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“WIRIAN'S THREE CHANGES.

ClAPTER 1IL—CUANCE THE THIRD., —{ Con-
tinued.)

«Yes” cxplained Miriam, “quite settled
%or ¢ month or two at all eveuts, and we are in
§t. Joho'’s Park. I am sure mamma will be
very glad to sce you, Captain Loftus.”

Miriam could not avoid this ecenventional
sentence, although she well knew that if there
was on¢ person in the world whom her mother
cordially disapproved and disliked, it was that
forward, fascinating, penniless Czptain Loftus.

«Depend upon it,” said he, “I shall tuke
the carliest opportunity of payimg my respeets
to Mrs. Crewe and her charmicg daughter. I
am not staying a5 Ryde, I am quartered ut
Parkhurst, but I shall come in as often as ever
I cn.”

Miriam walked home with a queer feeling at
her heart, This was one of her quondam
loves. It had never come to anything because
he was poor, but he liad said all that a pogr
wmun eould swy—told her she was the angel of
the cloud too far above his head ever to reach
—told her he was afraid of being in her so-
cicty—irplored her toimpute his backwardness
to the riglit motive—said his lips were sealed
and his hands tied, - .

What then could he mean by this delight at
meeting her ?—this cager jumping at her casual
invitation ? There was 2 moment’s consulta-
tioh with herself, and then she saw it all.

¢ Oh, of coursc—he has heard of my engage-
ment. Poor, dear fellow, how well he has be-
haved 1" she said; and she walked home, not
knowing whether she was happy or miserable,

But Mrs, Crewe? The turning wp of this
dreadful young mam at this eriticul moment
was ore vexatious than words could possibly
express. She stormed, she scolded; she gave
orders {o say « Not at home,” and she issued a
thousand stringent dircetions to Miriam as to
her-conduct ; but Miriam listeued in silence,
with -tight lips and a blanched cheek. What-
ever her mother might say, she was determined
to sce Captain Loftus when he ealled—yes,
even if shelived in the garden, which com-
manded the high read — from moraing till
night ; for, fu spite of her position, there was
an ovil spirit whispering at her car. “He is
worth a dozen of Rice Curry.”

And so it happened that, when he ealled,
Miriam actually was in the garden, Mrs. Crewe
closeted with the legal adviser of the family,
fecling safe from intrusion by having given the
order of “ Not at home™ to the seevants, And
50 Miriam met the eaptain at the garden gate,
and they sat out in the shrubberies, and never
n word did she breathe as to the existence of a
Sir Rice Curry.

¢ Mamma has a friend with her from Lon-
don on business,” she suid.  “ I mnst not take
you indoors to-day; you must come some other
day.”

)And he was only too glad of the opportunity ;
but he had come over that day on a special
wission. His regiment was going to give a
dance, and he wanted Muys. and Miss Crewe to
grace it. 'Would they let him send them tick-
cts? And Miriam, as she said good-bye to
him at the garden gate, accepted the invitation.
Whatever lier mother or Sir Riee might say,
she was determiued to go to the ball ; but here,
again, she was silent till the next day, when
the tickets arrived.

“QOut of the question,” said Mus. Crewe,
tossing them aside. « In your present posi-
tion, Miriam, you could not possibly go toa
military ball, I am only surprised at Captain
Loftus asking such a thing."”

Mus. Crewe evidently took it for granted that
her daughter had told the young man how she
wus situuted, or clsc thought everybody mwust
know it, At all cvents, there was the usual
war of words between the two, and it ended by
Miriam'’s gaining her own way, and they went.

Al that evening, in the brilliantly lighted
ball-room, Mrs. Crewesat on thorns,  Although
she know thut Sir Rice was in town, she kept
giving tervified looks every moment towards
the door, as if expecting to sec him come in
with overy guest. Had he done so, Mrs,
Crewe would have wished the carth to open
and swallow her up, for Miriam was playing
her usual game with Captain Loftus, and they
looked nmuel; more like an engaged couple than
ever Miriam and Sir Rice had done. And in
wood truth, the young man wus pouring all sorts
of adulation into the pleased car of his listener,
and Mrs. Crewe lost sight of them entirely
after every dance. :

“.Oh Mirviam, Miriam!” she thought to her-
self, « you must be mad to he going on in this
way with that penniless youug officer I

-, Seated next to Mrs. Crewe, pussing the
weary hours away in the same state of . listless
‘chaperonage, was a lady with whom Mrs.
‘Crewe had some slight acquaintance, and they
began talking of garrison: sociéty and its dan-
gers,  C .

“ The worst of it is,”’ said the lady, ¢ it is'so
vory attractive. ~ It. spoils -the: #irl-for every
other ball, and yet.in this throng of young men
I don't suppose I could point outi half a; dozen.
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a little laugh, is the best party in the room, aull
the rest must be utter mendicants!”

“You -cannot then have heard of his late
piece of good fortune ?’ said the lady, looking
a little surprised.

“ Indeed I have not,” returncd Mrs. Crevwe,
¢ for I really know but very little of him.”

The lady smiled a little spitefully.

“Had it been at the beginning of the Lon-
don season instead of the emd,” suid she, «I
should think it would have made a scnsation,
it was suech a romance. There lived ncur
TFreshwater an old man who was his aunt’s
widower, and Captain Loftus was ulways kind
und attentive to him, without an idea of his
being anything but invalided, solitary and
poor. T'wo months ago this old mun died, and
they say that in the old chest they have found
deeds and documents proving him possessed of
nearly a quarter of a million of money, every
farthing of which he has left to Captain Loft-
us!”

Mrs. Crewe’s breath scemed actually to stop.

“I koow it's all truc,” pursued the lady;
« besides, he is just going to sell cut; and when
I congratulated him the ether night he laughed
and said he didn’t know whether he should be
any happier with all his heap of money than he
was when his mess bill used to put him all in a
tremble for want of funds to meet thew.”

A little Iater in the evening this lady found
another friend, and told ler of her conversation
with Mis. Crewe.

1 cannot say that I much care for Mrs.
Crewe,” she said ; * Dut I thought considering
how conspicuous the daughter was making her-
sclf, and how agonized the maternal counten-
anee was, that 1 had better let her know he
was worth having.”

¢« Not much use,” laughed her friend, for
Miss Crewe is engaged to Sir Riee Curry, the
Indian millionaire.”

¢ Impossible,” said the lady, «and going on
in that way with poor young Loftus! Now I
call that abominable !” -

One hour later, and when the Crewes were
gone, this lady was espied by Captain Loftus,
whose attraction in the ball-room seemed now
qquitc over, and he asked her to have some sup-
per. ¢ Delighted,” said she, and off she tripped
with him ; and after a plate of chicken and
tongue and two glasses of champacne, her heart
expanded towards the youth, and she told him
confidentinlly of Miriam’s approaching mar-
riage with Sir Rice Curry. Captain Loftus
leant back in his chair and his fuce grew livid.

¢ Are you perfectly certain 2’ he stammered,
with ruivering lips.

“ As surc as I sit here,”” was the reply.—
¢ The lndy who told me was staying in the
sume house with her for the Goodwood Races,
and she heard the marringe announced by Sir
Rice Curry himself.”

¢« By Sir who ?”” cricd the captuin.

“Sir Rice Curry,” replied the Indy.

“ By Jove, how good!” he cried, bursting
into a roar of laughter. ¢ Why, she. has been
killing me the whole evening with ancedotes of
the old tiger eater, and makes the greatest fun
of him you ever heard !”

“ Don’t you believe her then,” said his com-
panion; ¢ she’s fooling thee,’” my dear Captain
Loftus. There is not a soul in Ryde who can-
not tell you it is true, and a few days ago the
family lawyer ‘came down from London to Mrs.
Crewe's on purpose to arrange the scttlements.”

Captain Loftus’s countenance changed ugain,
and the ashen hue came over his face. He re-
membered that day in the garden with Miriam,
when she said that her mother had a friead
with her, and that he must come and sce her

‘another day. He drew in his lips very tight,

and the room seemed to swing round him, He
seized the champagne and tossed off glass, but
still the leaden hue romained wpon his face.
There waus an ice-bolt on his heart, and it
seemed to him as if its warmth could never re-
turn again, )

“Yam sorry for you, captain,” whispered
the lady by his side, “but she isa't worth it.”
And if those manly eycs could ever have shed
burning tears, they would have fullen then.
* * #* * * * S *

The noxt morning Miriam was late at break-
fust. Mrs. Crewe sat waiting for her in some
anxiety, nor was she the least astonished when,
as her dapghter at last took her seat opposite
to her at the table, she said with a slight tremor
in her voice, *Mamma, I have something to
say ta you.” ]

Muis, Crewe thought it expedient to put on
a seveére fuce. : .

« Affer your conduer last night”" she said,
«T am not surprised ;” and she prused.

« Yes,” continued Miriam, “you will be
angry of course, nd I dare suy you have just
cause, but I am old eaough now to know my
own mind, and it is fully made up on a subject
which very nearly concerns my hoppiness. I
am dotermined not to marry Sir Rice Cuiry,
and. the sooner you undeceive him as to the
sentiments I hold towards him, the better for
both of us.” - T
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“ And you are resigning this brilliant posi-
tion, I conclude, in favor of—""

“QOne quite as brilliant,” interrupted Mi-
riam, ¢ Captain Loftus has long cared for me,
and I like him better than Sir Rice Curry.
Captain Loftus had hitherto been prevented by
circumstanees from marrying ; but now that he
has three thousand a year and a nice home in
this beautiful islind, he has asked me to be his
wife.”

“8ir Gilbert Acres was a richer man,” mur-
mured Mrs, Crewe,

“ He never did me the honor to ask me,”
said Miriam,

“ Your own fault, Miriam,” said her mother.
“ You had the chance.”

“ Well, T prefer the chance now offered to
me,” retorted Miriam; “se I hope, mamma,
you will write to Sir Rice without a moment’s
delay. At half past two, Cuptain Loftus pro-
poses calling on you.”

Mrs. Crewe said nothing, but rose and left
the room. It was no use arguing with Miriam,
no use placing before her the odium attached
to the character of a jili; if her mind was
made up, no power on eirth would change it;
and s0 Mrs. Crewo bowed before the necessity,
and quietly went off to write her letter, painful
and humiliating as she felt the task to be.

There was but one small lump of sugar in
this bitter cup, and that was Captain Loftus's
weulth, by which Miriaw's fate in the great
balance of life was equalized. Had he been o
poor mun, nothing would have induced Mrs.
Crewe to have given way. She would have
telegraphed to Sir Rice and washed her hands
of Captain Loftus. She would not have said
“ Not at home” to him; no, she would have
seen him, and placed before him the cnovmity
of his conduet, and then have chasse’d him for
ever. But he was rich.

¢ Miriam must marry somebody,” she areued.
‘% She will wear my life out if she goes on in
this way; so the sooner I place her in a hus.
band’s hands the better; and, after all, the
man is suitable, though T canbet say he was
ever one of my fuvorites. However, she has
not done so badly for herself, aud Sir Rice, with
all his advantages, was certainly a little too old
for her.”

With thoughts like these, Mrs, Crewe sat
down to pen the dismissal of Sir Rice Curry,
and then rosc to calm her spirits and seat her-
self in state to receive the promised visit of
Captain Loftus,
ES bt K S sz ES ES b

Miriam’s three chances! Haus she had them
all?  Ts there to be another still ?

Now I am going to astonish my readers,

Five years have passed since we left Mrs,
Crewe sitting waiting for Captain Loftus.-—
During all these years she has visited many
countries and climes, and- if this can be ealled
waitiug, she hus waited ever sinee, tor Captain
Loftus never came. She never heard from
him; she saw his marriage announced in the
papers, and Miriam, her daughter, is Miriam
Crewe still.

When five years are added to four.and-
twenty, a woman, though not perhaps pusser, is
still trembling on that painful verge; and Mi-
riam, now permitted to walk about by hersclf
as much as she pleased without u single re.
monstrance, often heard remurks which taught
her too plainly the light in which she was
viewed by @ younger set of girls. Alwuysex
quisitely dressed, her toilette often clicited re-
murks which she could not help hearing; but
the worst of it was they were sometimes accom-
panied by a disparaging sentence, and one day
in particular Miriam heard what was a more
stinging truism than any she had yet suffered,
and this was in the library of the sca-side re-
sort where Mrs, Crewe was spending the sum-
mer.

« How pretty she must have been!” said a
bride to the bridegroom.

% Yes, all the beaww restes of alovely woman,”
was the answer, _

After hearing that remark, Miriam went and
wandered on the sands for leurs and choked
down burping tears, though the rebellious and
retrospective thoughts persisted in rising to the
surface, -

¢ Is that all that is left of nie,” she thought.
Is that the light in which people se¢ me?
Good heavens, how I have spoilt my owid game,
which was once so completely in my bhands!
Had I been 4 married woman these foolish
geese of a young married couple would have
said, ‘Very pretty,’ or ¢ How nice-looking !’
¢ How distiugue I’ and so on;:but because I
am Miss Crewe (for I heard them ask my
name), they speak in the past tense, and call
my good looks beawux restes /" .

Yes, she-had outlived her youth and her op-
portunities, or ruther her ¢ chances,” as Murs.
Crewe used always to call them, and she was
now apparently settled down for life by the
gide of an invalid mother, who really could
hardly. have spared her, even hnd she any
temptation. to leave her. -

* Miriam Crewe's life was now
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/| of monotony. .. After & long rheumatic fever,
~+| 'whioh.1éft. her a -cripple, Mrs, i.(.‘,_1_"é_,we ‘Wag: 0r-.

‘neighborhood of Kastbournc, and thus East-

bourne wis chosen as the residence most suit-
able and most conveniont as well as most
cheerful for Mirviam, of whom her mother still
sometimes thought with an aching heart. But
still Miriam’s life was monotonous. All the
morning she wandered about by hersclf; and
all the afternson she walked by the side of the
mother’s bath ehair, Visitors they had but
few ; society they had none, for Mrs, Crewe
was not in a state of health to stay out; in
fact, for the time being, they realiy lived quite
oug of the world.

With a sort of bitter fecling, somewhat akin

(bl

to & morbid dislike to ycople, Miviam's favor-
ite resort was the tract of sand furthest from
the town; and once arrived there with her
book, she would sit on the low rocks for hours ;
and if any pedestrians reached as far as her
haunts, she was generally so deeply engrossed
18 not even sec them pass.

July. August and September slipped away;
October opened gloriously, and people lingered
on to chent themselves of the winwer,  Miriam
continued her solitary walks, still sat on her
rock and read or stood on the beach and
watched the tide coming in over the rippled
sands,  She was doing this one day, gazing
dreamily on the expanse of sea and listening to
its pleasant, gentle murmur, when, happening
to glance at the yellow plain which was spread-
ing beneath her feet, it suddenly oecurred to
her that what she had taken for indentations
on the sand, caused by the incoming tide, were
no such thing, but letters, distinetly traced by
gome hand upon the sand and intended to frame
a nume.  With a sort of shrinking curiosity
she drew nearer. It was strange to see char-
acters recently traced on so remote a spot, on
which she had seen no human being durmy the
whole time she had been there; and glancing
hurricdly round, and still sceing no one she
went hastily up to the spot and looked at the
characters traced.  As she gazed a sort of cold
tremor came over her,

“Who,” thought she to herself, ¢ has done
this?  Is it intentional or can it be accidental ?"

The word, or rather name, so clearly and
deeply - eut in upon the hard dry sund was
nothing else but—DMiriam !

Miriam ?—the name was not a common one,
Miriam ?~—who was there in the world now to
call her Mirimm ?  Iler heart fluttered as she
gazed, and she then looked round with a sort
of frightencd serutiny.  Neither far nor near
was there a soul in sight, and the flat coast had
no nooks and crannies in the rocks in whieh
the writer could be hiding.  Yet the thought
gave her an uncomfortable feeling, Human
hands had traced those characters very recently
there could he no  doubt—yet she had not mes
a soul!

She looked back towards Tasthourne—not a
<oul.  She lnaked onward towards Pevensey—
still no one; vet it eould only be by that route
that the writer had disappeared.

Ouc moment’s reflection, und then the in-
dignant blood rushed into her checks, She
thought of her ¢ Three Chances!”  Could it
be either Sir Gilbert Acres, Sir Rice Curry or
Captain Loftus ?—cach in his turn had called
her Miriun !—but hardly, The first of these
three had gone away to Madeira years before
to try and stop the sinds of his wite’s life from
running too uickly; the sccond had married
in a fit of furieus rage—inarried a London
helle, and was to be scen every scason showing
her off in {latten Row; the third was a married
mun within threc months after Miriam had so
deceived him (us he. thonght), snd he and lis
wife were so notoriously unsuited to each other
that the world never hesitated, when designat-
ing him with reference to their unhappy life,
to say, * What could you expect when he mar-
ried from pique ?”'

No, it could be neither of these, but it set
Miriam thinking aud almost trembling, and af-
ter passionately stamping out the unlucky name
she hurried home with limbs which really seem-
od to totter under her.

How curiously she looked at every one she
met, just as if she could read guilt in the care-
less taces of the gay erowd who passed and re-
passed lier on her way home; but she gained
her own home unsatisfied.

Silently she rejoined her mother, and began
the evening duty .of réading to her; but not a
word of what she uttered like a parrot did she
understand.  All she felt was, that she must
go agnin the next day to that lonely spot on the
fur-off sands and sce if it had becn visited
again ; and so, at the usual hour, she took her
lonely wey along the strand. ‘ :

It is proverbial that at all the fashionable

watering-places the promenades are crowded in'{* -

the morning, and in the evening you never see.
a soul, and exclaim in"surprise, * Whero on
earth do all the people go 2 -
Such was the case as Miriam passed: swiftly
along. She was provoked with herself for feel-

ing that she did pass more swiftly than usual, |

and she felt, too, -that long before she rcached
the spot she saw'the :disturbance “of*-the sand
where she ‘had -stemped «out: the letters: that
‘n saw. it ‘with*an eafle’&far

‘ nd, biifno
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withherself for

on, fearing some ong might have seen her
pause; but she had not proceeded a hundred
yards before she stopped, as if struck by a
thunderbolt. At her feet, agrain clear and
deeply cut in the sand, was the name—DMiriam !

She sat down on a luwge stone and gazed—
then looked to the right and to the left—not
soul to be soen, A sudden thought struck her,
and she took her parasol; the word Miriam
was in bold printed letters of nearly a foot in
length. She teok her parasol—the sand was
firm and smooth—and just before her name she
traced in small but distinet characters two
words which, with the onc not written by her-
self, formed a quostion. Tt was this—¢ Who
remembers Miviam ?” and added the note of
interrogation,

This was no sooner done, than like one pur-
sued by an evil spirit, Miviam sped home, and
determined to vevisit the spot at an enrly hour
next day, if possible, to catch the delinquent ;
but her plans were all frustrated by a cirenm-
stance sudden and unforescen,  Mrs. Crewe
was seized with a paralytic attack, and for
many hours her life was in danger.

Still and silent. Miriam sat Dy her all that
night, and towards evening her wother rallied ;
she was seasible, and. though kelpless, was not
speechless,  With eyes swimming in tears she
kept them fixed on her daugliter, and at last
artieulated, < After all, Mirian, T shall leave
you unprotected.”

“ Dear mother,” was the hasty veply, ¢ you
think of me still as of' 2 child,  You forget my
aze; you forget that 1 am no longer young,
though Heuven knows T trust it may please
God still to prolong your life for my happiness
and protection for many « longe year.”

Mrs. Crewe shook her head and relupsed
into slumber, Miriam still sitting by her side,
the door open on account of the heat; and
many an hour passed in this silent watel, till
suddenly a rapid nervous knock at the street
door startled ler.

“Surcly,” she thought, < they will never
think of adwitting visitors on such a day as
this?”  But 2 colloquy was going on between
the footmun and the visitor,

“Ireally don't think, sir, that Miss Crewe
will leave my mistress.”

“Not to a stranger, T dare say; but I muy
be of some use to her if you take up my curd;
or, stay, perhaps she would come down for un
instant. My good man, T may as well tell you
at once I am Mrs, Crewe's nepliew.”

Miriam's heart beat so fast that it took her
breath away. Who was this man who so per-
tinaciously insisted on admission ?  Utterly
wlone in the house, except for the presence of
the servants, how could she go down by her-
self?  The visitor’s last sentence bore & false-
hood on the fice of it — ler mother had no-
nephew,

But Miriam did not lack courage; her hesi-
tation lusted but & mowment, the next she was
advancing into the drawingroom with her
usual haughty grace, and howing to a tall,
bearded man whom she had never scen in her
life before. Tlis buck was to the light.

«T think,” said Miriam, courtcously, “ there
must be some mistuke.”

“Am I then forgotten?”’ he usked, advane-
ing eagerly ; ¢ yet I remember Miriam,”

“The name upon thesand ! #¢ Sir Gilbert 1™
she said in a low voice, and sank trembling into
a chair.
EH st s b P H Y
That night Miriam knelt by her mother’s
side. The feeble life scemed ebbing uway in
decp slumbers, yet she must be roused to hear-
something that would soothe her last hours,

“ Mother,” she whispered, ¢ if you under--
stand what I mn saying, press my hand,” and a
fervent pressurc wuas the answer. “J am en-
gaged to be married, dearest mother,” she cog-
tinued.

Therc came a half inartieulate
“To whom ?”

%To Sir Gilbert Acres, mother.”

¢ Married years ago, my child,”

¢« Yes, married once, mother—but a widower
now, and hns been so for three years.”

No answer—on she slept, and Sir Gilbert
himself stood on the other side of the bed wait-
ing for another moment of sensibility. The
doctor looked in the last thing that night.

« She i8 bettet,” he snid—*she may rally
yet:” und the next morning she opened a pair
of clear and sensible eyes. ' _

“ Miriam,” she exclaimed, ¢ is it true, or:’
have I been ‘drenming? Are you engaged to-
be marrjed ?” T

% Yes, mother—to Sir Gilbert Acres,” she .,
veplied ; “he will be here at twelve,” .-
“ No he won’t,” satd Mrs, Crewe; ¢ Capt. =
:Lioftus said the same.” .

. % Bug Gilbert will come,” laughed Miriam ;
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¢uestion—

| and at that’ momient came the short, quiok
"knock at the door, . | PR C

- He was true to his app
O I U
' Mrs.. Crewe rallied
a few days, but the usa’‘of her limbs:
¢ ¢ Neyer. mind, my.dear,” ‘she said‘
when: the:, tenrs: trickled” down, her

:her- helplessiatates; T,
ted..
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