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lad "Oliver! promise me tiat I shall never see bave laid down lits lite for wy sake t he was

anc. bat woman to speak to again. I feel as though iied in this uatter it o as tlîruglo bis great
n, tt it would be impossible to me-as though I could love for me; ted I was orong n not eeking an

not trust myself to hear her whining over my bu exllnation with bim sooner. If-if-tlins-s do
ip by band's death, or offering me her hypocritical con- fot tom out exactly as the oorld niay bav

'er dolences, without saying exactly what I think and pected of im, I, for one, o fot hear tbe
I now of her." est imputation of blane rat un bis memorv.

laust "Mv dear Irene, why ask me ? Surely it will Mv dan
efuse be inyour own power to decide what is to become s)ared lîim une short moutî more to me, tbat It-fell of the whole establishment, and Mother Quekett 1ight bave tried, iu some c r atone for
tere into the bargain." the suffering bis suspicions eaused bina

1da "i don't know that, Oliver," she says, with a ene, you are an an-el," slys Oliver impul-

you. .light shiver. " I know nothing for certain ; but sivelv; "but I caut say I see tbis thing lu tbe
e I suppose it will be in my power to settle wbere same liglit as vuu do. Husever speculation is

I shall lire, and feel that that woman an. my- useless. Weshah knOw cveryttîingooon. Mean.
rk of self can never continue under the same roof." o ile I suppose it wouldn't li eonsilered de-

, iu 1 " Where should vou live but here ? You cent to kick oH Quekett out-uf-doore before the
bore would not abandon the poor old Court ? But per- funeral bas taken place.*

bat di. haps yon would find it lonely all by yourself." You must do nothing, but be good snd
ter of "Don't let us talk of it until we hear what ar-tesad-. sagemeuts Philip may have made for mes alvr-. ueadsv esltetobeyucn lvr

,ngemets hilp my'lavemad fo me, Oliver. f'or the next few days; and after that, ohen it l..
I rode I shall be content to abide by bis decision. But aIl uver, oe vilI consult tugetber as lu tbe b2-4

he told me, the night before he died, that ho lad course to pursue."
rather lately altered bis wiU." He secs ber'every tay after tbis, but not for

iffer?' "Not in old Quekett's favor, I trust. Irene, long at s tîme; for, strange sud unnatural as it
lie be do vu think we shall find out the truth about may appear to the romautie reader Obatany wom-

re mun- that woman now ? Will the secret concerning an who loves a mau as completely as Irene loves
r for all her (for I am sure there is one) be brought to Muiraven should feel almost iuchincd lu despair
him to light with my uncle's will?" at the death ufa prosy old busband like Colonel

ville to 'I bave never seen it, Oliver ; you must not Mordaunt, the yuung oidow is, for a time> really
ln't go ask me. for my own part, the only feeling I bave uverwhehmed with grief. Most uf us kuow eitber
leaving upon the subject is, that I maybe rid of the sight from experieuce or observation, wbat il is tu

olseyou ofher. She bas done her best to poison the hap- wake up, after many days sud niglts uf fever tu
yo

u 
M piness of my married life, and turn my dear, no- tht joys uf convalescence-to feel that tht hum-

fellow ble husband's heart against me ; and, if I live to ing pain tbe restlessuess, t u
nE. be a hundred, I could never forgive ber for it. Il the utter inability lu take auy intereet lu lite,

rhaps; was sheer malice, and God nows what I bave have passed away, sud that instead we eau sleep
quietly. done to provoke it sud taste sud underotaud, brealle God's fres
'rojan, "You came between ber aùd ber hope of lu. air, drink lu bis sunhine, sud recognize ur
m more beriting my uncle's money that is all the expla- frieudo Iow grateful-how good we feel! With
bis ad nation I can offer you, Irene. It makes me very what aconaciousness uf relief we renember tht

"bu uneasy to bear you say the will has been altered. past burrors; and slould we relapse sud dreatu
; t What should Uncle Philip have altered it for? uo them agau, how tankfully wc wake lu find

au lal "Because, after what he heard, he naturally uur baud claspcd by sume kiud, sympaîliziugtich her believed me to be unworthy of having the charge0dc erl beCee me t euwrtyuhaug ecage nurse, whu moisteus ur parched lips, sud smuoths

erself- of so much property." ur tumbled pillow, sud bids ns have nu fear,full of "But without ascertaining if his suspicions siîce we are watcled sud teuded even wleua.

nd also ere correct ? I cannot believe it of him. Irene, cousclous
m'tC. if he has permitted this old woman to inveigle you, Love for Muiraven ws tu Irene s fever uf tht

out of your legal rights under false pretenses, I brain. It nass deep sud burning tbat tht
sy shall begin to bate his memory." disappuiutmeue uf its loss pervsded ler whoîe be.

has in He is startled by ber burst of distress. hag, sud almot worked iv owc cure by rubbing
he had " Hate is memory / O Oliver! foer shame! lier of ulereot lu every thiug Chat lad preceded

hat oh1 How dare you say so before me? My poor, kind it. Wlit she commeuced life auew with Colonel
SPiU4p-my dear, gentrus bnsband, whu wuld Mordu sI adr was lu tht convalescent stage


