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THE FAVORITE.

Arrin 11, 1874,

had a quarrel about something, and after that
they ceased to visit each other.”

«It must have been a serious quarrel to cause
such a complete separation. Are you sure that
Colonel Mordaunt was not the one in the wrong,
mother ? Would my father have liked us to be-
oome intimate with him agaln?”

Irene has a great reverence for the memory of
her father; she 1s always questioning what he
would or woald not have wished them to do,
sometimes to the ruffling of her mother's placid
temper,

¢ Dear me, Irene! T should think you might
trast me to judge of such mattera! Do you
think I would have introduced bim to you other-
wise? The disagreement had nothing todo with
Colonel Mordaunt’s conduct. He bebaved ex-
tremely well througheut the whole affair. Only
your father did not chuose that the lntimacy
should be renewed.”

« And yet he was his nearest relative,” .

«“ Quite the nearest, You know what a small
family ours is—ridiculously small, in fact
Your great grandfather was a Baddenall, and his
two daughters, co- het: esses, becamere spectively
Mrs. Mordaunt and Mrs. 8', John; and each
left an only son—yeur father and this cousin.
You see how absurdly it makes the family
dwindie! There are fermales, of course, but they
doi’t count—your owu married aunts, you
kanow; but Colonel Mordaunt's sister is sti'l
single. So you see, if you are to have any fa-
mily atall on your father’s side, it would be
quite wrong not to make friends with this man,
now that we have so happily fallen in with him
agaln. And, indeed, the qiiarrel was about noth.
ing that need coucern you, Irene; nothing at
all.”

«“ I will take your word for it, mother. Colonel
Mordaunt does not look like a man who would
do & mean or dish.onourable thtag. And at all
eventr, it is not necessary to quarrel for ever.”

« It would be very wrong and senseless to do
0. You will inl him a most interes:ing com-
panion ; full of life and conversation, and with
that charming deference in his manner towards
women which one 80 seldom muets with in
young men now adays. They have not improved
rince the time when I was young,”

« 1 suppose not,” says her daughter, with

Yot she is pleased by the man's attention,
though she hardly knows why. It soothes the
pride whioh has been so0 sorely wounded: it
makes her better salisflied, not with the wurld,
but with herself. Colonel Mordaunt is not a
brilllant coanversationalist-nor a deep thinker:
he i8 quite content to follow her lead, and to
echo her sentimeunts; but though he gives her
no new ideas, he does not disturb the old ones,
and she is not in & mood to receive new impres-
sions, He 1s thoughtful, and generous, and anxi-
ous to please. He attends her, in fact, as a
servant attends his mistress, a subject his
queen: and all women, however broken-hearted
they may be, dearly love to keep a retinue of
slaves. Irene likes it: she is a woman borm to
govern, who takes submission to her as aright.
It never strikes her that slaves may dare to
adore,

Mrs. 8t. John receives Colonel Mordaunt’s
attentions to her daughter and herself with very
differsnt feulings. .8he is more than gratified
by them--she is flattered. And if she can se-
cure his undivided attention for an hour or two,
she makes the most of it by thanks and confl-
dences. One day Irene is lying down upon her
bed with a headache, as she says—with a heart-

-ashe, as she might more correctly have ex-

pressed it-—and Mra. St. John has the Co-
lonel to herself. It is a warm afternoon, and
the heat and the agitation of the interview
have brought a roseate hue into the old lady’s
face which makes her look quite handsome.

« Colonel Mordaunt—Philip—It I may still
call you so—I have a great anxiety npon my
mind.” .

« A great anxiety, my dear Mra 8t. John!
if it is anything in which I can assist you-—"

# 1 was sure you would say so! Yes; I
think you can help me, or, at all events, it will
be a comfort to consult you on the matter.
I have so few friends in whom I can coonfide.”

« Lot me know what distresses you at once.”

« It 18 about money. Oh ! what ahateful sub-
Ject it is. I belleve money, either the want of
it or the exocess of it, to be at the bottom of al-
most every trouble in this world ; and, though
poor dear Tom left me very comfortably off yet

AL}

sigh; and then she langhs, guite un 1ly,
except to hide that sigh. I really like'Colonel
Mordaunt, mother, and should be sorry not to be
able to take advantage of his overtures of friend-
sbip. I think he is one of the handsomest
old men I ever saw. and his manners are quite
courtier-like.”

«You should have seen him when he was
young ! ” replies her mothber, with an echo of the
sigh that Irene was Keen enough to check,

Colovel Mordaunt fully bears out the promise
of his introduction. He is with them every day
—almost every hour; he 18 at the beck and
call of Irene ~t. John from morning antil night.
If she desires to attend the Marché aux
Fleurs at five o’clock A.M., to 'ay in flowers and
fruit for the day’s consumption, Colonel Mor-
daunt, faultessly attired for the ooccasioon, is
waiting to attend her footsteps, even though it
has cost him half hia night’s rest in order to be
up aud dressed in time.
Does she express a wish to visit the Quin-
conce, and push her way amongsta mob of
.Bruxellols at eight o’clock at nigh*, or to attend
opera or f.te, stillis the faithful gentleman ready
to accompany his young cousin wherever she
may choose to go, only anxious to be made use
of in many way, 80 long as the way accords with
her own desires. And he is really no less desir-
able than pertinacious a chaperoo, this Oolonet
Mordaunt ; so bighly respectable, as Irene laugh-
ingly declares : so thorough a gentleman, as sighs
her mother, who has to be content to hear of
his gallantry and not so share in it,
Set almost free by the companionship of Co-
lonel Mordaunt, Irene 8:. John rushes about at
this period far more than she desires. She is
feverishly anxious to conceal from her mother
. the resl paln that is gnawing at her heart, and
poisouing every enjoyment in which she at-
tempts to take a share: and she is madly bent
on destroying for herseif a remembrance that
threatens to quench all that is worth ocalling
life in her. 8o she makes plans, and tColonel
Mordaunt backs th: m, until the two are cons-
tant companions. In a few days he seems to
have no alm or desire except to please her;
while she goes blindly on, expressing genulne
surprise at each fresh token of his generosity
One day she buys a huge bouqnet, whioh he
has 10 carry home, and tells him that she doats
on flowers,
The next, a basket of the rarest
that Brussels can produoes lles on her
her cousin’s kind regards
“ What exquisiie flowers | ” ex¢laims Mrs. 8¢,
John. ¢ What he muat bave paid for them !”
remarks her daughter, quite indifferent as to the
motive of the offering.

But the next day the offering is repeated.

« More flowers!’ nays Irene : “whatam I to
do with them ? There are no more vases, and
the last are too fresh to throw away.”

mens

On the third day, a bouquet more beaatiful

than either of the others lies before her.

# Oh ! this is teo bad ! ”” she exclaimas, vexedly
«This is sbeer waste ! I shall speak to Colonel
Mordaunt.”

What does the speaking result in? An ad-
juration that no blossoms can be too fresh for
one who is fresher herself that any blossom
that ever grew in house or in fleid, etc., otlo, ete.

« Stupld old fool 1" is Irene’s grateful, though
unexpressed rejoinder. ¢« The idea of taking
everything I say as gospel ! I declare I will never
tell him I like anything again.”

#pectom
table, with

« Youare in want of it? My dear_friend, every
penny I have s at your disposat ! ”

« How like you to say so! No; that would
not help me. The fact 18 I have been spending
more than my income since my husband’s death
—intrenching largely on my principal—much
more largely than I had acy idea of till I recetv-
ed my banker’s book a few weeks back.”

« But I thought my ocousin left you so well
off.,”

«“ Not nearly 80 well as the world imagines.
He had indulged in several private speculations
of late, and the loss of them preyed on his mind
—saomsetimes I think it hasitened hig death; I
kaow that at the last he was greatly troubled
to think he could not leave us in better ecircum-
stanoes.”

« But, my dear Mrs, 8t. John, excuse my say-
ing so—oonsidering it was the oase, how coald
you be so foolish as to touch your principal,
the only thing you and your daughter had to
dependon?”

“Ah! it was foolish, wasn’'t it? but don't
reproach me: you can’t think how bitteriy I
am repenting of it now.”

She lies back in her cualr quite osercome by
the idea, whtist Colonel .MorJaunt sits by her
side, silent ani avsorbed, .

Sud jenly Mrs. 8t John staris up and clutches
his hand. P o

“Philip! Phillp! I am dylog; and r)
wlllbelortmb,ptpomﬂap:”?uf o eirl

“Good God 1 fi eaaunct be as bad as that ! Yeu be
mistaken, Mre. 8{. John ! You are weak and ili,
and matters look warss 40 yon than they really
are. Pdt tne ont-of your affeirs into
mylha:nu, and I will see that they are set right
again.” )

« It is beyond your power. You cannot think
how mad [ have been.. When Tom died, and 1
foand it would be impossible.for us to live in
the style to which we had been accustomed, I
thought it would be better togive Irene a season
or two in town—to let her be seen, in fact. Sbhe
is sc pretty she ought to have made a good
marriage; and I pever thought the  money
could run away 8o fast until I found it was
nearly all gone.”

“But who are your trustees? What have
they been about to permait you to draw upon
your principal tu this manner?”

_ % There are no trustees. 1 am sole legates and
‘executrix. - The money was left sbaclutely to
‘me, 1 wish now it had not been 20.”

“And-—and Irene,” says Oolonel Mordaunt,
preseatly, «She ja not then in a position to
make the good mateh you speak of ?”

“Ah! there’s my worst troubls, Pbilip! I
was 80 sure she was golag to be married—such
an exoellent convection, too. 1 looked upon the
matter as settied, and then it came to nothing.”

Colonel Mordaunt’s brow lowers, and he com-
menoes to play with the ornaments on the

* Aud who may the gentieman have been ?”
“Well, I musin’y tell you, for my child’s sake,
for he behaved- in the most dishonorable
‘her the most ":u
when I feli bound to as
-by It all, tarned roand ‘and sald be had never
constdered her ha anything more shan & friend.”
“The sooundrel1” gries Colonsl - Mordauas,

jumping up from his chatr and paciag the room,
‘‘the unmitigated seonndrell. Mrs. 8t John, leg

mauner to her, Philip; dangled after her alf |

ask him what be intended |-

me have his name and bring him to book, as
he deserves.”

“ Ah! not for worids. Irene would never for-
glve me ! You cannot think how angry she was
even at my asking him the question.”

s And I suppose she—she—felt the business
very much?”

«] cannot tell you. 8he assured me at the
time that she was utterly indifferent to him;
but I have had my suspicions since. Any way,
it has broken my heart! To hear my child
refuse 1 in marriage by a mian who had caused
her name to be so openly connected with his
own that it was quite unlikely any one else
would come forward, and when I had been
risking her dependence in order to further her
prospects in life. I shall never recover it, Phillp;
that blow has been the death of me.”

« Why should you say so? You are not really
i1

«] am sinking fast, my dear friend; I am
growing weaker every day; and very soon I
shall be gone, and my Irene will have to suffer
for my imprudence, Oh, Philip! for the sake of
old times, promise me you wilt befriend my

L"

« For the sake of both past and present,” he
replies, warmly, ¢ trust to me. I will do every-
thing in my power to assist her. I am rich, as
doubtless you know ; the income which poor
Tom and I equally inherited from our mothers
has, in my case, never been fully used, for I
have had no one to spend it on, and 80 long as 1
have a pound Irene shall never want one.”

u Generous as of old. Ah, Philip! if I had
only known what you were; if I bad only had
the sense———"

My dear lady, what is the use of reverting
to the past? You soted as you thought right. It
has all been for-the best.” :

s For the best that I should have deoceived
one of the noblest and most honorabdble of
men?”

« Hush, hush! not deceived: you must not
call it by so harsh a term,” replies the Colonel,
with the ready forgiveness which we find it so
easy to acoord to an injury for which we have
long ceased to grieve; ‘ you are too hard upon
yourself Remember how young you were.”

« I should have been old enough to recognise
your worth,” replies ‘the poor lady, who, like
many of her fellow-creatures, has committed a
great error on seiting out in life; and never
discovered her mistake until it was past reme-
dy; “ but it 1s something t0 know that I leave
you Irene’s friend.”

# Yon may rest on that assurance with the
greatest coufidencs,” he replies, soothingly, and
tells himself that the past, when the poor faded
wreck of & woman who lles before him took
back the hand she had promised to bimself to
bestow it on his cousin, will indeed be amply
atoned for if he can ouly claim the friendsbip of
the bright creature who has sprung from the
union which went far to make his life asolitary
one.

He really believes that he shall: be satisfied
with her friendship. 8o we deceive ourselves

Mrs. St. John'’s conversation appears to be
almost prophetio; at least, the state of mind
which induced it naturally predisposes her to
succumb to {liness; and when, a few days after,
she is seize ! with a low fever that is decimating
the oity, her weakness greatly aggravates the

A foreign doctor is called in; he immediately
proposes to bleed the patient; Irene flies in her
distress to Colonel Mordaunt.

« He will kill my mother; what can I do to
prevent it? Pray help me.”

She is no lovely In her distress, with all
thought of seif vanisbed, and the tears standing

in her greet grey oyes, that it is a8 much as he

oan do to answer her appesl rationally.

“;l:‘ewcal‘;‘;h I h;n; hn‘ot sllow this Belglan
. . ‘bave already telegraphed

to -London. Mr. Peitingall will be here to-

" How
« How eann I eveér'thank you suffoiently ? »
Mr. Pettingall arrives o time, and remains as
long s his profeastonal duties will per.nit, but he
can 4o nothing:-“Mry, St. John besemes uncon.
scious, and s-nks sipiily. It takes buta faw days
to nocomplish thil in ber which & robust body
would have been figliting againat for weeks. In
a very s ort time Irene 1s awakened to a semee
of her mother’s danger, and in A very short time
after that the danger is past—the iliness Is past
—eoverything is past, indeed, except the coid,
still figure lying on the bed where she had
watched life fade out of it, and which will be the
last thing of alt (save the memory of a most
indnigent mother) (o pass away for ever.
‘Petilogall has rétarved

time, and Ifene and Colonel Mordaunt are alone.
‘What would she have done without him ¢
Mrs. 8¢ Jelin has leit no near relatives who
would esre to ineur the expense of attending
her funeral or personally consoling her orpbaned
daughter; two or three of them receive letters
with an {ntimation of the event, to which they
reply (after having made more than one copy of
treir answer) in stereotyped ternis, interlarded
with texts of Scriptare and the pinces where
they may be found =nd « made a note of.” Bt
ot one pair of arms ia heid out across the
British Chaunel . (metaphorieally speaking) to
; not oxie palr of eyes weep with
nd tongues wag, yet the gir
Temains, save for the knowledge of Oolonel M
s belp and -

. the_ vampinder of that sad week

sits slmost: h.ul:hot mothor'tro:m,o:::
fident, thougl be by not told ber a0, that svery-
{hing that whould h.,m'hbom:oc’nm by the
‘Des - 43presssd himseif so kindly
whety, on the day of the

funeral, she meets him again, she feels as
though he were her only friend. ' %

- When the interment is over and they have
returned to the hotel, Colonel Mordaunt remarks
how pale and worn the girl has become, and
ventures to ask what care she has been taking
of her own health,

“ My health ! oh, what does that signify?”
says Irene, as the tears well up freshly to her
swollen: eyelids. ¢ There is nothing left for me
to live for now.”

She bhas born up bravely until to-day, for she
i8 no weak creature to render herself sodden by
tears that cannot undo the past; she is & woman
made for action rather than regret; but the
hardest moment in life for self-control is that in
which we retarn to an emptied home, having
left all that remains of what we loved beneath
the ground. The voiee that made our hearts
rejoice was silent; the loving eyes beamed on
us no longer; the warm, firm hand was cold
and olaspless; yet, we could see and touch them.
God only knows what joy and strength there
comes from dontact—and how hard faith is
without sight.  We look on what we love, and
though we have had evidence of its estrange-
ment, still delude ourselves with the sweet
falsehood that it is as it ever was : we lose sight
of it, and though it be strong as death and faith-
ful as the grave, cold doubts will rise betwixt it
and ourselves to torture us until we meet again.

It is well the dead are buried out of sight;
else would they never be forgotten. Human
love cannot live for ever, unless it sees and
touches. 8o Irene feels for the first time that
she has really lost her mother.

But Colonel Mordaunt has Iived longer on this
world than she has, and his « all” still stands
before him, more engaging tham ever, in her
deep mourning and distress.

# You must not say 80,” he answers, gently-
¢« You must let me take care of you now; it
was & promise made Lo your poor mother.”

«Ab! Mother, mother!”

« My dear girl, I feel for you more than I can
express, but I entreat you not to give way-
Think how distressed she would be to see you
neglecting the health she was always so anxious
to preserve. 1 hear that you have made no
regular meals for a week past. This must con-
tinue no longer ; you must permit me to alter
i

¢ I will permit you to do anything that you
think right, Colonel Mordaunt. I have no friend
left but yourself.”

« Then I shall order dinner to be served for
us in your sitting-room, and expect you to do
the honors of the table.”

«“8ince you wish it, I will try to do so0.”

«1 do wish it, my dear cousin, for more
1easons than one. Mr. Walmsley, your mother's
rolicitor, will be here to-morrow ; and it is quite
necessary that I should have a little conversa-
tion with you before you meet him.

« When the dinner is ready Isball be taere.”

And in another hour Colonel Mordaunt and
Irene 8i. John are seated opposite to one anothe?
at table. Her eyes are still red, her cheeks pales
and she neither eats nor talks much; but she i®
quiet and composed, and listens to all her cou-
sin has to say with interest and attention. He
does not broach the subject of money, howevel,
until the dinner has been cleared away agaibr
and they are safe from the walters’ supervtsion:

Then Irene draws her chair nearer to tb®
open stove, for Novern ber has set in bright ab
cold; and Colonel Mordaunt, still playing witP®
bis fruit and wine, commendces the unwelcom®
topic. :

«1 have something to say to you, my desf .
Irene, less pleasant than important; but monéy
considerations are generally so. Have you N’{
idea of the amount of your mother’s income

«My mother’s income ? No the least, But !
was & large one, was it not? We always 11V
so well is London.” .

«Too well, 1. am afraid, my dear, Women“:‘
sadly ignorant about the management
mouey.”

“Yes; I am sure I am,” she replies, indW}'
rently. ¢ In faot, it never entered my head ¥ -
make any inquiries on the subject. We bad &
house in Brook Street, you know, and our ow?
carriage, and everything we could desire o
never remember poor mamma refusing me.
mouney in my life, or expressing the stighte?®
aanxiety on the subject.” .-

« 1t would have been better if she had don"::tf
my dear. I had a long talk with her about. pr
affairs a week or two before ber death ; and®%,
was anxious that I should look into and aﬂ‘”:,
them for her. Your fatLer did not leavé .
much behind him as the world thinks; Jittle

your poor mother was improvident of the w

she received. Iam afraid, from what sho g

me, that a large portion.of her principsl ¥

sank during those two seasons in town.” &
“Was iL? Well, it will signify little

Whatever remains, there is sure to be €

for me.” oy YOO
« My dear child, I am nol so sureof ti#k e

have been brought up in every luxuryi
have never known, as you said just no¥Ws
it is to be denied.” sam®
«I can learn it. Others have done the =
before me.,” Ry yoo
« But supposing the very worst— whet
have actually no$ enough to live ob-.
 then *” if 50 I
“That is scarcely probable, is it ? But ’
can work.” Jiviné L 4
“Work, chikd ! You work to earn your ou #®
No, noj it would never come to that; ¥
far too beantiful. You must marry Al el MOF
« What | marry for & bome ? Col me

daunt, you do not know me, if you
eapable cf doing such a thing.”




