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DOROTHY AND MATHILDE ;
OR,

THE UNCLE'S WILL.

—

(From the N. ¥, Metropolilan Record.)

CHAPTER II.

To most young woman, Mathilde’s position at
Deepdean would have been a mest trying one.—
An unwelcome guest—an inferior in every sense
of the word—forced upon unknown relatives,
and robbing them of an inheritance, unlessindeer]
the inclinations of Gervase and Dorothy inclined
them to matrimony, which on one side at least
seemed unhkely. But it was difficult for any of
the inmates at Deepdeac to say n what her in-
fluence consisted—in what way her presence-
seemed to shed over them a peculiar peace and
sunshine—not of this world certainly, for Ma-
{hilde was unworldly m the strictest sense of the
term. The deatbly pallor of her counienance
startled and pained Dorothy, until Matkilde as-
sured her it was a habitual pallor, unaccompanied
by pain or prostration of strengih. Her features
were small and pleasing, but 1t was the air of
perfect repose and placidity which rendered it so
refreshing to survey them. DPerhaps the large
dark eyes which illumined these features with a
soft and moonhight kind of radiance, added to
the beholder’s pleasure. The repose was heaven-
ly—>so serious, so gracious — it was imnossible not
to believe that this gentle woman communed
often and much with a higher world, How such
a depth of seriousness, such a sad grawity, did
pot partake in the least of moadiness, or chill
those with whem Mathilde was thrown into con-
tact, can only be accounted for by her total for-
getfuloess of self —by her uaremitting, winnmg
kinduess, to all within her sphere—by her unde-
viating truthfulness, grace, and love. That some
over ruling seeret principle swayed and governed
her every thought, word, and action, was oh.
viovs. One might have supposed ber manner to
be the expression of suffering. either past or pre
sent. or that some extraordinary revelation of
faturity had been vouchsafed to this meek daugh-
ter of earth; but conjectures were as vain as
they were dim and vague. The most matter-of-
fact minds, bowever, succumhed before her to
some uveowned and mystic inlluence ; and people
of the world with unwillingness admitted that, in
Mathilde’s presence, their all abso b ng pursurrs
seemed to dwindle into nothingness. She al-
ways managed to lead them away from the gro-
velliog earth ; and they intmitively felt that, al-
thovgh she was in the world, performing all prac.
tical duties, she’ was not of it. Dorothy was
puzzled 1o account for her own sensations when
Maihilde, with sinple, affectionate earnestness,
took her hand and said: ¢ Do not’ regard me as
an ill-omesed bird, Cousin  Dorothy, but rather
as the swallow, bringieg summer-weather on the
wing, that will soon take flight again for summer
lands.” Dorothy vainle tried to utter common—
places, but the words died away 10 the effort, for
Mathilde’s ejes were fastened on her face.—
Mathilde silently awaited her speech ; and angry
with herself, angry with her wan aad placid cou-
8in, poor Dorotky burst into a paroxysm of tears.
Mathilde allowed ber to weep unrestrainedly for
a while, then passing her arm tenderly round her
drooping form, she said in a low sweet voice :—
€] know a!l you must feel towards me, but for
your good father’s sake, cheer up; it is your
duty to render his home as happy as circum—
stances permit, Beiieve me, Cousin Dorothy, T
feel for you.’

P'hese words were heartfelt and heart-spoken ;
and they went straight to poor weepiog Dolly’s
little throbhing beart : she began to think h w
impossible it would be to absolutely hate Ma
thilde. As to the great love of which Dr. Em
she bad written, that was quite another matter ;
but that some very éxtraordinary fascination
lurked around this new found relative was cer-
tain. Mathilde was at ease, tranquil and grace
ful, while constraint, which she could not chake
off, chained Dorothy to silence and reserve.—
Gervase, on the other hand, presenied such a
striking centrast to his sister, that Darothy
almost forgot bis claim, and soon began to laugh
and telk with bim unrestraivedly, Fle was like
a great overgrown school boy, very awkward,
but with a fine handsome face, ruddy cheeks,

: white teeth, and smiling blue eyes. Gervase
seemed quite afraid of Dorothy at first, very
much, as if he dreaded a whipping ; but by de-
grees, they became the best friends in the world,
for morose, indeed, must that creature have been
who could bave rrsisted the gnod nalure and 1n-
fectious gaie'y of the hobtledehoy. To his
sister, Gervase looked up as to a superior beiog,
and it was quite jouching and beautiiul to behold

- -bis brotherly affection, whilst she, on ber part,

| regarded bim with unceasing tolicitude and ear-
bestness ; gently, oh, so very gently, curbing his
hilarious spirits, and keeping him in chains of

. Toses within the bounds of conventional propriety.

' As to Gervase, be did not look more than seven-

teen; and Dorothy, althoush two years his
Junior, felt so much semority, and su murh expe-
rience and self-possession, that she scon begsn to
regard him as a mere boy, quie forgetting that
he was nearly twenty—one, and, accordiag to her
uncle’s will, her future husband,

Tt was not long before Gervase confided to
Dorothy, whom he had learned to desiznate as
his ¢ farr coz,? the first wish of lis heart—which
was to enter the army, and to sceservice., This
wish had strengthened with his growth, but Dr,
LEwslie had not ercouraged or fostered ity and
Mr. Hardinge had lived in uacertainty regarding
his childeen’s ultimate prospects, always provras-
tinating till to-morrow what ought to have been
doue ro-day. Darothy hstened 1o the martial
visions of her good-lumored cousin, and her
sympathies were all enlisted n lus favor; and
the sympathy and smiles together proved o
genial and charming to the raw yovth, that his
iscreasing show of fondness far Cousin Doll at
length quite perplexed the latter, nor was her
perplexity lessened when one day Gervase blup-
dered out something about what he would do
when they were ¢ spliced.’

¢ What do you mean, Gervase, by being
spliced " innocently demanded the simple Dolly.

¢Oh! what a goose you are, Cousin Doall)
replied Gervase laughing: ¢ don’t you know what
spliced means?  Why, it means married, to be
sure, Youand I am to be married whenever
[ am of age, you know ; and wher P’m sff sol
dierng, T shall icave Matty to tuke care of you.

Poor Dorothy was not confused by this pro-
cess of wooing, but she was startled and dis.
maved ; with difficulty she articu'ated: ¢ But
Gervase, you have never asked me yet f [ wish
to marry you ; suppese | do not, what then ¥’

Gervase looked at her i black surprise. eja-
culating : ¢ Why, coustn Dorothy, I thought
was a settled thiog before we came here. 1
thought you’d be a fine lady—anfied and all
that, and 1 was terribly afraid of you at first. 3
am always afratd of fine misses, DBut when 1
found you such a nice, smiling, good-natured
little creature’—here he sidled towards Darvthy.
and endeavored to pass his arm round her waist,
but Dorothy in her turn edzed ofi—¢ why, then,
1 was all right aod comfortable, and wade my
mind easy, aud determined to say nothing to any
one untl the lime arrived when we could be
married all quietly and picely ; and now you are
for a put-off, Cousin Doll, [ declare it is very
unkind of you; that it is.

Dorothy could scarcely refrain from lavghing
st this pathetic appeal, but stiiving to look cerious
she mereiy rejoined : ¢ This 15 a grave subject,
Gervase, aud izvolves other interests than curs.
We will get pursue 1t at present,’

s Very well, very well, Dorothy, dear, just as
you like, that s what Matlilde said when 1 al-
luded to our marriage the other day. Do you
inow, —ousin Doll, that, between ourselves, if I
didn’t know for a cer:anty that Matty loves me,
and isn’t selfish, I should really begia to believe
she wasn’t altogether so much 10 favor of our
coming together as she ought to be; not that
she ever said so, 1n a direct way, but that io her
manoer there is a something or another which |
caonot make out, but which seems to express a
wish tbat you and I, Dorothy dear, should nol
have much to say to ome another. I cannot
muke it out, because Matailde, ’m certain, dors
not care for the fortune; and you know that f
we don’t marry, and that soon, 1t all goes to her
—Hardinge Hall and 2ll!  I’ve heard that Har-
dinge Hall 1s a fine old place; what rare doings
we would bave there. Iey, Cousin Doarothy,
hey.’

¢ When you return from the wars victorious !
bey, Cousin Gervase !> cried Dorothy, laughing
and ruoniag away.

Now, aithough Dorothy laughed and mimicked
Gervase, yet she felt the truth of what be said,
for she. too, had become 1mpressed with the in-
definable conviction, that Mathilde way averse lo
her union with Gervase. Tliere was a splice of
obstinacy or Tony Lumpkin self-willedness about
the lad, which required much humoring and man-
agement ; and 1f he had tound out that his sister
wished to lead or sway bim oo such a grave
question, he would have been resolute to have tis
own way, if only for the purpose of showing that
he was ¢every inch a man.) Therefore Ma-
thilde was very cautious, very gen'le, in all her
proceedings with her brotber; and yet he was
so upconsciously accustomned to watch her looks,
to read thew meanmg, and to depend on her ad
vice, that he had intuitively gained the knowledge
disclosed n his canversation with Dorothy—the
knowledge that Mathlde disapproved of the
condition which kept the fortune from herself.
Dorothy felt that Mathilde read ber secret
heart. Frank Capel had paid one of the formal
visits, which were not probibitel,in company
with Sir John, when Mr. Cheyne, with court-
eous and gratified demeacor, received both lather
and son. 'The visit was a lengthened one;
luncheon was eaten, the garden viewed and com-

mended j and Frank, the moment he bebeld Ger-
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vase, i0st all his previous hauteur, and entered
into a friendly alliance with the delighted youth,
who declared Travk Capel to be the best fellow
1n the world.

But Mathilde was present also. She after-
wards spoke of Frank to Dorothy—and 1t was
sullicient : from that time henceforth, she silently
watched and waited; she had a priuful and
harassing part to act, and on Doroathy’s faithful-
ness and constancy only to rely. If Dorothy
was tru2 to [rank, then the fortune would be
hers.  Who migirt read the secrets of Matlulde’s
heart, or pecetrate the dark mysterious shadows
which shirowded them? When Dorothy, with
woman’s five tact, found that Mathilde endea.
vored furtively to impress her mind with a sense
of the misery she would entall on berself by
marrying Gervase, whom she could not love or
respect with the Jove and respect a wilu onght 10
feel for her husband, then were Dorothy’s sus—
picioss aroused, and she began to doubt Matlilde
almost to despise her—saying to herself: ¢ Can
it be, with so heavenly an exterior, that the in-
terior is dfiled with mammoun—worship 7

Sir John Capel gave a general wvitation to
Gervase to visit at Capel House—a licence
which the youth was not slow to avad huncelf of,
as he had no conpantcns of bis own sex: and in
Frank Capel and his younz brothers, George and
Adophus, he fousd congeniality in many respects,
particwarly in the latter— FFrank cery cavalierly
terning him over to thein whenever tie martial
youth bored himm too snuch. Smilingly he en—
couraged Gervase ‘o talk of Cousin Daorothy.—
Frank bad no fears now; and from having
being prepared to hate s niwal, the sudden re-
vulsion of feeling caused by lus appearsnce and
manner almost ripened into a sentimént of &ffec-
ticn. Gervase confided to Frank that be wasnt
qute sure of Dorothy ; she was a kind hittle soul,
but still he wasn’t quite sure whether she meant
to take him. Frank smiled, but beld his peace.
Mr. Cheyne had not thought it necessary to en-
lighten either Gervase or Mathilde oo the matter
of Frunk’s attachment to his daughter. Gervase
would have groped lis way blindly on till dooms
day ; Mathilde read the secret at a glance.

In the meanwmle, who would bhave imagzined
that the quite greenwond bower in Deepdean
Valley contaned within its bosom fuch conflict.
ing interests and opmions—such elements of pam
and pleasure, of romance and reality 7 Stll did
Mr. Cheyne pace undisturbedly the sequestered
nooks of the pleasant garden; still did he pore
over the pages of Evelyn, and lament the dege
racy of modern taste ; but the squire was more
aged, more bent than of yore; the lines io s
fine old face were deeperitg, and his sighs were
fiequent and audinle, as e gazed round his be-
loved ancestral doman.  He had received many
letters of late—many which amaz-d and per-
plexed him sorelv, despite all his efforts to treat
them lightly; aod when Dorothy pressed to
kuow the conteats, to divide bis anxiety or to
sympathize in his sorrows, he maintamed a silence
that alarined and surprised her, accustomed as
she was 10 be the sharer m al! her dear father’
Joys and griefs, But too traly poor Dolly guessed
what these buainess like letters portended, with
such large blue envelopes and such large red
seals. Her father, too, always tied them tozether
with pink tape, and deposited them n a safe
corner of his old escritoire, 35 1f glad to put them
out of his sight. Alas! poor gentleman, he
could not so easily put them out of his mind —
And by stealth Dorothy gamed the information,
that unless she became the wife ol her cousm
(Gervase, and consequently the sharer of Mr.
Llardnge’s property, it was more than probable
that Mr. Cheyne’s creditors would rebel, and
the accunulated debts of the family fall on his
herd with ruinous force. Dorothy could nat
comprehend the business terms of the lawyer’s
epistles, but she comprehended eoough fo know
that, even if ber father weathered the storm
during his lifetime, she must be left destitute and
hiomeless. But for him only did she feel anxtety ;
once assurad of her beloved father’s wellbeng
during bis term of life, she felt no care on her
own account. He never alluded to her union
with ber cousin Gervase, but endeavored to kerp
from her knowledge the burden of sorrow that
chased sleep from his heavy eyes. This genero-
sity went to Docothy’s tender heart, and often
she wept alone, and besought the All-Merciful
to gwide her in the best way.

Matilde kept much in ber own chamber, and
scldem came forth untl evening, when, 1t being
sunmer time, she sought the garden, and rarely
quitted it until twilight deepened and the moon
and stars shone forth. DMathilde bhad never -
truded cn Dorothy’s withheld confidence by at-
tempts at iotimate commumion, such as female
friends sometimes like to, indulge in; but yet
Dorothy was sensible of an unseen power, wielded
by no common band, which influenced Gervase,
and kept all his demonstrations towards herselt
in abeyance. Dorothy began to bate her wan,
silent cousin—to feel an awe ot ber, which she
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could not accouat lor ; and more than once she

Gervase oft haed.  But then, again her womanly
aod better feelings predomioated ; and she re.
volted frem the indehcacy, as well as the deadly
sin, of swearing obedience and love at the altar
to one, when ber heart, if not her plighted rroth,
was another’s.

Thus things continued, when Gervace attained
his twenty-first year, "There were no rejricngs,
| Bo feastings, to celebrale the day, but congra-
{ tulatary wards and kind smies from the several
| members of the domestic ewrcle, who all seemed
tacitly to umte in pass'ng it over with as htile
remark as possible,  Dorothy often wondered to
hersell in the following aliotted six months would
be allowed to pass over in this dreamy and mys-
terious way ; and if Mathilde, in the szme sort
of fa<hior, would quetly ghde into the golden
heaps awmting her at the end. ¢ What other
reason can +he have for not wishicg (zervese to
marry me, than that she covets the thouspods
hersel{ 7 said Dorothy musingly 3 but she muced
in the garden, where the trun bolly hedges of-
fered no response, and the question remawed
unanswered even by echo.  Yet 1t was almost
impossibie to believe that sordid avarice swayed
the grave recluse, whose striking loveliness of
1-erson, lofty expression, and wmmng gentleness
of demeenar, corveved a far different unpression.
The avowed predisnosinan of Gervase for mihi-
t.ry pursmits pained ground in a wonderful ratio
since bis appearance at Capel House, George
and Adolphus Capel were destined for the same
¢ alarions routine,’ as Crervase designated st 5 and
Frank Capel told lum, that lus fignre and face
coul] only be shown to advantage 1 gold- facings
and a plued cap.  Gervase was, in short, ¢ sol-
diering mad,’ the reasants declired ; and he had
taken pnssession of an old broadewnrd of Mr,
Cheyne’s, with which he harked and hewed at
the qmekset hiedges in by places,as he said, for
the sake ol practice, Those who forgot the
attraction of a red coat, would have taken bin
to be a most blood-thirsty youth, from his always
avowing how much he ¢longed to hgzht in gond
earnest ;> an avowal winch lbis broad, good-
natured face completely belied.  Dorothy began
ta think that soldiermg had driven splicing out
of her cousin’s sunple head; and, despite her
angiety and wretchedness on her father’s account,
she cou'd scarcely refrain smilinz at the some-
what ludicrous position in wiieh she stood.  For
1wt seemed probable that, if she contemplated ce-
curing the fortune and Gervase together, she
must turn wooer, and remind the tardy youth of
time being on the wing. IIowerer, it was un
just to Gervase to suppose that he bhad not his
own boyich code of honor; he bad no objection
fo becoming the fair Dorothy's husband within
the given time, provided he might be permitted
to follow the hent of his ewn inclinations after-
wards, and not be bored beforehand.  Yet he
Iingered, unwilling to speak—hall ashamed, balf
not carmng ‘o hear Dolly say, ¢ No:> ¢ for a for-
tune was a fortune,” urged Gervase wisely 5 ¢ and
better kept 1n one’s own hands than supposed to
ghde into another’s, even though that other was
Marhilde.?

Mr. Cheyne, patient and inert as h2 most as-
suredly was, was yet a gentleman—a gentleman
of high and sensitive principles—and moreover,
a doting father: and when be considered the
time fully ripe for speech, speak plainly he did,
coming speedily to the paint, 3nd to a clesr un-
Uerstanding 7vith the young folks, ¢ My child)
he =aid, addressing Darothy, ¢ the time has now
arrived when it is necessary for you to come toa
decision resneeting the condition preserihed m
your late Tlncle Harding’s will relative toa
marriage with your cousin Gerrase. Isit your
intention to comply with that condition 7 1 bave
had speech with your cousin, and he 18 eager fo
fulfit it forthwith, I must convey your final
answer to him.’

O father! what am I to do?’ murmnred
Dorothy, weeping. ¢ What are your wishes,
dear father? By them I will abide, 1f—if 1
can’

Here a fresh burst of weeping checked further
words, and Mr. Cheyne, looking commiseratingly
on the bowed hly, impressively said : ¢ My
wishes, my beloved child, are solely for your
happiness, temporal and eternal. If you ean
love your coussn Gervase—if there 18 no reser
valion in your mind respecting him—then, as-
suredly, it seems to my short-sightedness best
for your temporal welfare to espouse him. DBut
perish the future rather than you should be for-
eworn, Dorothy Cheyne! Your sainted mother
would gaze down from heaven reprovingly upon
e, were [ to urge you to commit this great sin
against God. To him I commend my fatherless
girl, when it pleases Him to summon me home.’
Mr. Cheyne bad spoken with unwonted energy
and decision, but his voice faltered, and the tears
stood 1n his eyes, when he added in a lower
voice: ¢ And now, Dorothy, my dear child,
His pame 1 entreat, nay, 1 command jyou,to
give me a candid answer.’

Throwing herself into her father’s arms, the

almost determined to spite Matin'de hy weddiny

trembling girl whispered : ¢ I will stay with you,
fatker, Tell Mathille the tortupe is hers

A balf-sigh, stifled by streng resolution, broke
fran NMr. Chleyne ; the hope of years was an-
nibilated, Ile spcke not, but silently embracing
his agitated daughter, endeavored to assume a
composure he was far from feeling; and never
had Mr, Cheyne felt his powers of endurance
and forbearance more sorely taxed, than when
called upon to perferm the duties of a courteous
aud kind bost to the grave Matln!de, whose
fovely conntenance lit up with an expression of
dehght when informed of "Durotiy’s decision,——
This wnusual anuwation neitted and annoyed the
old squre te a great degree, and unconsciously
he e¢jrculated—for bhe had acquired a habit of
spealiang much to himself: ¢ My poor beggared
gul! it is bitrer to see a stranger step into the
golden slippers you expected to wear I’

A gentle tap on the shoulder caused lum to
start, and Jooking reund he beheld Matlilde’s
pale face close to his shoulder, her dark eyes b=
tently regarding hun, while softly the words fel?
from her lips, as she placed a band inpressively
on lus arm : * It is true that I rejoice at Dorotly
Chevue’snoble resolve ; but judge me not barshiy
for this.  We are’told not to Judge, lest we be
judged?  With unpreswive sweetness she spolce,
and Mr, Cheyne was fairly puzzled. Tle had
alwoys regorded Mathilde with emotions of
curtosity and interest, but she so completely
baflled conjecture, that in this wstauce, as n
many others, the waorthy old man contented lim-
self with merely gallantly bowiog, and apologis-
ing for lus bad hahit of tihnkwe aloud. Yet
the wan face and the dark speaking eyes haunted
tim when alone, and be vamly wished that he
could comprehend Matlulde’s characler and mo-
tives of action.

As to Gervase, he londly and clamorously ex-
pressed his chagrin and disappointment when bis
cou=m's final rejection was communicated to him
by Mr. Chieyne ; yet he stood in the somewbat
ludicrous predicament of not wishing to exiibit
his disappointinent before Mathilde, declaring to
Mr. Cheyne, with Dboyish ecarestness, that he
had not a farthing of Ins own n the world to
purchase a commmssion with, so now he must
look to Matty, aud trust to her liberality.

CIIAPTER 1ll,

There was an emident and palpable accession
of aflectionate regard i Mathilde’s demeanor
towards poor Dorothy after these events, —
Mathilde souaht Dorothy’s society, but she was
receised with coldness—{or human nature was
not proof against this corroborat ou of the sus-
picion of mercenary motives. Dorothy would
not harter her own faith: but this was no reason
why she should not feel a jealous pang at
Matmide’s carrying off the thousands she bad
Tost.  Matlnlde’s assiduous kindness she attri-
buted to self comp'acency and triumph ; Ma-
thilde’s gentle meekress and endurance of sus-
picion, to a consciousness of selfishness and
duplicity.  But Matinlde was persevering, and
not to be casily cast asule ; and Dorothy, witha
ping of self-reproach, marked the patient sweet=
nessso ill requited, and a rare and silent teer,
the only reproof Mathilde gave way to. Do-
rothy’s opinion began to waver, for she had a -
tender beart ; her reserve by degrees relaxed ;
and when Mathilde spoke of herself,of her past
history, Dorothy no longer turned a deaf ear.—
Imperceptibly thisinterest in Matlulde deepened,
as general discussions were abandoned, and more
of the heart lustory laid open. Many such con-
versations recurred, and Dorothy with conflict-
tng emotions listened to the recital of her sor-
Yows. .

* I owe you some recompense, cousin,’ the lat-
ter proceeded mournfully, “for the disappointment
you have endured ; and as I wish you to cherish
my memory with some degree of pity and af-
fection wien we separate, a narrative of my
sunple hiswry may perhaps sufficiently account
for my regarding anarriage of convenience with
d:zmay. and explain my wish to prevent vour
union with my dear and only brother, when your
heart is in the keeping of another. We become
strangely, luminously clear—sighted, Dorothy
Cheyne, when our lamp is it by experiecce and
observatian ! Your decision on the side of truth
and constancy won my love and respect, Even
if you had acted differently it was my intention
to have interfered, 1n order to save you both ;
although, in that case, this coufidence on my
part would pever have been obtruded on your
ear. The fortuae is mine, and I have wept with
joy and gratitude to kaow that it isso. You
marvel at my words! Yes, [ have wept wmith
joy and gratitude to znow 1t 18 mwe! I repeat
ir! To know that my only brother is saved the
life~long wretcbedness ot receiving false vows,
end polluting the holy -altar with the presence of
a perjured bride! I was once a gay and °
thoughtless girl—far gayer, far more thovgbtless
than you, fair Durotly ; for there 'is an air of
quaint and old—fashioned sweet demureness about
you, such as there is over the dear old garden
itself. I bave told you that a fond mother’s cas




