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'Twas in September.

(Cortinued.)
CHAPTER 1V.

ROMEO AND JULIET.

Six weeks had elapsed since the return
of Lord Lovel to Briancourt on the event-
tul evening of the bridal home-coming,
and the threatening of s tragedy, that
seemed, like a storm to have dispeared.

All that remained of it was a shadow in
Magdalen's deep, serious eyes, and the
cloud that brooded on Lord’s brow

And still the two persons peace and
bappiness were chiefly menaced raw
notbing; the earl because be was ac-
customed to bis yonng wife’s gravity ot
manner and his son’s alternating moods of
pensive melancholy and vivacious gaiety,
and Juliet because ehe was blinded by the
dazzling glamour of first love. and, for the
time being, looked out on the world
througn a golden haze.

As 1or Meredith Fane, he stood on one
side, and watched the development of
events with a keen and anxious interest,
very much as he might have studie.d the
working out of a subtle and complicated

lot.

¥ Being somewhat of a fatalist, like most
men of imaginative temperament, he deem-
ed it both toolish and useless to interfere,
devoutly hoping, bowever, that matters
might take such a turn as would ensure
the happiness of the being he loved best in
the world—his daughter Juliet.

On a certain pleasant aiternoon towards
the close of October, Lord Briancourt and
his son were sauntering up and down the
terrace, smoking. It was about balf-past
three. Luncheon was over, and Lady
Briancourt had gone out driving. Both
men were silent, and appeared preoc:
cupied, The earl was the first to speak.

‘When am I to congratulate you, my
boy ?

Lord Lovel started.

‘Congratulate me, dad ? I don’t under-
stand.’

‘Are you quite sure of that, my son? If
80, 1 am sorry to hear it,’ replied the earl,
gravely. ‘I do not believe {n preaching
outside the pulpit, and I have no wish to
give advice unasked, but I can-
not refrain from eaying, Cuthbert,
that I think you are treating
Juliet Fane very untairly. On the very
first evening of your arrival you devoted
yourselt to her exclusively, and plid.her
the most marked attentions. Ever since
then. too, you must admit that you have
spent most of your time at the Dower
House.’

‘I went to see Mr. Fane,’ replied the
voung man, apxious to justify big,GoBfd¥fs
aspect. ‘The principal scenes ot the novel
be is now werking at are laid in Cairo,and,
as he has never wisited the place, 1 have
been giving him the clearest idea 1 could
ot the local coloring—in addition to which,
as you know, he keenly enjoys a gossip
about Art.’

*Certainly, certainly,’ assented the earl;
but [ presume that Juliet was more oiten
present than not at these interviews, and
took part in the conversation—not that [
bold you in any way responsible for that;
but 1 believe she is sitting to you as a
model tor ‘Marguerite’ ¥’

‘She is. But there is surely nothing com-
promising in that 7 I might ask the same
favor of Lady Braincourt.’

‘You might ; and,besides giving me great
pleasure, it woul! net be refused. What
18 more, Mrs. Grundy herself could not
find anything to cavil at, since Lady Brian-
court 1s your stepmother.’

As these last words left the lips of the
earl, he distinctly saw the young man
wince and turned pale, and it puzzied him.

Was it possible, that after all, his son
secretly resented the tact of his second
marriage ?

If s0, \nought Lord Briancourt, perhaps
the reason why Cuthbert had of late ab-
sented bimselt from home, and spent his
days at the Dower House, was oecause
be either did not like his stepmother, or
could not reconcile bimself to the relation-
ship that had sprung up between them.
and theretore avoid her as much as pos-
sible.

Had be not even expressed a wish to re-
sume his wandering existence ?’

The thought that such might be the
case filled the earl with a keen distrress;
but for the moment he put it trom him, and
returned to the topic already started.

*I don’t like interfering in a matter
that is so purely personal, my dear boy;
but my strong and fond affsction for you
gives me the priviege to do
so. I am sure that you would
not deliberately behave badly to any girl,
spd yet you are behaving badly to Juliet
Fane. If you cannot see that she is most
ardently in love with you, and has been so
evar since the first, all I can say is that
you are as modest as you are blind ’

‘[ may be blind,’ replied the young man,
‘for certainly I should never have found
out for myselt that Julict Fans bad lost
ber heart to me, and, even now, I fancy
you must be mistaken.’

‘But I know that I am not. Why, the
girl betrays her secret every time she looks
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at you. I don’t want to lecture you; but
I can’c bear the idea of my son's conduct
being open to criticism, neither do I like
to think of that dear little girl being maie
unhappy.’ o

‘Heaven knows I would not willingly
make any woman unhappy,’ said Lord
Lovel.

‘I know you wouldn’t, Cuthbert, and
that is why I ventured on a word of warn-
ing. It would be madness on your part
to marry this girl if you don’t care for her;
but now that you are aware of the nature
of her teeling for you, I do think it is your
duty to discontinue your visits to the
Dower House—for a time, at any rate.
Perhaps it would be as well it you were to
run up to London for & week or so.’

The young man was about to answer,
but at this moment the tete a-tete between
father and son was interrupted by the sp
proach of the butler, who came to tell
the eari that the vicar had called and
would like to see him, and Lord Lovel
was left alone.

Having lighted a fresh cigar, he saunter-
ed down the terrace steps and across the
lawn.

The expression of his handsome tace
was not a happy one, nor did he feel auy
happier than he looked.

The ionger he thought over the matter
recently discussed, the more convinced he
became that his father was right.

He best knew why he had spent so much
time at the Dower House, conversing with
Meredith Fane, or painting tair Juliet’s
portrait as ‘Marguerite’—glad ot any pre-
text for absenting himself as much as pos-
sible trom Briancourf, where he would in-
evitably be brought face to face continually
with the woman whom he had learned to
despise, and whom it was his object to
avoid.

The memory of Msgdalen’s great modrn-
ful eyes as he had seen them last, haunted
him all the more persistently because their
expression perplexed bim—an expression
that was neither defiant nor deprecatiog,
but full of reproach and pain; but he hard-
ened his heart against her, and, when
forced to look at her, put into his glance
all the contempt he felt.

What could an expianation avail, either,
especially as he did not, and would not,
believe a word she said ?

So he kept out of her way as much as
possible, never addressing her, save in the
course of commonplace conversation.

Not caring to visit, ke spent an hour or
so each day 1n the Braincourt coverts with
a gun at his shoulder and a dogat his
heels; but, though a very fair shot,

ik Sl o a-..u..u) Fvauuu uua 1
the Dower House drawing room,
talking with Meredith Fane over a cup of
tea, or working at the portrait he had com-
menced of Juliet in the costume ot *‘Mar-
guerite.’

And so it came about that Lord Lovel
dropped into the habit of spending more of
his time at the Dower House than at Brian-
court—a habit which had naturally led the
earl to the conclusion that the attraction
at the Dower House must be Juliet.

‘It my father thinks 1 bave behaved bad-
ly to this girl, her father, possibly, 18 of
the same opinion,” mused the young man,
moodily, as he sauntered across the park.
‘It_ certainly did strike me that he was not
quite 8o cordial as usual yesterday; and
Juliet’s eyes looked suspiciously red, I
tancied.

‘Could it have been on my occount that
she was crying, and that her father looked
stern? I feel like a coxcomb to even sup-
pose such a thing, and yet—yes—and yet !’

On looking back over the past six weeks,
he seemed, since the earl had opened his
eyes that aftornoon, to see things in quite
a new light.

‘The tact of it is,’ said Lord Lovel, to
bimself, ruetully, ‘I appear to hava be-
haved like a orute and a cad ; but now the
question remains—how am I to repair the
mischiet P’ He stood still for a moment to
think, then suddenly bis troubled face
cleared. ‘I know what 1’ll do. I'll find
out if she really does care for me as much
as the dad imagines, and, it so, I will ask
her to be my wite. Why not?

‘It seems to me I cannot do better. I
am not absolutely in love with her, per-
baps; but then, I shall never love any
woman again—the faculty of loving is dead
within me. Still, 1 teel that I could grow
very fond ot her. I am that already in a
cousinly sort of fashion—she is so sweet
and winsome, and, in trying to make her
happy, I might—who knows P—find happi-
ness myselt, or, at any rate, grow recon-
ciled to life, which, at present, seems a'l
out of joint. Yes, that 1s what I will do.’

Like all men of the artistic temperament,
Cuthbert Dunallen was impulsive.

No sooner had he made up his mind

than he prepared to act upon his decision.

Mechanically—by the torce of habit, as

it were—his steps had turned, with his

thoughts, in the direction of the Dower

House, and, by the time he had made up

his mind to ask Juliet Fane to be his wite,

be had reached the rustic bridge that span-
ned the river and led to the Dower House
grounds.

He was more than halfl way across it

when he overheard a sweet voice singing.

The voice, plaintive, rather than power-

ful, was familiar to him, aud, looking in

the direction whence the sound proceeded,
he caught sight ot Juliet seated in a boat,
rowing with lazy strokes towards the bank.

A minute later he was with ber, and had

taken the oars into his own strong hands.

A few powerful strokes, and the boat

shot out into the middle of the stream.

The young girl watched him with tender,

shining eyes.

She was looking her prettiest in a pale,

soft, caina-blue gown and a big white pict-

ure bat covered with wild flowers and blue
ribbons.

“Toat is all very well,’ laughed Juliet,
‘but it does not seem to occur to you that
I might possibly wish to go home.’

*Are you in any particular burry P’

‘No," replied the young lady, with a lazy
smile, as she leaned back against the crim-
son cusbion and watched her companion’s
handsome face, lighted up by the after-
noon sunshine. ‘I had a couple of letters
to write, but they can wait. Have jou
been out with your gun today ?’

‘No; I bave been thinking.’

*Ah ! I thought you looked tired.’

‘Do you wish to insinuate that such ex-
ertion is unusual on my part P’ he demand-
ed, in a tone ot mock indignation. ‘Now
as & punishment for your impertinence,
mies, 1 have a very great mind not to tell
you what my thoughts were about.’

" “Oh ! don’t say (hat. 1'm willing to of-
fer you a penny for them.’

‘Not one ot the Braincourts has ever
been in trade—please to remember that.
But to return to my thoughts,” he added,
with sudden gravity, as he leit the
boat dritt slowly under the shadow
of the overhanging trees, and
lowered his voice almost to a whisper:
‘I've been thinking that, as I Iquend 80
much ot my time at the Dower House, I
might as well take up my abode there al-
together.’

‘What would your father say to that P’
retorted the young girl with a merry laugh,
taking the words in their literal sense.

‘What would your tather say, I wonder ?
Would he accept me as a son-in-law, do
you think ?’

She litted two bewildering and bewilder-
ed blue eyes to his as she answered, falter-
ingly—

‘I—I don’t quite understand,’ and her
eyelids droopeu till the soft silken lashes
rested like a fringe on her crimson cheek.

‘Don’t you.’

Then bending lower, he whispered—

‘Will you let me be Romeo to your
Juliet ?  Will you be my wife ?’

One startled, shy glance she gave him,
halt happy, half atraid,.

Her small white hands were clasped
tightly in her lap, and the colour in her
cheeks came and went with every breath
she drew.

‘Lord Lovel,’ she began, at length,, ‘I
—Ithad po idea you—you—-"'

‘Never mind you idea just now. Please
to answer my plamn question. Will you be
my wite P’

‘But you are sure you—you want me P’
she persisted pathetically. ‘I really can
bardly believe 1t.’

‘Little sceptic ! Should I give you the
chance of accepting me it I dida’t P’

Tois argument seeemed to convince her.

She said no more for the moment, and
he looked at her with all an artist’s delight
in the dainty pertection of her form and the
exquisite colouring of the lovely little face,
framed in with 1ts frolicsome pale-gold
curls. .
‘that, instead ot pulling that very fine and
inoffensive clove pink to pieces, you were
to answer my question. Will you be my
wife, Juliet Fane ?’

‘I1—that is—vyes,” was the stammering
rgply, and the next moment the young

irl hid her blushing face on her compan-
ion’s shoulder.

‘So tar so good,’ said he putting his left
arm round her and drawing him closer to
bim, ‘but now say—'Cuthbert, [ love you’
give me a Kkiss.’

Some minutes elapsed, and a good deal
of coaxing and ‘coaching’ wae required
before Juliet could summon up courage to
comply with this request, but the feat was
accomplished at last, and even repeated
several times—just for practice the young
man suggested—and then five o’clock
struck, and Juliet remembered that not
only was there such a thing as tea
but that her father would be wanting it.

‘Do you think you could spare me a
cup P’ whispered the young man, in a tone
of mock bumility.

‘Possibly, your lordship Will you come
and see P

A very shy and blushing Juliet indeed it
was that entered the Dower Hous drawing-
room.

Toe novelist, of course, noticed the
change at once.

‘How guilty you look, Juliet !’ he said,
laughing. ‘It you were ten years younger
1 should suspeet you of stealing plums.’

‘She has stolen something ot much more
value, Mr. Fane,’ said Lord Lovel.

‘And what is that ?’ asked Juliet’s father
though he guessed the snswer betore it
came.

*The heart of your humble servant !’
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‘Am I to understand that you wish me to
pronounce the verdict P’ demanded Mer-
dith Fave in a solemn falesetto; and the
the young man having bowed his head,
the novelist continued. turning to the cul-

rit, who was convulesed with laughter
hind her bandkerchief, ‘Prisoner !
as a penelty for the thett which you
hsve perpetrated you are hereby sen-
tenced to love, honour, and obey the plan-
tiff, whose heart you have so teloniously
and wickedly appropriated.’

“Thank you, your worship,” was Juliet’s
saucy answer ; and the next moment, her
arms were round the judge’s meck and
“‘judge” and *‘prisoner” were hugging each
other in a most undigniged fashicn. while
the plantiff looked on.

Then Merdith Fane, grown serious,
turned , holding out his hand to Lord Lovel
said with that simple dignity which was
one of his most charming characteristics—

‘The world will say that Juliet is a very
fortunate girl, and that you are conferring
upon her a very great homour. | grant
thst it is so, Lord Lovel, for socially I am
not your equal. At the same time 1 must
say that I tnink the luck is not all on her
side.’

‘Iiis all on mtne, I consider, Mr. Fane,
and I will do my best to prove myself
worthy ot my good fortune.’

‘Make her happy, Cuthbert, that is all
I ask, for my daughter is the dearest trea-
sure on earth.’

An hour later, Lord Lovel walked back,
in the deepening dusk, to Briancourt.

On the lawn ge met his father and told
him the news.

Nothing could exce:d the the earl’s de-
light, unless perhaps it was his surprise,
at this very unexspected aunoucement.

‘But—but—I didn’t know,’ he began in
a elightiy bewildered tone, ‘that you——-'

*That I loved Juliet Fane ? Nor did I,
dad till you opened my eyes. You told
me I was blind, youremember, and I think
I was.’

‘Well, well, well, to be sure!' exclaimed
the Lord Brisncourt, ‘you couldn’t have
told me anything that would have pleased
me better. I must go and tell Magdalen,’
he added as they entered the hall. ‘How
delighted she will be!

Vghether delighted or not, Lady Brian-
court offered her congratulations most
graciously in the presence ot her ‘lord and
master,’ as the three stood in front of the
drawing-room fire, and only she detected
the look of satirical contempt in Cuthbert
Dunallen’s fine eyes as he bowed in ac-
knowledgment.

CHAHTER V.

The drawing-room at Briancourt was a
very spacious apartment. subdivided by
several lotty Japanese screens, one of
which was placed 1n front ot the door so as
to exclude all possible draught.

As the earl, who bad dressed for dinner
earlier than usual this evening, entered the
room through the door left ajar, his foot-
steps rendered noiseless by the thickness
of the carpet, he was startled by the sound
of voices talking in low, but animated,
tones on the other side of the screen, and
involuntarily he played the part of eaves-
dropper.

The voices were those of Lady Brian-
court and her step-son.

_ Distinctly he heard his wife say, in pas-
sionate protest—

*This sort of thing cannot go on, Cuth-
bert—it is intolerable ! You dispise me,
and I do not deserve your contempt. All
I ask is, that you will listen to my justifica-
tion. I want to explain——’

_ ‘It seems to me so very unnecessary, be-
sides being paintul to us both. Why seek
to rake up smouldering ashes? What can
my contempt matter to you, the Countess
of Briancourt ? Or, if you have something
to say, why not say it now, and get 1t
over P’ replied Lord Lovel, coldly.

‘Because it would take too long, and we
might be overbeard,’ objected Magdalen,
epenk_mg, as she had done throughout, in
a rapid manner. ‘I have something to tell
you which you ought to know—something
also to explain. You cannot refuse me,
In common courtesy, if not for the sake ot
the past. It you will go into the pavilion
after dinner, about balt-past nine, I will
Joip you there, and we shall not be dis-
turbed. The steward is coming to see your
father about mine, and their interview is
sure, to be a long one. I must see you—
and alone.’

‘Very well then, since you  insist,’ was
the young man’s rather ungracious answer,
‘but I warn you that nothing you can sy
will alter my opinion ot your conduct.’

At this moment dinner was announced,
and Lord Briancourt, gliding rapidly up-
stairs, came down again, appearing as if
for the first time, on the scene.

. What bis feelings were the reader may

Imagine, yet on one, looking at his calm,

smiling face as he took his seat at the

dinner-table, could Il)‘nve guessed what a

storm was raging in his an isi-

o ey aging gry and anguisi
= * » » *

The ‘Pavilon’ at Briancourt was a sort
of greenhouse, constructed in the torm of a
Chinese pagoda, and filled with pslms and
giant ferns, and such exotic plants as
require artificial heat but not an excessively
high temperature.

Artistically arranged baskets, from
which trailed long green teadrils, were
suspended here and tnere from the roof.
Rustic seate stood around a table in the
centre, and the floor was paved with black
and white lozengre-shaped tiles.

It was a favourite resort of Magdalen’s
who, since her return from the honeymoon
bad spent many pleasant hours there with
ber husband, and ottener still with Juliet,

working, or chattering, or reading aloud.
Lord Lovel, too, when at ho‘:g made a

habit ot smoking his cigar and persuing the
daily papers i:fho ‘Pavilion’ pom morn-
ing, and as a passage cevered over with
glass. led to it from the billiard-room it
was easy to access, and at the same time &
quiet retreat.

There was a second enterance to it from
the sbrubbery, but this was never used ex-
cept by the gardeners, who alone ““ew
where the key was kept, and, indeeds, 80
completely hidden was the door by the
palms and sbrubs that screened it from
view that even len was unaware of
its existence, and Lord Lovel had torgotten
it.

Ata (l]lulnltrtor-pnt nine the deor leading
to the billiard-room was noiselessly open-
ed, and a woman entered in evening dress,
with a black lacs maatilla thrown over her
head and shoulders.

'cli‘hi' she loosened and presently threw
aside.

In the subtdued light of the suspended
lamp she looked very pale and troubled.
The stormy Irish eyes were full ol , sin,
and the lips tigntly pressed together, as if
with the effort to keep back rising tears.
Her grandly-handsome, melancholy tace
was indeed a tragedy in itself.

Once or twice she paced the length of
pavilion, the heavy train of her p
velvet dinner-gown sweeping the marble
floor as she moved to and foe with that
stately, majestic grace that was so pecu-
liarly her own, while the soft light falling
on her caught the gleam ot the diamonds
in her hair. 4

For a moment she stood quite still, as if
lost in thought—then, with a long quiver-
ing, deep-drawn sigh, she sank into &
chair, murmuring— :

He must be told—I cannot go on like
this.’

A table stood near her. She leaned one
beautitul bare arm upon it, and remained
thus, with eyes downcast, motionless as &
statue among the palms.

Suddenly, s footstep beside her roused
ber from her reverie. and, looking up she
uwI Lord Lovttlall.llk :

‘I began to think you were not coming.

‘I told you I should come,’ he repliel:l‘g n
a tone not less cold than his glance; ‘but
kindly remember that I came at your re-
quest, not by my own inclination. Of
what useis itto rake up the ashes of the
past ?’

‘I want to explain to you,” began Lady
Briancourt, but her companion inter-
rupted her, impatiently, with a mocking

hn%s.

‘Why you married my father? That
surely requires no explanation. It seems
to me as simple as ABC. In September
of last year you and I happened to meet,
under somewhat romantic circumstances,
among the mountains tbat surrounds your
tather’s Castle of Killaleen, in Killar-
ney. I introduced myselt to you as
. {nude Reynolds,’ s struggling, ambitious
artist, and 1 fell in love with you. You al-
lowed me to think that the sentiments you

i i ted. W a
BRLIPERI g, Tan othorNot & day passed

but we met and spent houre together—the
bappiest hours ot my lite—rowing on the
glorious Killarney lakes, or wandering
through the grand old woods that clothed
the mountain sides, and while I sketched,
you would sit beside me, watching me work,
and sing to me sweet Irish ballads, and that
song—my favorite— ‘Do you Remember ?’
by Philip Yorke, the one I always asked
you_for, and which vou were cruel enough
to sing the first evening we met again so un-
expectedly.

‘l thought you might have spared me
that,when you must have kaown the mem-
ories it would awaken in my mind, still sore
with the shock I had received ; but it is over
now, and perhaps it was as well you acted
as you did. Your callousness helped to cure
me as no kindness would have done. It
cauterised the wound.’

‘You misjudge me, Cuthbert. If I seem-
ed cruel, it was not my fault. That song,
‘Do you Remember ?* happens to be a fav-
orite with your father also ; had I retused to
sing it when he asked me to do so. my re-
fusal would have excited comment.’

‘Well, anyhow, it doesn’t matter now,’
replied the young man in the same tone of
quiet bitterness. ‘It is all over. The past
is a grave in which we shall do well to bury
(CoNTINUED ON FIPTEENTH Pa@E.)
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