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Miss Talbot, even if she does not smile on 
po MOTH " S § 

 Visemie, you [will excuse me, I know 
Y 

Fated to Marry Somplimente. Wont do you think Si Joba Ever Haveitinthe oR Hoult 

ame Soldier. 
IN TWO INSTALMENTS. 

A long cheer—the band had struck up 

““The Girl I Left Behind Me"; it was at 

the other end of the street now, and the 

bandsmen’s uniforms were but dots of 

colour. 
He was gone. 
The red coats still filed past, but Lucy 

did not see them. 
Olivia, thinking she was going to faint 

caught her in her arms; but she rallied, 

and staggered once more to the window to 

see the last. 
They sll had passed by this time. 

There was no chance of seeing him—her 

busband—and the Lancers’ band, far away 

now, still played ,*The Girl [ Left Bebind 
Me.” 

CHAPTER 1V. 

LUCY’S TRIALS. 

The ex-Mayor of Castletown was not the 

man to yield without a struggle, 
He had often run conisderable risks in 

the days gone by, but then he thoroughly 

knew his own business, and his forecast of 

future prices almost always turned out 

correct. 
Now, bowever, chiefly because it was 

bard to do nothing, and receive emall but 

safe returns for his invested money, he hsd 

been tempted to speculat, and hke many 

another, bad fallen amongst thieves. 

Yet, it was hard to belicve this, and, 

with a mental oath that Grimes should 

never have his daughter for wite, he hast 

ened to town to see il he could do nothing 

to retrieve his tortune. 
It was a case of throwing good money 

atter bad and in a fortnight be returned a 

desperate and ruined man. 

His one and only hope rested in his 

daughter, and he did not hesitate now 

It was the moring after his return irom 

town that be patted her on the shoulder 

and said— 
‘Lucy, my love come with me into the 

study ; [ want to say something to you ’ 

The girl's heart went cold. 
He knew everything, then. Such was 

the conviction which flashed upon ber. 

Olivia's glance told her that they thought 

alike, so it was only by by a great «fort 

that she roused berselt for the o deal. 

For a moment her hopes revived, when 

her father, instead of speaking sternly, 

acked ber gently to sit down ina chair he 

placed fer her. 
‘My dear,’ he raid, taking his stand be- 

fore the empty fire-place, ‘I shouid not 

have troubled you it the matter had not 

been important. Abem ! Cannot you 

guess the su’ ject on which I—I wish to 

speak to you ? A rubject which interests 

every young girl; her marriage, in fact.’ 

Lucy liited her face, radiant with blush 

es. 

He did know all, then, and was not very 

angry 
‘Dear father,” she whispered, throwing 

her arms round hig neck, “how could you 

have guessed ? Who told you ¥’ 

He wes immensely relieved, till the 

imag: of old Grimes rose before his eyes 

1 here was a mistake, evidently. 

“Who told me ? he repeated, anxious to 

come to tbe point, and get it over ‘Why, 

who but Matthew Grimes himsel'? He—he 

is a kinder hearted man than he scems; 

people misjudge him, Lucy’ 
The girl bad started back, and, wih 

dilated eyes, was searching her father’s 

face. 
‘Mr. Grimes !' she said. slowly. ‘What 

can he have to do with it ¥’ 
‘He hss acked me for you He wants 

you for bis wite. Thet's the long and short 
of it,’ Sir John said, hurriedly. 
She almost laughed. 

The idea of old Grimes being in love ! 

‘How very absurd !" she exclaimed. *O! 

course, you told him so father 
To his daughter’s surprise, the knight 

only sighed. 
“Ot course, you told him so P’ she re- 

peated. 
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‘My dear, you must listen to me,’ Sir 

John replied, his fingers nervously play- 

ing with bis watch-chain. ‘Naturally, «I 

cannot expect you to care, let alone love, 

such a man as Mathew Grimes; but your 

affections sre not otherwise engaged, and, 
when I tell you that my ruin or safety de: 

pends on your making the sacrifice of mar- 

rying this man, why, Iam sure you will 

not hesitate. I bave always been a good, 

indulgent father to you, Lucy; come ob- 

lige me in this matter. Nothing short 
of absolute necessity makes me ask it, and 

I will sce he makes proper settlements.’ 

A look ot horror came into the girl's 
eves. 

" *Y ou—ssk—me— to—marry —tbat—old 
man ?’ ‘ 

The words dropped one by one from her 

lips, and she retreated, step by step, as 
the spoke them. 
‘Mo dear,” cried the knight, driven to 

desperation, ‘this is po matter of senti- 

ment. The question, plainly put, is wheth- 

er you wish to see your father sold up and 

ruined, together with the shame of such a 

thing happ-ning—all of us reduce to 

penury, in facl—or the reverse. Choose! 

Thark Heaven, 1 sm equal to even euch a 

cruel blow as this. My own daughter, 

too !’ 
And Sir John, with an injured look on 

his red face, walked to the window and 
looked out. 

Oh, Dick I" thought the girl, ‘how wise 

you were. It might have cost me a strug- 

gle—it might have brcken my heart, al- 

most, to reuse my father; but now there 

can be no besitation ’ 
Sir John, looking out of window, and 

hearirg his daughter sigh, felt victory in 
his gresp. 

‘Poor thing!" he thought; but once 

those cursed deeds are burnt, I'll see that 

Grimes treats her well. She ehall always 
find a home with ms.’ 
He was startled trom his dream by feel. 

ing Lucy's band on his shoulder. 
‘Father, dear lather, do not think me 

an undutiful daughter,” she said. And 

looking at her be saw the tesrs trembling 

on her long lashes. ‘Bat 1 cannot marry 

Mr. Grimes, not even to save you irom 

ruin or disgrace. I—I have pledged my- 

eclt to another, and no power on earth 

shall make me break my oath 

From red the knight's cheeks turned to 
yurple. 

‘What I" he cried, passionately. ‘You 
would let your father go to gaol P Yes; to 

gaol I" be repeated, ficreely. ‘Do you sup. 

pose that, before applying to you, I bad 
not played my last card to regain what I 

had lost? It you do not care to make a 

sscrifice for me, your father, perhaps you 
may for your cousin, for every penny of 

her money has gone ia the crash!’ 

Lucy looked imporingly, doubtingly, 
into her father’s face. 

‘It is not, cannot be true!’ she gasped. 
‘Oh father!’ 

‘It’s as true as that there is a Heaven,’ 
he snswered, sullenly. ‘It was for her 

sake as much as mine.’ 
There was a pause. 
She knew sll now, and her miserable 

tather, though his hands trembled, felt 
sure his daughter must yield, aud the 
burden would be lifted from his 
shoulders. 
Lucy hesitated. 
It wanted but a word to «xplain ths ut- 

ter impossibility of her sacrificing berselt. 
Twice that morning the words, ‘I am 

married,’ bad trembled on her lips; but 
how could she tell him? 

It was Dick’s secret as well as hers, and 
he had forbidden ber to speak {fill bis re- 
turn. 

She took the only course open. 
‘Forgive me, father’ she answere", 

quietly, but with a tremor in her voice she 
was unable to cenceal. ‘Even to save you 
from death, or Olivia trom ruin, I cannot 
break my oath; I cannot be false to the 
man [ love.’ 
He saw ber face turn white, he saw ber 

sway, and then fall senscless on the floor; 
but he never attempted to save, or even to 
raise her, 

‘Henceworth I tave no daoghter.” be 
said to himself, and, meeting a servant nas 
he passed out of the room, he teld him 
roughly to send a maid, as Miss Lu.y had 
fainted. 

Whilst the scene between f:ther and 
dau; hter was taking place in the study, 
Moneicur le Vicomte de Friel was not with- 
out his own anxieiies 
He knew tha’ the one great chance of 

¢nriching him-elt by marrisge lay almost 
witbin bis grasp; but he was too ¢xper 
i>nced a player to {risk anything by pre 
cipitating ma ters ; however, a chance word 
dropped by Lady Minsteas had determin- 
ed bim to throw caution to the winds, and 
pl.y a cesperate game before it was too 
late. 
Fortune fav red him. 
Olivia came out nto the garden alone, 

Lucy being detained by her father. 
‘She loves me; but does she love me 

enough? the baudsome Frenchman mutter- 
ed to himsell, as be gazed admiringly at 
Ler gracetul figure anu pretty face. 

‘It’s dreadtully tiresome, Sir John want. 
ing to sprak to Lucy.’ remarked the young 
laay, swirging a little basket to and fo 
‘S e muy ve an bour brtore she is free, so 
I suppose, monsieur la vicomte, I shall 
have to put up with you as a companion as 
tar »8 the mushroom beds.’ 
‘Wien the wind ails ore, it blows for 

ano her,” the Frenchmen replied, gravely. 
‘Sh 11 | carry the basket? No? My li 
carr, the sunshade ? No? Eh bien! at all 
eve ts | have the happiness of being with 

wanted with Lucy ? 
‘Ma foi I" thought the vicomte, ‘I must 

find out.’ 
He ovly shrugged his shoulders, and 

suggested money matters. 
O ivia laughed. 
‘How silly of you, vicomte I" she cried. 

‘Do you think Sir Jobn would consult 
Lucy about his speculations? No, 1 fear it 
is worse than that.’ 

‘Use affaire de ceeur, then,’ he said. ‘In 
that case I will ask no questions. I my- 
self suffer, and therefore feel for others. 
Do you not think, Miss Olivia, that the 
pleasures of this world ought to outnumber 
the pains?’ 

‘Ah, but the sufferings of men who fancy 
themselves in love, ought not to count as 
pains! All the time they are simply grat- 
ilying their vanity by saying to themselv.s 
‘She must yielo, she cannot resist me.’ 
Tho Frenchman bowed. 
‘A fair thurst, madamoiselle,” he said, 

‘and well driven home. May I ask it you 
think a man—mind I do not say all men— 

incapable of feeling the agony of unrequit- 
ed love as much as a woman ?’ 

‘I do not pretend to make a study of 
men’s minds,” Olivia answered ; then, cor: 
recting herself, she added: ‘That was a 
seli-conceited remark of mine, monsieur le 
Vicomte ; please pardon it. A woman bas 
no right to inflict pain n:edlessly on a man 
who truly loves her.’ 
They had passed into a lonely part of 

the kitchen garden, which the mushrooms 

seemed to bave all to themselves. 
The vicomte took the basket from her 

hand, and placed it on a wall. 

‘Then, hear me, in justice,” taking the 

pow disengaged hand. ‘You must have 
noticed how my love for you, Olivia, has 

grown day by day, ever since I came here. 

| have not pleaded to you before, because 
[ am not rich, and madame has told me 

you are a great rich heiress. But 1 have 
not the strength to refrain any longer. 

‘I love you Madamoiselle, respectfully 
and profoundly J love you passionately ; 
yet, I look upon you ss I do the pure 

evening star, ywhich, perhaps, marks my 
destiny. Such love as’jmine you find not 
in this cold England. I came from the 
south, where the sun shines and warms our 

blood till it burps fiercely in our veins. 
‘With us the love of a woman is all in 

all. We are ready to throw away riches— 

to risk life itself to obtain it. Can I hope 
for yours, Olivia? I love only you. Let 
your riches go, 1 care not for jtbhem. Let 

us be married tomorrow. Let us think of 

our love—only our love—and let Sir John 
do what he likes with your wealth.’ 
The colour had risen to ber cheeks, and 

her eyes grew softer as he pleaded his 
caure. 
He looked so handsome. 
Every word came from his lips with such 

eloquent force. 
He saw his chance, and pressed his suit 

more passionately than ever. 
She locked up, and their eyes met. 
She read in his, exultation, triumph, but 

not love. and, somehow, another face rose 

between her and his—a bandscme, tanned 

tace, with long, drooping, fair moustache, 
and eves that looked kindly and honest. 
The illusion, which for a moment h:d 

wrapped her in its folds, vanisted, and she 
almost laughed at Ler own folly. 

‘Poor Lucien I" she said. ‘But really you 
do it very well. What practice you must 
have had ! Still, let me ndvite you to keep 
to your ususl quiet style. It is very killing. 
Now, do not loek cross or dissppointed ; 
we are excellent friends, and I like you 
very much ; but, as a hueband—no. There 
now, we have wasted time. Lucy may be 
out directly, and there is not a mushroom 
cut.’ 
He actually trembled with rage, and 

turned bis bead aside 1. st she ehould read 
his face. 
He walked away a few steps to recover 

himsel!. 
He cursed her in his heart, as only a 

disap; 0 nted Frer chman can curse a wo- 
man, and then be swore she should be his 
at any risk, at apy cost; but bis self-con- 
trol returred within s minute, avd his tace, 
it colorless, was calm when he went to- 
wards her again. 

‘Let us forget this mad moment and 
continue to be friends,’ he said, holding 
out his hand ‘It was too great a happiness 
to dream of ’ 

‘Try and forget it,’ she said, kindly. ‘I 
like you, and you must rest satisfied with 
that. And now, to show (bat we are re- 
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conciled, take take the knite, monsieur le 
vicomte, and cut the mushrooms.’ 

CHAPTER V. 

THE PLOT. 

There could have been no stronger sign 
of the ex-mayor of Castletown’s despair 
than his taking the Vicom’e de Friel into 
bis confidence. 
He was so unnerved by his losses, and 

the dang:r in which be stood on account 
of appropriating his ward’s money, that he 
felt utterly incapable of facing Mathew 

fusal —that last hope to which he bad clung 
as a drowning man clings to a straw. 
The vicomte listened patiently, but with 

a glow of triumph in his heart, whilst the 
knight told bim of his embarrassmente— 
taking care not to mention anything con- 
cerning O ivis’s money —and how he stood 
at the mercy of Grimes, the usurer and 
miser, who knew not what mercy meant. 

‘If you would see him for me, vicomte,’ 
he said, ‘and show him how worse than 
useless it is to press me just now, you 
would earn my undying gratitude. 

‘I never thought my daughter would 
hive the heart to ruin me by refusing to 
become Grimes’ wife; a cruelty on her 
part which I can never forget. 
‘Who knows if the sbares may not rise 

again, it he will only give me time? And 
tell bim that, it he forces me into bank- 
ruptey, between deatb and shame I shall 
not hesitate which to choose.’ 

‘Leave it to me, Sir John, and I will do 
my best. Surely, with a little diplomacy, 
I shall be able to gain you time—a respite, 
if nothing ¢lse.’ 
The knight seized the Frenchman's 

band. 
‘Do that,’ be cried, ‘and I shall be your 

debtor tor lite. Time is all I ask.’ 
On the axiom that there is no time like 

the present, the vicomte set off tor the 
Holt there and then 
The sight ot the broken fences, and 

weed grown avenue, did not discourage 
him. 

*He must aid me when I disclose to bim 
my plot,” he said to himself. ‘He cannot 
act without me, and, when men of his age 
fall in love, they are capable of any sacri- 
fice—prepared to run any risks to obtain 
their ends. For orce, the game is being 
‘played into my hands.’ 

He sent in bis card by the manservant, 
having written ‘From Sir John Minstead’ 
above his own name. 

In a few minutes he was shown into the 
miser’s room. 
The old man was not seated at his desk, 

but at a small table near the fireplace, in 
which burnt a lew sticks, although the sun 
was shining warmly. 
He rose and bowed in a stiff, old-fas- 

hioned way to his visitor. 
The vicomte introduced himself in a few 

words. 
‘And prow, Mr. Grimes,” he said, 

he bad states his errand, ‘surcly voa and I 
can bit on some plan which will suit us 
both, leaving Sir John out of the qus:a 
tion.” 
Accustomed as he was to meet the 

greatest rascals with th:ir own weapons, 
tuis little spr ech nearly made the old man 
start out of his chair. 
“Leave Sir Jobu's affairs out of the 

question !’ he exclaimed. “Why, what 
clee ¢o you come for? He wants time, 
does he ? Well, youmay tell bim that be 
shan’c have an hour more than 1 am 
obliged to give him according to the bond. 
And fo, young man if you have nothing 
more to say, you may go” 

The Frenchman showed bis white teeth, 

and leaned, a little further over the table. 
¢]1 have something more to say,’ he 

said. ‘I am here to offer to real'zs your 
dearcet dream, to cffer you the girl you 
long tor tor your wife.’ 
The miser’s t ce flashed up, and then 

went deathly pale. 
‘You—you lie I” be cried, in a voice 

which trembled. “With your own lips you 
bave told me that her tather besought her 
in vain to marry me. Ab! once my wife, 
I should know bow to bend her spirit ; but 
it is hcpeless, avd the money 1 will have, 
it only to see her forced to work for her 
living.’ 

His tace glow. d wi h malice as he spoke 
and, as the | st words dropped from his 
lips, h: raised bis claw like band, and 
shook it in the air. 
The vicomte smiled, as it well pleased. 
‘It I had not known before how stron 

your passion burps,” he remarked, ** 
shcu'd know it now.’ 

Grimes with the news of his daughter's re 

‘And why should not I as well as any 
love her? cried tbe wretched being, 
writhing with hate and bafflled desire. *‘I 
bave built my hopes upon her. I have 
= srded money for her. I have plotted for 
er! 
“I kcow you have,’ remarked the 

Frenchman, scorntfully, ‘and a miserable 
failure you bave made of it. You bave in- 
duced her father to put his fortune in 
shares you knew were falling, and you 
know that they will rise again in value 
some day—when you hold them. As for 
the girl, without my aid, she is lost to 
you ! 
‘Your aid ! What can you do ?’ sneer- 

ed the miser. 
‘It I bring her here of her own free will, 

what prevents you from locking the door P 
Once compromised, what else will their be 
for her to do but to marry you ? 
The old man started up as if a new lease 

of life had been given him, 
‘Do that,’ he cried, ‘and take a thous- 

and—two thousand—what you want !’ 
Vicomte de Friel laughed in his tace. 
‘What you want, I want,” he said ; ‘that 

is a wife; only, you have some idea of 
paying for yours, whilst I calcuiate upon 
mine keeping me comfortably all the days 
of my lite. No, in this case I do not want 
your money. I want the loan cf one wing 
of your house’ 

Grimes cast a furtive look at his guest, 
full ot cunning and suspicion. 

‘Oh !" he ejaculated, atter a pause. ‘So 
it was not for me you devised the plot ?’ 

‘Ot course not,’ replied the vicomte, dis- 
daintully. Personally, I like Mademoiselle 
Lucy ; but lat that pass. It I bring your 
bird into the snare, will you give me room 
to cage my little bird also? There is one 
point you must remember. When the 
ladies do not return, they will befsought for 
here, of cours>. Now we must either re- 
sist— that is, bar the door and window; so 
that such a noise and riot be made that the 
whole county will know of the little doves 
being here, and will charitably suppose 
they came of their own free will; or else 
hide them But, to my idea, the first is 
much the better course.’ 
Mathew Grimes remained so long sileat, 

that, at last, the vicomte grew impatient. 
‘Pardieu !" he exclaimed. ‘Your answer 

Mr Grimes. Sir John will be getting 
tired of waiting.’ 
The old man slowly rose, and the othe 

wae surprised to see ths change in his face. 
The eyes glowed, and on each cheek was 
a bright spot ot color, whilst his grey bair, 
damp with perspiration clung to his fore- 
head. 

Seeing the Frenchman's stare of surprise 
he chuckled hoarsely. 

‘You are young,’ be cried, ‘young, and 
women are but pretty playthings for you; 
but Lucy isall tome. All, 1 tell you! 
Do you understand that? Money I love; 
but I would pour fifty thousand pounds at 
your feet if you would secure her to me. 
P.rdition! don't sneer, or I'll do youa 
mischiet I’ 
The vicomte pushed the old man, who 

had made a wild clutch at his throat, back 
into his chair. 

‘Lasten! be said. after old Grimes hid 
partly recovered. ‘They will be bere to- 
morrow, or next day ab ut five o’clock— 
irom five to six Your servant bad better 
brush bimselt up a bit before he admits 
th-m, I should ssy. Once they are in, let 
him show them into some sitting room or 
another whilst ne goes in search ot you. 
Oa his re urn be is to show only Mademoi- 
eelle Lucy in to you, and, it Olivia wants 
to follow, she must be tol: that you will 
see only Sir Jobn Minstcad’s daughter. 
Once they are separated trom e:ch other, 
the rest will be easy. You cage your bird 
in this part of the house, and [ will have 
mine conducted into the other wing, on 
pretence of being t ken to rejoin Lucy. 
(ive your man money and promise him 
more; be liberal tor once in your lite. 
Fitty pounds to bim will do more toan the 
fifty thousand you were ready enough to 
offer for your oride. Tidy yourselt and 
your rooms a little, and leave the rest to 
me. And, by the way, you had better 
bave as gorgeous a supper laid out as you 
can procure in Castletown; cold, you 
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