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Wild Darrell
L= 0f Dare.

CHAPTER L.

He had been .called Wild Darrell of
Dare ever since the time, seven years ago,
when he had come back to Castle Dare
with the brand ot Cain upon him.

He was s man slayer; he had shed a
fellow creature’s blood.

So much the sternly virtuous Scotch folk
knew, and they bad no disposition to take
into consideration circumstances which
might tend to soften his guilt.

t was enough for them ihat in a fit of
passicn, he bad killed a man.

The fatal deed bad been committed while
be was travelling in South America.

It had been the result of a quarrel, and
in that wild, lawless place such things are
little thought of.

Darrell had escaped lightly—a few
months’ imprisonment at most was all that
be bad to suffer—it indeed any punishment
at all were meted out to him.

But when he came back to Scotland—
back to Castle Dare—he made the un-
pleasant discovery that his neighbors look-
ed askance at him.

No one called at the castle, no one in-
vited him to dinner, and when he met the
lairds on the moors, or their wives and
daughters in the neighboring town, it was
msde elear to him that his acquaintance
was not desired.

Hubert Darrell was not the man to take
such treatment meekly.

For polite coolness he flung back fiery
scorn, and he deliberately set himselt to
work to outrage all the properties as they
existed in the eyes of his decorous High-
land neighbors.

He summoned friends from London—
wild carousing fellows, who made the old
castle ring with their orgies, and were a
scandal to the place.

Year after year this went on, one set of
visitors succeeded another, but all were
wild and reckless, and at length the castle
had as ill & name as though Satan himself
had been its master.

It was perched on a crag like an eagle’s
nest—a dark, rugged, fortress-like place it
was, frowning downupon the ses, and with
no creeping plant or bit of moss to soften
down its grimness.

One stormy September evemmng, Wild
Darrell was striding along a narrow path
at the edge of a lake.

His figure looked almost gigantic in the
light of the setting sun, tor he was six feet
two in height, and proportionately broad
and stalwart.

He was strikingly handsome, after a
dark Rembrandt fashion.

His head was grandly shaped, and he
held it erect with the air of & warrior or a

king.

I§il bair was coal-black, and so were his
eyes.

His skin had a clear, pale brownness;
his brow was massive; his glance was
eagle-like in its keenness.
.gt bad been rsining, and even now,
though the sun was shining redly, the wind
was ruffing the surface of the lake, and
threat-ning another storm.

He was etriding along, with his firm,
swinging step, when an unwonted sound
caught his quick ear, and, glancing up-
wards, he saw a female form balf way up
the hill which helped to shat in the lake.

‘Is there anything amiss ?’ he called out,
and s clear voice answered—

‘Yes, I have bur my foot; I cannot get
down. Do come and help me, please.’

Darrell could climb like a goat.

He took the shortest cut to the spot
whence the voice ceme, and in a minute or
two saw a girl, in a crimson cloak, sitti
on a great boulder, and looking as tbougg
she were in pain.

Pain of any kind chases the beauty trom
many faces, but this girl appeared all the
more lovely by reason of the paleness of
ber cheek, ard the suspicion of a quiver
round ber mouth.

Certainly Hubert Darrell bad n ver
seen a face which, to his mind, was of a
more perfect beauty.

It was lighted up by a pair of dark hazal
eyes, clear and liquid, and yet so deep as
to seem fathomless.

Dark silken lashes swept the exquisite-
ly rounded cheek; the mouth was like

some beautitul crimson flower, and the
chestnut bair which escaped in delicate
tendrils from underneath the hood of the
crimson cloak, waved over a brow that
was broad, and pure, and white.

‘What can 1 do for you P’ questioned
Wild Darrell, as be raised his hat on reach
ing her.

‘I hardly know. I’m afraid I've hurt m
foot rather badly I can’t walk at all. fvf
only I could get home !

‘Where do you live

‘At Glenuskie,” naming & willage three-
quarters of a mile away.

D arrell knitted his brows, considering.

Clouds were gathering again and be
knew that there would soon be a tremend-
ous downpour.

There was absolutely no place of shelter
near, and to leave the girl while he went
to the village for assistance would mean
that she would inevi:ably be drenched
through.

He solved the diffi ulty in summary
fashion.

‘I must carry you,’ he said.

‘Oh! I'm atrsid I ehould be too heavy!'
excisimed the girl. ‘I couldn't think of
troubling you like that ’j

‘Heavy ? echoed Darrell, with a short
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laugh of disdain. ‘You'll be s mere feath
er’s weight to me. We Highlanders don’t
let our muscles get flabby for the want of
using.’

He didn’t ask whether she objected to
being carried.

His wild reckless life had perhaps made
bim masterful with women as well as with
men ; certainly he had forgotten the con-
ventionalities of civilized lite.

He simply stooped without more ado,
and raised the girl in his arms held her
there as lightly and easily as though rhe
bad been a young fawn and strode with
her down the steegI hillside.|

When they reached the path by the lake
she spoke.

‘You cannot carry me all the way to
Glenuskie.’

‘Why not P’

‘Oh ! because it would tire you so.’

‘It it does I will tell you. No; I must
take you straight to the village.’

The girl made no further resistance.

The truth was, she felt a little faint and
unable to say much.

He strode on with his firm even tread,
and in less than a quarter-of-an hour the
village came in sight.

‘I live at the first house,’ said the girl;
‘that white cottage with the garden in
front.’

Darrell nodded.

It was a pretty cottage, small but pic-
turesque, with a thatched roof, deep mul-
lioned windows, and a garden filled with
ail manner of sweet old-fashioned flowers.

As he strode up the path with his burden
an elderly lady came in the porch in evid
ent alarm.

‘Oh, Nora ! what is the matter? Are
you hurt she cried.

‘Only a very little, aunt. I slipped on
a stone and burt my foot. But is nothing
serious. [ don’t know what I should have
done, though, if it hadn’t been for this

gentleman. I simply couldn’t have walk-
ed. He has carried me all the way from
the lake.’

By this time they had entered the house.

Darrell placed the girl in an easy chair.
and at once turned to depart.

‘I am sure, #ir, I do not know how to
thank you,’ said the elderly lady.

‘No thanks are needed,’ replied Darrell
and his voice sounded brusque simply from
his anxiety not to seem to expect thanks
‘I shall do myself the honor of calling to
inquire how the young lady is,’” he added.
‘I hope there is no serious injury. Good
evening ladies.

And raising his bat he strode away.

Miss Beresford went down on her knees
to examine ber niece’s injured foot, and
assure herself there was nothing worse than
a bad sprain.

While she was thus engaged, Elspeth,
their middle aged Scotch servant, rushed
in from the kitchen with w.de open mouth
and extended her hands.

‘Lord hear-and save us !’ she exclaimed.
‘To think o’ Miss Nora beingbrought home
by kim !’

‘Who is he, Elspeth P asked Nora with
some ernesss.

‘Who 1s he miss P Why, he’s that wick-
ed Wild Darrell ot Dare. Ye maun ha’
heard tell o’ him, surely ?’

‘No, Elo; eth, we have not ’

‘My certie ! He's the wickedest man in
Scotiand. He's dune ajmurder, at any
rate, and belike a gude mony mair. He'd
ba’ been hanged for it— as high as Haman
8s our parsvn says—if he hadn’'t been a
rich man and a Darrell. And be lives the
wickedest lite; there’s no telling what
wickedness goes on in thst castle on the hill
It's a main mercy, Miss Nora, that he
didn’t murder ye instead o’ carrying ye
bame.’

Nora smiled, though she turned a little
pale, too, and her aunt quite shuddered.

Elspeth’s description ot wild Darrell had
not been without its effact on both.

But before they had time to ask any
questions, Elspeto herself created a diver-
sion by runuing to the door, exclsiming--

‘My certie, 1t there isn’t Doctor Donald!
Hadn't I better ask him to step in and
look at Miss Nora’s toot?’

In a couple of minutes the doctor was
inside the cottage.

He examined the injured foot, pronounc-
ed the injury a sprain, promised to send
some liniment, aad was about to depart,
when Miss Berestord, in whose mind Els-
peth’s accusation against Darrell had been
fermenting, said, a little anxiously.

‘Doctor, who is this Darrell of Dare, as
Elspeth calls himP She says the mo:t
dreadful things —says be is & murderer.’

Elspeth had retired to the kitchen.

The doctor nodded in that direction, and
laughed good bumouredly.
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*Oh, my good friend El.%eth Iays on

her colours with a whitewash brush!’ he
said. ‘Darrell isn’t quite so black as she
paints him.’

*‘But it is true he bas committed—mur-
der?’

*It is, unfortunately, true that he kilied
& man some years ago. It was iz South
America, and I should say it was a case of
what we should call manslaughter rather
than murder A man insulted Darrell,
;I;ere was a quarrel, and he struck a fatal

ow,’

‘How dreadful!’ cried Miss Beresford,
while Nora’ besutiful face looked very
grave.

‘However much in fault he was, he has
suffered pretty keenly,” went on Dr. Don-
ald. ‘His lile here is a sort of social ostra-
cism, for no one of his own rank recog-
nis s him.’

‘Why doesn’t he go away, then? ques-
tioned Nora.

‘He is intensely proud, and pride scorns
him to show the white feather. He
simply bids defiance to public opinion, and
braves it—nay, goes out of his way to out-
rage it on every possible occasion. They
say he leads a terrible life up at Castle
Care. I can’t say how true that may be.
When I meet him, he is always civil ; and
if birth counts for anything, he is certainly
a gentleman. It is fiuite true, however,
that people of Elspeth’s type regard him as
a perfect incarnation of evil. The peas-
anty are absolutely frightened of him, 1
verily believe.’

* » - L - -

Meanwbile Darrell had reached home.

He went straight to his own private room
and sent for his steward, a white haired
old man, who had bad the full management
of the Dare estate for fifty years.

‘Macgregor, I own most of the houses in
Glenuskie village, don’t I P asked Darrell
abruptly.

Mscgregor’aured.

It was rarely indeed that °the master’
asked any questions about the estate.

‘Get the plan, Mac,” he went on. ‘Ah!
there it is Now look here. Whose house
is this P

And he pointed to & mark which indicat-
ed the house he had visited.

‘It’s yours, sir’

‘Is it? And who lives there?’

‘Why, sir, it's but just changed hands.
An English lady’s taken it. She came a
fortnight ago. Her name’s Beresford, and
she has a niece who’s the new teacher at the
village schoo!’

*Is the niece young?’ asked Darrell, with
impetuous eagerness.

‘Eh, yes, sir ; quite a girl. Those young
things are all the fashicn now In my

oung days it was always an old dame who
‘kept & school; but, eh, dear? they alter
averything.’

Darrell listened dreamily, or, rsther, did
not listen at all.

He was absorbed in self-communing.

His dark eyes were fixed on vacancy, his
straight, jetty brows bent meditatively
above them.

‘So I am Miss Berestord’s landlord,’ he
said abruptly, after s minute or two of sil
ence. ‘Remember, Mac, it is my special
wish that those ladies are treated well.’

CHAPTER II"

The next morning, Nora Beresford was
resting on the couch in the cottage par-
lor.

Her toot was better, but she could not
stand on it yet; and, as someone must
needs take her place in the village school,
bei:: sunt had vol‘:mteered for thedoﬁioe.

lspeth was busy preparing dinner in
the kitchen, and Ng’upm?:logne.

She bad a book in her hand, but she
was not reading. ’

Her tbouihu had flown far away to the
time when she had been the petted daugh-
ter of a luxurious home, when she had
been the apple of her father’s eye, and he
a wealthy widower, who could afford to
gratity her every wish.

That had been only two years ago; but
unlucky speculations had been followed by
his sudden desth, and she and her aunt
bad found themselvcs with a bare pound a
week between them.

It was clear something must be done to
augument their income.

Nora was high spirited and brave. She
resolved to become a teacher.

For nearly two years she bad taught in
a private school in England, but she had
secretly hated the life, and when a friend
oftered to secure for her the post of school
mistress in this remote Scottish village, she
bad accepted it with thankfulness.

Presently, as she lay on the couch, her
mind wandered still further away.

She fancied berselt beneath the burning
suns of Africa, and a tender smile  crossed
her perfect lips.

Her lover was there—the man to whom
ber troth was plighted—to whom her girl-
ish love had been given.

Keith Talbot had been her friend and
playmate since early childhod. and when,

inmediately after her father’s death
he bad been about to set sail
for South Africa he bhad contessed

that friendship from her was not-
enough for him, and she had sudde nly dis
covered that in her own breast, too, friend-
-hig bad ripened into love.

e would fain have made her his owmn
at once, but her father’s death was too
recent, and, besides, he had his fortu .e to
make.

It was for that he was going out to
Africa. :

They plighted no troth. Nora did not
wear his ring on her finger, though she
bad his portrsit in a locket on her bosom.

She desired to leave him free, but she

bmutod that, aiter three years’ absence, he

would return and claim ber for his bride.

Two of those years had fl :d.

Talbot had succeeded as well as he had
expected, if mot quite as well as he had
hoped. %

*1 shall have a fair position to offer you,
dearest,” he wrote. ‘Not such a one as
you ought to have, for you are fitted to be
s queen; but etill, you will not be without
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those luxuries to which you were once
accustomed, and whatever is lacking I will
make up to you in tenderness and love.
Never was wife loved more devotedly than
you shall be by me, my Nora, my own
dear, beautitul darling ’

‘Dear, dear, Kaeith,’ the girl was mur-
muring beneath her breath as she thought
of this passage in his latest letter ; and, in-
deed, she knew every word of that letter
by beart.

She drew forth the tiny gold locket, and
looked at his pictured face.

A fair Saxon face it was, with a pleasant
mouth and bright, bold blue eyes.

‘My darling " murmured Nora, and she
pressed her lips to it.

The next moment, a crimson flush over-
spread her cheek and brow, and sbe thrust
the locket away with a hurried movemént,
tor Elspeth, in her abrupt fashion, had
opened the door to admit a visitor, and
the visitor was Wild Darrell ot Dare

His great height shywed itselt strikingly
in the little cottage.

He bad to bow his proud, dark head to
get through the doorway, and even in the
room there seemed very little space be-
tween his head and the ceiling.

Now, Keith Talbot was only of middle
height. Nora found herself wondering, al-
most unconsciously, how much taller Dar
rell was than he.

‘I have called to ask how your foot is,
Maiss Beresford,’ said Darrell, in that brus-
que tone which almost always gave the im-
pression of haughtiness.

‘Thank you; it is much better. My aunt
is out, I am sorry to say Will you sit
down ?'

He took a chair opposite ber coach with
out any hesitation.

It was so long since he had had any-
thing to do with the ordinary usages of
society that he probably forgot it was
scarcely ‘the thing’ for an unmarried man,
a comparative stranger, to sit tete a-tete
with a young lady such as Nora Beresford.

Nora herself was not disposed to be
severely critical.

She felt a certain degree of in‘erest in
this proud, reckless man, whose life had
been shadowed by a terrible deed.

She looked at him as he sat opposite
ber, and decided that he was very hand.
some, though in a stern and haugthy fash-
ion.

His eyes were eagle like in their glance,
but they were handsome eyes nevertheless,
and she could easily bave fancied him the
most admired man of a London season, it
only he had not looked so stern and
gloomy—it only his band had been with-
held from that tatal deed which had shut
him out from the world.

He, in bhis turn, looked at ber, and,
lovely though she had seemed when he first
saw her on the hill side, he thought her
looking still lovelier now.

She had been pale then, and row there
were soft, sweet damask roses in her
cheeks, and her beautitul lips looked fuller
and ber eyes more luminous.

What glorious eyes they were !

Darrell was quite certain he bad never
seen such eyes betore in any other woman.

Whst was their color—black, or gray,
or hazel ?

He could not quite decide.

He had thought of those clear, deep
eyes during the still watches of the night as
he tossed restlessly on his bed, and he had
come out this morning with the determina-
tion to find out whether they really were as
beautiful as he had pictured them.

He told himself now that they were more
beautiful.

They were so clear, and yvet so deep;
they had such a soft, bright radiance, and
their long silken lashes drooped so charm
ingly uyon the rounded cheek.

And her beauty was not the girl’s only
charm.

O1 that much Wild Darrell was certain.
even though be bad seen ber for scarce
half-an-bhour in all.

She had & lotty soul and mind, or else
that broad white brow,’ and those perfect
lips and eyes, were deceitful ; and nature
seldom lies. ;

Presently he spoke—a little abruptly as
was his wont, but still in gantler tashion
than his tongue had used for yeaas.

‘I did not know yesterday that I hid the
honor of baving you for a tenant, Miss
Berestord, I wonder whether you are quite
comfortablée—whetber there are any atera.
tions your suat would like me to make.’

‘Thank you = We are perfectly comtort-
abie. 1 don't think we could possibly sug-

gest anything in toe way ot improvement.’ |

‘Pray remember that if you do wsntlany-
am

but, at any rate, I desire the comfort of
my tenants.’

Nora inclined her head in courteous
:cknowledgmont; she did not know what

0 say.

She felt a certain degree of embarass-
ment.

She wished her aunt would come in—or
that he would go.

He was sitting beside a small table; on
it there was a sketch book.

His fingers began to play with it uncon-
sciously.

He even opened it in his abstraction,
then closed it hastily, with & word of apol-
ogy. ,
| your pardon! he said. ‘I did not
know what 1 was doing.’

‘Ob, it was only a sketch-book,’ said
Nora, smiling. *You are quite welcome to
look at it 1f you like.’

*Are they yours P’ he asked, with inter-
est, taking ug the boak again.

‘Yes; but I am no ‘artist. I only sketch
for amusement.’

‘They are very good,” he said turning
the sketches over, and examining them
with attention. ‘I see you have begun on
the scenery round here. I wonder whether
you know Castle Dare? I think you
might like to sketch it.’

‘No, I don’t know 1t.
here a tortnight ago.’

‘If you would care to sketch it, either
outside or inside, I should be very glad to
give you all facilities.’

‘Thank you ; you are very kind. But I
am so much engsged that: I have really
very little time for sketching now. I have
only my evenings that I can call my own.’

The color deepened ever so slightly on
her cheek, and she added quite calmly,
though with a secret effort— .

‘I am the school-mistress of Glenuskie.
I teach in the village school ’

‘I know,” said Darrell simply. ‘But
surely your duties in the school do not
take up all your time. I should like you
to see Castle Dare. It is not exactly a
beautiful place; but I believe you might
find & picturesqueness about it.’

‘Thank you,’ said Nora sgain, and she
was saved the embarrassment of deciding
how to get rid of her visitor by the en-
trance of her aunt

It was mid -day, and the school bad been
dismissed.

Darrell was as courteous to the aunt as
he bad been to the niece

He repeated his readiness to make any
alternations they might desire, and after
five minutes’ further conversation, he took
bis departure

‘He is an odd character,’ remarked Miss
Berestord, as she stood at the window,
watching the tall, massive ﬁ‘ure as it
emerged from the garden into Jithe
road. ‘I am sure bhe means to
be extremely civii to us; but he
reminds me of Ishmael, nevertheless. I
can quite believe that every man’s hand
would be against him and his hand against
every man.’

‘Yes; he gives me that impression, too,’
said Nora thoughfully. ‘But do you know
aunt. I think I rather like him. I am serry
for him. It must be a terrible thing to
felol dy,ou bave shed a fellow creature’s
blood.

Castle Dare, perched on the top of the
sea girt crag, was looking especially fine
with a round of purple clouds,
steaked here and there with crimson, as
the sunk slowly, like a ball of fire, below
he horizon.

At a convenient spot Nora sat, with an
open sketch book on her knees, so much
sketching as listening to the castle’s master
who stood near her, leaning against a jut-
ting rock and watchiug her progress with
critical eyes.

It was a remarkable thing but not more
remarkable than true, that this wild Dar-
rell, who had held no converse with his
peighbors for seven years, had in less than
a month, established quite an intimacy be-
tween himself and his tenants at the White
Cottage.

On consideration, Miss Beresford had
found that some few ' alterations were
needed.

Darrell 'had undertaken them in the
most generous fashion, and had personally
supervised them.

t was to the aunt rather than to the
niece, that all the attentions were paid.

He discovered that he had once met a
cousin of hers, and this, in the good lady’s
mind, was enough to establish a species of
triendstip at once.

Then he would often call to present
some of the game he had shot, or a basket
of fruit or flowers would be sent down from
the castle.

But they were always sent to the elder
lady—never to Nora.

Nora was still interested in him—still
felt sorry him ; but that was ail.

Sometimes of an evening he would ac-
cept & cup of tea at the cottage as he re-
turned home from a tramp over the moors.

At such times Nora is always at home,
school hours beiog over ; but he rarely ad-
dressed any of his conversation to her, and
sbe never noticed—never dreamed of notic-
ing—that, although be did not speak to
her, be always placed himself where he
could watch her every feature and her
every movement.

He was standing.thus now, even while
be affected to be examining her sketch
rather than ing her.

‘I should hke to show your aunt inside
the castle some time,’ he remarked. ‘Do
you think she would come?’

“l‘ll’bue no doubt she would, Mr. Dar-
/*And you? Would you come with ber?’

‘l’ have no doubt I should it you invited
me.
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