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CONTINUED.

CHAPTER XVIIIL.

AN ADVENTURE.

Marie Muggleton, probably incited there
to by Mr. Tipcratt, took a great interest in
matters connected with bis parish ; and, as
she was really a very generous and warm-
hearted girl, she soon found a pleasure in
visiting among the poor, and ministering
from her father’s wealth, to their necessi-
ties.

The very day atter the arrival of Sir Pat-
rick at Vivian Court, she ordered the pony
carriage, and having seen it was well stor-
ed with good things trom the housekeeper’s
room and the butler’s pantry, she prepared
to set out on one of her charitable expedi-
tions.

*Will you go with me, Janetta?' she
asked.

But Janetta was expecting a visit from
Sir Granville Grar tley,and murmured some
excase.

As for Vi, she was sawinging in a ham-
mock in the garden, deep 1n a novel.

Marie knew she wouldn’t want to be dis-
turbed.

Accordingly, she set out alone, disp:n-
sing even with the a'tendance of a groom,
although the little ponies were occasionally
restive, and ne:ded a firm hand behind
them.

Marie, however, prided herself on her
skill with the *‘ribbons,’ and was rather
tond of displaying it.

All went well until she bad made her
round of calls, and was returning bome;
then mistortune bef:ll her

She was d iving through a 1.ne, when a
hare started up irom among some flerns,
and scudded across the road, right under
the ponies’ feet.

The fiery little animals were startled.

They tossed up their heads, and, with a
sudden wrench, one of them got the bit be-
tween its teeth.

Off they flew at lighting speed, whirling
the light phaeton behind them, as though
it had been a toy.

Marie was trightened—thoroughly fright-
ened.

Stil., she did not lose her nerve.

She sat quite calm and quiet, though
very pale, and held on to the reins like
grim death.

Ot what availed her little strength, how-
ever, to check the mad pace of those two
fi:ry brutes?

Closing her eyes, she tried to murmer a
prayer, thinkiog p .thetically—

‘If they're going to kill me, I hope they’ll
kill me outright. I hope I shan't have to
suffer much.’

Miss Muggleton was, however, not des-
tined to be killed at all on this occasion,
for just as she bad thus nerved herselt to
meet her fate, something sprang out from
the shadow of the hedge upon the ponies.

A grip of iron had them inits grasp,
and in a moment they were brought to a
tull stop, bathed in prespiration, trembling,
and, it is so to be boped, heartily ashamed
of their mad escapade.

Poor Marie opened ber eyes to look at
her deliverer, and saw a man of middle age
unmistakably a gentlemen, and of a ml-
itary carriage.

That was all she saw at the fiast glance,
but when the stranger came to the side of
the phaeton, and, in a rich, mellow voice,
with a touch ot Irish brogue about it, very
earnestly expressed a hope that she was not
burt, she was able to further note that his
face, it not exactly the handsomest, was
one of the plesantest she bad ever seen.

The carrisge of his bead was splendidly
soldierly ; his teeth were white and sound ;
his eyes were brightly blue and of a rollick-
ing humour ; and, to crown all, the whole
face was lighted upby an expresesion ss
frank, so happy, so delighttully good hu-
moured that it would have served to redeem
from ugliness the homeliest teatures beneath
the sun.

«*] do most tincerely hope ye are not
hurt,” he said, and that meilow voice, with
its intopation of earnestness, sounded
wonderfully pleasant in Marie’s ears.

“*No, I am not burt at all—only, I was
very frightened. Ob, thank you, thank
you so much!” she uttered, tervently.
“If it badn't been tor you I should have
been killed. I am sure I should.’

She was very pale, and her voice sound-
ed tremulous for all its tervency of gratitude.

‘I'm atraid you are a bit faint,’ said Sir
Patrick, apxiously ; and even as he said it,
the young lady’s head drooped forward on
her bosom, and she quietly fainted away.

The tension on her nerves had been too
great ; and now that deliverance had come
outraged nature exacted the penalty of her
former calmness.

Sir Patrick felt himself in a dilemna.

No man had ever bad less to do with
women than he ; and although the gentlest
and most tender-hearted of mortals, he
did not in the least know how to proceed.

The first thing he did was to tether the
now repentant ponies to a gate-post, to

revent their taking it into their wicked
ittle heads to run away again.

This done, he lifted the unconscious girl
out of the pbemton, and bore her to a little
spring, which gurgled merrily down some
moss-covered stones a dozen yards away.

Taking off her hat, he laved her brow
with a very liberal supply of the cold spring
water ; and finding this did not suffice, he
did not suffice, he whipped out of his

ocket his whisky-flask, and poured down
Eer throat as much of the raw, fiery spirit
as he could conveniently get there.

He had seen this same treatment meet
with success in the case of men who had
been thrown in the hunting-field; and he
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was in hopes it might be equally efficacious
now.

Poor, blundering, Irfsh-mannered, ten-
der hearted Sir Patrick !

Efficacious his treatment certainly wes.

Maire, all unuted to such fiery draughts,
struggled and choked, and altogether
showed signs of returning consciousness.

She opened her eyes, to find bersely lying
in ber deliverer’s arms.

‘Be easy, me darlin,”’ he said, tenderly,
jnst as he would bave spoken to a child.
*Ye'll be all right in & minute or two—the
good angels be praised.’

Marie distinctly heard that involuntary
term of endearment, but as far from her be
ing alarmed or offended at it, it actu:lly
sounded pleasantly in her ears, so great is
the charm. to woman’s heart, of a mellow
voice and a fine eye.

Sir Patrick upon his part, was conscious
of feeling a curious thnll in all his veios,
as he looked dowa at the pale face so near
his own.

The chivalrous tenderness of bis natvre
made bim delighted to protect the weak
and helpless, and hence, perbaps, that soft
thri'l at his heart.

Marie was a gool looking girl, not
beautitul, perhaps, but her good looks were
of that he: lthy, wholesome, pleasant type
which particulasly appeals to such men as
our honest Sir Patrick.

A fresb, blooming complexion, white
teeth bright, good-humoured eyes red-
brown bair, and a plump, shapely figure —
these were Marie's charms, and such
charms, it must be admitted, are by no
means to be despised.

As soon as she could find strength, she
strugglad into a sitting posture, and tried
to thank Sir Partick for his kindness.

Her paleness o1 ly rendered her the more
interesting, and as her eyes softened with
grateful, ieeling, itis no wonder he thought
her face very pleasant and comely to look
upon.

His too-liberal application of water had
wetted her ﬁretty bodice and dark-blue
jacket ; her hat, too, had beem crused al-
most out of shape.

But she took these accidents so good.
humouredly, and repeated her thanks with
such sweetness that Sir Patrick, who had
laboured under a little trepidation on these
points, secretly called her an ornament to
her sex.

If oniy Sir Gerald could bhave come inte
the lane at that moment, he would bave
thought his wishes for bis friend were on
the high road to accomplishment.

As soon as Marie secmed able to stand,
Sir Patrick led her back to the pteton,
and, with a courteous word of apology,
took his seat beside her.

‘I must drive you—that is, if you will
aliow me,’ he said. *You are not strong
enough to hold tke reins. Besides, |
shouldn’t like to trust you with those mis-
chievous little brutes again.’

*You are too kind,’ said Marie, earnest-
ly, stealing another grateful glance at him.

‘Not atall. It is a great pleasure,’
ssid the gallant Irichman. ‘Where shall I
drive, if you please P

*Oh, to The Towers, just beyond Little
Cleeve. I might have told you my name,
mightn’t 1? 1 am Mies Muggleton.’

And Marie flushed a little, as she
wondered how the plebeian name would
soucd in the ears of this bigh-bred Irich
gentleman.

It certainly seemed to have a very de-
cided eff«ct upon him. '

He, too, cbanged color, and an old
look crept into his eyes.

In a moment, however, he was bimself
again, and said, frankly—

‘And | am staying with your neighbour,
Sir Gerald Vere. Sir Patrick Donovan,
Miss Muggleton’—and he bowed low—‘at
your service ’

Af er thie, they drove on together in per-
fect smity, chatting and laughing quite
like old friends.

Sir Patrick, just to cheer her spirits, and
prevent her trom turniog faint again, told
her his choicest Irish jokes, in his most ir-
resistible Irish minner, and her pleasant
laugh rang out again and again on the
quiet country air.

By the time The Towers was reached.
she nad quite come to the conclusion that
he was the most fascinating man she had
seen in ail her lite, and her heart had
leaped with an unaccountable feel-
ing of joy, when a chance remark
of his assured her he was unmarried.

If only Sir Patrick would have played
the cards Fate dealt out to him, how happy
he might have been. Yes, and how
hap;')y be might have made Marie Muggle-
ton !

CHAPTER XIX.
THE RECTOR FINDS A RIVAL.

Great was the chagrin of the rector of
little Clegye to find, on the occasion of his
pext visit to The Tower, a soldier-like
sun-crowned Irishman domiciled in Mrs.
Muggleton’s drawing-room, with every
appearance of having come to stay.

A closer observation convinced him that
he had soms slight knowledge of the in-
truder.

He bad met him once or twice at the
house of his noble uncle in Ireland; but
this discovery by no means tended to restore
the reverend gentleman’s equanimity, for
he knew Sir Patrick was a bachelor, and.
judging others by himself, he never doubt
ed for a moment that the high-born but
impecunious Irishman intended to build up
the fortunes of his house with Marie Mug-
gleton’s money.

Certainly, Marie's own manner afforded
bim no relief.

She seemed to take pleasure in keeping
Sir Patrick beside her ; her eye. as it restev
on his sun-browned face, held its sottest
light. and her voice, when it addressed him
seemed insensibly to modulate itselt into
that sweet gevtleness of tone which a wo-
man uses to a man she loves, or whose
love she would fain win.

As a matter of fact this was the state of
mind Miss Muggleton.

The Irish, asa race, are q ick to w-
spire love as well to feel it; and although
Marie had seen Str Patrick only three
times in all, and three days ago he had
been an atter stranger to her she liked
bim better than ary man she had ever met
betore.

Of course, Sir Gerall, on hearing of the
pt »'on adventure, had insisted on taking
his friend to The Towers the next dsy, in
order to make due inquiries concerning
the health ot Miss Marie.

The young 11dy had greeted her deliver-
er with a mingling of shyness and sweet-
ness which had been alrog=ther captivatirg.
Her father and mother had been loud, but
not more loud than esrne:t, in their thanks
and he had enjoyed himselt so well with
these new friends, that when Mrs. Muggle
ton beeged him to make one at her tennis
party two days hence, be could not find
the heart to say ber nay.

It was the day of the tennis party when
Mr. Tiperaft entered the Muggleton draw-
ing room, and found, to his horror a rival
there.

A downpour of rain bad put an end to
the tennis, and all the visitors had returned
home save three gentlemen— John More-
wood, Sir Gerald, and Sir Patrick Donovan.

Morewood was talkiog in low tones to
Kate Lisle, a little apart from the rest;
Sir Gereld devoted himselt to Mrs. Muggle-
ton and her two younger daughters; and
at one of the windows stood Marie and Sir
Patrick, she looking up into bis face with
a shy, almost reverential, admiration.

The rector of Little Cleeve took the
alarm at once.

Hs bad a species of shrewd cunning—ee-
pecially where bis own interests were con-
cerned—which might very well pass for
cleverness.

At any rate, he was clever enough to see
that Marie Muggleton was perieously near
being in 1>ve with this gay-voiced, blue-
eyed Irishman.

She did not wear that shy, admiring
look tor nothing

Assuredly, she had never worn it for the
Reverend Augustus Tiptatt.

Presently, Mr. Muggleton came into the
room.

Sir Gerald got into conversation with him
about some tarm-land, and the rector saw
nothing for it but to devote himselt to the
three disengaged ladies.

All the time thoughb, he kept a jealous eye
the couple at the window, and fumed io-
wardly at the ease of manner with which
that impudent Irisbhman stood his ground.

Tea was brought in; and, after tea, the
rain having cleared away, there was a gen-
eral saunter through the grounds.

But, come what might, Sir Patrick kep!
his place by Marie's side.

That he was wooing her, Mr. Tiptaft
could not doubt, but he told himselt that
never betore had such bare faced impud-
ence been known by wooer, as was being
shown by this ruioed Irishman with the
lame foot and the scarred brow.

The reverend gentleman’s own role had
been that of a tender humility.

He had sat beside his divinity while she
worked, and had banded ber her needles,
or silks, or threads, as the case required.

He had willingly held out his hands for
skeins of woo! to be placed upon them for
Miss Marie to wind.

He bad nursed her favourite kitten, car-
ried her scarf, and, in short, been ready to
do anything for her, all the while murmur-
ing into her ear bland speeches about his
own humility, his devotion to bis duties,
and his yearnings after a ‘sympatby’ which,
hitherto, he had not met

Very different was the bearing of Sir
Patrick.

He nursed no kitten, and held no skein
ot wool.

There was no bumility in his look—no
insinuating softness in his tone.

He was simply a genisl, hearty geatle-
man, with a ringing laugh, in which there
was a sort of intec'ious gaeity.
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He never lost his manliness, never seem-
ed, by bis manner, to be imploring Miss
Muggleton to tread on him.

And yet, oddly enough, Miss Muggleton
seemed to like th's wooing—if wooing it
was ; hiked it as Desdemona liked the wo:-
ing of Otbello, or Kathariaa that of Pet-
ruchio,

Certsinly, Mr. Tiptatt had no chance of
even winning an encouraging smile from
ber, while Sir Patrick Donovan was pre-
sent.

Great disconcerted, and, it is to be fear-
ed, in a most unpriest-like frame of mind,
the reverend gentleman presently depart-
ed, and betook himself to his snug rectory,
where he fell into a tram of deep and
anxious musing.

He bad not given up the game.

Indeed, the »pp:arance of a rival only
acted as a stimulus to turther effors.

A wite with a million pounds was worth
strwving for.

The question wzs, what was to be done
next P

How could he beat from the field that
presumptuous Sir Patrick Donovan ?

And while ther everend gentleman was
thus cudgelling his brains, Mr. Muggle-
ton—the last ot his guests having depart-
ed—was saying to his wife, in the privacy
of her dressiag-roon—

‘Jane, it strikes me Sir Patrick is rather
sweet on our Polly.’

The millionaire could not, at all times,
remember that his daughters had changed
their names with their fortunes.

Janetta was Jenny to him, and Marie
was Polly, or even Poll, far oftener than
bis wife aporoved.

On this occasion, however, she did not
reburk him ; she was too full of interest in
the subject he had mentioned.

She was anxious to know his mind upon
it, tor, good-natured though he was in the
main, he could put his toot down very
firmly when he choose, and she would not
have dared to make a match for her daugh-
ters without his approval.

*Yes. I think he is.” she rep'ied. ‘And
I believe she likes him, too. What do you
think of it, Samuel ?’

‘Why, I think that if all my girls could
get a man as good, they d have nothing to
grumble at. That fine-mannered Sir Gran-
vill: Grantley is all very well ; I've nothing
against him, but he ain’t in my line. He
thinks too much of himself, for one thing,
and that’s what I never like to see in any
man.

+Still he seems to act fairly by Jennie
and it he asks me for her, he shall bave her
—and her tortune to boot. But that Sir
Patrick now, he’s a man of another
stamp. His wife’ll be a happy woman, you
mark my words.’

S'range to say that honest Mr. Muggle-
ton, who bad known Sir Patrick ooly three
days shouli have the same opinion on
this point as Sir Gerald.

‘To be sure, he’s only a baroret,” said
Mrs  Muggleton, refl:ctively. ‘When
there’'s no money at all to put against ours.
I thing we've the right to ask for some-
thing rea'ly worth having in the way of a
title.’

Ths good lady secretly approved of Sir
Patrick’s suit; but, aa her husband spoke
to decidedly, she, of course, felt bound to
hang back a little in the matter.

‘Worth having! Why’ good gracious!
woman, the very name of Donovan is worth
more than half the earldoms in Eogland—
poor mushroom things most ot ’em,
sprung up in a night, as it were!' cried the
millionaire, with all the contempt which
men of his class often teel tor an aristoc-
racy which is not of truly ancient growth.

‘] know what them Donovans are. Vere
was telling me about ’em last night. And
then, look at the man himselt. What a
difference to some of ’em you see! I tell
you I should be proud to clsp him on the
back, and call hlm son in-law.,’

Mrs. Muggleton did not furtber contra-
dict her spouse ; she was well content to
l:ave matters as taey were.

* * * » »

‘Donovan,’ said Sir Gerald. as they
walked home togeiber from The Towers
that evening, ‘I congratulate you.’

*Ye do? And what on, pray?’

Sir Patrick spoke carelessly, but a slight
flash rose to his bronzed cheek.

*Oh, you know well enough. Ican see
you're quite smitten with the fair Marie;
and a man with balf-an-eye could see she’s
the same with you.’

‘My dear boy, do ye really think so?’
asked Donovan, anxiously.

*Of course I do. The field is open before
you. All you've got to do is to go in and
win.’

*If I really thought she cared !" said Sir
Patrick ; and again his voice sounded anx-
ious, his cheek wss still a little flushed, and
there was a wistful questioning in his bright
blue eyes.

‘If you weren’t the least conceited fellow
under the sun, you'd be sure ot it. Go in
and win, I tell you. I’ll back you up !’

So said Sir Gerald in his hearty friend-
ship, and so he meant; but the time was
coming—ay, was close at hand !—when he
would bave little thought to spare from his
own black misery.

The storm-cloud had gathered, and was
ready to burst upon his head.

CHAPTER XX.
BY THE HOLLOW OAK.

In her own chamber stood Lilian Delisle,
a note between her fingers, which she was
reading and re-reading.

It was written in & firm, feminine bhand,
and ran thue—

*I must see you, and speak to you. The
suspense is more than I can bear. Will
you be at the Hollow Oak to-night—at
seven if you can ? If not, I shall wait until
you come.’

There was no signature to this brief note
—nothing to say whence or from whom it
came.

Lilian’s countenance, as she read it, was
pale, and her eyes held a look of anguish
and terror.

‘Why bas she come ?' she moaned.

And she paced about the room, with hur-
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ried footsteps, like one oppressed with &
terrible dread of some impending ewil.

ISho looked at the tiny gold watch at her
belt.

It was balf-past six, and already the
shades of evening were beginning to fall.

The sky was dark and lowering, betok-
ening rain; an omunous roll of thunder
could be heard in the distance.

Neverttel :ss, Lilian donoed a hat and
cloak with quick, determined fingers, look-
ing meanwnile, with a sort of wondering
pity, at her own pale image in th: glass—
at her rigid lips and terror-haunted eyes.

‘Why has she come P’ she moaned,again.
‘Oh ! why—why ¥’

Downstairs she went, and slipped out of
the house by one of the library windows,
unsesn by anyoae.

Lady Rutn was lying down in her room
with a nervous headache ; Sir Gerald had
gone to Mrs. Muggleton's tennis-party
with his friend.

Swittly she passed down the avenue of
elms, and across the park, to that planta-
tion in which Morewood had seen the face
ot Madeline Winter.

In the middle of it stood the Hollow
Oak—a great ruin of a tree, whose mighty
trunk and gnarled, leafless branches alike
spoke mourntuily of decay.

In the trunk there was & fissure, which
might have held three or four men in com-
fort.

Tradition said a murder bad been dome
in that spot, and toat the body of the victim
bad been hidden inside the tree.

Whether or not this ghastly tale were
true, the village folk shunned the tree at
night fall

A slight shiver shook Lilian Dclisle at
sight ot it.

Her cheek turned a shade paler, her eye
averted itself, almost as though with horror,
from certain stains on the weather-beaten
trunk, which the superstitious declared to
be the murdered victim's blood.

Apparently, however, there was some-
one who did not share her aversion or her
tears ; for, from the awesome fissure, there
stepped forth a woman, who had evidently
chosen to shelter there trom the rain which
was now beginning to fall.

It was almost dark, but not so dark but
that it might be seen that the woman was
ot a tall and stately make, and that she was
pale ot face, with jet black hair.

An nscrutable face it was, with some-
thing of mournfulness in the deep, dark
eyes, and with power entbroned upon the
pale, high brow.

Advancing with a swilt, yet truly ma-
jestic step, she stretched forth her arms to-
wards Lilian Delisle.

One single moment Lilian hesitated, then
rushed into their shelter; and the two em=
braced tervently, in the shadow of the
haunted oak.

- * =

Long and earnest was the conversation
between those two; and often, as they
talked in whispers, they glanced fearfully
around, as though in dread of being over-
heard.

The older woman lingered when the mo-
ment of parting came.

It seemed as though she could not bring
herselt to give the farewell kiss, aud let
Lilian go.

‘Oh, go, go ! urged Lilian. ‘Someone
may come through the plantation. We
may be seen. Think of the danger.’

‘The only person I fear is that man
Morewood.’ said her companion, in a som-
bre tone.

Lilian shivered, as though an icy wind
bhad blown upon her.

‘Go! go! she repeated. ‘Itis danger-
ous for you to be with me here—dangerous
for me to be away from the house at such a
time. If I should be missed—if suspicion
should o.c2 be aroused !

She spoke in a low tone, but with the ut-
most vehemence ; her eyes expressed a
perfect agony ot fear.

I will go then. Good-bye, my darling !’

And with a last passionate kiss, she turn-
ed away. and in a momeat was lost to sight
among the trees.

Lilian gathered h r cloak more closely
round her; and, with swit steps, quitted
tbe plantation, ccossed the lane, and en-
terea th - park.

Oace there, she breathed a little more
freely. but all the way to the house, in
spite ot the now tast-talling rain, she kept
looking bebind her at intervals to assure
herselt she was not watched.

Arrived at the house. she entered by the
library window, stole quietly upstairs, and
began to dress for dinner, with a stern set-
tled composure strangely at varance with
har demesnour in the plantation half-an-

hour ago.
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