos-
sible to repay Wyndham Carre. 1 cannot
live, Ianthe, to hear myself called thief.”

She had grown very pale as she listened.

“ No man can say that, dear. You frighten
yourself with a shadow. Wpyndham told
you to do better with his money, if you
could.”

“ And T have lost it. Ianthe, what answer
shall I make to him if he comes to me and
says, ‘ Where is my all; the fortune I left in
~your hands?’”

i*
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“ Could I not sell my jewels? And the pic-
tures—surely they would be worth more even
than five thousand pounds? ”

“The jewels are not worth one-half the
sum, and the pictures—do you not under-
stand, Tanthe>—the house, as it stands, have
gone from me. I am destitute, penniless.
Was there ever a sorrow like unto mine! ”

“ And this is Christmas,” said the girl
thoughtfully, “ when everyone is supposed to
be so happy. Papa, what shall we do?”

“7T cannot tell. I dare not think. I am
a ruined man. Do you realize all that that
means for you, Ianthe; you, brought up in
the midst of luxury, accustomed to carriages,
horses, servants; to dress as you liked; to do
as you liked? What will become of you, my
darling? When we two walk out of here hand
in hand, there will be no home for us to go to;
we shall not have one shilling in the wide
world. Now do you realize what ruin
means? ”
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She grew even whiter, and looked at him
with great startled eyes.

“ Are matters so bad, papa?”

He tore his hands from her grasp, and, with
a passionate cry, fell on his knees before her.

“Can you ever forgive me, Ianthe? I
would die to win your pardon. I have ruined
your bright young life; you, the fairest, the
brightest of my race. You will have to work
for your daily bread? Can you ever forgive
e

She bent over him with sweet, patient ten-
derness.

“ Papa, do not speak to me in that fashion.
You have done all for the best. I should
have nothing to forgive, even if you had done
the deadliest wrong. I am your child; it is
not for me to judge you. Let me help you,
comfort you, but do not ask me to pardon.
I am willing to suffer with you.”

“ Yesterday,” said the old earl, in his trem-
bling voice, “ when the letter came to tell me
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that the mine was a failure, there came also
a letter from John Culross—that is, from his
executors—he himself, the man who lent me
the money, is dead. They are calling in all
the moneys due to him; they have asked for
the ten thousand pounds. They have given
me formal notice for its repayment; if in three
months it is not paid, I shall lose Croombe
Abbey; it will pass from my hands into theirs.”

“ Three months,” she repeated; to her it
seemed like a reprieve. “ Surely much can be
done in three months. You can borrow the
money from someone else, papa?”

“Who would lend ten thousand pounds to
a ruined man? Of course I shall send for a
lawyer, and do my best; but I know it will be
useless. Croombe Abbey, the home of the
Carres, will become the property of a manu-
facturer. It is enough to make the dead
Carres rise from their graves.”

Her beautiful face flushed hotly, her eyes
flashed fire.
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“ Papa,” she said, “ there is one thing we
must do at once. We must tell the truth to
Lord Ravenscourt. You think he is here be-
cause he admires me; he must know that I am
no longer a rich heiress. We shall see if that
malkes any difference to him. Then we must,
under some pretext or other, send away our
visitors. How sorry I am that we wasted
money on that foolish ball! 2

“You were happy, my darling; so that it
was not all waste,” said the earl. * Tell me,
Tanthe, do you love Lord Ravenscourt? ”

“ No, papa; I like him. In time, perhaps,
T might love him.”

« Tt would take half the bitterness away, if
I could see you married,” he remarked. Sl
is for you I dread the change, not for myself.”

“ We must tell him to-morrow, papa,” said
Lady Ianthe. “See, it is striking two, and
you look so tired, dear. I will not stay to
listen to any more; 1 know the worst. We
will bear it together, we shall always be to-
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gether; and I am so young, so strong, so
brave, I can help you so much. Promise me
you will try to sleep.”

He looked gratefully at her.

“ There 1s one thing more, Ianthe. The let-
ter calling in the mortgage is from the son,
Herman Culross, and he speaks of coming
over to see me about it. You will be civil to
him for my sake, if he comes, Ianthe?”

“Civil? Certainly, papa. I was never
guilty of incivility to an inferior. I consider
it ill-breeding.”

“ He is heir to a millionaire now, Ianthe,
hardly an inferior.” :

“Tf he had the wealth of the whole world,
papa,” she said haughtily, “he would still
be inferior even to a ruined and penniless
Carre.”

The old earl looked kindly at her for one
minute, as she stood with all the pride of her
race expressed in her face.

“T will be civil, dear, for your sake; but I
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must not forget that he, this manufacturer’s
son, was presumptuous once. I am afraid
that I shall be prouder even in my poverty
than I was in prosperity.”

All the haughtiness died away as she bent
down once more to kiss him and say good-
night; and then she went away, leaving him
alone.

Lady Ianthe went back to her room, to
think over what she had heard. Ruined, pen-
niless, disgraced—she who had been reputed
heiress of a grand old house; she who had
known nothing but luxury and magnificence!
Tt was all over; she might bid farewell to the
pleasure and gayeties she had enjoyed. There
were no more triumphs for her, no more jew-
els, no marvels of costly dress, no crowds of
admiring suitors; it was all ended. There was
but one thing for her to do; and that was to
go away with her father where they might
hide themselves from the gaze of all whom
they had ever known. That was all that re-
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mained for her; and she was one of the fairest
girls in England, just eighteen. Still she had
the courage of the Carres. She shed no idle
tears, she made no complaint. She smiled
bitterly to herself as she thought of Lord
Ravenscourt. She understood now her fa-
ther’s desire that she should like him.

“I may be thankful that I did not,” she
thought; “that his sweet words and compli-
ments have won no love from me; for, unless
I mistake, and mistake greatly, when he un-
derstands the real state of things, he will say
all that is kind by way of condolence, and
then ride away.”

It was her first lesson in the trying realities
of life, and, considering how spoiled and in-
dulged she had been, it was a terribly hard
‘one. v

On the morrow Lord Carre gave some
slight intimation of the state of affairs to his
noble guest, who was most profuse in his ex-
pressions of sympathy. The next morning he
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announced that business would call him away
at once.

As she watched him drive off, Lady Ianthe
smiled bitterly to herself.

“Tet me take that lesson to heart,” she
said. “If yesterday a fortune had fallen to
my lot instead of the loss of one, Lord
Ravenscourt would have persuaded himself,
and me too, perhaps, that he was in love with
me. IHe would have made me an offer of
marriage, and it is jusf possible that I might
have become Lady Ravenscourt. Better pov-
erty than that; better any fate than marriage
with a man who is lacking in nobility of
soul!”

Did the words ever come home to her when,
years afterward, she knew what a noble soul
really was?

One by one the guests departed, and Lord
Carre was left with his daughter.

He received a letter one morning, saying
that Mr. Culross would be at the Abbey at
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night. He gave it silently into his daughter’s
hands.

“You will be civil to him, Ianthe, for my
sake? My whole future, such as it is, rests in
this man’s hands.”

b

“ Certainly,” again promised his daughter.
“ Why should I not, papa? The young man
will surely have the good sense to keep his
place this time.”

’

“ Ianthe,” said Lord Carre, looking at his
daughter, “ you speak somewhat contemptu-
ously of Mr. Culross. But, remember, he is
a millionaire. I should not think there are
many wealthier men in England; and ';ndney
—ah, lanthe! money does much!”

“It has never made a gentleman, and it
never will,” she said. “ It cannot buy birth,
nobility, or talent. I do not see that it is so
omnipotent, papa.”

“ What would I not give for it, Ianthe? ”
he sighed. “ Money would save one of the
oldest names in England from discredit and
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shame; it would restore that which I have lost
—my self-respect, my self-esteem; it would
give me courage to raise my head once more
amongst my fellow-men; it would take from
me the brand of shame. Oh, Ianthe! if all the
gifts of this fair earth were laid before me
now; I should choose—money.”

“ Poor papa! ” said the girl quietly. “You
may make yourself easy on one point. I will
be civil to Mr. Culross. Heaven guide us
safely through our troubles!” And, so say-
ing, she left him to prepare for the coming
guest.



"‘0

CHAPTER III.

“ TROUBLES never come alone,” said Lord
Carre. “ See, Ianthe, here is a letter from
Wyndham; he will be home in six months,
and he asks me to have his money ready, as he
knows of an excellent investment for it. My
dear child, can I write and tell him that it is
lost? I am in despair.”

He bowed his white head, and she had no
words with which to comfort him; this
brought their trouble nearer to her, and made
it more real than it had ever seemed before.
He raised his haggard face to hers.

“ It will kill me, Ianthe,” he said. “ T shall
never live to meet him.”

She could not comfert him. She had love,

devotion, the warmest, truest affection to of-
45
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fer him, but no money; and money was the
only thing that could help him then. She
stood by helpless, while the father she loved
so dearly humbled himself before her in his
shame and disgrace.

Herman Culross was expected that even-
ing, and it had touched her heart with keenest
pain to see the old earl with trembling hands
gathering up his papers, and trying in vain
to give matters a proper business aspect.

“He may be a kind-hearted man, after all,
Tanthe,” he observed, ““ and anxious to spare
me.” And then he broke into a passion of
childlike tears, crying, “I cannot leave
Croombe. I cannot see Croombe pass into
his hands. I would rather burn it down, and
die in the ashes.”

His daughter shared his passion of grief;
rather than leave Croombe, rather than see it
pass into the hands of this parvenu, she would
have set fire to it. But she was young and
hopeful. She was only eighteen, and she
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could not quite believe in this crushing
weight of sorrow. Some way out of it would
be found. Yet she owned to herself that she
did not know of one.

She had promised to be civil to the man
who held their future in his hands. The law-
yer, Mr. Grantley, was coming at the same
time, and she had ordered dinner to be ready
at seven, wondering, as she did so, how many
more dinners she would order at Croombe;
wondering what she would do without serv-
ants—she whose least wish had ever been
obeyed.

She dressed herself with exquisite taste, not
to attract the attention or excite the admira-
tion of Mr. Culross, she was incapable of sucl
an idea, but to please her father, the earl; and
never had the proud Lady Ianthe looked more
lovely. She wore a simple evening dress of
white silk trimmed with green leaves, and a
suite of opals, the changeful light of which
suited well her bright, regal beauty. The
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masses of brown rippling hair formed a coro-
net to the' beautiful face. She was imperially
fair.

She smiled when she thought of presumptu-
ous Herman Culross, the plebeian, the mil-
lionaire, for in the days of his early youth he
had dared to raise his eyes to her—had dared
to worship her as some bright, far-off star—
what was worse, had dared to give that wor-
ship voice. '

It had happened in this way. As a boy,
while the terms of the mortgage were being
negotiated, he had been taken to Croombe
Abbey; and there, walking with her governess
in the park, he had seen Lady Ianthe—seen
what he thought was the fairest vision on
earth. Boy as he was, he had become almost
insane dbout her. She had glanced at him
only once; she had looked at him with those
calm, serene eyes that took so little interest
in anytBing—Ilooked at him, wondering who
he was, and why he was there.
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“He is a plebeian,” she had said to herself,
and had passed on scornfully.

He was only a boy, but that one glance had
set his heart on fire. He asked her name,
and had lingered in the park, hoping to see
her again, and had failed. He had gone home
haunted by her, dreaming of her, mad about
her; and, when he could bear his dreams no
longer, he had poured out his boyish, pas-
sionate love in verse—verse that would have
brought tears to kindly eyes, it was so full
of love and longing.

After many days he sent it addressed to the
Lady Ianthe Carre, and signed with his
name. She was quite a child at the time, even
as he was a fair-faced boy, but her anger was
terrible. A manufacturer’s son, a boy lowly
born, a plebeian, to dare to send love verses to
her! Lady Ianthe simply tore the closely
written pages in two, and returned them to
him.

That was years before, but Lady Ianthe had
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never forgiven the insult, and Herman Culross
had never forgotten his love. Through the
years of his boyhood and his youth he had
remembered her; he had thought of her as
the fairest girl in the world, as his ideal of
perfect loveliness. He had said to himself
over and over again that he would rather a
hundred times love her memory than be loved
by any living woman. He hoped to have
done something worthy of a name when he
should meet the lovely Lady Ianthe Carre
again.

He was too young at the time to under-
stand anything about business, and when he
grew older he spent much time abroad, so
that he did not understand his father’s affairs.
When, at his father’s death, the will was read,
and he found himself a millionaire, his sur-
prise was great; it was greater still when he
found that his father’s chief debtor was the
Earl of Carre, who owed him ten thousand
pounds. If he could have consulted his own
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wish, he would have let the money remain,
but it was not in his power' to do so. By the
terms of the will the business was to be sold;
all moneys lent on mortgages or invested in
shares were to be called in; and the whole of
the vast capital was to be safely invested ac-
cording to directions.

The testator, John Culross, wished his son
to become a country gentleman, to enter Par-
liament, to found a family; and it was discov=
ered that Herman would inherit not less than
a*million of money. The story of his wealth
spread until it was known all over England.
He had asked if he was compelled to call in
the ten thousand pounds. His solicitors said,
“VYes.” He was compelled to call it in, al-
though he could lend it again the day after, if
he chose. 3

Would he so choose? His heart beat, his.
face flushed hotly; he was to see her again,
and this time she would not be able to dismiss
him with contempt.
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He knew nothing of the earl’s misfortunes,
and he did not anticipate any difficulty in get-
ting his money. It was something of a sur-
prise to him when he received a letter from
Lord Carre asking if it would not be possible
to make any other arrangementé, as he had
a difficulty in finding the money. Then Her-
man wrote, offering to go over to Croombe;
but that offer was really dictated by his long-
ing desire to see Lady Ianthe, not to arrange
about the money; he would have given it all
for one kind glance from the beautiful eyes
that ever haunted him.

He had heard much of Lady Ianthe during
the last two years; he knew that she had been
one of the leading beauties of the London
season. He s"miled, too, when he heard that
she was called one of the proudest girls in
England. He could well believe it, remem-
bering the fate of the verses in which he had
told of the love of his warm, boyish heart. He
heard, too, that she was strangely contemptu-
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ous about love and lovers; that some of the
noblest in the land had sued in vain for a
smile from her proud lips; but that, while she
was proud and haughty to all the world, to
her father she was most loving and most de-
voted. _

He had smiled again, saying to himself that
a girl who could love and honor her father as
Lady Ianthe did must have noble qualities,
although perhaps the world did not know
them.

Was she one of the proudest girls in Eng-
land while she stood by’ the drawing-room
fire, her dress slightly raised, her tiny silk
slipper resting on the bright fender? She had
strikingly aristocratic grace of figure; her
every movement, every action, was dignified
and harmonious. Her head was thrown back
with a proud, graceful gesture peculiar to her-
self; her white arms were idly crossed, for she
was thinking deeply. Her hands were perfect
in shape and color; her face was patrician.
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There was a splendid light in the beautiful
eyes; a proud light that yet could soften into
tenderness unutterable.

Was she one of the proudest girls in Eng-
land? Pride was clearly expressed in the
patrician face, in the bright eyes, and the pose
of the whole figure. But there are different
kinds of pride. She was not vain; she would
never have dreamed of exalting herself, of
glorifying herself, because of her own perfec-
tions. She was not vain of her face, its mar-
velous beauty was no source of pride; and
money would never have made her proud.
She looked upon wealth merely as an acci-
dent.

Her pride lay in the undue importance she
ascribed to high birth. To be nobly born was
everything. She did not consider nobility an
accident; in her own mind the aristocracy
were a privileged race, set aside for and by a
nobility of soul to which no plebeian could
ever attain. They were set aside from more
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common men, not because of wealth, but be-
cause high birth, length of pedigree, nobility
of race, entitled them to peculiar honors. The
doctrine that all men were equal made Lady .
Ianthe shudder. Perhaps her views might
have been a little more just if she had been
trained by a sensible mother; but her mother
had died while she was still young, and, al-
though she had had tutors and governesses,
she had been much alone.

Was this pride of Lady Ianthe’s all evil?
1f good could come from an evil source, good
came from that. She would have scorned the
idea of disgracing or staining the noble name
she bore. She would not have told a lie, have
attered a false word, to save her life. She
would have declared, with superb pride, that
the Carres were always true. She had the
fire and chivalry, the true bravery of her race;
she never indulged in vulgar weaknesses, such
as gossip and scandal. She invariably de-
fended the absent; she shielded the weak. She
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took the part of the feeble against the strong.
She, one of the proudest girls in England,
was kind and gentle to the poor; she was

munificently generous to them. She was

ncourteously kind to her inferiors; she had
never addressed a proud or scornful word to
a servant or an inferior in her life. And why?
Because truth, chivalry, courtesy, generosity,
were to her the marks of high birth; because
the absence ot those virtues denoted a plebe-
ian soul. She, Ianthe Carre, could never,
would never, do anything unworthy of her
name. She did not deny to the plebeian, the
lowly born, the poor, the possession of vir-
tues; but then, to her mind, they were of a
different kind. She understood that a poor
man must be patient, a tradesman honest; pa-
tience and honesty, industry and activity, be-
longed to their order. She could not under-
stand that a poor man might be a hero; the
idea of a chivalrous tradesman was beyond
her, She disliked the idea of mixing the two

il
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orders. She could not pardon the marriage
of an aristocrat with a plebeian; to her the two
were far apart; and it was not exactly a vulgar
love of rank that possessed her—it was an
inborn, sincere conviction that she belonged
to a race set apart. Why they should be so
set apart she did not know; it was one of those
decrees of Providence better understood than
explained.

Pride of birth, pride of race, was the girl’s
besetting sin; but, in her eyes, it had assumed
the guise of virtue. She was brilliantly ac-
complished, yet of her accomplishments she
was never vain. Naturally quick and gifted,
she had studied hard. She had traveled with
TLord Carre. She had read and studied and
thought; vet, though she was endowed with
keen perception, she had never arrived at the
knowledge of her own besetting sin.

She was a girl of singular purity of mind;
her innate sense of refinement served as a
virtue. She would never have been guilty of
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flirtation. She would never have attempted
to attract admiration. She never courted the
smiles and compliments of men; nor, as yet,

had she thought much of men or lovers. Her

whole heart was given to the father she so
loved.

Suddenly she started from her listless atti-
tude. There was a sound of carriage wheels.
She knew that he had arrived, this million-
aire, this plebeian, who held the name and
fortunes of the Carres in the hollow of his.
hands. She did not move away, but the ex-
pression of deep thought passed from her face
and gave place to one of attention.

After some minutes, two gentlemen entered

the room—one old and gray-haired, whom

she recognized as her father’s solicitor, Mr.
Grantley; the other, young, tall, with a face
full of energy, who was announced as Mr.
Culross. She made one step forward, and
held out her white jeweled hand in stately
greeting to her father’s old friend, and then

R

1el
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‘bowed with courtly grace to Herman Cul-
ross. She would just as soon have thought of
cutting her hand off as of giving it to him,
and he noticed the omission.

He was very pleasant to see, this son of the
people, this son of a man who had worked
hard for his daily bread. He was tall, with
a well-knit, manly figure, broad shoulders and
“broad chest, strong arms and strong, though
white, hands—the kind of man one would like

“by one’s side in a fray; the kind of man in
whose arms one would place one’s best loved
child.

There was something of dignity, too, in the
tall, erect figure, the dignity of independence.
The face was in many respects a lovable one
—not handsome, but more than pleasant to
see. The eyes were large, dark, and frank;
they were lighted with a pleasant, luminous
smile; they were eloquent too, full of fire and
passion. The mouth was firm in repose: the

- well-shaped lips closed with a line that was
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almost stern, yet, when he smiled, the smile
was sweet and tender as a woman’s. It was
an earnest, sensitive face; it was a face men
trusted implicitly, women liked, and children
loved.

Lady Ianthe’s calm, proud eyes glanced
carelessly at it. As his glance met hers, a
sudden fire of passion seemed to burn in his
face, his lips trembled, the strong, earnest man
was hardly master of himself. The proud,
calm glance had once more set his heart on
fire.

How he loved her, this fair, imperial girl,
who had coolly set him down as not of her
world, and treated him with scant courtesy
because he was her inferior! He could have
knelt and kissed the hem of her dress; he
could have cried aloud to her that she was
fair, and that he had loved her madly for long
years. He had in his own mind rehearsed
this little interview many times. He had in-
tended to say, with a very lordly air, that he |

e



WEDDED AND PARTED. 61

wished to apologize for his boyish imperti-
nence of years ago; but, looking' at her, he
dared not do it; the fair, queenly face had no
gleam of recognition in it. Besides, his man-
hood rose in hot rebellion; he would not
apologize; he would not call that boyish, ear-
nest, passionate love an impertinence. Did
she remember it? He must know; it might
pain him to discover that she still resented the
love verses; it might pain him to find that she
had forgotten them; but anything was better
than indifference.

After a time the earl came in, and he shook
hands warmly with both gentlemen. There
was something of trepidation in his manner as
he spoke to Herman Culross; a shadow of
dread, which his daughter observed with sur-
prise. Then dinner was announced, and they
went to the dining room.

Lady Ianthe adhered most strictly to the
letter of her word. She was “civil” to Mr.
Culross, nothing more. If, from any need or
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.obligation, her father had invited one of the
neighboring tradesmen to dine, she would
have been just as civil. With a courteous
smile she acknowledged every remark Her-
man Culross addressed to her, yet that very
smile seemed to widen the distance between
them. She never voluntarily addressed him,
except when her position as hostess obliged
her. She did not neglect one trivial act of
courtesy, yet, when they rose from dinner,
Herman felt as though a frozen ocean lay be-
tween them. He would bridge it over, he said
to himself, let it be as deep and cold and
hard frozen as it might.

Then, after dinner, the earl and his solicitor
had a game at écarté. Lord Carre would not
broach business that evening. He had asked
Mr. Culross if he played at chess, adding that,
if he did so, he would find an able opponent
in Lady Ianthe. Herman was only too de-
lighted to draw the little chess-table near the
fire; he placed an easy-chair and footstool for
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her. She thanked him with courteous grav-
ity, and they sat down together.

They had played for an hour, and after that
Herman said to himself that he must know
whether she remembered his boyish love. He
looked at her; the fair, high-bred face was
bent over the board, her white hands lightly
touched the chessmen, there was no indica-
tion of the faintest consciousness of his
presence. Suddenly he summoned all his
courage.

“ Lady Ianthe,” he said, “I trust by this
time you have forgiven my boyish indiscre-
tion.”

The proud, serene eyes looked indifferently
at him.

“ It would be ungenerous to remember the
faults of the boy against the man,” she said
calmly. “I have forgiven it.”

The reply silenced Herman for a time.
Then she had considered his love a fault—a
fault, that impetuous, honest worship which
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he had lavished on her! It was rather hard.
He recovered himself after a while.

“You must have thought me very pre-
sumptuous,” he said.

“1 beg your pardon, it is your move, not
mine. Presumptuous! No, I did not think
of you at all.”

Again Herman sank back, silenced. She
had not even found it worth while to be angry.
She had simply ignored him. He would not
be daunted. :

“ Tt was a terrible blow to my vanity,” he
continued rashly. “I thought my poor
verses very fair.”

“Did you? Your queen is in danger, Mr.
Culross.” The calm pride of her perfect re-
pose was not to be disturbed.

“TIf I were a wise man,” thought Herman,
“1 should say no more; but I am not wise,
and I know I shall commit myself. If she
would but look at me, even if angrily, I should
not care.”
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But he found himself suddenly checkmated,
and the game ended; and then Lady Ianthe
rose, and said “ Good-evening.” She went
to her room, quite pleased with herself and
her own efforts. She had been very civil to
her father’s guest.



CHAPBER-

Lapy IanTHE looked from her window on
the morning after the arrival of the two gen-
tlemen. The heavy clouds had parted during
the night, and the snow had fallen; it lay like
a white, thick, soft mantle over the earth.
The sky above was darkly blue, and the win-
try rays of the sun shone like palest gold.
Far and wide was the snow. The fields were
all covered, the hedges were white, the bare
branches of the trees were fringed. The green
holly held soft white snow in the hollow of its
leaves. The scarlet berries gleamed out like
points of flame; the robin-redbreast hopped
on the white snow and the bare twigs. It was
a winter scene so full of poetry that Lady

Ianthe could have watched it for hours; but
66
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she drew back with a sudden start of pain.
Not much longer would she watch those
grand old trees, the growth of centuries; not
much longer would the magnificent old home
be hers. Where the Carres had lived and died
the plebeian race of Culross would take up
their abode. The girl clasped her hands in
passionate sorrow as she thought of it. She
would have given her life to save her home
from such terrible desecration. They would
be sure to cut down the old ancestral oaks,
just as they would have new gilding in the
drawing room, and modern pictures in place
of old family portraits. Then she remem-
bered that she had to go down and be civil
to him, the representative of the race that she
detested.

If Herman had thought Lady Ianthe beau-
tiful in her evening dress, he was at a loss
what to think of her in plain morning toilet
—a simple morning dress of dark rich blue;
fastened high, and closed round the white
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throat, showing every line and curve of the
graceful figure. The fair, pure, proud face
bloomed with health; the rich rippling brown
hair was loosely and gracefully arranged.
She bade him “ Good-morning,” not offering
her hand, and just raising her white eyelids,
and then took her seat to preside at the break-
fast table. But her presence made paradise
for the man who worshiped her with such
passionate love.

After breakfast the earl sent for her. He
looked, she fancied, a little more cheerful.

“ Tanthe,” he said, ““ I have sent for you be-
cause I want particularly to see you. Last
night, after you had left us, we had a long
talk about my—misfortunes. He was so kind
to me, this young Herman Culross; he could
not have been kinder had he been my own
son.”

“T am very glad,” she observed calmly; the
idea of being “kind” to her father, Lord
Carre, hardly pleased her. Kindness implied
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something of patronage, and between peer
and parvenu such a thing was of course
absurd.

“He took so great an interest in what I
said,” continued Lord Carre, “that I con-
fided in him entirely. I told him everything
—of the ten thousand pounds owing to him,
of the five owing to Wyndham, and of the
two hundred thousand borrowed for that de-
testable silver mine.”

“Did you tell him all, papa? You must
have trusted him greatly.”

“I did—I did. My heart was drawn to
him. He is earnest, frank, sincere. I like
him so much, Ianthe.”

“1 am very glad,” she said, “ that you have
found a friend in your troubles, papa. Do
they—these gentlemen—see any Way out of
them? ”’

“ No; they both averred that it was black,
bitter, irretrievable ruin—that there was no
possible escape from it; but they have prom-
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ised in every way to do their best. Mr. Grant-
ley is compelled to return to London this
evening; but I have asked Herman Culross
to remain with us for the next fortnight, at
least. He has promised to do so. You will
be civil to him, Ianthe? ”

“ Civil! ” she repeated impatiently. “I am
always civil to him, papa.”

“You will try and amuse him, and make
the time pass pleasantly to him?”

“ Certainly. I hope, papa, that you are al-
ways satisfied with my conduct toward your
guests.”

“Yes,” he replied wistfully; “ but there is
a shadow of something in your manner to-
ward Mr. Culross—nothing tangible, a
shadow, yet I can feel it. It is as though you
never for one moment forgot the difference
in your positions.”

“There is a difference, papa,” she said.
“You admit that?”

“ Certainly, Ianthe. He is the son of a
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manufacturer, a man risen entirely from the
ranks of the people; you are a daughter of one
of the oldest families in England.”

“Then, if a difference exists, papa, it should
be observed. You can no more break down
the barrier of caste than you can make a
negro white.”

Lord Carre moved uneasily; he looked at
the pure, beautiful face, with its high-bred
calmness.

“ Do you know, Ianthe,” he said, “that T
could wish your views were a little less pro-
nounced? They strike me at times as being
even unkind.”

“ They are right,” she returned. “ When
the barriers of caste are broken down, papa,
we may expect universal ruin. I, for one,
shall respect them and keep them up while I
live.” '

Lord Carre sighed. She was very proud
and very immovable, this superb daughter of
his; and he owned to himself that, if he were
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in the place of Herman Culross, he should not
much enjoy her civility.

That evening Mr. Grantley left them to re-
turn to London; he took with him a large
bundle of papers and many pages of memo-
randa, but he said sadly he could not see any
means by which his honored patron, the old
earl, could keep up even the least shadow of
his position. To the shrewd old lawyer there
seemed no hope—the earl could not pay the
ten thousand pounds, therefore Croombe
Abbey must go; he could not refund the five
thousand, therefore he was liable to prosecu-
tion by Wyndham Carre; as for the borrowed
capital that he had invested in the mine, he
could not refund one shilling, therefore, for
a number of years, the whole of his large in-
come would be forfeited. There was no
shadow of escape from such a terrible state
of things.

Lady Ianthe found her powers of civility
fully taxed. Lord Carre spent much of his
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time shut up in the library with his papers.
Day by day, to her inexpressible distress, his
daughter saw him grow paler, thinner, more
haggard, more worn.

“ It will kill me, Tanthe,” he said feebly,.in
answer to her remonstrances. ““ No Carre can
survive disgrace.”

Day by day, too, Herman Culross fell more
deeply in love, while she grew more deter-
mined that the distance between them should
be properly observed. And it was wonderful
with what tact she kept that distance.

One fine bright morning the earl suggested
that she should ride with Mr. Culross; the air
was fine and bracing—it would do her good.
Herman looked up with a wistful smile; he
would have been most delighted. Her man-
ner and reply were both calm. The morning
was beautiful, she owned, and she was sure
that a ride would be very pleasant for Mr.,
Culross; for herself she was deeply engaged
that morning, as they might imagine the mis-
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tress of a house like Croombe would nat-
urally be.

“ But you might find time for a ride,” said
the earl; and she, with great quietness, re-
gretted that it was impossible,

The light died from Herman’s face. She
would not be kind to him; she would not for-
get that he was a manufacturer’s son. So it
was with everything the earl proposed.
There was no possible fault to be found with
her manner. It was neither cold nor stiff—
it was the perfection of courteous grace and
kindliness—but it was the manner of a queen
to a subject, not of a lady to an equal. When-
ever the earl proposed anything likely to
bring her into contact with the millionaire,
she found some insurmountable excuse.
There was no ground for complaint. Her-
man could not, even to himself, accuse her;
but he would rather have fought with a dozen
realities than this intangible shadow. If she
had disliked him, he would have fought the
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dislike inch by inch; if she had hated him, he
would have overcome the hatred. She sim-
ply overlooked him—and what could he
do?

One week of the time had elapsed; and
then it occurred to Lady Ianthe that he was
taking great interest in her. His devotion to
the earl knew no bounds. He would sit up
until the early hours of morning trying to un-
ravel the tangled web of accounts; he would
* wait upon the old earl with a gentleness and
tenderness that knew no bounds—the tender-
ness of a woman, the devotion of a son. Lord
Carre began to lean upon him, to look up to
him; it was touching to see them together;
the winning gentleness and deference of the
young man, the dependence of the old one.

After a time Lady Ianthe began to wonder
at it; she herself was not more devoted to the
earl. And then she noticed how often, in
looking up, she found his eyes fixed on her,
how he sought every opportunity of being
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with her, hew his face flushed and his hands
trembled, if by accident she came near him.
Almost insensibly, for her father’s sake, she
began to trust him, to feel confidence in him,
although she never for one moment forgot the
barrier.

He said but little to her; he never ventured
on any compliments; he refrained even from
little polite speeches that he might easily have
made; and she was grateful to him for the
forbearance. There was not so much effort
required to keep him in his place; he did not
seem disposed to take advantage of his posi-
tion, and insensibly she relaxed from her
vigilance.

It seemed to her that her father tried to
throw them together, that he sought oppor-
tunities of bringing her more and more into
the society of Mr. Culross. He liked to walk
up and down the picture gallery between
them; and, when Lady Ianthe deigned to lis-
ten, she found that Herman Culross’ conver-



WEDDED AND PARTED. 17

sation was superior to any she had ever heard.
He had clear, sound views on most subjects;
he was a keen, clever judge of art, a good
critic; he had a store of anecdotes, a fund of
information; he was a scholar and a student.
She was compelled to own that, for the son
of a manufacturer, he was really wonderful.

He had his own ideas of chivalry too; evi-
dently he did not consider it a virtue set apart
for the aristocracy. She was even surprised
and horrified to find that he dared to dis-
charge little arrows, biting little sarcasms, at
the order she loved and believed in. Could it
be credited? More than once she heard him
laugh at the idea of hereditary genius!

One evening he was with Lord Carre in the
library, and their conversation was so deeply
interesting that they had never even heard
the dinner bell ring. On that day her father
had been looking unusually ill, and she had
been dreadfully anxious about him.

“What can engross them so entirely?”
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thought Lady Ianthe to herself; and then,
when they came hurriedly into the dining
room, it struck her that they both avoided
looking at her; that Lord Carre had a wistful,
haggard expression on his face; that he was
restless and excited. There was something,
too, almost apologetic in his manner to her;
while Herman Culross looked eagerly ex-
pectant.

“ Ianthe,” said the earl, after dinner, “ will
you join me in a few minutes? I am going to
the library.”

As he replied she saw Herman Culross
look at her, with a sudden gleam of light in
his eyes. When they were alone, he crossed
the room, and went over to her side—he was
strongly agitated. She was serenely proud
and calm.

“ Lady Ianthe,” he said, in a low voice, “ I
wish that I dare kneel here at your feet, and
pray you to listen favorably to what Lord
Carre has to propose.”
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She raised her serene eyes to his earnest,
handsome face.

“You would be greatly out of place, Mr.
Culross, at my feet,” she rejoined; * and—
pray pardon me—it requires no prayers from
- you to induce me to listen favorably to any-
thing my dear and honored father may have
to say.”

“ But, Lady Ianthe, you do not know—al-

»

low me

She moved aside, with dignified ease; there
was the least suspicion of contempt in the
smile with which she interrupted him.

“ Pardon me, Mr. Culross; I do not allow
any interference between my father and my-
self. I must ask you to excuse me now, while
I go to him.”

Without another word, without even a
look, she swept from the room. She had
been haughty, contemptuous, scornful of
him, but he could have knelt and kissed the
hem of her robe as she passed him by.
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“ How does he dare to be so insolent? ” she
said to herself. “ He to pray that I would
listen to my father—he, a plebeian, a parvenu;
I, the daughter of an English earl!”

Her eyes flashed unutterable scorn; her lip
curled in a haughty smile; her beautiful face
flushed. She went into the library, and saw
her father seated in his favorite chair by the
fire.

“ Close the door, Ianthe,” he said. “ I want
to talk to you without being disturbed.”

She saw tears on his face. He stretched out
his arms to her.

“ Tanthe, my darling, come here,” he said;
‘““ here, where I can kiss you and plead to you
and pray to you!”

She sat down on the little stool at his feet,
resting her hands on his knees, looking with
tender, loving eyes into his face. Still he
seemed in no hurry to begin.

“ Tanthe,” he said at last. “Help has
come. Oh, my darling! T have seen the first
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#leam of light since the darkness surrounded
me, and I am ill, weak, faint with joy! Ianthe,
I have seen the way in which I can be saved.”

Then his strength seemed to fail him, the
courage that upheld him died away; he bent
his face over her and wept like a child.

“ Only Heaven knows,” he sobbed, ““ what
1 have suffered, Tanthe! I have seen myself
impoverished, imprisoned—my fortune lost—
my name disgraced—my only child working
for her daily bread. I have heard myself
called thief, impostor, and it has nearly killed
me. Now it is all over—all over. I could
net have faced it, Ianthe.”

“ How you have suffered, papa!” she said
gently. “ And you have not told me. I did
not know one half.”

“1 could not tell you, my darling. There
are sorrows that cannot be put into words.
Mine could not. Its very magnitude appalled
me. It is over, thank Heaven! I am all un-
worthy, but I see light at last. I see a stretch
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of years before me. I see my name held in
honor. I see grandchildren climbing round
my knee, and I thank Heaven.”

Her face brightenéd as she listened to him.

“1 too am glad, dear,” she said gently; “1
feel your joy as I did your sorrow. I would
have sold my life for you, had I been ahle.”

He looked at her, and she saw something of
anxious fear in his eyes. He laid his two
hands on her shoulders, gazing at her long
and anxiously.

“It all depends on you, Ianthe,” he said:
“all on you.”

“On me, papa? How can that be?”

“You said you would have sold your life
to help me, Tanthe. Did you mean it?” he
asked.

“1 did. I would have freely died to save
you and the name of Carre.”

“You have not to die, my darling; you
have but to lay aside a prejudice. Listen,
Ianthe. Herman Culross is a most noble-
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minded man. He has offered—why, my dar-
ling, I can hardly find words in which to tell
you of his offer, it is so noble! In the first
place, he will lend again, on terms you shall
hear, the ten thousand pounds, so that
Croombe, my beloved home, shall not pass
from us; next he will place to my account the
five thousand pounds that I owe to Wynd-
ham Carre, so that I can repay him at once,
and my name not be branded; lastly, of that
miserable two hundred thousand I have bor-
rowed, he will, from his own moneys, pay one,
and the other is to be repaid by installments
from the estate, so that I shall be free. I can
hardly say the words, Ianthe; I shall be free.
I shall still keep up the state befitting Mau-
rice, Earl of Carre—I shall die with my name
unstained, and the world will never know the
ordeal through which I have passed.”

She kissed the trembling hands that held
hers in a feeble grasp.

“ He is the noblest, the kindest, the most
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generous man in all the ‘world,” she said;
“ but, papa darling, how does all this depead
on me? I do not understand.”

“It depends on you, and you alone, Ian-
the,” he replied. “ Why do you imagine Her-
man Culross is ready to do all this for us?”

“ Because it is a privilege to help you,
papa.” :

“ No,” said the earl, it is because he loves
you.”

“ Loves me!” she repeated haughtily.

“ Yes, loves you as I do not think any man
ever loved a woman before—loves you, and
wants to make you his wife.”

“ His wife!” she exclaimed with imperial
disdain. ““ Papa, do you know what you are
saying? I—Ianthe Carre—that man’s wife!”

“And- why not, my darling? Why
not? ”’

“You to ask me such a question! I am
a peer’s daughter. I have some of the best
blood in England in my veins. He is a ple-
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beian, a parvenu. I, Ianthe Carre, marry him!
I would die a hundred deaths first.” She rose
in her superb disdain, with flashing eyes and
heaving breast.

He rose too, and stood before her, the pic-
ture of despair.

“You refuse, lanthe—you, my only child,
who professed your willingness to die for me?
You refuse?” :

“ What else can I do?” she demanded pas-
sionately. “I would have given my life for
you; but I cannot marry him—a commoner, a
manufacturer’s son, a man whose hand even I
have never touched. He is generous indeed,
with true plebeian generosity, to offer to buy
me! What is the purchase money, papar
One hundred and fifteen thousand pounds!
At least I am highly rated. Oh, that I should
have lived to see this day!”

He sat down again under the passionate
torrent of her words; and the white, haggard
despair that came over his wrinkled face, even
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in the midst of her angry pride, frightened
her.

“ Very well,” he said meekly. “It cannot

be, Ianthe. I will not force you, child—my
only child. I am not worth saving. There is
no light; only the darkness, growing deeper
and deeper.” '
- “1 cannot sell myself, papa,” returned
Tanthe. “If he is so generous and so kind,
let him help without any reference to me; that
would be generosity.”

“ But, Ianthe, he loves you,” was the eager
rejoinder. “ He tells me that he has loved
you for many years. He caught a glimpse
of you when he came here a boy. He says
that he has loved you ever since—that he has
never even cared to look into another
woman’s face. There is constancy for you!
Oh, Ianthe! does it not touch your heart; this
long, silent love of years?”

“ How could he love me? He was only a
boy,” she said scornfully. ““ What is a boy’s
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love? He was an impertinent boy, or he
would not have dared to think of such a
thing.”

“ He is not a boy now, Ianthe,” observed
the earl sadly.
~ “No, but he has the impertinence of one,”
she returned hastily. “I cannot do it, papa.
Pride of race is stronger in me than love of
life! I cannot marry this man, who owes his
position to trade.”

She turned away with a quick shudder, and
then looked down in fear. Her father was
kneeling at her feet, his white head bent in
lowly supplication before her. He held out
his hands.

“See, Ianthe, I am praying to you, my
dear; for my sake, for Heaven’s sake, help
me out of my trouble. Do not leave me to
die in despair!”

“ You torture me! ”’ she cried. “ Oh, papa;
do not kneel there at my feet! You make me
ashamed.”
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“You will grant my prayer, Ianthe; you
will save me? ”” he moaned.

“ Give me until to-morrow,” she said. “1I
—1I cannot answer you at once.”

And, bending hastily over him, and touch-
ing his worn face with her quivering lips, she
quitted the room.

“Until to-morrow.” At least it was a
respite of some hours, and would give her
time to think.



GEHAPTER V.

It was well for Herman Culross that Lady
Tanthe did not meet him as she went to her
room. He would have fared ill. She was
cruelly unjust and unkind to him. She was
irritated against him with passionate anger
because he had dared to think of her as his
wife. That he should have dared, because of
the mere vulgar accident of wealth, to ask her
to marry him! That he should have been so
blind as to overlook the difference between
them! - That he should have imagined any-
thing could bring her, Lady Carre, to his
level!

“To talk of loving me!” she cried
haughtily. “ To call his boyish impertinence
love, and to tell my father! To talk of his

89
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constancy to me! Does he think that I am
a white slave, to be purchased by so much
gold; to be bought, because my father needs
money? ”’

With clasped hands and angry eyes she
walked rapidly to and fro. .

“Tt is so like a commercial transaction,”
she said bitterly. ““ He looks upon it as such.
My father is ruined; he is in urgent need of
so. much money. This man comes and says
he shall have it; but my father’s d'aughter shall
be the price. A nobleman would have given
the money, lent it, without such condition, or
would have refrained from -offering it. He
asks its value. Could anything be more ple-
beian! Could anything mark more strongly
the difference between the two races! He of-
fers, in fact, to buy me—me, Ianthe Carre!
I will not marry him. I would rather die! I
would rather suffer poverty, hunger, or any-
thing else, than marry him, lowly born, lowly
bred.” :
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It was quite decided. She would not marry
him. She would have the pleasure of showing
him how a woman of rank could bear any-
thing better than a marriage like that. She
would have the triumph of showing him that
she valued nobility of birth far more than the
glittering bauble of wealth. She rehearsed
over and over again to herself the bitter, cut-
ting, sarcastic words in which she would tell
him this; the haughty dismissal she would
give him; this man who had insulted her with
his love and his money.

He would go then. He would leave
Croombe, and, in all probability, they would
never see him again. Her father would miss
him—would miss his kindly services, his con-
stant care; and she herself would feel perhaps
a certain kind of loss. He had been so kind
and useful; but then he had marred all by his
unbounded presumption.

“T should really have begun to like him in
a certain kind of way,” she said to herself, “ if
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he had not done this; but this I shall never
pardon.”

She did not even feel a woman’s natural
vanity in the idea that such a man loved her
and wished to marry her. She could not un-
derstand the compliment; coming from him,
it was an insult.

She went on with her musings. He would
go; he would pass out of their life forever; and
then the thunderbolt would fall; then would
come shame, disgrace, ruin. Croombe would
pass into his hands; Wyndham would learn
that his money had all been spent; there
would be shame and sorrow unutterable.
Thus would end the noble and ancient race
whose glory had been so dear to her.

Never mind; she would have had her tri-
umph! She would have dismissed the man
who had humiliated her. He would be mas-
ter at Croombe, but he would have found
someone who despised his money and his low
birth.
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Suddenly she saw, as in a dream, a white
head bent before her—her father kneeling to
her with outstretched hands, praying her, for
Heaven’s sake, to help him, to save him. She
who professed to love him so dearly had re-
fused to save him. She would enjoy her tri-
umph, but what of him? Then she remem-
bered his joy; childlike in its excess. He did
not seem to have doubted her acceptance of
the terms, and she had refused them.

How he had suffered! What agony of
mind he must have endured! Now that the
only gleam of light had departed, what might
not happen?

She grew frightened. Sorrow and despair
such as his had led to suicide. Of course it
was a cowardly action; everyone knew that.
But her father was old and feeble; trouble had
worn away the strength of his mind and his
intellect; he was confused in his ideas.

What could she do? Watch over him in-
cessantly? Yes. She had his life in her
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hands, and she was refusing to save it. With
one word, only one word, shie might make him
happy beyond all measure—beyond all words.
She might restore him to affluence, to power,
to happiness, to peace and self-respect. She
might give to him the reality of his dream,
length of days, and a peaceful grave.

The vision of the old earl kneeling before
her touched the girl’s heart with keenest pain.

“ My poor father, my. dear father, to pray
such a prayer to his only child, and to be re-

‘7,

fused It seemed terribly cruel; nay, the
more she thought of it the more she shrank
from her decision. Could she, his beloved
child, plunge him again into the abyss of
despair from which he had been almost
rescued?

Was there no other alternative? An idea
occurred to her. She would see Herman Cul-
ross herself, and ask him if he could suggest
nothing but marriage; he would not dare to
make love to her himself. She felt sure of

*
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that—he stood too much in awe of her; but
he would listen, and he would perhaps sug-
gest something else.

She would see him early in the morning,
and tell him that nothing should induce her
to consent to the marriage, it was simply an
absurdity; but that, if he could find some
means of befriending her father, she would
be grateful to him all her life. Then she tried
to sleep, but her pillow that night seemed a
hard one. There was no rest to be found on
it; she could only meditate on the mOorrow’s
meeting.

She rose early; she resolved to see him as
soon as she could; to end the suspense and
the misery, to see what could be done. Un-
consciously, she lingered long over her toilet;
she wished to look her very best, not to at-
tract his attention, but that she might impress
him the more deeply with her dignity.

She remembered, then, that it would not
perhaps be very pleasant to breakfast alone
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with a man whom she intended to crush with
her scorn. She sent an apology to him, and
ordered breakfast to be served to him in the
dining room. Herman hardly knew what to
argue from that. Did it bode good or ill for-
tune? He was soon to know; while Lady
Tanthe summoned all the pride and courage of
her race to do battle with the man who was at
the same time her greatest friend and her
greatest foe.



CHABEER. VI

ONE of the prettiest rooms at Croombe Ab-
bey was the morning room. It was set aside
for the use of the ladies of the family, and was
furnished with the utmost taste and elegance.
It opened into a conservatory that even in
winter was filled with blooming flowers and
singing birds; that opened, in its turn, on to
a soft green lawn, where, du'ring the summer,
pretty fountains rippled and grand old trees
cast a grateful shade. It was an elegant,
rather than a handsome, room. White lace
curtains, hangings of pale rose silk, a few
exquisite water-colors, and a white Psyche,
with a basket of crimson flowers at her foot,
made it a charming retreat.

It was here that Lady Ianthe resolved ﬁpon
97



98 WEDDED AND PARTED.

seeing Herman. She sent to say that she
awaited him, and through the wide-open door
he caught a view of her as she stood expecting
him. She was leaning against the white
Psyche, her white hands touching the crimson
flowers, her elegant morning dress sweeping
the ground, her graceful figure slightly bent,
deep thought and grave anxiety on the beau-
tiful, pure, high-bred -face.

The man’s whole heart went out to her with
deep, passionate love that was almost pain.

“ She is my queen,” he thought—* beauti-
ful as she is proud; but I will win her, if she
is to be won.”

She did not hear him at first; and when, at
the sound of footsteps, she looked up and saw
him, her face burned with a crimson flush.
He went hastily forward to greet her; and she
could not help seeing the passion in his face,
the love in his eyes. He held out his hand
hurriedly to her; but she shrank from the im-
passioned greeting.
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“ Good-morning, Mr. Culross,” she said.
“ T wished to see you, if you have a little time
to spare.”

“ T have always time to spare for you, Lady
Tanthe. I ask for nothing better than to give
my whole life to you.”

She held up her hand, drawing back from
him with such a gesture of scorn that he could
not mistake it. Then, for half a minute, she
was silent; not from want of words, but be-
cause she had so much to say that she hardly
knew where to begin. He took advantage
of her silence.

“ Lady Ianthe,” he began, “ you have seen
Lord Carre. May I hope and pray that you
have a favorable answer for me?”

She saw the passionate love and wistfulness
in his face. In any other’s it would have
touched her deeply; in him it simply hardened
her heart. Her proud, bright eyes glanced
serenely at him.

“ Tt is of that I wished to speak to you, Mr.
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Culross. Let me ask you first, is there no
mistake? Have you really laid such a propo-
sition before the earl, my father?”

“ There is no mistake, Lady Ianthe,” he
replied. “I love you, and the one passionate,
longing desire of my heart is to make you my
wife.” : :

“ We will place the matter in a truer light,
Mr. Culross,” she observed, her lip curling.
“ My father is in urgent need of some money,
and this money you have offered him as the
price of his daughter’s hand.”

“That is an ungenerous and, pardon me,
untruthful way of stating the fact. Lady
Tanthe, I ask you to be my wife because I
love you as I believe man has rarely loved
woman before. I love you so that I would
freely give my life for you.”

She drew her graceful figure to its full
height, and looked at him.

“Do you know, Mr. Culross,” she said,
in fine scorn, “that for you to talk to me



WEDDED AND PARTED. 10T

about what you please to call love is great
presumption? ”’

“ Why, Lady Ianthe?” he asked calmly.

“The question hardly requires an answer,”
she replied. “ We are of a different race, of
a different order. I have no wish to be rude
or to speak unpleasant truths, but are you
aware that, but for the fact of my father’s be-
ing indebted to you, you would never have
been a visitor at Croombe? ”

“1 bless the happy fact of the debt,” he re-
marked.

“ You ask me, Ianthe Carre, to marry you,”
she said. ““ Listen. The women of my race
have never yet contracted a low marriage.”

“ Pardon me,” he interrupted, with a hot
flush. “ I should not call a marriage with my-
self a low marriage.”

“ 1 should,” she declared, with cold hau-
teur. ‘“ The women of my race have married
always in their own rank. You cannot ask
me to forget the traditions of my order so far
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as to marry the son of a man who owes his
position to trade.”

“ T do ask it, Lady Ianthe,” he said.

“1 should expect my dead ancestresses to
rise from their graves and cry out against such
a desecration, as I may call it, Mr. Culross,”
she rejoined quickly.

“There are desecrations that seem to me
even greater, Lady lanthe,” he said quietly.
“You do well to speak of such things as the
traditions of your race; your ideas are indeed
traditionary. The haughty exclusiveness of
high birth is fast dying out; man meets his
fellow-man now on more equal terms; there
are more aristocracies recognized now than of
birth, which is, after all, a mere accident, as
you know.”

She drew back, as though the words had
stung her.

“I know nothing of the kind,” she re-
turned haughtily. “ Wealth I consider a
mere accident, because fortune is blind and
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never follows merit; but with nobility it is
quite another thing.”

“There are other aristocracies,” he said,
“ that will in time do away with this; the no-
bility of genius, of talent, of industry, of vir-
tue, is, to my mind, superior to mere nobility
of birth.”

“We will argue no more,” she decided,
“for we shall never agree. I value noble
birth above everything else; and, believe me,
Mr. Culross, I could not overlook the want
of it.”

She turned haughtily away, but he drew
nearer to her.

“Lady Ianthe, stay and listen to me. It
was not to argue on this world-worn topic
that we have met. Your opinions are part of
yourself; I respect them, I will never seek to
controvert them, I will refrain from ever giv-
ing utterance to mine. Try to forget and to
overlook these barriers of caste; try to think
of me only as the man who loves you so that
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he would die for you.” His words died away
in a passionate murmur; the passion of his
love shone in his face.

“71 cannot,” she replied. “I could never
forget the distance between us so as to love
you. Do not ask me.”

“Then you decidedly refuse me? ” he said.

Suddenly there came to her mind the mem-
ory of the old ear] kneeling with outstretched
hands, and crying to her for help. Could she
send this only chance of help far from him?

“ Stay, Mr. ’.Culross,” she said hastily.
“Let me ask you, in my turn, can you not be
generous, and help my father without—with-
out reference to me?” :

“ No,” he replied calmly. “ You ask what
is beyond me. I cannot.”

“Tt is so like a trader,” she cried proudly,
“to ask a price even for his virtues, to sell
even his benevolence, to wish to purchase a
wife whom he can obtain on no other terms.
A man of birth would save my father and
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scorn to make his daughter’s hand the price
of his safety.”

“ Not if he loved that daughter,” said Her-
man Culross. “ Pardon me, a man who loves
a woman will try all he can to win her.”

“That is plebéian love, Mr. Culross. A
man of birth loves differently; he prefers the
happiness of the woman he loves to his own.”

“ Pardon me again if I venture to say that
your notions are quite fancifui, Lady Ianthe.
Will you let me speak to you about what you

“are pleased to call plebeian love—love which,
if you had seen it in a man whom you deemed
noble, you would have considered exalted
chivalry? ”

“1 cannot prevent your telling me what
you choose, Mr. Culross,” she said, with an
air of resignation. “I have no choice, save
to listen.”

“ Many years ago,” he began, “ when I was
quite a boy, I was invited to spend my holi-
days with my father’s solicitor in London; and
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it so happened that on our way thither busi-
ness brought him to Croombe, and I came
with him. I was only a boy, Lady Ianthe, un-
trained, unformed, ignorant—a manufactur-
er’s son, utterly, I grant, beneath the notice of
Lady Carre; but the ignorant boy, the manu-
facturer’s son, had, I suppose, a poet’s soul
and an artist’s mind; had something in him
that raised him above a mere clod. I was a
boy; and, walking in this grand old park of
yours, where the trees are centuries old, I saw
what seemed to my boyish eyes a vision of
perfect grace and bewildering beauty; a
bright young girl, who passed me with droop-
ing eyes. She vouchsafed me one glance—
proud, careless, indifferent—and then went
on her way and forgot me; but my heart went
with her. I was only a boy, standing under
the light of the summer sky, blinded, dazed,
bewildered by the bright vision—only a boy;
yet in that moment a man’s passionate love
came to me, and I was a boy no more. How
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that fair, proud, girlish face haunted me after-
ward! Look where I would, I saw nothing
but the proud eyes and tender, haughty lips.
Only a boy, yet to be so haunted! I inquired,
and found that the fair vision was no other
than Lady Carre. Then I said to myself that
I would study hard, that I would work as man
had never worked, that I would make for my-
self a name that should be famous all over
the land, and then, if I could, T would win
Lady Carre. I was a boy when I made that
resolve, but my love grew with my growth;
it shielded me in every tempfation, it helped
me in every difficulty, it spurred me on to the
dizziest heights of ambition; and now—now,
Lady Tanthe, that time has matured it—that
it has grown to be more to me than life itself,
I bring it to you, and, kneeling at your feet,
offer it to you.”

The passion of his words touched her; the
handsome, pleading face touched her; but she
drew back coldly.
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“T cannot take it,”” she said, “for I cam
never return it.”

“If T were what you call noble, Lady
Tanthe, would you be touched by this great
and constant love? ”

“1If you were of my order,” she said, “1I
might learn to care for you.”

“And in one nobly born you would say
that was a chivalrous love?”

“Yes,” she replied frankly, “I should.”

“ But, because I am a son of the people, a
man whose father rose by his own industry,
you consider my love an impertinence, and
you refuse to accept it?”

“Yes,” she answered candidly.

Herman Culross stood for a few minutes in
silence; he did not know how to contend with
pride so bitter, so great as this.

“Will you tell me one thing, Lady Ian-
the?” he asked. “Do you love anyone
elsei’

She did not answer at first, the struggle in
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her own mind was great. Pride urged her to
refuse to answer, but the memory of her father
on his knees urged her to temporize.

»

“1 do not love anyone else,” she replied.
“1 love only my father.”

“ Then, Lady Ianthe,” he said, “ even were
your heart harder and colder than marble, I
shall win you yet. I shall win you by the
force of my own great, mighty, passionate
love.”

“ Mr, Culross,” she said quietly, “ it is quite
impossible for me to love you. I cannot alter
my whole nature. I cannot act against the
cherished convictions of my whole life. Will
you not be generous, and save my father with-
out asking this great sacrifice from me?”

“1 cannot,” he replied. “ If you had con-
fessed that you loved anyone else, I would say
no more; but you are to be won. Therefore
will I give my whole life to the winning of
you.”

“You will not succeed,” she said. “It



110 WEDDED AND PARTED.

were better that the whole race of the Carres
should sink into obscurity than that the last
of them should stain her name by such a mar-
riage.”

“ You refuse me because I am a commoner,
because I have no pedigree, am not of noble
birth? ” :

“Yes, for those reasons,” she said.

“Lady Ianthe,” he continued earnestly,
“do you think that noble souls belong, like
hereditary estates, to men of noble birth? ”

“ I have always believed so,” she replied.

“ Have you never heard of a nobleman be-
ing a thief, a forger, robbing his ward, be-
traying his trust? ”

“ Those are the exceptions, not the rule,”
she answered.

“ Still you have heard of such?”

“I do not deny it.”

“And you have heard of poor men who
have not hesitated to give their lives to save
others; of soldiers receiving the bayonet-‘
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thrust meant for their captain; of sailors giv-
ing their place in a lifeboat to a woman and
child and dying in their stead; of firemen con-
tent to save a little one and die in its place.
You have heard of such?”

“ Yes,” she replied slowly, “ I have.”

“ Then how can you say that noble souls
belong only to men of noble birth? You see
that it is not so. Some of our greatest men
have sprung from the people. Lady lanthe,
let me prove to you that a commoner’s son
can be chivalrous and true. Let me prove to
you that I, though sprung from the people,
can love you as loyally and nobly as any peer
of the realm.”

“T cannot,” she said, with more of pride
and hauteur than he had seen in her yet. “ It
is an impossibility.”

For a few minutes silence fell over both.
Herman was the first to break it. :

“ T repeat, Lady Ianthe,” he said, “ that, if
your heart were colder and harder than this
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marble Psyche, I would win you by the might
of my passionate love. You think that you
would make a great sacrifice if you married
me, and that the sacrifice would be all yours? ”

“1I do think so,” she put in.

“Then will you listen to me for a few min-
utes longer? If T could hope to interest you
in my father, I should tell you of how he
worked incessantly, .how he toiled almost °
night and day, how he accumulated a vast
fortune by his own talent and industry, how
he lived and died with one great hope—it was
the hope of being the founder of a family.”

’

“A poor ambition,” she replied.

“Poor in your eyes, Lady Ianthe; great in
his,” commented Herman; and then he re-
sumed: “ He talked to me of nothing else.
He hoped and prayed that in time the name
of Culross might be a power in the land, and .
he trained me in that hope. When your father
spoke to me and told me his troubles, I buried

that hope. I laid it at your feet. I told him
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that if you would learn to care for me I would
consent to his wish. I would take out by
letters-patent the right to bear your name, so
that it should not die; and, believe me, Lady
Ianthe; scorn me as much as you may, I make
as great a sacrifice in renouncing my father’s
favorite idea as you would do in giving up the
cherished prejudice of your life. It is a sacri-
fice to me, but I make it most gladly, as I
would the sacrifice of my life, were it pleasing
to you.” : : »

“ T do not respect you the more for it,” she
replied coldly. *“ A man who had any name:
to be proud of would not so lightly give it up.”

“Tt is for your sake, Lady Ianthe. Oh,
listen to me! Let me plead to you, pray to
you! In time you must appreciate my great
love, must learn to understand it, must return
it. I am content to wait.” .

“ Yet your great love will not permit you
to save my father without sacrificing me? ”

“ No; for in so doing I lose my only chance
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of winning you. Do not send me away! If
you will not be kind to me for my own sake,
be so for your father’s. You would smile on
me if you had seen his face brighten when I

laid all my plans before him. Lady Ianthe, I -

only ask permission to lavish my wealth on
you—to use it in your service. I will make
your father’s heart glad with inexpressible
joy. I will clear off all his debts. I will re-
store this grand old domain to more than its
ncient grandeur. I will devote my whole life
to the earl and to you. I will be content to
sink my own identity. I will work and strive
and labor for the glory of the Carres of
Croombe. Will you give me one word of en-
couragement, Lady Tanthe?”
He had drawn nearer to her, and in the

passionate hurry of his words he laid one hand

on hers. She withdrew it as though he had

suddenly touched it with fire ; and then, with

a strangely frank smile, she looked at him.
“How can you ask me to marry you when

»
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1 shrink from the very touch of your hand? ™
she asked.

“ But you would not always. I have faith
in my own great love. It would win some-
thing in return. Lady Ianthe, if you send me
away you will kill your father. All his hopes
are based on this marriage.”

“ Do you think it is manly to force me into
a marriage because I love my father—because
it is the only way in which I can save him? ”
she asked, with sudden passion.

“ I should not think it manly if I despaired
of winning your love and making you happy;
but I know I can do both. I have faith to
that extent.” =

She knew that he had spoken the truth;
that the only means of saving her father’s life,
of saving the old name from discredit and dis-
grace, was by marrying him; yet at the mo-
ment that she realized it she most disliked
him. She opened her beautiful eyes and
looked fixedly at him.
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‘“ Are you content to marry me,” she asked,
“knowing that I despise you; that I look
upon you with contempt? ”’

“ Lady Ianthe,” he said, “ I shall know how
to change that into love; and I would rather
have your contempt, your scorn, than the
warmest affection of any other woman!”

“ Are you content to marry me, knowing
that I feel that nothing can bridge over the
distance between us; nothing can set you by
my side as my equal; nothing can make me
forget that you are a plebeian; nothing
can make me overlook your social inferi-
ority? "

“Tam content,” he replied. “ You love no
one else. It will all come in time.”

“My love will not come,” she eried.
“ Never think that.”

“1 am content,” he repeated.

For some minutes she was silent, evidently
struggling with her anger, and then she said
slowly: 2



WEDDED AND PARTED. 117

“T repeat that you are doing an unmanly
thing in forcing me to marry you. You
force me because you leave me no alternative;
I must crush my father or marry you. I love
my father, as I have always done, better than
the whole world besides; that love is the
master-passion of my life. To save him, I am
driven to marry a man whom I neither know,
nor like, nor esteem, nor love.”

“ It will come,” he repeated. “I love you
so dearly, and I long so passionately for
your love, that I shall be content with any
terms.”’

Her face flushed crimson.

“Will you? ” she returned. “Then I will
make those terms as difficult for you as I can.
I will be your wife—that is, you shall bear my
name—but you shall never even touch my
hands; you will have secured me, you will
have fast bound me; that seems to me all you
wish; but no word of love shall ever cross my
lips to you; we shall be together, and yet be
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further apart than strangers; together with-
out love or affection. If I consent at all, it
will be only on those terms. It is for you to
decide whether you will accept them. If,
after accepting, you break them, presume to
ask from me words of affection, presume to
touch my hand, to thrust your society upon
me, then I swear that I will instantly leave the
house. Are you satisfied to have me as your
wife on those terms? ”

He looked at her; she was to him so royally
beautiful in her scorn, so fair in her anger and
defiance, so much more winning even so than
any other woman in her most complaisant
mood that he felt that he could have given his
life even for that small victory.

“Yes,” he said. “ You love no one else, I
am content to wait; you will know me and
love me better in time.”

“Then, if on those terms you consent to
lose your identity, and devote your life to the
service of the Carres of Croombe,” she said
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jmperially, “I accept your service, and our
interview is ended.”

She spoke with ill-concealed contempt; but
Herman Culross repeated to himself that love
would come in time.



CHAPTER VIIL

For some time after Lady Ianthe had swept
from the room, Herman Culross stood think-
ing profoundly. To him, a son of the people,
a man of thought and culture, a broad-
souled, large-minded philosopher, there was
something almost unreal in Lady Carre’s
strong family pride. He could not under-
stand it. He could have understood her be-
ing proud of her beauty, or of her magnificent
home, but her pride of ancestry was quite be-
yond him. He thought of it with a smile as
the caprice, the whim, the one failing of the
loveliest woman he had ever seen. He should
be well able to conquer it, he thought; at
least, she loved no one else; that was one
great point, one great ground of hope. She

120
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ioved no other man, and, though he was not
even to touch her hand or presume to say one
affectionate word to her, still they would be
together—they would be under the same roof,
they would have at least some cares and some
duties in common. It would be strange if,
with all those opportunities, he could not win
her love. :
At first he had been inclined to reject her
terms with as much scorn as she had shown
- herself; they were unworthy of him and his
love. Then it occurred to him that he could
give her a lesson in true nobility. He would
give her all and take nothing; he would pour
out his .devotion with so lavish a hand that
she would not be able to help returning some
of it. She should see that it was possible for
a commoner to have the soul of a gentleman.
He would treat her with such chivalry, such
delicacy, that she would be compelled to ad-
‘mire him, to admit that a plebeian could have
the virtues that she seemed to consider be-
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longed by right divine to the nobles of the
land. How proud she was; how scornful, how
imperious; but, oh, how beautiful and bright!

Only to be near her, to breathe the same
air, to look at her radiant face, to listen to the
music of her voice, to watch the grace of her
movements; it would be bliss to him. He
would win her yet; great love must win great
love. The day would come when she would
go to him, when she would claép her white
arms round his neck, when she would rest her
fair, proud face on his breast, and say, “ My
husband, I have learned to love you at last.””
It was worth all the scorn, all the contempt,
all the weary waiting. Fe was content, and,
with the whole force of his honest heart, he
resolved to do his best to make her happy and
let her have her own way.

Lady Ianthe went at once to her father.

The old earl’s face had a wistful expression
as he raised it to hers.

“You have no good news for me, Ianthe,””
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he said despondingly; “ there is none in your
eyes.”

“ Perhaps you will think it good, papa. I
am come to tell you that I have accepted Mr.
Culross.”

He could not repress the cry of joy that
rose to his lips; his whole aspect changed.
His cares and troubles seemed to fall from
him; he rose from his seat stronger and more
erect than she had seen him for many a day.

“ My darling,” he said, “ my beloved Tan-
the, you have saved my life!”

“ And wrecked my own,” she thought.
But meekly and quietly she received the ca-
resses and thanks he lavished on her; and
then, when he was calmer and could listen to
her, she said:

“ I have been quite frank with Mr. Culross,
papa. I have told him that I do not love him,
and that I never shall.”

“ Never shall?” repeated the earl in dis-
may.
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“ No, papa—never! I have explained to
him what I think of such marriages as this,
what I think of social barriers; that nothing
can set him by my side as my equal.”

The earl looked at her in astonishment and
fear.

“ Great Heaven! And what did he say?”

She paused for a few minutes, and then re-
plied:

“ All that he said was very sensible in its
way; he did not seem at all surprised.”

“ T should have been very much surprised,
had I been in his place,” said Lord Carre. “I
have never in my life heard of such an ac-
ceptance.”

“1 showed him the matter as it really
stands; that it is simply a business transac-
tion; a commercial arrangement, quite in his
line. You want a certain sum of money; he
has it to lend, and promises to lend it if he
may call me wife. I have given him permis-
sion to do so. You see there is no question



WEDDED AND PARTED. 125

of sentiment; it is purely a business arrange-
ment. I appealed to his generosity; I asked
him to help you without any reference to me.
But he declined; and then I placed the matter
‘on its proper footing.”

“ But, Ianthe,” cried the earl, “he loves
you; he does indeed! If ever a man loved a
woman, he loves you. How cruel you are to
him! How proud you are!”

“ It is not a question of love, papa; believe
me. I have told him that I do not, and never _
shall, love him; yet, if he will not save you
‘on any other terms, I am quite willing to call
myself his wife.”

“ Well,” said Lord Carre, “he and you
know best. Itis a strange affair. He is satis-
fied, I suppose; but I would not marry a
woman who said she did not love me, and
designated the marriage as a matter of busi-
ness.”

“ Probably not,” allowed Lady Ianthe;
“ but then you are an earl, and he is a com-
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moner. He is content to accept that which
you would scorn. You may be at rest now,
papa—you are saved; there will be no more
trouble for you.”

He forgot the strangeness of the position
then, and fell on her neck, weeping aloud in
the fullness of his joy, crying out that she had
saved him; that he was free; and praying
Heaven to bless her. :

“ It will all come right in time,” he thought.
“ She will be compelled to love him when she
realizes how good and generous and kind
he is.”

After that Ianthe went to her own room,
and was seen no more that day.

Lord Carre and Mr. Culross had an inter-
view in the evening. They were both rather
shy of approaching the subject at first; it was
the earl who broached it.

“ My daughter has told me the good news,”
he said, smiling. “I am to call you my son-
in-law.” :



WEDDED AND PARTED. 127

“Yes,” responded Herman; “and I hope
to prove a good and true one.”

“You found my warning correct; my
daughter is really one of the proudest girls in
England.”

“ Your daughter is all that is beautiful and
charming. I consider myself the most for-
tunate of men.”

“ She must have rather astonished you,
though, with her ideas,” observed the earl.

“ She could never do anything but delight
me; the least caprice sits charmingly on her.
I have no fear, Lord Carre. She says she does
not love me; but, if the whole strength and
power and might and ardor of a man’s heart
can win a woman, I shall win her yet.”

“1I am sure of it; it is only a matter of
time,” returned the earl.

And then they began to discuss the busi-
ness in detail. If she would consent, the mar-
riage was to be at the end of ‘April. The
mortgage was to be paid off at once. Her-
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man would place five thousand pounds to
Lord Carre’s account immediately, so that
Wyndham might draw it when he would.
~'And steps were to be taken forthwith for the
repayment of the enormous loan.

To carry out these arrangements it was
_ necessary that Herman Culross should go to
London. Before going he wished to have
some definite idea as to the date of the mar-
riage; an empty ceremony indeed, since it was
to give him neither the love nor the heart of
his wife, not even the right to clasp her hand,
but not empty after all, since it was to bind
her to him for life. :

He consulted Lady Ianthe upon the point.
She looked at him with proud, silent reproach.

“You must know that it is a mere idle
form to ask me such a question,” she said.
“ What can it possibly matter to me?”

71 ventured to hope that you might take
some slight interest in it,” replied Herman,
with unconscious satire.
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“Tt is a business arrangement,” she said,
“ and as such it can be speedily arranged. If
April will suit the earl, my father, I have no
objection to raise. There is one thing I
should like to mention. We shall be com-
pelled, I suppose, to go somewhere for what
i1s so foolishly called the honeymoon—com-
plete nonsense in our case, yet we must con-
form to the world’s customs. I wish to say
that I hope it will be arranged with as little
fuss and ceremony as possible.”

“You shall be obeyed, Lady Ianthe,” Her-
man promised, and she turned haughtily
away. :



CHAPTER VIII.

IT was a strange wedding, although no out-
ward form or ceremony was wanting. Lord
Carre had insisted upon having everything en
régle; he would have nothing omitted. Ne
marriage could have been conducted with
greater state. ‘All that was lacking was love.
The three months of preparation had been
passed in a state of perfect indifference by
Lady Carre. She had accepted her fate, and
so she submitted in silence. All was lost for
her except love for her father. Let life be
what it might, she had saved him.

She was serenely calm, proudly indifferent.
Happily for her, she knew nothing of other
love. Her life had been filled by entire de-

votion to her father. She had set aside all the
130
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homagé offered to her. The love of suitors,
the dawning love of woman’s life, was, hap-
pily, as a dead letter to her, for, if she had had
to fight against love in addition to her other
troubles, her life would indeed have been a
hard one. She was serenely indifferent when
questioned or consulted about the arrange-
ments for the wedding. She replied much as
she would have done had it been the mar-
riage of a stranger. Her interest was aroused
only when her father was concerned. If his
pleasure or his convenience was in question,
then she was quite alive to everything; if the
matter concerned simply herself, she was
proudly indifferent; if it concerned Mr. Cul-
ross, she was something more than proud.
At-the end of April they were married in
the old church at Leahurst. The sun shone
clear on that strange wedding morn; nature
seemed to be bright and rejoicing. All the
notabilities of the county had been invited.
There was a train of bridesmaids from among
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the fairest and noblest girls in England.
‘They were in raptures with the wedding, for
Herman had spared no pains, no expense.
He seemed to have thought that the singu-
larity of the circumstances would be over-
looked amid a profusion of magnificent gifts.
No bridesmaids had ever been presented with
more costly mementos. They were loud in
his praises—he was so generous, so hand-
some, so kind of heart. A sumptuous wed-
ding breakfast was prepared, a large party of
:guests was invited. The children from the
Leahurst schools were all present strewing
flowers before the bride; the bells of Lea-
hurst Church pealed merrily. There was a
grand féte for the tenantry, a feast for the
«children. :

People had nothing but praise for the wed-
ding. The bride was so imperially beauti-
ful, her costume so magnificent; the bride-
groom so handsome and so generous; the old
¢arl so happy; everyone so highly pleased and

ok
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pleasant. They agreed that it was a long
time since anything so delightful or so charm-
ing had been seen. No one observed that

the pride of the beautiful bride was unbend-

ing, that every now and then there came over
the bridegroom’s face an expression of deep-~

est sorrow; no one guessed that it was a mar-

riage entirely without love, “ a mere business
arrangement ”; no one knew that the gener-

©ous bridegroom was ill with the fever of love,

that he would have laid down his life that day,
for one smile from the proud lips beside him;
no one guessed that the beautiful young
bride had nothing but contemptuous scorfi
for the man by her side.

So they stood side by side before the altar,
repeating the solemn words that bound them
together for life; and, if ever man meant those
words, it was Herman Culross; they came
from the depths of his heart. Lady Ianthe
tried not to think of them. The only thing

that sustained her and gave her courage was
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the pleased, happy, bright expression of her
father’s face.

Standing there before the altar, Herman for
the first time held her hand clasped in his,
the little white ungloved hand without
jewels; he held it, and it was wonderful what
a strange, novel sensation the touch gave
him. Had Lady Ianthe been able, she would
have withdrawn her hand from him in indig-
nant haste. Part of their compact was that he
was not to touch her hand; but the eyes of the
world were on them, so the little hand lay
quite still and passive in his warm clasp. He
held it while the ring was placed upon it, and
presently he gently relinquished it, saying to
himself that it would be long before he held
it again. But there was a look in his face be-
fore which Lady Ianthe’s.eyes drooped, and
which caused her heart to beat with strange,
quick emotion.

They were man and wife. The organ
pealed forth, the bells rang, there was a stir-



WEDDED AND PARTED. 135

in the brilliant assembly. Herman’s heart
beat rapidly, there was a flush on his face, but
the countenance of the bride was cold and
impassive. Some few noticed that the newly
married pair did not walk hand in hand or
arm in arm down the church aisle. Herman
assisted his wife into the carriage, and then
took his seat by her side, both bowing in re-
sponse to the lingering cheer of tle people
and the children; but they exchanged few
words during the drive. Looking at his
young wife, he thought she was unusually
pale.

“ Are you very tired, Lady Ianthe?” he
asked; and she answered, “ Yes.”

Presently, as the carriage neared the grand
entrance, she turned to him hurriedly.

’

“When we are quite alone,” she said, in a
low voice, “ you will of course address me
just as you please; but perhaps, now that we
are married, it will be as well for you to call

me Ianthe. It will cause less remark.”
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He smiled, but there was something of bit-
terness in his smile.

“ If you consider it no breach of the con-
tract, I shall be happy to do so,” he replied.

Then they entered the house together.
Guests, visitors, friends, crowded round them s
good wishes, kind words, hearty greetings,
met them on all sides. Lady Ianthe listened:
with a charming smile on her beautiful face,
Herman with hope and bitterness mingled in
his heart; they might all be realized, all these
good wisheés, some day, when his dream
should be accomplished and his wife should
clasp her arms round his neck and say, “T
love you.” It was worth waiting for, and he:
would wait.

The wedding breakfast was a great success:
the superb wedding presents were laid out in
the grand drawing room. There were
speeches and toasts; and then it was an-
nounced that the hour of departure had ar-
rived,
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The newly married pair were to spend the
honeymoon in Paris; but before they set out
the earl left his guests, and went to a room
seldom opened; the room where Ianthe’s fair
young mother had died. From there he sent
for his daughter. She came to him, calm,
composed, indifferent.

“ My darling,” said the old earl, in a trem-
bling voice, “ I have sent for you because I
wish to speak to you here in this room where
your poor mother died; I want to thank and
to bless you—to thank you because you have
saved me from terrible shame, from great
disgrace; to bless you for your goodness and
your love.”

She bent down to kiss him, and for the first
time that day tears came to her eyes. If he
was so well content, then indeed her sacrifice
was well repaid. '

“1 cannot tell you, Ianthe, how happy L
am,” he went on.  Life is not the same; [
am twenty years younger. And do you know,
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my darling, I have an idea that I shall live
twenty years longer, that I shall see my every
hope fulfilled, that I shall see my grand-
children climb my knee, that I shall hear the
music of childish voices, and grow young
again in the light of childish faces. Oh, Ian-
the, how I bless you; how I thank you!”

She had no words in which to answer him,
but she kissed the trembling hands and worn
face.

“I am glad you are so well content,” she
returned. “You make me very happy,
papa.”

And then the earl took her hands in his.

“ One word before you go, Tanthe. You
are proud; people call you one of the proud-
est girls in England. Do not be proud to
your husband. He may be inferior to you in
birth, in social position, in ancestry, in pedi-
gree; but he has the heart of a king. He is
one of nature’s noblemen, a man above most
men. Love him, Ianthe; he is worthy of all
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love. He would have been a fitting husband
for the noblest woman on earth. Make him
happy, for we owe all our happiness to him.
You will not forget? ” ;

What could she say; she, who had for-
bidden her husband to address one kindly
word to her, who had treated him with the
haughtiest disdain? She merely clasped her
arms round the old man’s neck, and said:

“T will do my best, papa. Thank Heaven
you are happy.” And then they came to tell

her it was time to go.



GHAPTER S1X,

THE last farewell had been spoken, the last
greeting uttered, the Lady Ianthe left her
father’s home with the husband she so
heartily contemned by her side. On the
morning of the wedding the letters-patent had
arrived, and he was henceforward to be
known as Mr. Carre. It had cost him a sharp
pang to part with the name his father had de-
sired to be ennobled, but what would he not
have borne for her? _ :

At the last moment Lady Ianthe had
changed her mind. She would not go te
Paris; she preferred going at once, she said,
to Ostend. So they were to go by the night
boat from Dover to Ostend.

The railway journey to Dover was a pleas-

140
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ant one. To her intense relief, no one seemed
to imagine that they were a newly married
pair commencing their honeymoon. Perhaps .
it was for this purpose that she had chosen
a plain, somber traveling costume. No one
would have taken her for a bride. The few
who noticed them wondered at her marvelous
beauty, and at the silence between thém, im-
agining them to be brother and sister, who
were perhaps not on the best of terms. Her-
man was most kind and attentive. He had
provided plenty of papers and magazines; and
these he arranged for her. He waited upon
her assiduously, yet always without intrud-
ing, always without in the least degree
trenching on the distance she had placed be-
tween them.

It was night when they reached Dover, and
the stars were shining on the sea. He per-
suaded her to rest for an hour at the Lord
Warden. There was time for her to take sup-
per before starting; and he busied himself in
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seeing that all was as she would like it. He
waited on her every wish; and then, when the
time for starting had arrived, they walked
down the pier together. She noticed that he
did not offer her his arm; even when they had
reached the steps he stood aside while some-
one else rendered her assistance.

It was a glorious night, with a sweet, soft

wind blowing, and the golden stars gleaming’

in the depths of the sky. The sea was calm
as a lake; there was hardly a ripple on its sur-
face; and the moon was rising like a silver
crescent in the sky. »

They walked up and down the deck,
watching the fast-receding shore, watching
the stars reflected in the waves, until nearly
an hour had passed—they having talked not
unpleasantly—and then Herman thought of
his wife’s fatigue.

“You have had a hard day’s traveling,

Lady lanthe,” he said; “ will you not go to

your cabin and rest? ”

(9
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She looked up into his face and laughed.

“You do not yet know my whims and
caprices,” she said. “I never care to enter
those close, stifling cabins. A night on deck
is my greatest delight.”

“ Then I must find you a comfortable, shel-
tered seat, and plenty of wraps,” he re-
turned.

“ Thank you; my maid will do that.”

Seeing him draw back with a saddened
face, she added:

“ Perhaps you will manage it better,
though. I shall be glad if you will attend
to it.” :

He looked delighted, and hastened to
ebey.

“ He is really so kind,” said Lady Ianthe,
as though excusing her scant courtesy to her-
self, ““ that I cannot be angry.”

He made for her a pleasant little nook,
sheltered from the wind; and she was com-
pelled to own that she was very comfortable.
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“ You are quite sure,” he said, “ that you
will not take cold.”

“ No, there is no fear.”

And then he stood for a few moments
thoughtfully by her side.

“ ITanthe,” he said, “if, in our strange life
there is to be any degree of comfort, we must
be perfectly straightforward. It will give me
the greatest pleasure to sit here with you; but
I am afraid of presuming. If you would
rather be alone, tell me so.”

“Yes, I would much rather be alone,” she
said.

If he felt any pain at her words, he would
not betray it to her. He held out his hand,
and then, remembering his agreement, drew
it suddenly back again.

“ Good-night,” he said—"* good-night, and
Heaven bless you!”

She had forgotten all about him before he
had been five minutes away from her. He
crossed to the other side of the vessel, and
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sat where he could see her without being
seen.

The first few days of their travels passed
happily cnough. The novelty charmed her,
his kindness and attention pleased her; indeed
his attention was something wonderful. He
never seemed to forget her; her least wish,
her slightest desire, her faintest caprice, were
all gratified before she had hardly expressed
them. He never spoke to her of love, he
never spoke to her of himself; but he sur-
rounded her with an atmosphere of affection-
ate care which soon became indispensable te
her. She began to rely upon him for the com-
fort of her life, but, as for loving him, the idea
did not even occur to her.

They went wherever she expressed a wish
to go. She saw Rome, Venice, Naples, Pa-
lermo. She reveled in the new and entranc-
ing life. Her husband, too,—when she could
forget that he was her husband, when she
could forget that he was a plebeian,—was a
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most intelligent companion. His store of in-
formation bewildered her, dazzled her; he
seemed to know the history of every picture
and statue, of every place of interest; he knew
something of the lives of all great men.

They went one lovely morning in June to
visit an old picture gallery in Venice.
Amongst the paintings was one entitled “ An
Unhappy Marriage.” There was a young
wife with a sweet, fair, patient face, and fair
waving hair—a sad face, never forgotten
when once seen, with the most plaintive ex-
pression,—watching the sleep of her husband,
a young man, handsome, dissipated, with
flushed countenance and tangled hair. There
was a world of regret in the woman's eyes, a
history in the sweet, hopeless face. Herman
drew Lady Ianthe away.

“ Do not look at it,” he said hastily. “I
do not like it.”

“ But I do,” she opposed. “ Why do you
not? ”’
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“ It is too painful a reminder,” he replied;
and she laughed.

It does not concern us—ours is not a case
of disappointment. I do not think we are dis-
appointed in each other; ours was not so
much a marriage, you know, as a mere busi-
ness arrangement. Why should the picture
affect you?” '

He turned from her with a sudden moan,

as though his pain was greater than he could

bear.

He tried to make himself happy. If he had
loved her less passionately, it would not have
been so difficult. He tried to engross himself
in the scenes around him; he purchased all
that was most beautiful and that he fancied
she would like—cameos, laces, bijouterie of
all kinds. If she admired a statue, and he
could not obtain the original, he would order
a copy; it was the same with pictures. What-
ever she admired—if money could purchase it
for her, she had it. He sent home such hosts



148 WEDDED AND PARTED.

of treasures to Croombe that the earl was

; startled.

They met many English people abroad.
- Lady Tanthe had quite ceased to shun such
meetings. She had ceased to remember that
there was any peculiarity in her relations with
her husband. She was generally quite unem-
barrassed with him, so that the presence of
strangers made little or no difference to them.
No remark was ever made about them; no
one ever said they were attached to each
other; no one ever said the reverse; they were
universally admired and courted. And, as
yet, Herman was full of hope. She would not
always be so cold to him, so proud and
stately. She would be compelled to love him
and, however hard it might be, he would wait
with patience until that day. He longed at

times for a kind word from her; he longed
to hear her voice soften into that sweet and

tender cadence that she used always in speak-
ing of her father. It would come; it must

i
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come! Such love as his must win its reward,
sooner or later. A day would come when she
would draw near to him, saying, “ I love you,
my husband, at last,”” and in that dream he
tried to find peace and content.



CHAPTER X.

THEY were coming home; the wedding tour
had been unduly prolonged. Lady Ianthe
had seemed to be enjoying herself so thor-
oughly that Herman did not care to put the
longing of his heart into words, and ask her
to go home. She would never care for him
abroad; he consoled himself by thinking that
she was too much absorbed and engrossed in
the novelties around her. But at home, at
Croombe, where his love would surround her,
where she would have leisure to think of him,
there she would learn to love him. Still, he
himself would never have suggested their re-
turning. To his great delight, when the
month of July came, with its dazzling glory
of flowers and its fervid heats, she told her
husband that it was time they thought of go-
ing home

150
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“ We shall ind Croombe at its fairest,” she
said. “ It is always beautiful, but it is most
so when the fullness of summer is over it.”
And then she added gracefully, “ It is to be
your home, I remember. I hope that you will
like it.” She did not add, ““ and that you will
be happy there.” He noticed the omission,
but he had determined to be hopeful.

It was a lovely evening in July when they
once more reached the Abbey. It seemed to
Tanthe that there had never been such sun-
shine; never such a glow of color, stich warm,
sweet fragrance.

“Italy was beautiful,” she said to her hus-
band, “but in the whole world there is no
place like home.”

“Do you like Croombe so much?” he
asked gently.

The tears shone in her proud eyes as she
answered:

“Yes, I love it inexpressibly.”

And then he thought to himself that,
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whether she ever loved him or not, he would
be content, for he had given her this great
happiness; he had preserved her home. He
would have done twice as much to hear such
words from the lips he loved.

It was a pretty home-coming. There were
arches of evergreens and flowers, each one
surmounted with  the word * Welcome.”
There were pretty colored flags and bowers
with inscriptions of welcome; there was a
crowd of tenantry and children.

Lady Ianthe’s beautiful face flushed; it was
so strangely sweet to her, this welcome from
those she had lived amongst and loved. The
sun was setting over the trees, the rich, rip-
pling foliage was gently stirred by the sweet
south wind, the air was balmy with the
fragrance of flowers. It seemed as though
even Nature had donned her fairest robe to
bid them welcome.

The old ear]l was in the grand entrance hall,
and Lady Ianthe looked at him with incredu-



WEDDED AND PARTED. 153

lous delight. His eyes were bright, the worn,
haggard look of pain had left his face, he was
more erect, more stately. She had not seen
him looking so well for years. With a joyful
cry she threw her arms round his neck.

“Papa,” she said delightedly, “ it does my
heart good to see you again.”

The earl looked at his daughter, and was
delighted with her improved appearance, her
increased beauty; he could hardly take his
eyes from the radiant face. Suddenly he re-
membered Herman, waiting for his wel-
come.

“My daughter,” he said, with graceful
courtesy, “ we must not forget to whom we
owe all our happiness. My son, a hundred
welcomes home! ” :

Then he watched Lady Tanthe as she went
over the beautiful house. The improvements
made therein during her absence had all been
suggested by her husband and superintended

by the earl.
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Lord Carre had had but little to spend on
Croombe. Herman, however, had had new
stables erected, and, what was better, filled
with some of the finest horses in the county.
A new wing had been added to the Abbey,
and it had been fitted up with every modern
appliance. There were new conservatories,
and the grounds had been put into perfect
order. The interior of the house had been
almost entirely refurnished.

In the picture galfery Lady Tanthe saw
again the pictures and statues that had glad-
dened her eyes in other lands. Thither had
been brought, as though by magic, all that
she had most admired. All was owing to the
untiring love, the unwearied devotion, the
generosity of the husband who had been for-
bidden to speak even one affectionate word
to her. He was not even by her side now; he
would not detract from his munificence by
seeming to want her thanks. It was the earl
who showed her everything.
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“What do we not owe him, Ianthe?” he
said at length.

She did not love her husband; she looked
down upon him from the serene height of her
nobility. But she was not deficient in grati-
tude.

“We owe him thanks,” she said at last,
““and he shall have them.”

She went at once in search of him, and
found him alone in the pretty morning room,
where she had given her contemptuous assent
to being his wife.

Was he thinking of that, she wondered; of
her scornful, bitter words; her unutterable
disdain? Her face flushed crimson as she re-
membered it all.

She went up to him; he was standing lean-
ing against the open glass door; and it struck
her with sudden pain how lonely he looked
amidst all this happiness of their home-com-
ing; there was something of sad depression in
his face, of sorrow and pain in his eyes.
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He looked up as she entered, so evidently-
in search of him, with a sudden gleam of light
and hope on his face. Was it going to be
realized, this dream of his? Had she come:
to say, “I love you, husband—I love you at
last? ” She was coming to him, with a smile:
on her face sweeter than any he had ever seen.
there before.

“ Herman,” she said, “I come to thank
you. You are very good, very generous. I
thank you with my whole heart and soul for
all your kindness; you have made us very
happy.”

He had advanced eagerly to meet her, his:
heart on his lips, his soul in his eyes, his hands
outstretched; but, when he heard what she
had to say, hope died within him, his eager
hands fell.

“1 am glad that you are pleased,” he said
quietly, “and that you approve of what I
have done.”

She looked up at him in wonder; his voice:
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was full of pain, of disappointment, and the
look on his face was pitiful to see. What had
he expected? What did he think she had
come to say? She drew back with a crimson
flush, and then tried to laugh her unspoken
questions away.

“1 have run away from papa to find and
thank you. You have guessed exactly what -
would please me. You understand that I am
very grateful to you?”

“T understand, Lady Ianthe,” he said
gravely; and then silence fell over them.

“I will go back to papa,” she said pres-
ently. “ Will you come with me? He is so
pleased to show me all the marvelous
changes.”

“I think you will enjoy yourself better in
my absence,” he replied.

“We dine at eight,” said Lady lanthe, as
she slowly walked away.

He had kept to the very letter of the agree-
ment; he had not whispered one affectionate
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word. She would have been very angry had
he done so. But she did wish that he had not
looked so lonely; that he had not spoken with
such pain in his voice; for, after all, they owed
so much to him; he was so good and so kind.

They met again at dinner. Lady Ianthe
had much to tell the earl of the people she
_had met, the places she had seen, the pleas-
ures, gayeties, and amusements of the trip.
She was all brightness and animation. After
dinner her husband said to her:

“I have been delighted to listen to your
conversation. I am so pleased that you en-
joyed the tour.”

“ Did you not know it?”’ she asked.

“No,” he replied. “ You forget that you
never told me whether you were enjoying
yourself or not. In fact, I do not know that
you ever spoke to me of yourself,”

“ Then I will make amends now,” she said,
- with a smile. “I did enjoy my tour very
much indeed.”

-
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“ Tt was not spoiled by the fact of my being
with you? ” he interrogated.

“ No, it was not,” she replied.

“1In fact, that was a matter of indifference
—a circumstance which was hardly worth
thought? ”

“If you will press for the truth,” she said

7

proudly, it was a matter of indifference; yet
I thank yeu for all your kind attention. But
we need not bandy words with each other on
this first night of our return. If all business
arrangements went on as satisfactorily as
ours, it would be a happier world.”

He drew a step nearer to her and looked
into her face. y

“ JTanthe,” he said sadly, “ you like to hu-
miliate me. You like to call our marriage a
business arrangement. In all matters of busi-
ness the benefit is supposed to be equal. 'Will
you think for one minute, and then tell me
what I have gained?”

The words struck her. He had given them
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his fortune, his name, his service. What had
he gained? :

“ You made the compact of your own free
will,” she said.

“1I grant it, but it is hardly fair to speak of
- it as business, Lady Ianthe.” ~

“Then,” she said soothingly, “if the ex-
pression does not please you, if it hurts you,
I promise never to use it again.”

It was the first little concession that she
had made him, and he was delighted. He for-
got her pride, her hauteur, the hard words
that had preceded it. He remembered only
that for the first time she had considerately
given in to his wish, and his delight knew no
bounds. :

“She will be mine yet,” he thought.
“ She will love me, and tell me so. This is the
beginning of the end.”



CHAPTER XI.

HoNoORs fell thickly on Herman not many
weeks after his return. The Lord Lieutenant
of the county had died, and with general ap-
proval he was chosen to take his place.
There was a rumor of a general election; and
it was certain that, if he chose, he could be
returned by an overwhelming majority.
There had never been a more popular man in
the county. The neighbors, rich and poor,
had fallen into the habit of calling him
“ squire.” There was no one so popular, so
beloved, so courted, so esteemed, as the
“squire ” and his lady. In his public life he
was happy, but in his home life he was com-
pelled to own himself a bitterly disappointed

marn.
16z
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They had been at home for some time, and
he seemed further than ever from winning the
least sign of love or affection from his proud,
beautiful young wife. Every day gave him
greater proof of her complete indifference, of
the cruel distance that parted them.

One morning, toward the end of Septem-
ber, husband and wife were together in the
morning room. Herman had a liking for that
room; whether it was because of the interview
that had taken place there, he could not tell.
On this morning he sat reading his news-
paper, while Lady Ianthe went to attend to
her favorite flowers in the adjoining con-
servatory. She had with her a little basket
for dead leaves, and a pair of scissors. Her-
man watched in silence the beautiful face bent
over the fragrant blossoms. Suddenly he was
startled by an exclamation of sharp pain from
Lady Ianthe. He went instantly to see what
was the cause. She held up her hand.

“ See what I have done!” she cried.
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He saw a small deep wound in one of her
fingers.

“ What has caused that? ” he asked.

“I was removing a stubborn thorn,” she
replied, “and I have cut my finger.”

He saw that her lips had grown pale, for
blood was flowing freely from the wound.

“ What shall T do? ” she asked.

“I have some court-plaster,” he replied.
“ It is not a severe wound; this will checlk the
bleeding.” :

He produced his pocketbook, took out a
little packet containing court-plaster, and
carefully cut off a slip. He held it out to her.

“1I cannot put it on myself,” she said.

“Shall T call your maid, then, Lady
Ianthe? ”

She looked at him in supreme wonder.

“No; why not put it on yourself, Her-
man?

* You forget the contract not to touch your
hand.”
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“ Never mind the contract in a case of this
kind,” she rejoined quickly.

And for the second time in his life he held
Lady Ianthe’s hand in his own.

Gently and tenderly he bound up the pretty,
wounded finger.

“ Does it pain you now? " he asked.

“ Not very much,” she replied. “ Thank
you.”

But for a minute longer he held her hand,
looking at it intently.

“ My wife’s hand,” he said—* the hand that
holds my heart, my love, my life; the hand
that has never yet lain willingly in mine.
May I kiss it, Ianthe, before I let it go?”

“Yes,” she replied, her face flushing, “ if
it pleases you.” °

He bent down and kissed it with such love,
such passion, that the kiss burned her like
flame; then, without another word, he quitted
the room:.

“What a sad thing it is that he is of low
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birth! ”” said Lady Ianthe to herself. “ There
is something really pleasant about him.”

All day the memory of that kiss was with
her. The hand he had caressed seemed to
burn her. More than once she caught herself
remembering how his eyes had shone and his
lips had trembled; what passion and what pain
there had been in his face. Shé began to re-
flect deeply. Her life was one round of self- |
indulgence, of gayety, flattery, and pleasure;
while a noble heart lay under her feet—a heart
that she crushed at every step.

One morning it seemed to her that some-
thing unusual had occurred; the servants
looked tired, and some of them were absent.
Her maid told her that during the night the
earl had been seized with a sudden fainting-
fit; they had hastily summoned the squire,
whose first care was that Lady Tanthe should
not be disturbed. He had sent off at once
for the doctor, and had sat up himself during
the whole night. The earl was better—al-
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most well, in fact; the attack had been but
trifling. Yet the squire had never left him,
but had tended him with the love and devo- -
tion of a son, his only anxiety being that his
wife should be spared all care and trouble.

“ Where is Mr. Carre now?” she asked.

They told her he had fallen asleep on the
‘couch in the morning room. She went ia
quietly. There was a little stand by his side,
and on it stood her favorite lemon plant. She
broke off a spray as she stood watching him,
and bruised it in her white fingers. How pale
and worn he looked! How handsome his
face was in its repose—the lips so firm, the
rich, clustering hair falling over the broad
brow. Had he been of her order she would
have called him princely. One arm was
thrown above his head; and she stood silently
watching him. He did not look like a happy
man. There were great lines of pain on his
face which told of many weary hours.
. Not happy? Her heart smote her as she



WEDDED AND PARTED. 167

looked at him. How he loved her! How he
had lavished most royal gifts upon her! He
had given her his wealth, name, love, every-
thing; had sunk his very identity; and all for
love of her. What had he gained? Not a
loving look or a kindly word.

“Poor fellow!” she murmured to herself.
She bent over him, with more tenderness in
her heart than she had ever felt before. She
heard him murmur in his sleep:

“ Tanthe, my love, my ,wife; so cold, se
cruel! ” ;

A deep sigh that was almost a moan came
from his lips. She bent still lower, and the
bruised lemon spray fell from her hands on
to his breast.

“ Poor fellow!” she murmured again, and
with a sudden impulse she touched his hair.
It was the first time she had voluntarily gone
near him or touched him. Was it Paradise
opening to him in his dreams?

Suddenly he stirred in his sleep, and she
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hastened away. Her face burned at the
thought that he should wake and find her
there. She quitted the room, and he opened
his eyes with a confused sense of her pres-
ence. He saw the folds of her white dress
as she closed the door behind, and he found
the lemon spray on his breast,

»
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A YEAR and more had passed since the
squire and Lady Ianthe had returned home.
Everything had fallen into its usual routine,
so that it seemed difficult to imagine that any
dark trouble had loomed over the Abbey.
The only perceptible difference was the pres-
ence of the squire and the great increase in
luxury. By this time the whole county had
~ some knowledge of the terms on which the
squire and Lady Ianthe lived. The general
decision was that Lady Ianthe had married
for money, and the squire for the sake of the
aristocratic union.

When the squire and his wife went up to
London for the season Lady Ianthe reigned
there, the leading belle of the day. Their

house was the most popular in the great city;
169
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they were the leaders almost everywhere. It
was some little comfort to Herman to find
that, although she did not love him, did not
care for him, she was equally indifferent to
everyone else. Her proud, serene calm
seemed never to be broken.

Then he was returned a member for the
county; and it struck him that she was pleased
at his success. He flung himself heart and
soul into his new duties; he tried to fill his
life with them. But there was always the
same dreary sense of desolation, the same
heartache, and the same longing for love.
Then, when the season was ended, they re-
turned to Croombe. He began to abandon
hope after that. - His wife’s well-bred indif-
ference became unbearable.

Everything had fallen into its usual rou-
tine. Lady Ianthe spent her time with the
earl, and in receiving and returning hospital-
ity, or amusing herself with books, music, and
flowers. She was always kind to her husband

»
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in a certain indifferent fashion. She deferred
en every occasion to his authority. He was
treated, by the earl’s wish, as master of the
house. His position was a magnificent one,
but his heart ached for love, and no love came. ;
The woman whom he worshiped so passion-
ately would never care for him. She had no
heart; she was too proud to love, too haughty
to care for anything but her own self-indul-
gence and her name.

It came to him with a sickening sense of
certainty at last. He did not regret what he
had done. For her sake he would have done
it all over again. But his manhood rose now
m hot rebellion against his fate. She could
live happily enough without him, but he could
live no longer by her side. He had suffered
enough. She was welcome, doubly welcome,
to all he had in the world, but he could no
longer bear the pain and torment of her pres-
ence. His resolve was taken; he must go.
They were wedded, it was true, but they must
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part. He had come to the limit of his pa-
tience. If she needed him, he would remain;
but she did not. His absence could make no
possible difference to her life.

There was no need for any scandal, for any,
explanation; no need that any human being
should know the truth as to why he had gone.
He would go to America. He had money in-
vested there, and he could say business called
him thither; the best thing for which he could
hope and pray was that Heaven in its mercy
would let him die there. One morning he
sent for Tanthe; he was in his favorite room.
She smiled when she saw him there.

“You like this room, Herman,” she said.

“1 had my first hope of love here,” he an-
swered. “ Ianthe, I have sent for you here
to speak to you; here where, without love, you
promised to be my wife, and I, trusting in the
might of my own love to win yours, took
upon myself a task that was superhuman.”

The gravity of his voice and manner awed

13
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her. She sat down and looked at him wist-
_ fully. Surely everything was going on well.
What did he want?

“ Ianthe,” continued the grave, passionate
voice, “ have I not done all that man could do
to win your love? ”’

“Yes,” she replied, “ I own that you have.”

“Yet you no more love me now than you
did -on the day that I first spoke to you
Herers

“There can be no question of love between
you and me,” she observed haughtily.
“Why are you not content to live as
hitherto?

“Why am I not content?” he cried pas-
sionately. * Because I am not made of mar-
ble or ice—because [ have a living human
heart that longs for love, a soul that cries out
against my cruel life, my cruel solitude—be-
cause I can bear my life no longer!”

“ Why, what is wrong? ” she asked, startled
by the passion in his voice.

]
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< Ask me rather, what is right? I love you so en-
tirely, so devotedly, that I must win your love in return,
or I must go from you. Can you place your hand in
mine, and say, ‘I will try to love you, Herman’?
Even that will content me.”

Her beautiful face had grown strangely pale. She
drew back.

«“No,” she replied, in a low voice, ‘“ I cannot.”

He laughed aloud, and she shrank, scared and fright-
ened, from the sound.

¢ No, you cannot; this plebeian hand of mine must
mot touch the dainty.fingers of Lady Carre!”

“ Herman,” she interposed, “ you frighten me. I do
not understand you in this mood.” 2

“1 beg your pardon,” he said, growing calmer at the
sound of her voice. ‘‘Iam at times frightened at my-
self. I believe that my great misery is driving me mad.
I will try to say to you in sad and sober earnestness
what I mean. I am very unhappy. I would bear it
all if there were any chance of ever winning your love;
but there is none, and I cannot remain here any longer.
I have borne more than a man should bear, because I
have always thought time would win me your love.
Now I see that it never will.”

““ But where will you go? What will you do?” she
asked gently.

] will da nothing that shall attract scandalous
gossip—nothing that shall annoy you, or anyone else.
I have money invested in America; I will go and look
after it. It will be known that I have gone on busi-
ness, and nothing more will be said.”

“Shall you remain in America?” she asked.

“I hope Heaven will be merciful and let me die
there; then you will be free.”

« T do not know that I want to be free,” she said.

“Then will you love me, Ianthe?”

‘“No, no! Oh, Herman! be sensible and let us re-
main as we are.”

““ No, I will be a slave no longer, Lady Ianthe. One
svord from you and I willremain. Ianthe, yousee how
mmadly I love you.”

“Then why do you go?” she asked.

(3
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 Because, though I can bear my great sorrow away
from you, I cannot bear to live any longer in your
presence without your love. Do you think that I am
stone and marble—that I never wish you to kiss me?
What would I not give, Ianthe, for one voluntary kiss
from your lips? But 1 shall never have it—never!
Do you think I never long to clasp your hands in mine
—to hear your voice whisper sweet words to me?”

““1 do not know,” she replied.

“ But I know, Ianthe. And I can bear the torture
no longer. There is one thought that has haunted me
ever since I have been here. Can you guess what
it is?”

¢ No,” she said.

<1 will tell you. It is that you would come to me
with love shining in your eyes; that you would clasp
your arms round my neck, and say, ‘My husband, I
have learned to love you at last!” Will such imagina-
tion ever become reality, Ianthe?”

““No,” she replied faintly, *“ I do not think it will.”

‘“Then I must say, Heaven bless you, wife. You
and I must part; and for your sake, Ianthe, I pray that
we may never meet again,”



CHAPTER XIII.

His departure made some little stir. The papers all
agreed that it was sad to lose the promising young
member, just when the country required his services.
The earl was loud in his lamentations; indeed, when
Herman told him that he contemplated a journey to
America, the old man broke down, and prayed him,
with tears, not to go away.

“You are to me like my own child,” he said. “IfI
had had a son of my own, I should not have loved him
better. Why go so far away?”

Herman, deeply touched by such affection, answered
something about money; but Lord Carre grew
impatient.

“Money!” he cried. ‘ What does such money
matter to you? If you lost all that there is in America
belonging to you, it would not matter.”

But Herman gravely told him it must be; he was

compelled to go. In his distress the earl sent for his.

daughter.

* Janthe,” he pleaded, ‘‘can you not ask Herman to
stay? I cannot bear that he should leave us; ask him
to stay.”

She knew that one word from her would make him
give up all thought of the journey; but that one word
she would not speak, Still her father’s sorrow opened
her eyes as nothing else could have done, and made
her think more of her husband than she had thought
before. He comforted the earl; but to himself he said
it was more than probable that he should never see
Croombe Abbey again.

The morning came when he stood before his wife,
his preparations all made, his farewells all spoken,

176
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«T am here to say good-by, Ianthe.”

She looked up in amazement.

“ Are you going to-day—now? 1 did not know e

#Ves, I am going. 1leave my heart and my love
with you, Ianthe. I pray Heaven to watch over you.”

She held out her hand silently. She was nearer
caring for him than she had ever been. ;

«Tanthe,” he said, in a low voice, I am looking,
for the last time, in the eyes that have always held
happiness for me. I forget the pride, the scorn, the
anguish, and my heart goes out to you in farewell.
Farewell, my lost love, my idolized wife! Will you
Kiss me once; only once? Ishall never suffer a greater
Dbitterness than this. Will you kiss me, lanthe?”

She turned her beautiful face to his—her perfumed
hair brushed his cheek. She touched him with her
sweet fresh lips. She saw him grow white as death,
and then, with a passionate cry, hurry away. Then
she was standing alone, with a strange fire creeping
slowly through her veins, and a strange tempest break-
ing over her heart—wondering what had happened.

Two days afterward a packet was placed in her
hand, She recognized his writing and opened the
missive at once. Hottears filled her eyes as she gazed.
1t was a deed of gift, making over to her the greater
part of his fortune. He had reserved but a small share
for himself, and even that was to be hers at his death.
His wealth was made over to her without the least
reservation. It was plain that he thought that, when
freed from him by the death he sought, she would
marry in her own rank; but there was not one word of
this in the deed of gift. g

She was touched more deeply than she cared to own.
Who could say, after such love and sublime devotion,
that noble souls belonged alone to men of noble birth?
Phere had never been a more noble soul than this.

What had he not dome for love of her? He had
rescued the name she bore from shame and disgrace;
he had saved her father from something more than
ruin; he had restored their family fortunes with the
greatest splendor; he had taken her name, and had
2dded 2 new luster ta it; he had devoted himself to her
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service and to her father'’s, and he had crowned his
gifts by the lavish one of his whole fortune. Had
there ever been love like his?

Plebeian! She blushed to think how often the word
had been applied to him, He might be lowly born,
but his was the soul of a prince. Lady Ianthe, with all
her pride, was too noble, too grand in character, not
to recognize the true nobility he had displayed.

He was gone. She would have liked to see him
once more—to hold out her hands to him in all frank-
ness, and say:

“I have misjudged you, misprized you. I have
learned to recognize in you, at last, a nobility greater
far than the mere accident of birth confers.”

She would have said it, but words were useless now.
She took the deed to her father, who read it through,
and then said sadly:

“I do not like this, Tanthe; it seems to me that he
never expects to return. My daughter, T am an old
man, and my experience of this world has been & large
one. I tell you that a nobler man than this husband of
yours has never lived.”

She added, in a low voice, ““I believe it.” Come
what might, she could despise him no more; he had
proved himself infinitely her superior,

He was gone. His rooms were closed; there were
few traces at Croombe Abbey of the man who had
rescued it from ruin. But he lived in the hearts of the
tenants. The servants spoke of him in whispers to
each other, saying that their beautiful young mistress
had been very proud, but that she would repent her
pride now that it had driven him away. When Lady
lanthe went amongst the tenantry, she wondered to
find how greatly he was loved. There was nothing
but lamentation about him.,

He had been gone three years. During that time he
. wrote often to the earl, but rarely to Lady Ianthe.
From every land through which he traveled he sent
bresents to Lord Carre. He seemed never to forget
him; but his letters to Lady Ianthe breathed only one
idea, and that was an apology that he still lived.

Slowly, but surely, she began to miss him—to miss

(7
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‘his devotion, the constant protection of his presence,
his assiduous attention. When she went out now she
had no loving escort; no strong, loving hands were
near; no one was present to consult her every whim ;
and caprice. If she felt tired, there was no one to per-
suade her to rest, to insist that she should take care of
herself, to shield her from every little passing care.
She missed the strong, tender, never-failing love,
although she was unwilling to own it.

It touched her, too, to the very heart to see how the
earl missed him; he had become so dependent on him
for much of the comfort.of hislife. Herman was so
prompt in answering his letters, so skillful in superin-
tending his business affairs, so kind in selecting the
newspaper articles he thought would best please him,
and reading them to him. The earl had often told
him laughingly that he was eyes and ears to him.
Now all that was missing. When Lord Carre had
cared to walk Herman'’s strong arm had been ready to
guide his feeble steps ; he had been devoted as a son—
and all because he loved Lady Ianthe. Moreover, he
had detected that all was not quite as it should be.
The property of the estate had never been so well cared
for as when he had the management of it.

Slowly, but surely, all these things came home te
Lady Ianthe, and were as the beginning of the end.
She had learned to miss him more than she had learned
to despise him. She learned that nobility of character
belongs to no estate, but is admirable in all; that to be
nobly born is not to have a monopoly of every good
gift under heaven; that vice can be hereditary as well as
virtue: that virtue can exist without either rank or
wealth., All these lessons she learned slowly, and
learned too late. ;

In the long gallery hung a portrait of Herman. The
earl had insisted on having it there; and more thana
once a day Lady lanthe would go to look at it; to look
in silence at the face that for leve of her had grown se
thin and worn; to look at that pictured semblance of
the man whom her pride and contempt had driven inte
exile that he hoped would end in death.

It was a beautiful face; its beauty grew upon her.
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She wondered that she could ever have undervalued
it; have thought it plain or plebeian, No peer of the
realm had a more noble face, Ah, how full of pain
and sorrow it had been when she had seen it last!
How those eyes had saddened and those lips trembled!
How cruel she had been to him!

So time passed; and then Wyndham Carre paid his
long delayed visit to Croombe Abbey. She had de-
spised her husband because he was a commoner; she
had refused to believe that great merit of true nobility
could belong to a man not nobly born; she had treated
him with coldness and contempt. Now she was to be-
hold a man whose chief merit lay in what she valued
so highly—noble birth. He prided himself upon it;
he looked upon his inferiors in station as people belong-
ing to another world; he treated them with insolent
contempt. He talked of his order until Lady Ianthe’s
face grew crimson; it was as though she saw herself in
a glass.

Wyndham Carre spoke with a lisp, and he never for-
got himself or his own good looks. Vet he was a brave
officer and a good soldier. One of the first things he
did at Croombe was to injure a child as he was gallop-
ing along the highroad. True, it was an accident, but
he had flung gold at the mother’s feet when she came to
pick up the little one, and had uttered no kindly word
to her. When spoken to afterward about it, he said
that people of that kind had little feeling; they had no
wounds so deep but that money could heal them, gold
was their sovereign remedy, ;

Lady Ianthe contrasted such behavior with the
tender charity that had characterized Herman in all
his dealings with the poor. Which was worthier of
admiration, the man of birth or the commoner?

Again it never occurred to Wyndham Carre to exert
himself to render the least service to the earl, If Lord
Carre expressed a wish for anything, the younger man
would, if near the bell, ring if and summon a servant;
if the old earl longed for the help of a kindly arm, his
relative would raise his handsome eyebrows and say:

“’Pon my honor, I regret that I was not cut out for
the domestic virtues.”
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He was too indolent to read aloud, too careless to
write letters, too indifferent to interest himself in
matters pertaining to Croombe; and, again contrast-
ing such’ selfishness with the never-failing solicitude of
her husband, Lady Ianthe asked herself which was the
nobler of the two?

In the first excitement of seeing his kinsman again,
the earl had confided to him the story of his difficulties
and his wonderful rescue. One of the bitterest trials
of Lady lanthe’s life was to hear Wyndham Carre
sneer about it. ‘* Our good friend the tradesman
was his designation for the man who had done so much,
‘Where did our excellent friend the tradesman find
this good taste?” he would ask. And, when he had
heard the whole story of Herman’s generosity, he said
insolently:

Tt was an impertinent thing of him to come to the
rescue of a family like ours.”

On hearing this speech, Lady Janthe’s face flamed
with indignation, and her heart beat with anger. She
turned to him abruptly.

« Vou would not have done it,” she said.

“No, my dear lady. I confess to a preference for
NO

«You have five thousand pounds, but you would
not give them to save my father from ruin, would

ou?”’

o Since you press the question, certainly not,” he re-
plied with a laugh.

1 knew it,” she declared; ‘‘and, if you had found
that my father had made use of your five thousand
pounds, you would have compelled him to repay it.”

<1 am afraid necessity would have left me no choice.
We cannot all be as munificent as our good friend the
tradesman. Itisnot given to us all to have the privi-
lege of making money.” ;

% The tradesman, as you choose to call him,is a
thousand times nobler than you are!” she cried indig-
nantly.

< My dear Ianthe, you forget what you are saying,”
he said, raising his eyebrows. * That kind of man °
could not be noble, if he tried.”
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And again she asked herself which gained by con-
trast—the plebeian or her kinsman?

She could not help noticing, too, that the poor and
the dependent, who had so dearly loved and so gener-
ously praised her husband, did not like Wyndham
Carre. He had a habit of treating his inferiors with
insolence, not unmarked by contempt. He gave his
orders to servants with the air of a tyrant; he scolded
and stormed, if things did not please him. He was
little loved in the household, yet he was nobly born.

“ When will the squire come back?” people began to
ask. He had been gone three years now, and in his
letters he said no word about returning. Lady Ianthe
knew that he would never return; that he would remain
in exile until death freed him. She for whose sake he
had exiled himself, she whose pride had driven him
from home, knew why he had gone, and knew also
that he would never return. Yet it was some time be-
fore she owned to herself that her opinions about him
were changing. That which his constant presence,
his unremitting love, his entire devotion, had failed to
excite, his absence and her thoughts of him aroused.

Then came the time in which she was to experience
the gradual dawning of love in her heart. Wonderful
news came to Croombe—so wonderful that it was diffi-
cult to realize it. The silver mine was to turn out an
El Dorado at last. A clever and enterprising English-
man had examined it, and believed that it would pay
to workit, and his prognostication turned out to be true.
Slowly, but surely, the mine recovered itself; once
more the shares were at a premium; once more the
hapless shareholders began to look for a golden future
—and this time the dream was not vain.

“They tell me,” said Wyndham Carre to the earl,
““ that the mine will shortly pay twenty per cent., and
will thost probably pay more. I wish my money were
invested in it.”

Lord Carre listened with a shudder, What had hap-
pened to that money before, and where was the man
who had saved him?

But it was to Lady Ianthe that Wyndham spoke
most openly.
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«Tt 1s like a romance,” he said—* first to lose a for-
tune and then to regain it. Why, Ianthe, you will be
one of the wealthiest women in England! What a pity
it is that you hampered yourself with that good trades-
man of yours! You might have been a duchess.”

« Perhaps I prefer him to a duke,” she rejoined
angrily.

S Nonsense! Of course, now the thing is done, and
there is no help for it, you are wise in making the best
of it; but it is really a great pity that you were sacri-
ficed to him.”

She turned away, too indignant for words. How
many times had she thought the same thing? Now to
hear it told abruptly in words was torture. She went
away and stood by the old sun-dial in the garden,
thinking of him. Poor fellow! All his sacrifices had
been in vain. He would hear now that even the for-
tune he had lavished upon them was given for nothing:
—it was not wanted.

Lady Ianthe thought long and mournfully of him;
and then she started on finding her face wet with tears.
She, one of the proudest women in England, to weep
for the plebeian husband whose love she had so com-
pletely scorned! Could it be possible? She laid her
face on the mossy sun-dial. :

If she could only see him; only see his face, with his.
passionate eyes looking into her own; only hear the
voice that had always been so low and gentle for her!
If she might but see him again, and tell him that his
dream had come true; that she was ready to clasp her
arms around his neck and say that she loved him at
last!

Did she love him? Her face flushed, her heart beat,
her hands tightened their clasp. Love him. Yes!
For he had the soul of a prince, this lowly-born, yet
noble, husband of hers. And sheloved him at last with
all her heart. Should she write and tell him so? Ah,
no! That was a different matter.



CHAPTER XIV.

THREE years had sped by, and Ianthe had developed
into a magnificently beautiful woman. Wyndham
Carre often told her there was no one in England to
equal her.

‘Tt is such a great pity,” he would say, ¢ that you
should be hampered with this horrible marriage.
What is he like, this worthy young tradesman who is
content to leave one of the loveliest women in England,
while he looks after his money in America?”

*“You do not know why he went away,” she said.,

He laughed with an air of great amusement.

* Upon my word, Ianthe,” he said, ‘I believe that
you sent him away yourself because you were ashamed
of him.”

I am not ashamed of him—he is the noblest man I
have ever met.” , ;

“ Not now, perhaps; but he would never stay away
all this time unless you had ordered it. What is he do-
ing? My leave of absence will have expired before he
returns, so I shall not see him.”

“IHe will not lose much by that,” retorted Lady
Tanthe. “ You will-——for you might take a lesson in
good manners from him with great advantage.”

I shall begin to think that I have been mistaken,
and that yon are in love with our good friend after
all.”

‘“ Should not a wife be in love with her husband? ”
she asked. 3

‘I suppose so; but rumor says he failed to win your
love.”

“Then rumor speaks falsely,” she said angrily.

And then she thought bitterly of what she had ex-
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posed him to—of the sneers and taunts and ridicule—
this chivalrous man who had laid his heart at her feet.

But the time was coming when even the mocking
laughter of Wyndham Catre should be hushed, and he
would speak ofgHerman without a sneer.

Tt was summer time, and a letter came from New
York, written by a stranger’s hand, telling how Herman
Carre lay sick unto death, and that there was little or
no hope for him. He had wished that his friends
should know. Not that he intended or desired to dis-
turb them ; they were not to make any attempt to see
him or send to him—it would be useless, for it would
be too late, He had purposely refrained from sending
his address, so that they might make no vain search for
him. Even Wyndham’s sneers were hushed as he
heard that letter read.

There was inclosed a note for Lady Ianthe. She
took it to her own room—she could not open it before
others. When she had broken the seal, to her great
surprise there fell from the note a faded spray of lemon
plant. And then she read:

\
\

< Janthe, my darling wife—I dare to write to tell you
once more what is passing in my heart, for I believe
that my prayers are heard and that I am dying at last.
Oh, Ianthe, once, only once more let me tell you how i
love you! I have been wandering now for several
years, yet my heart beats atthe memory of your face,
at the thought of you, at the sound of your name, with
a love ‘as wild and as fierce as ever. For at times I
utter your name aloud. Oh, my darling wife, you will
never know how I have loved you!

< Looking back, I see that I was presumptuous. Be-
lieye me; I loved you so much that I was blind to every-
thing except the one wild hope of winning you. I
thought you would forget caste prejudices, that time
would soften them, that my great devotion would win
your affection. Now I see that that hope was all in
vain, utterly vain; the distance between us was too
great to be bridged over; you could not care for me,
Tanthe. It was all my fault. I reproach myself most
bitterly that I did not accede to your request; that I
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‘did not, like a generous man, help Lord Carre, and
refrain from making your love the reward. I was
selfish to do it; I can see it now. I repent with a bit-
ter repentance. A woman’s love should never be made
a reward for service rendered. Ianthe, it was my
great love that made me so selfish. Will you forgive
me? I wish I had acted differently. I should at least
‘have had your esteem; now I have nothing.

“1 have been very unhappy during these three years
—unhappy, because I saw that my folly had darkened
your life.  Oh, my wife, I pray to Heavén that you may
be happy yet; that when I am gone you may meet with
someone whom you can love; someone who will make
you happy. I pray that you may retain but one mem-
ory, and that may be of my greatlove. Forget all else;
forget that I failed in generosity, forget that I was pre-
‘sumptuous—forget everything except that I loved you
truly.

“)Iranthe, I have been happy once since our fatal mar-
riage—only once—and then I lay, tired and sleeping,
in my favorite room. I thought that you stood by me,
You bent over me, you touched the hair on my brow,
you filled my whole soul with a sweet brooding sense
of your presence. When I opened my eyes I fancied
that I saw the folds of your dress as the door closed;
-and, darling, I found lying on my breast this bruised
spray of your favorite lemon-plant. Thinking you had
left it there, I have guarded it as my greatest treasure
ever since; and now I send it fo you. If kindly
thoughts of me did rise in your heart on that day it
will recall them; if not—if indeed it was all a dream, a
fancy—burn it. Never mind the kisses and the tears
that have covered it.

“Good-by, my sweet wife; my lost, dear love! I
have told them fo write to you when I am dead.”

Here the letter ended abruptly, as though the writer’s
strength had suddenly failed him. How he loved her!
She had wakened to a sense of it at last; a sense of his
worth, of his love, of his loss. Her tears fell fast over
the letter, over the faded lemon spray. Oh, if it had
but pleased Heaven to let her see him once more—to
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let her lay her head on his breast and say, ““I love you,
my husband—I love you at last!”

That could never be now; and as she sat there, with
her husband’s letter in her hand, there came to Lady
Ianthe the knowledge that without him she would
never be happy.

But no letter came announcing his death, They did
not hear again. They did not know whether he was
still ill or recovering. They knew nothing, and sus-
pense became intolerable. It told upon Lady Ianthe.
She grew thin and pale; she was always thinking of
him. The faded lemon spray had been placedin a gold
locket and lay on her breast. The time had come when
every thought was his; when every wish, every desire
was to see him again.

Summer and autumn passed; no news came from
him, The birds took flight to summer climes, the
flowers withered, the leaves fell from the trees, the
face of nature changed from gay to grave; winter
came, and still no letter from him.

Wyndham Carre was to return to India in February,

“You are anxious, I know, for news from America,”
he said to his relatives, ““but it is long since I have
seen an English Christmas; let me have one here at
Croombe Abbey before I go.”

And, though the earl was unhappy, though his
daughter’s heart was almost breaking, they yielded te
his wish.

The bells chimed merrily. It was Christmas Eve.
‘There had not been such a fall of snow for years. It
lay so thick and so white that the world seemed half
buried in it.

Croombe Abbey was more resplendent than it had
ever been before; the interior showed naught but
luxury and magnificence, The house was full of happy
faces. Lord Carre had spared nothing to gratify his
kinsman’s wish for a happy Christmas. He had invited
numerous guests, and the old Abbey walls resounded
with merriment.

The only sad face there was that of his daughter,
Lady Ianthe, The weeks of cruel suspense had worn
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on, yet no news had come from her husband. He was
not dead; of that everyone seemed sure; but why did
he not write? Once a horrible idea came'to her. She
found herself wondering whether he fancied that she
would be sorry to hear that he still lived.

On this snowy Christmas Eve this idea haunted her;
she was haunted, too, by the memory of the Christmas
Eve, a few short years ago, when she was so happily
unconscious of all care. The music distressed her, the
Christmas greetings irritated her, the happy, smiling
faces grieved her. Where was he who ought to have
been master there? She went out, away from the
laughter and the song, away from the happy hearts that
knew no care; they were not suitable companions for
her—she who had sent a noble soul into exile. She
went away, and throwing a thick shawl round her, wan-
dered to the conservatory near the morning room—the
place where her husband had kissed her hand, and had
bidden her farewell.

She stood there, gazing at the snow, watching the
stars in the sky, thinking of him with unutterable long-
ing and unutterable love, when Lord Carre suddenly
entered. His manner was hurried and abrupt; he
looked confused and unlike himself.

‘“Tanthe,” he said—‘'‘here alone on this beautiful
Christmas Eve!”

“ Yes; it wants Herman, papa, to enable me to enjoy
it,” she confessed.

‘“ Aye, we want Herman,” and then he laughed a
perplexed little laugh. ¢ Ianthe,” he added suddenly,
*“I should like to know if you are strong enough to bear
a great surprise. Someone is waiting to see you.”

Herman had entered, and was there, standing by her
side, looking at her, with a passion of love in his eyes,
with a light in his worn face, holding out his hands to
her.

“Janthe, my wife! Ianthe, my love!” he cried.

lShe heard the sound of a door closing, and they were
alone.

‘“ Tanthe, my darling,” he went on, ‘I could not die
until I had seen you once more—until I had heard from
your own lips that you had learned to think more kindly
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of me, Oh, my darling! I sought death on sandy
deserts, or burning plains, in dark forests, on trackless
seas, but my love for you was so great, so intense, it
kept me alive in spite of myself! It made me strong
when I would fain have been weak; it has brought me
hither thousands of miles when my own sense and my
own fears tell me you can have nothing to say to me.
I am haunted by you as man was never haunted.”

She laid her hand on his lips.

“You shall not say another word, Herman, until you
have heard me—until you know what I have to say. I
am bitterly sorry for all my cruelty, my coldness, my
pride. I repent of it all. Iam, so people say, exceed-
ingly proud. Listen, and believe me, love. I am
prouder of being your wife than I am of my title, my
ancestry, and everything else, I am proud because 1
have won the love of one of the noblest men in the
wide world, I am proud that you love me so well,
Herman.”

The light of a great joy dawned in his face.

T cannot believe it,” he said. “It cannot be true,
Are you, my wife, Lady Ianthe, speaking so to me?”

“Yes; I, your wife, am asking you to forgive my
pride, my insolence, my folly; to believe that at last I
have learned to distinguish true nobility, that my whole
soul does homage to you, that my heart is yours for ever-
more, that nothing but death shall ever part us again.”

And then, while the Christmas stars shone in the sky,
and the Christmas bells chimed merrily, the great
desire of Herman’s heart was granted to him, His
wife clasped her white arms around his neck and said?

T have learned to love you, my husband, at last'"
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