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s Valentine.

IN TWO INSTALMENT—-PART Il

She rose as she spoke, and wmoved to-
wards the door.

Brooks bit his lip. He saw that his
remark had vexed her—why, he was not
sure.

Was it that she cared for the mxjor, and
did not like him to be made fun of, or was
it that she disliked to have it thought she
was an object of tenderness to so elderly a
man? :

The nex! moment she was cisimed by
her partner for the next dance, and Brooke
bad no opportunity of speakirg to her
again that night. She kept scrupulously
out of her way.

CHAPTER 1V.
ST VALENTINE'S DAY.

St. Valert nc’s Day dawn'd bright and
clear.

The sky was blue without a cloud; the
air was soff and genial.

Estelle rose early that morning.

She had s premonition that the post
would bring & communication of some sort
from D2rz Brooke—either for herself or
for Aunette.

Much she feared it would be for Annette.

Ste dressed herselt with haste, and went
downstairs as soon as she had watched the
postman come up the drive.

She bad the key of the letter-bag in her
possession.

Sha found the bag in its ususl place on
the hall-tabla.

In 8 moment she had unlocked it, snl
was eagerly cxsmining its contents.
The first thisg which caught her

eye was a long, thick euvelope, addressed
in Brooke’s hand-writing to herself.

Her beart boat faet and bigh.

A look of exultaticn crossed her fea
tures; to be replaced, the next moment,
however, by one ot perplexity and fear
for she had pi_ked up a second envelope,
very mimilar in sppearance, and addressed
in the ssme band, to Annette

She tore open her own envelope.

She read the letter again, and a dariog
deeperate scheme euggested itself to her—
a scheme 80 very desperate that it sent the
blood surging madly through her heart ard
brain, while the quivered with excitement
in every ncrve and limb,

She had noticed that Annette’s name
was never once used in the letter, and,
like lightning, came the wicked thought-—’

‘Let her have tho book. Keep the
pearls and the letter for yourselt.

The very boldness end audacity of the
scheme took her breath away at first; but
as rhe set her clever, resolute brain to
think it over, she saw it was practical
esough.

All she had to do was to put the book
into Annétte’s envelope, and replace it in
the letter bag.

It was clear from the tone of the miss-
ive that Brooke had sa2id no word of love
to the girl. She was not expecting this
declaration. She would feel no surprise
at not receiving it

Then at four o’clock she berself would
meet Brooke, wi b the pearls round her
neck, and, without giving bim time for
inquiries or explanations, would throw
herself into hie arms and tell bim how
fondly she accep'ed his love.

Taken thus by surprise, he would be at
a disadvantage.

He would know there had been some
mistake—that the packages bad 1allen into
the wrong hands; baut it she played her
part well, if she told him unreservedly that
she loved him, he would be too manly, too
gererous, !0 tell her she bad given her
love to one who wished not for the gift.

Sbhe put the book into the envelope
addressed to Annette, tastened it up care-
fully, then carried it down stairs and re
placed it in the leiter-bag.

Just as ske was locking this she heard a
step bebind ber, aud, for all her composure,
conld not svoid a guilty blush and start

Sue turned, to sce Major Hommersley,
who had just come out of the breaktast-
parlor
Montfort. St

A frown of abso'ute fury distorted her

‘Good wmorning, Miss

Valentine’s day, isn't 1? Are there any

brow, an?d there was & bitter compression [ |etters tor me this morning?

of her lips as she saw that it contained |
nothing beyond a slim little book ot bal- |
lads, in & soft morocco cover.

She had been speaking to Brocke of |
these be!lads on ihe night of the dinner |
party, and had expressed a wish for then 1

Doubtless he hsd sent the book as n
simple act of courtesy, i

‘What hss ha sent her P she thought |
looking at the other envelope with eyes |
which would fain have pierced through it |
‘1 will kmow ; [ car, 1 will.’ }

She re-lgcked the letter bag, |
back 1o her room, carrying with he: |
4 nnette’s envelope as well as her own. ‘

Securing the door behind her, she drew |
forth from a cupboard = tiny silver spirit- |
lamp and ketile. She filled the kettl:
with water, lighted the lsmp, and stoo
beside if, ber 'ace very pale, a curious
look of resolution in her eyes.

As soon as the ketile boiled, sbe held
the ervelope adiressed to Annctte over
the stesm and, in & very few moments, 1’
wWis oprn.

Tr moling ehe drew forth a long flas
case containing & lovely necklet of pesrle,
and a tiny three cornered note.

Without a moment’s besitation she un-
folded this, and read the loving words
which poor Brocke had penned, in th

and wen!' |

belief that they would be read by Annette |

eyes alone

¢ My Dearest,—For this, indeed you are!

To me the dearest, sweetest loveliest girl in
all the world ! You will think this a hast;
wooing It muy, perbaps, shock and startie

ou. But, desr,l know my own beart quif«
well. I loved you from the first moment ol
secing your sweet face.

« Of courze ! cau’t expect you to car
for me like this, but I would try so hard to
win yvour love 1f only you would give m
leava. Dearest, don’t refuse me.
you so well that 1 feel as thouvgh I coul
gcarcely live witbout you.

« If you will let me plead my own cause,

face ‘o face [think I could persusde youto |

say ‘Yes.' But you are always surrounded ' y
admirere, a1d I cannot get a word alor
with you. I shall come to Danby Cro!
tomorrow afternoon Would it be too much
10 ask you to meet me in the little cop::
near the lodge st four o’ clock?

‘] send the necklet for the whitest neck
in all the world  You know whose that is
Accept it, my dearest, and be my Valent
ine. God bless you and make your hear’
beat a little kindly and tenderly toward:
me!

‘Yours always,
‘DexziL BrookEe’

Estelle’s cheek turned from red to whi'e
and from white to red a dozen times assbe
read thcee simple, impassioned outpouring+
of poor Brook’s heart.

ghe herelf was not in love with him. Her
nature was tco cold for her to be much in

ove with anyone ; but he was an excellen!
. match, she had set her beart on making »
onquest of him.

To lose bim at all would hzve mortified
ber sorely ; but to lose him to Annetic
was more than she could bear.

She hated the girl with the maligant hate
which is born of envy.

She would have stopped at no crime—so

long as she could avoid detection—to pre |
vent her from becoming the wile of Derz l’

Brooke. ;

I love |

Ste unlocked the bag again, glad to hide
ber confusion by stooping to ¢xamine the
letters.

‘I'm sorry to eay there 1sn’t one for you,
Major Hommersley.’

Tsit't these really? Not so much as a
sivgle valaptine? Ah, welll an old bachelor

| like myseif nae no right to complain.’

And the major strolled carelessly away
in‘o tbe zroands, to smoke bis early morn-
IDg Cigar.

[n a few minutes the guests came down
to breakiast. Mrs. Montfort, according
to custom, distributed the letters.

*None for you, Estells,” she remarked.

Oh, I got wine balt an-bour ego,’ said
Estelle, throwing into her lock and tone a

' cer.sin something, which seemed to imply

that har letiers that morning had pleased
per very much.

‘One for you, Annette.’

Annette took tue packege Mrs. Mort-
fort handzd her, look d at i1t with surprise
then opened it, and ber surprise deepened.

Estelle was watching her, furtively.

Someone else wis watching her also—
the wajor.

His look was one of pertectly undisguis
¢d interest.

Annette locked up, she met the major’s

| eye.

. Her fair check crimsoned.
She glenced scross at Estelle, and the
' crimzon deepened to glowir g scarlet.

Sce ! It ishe book we were talking
| about the otbor evening, Estelle. |
' presume  Mr. Brooke has sent it; but I
| aen’t konow why he should send it to me.

Kstelle played her part with consum
ma‘e cleverners

She heli out her hand for the book with
| & geninl smile.

‘Ob, that 1s just like Mr. Brooke, she
soid. ‘You contridicted bim, Annette
Ycu said you thought it was out ot priat.
 He» wauts to show you he was right in
| sayiog it could be obtained.’

‘I suppose that 1t is,’ said Aonnette
‘But he might just as well have sent the
' ook to you. ;

So say:og, she left the unlucky volume
n Estelle’s hoode, not seeming to  care to
look at it aguin.

————— ——

CHAPTER V.
IN THE PLANTATION,

It was ten miruate s to tour.

Estelle stood in herjroom, dressed in an
cxquisite tea gowa of pale green silk em:
broid-red with rosebads.

R und bher throat was poor Broo:e's
necklet of pearls.

" Her eyes were as bright as stars with
excitement ; a carmine colour mantled her
ctecks.

Saec looked superbly beautiful.

She cast a glaunce of triumph at her own
lovely image 1n the glass.

‘He shal own there is more than one
white neck in the world,” she said, with a
disdeinful smile. ‘I was fair in his eyes
once, and I will be fair mn his eyes again
Somethirg tells me I shall win him. I bad
. won him. He was mine! It is only fanr
that I boald keep bim.’

. She brow a fur lined cloak around her,
| drawing the hood over her head.
Thus enveloped, she stole quietly down

the stairs and ont of the bouse.

The small copse which Brooke had sp-
pointed as the trysting place was only
about three hundred yards from the bouse

As the entered it, she saw he was there

H- stood with his back against a tree;
the rays of the sun were in his eyee, so th t
he could not see ber face distinctly as she
a vanced swiftly towards bim, with the
hood of her cloak drawn low over her fori-
' head.

She acted her part with matchless skill.

The moment she reached bim she took
his hand in both of hers, and beld it tight.

‘Dear Derzil she murmured. Ot
course you know I love you! There was
no need to write and ask me such a ques
tion as that. If I am your dearest, you
are mine.’

His am.zement knew no bounds«; he rc-
cotled from ber, but she clung to his hand.

‘Daar Devzil, it is s0 sweet to have the
right to tell you how I love you.’ she went
on. ‘And sec! I am wearing your pearls
Oh, how happy it made me to know you
think mine the whitest neck in all the
world.

Brooke gasped for brea'h.

He began to uaderst:nd what had
happered.

There had been some frightful mistake.

His love letter bad gone to Estclle, and
she believed ita pissionate avowals were
intended for herself.

He never dreamed of sscribing foul play
to anyone ; he thought he must have made
a mistake.

The hideousness of hie position pressed
upon bis mind.

Estelle loved him!

He had flaiter.d himself he had done her

no real injury—tbat her heart was untouch-
ed ;but now be found it was not ro.

She loved bim ardently and belicved she
bad the right to confess her love to him.

How could he undecicve her P How tell
her the brutal ‘ruh.

Some men might have done it, but not
Derzil Brooke.

He bad too manly & tenderness,
kind and generous a nalure.

A sharp psng rent bis heart, as he told
himselt he must give up all thoughts oi
Annctte; but he did nor hesitate. ¢

The path of duty seemed clear to him,
and he took it bravely.

He laid his hand on Estelle’s arm, and
looked long and earnestly into her face.

+ Estelle, are you sure you love me ?

His voice was almost sorrowful in its
gravi'y, but she knew she bad conquered.

“ Yot know I do !’ she whispered, cling
ing to him. * Oh, Denzil ! you know Ido!l

Her breath came pantingly, as if ehe
were in & very ecstasy of happiness.

Her soft hand Iy in Lis; her head all
but rested on his shoulder.

What could he do but take her in his
arms, and press a kiss upon her lips P

¢ Then, dearest, we may look upon it as
settl d,” he ssid. * We are to go tbrough
life together ss husbaud and wife.’ y
He tried to speak tenderly, and, in bis
m*nly chivelrousness, he succedded.

He did not love her—nay, he loved an-
other—but she should never know he had
been the vie'im of & hideous mi«'ake.

She nestled in bis arms cenfidiogly ; she
laid her cheek sgainst his.

For a moment or two there was an em-
barrasning silence.

He wis reproachingibimeelt for not feel
ing more warmly towards this lovely wom-
sn who loved him so entirely; she was
telling herself, with mortificstion snd
anger, that he would not bave been thus
cold to Annette.

He broke the silence.

‘Dearest, you know how I am placed.
The wedding must be soon. I am asham-
ed to give you so little grace; but I lose
my inheritance if I am not a married man
by the eleventh day ot March.’

Dear Derzl, I will do whatev:r you
wish,’ she whispered, making & movement
as it to hide her blushes on !is shoulder.

You are very good to me,’ he said. But
now, dear, I must exercise my prerogstive
and tzke you into the house. The air out
here is keen; you will take cold in this
light dress, Come.’

He drew Ler hand through his arm, and
moved with ber towards the house.

Hs would not bhave been so ready to
hurry ia if his companion had been Annette
she though!; but, though her vanity wae
mortified, ber common sense told her eshe
bad abundent cause for r joicing.

She bad won him, his baod. his fortune.

She need not grwdge Aunette the senti-
mental longings of his heart.

As they crossed the lawn they saw Maej-
or Hommerely = anding with Aonnette near
the drawing rcom window.

The major’z eves rested on his compan
ion with uomistakable tenderness.

Sho was listening to bim with an sir o!
attention which, irom so young & woman
must have becn in xpressibly charming to
s 1:an of Lis age.

Estlle tightened ber hold on Brooke’s
srm, snd locked up into bhis face with a
p etty little air of bappy corfidence, which
told the pair at the window that she and he

sre ackoowledged lovers.

But this wae not enough for her.

She must m:ke bim understand that ey
en 1f be were rid of her, he bad no chance
ol Annette.

‘How attentive the dear major i:!" she
said smilingly. Hie hae been a hasty woo-
ig, hasen’t 1! Ol course we should’nt like
a word said sbout it; but you may know

all our secrets now. The msjor and Ann-
ette are as good as engaged.’

A sharp pang rent Derzil’s heart.

He turned a little pale, and compressed
his lips hard beneath his moustacke; but
t1e next moment he was himself again.

‘It is better so,” he thought. ‘Since
E telle is to be my wife, it is better that
Annette should be married to another man.
I shall real’zs then that she is doubtly lost
to me, and so I shall the sooner tear her
lovely image from my heart.’

too

CHAPTER VI
A WICKED PLOT.

It was the twenty-first of February.

Estelle bad been the :ffinced wife of
Derzil Brooke exactly a weck.

A wag: ifizent engagement ring flashed
on her firger, aud she wore the pear! neck-
lace on every possible occasion.

H:r mother was in raptures, and her
father had kept sober encugh to act as
host to bis prospective son-in-law on two
successive evenings.

Annette, never dreaming that it was she
who ought to have worn the pearls and the
engagement ring, bad coogratulated her
cousin with a quiet gentleress which show-
ed no touch of envy, and M jor Hommer
sley h:d not only congratulated her, but
had bought & lovely set of cameos, and
begged her acceptance of them as a mar.
riage present.

Ino spite of all this, Estelle’s face, as she
stood 1n her own room on the afternoon ot
the twenty first, wore & gloomy and an
anxious look.

She felt as if she were walking on thin
ice, which might at any moment give way
beneath her, plunging her into an abyss of
ruir,

Although Brooke was kindness iteelf to
her, she was powerless to win his beart.

He still loved Apnett. She saw it in
his eyo whenever it rested on her—she
heard it in bis voice whenever he epoke to
lier or sreathed her name.

What it, in some ungarded moment, he
sbould declare his passion?

What if he should tell Annette the valen-
tine had been meant for her ?

True, they could never prove that she,
Estelle, had tampered with it; but they
might suspect ber.

Annette’s instinct might leap to the
truth in &8 moment, and sbe might convince
Brooke that it was impossible for him to
make such a mistake as be had ascribed to
himself.

She might tell bim, too, that she had
given Estelle no right to say she was as
good as engaged to M jor Hommersley.

She might indignantly deny that any
such engsgement bad been contempict d.

There was no end to the disasters which
might ensue if once Brooke was betrayed
iato confeasiog his love to Annette.

How Estelle hated ber ! As sbe stood
in her chamber, with compreesed lips and
knitted brows, she toid herself she cid not
wonder that there were women who
murdered their rivals.

It she bad been qnite sure she could
escape detection, she would have murder-
ed Annette.

But as murder was out of the question,
she set ber subtle brein to scheme mn othber
directions.

Since ohe could not take away her
rival’s life, would not Ler purpose be
asccomplished by t:king away her honour P

Migut it not possible to so disgra e and
degrade her in Brook«'s eyes, that neither
bhe nor any other man of honour would
dream of making her his wile P

There was the msjor; could she com-
promise Annerte with him P

Ste thought steadily for some minutes;
then a Machiavellian scheme termoa
itself in her brain.

The house party at Danby Croft was so
large tbat some little difficalty as to bed:
rooms had arisen.

Th: bachelors smong the guests had to
put wp with inferior accommodation

M .jor Hommersley and a young bartis
ter hud been sleeping at the lodge, which
boasted & couple ot comfortabie bed-
Tooms.

The lodge-keeper, a widow, slept at her
daughter’s house in the village.

Oa this very day the barrister was to
leave, and M.jor Hommersiey would sleep
1n the lodge alone.

It was Estello’s design to lure Annette
thither, keep her through the pight, and
in the morping cover her with con'usion.

* * ~ *

The lodge-keeper’s name was Parker.

She was an elderly woman, who had
recently been in much trouble through the
evil ways of her only son.

Annette had made her acqueintance,
sympathized with her in ber troubles, and
occasionslly called at the lodge to give the
poor woman comfort.

Late that a ternoon as she was return
irg Lome after a solitary wa'k, a lad atep
ptd up o ber, and bsnded her a letter,
addressed in sn unknown hand to heraelt

‘Mrs. Parker asked me to give you this,
miss,’ be said, a d without giving ber tims
to ask a question, be pusbed the letter
into ber hand, and bhurried away

Annctte opened the letter and read :

Dear Mise S'avley,—1 have had a
letter from Tom, and should so much like
you to read it, and tell me what you think
about bim.

‘It I dare take the liberty, I shall ask
you to be so very kind and good as to
step down to the lodg2 at about nine
o'clo k tc-night. I can’t be there earlier,
because I'm bound to go into the town on
imroriant business about my poor bey.

‘I know it's a great liberty to take to
ask & young lady like you to come in the
«vening to see & poor body like me; but
dear Miss Stanley, you are aiways so kind
and geod, and I am so much worried, 1
hardly know what [ am doing

‘Please don’t let anyone in the house
know I have atked you to come to me.

*Your humule scrvant,
‘JANE Pa! KER !

‘Ol ccurse I must go,” Anuette saic to
berseit. ‘The poor woman seems greatly
distressed. I can elip away after cinner
without being missed.’

When she went upstairs to dress, she
buri t Mre. Parker’s letter.

There was no need to keep it, and for
the poor woman’s sake th2 ¢id not wish it
to be seen,

There was a dinner party that night.

Dinner was served at eight, and lasted
unt 1 © & ly nine.

As suon as the ladies retired to the
drawing rcom, Annette slipped quietly
awasy, and wrapping herselt up warmly in

bood and cloak, ran down to the lodge.
She tound the door unlatched, and a

light burning low in the li‘tle parlour, but
no one was there.

‘Mrs Parker has run up to the house,
perbaps,’ thought Annette. She is sure to
be back in a few minutes. I must wait un-
til she comes.’ NS

She sit down beside the fire, e

As she did so,she noliced a peculiar and
not unpleasant odour.

She could not tell whenoe it arcee, and
indeed did not trouble to think about it.

Her head ached a little, and she was
weary, and rather sad.

Annette’s young lite had not been a bad
of roses, and latterly-—since she had come
to Danby Croft—-a new and sccret source
of unhappiness h:d crept into ber beart.

It was associated witt De: zil Brooxke,

She would have shrunk from owning it,
even to berself; but it was the truth 75t
she telt romething akin to tendervess for
this young man.

Anuette had seen in Brooke’s eyes an
admiration which trembled on the verge of
n tenderer fceling, even in that first meet-
ing in the tram; and she had felt a deep
interest in L'm in return.

When, however, she had found he was
her cousin’s lover, she had taken the alarm,
and comported herself towards him with
coldness and reserve.

Bat still, even since the engagemen! had
beeu made public, there was (hat in his
ey.s whenever he looked st her, and in his
tone whenever he addressed her,which told
her she wae dear to him.

She tried to resent this; but, alas! her
heart warned her that she hersclf was not
in<:fferent.

Almost unconsciously her interest in him
dritted into something which was perilouz-
ly like love.

She was thinking of Brooke as she sat
in the low easy chair beside the fire.

That curious odour still permeated the
room. Swiftly it stole away her senses.

Sae closed her eyes without knowing
that she did so.

At instant lster she was fast asleep.

* » » . *

Five minutes afterwards Etelle stole
m!o ths room.

She wore a thick clozk over her diunere
dress

Her eyes were glittering, her cheeks
very pale.

She looked with exultant malice at the
sleeping girl, turned out the light, then
glided saway ag:in, closing and locking
the door behind her.

The key of it she hid in her bosom.

* Ed » . »x

Derzil Brooke slept at Dandy Croft
that night.

Late though it was before the dinner-
party broke vp, be rose very early, ac-
cording to his heabitual custom, tbe ncxt
morning.

Warm and glowing from his bath, he
went quietly downstairs verween six and
seven, intending to take a brisk two hours’
walk be ore bresktssat; but when he resch-
the ball he hesrd a step belind him, ard
turced to see Estelle, her lace very pale,
ber cyes brilhant with ¢xcitement.

‘Estelic | Whatever are  you doing up
8o early P’

‘D:rzid, I am so distressed—so enxious.
I canvo! find Apnette,’

He changed colour in & moment.

‘What do you mean P
. *She 1s not in her room ; ber bed has not
been slept in. I had a headache and went

to see it she could give me some-
thing to relieve it. I have
scarched all over the bouse; I am

sure she is not inside it. You remember I
told you last night she had gone to bed
early* Sbhe had complained et & headache
esrlier in the evening, and she slipped
quietly away soon after dinner. Bat now I
don’t know what to think. I am frightened.

She acted her psrt more than well

She did, indeed, look genuinely distress.
¢d and alarmed.

Brooke, who had no part to act, lookad
alarmed slso.

this first wild thought was that the girl
had met with foul play.

She might have gone out, thinking the
cool night air would de her good; =shs
might bave met with some hideous evil.

‘1 will tell you the only thing I can think
of,’ ssid Esteile, keeping ber eyes steadily
fx2d on his tace, aund lowering her voice to
a whisper.

‘What P

‘The major !’

*What o earth has he to do with it P’

Tae young man’s face expresscd such
blank astonishment that Estell  dered not
uiter the words which trembled on her
topgue.

The black mslice in her heart would
prompted her to say, ¢ I beheve she is at
the lodge with Mijor Hommersiey !' but
st dared rot eay it.

Ste al ered 1t into: ‘You know what
tcrms Le and Annette sre on together.
P rbaps he persuaded her to elops with
bhim’

‘Bat why should they elop- ? A man of
the mejor's age could get married without
avy toolery ot that kiud.’

Brooke epoke sharply: the suggestion
kad burt bim.

He knew he was turning pale, and was
vexed with bimselt for doing so.

‘Will you go down to the lodge with
me,’ said Estelle, ‘and see 1t the major is
there P I do feel terribly anxious.’

*I will go it you hike; but | xm sure you
will find the m:jor knews nothing of A:-
n.tte.’

‘Come, then.’

They left the house tose'h r; but when
they came within sight of the lodge, KEs-
telle bad Brooke go first, and she said she
would tollow slowly.

He obeyed.

As he tapped lightly at the door, he

wondered what on earth he could say to
M jor Hommersley by way ol e¢xcuse for
aisturbing him.
To his surprise, his tap at the door was
answered immediately. :
# The msjor, fully dressed, stool before
lm'

\
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