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THE SEA WITCH.

(Continued.)

I saw no reason why we shouldn't. We rotired into a awall, dimly
lighted boudoir adjeining the ballroom, ard talked very pleasantly about
bygone days for moro than the alloted quuiter of an hour She made a
good deal of pretenco of baing younger than I was ; she alleeted ignorance
of events which she could not really havo forgotten and of porsons with
whom | myself had seen ker flirting in the consulship of Plancus ; but she
seomed to ho juterested in what I eaid, and showed more power of partici-
pating in my melanchuly mood than I should have gwven her eredat for, 1
have always admitted that Mrs. Wynno can hea very agreoable woman when
she likes. Tho worst of me is that I am so easily imposed upon. Of courso
I knew that this shoking old sham was likely to be as false in her sontiment
a8 sho was in her person; yet when she spoke aflectionately of the daughter
whom sho was about to lose, turning on & sort of {remolu stop in her voico as
she did so—when sho appealed to me to say what she would do with her
life aftor its chief interest had been removed—and when she alluded with
& sigh to the trials and sorrows which she had passed through and lived
down—I was touched. I said to myself that one does necessarily become a
hardened reprobate because one is a little worldly. As far as that went,
wasn't Ialso a little worldly 7 I thought I could enter into poor Mrs Wynne's
natural feeling of loneliness, and I was ashamed of the half suspicion which

“¢ulered my mind for a moment that she might be setting her cap—or, rather,
her curly wig—at me.

Not, 1o be sure, that there would have been anything very extraordinary
in it if she had, seeing that, many years betore, she had married a man con-

siderably oldor than I am now. That was her se-ond matrimonial venture
—her first husband, a dashing young hussar, having broken his neck stecplo
chasing, I forget where. Old Wynne died very goon after his littlo givl's
birth, which was an unlucky thing for somo people. His estate passed to
his nephew, to spite whom he ¥ 4 married, and his widow was left but
scantily provided for. I fabcy . ishe must have found 1t a hard matter
to keep her head above water. living in the way that she did ; butshe mana-
ged it somohow, and nover allowed herself to drop out of society. When
Alico was old enough to come out, the two ladies went 10 the first drawing-
room of the season together ; and I think it was then that Mrs. Wynne
assumed that surprisingly youthful aspect which caused her when seen from
a sufficient distance, to look like her daughter's younger sister. No doubt
she had to swallow down some snubs and slizhts: for she was an impover-
ished woman who was bound to live hike a moderately rich one, under pen-
alty of being forgotten; and wo all. know how little nercy is shown by the
world to those who deliberately place themselves in falso positions. Never-
theless, she did not suffer herself to be discouraged, and now she had reaped
the reward of her labors. She had securod a husband for hor daughter who
was not only the younger son of a duke, but was far better off than younger
Sons generally are, some member of his mother's family having loft him a
handsome property.

I felt a genuino satisfaction at her success- for one likes to seo pluck
recompensed, and, besides, I had known Mrs Wynne all my life. though I
can’t say that we had ever been exactly friends. ~ After that evening at the
ball, howevor, she was pleased to treat me quite like a friond—an intimate
friend, indeed. Wo never met anywhero that she did not drag mo off into
a corner to whisper some confidental pieco of information about Alice’s
approaching nuptialy, or to consult me as ‘o some point connected with
soitlements, although one would have supposed thatshe might have obtained
from her solicitor all tho advice that she needed upon such subjeets. And
then sho was always sending mo little unnecessary notes, till at last I grew
positively to loathe the sight of the bufi-colored envelopes which she used,and
Wilson my man, smiled demurely when he handed them to me. Now,ifthere
isone thing that 1 dislike moro than another, it is being laughed at by Wilson ;
and what was, perhaps, even more disagreeable was that the men at the club
began to chafl me, my old friend Conington in particular being exquisitely
facetious, inquiring whether the double event was to come off on the ramo day
and so forth. 1 was obliged to tell him at length that that kind of thing,
besides being utterly witless, was offensive to e 5 to which he replied that
no only 2id it out of kindness.

“ My good fellow, yon can’t take care of yourself," he said, “and if somne-
body didn’t cateh hold of your coat-tails you'd be swallowed up before you
knew where youwere. Our friend Mrs. Wynne is a good deal cleverer than
you are, I can tell you.”

“Very likely,” 1 returned ; “ I never said she wasn't.”

** Yes; aud sho’s a fascinating woman too, in her way."”

“I don't find her s0.” I said ; “ but I suppose yon do, for you aro always
talking 10 her. Perhaps you would like to marry her yowmself. 1f se. pray
don’t Iet me stand in your way.” )

Conirgton shook his head with a wise smile.

* I'm 100 old a bird,” he answered ;  and sho knows that well enough.
She won't waste time in trying to drop salt on my tail. She knows I recol-
lect hor ages and ages ago as an old thing with gray hair and false teeth
that wagglied at you when shotalked. She goes in for being a sore of Ninon
de I' Enclos now; but that won't do with ue, you know.”

As far as that went it wouldn't do with me cither; and, though I did
not remember to have seen Mre. Wynuo in the stage described, I s sure
that, whethor sho had desizns upor me or not, I should nover fall a victim
to her borrowed charms.  Still I did feol that it would be a comfort whoen
the wedding was over and ths excuse far all these interviews and notes ro-
moved. To add to my discomfort the ladics of my acquaintance began with

—,
—

ono consent to give me friendly wareings ; and thon, only a week before the
day appointed for the coremony, & very unnoying thing took place.

“ My dear goneral,” Mrs, Wynno said ono morning, squeezing my hang
affectionately(she hud taken to squoczing my hand by this timo), “ I wan,
you to do mo a great kindness. I want you to give dear Alico away.”

“ [—give your daughter away " I ejaculated, aghast. * Well, upon my
word, I don't think Iam quite tho right person—" .

‘“ Ah, don't refuse I” sho broko in. *I am sure you won't rofuss ! Yoy
kuow sho has literally no near rolations, poor child, and James Wynue,
who was to have represonted the family, is lnid up with chioken-pox and
can't come.  Unless you will holp moe out of the diflioulty I don't see why
there is to apply to, except the verger,”

“Couldn’t you put it off until James Wynne is boetter?"

* Oh, dear, no! Quite impossiblo | It might bo weeks and weeks. Soms
peoplo take an cternity to got over the measles, and—"

* You said it was chickon-pox just now,” Iinterrupted suspiciously.

“Oh, well, it doesn't matter what it is," she returned. * You couldn}
expect him to como into church all over spots and scatter infection among
a hundred and fifty people, could you " .

‘1 suppose not,” I sgreed. It really
and no doubt Conington and other resolute
blank ; but Inevor can bring nyself to bo rude to peoplo,sunless I am goa.
ded into absolute fury, so I ended by yiolding a reluctant consent.

I performed the duty required of mo when the festive day came, foeling
perfectly wrotched the whole time, and not daring to look at anybody ; and
it was only when the rite was over and wo were assombled round the break.
fast-table that I recognizad James Wynne among the company, looking g
well and hearty as I had ever scen him in my life. This was too much. ]
made my escape as soon as possiblo, only darting one glance of bitter re.
proach at that Sapphira of a.woman, and early the next day I left town ang
fled into Dorsetshire to stay with some cousins of mino who had asked me,
very opportunely, to pay them a visit.

I did think I should have been sato thero, with the London season only
Jjust over and overybody hastening to Goodwood, where I rather wanted t
have gone myself ; but no such thing ! I hadn't been two days in the housn
when Mrs. Wynne arrived, locking more juvenile and blooming than ever;
and I found ozt afterwards hiat she had actually asked herself down—my
poor rousing, who knew nothing of what had taken vlace in London, wel-}
coming her with the utmost cordiality. Ah, how differently would they
have behaved had they guessed the predatory intentions of their visitor with
regard to one whoso worldly goods may not improbably be divided amon;
them some day !

Mrs. Wynne could not, of courso, biush, her natursl skin being foreve
hidden from mortal eyes; and, morally speaking, I should say that she ha
the hido of a rhinocerous. $he did pot appear to be the least ashamed of
having compromised me in the cyes of all my friends by that unspeakably
shabby trick of hers, and I folt that no words of mine would be likely t
produco amy impression upon such brazen effrontery. I therefore main.
tained an attitude of cold reserve, only taking good caro not to boleft alon
with her for a single moment. But T need hardly say that she broke dow
my defence with the greatest easo as soon as she thought fit to do so. Ski
waylaid me on the staircase, ns I was making for the smoking-room, on tk
second evening of her arrival, and touching, mo gently on the ann, “ Yo
are angry with me,” said she, in a tone of soft remonstrance. ** What har
I doxe to offend youf” i

“Iam not offended, Mrs. Wynne,” I replied ; “ but, sinco you ask ms § .
I will c:nfess that ¥ am annoyed at your having thought it necessary to te]
me a—vwhat shall I say =—about James Wynne.”

“But I didn't tell you a what shall-you-say,” she rejoined, laughicg |
* He really had something tho anatter with him. It turned out to bo onlyy
cold in the head; still it might quite well have prevented him from coming§
and 1 was not at all sorry for the mistake, Idon't like James—wo hanf
never got ou together—and it was much pleasanter to me to seo an old friex!

like yourself standing Wero you did. I think you ought to be flattored,}
she added, with a killing smile.

*“ L am not flattored,” 1 roplied,
explicit. “I don't like to bo made
** Oh, how Tude you are I
the knuckles with her fan.
found your manness.” X
. l;\m(il she turned and ran up tho stairs with tho buoyant step of carelss
girlhood. 3
This was all very well ; and if, by dint of bad manners, I could hm
persuaded her to carry ou3 her threat of not speaking to me any moze, mwax}
nerless T should have remained. But sho didn't earry out her threat. Fr B
from it! On the contrary? she spoko to mo agreat dealf and tho thiny)
that she said wero so _startling that I hardly know which way to look whak
she uttered them, while my cousins, who had bogun by being amuscl at kif
ended by becoming indignant. Any ono, to hear her talk. would havoe sg
posed that I had almost lived in her houso in London— that littie Mayic:
houso which sho had rented for somo years past, and which she now s
nounced that she intended, by my advice, to quit. “ Cortainly, I shaif +
find it dreary work to go on living all by myself whero I havo been so hap 7
with my poor little gir),” sho said 5 “1daro say it is botter that I shecd
make a change. Whero 1 shall go or what I shall do I can't think; butcy
dear, kind old friend " (it was thus that sho was pleased to designato £33

N
reader'’s humble sorvant) “ has promised to find mo a home somo-wb:k =
beforo Jong.” 5
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L sugges‘ted.

was o very cool request to make,
persons would have refused point.
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gloomily ; for I thought it best to k
conspicuous, in that uncalled-for way’
sho exelaimed, laughing, and rapping moe: .
“I thall not speak to you again until you hanf
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Now it was truo that, while in London, she had told me that she c::ge,_
templated a chango of quarters, and had begged mo to lot her know #f 3

heard of anything that sounded suitable 5 but the impression convoyed '



