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fault of Bertrand's father; therefore he
adopted you and cared for you all his life,
and therefore, when death took his pro
teotion from you, he imposed on his son
the duty of giving you a home as his
wife."”

‘ And this was Bertrand’s reason—this
only ?" asked Mary, faintly.

* Yes—good sou that he was!—he tried
to obey his father; but, Mary, he had
never loved you or any other woman |
enough to make him wish for a union till |
he came to Chiverley, and then he met his |
fate in Laura Wyndham. He has told it |
to me this day wiih bitter anguish, be- |
cause be feared you would hold him buund
to nccomplish his father’s reparation. He |
told me that he loved me, and me only; |
that a life spent with me would be perfeot |
bliss, and without me, utter torture, and I |
love him—with all my heart I love him!” |
Laura spoke now with genuine vehem- |
ence. ‘‘Ob, Mary! will you hold him to
his bound ? will you ruin his life for ever,
and mine along with it ? will you force |
him to marry you?”

‘ Laura, stop I said Mary, rising, with
quiet dignity, * you have no right to use |
such words to me; Bertrand Lisle is per- |
fectly free from me. Since his bappiness |
oonsists in & marriage with you, I will do
all I can to promote it."

‘ But, Mary

you must tell him so your- |

self,” said Laura, eagerly, * or he will not 5
believe it. 1 told him you intended to be
one of those nuble heroines of charity—a
lady-nurse, or something of that _sort;
but he wasso convinced you wished to
marry him, that he will only be at ease if
he hears it from your own lips. He
means {o ask you to-morrow, what are
ﬂonr plans for your fature life, arrd all onr

appiness in this world depends on the an-
swer you give."” :

* Then you may be quite at rest, Laura,”
said the low, calm voice; * you and he
shall be made perfectly happy if words of
mine can ensure it; and I thank yor for
telling me the truth. And now may I ask
you to leave me? I must be alone.”

SBomething there was in Mary’s manner
which subdued evem Laura Wyndham.
8he stooped silently, and ki her on
the forehead, and then, without another
word, turned and left the room. Her
work was aoccomplished, her. vietory com-
plete!

|
|
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CuarTER XXV.

Bertrand Lisle had not, of oourse, the
smallest suspicion that any conversation
had taken place between Laura Wyndham
and Mary respeeting himself 3 nor could
he ever have conoeived it possible that re-
velations of so terrible a deseription eould
have been made to the adopted daughter of
his father, especially in sauch cruelly-dis-
torted shapes. He conld not therefore in
the least account for the peculiar imprees-
ion made upon him by fhry Troveryan's
appearance, when he saw her for the first
time on the following morning. It was in
the breakfast room, where all-the rest of
the family were assembled, that- they met,
and there was nothing in Mary's manner,
or in the few words with which she
answered\those who spoke to her, that was
at all different from her usual gentle still-
ness; and yet it was with a strange shiv-
ering sense of pain that Bertrand gazed ai
ber, for - it seemed to him precisely as
though he werelooking on the face of the
newly dead. Dead, surely, in some sense
she. was to him. The heart, the soul,
where, once at least, he felt that he had
reigned supreme, were now, he was con-
soious, wholiy locked away from him, as if
the grave itself had oconsummated their
separation. ' 'What it was, so like to death,
that J‘ud passed over her, he could nottell ;

' &

| never sought Bertrand in any way since
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movable expression of Lier face, and noted | |
how the dark eyes, that ever had turned
to him with suchwoft tenderness, were now
fixed and soiemn uvder the shadow of
some heavy thought which held her wholly
in possession, he felt,
none the less sure that it was indefinite,
that for him at least Mary Trevelyan
lived no longer. He had scarce time, how-
ever, to dwell upon the impression thus |
unaccountably made upon him, betore the
Lorelei flashed into the room, all bright-
nets and joy ; and, as his eyes turned with
delight to her radiant face, the quiet
figure of Mary Trevelyan seemed to fade
away from his thoughts as completely
a8 he felt she had even now passed out of |
his life. ‘

It was a lovely summer morning, and as |
they all passed into the hall when break-
fast was over, they saw through the open |
door the sunlight streaming on the green |
lawn and waving trees, seeming to invite |
them into the sweet fresh air; but it was |
with no sma!l astonishment in the case of |
all save Lurline, that Mary Trevelyan was |
seen to pass, with her noiseless step,
through the little group, till she found her-
self face to face with Bertrand; and then
she eaid, in tones which were perfectly dis-
tinct, though soft and low,

“Bertrand, will you come and walk |
with me in the garden for a little time ? I |
wish to have your advio# on some arrange-
ments I propose to make.”

Buch a request fromn the silent retiring
Mary seemed very strange, for eshe had

|
|

he had been at Chiverley ; but he could only
agree at once, with ready courtesy, to her
request ; while the others went their ways
in different direction. Laura so far from
manceuvring, as she generally did, to pre-
vent Mary and Bertrand from being alone
together, now did her best to facilitate their
interview. Only, with the subtle instinet
of that artfulness which was her fatal gift,
she tuarned to John Pemberton, and
whispered, * Dear old John, it is a long
time since you have had ady music; shall
I sing to you this morning, while those two
are out ?”

With trembling delighted eagerness he
implored her to do 8o, for she had greatly
neglected him of late; but, deceived and
betrayed as he was, Pemberton never
dreamt that her object was simply, by this
expedient, to maintain her inflaence over
Mr. Lisle throughout his interview with
Mary. And 8o it was, that during all the
time that Bertrand spent with Mary Tre-
velyan, in the very orisis of her fate, the
Lorelei's voice of haunting sweetness rose
and fell upon the summer air, wafted to
him through the open window of the musie- °
room, and beguiling him even with the
memory of her loveliness and genius, even
while the noble heart of the gentle girl who
walked by his side, was almost breaking in
the anguish of uttering words that were to
part them for ever, . ;

As Bertrand and his companion walked
down the steps from the hall-deor, to go
out into the garden, Mary Trevelyan raised
her eyes to_the heavens with one long
earnest appealing gazé, while she asked,
with her whole heart, for stfength to ac-
complish the dread task that lay before
her. 8he had laboured 'all night long,
after Laura's visit, to steel herself for its
performance with @& composure which
thould prevent Bertrand from feeling one
shadow of remorse or paiu, in seeing him-
self freed from her wholly and for ever.
And she knew that not only must she have
cqurage to go bravely and calmly through
their final interview, but she must brace
herself for days, and perhaps even weeks,

| but, as his glance rested on the set im- stand by and see his happiness with Lur-

ine ; for, much as she longed to escape

even then from Chiverley, she knew thnt
her flight at euch a moment could not fx}

to reveal to bim and to all that very truth, °
a8 to her own feelings, which she mo:t

with a conviction | wished to conceal.

But who bas ever cast as much as ove
feeble glance to the Father’s throme in
vain? The eyes which Mary Trevelyan
raised to heaven grew bright and calic,
and the strength and peace of pure self-
sacrifice filled all her heart, when she
found berself at last alone with Bertrand
Lisle in a retired part of the garden,
while the sweet voice of the Lorelei floated
round them in soft entrancing straine.

‘“ Bertrand,” said Mary, *“I have stked
to epeak to you because, as you are socn
going to leave us, I wish to have your ap-
proval of the plans I have made myre!f
when I shall leave Chiverley. I know,”
she continued, quickly, as she saw thst Le
was about to speak, * that your déar
father, in his care for me, made ycu in
some sense responsible for my welfare ;
bnt, whatever schemes he may himself
have formed for my future, his dne wish
certainly was that I should do that which
most commended itself to my own inclin-
ations and feelings—is it not so ?” Axnd
she lifted her eyes calmly to Bertrand's.

“ Doubtless it is,” he answered, hesitat-
ingly ; *“ but Mary, he very much wished
you tohave a safe and happy home.”

“I know he did,” said Mary, “and that
is just what I have provided for myseif,
in the way that suits me best. I have a
great desire to ftry and be of some use in
relieving however small & proportion of the
suffering which is so rife in this sad world,
and I bave found a post where, I think, I
could carry out this wish effectually; il is
“in & hospital for sick pauper children,
where the managers are in want of ‘help,
and they would no doubt be willing to acceps
mine.”

* But, Mary, is this really the life ycu
would prefer to any other ?* said Bertrand,
uneasily ; “ it woald be arduous work, and
you would be alone, away from' all your
friends.” s

* I have not many friends, as you know,
Bertrand,” she answered, with'a sad staile.

‘“You bave me,” he said, in' & low fone,
and for a moment, the ring of tenderness in
his voice almost overthrew her composure ;
but at that instant Lurline’s soft singing
came mom:l g}stinolly tl‘:n his “;l thn the
silence, and Mary saw his eyes light up,
and his lips part in a fon;y:'mm, as ’lﬁa .
turned his head to listen. - ‘

‘When Mary's answer came, it was per
fectly calm. ** Yes, dear Bertrand, I have
you as'a friend, and as such I am sure I
shall have you always; and I hope, when I
am at the hospital, that I shall hear fr

you, sometimes, that you are very happy :
for yon know well that your hppiﬁo’&; is
very dear to me ; and therefore you will
forgive me if I gpeak of that which oqn-
cerns your fature, as well as my own.”
She paused for a moment, brea
hard, and gathering up all her eourage ;
then she turned, put her hand into ,’,%,
looking up to him with a faint sweet swile,
she said, softly, *“ Bertrand, my mg'ti‘gd
dearest ‘riend, mwm.wi ‘
may have wit dhar ’M yery jo. :
thisy mortal life nn give youl” - ‘h:‘
- % 0Ob, Mary ! he exelaiied,
hand foreibly ; * who has told ?
what i#' it you know?” ' -
4 I'kmow that you

‘tion to the fullest extent,”
smiling. ** As there is n
 your marriage, I trast it

of endurance, while she would have to

lace, and th;’g.{m:'m e Y
K‘Ppine- even oonld wish you.” e
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