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STILL AND DEED.

ei r. m. r. skknr, author or “ third,' 
" ONK UFR ONLT,'' RTO.

CHAPTER LV.

Mary De L’lele carried out her plan of 
Bummoning nurse Parry to her aid, on be
half of Mrs. Brant, and two or three days 
later she and her husband drove to the 
railway station to meet their old friend who 
had telegraphed her consent to the request.

Many of the Italians who were saunter
ing about in expectation of the passing i x 
citement to be found in the arrival of the 
train, watched with admiring eyes the 
pleasant picture presented by the young 
couple, as they stood side by side on the 
platform waiting for its appearance. Bert
rand had quite recovered bis good looks, as 
well as hie strength and activity ; and al
though hie bronzed complexion still bore 
traces of the open air life he had led during 
the campaign, yet his handsome face had 
regained all its brightness of expression, 
and the somewhat massive proportions of 
hie stalwart frame contrasted well with the

Eoe and delicacy of the pretty figure by 
side. Mary did indeed look fair and 
lovely as the white rose, to which his 

father always likened her, and his blue eyes 
shone with joy and pride as he turned them 
onÇher each tune she spoke to him with her 
low soft voice.

“Oh, there she is 1 Look, Bertrand, does 
it not make you think of the old days at 
home to see her dear kind face again !’r saidace again

, as she caught sight of Mrs. Parry, 
fee indeed ; I can recognize the little 

twinkling eyes behind her spectacles even 
at this distance,” exclaimed Bertrand, and 
they hurried forward to meet her the 
tram drew up at the station, while she, with 
beaming countenance and incoherent ejacu
lations of delight, almost precipitated her
self from the carriage in her eagerness to 
join them. No sooner, however, was she 
fairly landed on the platform, by the aid 
ef Bertrand's strong arm, than the good 
woman fell into the wild state of perturba
tion and flurry which was her normal con
dition at a railway station, and it was not 
until the De L’lties had placed her com
fortably at rest in their own rooms at 
the hotel, that she was able to hold any 
rational conversation with them.

“ Well my dears !” she exclaimed, when 
she had made a good dinner, and was en
sconced in an easy chair in front of the sofa 
where they were seated, “it is an untold 
happiness to me to be with you again ; 
and you look so bright and bonny, my Mary, 
that it does my heart good to see you ; at 
the same time I must tell you that I never 
came to any work with a worse will in 
my life, and that for more reasons than 
one.”

“Oh, nurse, I am very sorry to hear that !" 
said Mary, “ and surprised too, for gener
ally you are so kina and ready to help 
any one who is ill."

“ Yes, my darling, when it is a Christian 
person, and not a piece of painted false
ness and selfishness ; I can tell you Mrs. 
Laura Brant is just the very last in the 
world I want to nurse or be good to. I 
have been hearing about her. I know that 
she is your worst enemy, my Mary, as well 
as poor Mr. Pemberton's.”

“Not now, dear nurse,” said gentle Mary ; 
“ she is much changed, and will be very 
different for the future from what she has 
ever been before, I am sure, and besides 
she is in sorrow and suffering, so we must 
forget everything but that she requires our 
help."

“Ah, that is just like you !" said nurse 
Parry, nodding her head, “ I don't pretend 
to have an angelic temper, and to be al
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ways forgiving and forgetting ; but some
how you never fail to make mo feel almost 
as sweet as yourself when there is need of 
kindness to bo shown to any one, and I 
daresay it will be the same this time ; but 
Mrs. Brant will bo very much mistaken 
if she thinks I have come to her willingly."

“What other reason had you for not 
wishing to undertake this task, nurse ? 
asked Bertrand ; “you said you had more 
than one."

“ Well, my dear boy, I did not like leav 
ing the Brunots, the children are still very 
sadly."

“ I did not know that any of them were 
ill," said Mary anxiously ; “I would not 
have asked you to come if I had thought 
they required nursing.'X

“ Nor do they ; it is not that they need, 
but country air and change ; they are very 
low and weak, one and all of them, but 
especially Valerie ; she has never got over 
the shock to her nerves which she received 
that sad day when she witnessed Mr. Pem
berton's death. 8he felkiuto such a melan
choly unnatural state for a child, after you 
went away, that I really would not have 
been able to leave her now at all if it had 
not been for Mr. Davenant."

“ Charlie Davonant ! has he been with 
yon ?" exclaimed Bertrand.

“Yes ; I have not had time to tell you 
about him yet," said nurse Parry, “though 
I am sure I have been talking as fast as I 
could," (which she certainly bad). “ He 
has been with us for a week, and I left him 
with the Brunots ; but there is quite a 
pretty story about his first visit to the 
house, which you will like to bear."

“ Let us have it by all means then," said 
Bertrand ;“ we shall feel as if we were the 
good children wo used to be when you told 
us tales long ago."

“Ah, Mr. Bertrand," said the old woman 
shaking her head, “Mary was always good, 
but you were as full of mischief as ever you 
could be." z

“And so I am still, nurse ; but never 
mind that, let us hear your story."

“ Well, my dears, it was about a week 
ago that he came. I heard some one shown 
by the servant into the outer room. I 
went in to see who it was, and there was a 
pleasant looking young Englishman, who 
told me his name was Charles Davenant. 
Then he said he was sure I must be nurse 
Pan-y, from the description he had oft»n
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and title, and 1 answered them all 
tlu-n w hen he was quite satisfied abontV111 
ho said to me, ‘And now Mrs JW 
you tell me whore I can find JohnîLj? 
ton ? I want to see him very much' v 
may fancy it gave mo quite a turn i 
him say that, without a notion ^

had of me from you. I remembered hav
ing heard you speak of him, Mary, so I 
asked him to sit down, and he did, but he 
was in a great hurry to ask some question, 
and he said, * Mrs. Parry, I have come all 
the way from England to obtain some news 
of Miss Trevelyan ; I have never been able 
to hear how she passed through the terrible 
time of the siege.’ ‘Ah,’ says I, ‘ there is 
no such person as Miss Trevelyan any 
longer,’ but I was sorry the moment I had 
said it, for he went as white as a sheet, and 
caoght me by the arm, citing out ‘ 0 surely, 
surely, it cannot ^e ! is it possible she has 
really gone quite away from this weary, 
wicked world !’ ‘No, no,’ save I, ‘she is safe 
enough with her husband ; but she is ma*» 
ried now; and she has become Madame de 
L’lsle.’ ‘Married 1’ says he, ‘and to her 
own true love ; for 1 suppose you mean it 
is Bertrand L’lele that has got her.’ Then 
he drew a long breath, and said, heartily, 
‘Well, I am right glad of it, for now I hope 
she’ll be happy, though she can bo my 
bright particular star no more.’ * No, in
deed,’ says I, ‘she is nobody’s star but Bert
rand’s, and I can tell you she is a countess 
now.’ ‘A countess, cries he, ‘she is fit to be 
queen, and better than a queen. There 
never was anybody like her, and there 
never will be !’ and with that he asked a 
great many questions about where you 
were going to live, and Bertrand’s property

I Mty turn, wimout a notion of the Ü.T 
po I auewvrod, hastily like, ‘You'll u* 
to wait till you got to heaven before , 

John Pemberton, Mr. DaraS 
poor voum? follow »»»« .

cau boo
and tho poor young follow gave a ma1 
•You don't moan to tell me ho is deZl w*‘ 
Parry ! after all his trial and
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Parry ! after all his trial ana sar*. a 
would be too sad!’ Bat I was obligedi" 
toll him it was unhanpily true, you 
and when lie heard the story of his dstih' 
he fairly broke down, and sobbed lflni, 
child, till it made my heart ache to beiî 
him. Ho was sitting at the table wittk 
head laid down upon his folded arms, 
ho was just opposite the door of the inner 
room, and presently he raised himselfto 
ask me some other question, and lifted hit 
eyes, and there in the doorway stood Htili I 
Valerie Brunei, in ablaze of light free the 1 
sunshine streaming down on her oat affc ■ 
window behind, with her drat shUnt 
white and glietening.and her bate alt geM* 
like a glory round her head,and the#iskx*. 
ing straight at him with her great ektira 
and Jher beautiful young face so soltnmasi | 
tender ; he stared at her for a minute lie 
a man in a dream, and then irhispsrsd to 
me, ‘What 1» it Mrs. Parry ? isitsnsagsl? 
but beiore I could answer Valerie bsps 
walking slowly towards him, and tbs era 
and stood in front of him as he drew lb 
chair back from the table, and mid, it be 
swret clear voice, ‘Did yon love Mai*. 
b<itvii,sir?' ‘Oh, I did indeed,’ bemtitli 
was my dearest friend.’ * Then I wifi Ion 
you,’ she said, and she put her fww little 
hands in hie, and he stooped dew at 
kissed them.

“ Then she eat down by his side, and aid, 
‘Now I will comfort yon—though' I is 
glad you cried for my dear Mr. Pealata; 
but none of us must cry for him any am 
now, for he is happy, happier than mji 
ns, safe at the feet of the dear Lord Jem,' 
and she bowed her pretty bead oe, As aii 
the eacred Name. Well, my dear* Mr. 
Davenant kept looking at her as if bsnel); 
did think she was an angel out of bam. 
and from that moment those two beam 
such friends as never was. He asked w 
if he ooold lodge in the house, and I got ks 
a room, and mere he has been ever *» 
He has done Valerie all the gold'MSN 
world, taking up her time and 
and making ner forget her sad 
They walk out together, and she helps “fl 
with his French, which is worse thart* 
and that is saying a good deal, and he* 
ever so fond of her ; he seemed *■!■* 
when I told him I left her quite 
for her father is ont all day selling Me Bum 
and her mother is but a poof creature » 
the best of timee.” '

“ I have no doubt he will be kiiritolWi 
said Bertrand, “since yon have of"**? 
me, Mary, what a good follow hahH** 
is seldom a young man will take «os*»* 
trouble about a child under any sW**1 
stances."

“ I am not surprised at it when 
is Valerie Brunot ; there is a pseuMi^ 
in her character which has its w»* 
every one who knows her," said ie*y' 
“but I am so glad dear nurse that ' 
Davenant came to take care of hup* 
time to set you free. You most rew j 
quietly to-night, and then to-mssw* 
hope you wul come with do®
Brant."
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