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The Nabob’s Valentine.

IN TWO INSTALMENT—PART L

)OW
CHAPTER L.

TRAVELLING COMPANIONS,

Derzil Brooke was the victim of an un-
just will, or, at any rate, of a very capric-
ious one.

His great uncle irom whom three years
ago be had inherited the family estate, had
saddled it with a tyrannical condition.

It Derzil remnined unmarried after bis
twenty fitth birthday, the estate would be
forteited to a distant cousin.

Matrimony is not ususlly distasteful to
young men of fiv -and-twenty, especially
when. like Dcrzil Brooke, they have
a bealthy body, a clesn mind, and an
affection:te heart.

But we 21l know how certainly things,
which in themselves are pleasant and dee-
irzble, become disagreesble the mom:n?
they are for-¢d upon us.

This was the case wish Derz’l Brooke

If be had been left to his own tree will,
be would probably bave married within a
year of his succersion to the inheritance ;as
it a1, he was within a month ot bis twenty-
filth birtnday. and was not even engsged.

It was early in Febrvary when be put
bimrelf and his traps into the express train
which etarted from Paddington for the
Wes: of En slan”$

He was aoout to pay a visit to ajbacbelor
friend near Taunton, & visit—as he was
fore d to own to himsel —which was likely
to lend to events of the ficst importance.

l¢ hud spent the Christmas holidays at
a cour'ry houee where he met a young
lady with whom he all but fell in love.

She was lovely, graceful, and charming ;
and he believed she would have no object-
ion to become Mre. Denzil B ooke

She was not his ideal, but then, how few
men ever meet their idesls ; how still fewer
marry them,

He admi ed Estelle Montfort very much;
be believed be could teach himselt to love
her, and he owned that he had aslready
prid her sich attenticns as might justify
per in conu crirg him with the tencerest
wiskes of her heart,
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The minutes went slowly by, and the
stout gentleman did not rerurn.

The moment of deparcure came.

‘Take your seats—take your seats!’
shouted the guard.

Doors were slammed to, the, signal wae
given ; then, at that critical moment, the
stout gentlcman dashed out of the waiting-
room

Brooke did a mean thing for which bhis
conscience pricked him.

He kept the carriage door closed and
himself out of sight.

The estout gentleman, in bis bewilder-
ment, rushed to the first door which friend
ly hends held open for him and eprang in

The train started; and Depz1 Brooke
turned demurely round, and looved at the
younr lady witb a flicker of laugher in his
eyes.

Her color bad deepened, and she loct-
ed very grave.

He longed to address her, but dared
not; there was a something in ber look
=! ¢'i repelled aud: city.

‘1 baven’t gained much by that mova,
he thougit discousolately., ‘And serve
me right. It wag 8 mean thing to make
that old fellow lose kis place.’

On and on through the fast deepening
night the train sped.

The young lady read her book with an
assiduity wbich would have been highly
gratifying to its author ; Brooke leaned his
head beck on the cushion, and pretended
to go to sleep.

Suddenly there came a terrible crash.
followed by shriecks of alarm throughout
the whole length of the train.

Brooke leapt to his teei; bis companion
turned pale.

The train came to a standstill! Brooke
turned to the young lady.
‘Don't be alearmed,’ he said We are

certsinly safa, and I don't tancy the acci-
dent is a very serious one. Let me help
you out; then you will know you are safe.’
She held out ber band to him without
speaking.
Here lovely eyes were dilated : her very

tler home was within & tew miles of Dar-
lington the house to which he was going (
He kn«w be should m et her, and in his 1
own mind be bad not the slightest doubt |
that he should make an cffer of bis hand.
It wie eseential that he sbould marry |
somebody before the eleventh of March, |
and it s-emed as it the tates had willeo |
th t thit somebody sbould be KEstelle |
Montiort. ’
The westher was bi'terly cold. i

It was snowing heavily, too. !
D.iz | Brooke put his personal belong 1
ings on the rackabove his head, spread bis |
rug over his knces, and leaning back in bis |
corner seat, prepared to take a leisurely |
survey of his tellow passengers.
He pimselt was personable enough, »
little ovir middle beight, with broad i
sh 1ers &nd & Soe, frank, honest iace. |
His quick eyes soon tock in the sppear |
ance ot bis teilow travellers. }
|

Th re were two old ladies, ncrvous and
fidgetiy; one old gentlaman, etout end
gevial ; end a young lady who occupied |
the corper seat opposits to D .zl Brooke, |
and whose tice te could not wholly sec;
for she look »d out of the window with au 5
air of absorp ion, and 20 kept it turped
away Irom im .

Her profile, bowever, was lovely, and
he found a dislinet epjoymint 10 regarding
it.

For quite a quart:r-of-an hour sbe sat
looking pensively out upon the snOW)
landscep; then, with & famt little wigh,

full vicw of her tace.

It was & charming one. d-licately tinted,
and lighied up by a pair of lustrous eyes
the colour o' torg:t-me note.

They locked rather ponsive just DOw;
but Brooka felt sure they could melt with

lips were white. He saw she was abou!
to faint.

Indeed, while he looked st her, her
head drooped torward and she lamnted awey

' n hiv outstretched arms.

At that momert the guard came runping
along the side ol the traia.

‘Is the lady burt, sir ?’

‘Not at ali. Sbe hee simply fainted. 1
oan sttend to her. Are we qoite safe here
What'e the damage ?

‘No damage at all sir—to the psssen-
gers, | m-an. We've run into something;
but luckily the ¢ngine driver aund stoker
jumped off in time and the two carriages
yahind the engins had nothing nut luggage
in them. They're smashed, of cours:;
but nobody’s burt.’

And the guard baztened away to re-
assure the o'bher passengers.

With a sigh of relict Brooke addressed
bimselt to the highly corgenial taek of re-
storing his 1air companion.

How lovely she looked, even in her pal-
lor, and with fast shut eyes.

The snowy lids, the long dark lashes
resting cn the velver cheek, the sweel
mouth, the esquuite prefile: what s pic
ture they made in the mellow lamplig bt.

He chated the ¢o'd little bands, snd pour-
ed a f.w drops of brandy between the pale
lipe, and presently bad the satisfaction of
seeing the colour stesl faintly brck to the
white cheeks, and the sweet forget-me-not
eyes unclose.

| " She gave a little shaddering sigh, and

she tur: e round, and permitted Brooke a ! looked about her rather wildly.

¢ Was anyone k:iea ? Oa, tell me !I' was

her faint ¢jaculation
¢« No ope was even hurt. It was not a

very serious accident.
i O

It was & long-drawn sigh of relicf.

tenderness or dance with fun.

She touk a book out of ber satchel, and |

began o rezd.

Brooke did not object to this arrange |

ment ; 1. permitied him to study ber unob
served.

Once, in 'urning the leaves of her book,
she dropped her gloves, which lay on  her
kne-.

In 8 moment he bad picked them wvp

and restored them, to be rewarded by « |

grave httle smle and a ‘Thank you’
uttered in the sw etest of voices.

The train tbundered on through th
dreary greyress of the February evening.
The snow still fell ; the stout, genisl gentle
man made & remirk every now and agsmn
but for the most part there was silence.

Derzil Brooke was getting heartily sick
of it.

In Lis sou!. hs was anathematizing the
social prejudicies which torbade bim to
enter 1o conversation with that lovely

irl
‘ At the ficst stopping-place, the two
elderly l«dies departed; the train went on
tor another fitty miles, then stopped agan,
this tims tor nearly a quarter-of-an-hour.

‘I sball get out and stretch my legs a
bit,’ remarked the stout gentlemsn.

e suited the action to the word, and
thus Brooke and the young lady were lelt
alone together.

‘How [ wish that old chap would get
into another compartment,’ thought Brooke
‘but, of course, he won‘t; there’s no such

lnck’
But the Fates were kinder to him than

his teare.

She drew herseif away from his support-
'ing arm, and a faint piuk plush suffased
" her cheek.

Do you feel better P he rsked

|« Yes. It wae etuprd of me to faint. 1
| ¢an’t tell you bew muca obbged to youl
am for bemng so good 10 me.

« Do tuke a little more of the orandy.

¢ No, thank you; I would ratber vot |

| am qute better. Picase (ell me about the | know

acciaent, Whoat was it P’

He tol her what ibe guard had said.
Toen a cuoning taought came to bim. ard
' he acted on 1t.

+ Ot course there will be a delay., Per-
haps your triends will ce alarmsa.  Will
you let me send & wire for you ?

* Taank you: but it 1sn’t neesssry, 1
don't think my friends will feel alarmed.’

He bit bis lip.

A rather mischievous smil: dimpled the
girl's mouth for » moment.

..He had wanted to discover her name and
the address ot ber triends; she bad npot
chosen that he should ciscover them.

In = short time the line was clear-d, and
the train procecded.

To Brooke’s d«light the stout gentleman
4id not trouble to return o his oid quariers.

The young iscy teteved charmiogly,
with the grac-tal rcscrve which one
expects 1 well-bred girle. and yeot with &
gentle, grateful courtesy such as was due
to her travelung compamon atter his at-
tentions.

He was very atteotive.

He insisted on her accepting a share of

| his rug ; be regulated the blinds, the win-

0

|

dows, the ventilator exactly to her tas'e;
be offsred hooks and papers; he did, in
short, everythiog which wit snu good breed-
inp could suggest to make bimselt agreeable

The time passed very pleassntly.

All too soon Taunton Station was an-
nounced, sand the young lady gathered up
her belongings and prepared to take her
lenve

Brooke had to travel further.

‘You will be met, of course P’ be said,
anxiously.

“Yes, I think go,. Good bye, ard thank
you so much’

And sbe beld cut her pretiily gloved
band.

He thrilled with plessure as he took it
and pressed it ever so slightly.

‘I've done nothing to be thanked for.
(Good bye. I do bope you will be meat.’

She stepped lightly ou:, and walked cown
the platform

A servant in livery spoke to hecr, and
she parsed out of the station with bim.

CHAPTER II
ESTELLE

The next dsy, fairly early in the after-
noon, Brocke got nto the dog cart which
his host placed at his diepoeal, and drove
cver to Danby Crolt, where the Honorable
Mﬁs. Montfort lived with her daughter E:-
telle.

During his drive be felt ill at ease, and
not in the best of spirits.

He wae sure it was bis fate to marry Es
telle ; but ali the same he could not banish
from his mind the lovely image of the girl
he bad met in the train.

1] don’t suppose I shall ever see her again
he mused, ‘thcugh if it waen’t for that con-
four ded will, I'd hunt the county for her—
¢nd I'd find ber; bu® where’s the good P [
must be a bridegroom in a month. Estelle
is clearly my fate.

He reached Dainby Creft in the dreary
grey twiligh' ot the February evening, and
was received in the hall by the elderly
butler, and conducted to the drawing room

He taw, &t & glance, that the apsriment
bad but one occupaut— Estelle herselt.

She rose, with s pretty air of embarass-
ment, end csme across the room to meet
him, a beeutitul and gracetul vision, in
pale, primrose coloured robes, which fell
about ber slender form in eoft. clinging
tolds, snd trailed behind ber on the purple
velvet carpet.

She had a dark, rich beauty, of an Ori-
ental, rather than an English, character.

Her complexion was pure snd pale; but
her eyes were dark as night i'eelt, and her
hair was of that bluey blackness which we
ste in the raven’s wing.

Her brow, and nose, and chin were per-
fect ; ber mouth wculd bave been perfect,
too, if it bad bad le:s of pride and more of
woman!y sweetress

As it was, Miss Montfort was accounted
one of the loveliest girls in the ecunty, and
Brooke h:d certainly thought her the love-
liest he bad ever met—until last pight.

‘We are 8o plensed to see you, Mr.
Brooke,” the said, s she gave him ber
hend. ‘Maoms will be down directly.

But ‘Mswms’ was mnot down directly.

It was ncerly bali an hour before she
made her sppearance, during which time
Estelle enjyyed the privilege of a tete-a-
tete with their guest.

Her locks told him ehe was hsppy in bis
presencs. Her eyelids drooped delicious-
Iy ; her cheeks were now and egain mantl-
ed by a conscious blash.

She was very lovely, and her wanner
towards Brocke was sweetly elluring.

He coul! not belp feeling rome touch of
tenderness towards ber ag she sat by his
side, in ber silken robes—sat so close to
him that her snowy shoulder all but tou b-
od bie arm, and be inbaled the irsgrance
of her breath and of her perfumed bair.

‘] may as well get it over,’be thought.

“This time is as good as any other. Ii I'm
to be married in s mocth, there’s o time
for shilly shallying’

He leaned towards ber and took her
hand.

He opened his lips to make his «ff>r,but
closed them sgain very quickly end started
as if he had received an electric shock.

Mrs Monttort bad entered the drawing-
room, and with her was th: girl he bad
met in the trein !

He could not belicve his own eyes.

Mrs Monttort saw his coulusion, and

gecribed it to the fact that she had inter-
rupted some act of tenderness.
:Mr Brooke, I can‘t tell you how de
lighted I am 10 see you,” she said, as she
smlcd torward to mest bim. ‘So good of
you to come in such dreadful weather.

He murmured scme vomespiog compli-
ment and looked towards the young lady,
who still hovered raher timidly nesr tue
door

M« M n tort saw the look.

¢«On! | am torg tting that you don’t
mv young relative, Miss Aunnette
S‘anlt‘) M: D:ozil BI‘OOkr ’

‘] can scarcely claim the honor of Mies
Stapley’s scquaintance,” esid  Brooke;
‘pev-rihcless. we havs met before She
was ore o! my fellow travellersin my
journey Irom town’

Annette beld out ber hand.

As he did 20, Le saw in her lovely eyee a

| Jook which be interpreted as mesning that

be was not to dilate on the incidents of
tbeir journey.

He wondered a little, but discreetly said
no more on he subject, and the nex* mom-
ent the door opened to admit another per-
gon—a pon leman this time.

‘Mr Brooke—M jor Hommersley. Ma
jor, this is our kind triend, Mr Derzil
Brooke You have beard of bim, I know.
Tell me isn’t he the best ol men, to drive
over from Darlinglord to dine with us in
such weatber as ths P’

‘It depands upon the attraciion which
drew h'm,” rephed the major, with a dry
little smiie aud a balt glance in the direct
ion of Eelle.

Brook: flashed to the roote of his bair.

He saw 1 was an understood toing that
he was in that house as Estclle’s Jover.

Msjor Hommersl-y looked sbout filty

yeers of age ; he was rathor spare, and not
vary tall ; his bair was thick and prizz'ed;
his «yes were keen and twinkling.

He looked like A bachelor, and, as a
matter of face, he was one.

He was quickly followed into the room
by the rest ot the Dinby Croft gueats.

Tuese were o couple of dowagers and
three v ry ordinary men.

Mrs Montiord wes not a widow; but
the Honoursble R2ginsld Montfort seldom
apprered at bis own table.

J11 bealth was the excase usually urged
by his wife and daughter ; but the initiated
declared that the truth was, the honour
able geotleman was so rddicted to the
brandy-bottle as to be rarely in a fit con-
dition to leave his room.

The dinner-bell reng.

Mrs. Monttort went to the dining room
on the arm of Derzil Brooke.

Aqnette Stanley came last of all with
the major.

Brooke was placed beside Estelle; but
Apnette sat opposite to him.

Kver and again he stole a glance at her;
and with each glance he felt afresh the
charm of her loveliness.

M jor Hommersley
charmed with her.

His intentione, indeed, verged on ten-
derness ; and if be had been younger and
lees grzzled, Brooke would have telt seri-
ously j:alous of him.

After dinner, when the gentlemen went
into the drawing-room, the major again
monopoliz d Annette.

Brooke, vexed and ill at ease, was com-
pelled to seat bimselt near Lstelle, in re
ponse to the smiling invitation of her eye.

However, the situation was not without
its compensatians.

He could, at any rate, get to know who
Annette Stanley really was.

‘I did pot know you had a cousio, Etelle’
he remarked, trying to speak carelessly.
‘Is the relationship on your tather’s side or
your mother’sP’

There is not very much relationship;
what there is is on my father’s sde.
Annette 1s a fourth or fitth cousin—I hard
ly know which. She is an orphan and
quite penniless. We thought it would be
a cherity to have her here.’

‘Very kind of you, I'm sure,’ murmured
Brooke lamely.

Es ¢lle seemed to consider for A moment
or two ; then she added, with an air of
tfrankness: ‘Well, 'm not sure that the
kindness was altogetbher spontaneous on our
part. You have heard me speak of my
uncle, the Nabob?’

‘Yes.

As » matter of fact, the young man had
heard of the Nabob almost too often.

He was Estelle’s great uncle—his name
Matthew Montfort; and he had made an
enormous fortune in India, where he had
spent his lite.

As be was 8 bacheler, Estelle had great
hopes that he might make ber his helress.

To this end she, from time to time, wrote
him : ff -ctionate letters, and sent him out
enough embroidered elippers, cusbione,
rugs, and smoking caps to have served
half-a-dez n nabobs of the first water.

Brooke was rich enough himselt to dis-
pense with any accession of fortune with a
wite, apd be would bave liked Kstelle
petter 1t she had not talked of her expect-
ations quite so persistently.

:Annette is related to Uacle Matthew in
about the same degree as she is to us,’ re-
sumed Estelle, ‘When he beard she was
ieft penniless, he asked mamma to give her
a bome—for a time. I suppose he didn’t
like the idea of a relation ol bis coming to
want. He said be would settle what was
to be done with her when he came home.
But be is very old. and I don't suppose be
will ever come home at ail. In the mean-
time, it looks as it Annette meant to settle
something for herself ; don’t you think sc?’

Brocke drew bis brows involuntarily as
he tollowed the glauce ot her eye.

‘You don’t mean the mej:r?

‘Yes. They seem awtully coummy toget-
her. And why no? It would be a good
thing tor her. He is very comfortably
e’

‘He is an old man.’

‘Oh, dear, no! Forty-seven, I bslieve.’

‘He looks older. I should have guessed
bim to be fitty-five.’

‘Ah, that is becsuse you men are 8o
mslicious to each other! The m:jor is de
lighttul. 1 don’t wounder Annbette likes
bim.’

‘And she never saw him until last nighi?
Their acqusintances has ripened rapidly’

‘Y:s, basa’t 1?7  But Anpette bas made
nerselt wonderfully charming to bim. You
may depend upon it that she doeen’t think
him too old.’

Brooke did no! answer.

He was still looking across the rcom
to where Annette, sweet and lovely
in her white dress, sat on s couch, while
the sun-.urn<d, grizzled maj r leaned over
her, with admiraticn ligatmg up his keen
grey eyes.

» » * » *

appeared greatly

It was midnight before Mrs. Montfor
retired to her chamber.

D pzil Brooke had driven himself back
to Darlivgtord, and the Louse-gusels had
all retired to their respective spartments.

The door opened, and Estelle, still in
her flawing yellow robes, came swittls in.

‘Weil!" said her mother. ‘Do make
haste and tell me.’

There's nothing to tell: It’s no use
looking at me liks that ; [ mean what I say.’

He basn’c oflcred ¥’

‘No.?

‘Didn’t I interrupt something when I
came into the drawing room '

‘Yes, you did,’ said Estelis oiterly, as
sbe flung h-reelt on a fautewl, with anger
sparkling 1o her eyes. ‘L do believe he
meant to say something then ; but you came
blunc ering io aud spoilt everytoog.’

‘Bu: it be reaily mesnt to spcak, be’ll
find another opportunity.’

‘H. woun’t I cried Estelie, snapping her
white teeth together viciously.  Ii’s my
beliet he's in love with that chit of an  An-
nette.’

Mrs Montfort looked very blank.

‘Surely not, my dear.’

‘He is  He hsrdly tock bis eyes off her
and he looked fic to eat M:jor Hemaers.
ley because be kept beside her.’

‘Oa, my dear, it's only & passing fancy.
He w uldn’t bhave come down here it he
hadn’c meant to make you an offer. And
you know he must mak: up his mind., Ha
can’c affordg to shilly sbally. He loses
the estate it he ien’t married by the elev
enth of March.

‘Yes; and a nice thing it he makes uvp
bis mind to marry that girl.’

*I'll never believe it of him,’ cried Mrs.
Montlort, in genuine distress. He did pay
you a great deal of attention at the .v:
erleys. D'll never bclieve he means to
thr. w you over.

] don’c know about throwing m» ov.r,
said Estelle, gloomily. *‘Hs never said a
word ot love. | wouldn’clet bim 1brow me
over it I'd pot & ghost of & clum  on bimj
but 1 baven’'t. 4ihba's whal nkes it 30
exisperati g,’

‘Never miad, my dear,’ said the mother
soothingly. ‘You aresure to do well
with your beauty.

‘1 don't know about my beauty,” retort-
ed Estclla scornfully. ‘What I do know
is that I'm twenty five years old, and have
been hawked up the country and down the
country, looking for a settlement, for the
last seven years. Besuty docen’t last for
ever, and it doesn't seem to be worth
much even now. I've bad lot of admirers
but I haven’t had one really decent offer.
And we can’t go on much longer. Papa
gets worse and worse, and if uncle M.t-
thew the does come, it is likely encugh he
will let people know we are not to get this
money. It he was so bitter with papa
thirty years sgo, he‘s bitter with him still.
We shall get nothing from bim. He will,
perbaps, leave it to that horrid Annette. Its
all very well to talk about o.r uncle, the
Nabob; but we know he dislikes us all.
It I don’t get eettled before he comes
home, I shan't have much chance after-
wards’

‘Well, my dear, you will get settled,’
eaid the good-naturcd mother, with anoth-
er attempt at socthing. ‘If you don’t get
Mr. Rrooke, you'll get somecne else.
There are as good fish 10 the sea a2 ever
came out of it.’

Very likely; but they went catching,
and I'm sick and tired of trying to catch
them. 1'm not going to be baulked at the
last minute, and have all the work to do
over again.’

“Then what will you doP quertsoned Mrs.
Montiort anxiously.
‘] shall marry Denzil Brooke!

CHAPTER IIL

AT THE BALL.

The next atternoon Brooke was tramp-
ing along a country road, alone.

He had been out with the guests, but bad
somehow got separated from his triends,
and beiog new to the country, bad lost bis
way.

He was glad to be alore, glad of the op-
poriunity to look fac's equarely in the face,
and to ask himscit whetber he were in hon
our bound to coffer bis hand to KEstelle
Monfort.

After tramping along for a couple ot mil-
et, he came to the sensible conclusion that
ne need do nothing of the kind.

‘I believe she would have accepted me
if I haa cffered ; but I can’t even be sure
of that. Certainiy I skculd be a conceited
popinjay to fancy she is in love with me.
I never said & word of love to her, and my
attentions were no more marked than
those of lots of other tellows. At any rate,
it's quite clear to me I’'m not called upon
to make her an offer now that [ know [
don’t care for her as & man ought to care
for his wife, and that’s there’s another girl
tor whom I could so care.’

Thus tar had he got in his ruminatiors
when he pulled up with a start, for ‘the
other girl’ stood just betore bim.

He had turned a curve in tbe road, and
bad now to cross a stila.

At this stile Aonette was standing, with
her face turned to the setting sun.

He lit:ed bis hat with his left hand, and
beld out his right to her with an unmistak-
able air of eager ess.

*Miss Stanley ! what
pleasure !

She flushed a delightful pink. and the
flush made ber more lovlier than ever.

*Mr. Brooke,” she said, looking very
much surprised, and a little embarrasscd.

Was she expecting to see the m:jor?
thought Brooke, with a sudden psng ot
jealousy ; but the next moment he chided
himselt tor the thought,

‘Yes, Mies Stanley,’ he said g»ily. ‘I
bave lost my way. Are you in the same
predicament ? I koow we are both
strangers here.’

‘1 know my way quite well, thank you,’
sbe answered. Thig isorly a mile from
Dauvby Crott, and the road leads straighi
to 1t.

*Whew ! That means I am a longish
way irom Darlingford.’

‘Are you going to Croft ? she asked,
looking at bim 1n surprise.

+Q1, dear no ! That is to say, I was
not ; but [ may bave the pleasure of sceing
you as far as the gates P It is growin g
dark, and——*

‘It will not be really dark for an hour
vet, and the road is not at all lcoely.
Toank you very much for your kindness;
but ! should so much rather return alone.

She spoke with a heightened colour, and
very earnestly.

No gentleman could have persisted in
offering his escort afetr subh a retusal.

Brooke felt aff:ctedly pained and a
little puzz'ed.

‘As you please, of course,’ he saib regr-
etfully ; ‘but, if I must bid you good-dye
11l do so at once, for, in spite of what you
say, it is getting dark very fast. It would
unpleasant for you to be out after the sun
bad set.’ _

*I'nank you, you are very kind. Good
atternoon.’

She walked towards Danby Cross.

Continued on Page Eleven

an unexpected
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