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THE TRICHPES OF DUTY.

CRAPTER X1,
PAST AND FUTURE,

% How dolicious ir this calm,” said
tho marquis to Lord Stanmore, as they
stood together in the contre drawing.
room; “ono is tho more awaro of it
from the distant bum of onjoyment of
the crowd on the terrace, and in the
scarcely perceptiblo movement of the
more rolined company in the rooms
above.”

As the marquis spoke, his eyo fell
on one of the chiof objects in that
centre room, a beautiful harp that
stood beside a pianoforte, of the most
approved modern construction. This
tribute to the expected prosence of
Lady Violet did not pass unnoticed by
the gratified father.

“I do not remember that & harp
ontered into our programmo, mado at
Rackley, for the fete made at \Woolton
Oourt,” observed he, smiling.

 But an appendix was added during
wy ride home,” returned Lord Stan.
wore in the game strain, **and perhaps
the Lady Violet will ascertain how the
instrument has borse the journey on
springs from London.”

**Shall it be to.night or to morrow,
Violet 1" asked the father.

* To-morrow, papa. Oh, papa, is it
not & pity to disregard all that Lord
Stanatore is doing to honor his grand-
father? Wo never thought of an
illuminated vessel on the lake. And
those beautiful fireworks? Lord
Charleton is standing at a window in
the next room with the duchess; so is
aunt Clara. Do come, paps, to this
window here with me.”

 Where did you learn the secret of
that magic sbip$” inquired tho mar-
quis, as they moved towards a vacant
window.

**Where I learned many things,
nsnlical and scientific,” replied Lord
Stanuore, “on the Ligurian coast. It
was not, however, at Marseilles, but
before the little port of Nice that I
first saw and admired an illuminated
vessol.” '

Seeing that Lady Violet was fully
engaging her fatber'a attention to tho
really attractive scene, which a dark
bat fine night showed off to great
advantage, Lord Stanmore now passed
to the first drawing-room, at oue win-
dow of which wero stationed his
grandfather and his old friend the
Duchess of Potorworth, and at the
other Lady Clara Chambarlayne. 1in
the vacant part of the last mentioned
window our hero planted himself in
gilence. Somo instants passed before
he said :

¢ You are tbioking of one far
away{”’

“ ] am,” was the reply.

“ Do you wish him to be here{”

“Not at this momont, although he
would, a8 he always does, enjoy our
description of what is beautiful; but 1
shonld like him to bave heard the
speeches at the banguet.”

“Ab, troe; but yoa shall soon
relato them to him ; and they will gain
in cloquenco and interest by passing
those lips.”

“They will be transmitted to him
by wy pen.”

“Your pen ! and by whom read?”

“* By bis reader, a young wman who
is dovoted to him, and who reads re-
markably well, It will not he his
fault if these speaches fail in interest.”

“And 50 all your correspondence
has to pass under the cyes of this
third person; but of course it could
no% be otherwise. When do yon ex-
pect to meet 17

“Immediately on leaving the lakes,
which is, I beliove, fixed to bo to-
morrow week. Wo then go direct
into Cheshire. My brother will be
obliged to make short visits to London,
daring the iaterval before Christmas;
bat at Christmas wo shall, plesse God.
be a largo and happy party at Mars
den.”

*Shall you stilt be Lady Clarn
Ohawberlayne 1"

“ I believe uot.”

A long pauso cnsued. At longth
Lord Staumore said, with emotion :

“You proposed once, in this house,
to tell me the history—your history—
in return for one I related to you on
tho lake. I could not then bear it. 1
will eudeavor now to think only of
your happiness. Ihave never inquired
the name oven of the man who, not-
withstanding his physical deprivation,
I consider to be the happicst man on
earth.”

“Sir Henry Moreland is a happy
man,” said Lady Clara ; ** not because
he is soon to marry the woman of his
choice, but hecauso ho has, in many
dilicult circumstances, done his duty
both tv God and man : because be re-
ctives his calawity as theone privation,
amid many blessings, decreed for bim
by an almigbty, all-wise, and loving
Father; and because he knows, in
truo faith, that a sure reward is in
store for him; he knows that ‘eye
hath not scen what God bhas propared
for those who love him ;'—far beyond,”
continued Ledy Clarn, “far beyond
even the beautifal scone of te-night, in
which there is 8o much of the myster-
ious blended with che beautiful tbat I
bave been greatly delighted. And
now. my cousin Arthur,” added sho,
turning more fully towards him, *let
me assure you; that altbough at the
moment you asked me tho question I
was really thinking of Sir Heary, yet,
heforo and since, I have thought of
thoso around me, and more especially
of yourself. Youdo not know—jyou
do not believe in the affectionate ic-
terest I take in you

*Oh, yes, as your future nephew.
As the good young man who is to do
all you tell him to do ; whose lifeis to
be portioned out by a set of duties.
At one-and-twenty I cannot feel much
dispogsed to a life full of mere dull
duties.”

¢ The duties of lifs are life,” ob-
gerved Lady Olara, * for what is life
without them. You are describing
duty as a dull, monotonouns thing, but
your practice disproves your theory;
for your duty was to welcome back
your grandfather, and inste~d _f feol-
ing and meking bim acd others per-
ceive it to be & dull affair, can any-
thing have beea more joyous §”

At this moment the closing beauty
of tho fireworks arose in the form of
the nosegay, well kuown, but always
beautiful ; and when at length the
spectators turned from the windows.
the conversation became more gencral.
Tho vencrable earl looked at each of
the group with silent interest, especially
on the young and lovely Violet. It
was apparent that he had approved
and assonted to tho betrothal between
the youthful pair.

Une suoxiety had troubled the Mar-
quis of Scabam, which he hed wished
to impart to Lord Stanmoro before the
carl should retire to his apartments;
yet, as is often tho case, it had escaped
bis memory while thoy were alono to-
gether. Ho shuddered at the idea of
tho cffect that might be produced on
tun mind of tho long exiled lord of the
mansion should the wysterious music
recommence its wail. It was truo that
both he and Lord Stanmore had be-
cone convinced that tho contrivers of
tho plot were friendly to the old
famly ; yet the uneasiness continued,
and he resolved to make tho opportun-
ity that ho had permitted to cscape
bim. Hitherto tho ouly servants who
had entered tho drawing-rooms bad
been tho butler, Grainger, and the
carl’s own valet; but now, just when
tho marquis bad crossed the room to
draw away Arthur toa privato con-
ferenco, two footmen ontered in the
heavy and gorgeous livery of the
Wooltors, without hearing refrech
ments, or any appareat motive for
their presenco. They advanced to-
gether witn great formality and respect,

till thoy found themselves directly

opposite Lord Obharleton, who was
seated in an arm-chair near a sofa, on
which sat the Duchoess of Peterworth
and the two other ladies.

“ Earl of Charloton,” commeunced a
voice that Arthur recognized to be
that of tho old gardener, “ I first
wore this hore livery fifty-two years
ogo, being thon ecighteen yeara of oge,
and I have kept it in a box under my
bed all theae years, and it has served
08 a pattern for all the rest to be in
order on this state occasion. I could
not have got into it all tho years of my
hoavy manhood : but now, at seventy,
I'vo shrunk back, and it fits mo very
woll ; don’t it ma’am ¢

“ Jocomparably well,'" cried
duchess, quite delighted.

% Now hereis my friend, Tom Jenkins,
that’s only two years younger than me
and the earl ; he has beon as faithful
as me to the old times, and we romem-
bers all the afflictions of the youwug
earl, a8 you was then, my lord, and we
hopes you remembers us, the gardener’s
son, Jim, and the carpenter’s son, Tom,
that used to be proud to row you on
the lake, and take letters for you to
that protty, grand lady, who lived at
Esgle’s Orag ; aud when you had to go
off with the old lawyer, Oldbam, we
took your horges to meet you at the
turn of the road up to Eagle’s Crag,
and there you wag, not seeing us, nor
minding the danger of stopping thero;
aud there was the pretty young lady
not heeding us neither, in her grief;
and says she, ¢ You're my first love,’
says she, * and if they part us for ever,
I'll never forget you, Oharleton,’ says
she ; and then we two makes a noise,
and off she flies, and we hurries you
off to the chaise waiting with MMr.
Oldham, the old’un. And all these
long years we two helped with our con-
trivances that no other family should
stop for long here at Woolton Court.
We'll tell you all about that, my lord,
another day. ‘What we come for, now,
is to beg while we live we may come
and go freely frem our little cottages
to the servants’ hall, here, and on great
days may do, as we used to do and
bave done to-day, wear the stete livery
of the Earls of Oharleton, and wait on
compauny.”

“ That you shall freely do, my old
and faithful friends,” said the earl.
] rexastnber you both perfectly, and
the incidents to which you allude as
perfectly. The only part I do not
comprehend is that yon have assisted,
it appears, to keep the lawfal pur-
chasers of this place from the erjoy-
ment of their property.”

“ Come, my good man,” said the
marquis, advancing, * give us your
word that the magic music shall cease
from this time.”

* Agfaras X have the powerit shall,”
replied James Tarner; ‘“for it has
answered its purpose.”

“And you, too, Mr. Carpenter,”
continued Lord Scabam, *give your
promise, aiso, that the noble earl may
enioy a guod eight hours sleep, nfter
tho excitoment and fatigue of this
propitioua day.”

“1 mskes the same promise as wy
friend,” replied Jeankips, * that, as far
as lies in my power, the houso will be
still to-night.”

As goon as tho two old men had
quitted the room’ the duchess arose
from the sofa, and said—

“My dear f{rionds, on tho last
occasion of our meeting in a happy
group, I fulflled my promise to wind
up by a final scene that should interest
you all. Thst scene was a betrothal.
On this momentous day, I propose
winding up by a public confession, that
sball strengthen that betrothal. I am,
or rather wap, that imprudent girl
who loved not wisaly, but too well ;
who mads promises sho was forced to
break, At sixty fivo I may own ny
firat preference for » man seventy.
So, my dears, you soo him in the hero
of this fete. The Earl of Charleton is
be; and if I havo been bound by other

the

ties to forget him during tho greater

part of life, I am now in my eage, at
full liborty to love him as much as I
please, and his son’s son, till time shall
be no moro."

Asthoduchess paused,Lord Charloton
raised hor hand to his lips, saying—

“ Ever the same "

CHAPTER XII
THE DALL

At how lato an hour the soveral
broakfasts wors sorved to the gueats,
on the sccond day of the festival at
Woolton Court, has not transpired.
Tho chief point of intorest was to be
the ball; and although there was riding
and driving, snd walking and boating,
not to mention luncheon and dinaner,
all was mado subservient to the ap-
proachivg night.

“I expected that Stanmore would
open tho ball with Violet,” said Lord
Seaham to tho duchcss; “but after
the dieclosures of last night, perhaps,
a8 you were once the finest dancer of
your day, and Lord Charleton hag de-
clared you to bo ‘ever the samo,’ he
will solicit your hand for a polonaise.”

«* Lord Oharleton has never done a
ridiculous thing yet,” replied the duch-
ess; “and God forbid that I should
tempt him %o forget the dignity of his
age and mine.”

“ But 1 only suggested a polonaise,”
continued the marquis. * Claude will
tell you of the German courts, where
grand dukes and oven emperors of the
sge of the nnble earl lead forth the
lady whom they wish to honor. The
polonaise is only walking gracefully to
a measured strain.” :

“ They had better do so by deputy,”
returned the duchess; ‘“and wy sub-
stitute is your own graceful Violet,
the future lady of Woolton Court. As
for Lord Charleton, where can he find
a better substitute than bis grandson,
a truly fine youth, whom I loved from
the first time I saw bim.”

This little interchange of opinion
between two friends who well under-
stood cach other, was in the twilight,
checkered by firelight, of that late
sutumn day, wbile Lady Violet was
tuning the harp in the adjoining room,
and Lord Stanmore was, in a subdoed
voice, relating and hearing much of
decp interest in a conversation with
bis grandfather.

The subject that had the most occa-
pied the attention and touchbed the
feclings of Lord Charleton had been
the history related to him that morn-
ing, by old Turner, of tho last years
of his uncle, the Honorable Tristam
Woolton, who, having failed, or been
averse to escape with bis brother,
Gilbert, to America, had remained
during cight years, a voluntary prison-
er in the monsion of his birth, some-
thaes enjoying the range of all the top
floors of the house, and walking at
nigbt in the grounds ; sometimes, and
especially latterly, confined to the room
and corridor, which the vigilance of
his humble friends bad secured from
intrasion. When years had past, and
the gradual payment of debts had ren-
dered this seclusion unnecessary, Tris-
tam had become so habituated to tho
lifo tbat he could bear no other. Na-
turally shy and timid, with strong
fawily affections, he dwelt morbidly
on tho past ; and, notwithstanding the
dovoted caro and attention of his two
family retsiners, would havo finally
sunk some years sooner but for the
soothing influenco of music. For this
beautiful art he possessed o genius that,
in an humbler class of life, or connect-
ed with a greater onergy of character,
might have redeemed his fortuncs. Ho
Played most exquisitely on tho flute,
and before tho property had found a
purchaser, solaced hie solituds by
strains that, like tho perfume of the
desert rose, fell on no human sympa-
thies. As the alteration in bis health
became apparont to bis faitbful friends,
tacy coosulted tho medical advisors,
wbo agreed in forbidding the flute.
Tristam could, with his genius, bave
mastered the violin, but he had nlways

proferred wind instruinents, and now



