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THE FAVORITE.

May 9, 1874,

gegement with one who had no real oclaims
upon her. Only, she is 80 sorry that she pro-
mised to visit Myra this morning. Perhapsshe
18 expecting her even at this moment—strain-
ing her ears to catch the sound of her footstep—
walting in feverish anxiety to repose some
further confidence in her. The thought is too
painfal. Could she not run down to the cottage
before they go, if it was only for ten minutes ?
She hears her husband in his dressing-room.

« Phillp,” she says, hurriedly, ¢ I promised
to see poor Myra again this morning. Is there
no time before we start 7’

¢ Time ! he echoes ; « why, the carriage 1s
coming round now, and the lalles have their
things on. You've gone mad on the subject of
that woman, Irene ; but if it’s absolutely im-

portant you should see her again to-day, you
must go down in the evening, Come, my dar-
ling,” he oconiinues, changing his manner to a
caressing, coaxing tone, which 1t is much dim-
cult to combat, ¢ we had quite enough fuss over
this snbject yesterday : let us have a peaceful,
happy day all to ourselves, for once in a way ;
there’s a dear girl.” And, after that, there is
nothing more for Irene to do but to walk down-
stairs disconsolately, and drive of with her
guests to Walmsley Castle.

They are a merry party ; for it is Just one of
those glorious days when to live is to enjoy H
and she tries to be merry, too, for gloom and
ill-humor have no part in her composition :
but she cannot help her thoughts reverting,
every now and then, to Myra, with a tinge of
self-reproach for not having been braver, Yet
her husband sits opposite to her, his eye glowing
with pride as it rests upon her countenanoce, and
a quiet pressure of the hand or foot telling her
atgintervals that, with whomsoever he may
appear to be ocoupled, his thoughts are always
hers; and she cannot decide whether she has
done right or wrong. It is useless, however, to
ponder the question now, when she is
miles away from Priestley ; and 8o she tries to
dismiss it from her mind, with & resolution to
pay her promised visit the minute she retarns.

‘Walmaley Castle 18 & ruin, situated in a very
picturesque part of the oconnty : and, allowing
for a long drive there and a fatiguing explora.-
tion, followed by a lengthy luncheon and g lasy
discussion on the sward, it is not surprising that
morning merged into noon, and noon into even.
ing, before our party were aware of the faot,
and that the first.thing that oalls Irene’s atten-
tion to the hour 18 a cool breexe blowing across
the hills, which makes her shiver,

-« How oold 1t has turned,” she says suddenly
as she changes her position. « Wny, Philip,
what o’clock is it?”

« Just five, dear,” he answers quietly,

« Five! Five o'clock | It never can be five,”

# Within a few minutes, I suppose we had
better be thinking of going home, or we shall be
late for dinner.”

« I hardly think we shall have much appetite
for dioner after this,” says Mr. Cavendish,
laughing, as she regards the scanty remnants
.of their meal,

“ Five | It cannot be 8o late as five,” repeats
Irene, in & voloe of distress. ¢ Oh! Philip, do
order the horses to be put to at once. Poor
Mpral”

Her expression is so pleading that he rises to
do her bidding without delay; but he cannot
resist & gramble as he does it. But she does not
heed him : she heeds nothing now but her own
thoughts, which have flown back to her broken
promise, with & dreadful fear that she may be
too late to redeem it. She remembers every-
thing that happened with sickening fidelity :
how Myra longed to detain her, and only let her
go upon her given word that she would return,
‘What right had she to break it—for any one,
even for Philip ? What must the dying woman
think of her ?

She 18 80 absorbed in this 1dea that she cannot
speak to any one: her conduct seems quite

from what it did in the morning. She
is a pitifal coward in her own eyes now. And
a8 she drives back {0 Priestley, she sits alone,
miserable and silént, longing to reach home,
and fancying the road twice as long as when
they last traversed it

“ Are you ill, my dear ?” says Mrs, Caven.
dish. ¢« Has the day fatigued yoy ? »

¢ You had better not speak to Irene,” replies
Colonel Mordaunt, in her stead. ¢ She is in one
of her Lady Bountiful moods. You an'I are not
worth attending to in comparison.”

She is 00 low-splirited” even to be sancy in
reply : and presently her husband’s hand creeps
into hers ; and she knows that her reticence
has pleased him, and gives it a good squeess for
reward.

&tuth:.“hmﬂgvu up to the Oourt her
q oye o8 of a dirty little figave
orouched by tha doorsteps, and all ber vague
forebodings return. )

¢ Ob, there is Jenny 1" she exolaims exoited-
ly. «I felt sure there was something wrong.
Jenny, what 18 1t ¥ ”—as the ocarriage reaches
the door—¢ is Myra worse ? »

“ Please, mum,” says Jeany, with g bob,
¢ she’s as bad as ever she can be : and mother
says, please, mum, could you come down and
see her, for she'’s a-goin’ fast, and she keops on a-
callin’ for you. And mother says ——"

« Oh ! I will go at once,” says Irene, leaping
down from the carriage. «Philip, dearest, you
won’t be angry. And with that, begins to run
down the drive.

¢ Stop, Irene, stop ! ” ories her husbhand ; but
she does not heed or hear him ; and, baving
handed the other ladies out, he drives after her,
and oatohes her before she has reached the out.
side of the grounds,

*Btop, dearest! Get in. I will drive down
with you,” he exclaims, as he overtakes her,

“ You, Philip 1 ”

“ Yes, why not? Am Ito have no share in
the tweubles of this kinn little heart ? »

O, Philip ! Thank yon ! You are too good
tome ! It is sach a comfort to me ! ” And, with
that, the seizes the great rough hand that has
drawn her 8o tenderly to his side, and cries
over it quietly. He smears her tears all over
her face with his pocket-handkerchief in well-
meant attempts to wipe them away, after the
manner of men, but not another word is ex-
changed between them till they reach the cot-
tage.

There all 18 silent. The lower part of the
house seems deserted. And Irene, leaving her
husband pacing the garden in front, finds her
way quietly upstairs.

Myra's room seems full, Mrs. Oray is there
with her soapy satellites, and all her ohildren,
except Joel and Jenny ; and at first Irene’s en-
trance is unnoticed. But as the women nearest
the door perceive her, they fall back.

“Ah! you've come too late, mum,’” says Mrs.
Cray reproachfully. « I doubt if she’ll recognise
you. She'’s a’'most gone, poor creetur.”

¢ I am 8o sorry,” replies Irene, making her
way up to the bed on which the sick girl lies
motionless; ¢« but I could not come before.
Dear Myra, don’t you know me? ” And she lays
her warm lips upon the clammy forehead. The
dying eyes quiver—open—recognise her ; and a
falnt smile hovers over the lead-colored lips,

** We were—we wore—” she gasps, and then
stops, still gasplcg, and unable to proceed.

¢ Is it anything you want to tell me ? ” Bsays
Irene gently ; trying to help her.

4 We were—" commences Myra again; but
Death will not let her finish, « Tommy ! ” she
ejaculates, with a world of meaning in her eyes,
but with an eflort 80 painful to behold that
Irene involuntarily oloses her own : and when
she opens them again Myra’s are glazed, her
lips are parted, and two quick, sobbing breaths
herald the exit of her soul

¢ She’s a-going,” screams Mrs. Cray, rushing
forward to assist in the Great Change,

¢ She 1s gone,” says Irene quletly, as awe.
siruck, she sinks down by the bedside and
covers her face with her hands,

“ Poor dear ! * quoths Mrs. Oray, in order to
better the oocasion, “ how bad she's bin a
wanting of you, mum, all to.day, to be sure ;
and how she’s bin a-asking every minate when
I thought you'd be here. It seemed to me as
though the poor creetur couldn’t die till she'd
seen you agaln. I've seen ’em lie like this,
bless 'em, for days a fighten for their breath,
and not able to go, when there’s bin a pigeon.
feather in the ticking, but never from trying to
see & face as that poor thing as longed to see
yours. And I'm sure, if I've sent one message
to the Court to-day, I've sent a dosen, and she
a-watchin’ each time as he——?

“Oh ! don't tell me ! please, don't tell me}”
-entreats Irene, as the whole mournfal panora-
ma passes betore her mental vision, and over-
whelms her with reproach, thatends in sobbing.
Colonel Mordanut hears the sound of her tears
through the open casement, and comes to the
bottom of the stairs,

st Irene—Irene ! ” he 8ays, remonstratingly.

“Oh ! please to walk up, sir; 1t’s all over,”
says Mra Oray, with her apron to her eyes, and,
for the sake of his wife, the Colonel does walk
up. When he reaches the little room, he isdis.
tressed beyond the measure at the sight before
him ; the poor dead, wasted body stretched upon
the bed, and his beautiful Irene crying beside it
a8 though her heart would break.

‘“Come! my dearest,” he says soothingly,

‘‘you can do no mere good here. Let me take
you home,”

But she turns from him : she
bim: she does not even
he is :t);mnt.

“I hate myself, I hate myself,” she says ve.
hemently ; « why did I ever consent togo{:nm
detestable picnie, when my place
promised her, poor dear giri, that I would come
agaln this morning, and she has been walting
and watohing for me, and thinking thet I had
forgotten. Aund her last word Was toremind me
of the oath I took to protect her ohiid — and
even that I must break. And she 1s about me
now ; I feel fi : despising me for my weakness
and my falsehood. But she cannot think me
more degraded than I think myself,”

Colonel Mordaunt 1s shocked at the expres-
slon : he cannot bear that it should be oconneoct-
:,, even wrongfully, with any action of Ire.

" y

“ Degraded! my darling ! what can make
you use such a term with refsrence to yourself
;;y?.uwhomeverythlng that is true and no.

@,

““True, to break my promiss to the dying —
Doble, toswear an cath and not fulfil 1t10h, very
trae and very noble ! I wish yoa oould oo my
oconduot as it looks to me,”

“ Iflhnllmnythsllshtlnwhlchmbuw
the matter, Irene, I will oppose no further ob.
stacle to the sa of your oconsclence,
Y.:nu.lhau" keep your promise, and adopt the
Ol

At that she lifts her tear-stained faca and re.
gards him ouriously.

*Are you in earnest, Philip?”

“Qn!t::n earnest! I oould hardly jest on such
& aul

will not answer
seem to be aware that

dy repaid for his generosity. And then Irene
turns to the bed.

“ Myra ! ” she says, as naturally as though the
poor mother were still alive, « I will he true to
my word. I will take your little ons and bring
bim up for you; and when we meet again you
will forgive me for this last breach of faith.”

At this appeal, Mrs, Oray pricks up her ears ;
she understands it at once, and the idea of got-
ting rid of Tommy is too welcome to be passed
over in silence ; bat, being a cunning woman,
she foresees that it will strengthen his claim if
she professes to have been made aware of it be-
forehand.

“ Your good lady 1s talking of taking the poor
child, Colonel,” she says, whining, «“which I'm
sure it will be & blessing to him, and may be
he’ll bea blessing to her. Ah, you see I knows all
about it : Pve bin & mother to that poor girl as
lles there, and who should she tell her troubles
and 'opes to, ifit wearn’t to me? But I kep’ her
misfortune close, dide’t I, mum ?—not a word
passed my lips but that all the village might
have heard, which it’s proved by not a soul
knowing of it, exocept ourselves and Josl — and
one or two neighbors, maybe, and my brother
a8 lives over at Fenton. But now she’s gone—
poor dear—and you’ve promised to do kindly by
the ohild, I don’t cares who knows it, for it can’t
harm no omne.”

“ Then your niece told you of my wife's offer
to look after her little boy ? ” says Colonel Mor-
daunt, falling into the trap.

“Oh, lor! yes, sir; a many times: which
I've looked forward to her doing so, knowing
that no lady could break her promise ; and she’s
always been so fond of Tommy, t00; I’m sure
he'll take to her jist as though she was his mo-
ther. And it's a fine thing for the child ;
though it'll near break my heart to part with
him.”

This last assertion is a little too much, even
for Colonel Mordaunt’s softened mood, and he
rises to his feet hastily.

““Come, dearest ! ” he says to his wife, « it is
time we were going.”

“ And Tommy ?” she replies inquiringly.

4 You don’t want to take him with you now,
surely ? ” is the dubious rejoinder.

“No! I suppose not! but — how will he
oomse ?”

*“Lor, mum ! I'll bring him up this evening
—he shan’t be kép’ from you, not half an hour
more than's heedful ; but I must reddle him up
a bit first, snd give him a clean face.”

“Oh! never mind his face,” begins Irene ; but
her husband outs her short,

“There there, my love ! you hear, the child
will be up this evening. Surely that is all that
can be required. Good evening, Mrs, Cray.
Come, Irene; ” and with one farewell look at
Myra’s corpse, she follows him from the room.

All the way home the husband and wife sit
very cluse to each other, but they do not speak,
The scene they have just witnessed has sobered
them. Colonel Mordaunt is the first to break
the silence, and he does s0 as the carriage stops
before the hall-door af the Coart.

“] am thinkiog what the d—! you'll do with
it,” he ejaculates suddenly.

“ With the ohild ?—oh | & thousand things,”
she says joyously. Her valoce startles him ; he
turns and looks into her face; ii is beaming
with happiness and a wonderful new light that
he has never seen there before.

«“ Why, Irene,” he exclaims, as he hands her
out, « what 18 this? youlook as if you had come
into a fortune.”

s« Because I have such s dear, good old hus-
band,” she whispers fondly, as she passes him
and runs upstairs te dress for dinner.

Of eourse the whole conversation at the din-
ner-table s furnished by the discussion of Mrs,
Mordaunt’s strange freak. By the time Irene
desocends to the dining-room, she finds the story
is known all over the house 5 and the opinions
on it are free and various. Mrs. (avendish holds
up her hands at the very idea.

¢ My dear Colonel ! you apoii this child, Fan-
oy, letting her adopt the brat of no one knows
who {—the trouble it will glve you—the money

1t will ooat.m"

“Oh, Irene has promised faithully I shall
have no trouble in the matier,” laughs the Co.
lonel, who, having once given his oconsent to
the arrangement, will never betray that it was
against his will; «and as for the nse —
well, Idon’t think one poor Nttle mortal will
adrlld much to the expenditure of the house-
hold.”

“ Particularly as I intend to pay for him out
of my pin money,” says Irene. .

« But the my dear : no money will
pay for thal. Ah ! you won't believe me now
—but by-and-by—wait a bit—you’'ll see ! ” with
mysterious nods and winks, of which her niece
takes no notice.

*“Bhe’ll have to end by turning him into

boy,” remarks her husbands, who is se-
m‘ﬂg doll;h?d w!t: the mto:rume.

“I'm sure I shall do nothing the sort,” says
Irene quickly, and then calms down nmn.ngl
‘mean that I shall grow too fond of the ohild to
make him into & servant.” ’

“You foud of & hady, Irens,” says Mary Oa- |

vendish ; «that is just what pussles mie—why
T'm sure yoy always sald you hated children.”
«Oh, vory well; v then ! keep your awn opinion
—You know so muoh more about it than I do,”
with a little rising temper, '
vIrene, my darilng ! ¥ says the Calonel scoth.

oy ¢ .

“ Why do they all set upon then, Philip ¥
‘What is there so Muu‘y"inm,m
%o betriend & wretohed little cutoast ¥ I'm sure

I almost
owdau?l:"‘h wish 1 ludnemmn the

“ Let us change the subject,” s her husband’s
only answer. . . :

* . . L] .

But when the dinner 18 over and the evening
draws to & close, Irene begins to move restless-
ly up and down the house. She Las already
taken her mald Pheebe into her confidence, snd
the girl, beilng country bred and with no abs
notions above her station, 1s almost delighted 8% .
the prospect of having the little child to take
care of a8 her mistress. And they have arranged
that he is to sleep in Phoebe's bed, which is 18188
and airy. And before the housemaid comes UP
with & broad grin on her ocountenance to 80°
nounce that Mrs. Cray, the laundress, h#8
brought « a little boy for missus,” these exirav-
agant young women have sliced up half-
zen or more good articles of wear, in order
the young rasecal may have a wardrobe.

In the midst of their arrangements, Mastel
Tommy, clean as to the outside platter,
smelling very strong, after the manner of tH®
Great Unwashed, even though they dwell I8
villages, i8 introduced by his guardian. Irené®
cannot talk to Mrs. Cray to-night, she dismisses
the subject of poor Myra and her death strug§-
gles summarily ; and thrusting a five. pound not®
into the laundress’s hand, gets rid ot her as 8008
as she decently can. She 18 longing to have th®
little child all to herself, and she does not f
as though he were really her own until the WO"
man who beats him 1s onoe more outside th®
door. And then she turns to Phwbe trinm*
phantly.

“ And now, Phoebe, what shall we do with
bhim * 7

« I should wash him, ma’am,” replies Phoeb®
following the advice of the great Mr, Dick, WitB
respect to David Copperfield.

“Qfoourse ! we'll give him a warm bsth:
Run downstairs and get the water, Pheebe.

18 this his nightgown ?” examining the bum""l
otrags that Mrs, Cray has left behind her. OB
what a wretched thing ; but, luckily, it is cles?
He must have new night-gowns, Phabe, at 080
and 4

“He must have everything new, ma'st
blesg his heart !” exclaims Phwbe enthusiast®
cally, as she disappears in quest of the water
When she is gone Irene lifts the child upon
knee, and gazes in his face.

«Tommy,” she says gently, «Tommy, Wi
you love me?” "

¢ Iss,” replies Tommy, who has seen her oft®
enough to fee! familiar with her.

“ You are going to be my little boy nOW*
Tommy.” °

4 Ins,” repeats Tommy, as he surveys “;{'
wonderful fairy.land in which he finds hm'"“
It must be recorded of Tommy, that, with
his faults, he is not shy. ¢he

In another minute Phoobe is back with &3/
water, and the bath is filled, and the two wol“;,
undress the ohild together and plunge him 1%
and sponge and lather him, kneeling on ess
side the bath the while, and langhing ab K.
own awkwardness at the unaccustomed “'“
And then Tommy gets the soap into his €Y o~
and roars, which cheerful sound attracting °
lonel Mordaunt’s attention as he mounts Ty,
stairs, causes him to peep into the open nis
room-door unseen. And there he watches xed
young wife and her maid first kiss the he
oupid to console him, and then return od0
soaping and splashing until they have ““ 1s
him smile again. And when the ‘"‘m:rm'
completed, and Pheobe stretches out her

8

to take the child and dry him, Oolonel
daunt sees with astonishment that her
will not allow it, : gay®
¢ No, no, Pheebe ! give him to me,” 'h:o ro-
suthoritatively, as she prepares her 1ap ¥0 .,
ceive the dripping infant; and then, carrios
servant laughingly obeys her orders, and ne's
the bath into the next room, he watches 1r°
lips pressed on the boy’s undried face. o 400
« My litle Tommy ! ” she says, a8 I
8o, - ) A a sigh
Ho soes and hears it, turns away with # %14
and a heart heavy, he knows not wh gnno*
xoes downstalrs a8 he ascended them,
tloed. g

A week has passed. Poor Myra's G5y of
just been left to rest beneath a rough s
olay in the ch and Joel Cray oobias®r
in the sanded kitchen of his mother’s & oq
l;:-a-rd:nmt over the deal table, and bis
nt down despairingly upon them. ving
Mrs, Cray, ret abrupily n-ompl‘.‘; het
Just « dropped in” 0 & neighbors to disPAY /4
“biack” andl furnish all funeral detalls
him é:nm ' pat 00t
“ Uome, lad,” she says roughly,
kindly, «it%s o use frettin’ ; it won't briné
back agin.” ' - mo-
“There’s pp. dell for. you 15 tell me tbat hol-

an-
her

ther,” hie answers wearily, as.he raises tw0 i,
low eyes from the shelter o his hands ; “ 1
writ 100 plainly here” — striking




