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EVA HUNTINGDON.*

BY R. E. M.

CHAPTER XVIIL

4

% Roc
‘1;?& the first bricg words of startled recognition ;
/ " the ht Passed between Eva and Mr. Arlingford, §
1 er Sllonﬂ) approached an open window, ¢
“lne bra hile beside it, probably to give Eva i
A ;e" e herself; or, it may have been, that $

gy  he N equalled hcr own. At length, how- ¢
hﬁwm‘ PPronchicd her, and as he leancd beside g

. foldeq arms, he asked :
Mha I8 this Chester, Eva, and where would
Mg < 8%Ne with higg 17 ¢
%‘k girl l“Nhed her sobs, but she could not
Y°“n lingforg continued :
o, -4 00t tell me—1I know all. The man
Kﬂ?}""d ln) our eolemn vows would have been
®hoo. B0ther Lour, whose wife you would
M gnm Yond the power of recall, is a pro- %
¥l bler, ang worse than that, a cold and
r Yain, who has sought and won you,
vou urself alone, but for the wealth he
for nepijitss. Oh! Eva, Eval you have
‘ lia:;::hon[ 0 would have ill repaid your
' ‘:&bl& ‘:::)tby this new and torturing pang, the
! Pagg of Rockingham’s truth, Eva replied é
! 'm%d \Cbate  vehemence, tho offspring of her
s
Arhnf'l'ord I bave fearfully erred,
F You—you, whose silence and

With the cruclty of others, have
flt to roproach mo with my fault.

MY Litter, desolate need, you failed
T then, that 1 turned to Chester
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Rockingham for the help and solace I had sought
in vain elsewhere.”

“Then, Eva, you turned to a frail and false
support, indeed; but listen to me—I came hot
here to taunt or reproach, but to save you. You
blame me for indifference, neglect. Your accusa-
tion is unjust, cruclly unjust. When your letter
arrived at Arlingford Lodge I was absent, but
on my return, the instant I had perused it, even
though grave and weighty business rendered my
stay imperatively necessary, though my rclative
lay on a sick, I might say, a dying bed, I delayed
not & moment, but unrested and unrefreshed, set
out at once for ITuntingdon Hall. I might speak
here of the want of frankness, the half-confidence
displayed in a letter, that long, voluminous as it
was, contained no mention whatever of your friend
and lover, Chester Rockingham; but much and
deeply as it has wounded me, 'tis a thing with
which I have really no right to reproach you.
Your sccrets are your own. As I told you, I sct
out atonce, travelling night and day, and harrassed
unceasingly by fears lest I should arrive too late
The sccond night of the journey, which was rainy
and dark, I was alone in the stage, when it stop-
ped about midnight, and two young men, whose
voice and langunge bespoke them of the better
class, entered. Either fancying me asleep, or not
perceiving me, as I sat enveloped in my cloak in
= dark corner, they continued conversing together
with perfect frecedom and unconcern.  Tho namo
of *Chester Rockingham’ was mentioned, but T
heeded it not. I know him, indeed, by report, as
o worthloss, contomptible character—one,toleratod

® Continued from pago 296.
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