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THE Fo& PRIXCES.

CHAPTER L

Awora the noblemen's seats of the United Kingdom
there are many more imposing, many more ancient,
than Llancader Castle; but there are none better
adapted to the requirements of modern life, none
where lifts and electric bells combine more harmoni-
ously with old try and heavily decorated ceilings.
It is built in the hybrid classical style of the Jacobean
period, and is pleasantly placed among lawns and
trees and artificial fishponds not far from the banks
of the River Wye.

The Earl of St. Austell, by far the largest land-
owner in this part of the couniry, and possessor of
estates rich in relics of the past, inew how to avail
himself of all the resources of the present. He had
the reputation in the eountry of being a good and
heneficent landlord ; while in town, in the greenrooms
of theatres where ballet was the principal attraction,
he had & reputation for munificence of quite another
sort.

Lady 8t. Austell was an amiable and still handsome
woman, easy-going to & faulf, whose chief grief and

rievance was, not her hushand's peccadilloes, but the

t that she had not horne him an heir. In their
three daughters the ear] took but slight interest ; and
the countess being allowed fuoll liberty to conduct
their edueation on what principlas sha El-aa.-aed, tried to
make ;l‘p for their not being sons by giving them the
same education as if they had been.
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If these young ladies had possessed brains or
strength of ¢ ter out of the common, thiz system
might have answered very well. Unluckily, however,
they were commonplace girls, and their unusual
tramming only served to foster a belief in their own
superiority, and thus to emphasize a certain lack of
feminine grace and charms which, considering their
parentage, was difficult to account for.

On a warm afternoon in early August the eldest
and the youngest daughter were sitting at work in a
pleasant room, pannelled with light cak and hung
with large flowered eretonne, which looked out on to
a wide lawn dotted with trees and brightened with
flower-beda In the distance could be seen, through a
elearing made specially in the thick groves which line
the banks of the wind%ng Wye, the rugged grey walls
of ruined Carstow Castle.

“ Where's Marion { ” asked Lady Catherine suddenly,
looking up from & Latin exercise she was preparing
for her tutor.

Lady Catherine was a reddish-baired, freckled
little girl of sixteen, very plump and very merry
looking,

“ Oh, wherever Rees Pennant is, I suppose,” answered
her cldest sister, Elizabeth, glancing ont of window
between the stitches of erewel w-}rE over which she
was bending.

Lady Elizabeth was, like her younger sister, round-
cheeked and blue-eyed; she had a fair complexion,
golden hair, eyebrows and eye lashes, a self-satisfied
expression, and a figure which all the back-boards,
reclining boards, and all the dancing masters in Europe
eould never have saved from being round-shouldered
and “ dumpy.”

Lady Catherine burst into a merry laugh, and from
‘a sofa in the shadier depths of the long room a plain-
tive, but eracked, voice wailed out a request in F]:'enr.th

that “miladi Kaitte" would be quieter, and would
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remember that “madame la comtesse,” her mother,
wished her to overcome her propensity to unladylike
ontbursts of merriment.

Mademoiselle de Laval, the duenna of the earl's
daughters, had been specially chosen for the post for
her abnormal ugliness, St. Austell holding that
women's virtue was always in inverse proportion to
their beauty. He had over-reached himself, however,
for mademoiselle, being a martyr to neuralgia and
rheuruatism, and finding herself very comfortable in
her Welsh home, would not for worlds have endangered
her situation by any indisereet prying into the amuse-
ments of her chn.Eea. -

Lady Kate, with a grimace in her direction, crossed
the room to her sister, and sat down on a footstool by
her side, with a scandal-loving expression on her face.

*“ Rees Pennant,” she repeated in a hissing whisper ;
*do you think she is in love with him 1"

“1 am sure of it " eried Elizabeth, with all the
superiority in such matters which twenty possesses
over sixteen.

Lady Kate chuckled to herself with intense amuse-
ment

* Of eourse he isn't in love with her,” she an d,
with a sister’s Ea.rtm lity, * Marion is so gawky and
Rees is so handsome. {t would be like a figure of
Raffaele falling in love with an Anglo-Baxon saint"

“What's the use of their falling in love, either of
them " said Elizabeth prosaically. “They can’t marry.”

“Why not? He 1s the eldest son, and Captain
Pennant’s family is as old as curs. And look at us!
We're not beauties, and I know pape does not mean
to give us very handsome fortunes, or else you would
:a.ve had an offer before this. You're twenty, you

now.”

“ Certainly. And I don’t want any offer,” answered
her sister, not without a pardonable suspicion of

tartness. “But I fertainly shouldny condescend o
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flirt with & man beneath me in rank, and without a
nny. And there inust be madness in the family, or
ptain Pennant would never have adopted a fisher-

man's baby and brought it up as his own child.”

“ Deborah’'s very pretty,” said Lady Kate, thought-
fully. “If we were half as good-looking we should
have been Yﬁﬂt-ographed all over the place as beauties.”

“ Pretty | Do you think so ?" asked her sister, with
an air of matter-of-fact iinpartiality. “I don’t admire
those big, coarse-looking women. I like a face which
shows signs of the higher intelligence, a fuce which
lightsup. And Deborah has no conversation. I can't
ngmina s girl without conversution.”

- can though,” said Kate, rather malicivusly.
“ He adwires Deborah, and I am sure you can't say he
likes eoarse-looking women”

“ A gentlemen’s taste in beauty is not the samne as a
lady's,” said Elizabeth, moving restlessly, and wishing
that her persistent little sister wounld let her change
this awkward subject.

“I know it isn't. I expect some women would
admire Mademoiselle de Laval,” whisperedK ate, glanc-
ing towards the dozing French governess, whose wide
nose and mouth, leathern complexion and well-defined
moustache formed a ecombination of feminine attrac-
tions rarely to be met with. “But do you know,
Betty, after mature consideration of the subject, I
would rather be pretty nmrdiﬂ% to the gentlemen's
standard than according to the ladies’.”

Lady Elizabeth, who, although extremely erudite,
was rather dull, did not perceive all the point of this

ch, but felt that the pert girl was slyly langhing
ﬂer. Bhe was too good-tempered to grow cross,
however ; she only grew didactic.

“You can't expect much refinement from a fisher-
man's daughter, of course,” she said in obstinate tone,
“I've always pitied poor Mra Pennant—who comes of
one of the oldest families in England, better than her



THE F0O PRINCER A

husband’s—for having to submit to such an absurd
capriee of his. Bhe feels it, poor thing, dreadfully.”

“Yes, and turns up her eyes over it, and acts quite
a pﬂ'ﬂtt}l’1 pantomime of resignation over it still, though
Deborah's been one of the family eighteen years. @
mse%:lenﬁe is that the boys have nmever learnt to look
u er &s a sister, and so they're falling in love
with her. Godwin, and Ha.rve?—zea, and too,
whatever Marion may like to think. '

“Bo much the beiter. Then Rees can marry the
girl, though I think one of the gamekeepers would be
a more suitable mateh.”

“ Betty, how can you? You telk just like an
ordinary spiteful girl. Deboral is as much a lady as
we are ourselves,”

“Yery well then. Don't let's talk any more about
it. We shall only quarrel. And all about a girl who
thinks that & smattering of French, German and the
piano form a good education.”

There was a pauze. But Kate, who always liked to
worry & subject to death, soon broke out again.

* Betty, why do Hym think papa wouldn't let Rees
marry Marion? He's so fond of Rees, he really treats
him almost as if he were his own son.”
. “You don't understand papa,” said Elizabeth, with

authority, “He always seems so0 easy-going that
people don't guess that he's just like a rock under-
neath. Nobody thinks so mueh of class distinclions
* and money distinetions—those are almost the same
thing nowadays—aa he does. Rees would have no
more chance as a son-in-law than—than Amos Good-
hare,” she ended contemptuously.

Lady Kate laughed and nded to ghudder.

“0h, old Amos,” she cried with real disgust. *Don't
speak of that man. I can't bear him. I think be has
such shifting eyes and such a bad, horrible face. I
mever could understand why papa allowed snch & wmsa
into the house at all”
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“ He is really & well-read man, and he looks just
such & man as a librarian ought to look,” said Eliza-
beth, in & reserved tone, as if she knew more than she
intended to tell

Kate looked hard at her sister, and then edged her
footstool close up to her side. .

“ Betty,” she whispered, with a very curious expres-
gion, “ did you ever notice the extraordinary likeness
thers is between Mr. Goodhare and—papa ¥

“Nonsense, child,” said Lady Eiimggt,h, blushing
violently, and trying to rise.

But Lady Kate, who was a sturdily built girl, with
little £at, but muscular hands, held her down.

“ Of eourse, he looks much older, because he doesn't
dye his hair and mustache, as pa‘.;m does, and because
he wears a beard. But really, do you know, Betty,
['ve sometlimes ht——"

Buat here Lady Elizabeth, who was also & robust
young woman, disengaged herself, with no great

tleness, from her sister's clasp, and with an almost
rightened, * Hush, Kitty, hush ; you musin't let your
tongue run on so,” left to form her own opinion
on the subjeet of this sudden closure of the discussion.

Lady Kate mused for some time on this point, until
at le it occurred to her to get a peep at Mr. Good-
hare by the light of her new suspicions. She knew
where he was to be found, for, to do him justice, the
librarian loved his books, and appeared to live for
nothing else. He had lately n employed in
collecting papers and documents and books of refer-
ence bearing on the history of Carstow Castle, of
which most interesting ruin Lady Marion proposed to
compile an exhaustive chronicle.

NE- subject more fascinating could well have been
chosen. The old place, after having suffered many
vicissitudes of fortune under Plantagenets and Tudors,
had been almost destroyed during the Great Rebellion,
when it was held for Ej.ng Charles by a brave little



THE F0OG PRINCES. 7

garrison, who did not surrender until all hope of
escape had been cut off by a fearless Puritan soldier.
Swimming across the river with a knife in his mouth,
he cut adrift the boat on which the defenders of the
castle counted for their flight. Some years later a
tower of the desolated was patched up into a
prison for one of the “ regicides,” who passed there a
pleasantly mitigated captivity, and was buried in the
churchyard of the guiet little old town.

From these events Lady Marion had determined to
constrock & strictly impartial chronicle, which should,
however, illustrate in a marked manner her own
strictly impartial views on the subject of hereditary
monarchy and the powers of Parliament. Therefore,
Amog Goodhare, the librarian, had been for the past
few weeks employed in digging out, from the vast
hoards of mumufstad s of the past with which
not only the library, but various corners of roomy
Llaneader were filled, such documents as seemed
likely to be of use to the young lady in her vast
undertaking.

It was am the nooks and erannies of the castle,
therefore, that Lady Kate set about her search for the
librarian ; and it was in one of the dusticst corners of
n searcely used wing of the building that, after a long
hunt, she found him.

There was here a little awkward staircase, which led
up to a tower, long sinee given up, for its draughtiness,
to the bat and mice. Underneath this staircase
was an oddly-shaped recess, as large as a small room,
where, behind some boxes, hoards, and similar lumber,
s rough chest, full to the of yellow and musty

, had that very day been unearthed by the
indefatigable librarian. Lady Kate, creeping about
the corridors and staircases with careful feet, heard
the rustle of papers as soon as she entered the passage
in which the tower staircase was. She stopped,
listened, advanced on tiptoe until she wes doee w om



