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One after another rose before the eyes of the
ynhappy Lilian and her sister a thousand little
acts of parental love and fond indulgence, whilst
hefore them pleaded—ah, would that we could
say with dignity—the white-headed father, who
was -content to-sacrifice the years of their youth
and maturity for the short span which might yet
remain to him of life. _ :

Lilian paced up and down the library 5 she

- sked herself, ¢ Would Christian saint or Spar-
tan hero demand such a sacrifice ¥ and hec keen
perception of right and wrong replied with an
unbesitating ¢ No.?

She paused before him m her wearg walk.

¢ My father,” ske «ald,*-I will not forsake you;
your Lilian has accomplishments and taleats she
“can place to.good account. Fear not—I do
not fear—but ask me not to wed [or the love of
gold.?
i As T expected, Lilian,” he calmly rephed ;—
then turmag to his youngest and best-loved
.daughter, he added,‘ acd what is your determi-
pation, Marion?

4 To give up for the present, for the discharge
-of u filial duty, the desire which I feel to leave
the world—to werk for-you, live for yeu, die for

© you, if ne2ds be, my father.; but ask me npot,
tempt me not, to break this wy resolve. Would
that I contd do your will, and save you from im-
.pending ruin—but this l.cannot avert?

< Enough, enough, my -children,” sawd the old
.qnan, bastly arising ; and waving ins hand impa-~
tiently, be dasbed past them to the solitude of
his:own.chamber. He speat therein two weary

‘bours communing with his-own sad thoughts.— |-

He felt convinced that-expostulation and en-
treaty were alike .useless; for could he—dared
‘he—drag them to tbe altar in defiance of all
rights, human and divine?

It was late m the evemng ere he -could bear
to seek their company. They sat alcae, silent
and sorruwful, mn the elegant boudeir.ip which
they had passed so many bappy hours.

Perhaps adversity would, atter all, be bene-
‘ficial to thaw peor worldly heart; -he was cer
tawly m a solter mocd than was bis wont. e
approached them both. .

¢ You have sorely grieved me, girlsy .be said,
< thus to run counter Lo my wishes, and that just
now when ruin presses heasily upon me ; ay, aod
your beauty too would have placed you high
amongst the matroos of our city. But let it be,
let 1t be—we will tread the rough paths of lfe
then, as we have ghded down the smooth ones,
together ; but, alas, alas, my Marion and Lihan,
you know not bow thorny will be the future
which spreads before us.’ .
CHAPTER IS.—THE SHABY SIDE OF LIFE —

IMPORTANT NEWS ; STRANGE, IF TRUE.

‘When will she come back—when will she
come back 2 murmured, in a querulous tone of
voice, an aged, imbecile man, as, he drew aside
the curtain which shaded the first-floor window
of a- small house m one of the pet-work of
streets which run between the Walworth Road
and Kenuogton Cemmon, or Park, as 1U'is now
termed. )

The mght was dark and gloomy, black clouds
flitted across the starless sky, and a drizzliog
rain pattered against the window. Archibald
Craig moved from the window with a heavy
heart ; s fortunes, and those of s children,
were gloomy as was the November night.

Oh, what a contrast between that poor abode
in the smali seven-roomed house in the Palmer-
ston Road, and Mr. Craig’s former stately abode

at Bowden! ~ Two years have passed away ;— |8

the break up is spoken of as a thing of the past ;
Marion and Lilian, the belles of the county io
which they lived, are now two poor young ladies,
enduring that—what shall we call it—well, that

severest ot al/ distress, the distress of the well

educated and the gentle bora.
Who thinks now ot Marion . The poor
dally governess, wha leaves home early in the

morning, 10 ber simple. gray merino dress and’

cloth mantle, to while away the weary, weary
day, how weary those alone kdow who are
cooped up. ‘the hvelong day with high-spirited
and gametimes ill-tempered childres, and then re-
turn, long after the shades of night have fallen,

not even to meet & bright face - ani suany smile,:

but* whose task it then is to soothe the queru-
" lousness .of old age; and when she lays her

aching head upon the pillow, belore- she sleeps |

she will bedew it with_her tears, because she
knows not how to eke out bier “slender pittance.
‘Who cares now for Marion 7 ~ Who cares now.

for Lilign 1, ibe stately queen-like Lilian, beaut-:

ful.and accomplished -as she is 7—"but she. 1s only

the wife of Herbert Leslie -the- poet-painter.—.

They ‘marriéd and repked ' without l:he‘irr'f‘::l;pst,

L)

vhen they thought they would do well i the
srorld 5 things seemed at the fairest merely to
entrap them as it were nto matrimony 3 1t is the
shady side of hife with them. Who cares now
for Lilian ?

¢ Vunite dec vanites ; et tout est wanite

Well, but we wander from our pomnt. We
are not going to tell you of Liltan just now, but
of Marion, the self-devoted, wbo practises an
??t of heroic virtue every day and hour of her
ife.

On, on through blinding sleet and cold gusts

of wind, slong the open Clapham Road does she
thread her way with rapid step. It is a-wretch-
ed night for that delicate young woman, -used as
she has been to every fuxury, fenced in in her
happy girlhood, lest the breeze of beaven should
blow too roughly upon her, to tramp along that
lone dark road, for it 1s past rme at eight; but,
you see, when she leflt howme in the mornwg there
was one shilling in the house:; she-could not
spend it in rdiog, it would purchase a bumble
meal at night. O reader, try and realise fo your-
self tke misery of not baving a pound in the
whole world, and not knowing bow to get it, and
if you nave aot been soft-kearted all your life to
others, you will surely begia to be -so now. On
still, 2 Joug walk of one bour and -a bhalf before
you can reach your home. A -weary pilgrimage
is-thine, poor Marion.
"~ Marion had visited the Canley Heath Con-
veut that day. . Why was she ‘happy amidst all
biec sharp sorrow 7 Why, because Sister An-
gellgue bad drawn aside {rom the boisterous pu-
ptis who had accompanied ber hither, bad spoken
words of gentle loving-kiwdoess, -had reminded
her,~—ah, who more likely to do -so than boly
priest and gentle nup T—whatever the world may’
say; that surely she was doing the will of God,
10 staying in the world to support and ecare for
him who, imbecile and helpless, could not help
himself ; and thus had ended her-speech :—

-t Remember, my clutd, your loss of tartune
malkes no cifference to ws, Wher by the death
of your father you shall be free, the Novitiate
of Namur will be open to you:; -and the Com-
munity of Notre Dame, should .you make your
vows as a religious, will receive you- without a
peesion.’ '

¢ Alas! my good mother, I shell indeed bave
nothisg to bring you now, nothicg save a good
will, good health, a good education ; and ah, 1
had almost forgotten sometbing-else,’ she added,
smiling archly, and holding up ber small white
hands. ¢ You know you bave no -ay sisters or
servaats in your institute of Notre Dame, and 1
shall be able to do lots of work with ihese little
hands of mine.’

%« Ah, we shall see, we shall see,” said the Sis-
ter :Superior, laughing. ¢{ do .not thiok they
look as if they bad done much hard coarse waork
as yet, Marion ; perbaps you may :be put io the
school, you know.’ ‘

« Well, then, 1 can tezch French azd German,
and ‘paisting and music, and Dalf-a-dozen other
things beside; said Marton, laughing; ¢ but' T
tancy these bands of mine do rather more than
you give them credit for. Do you know, dear
Sister Superor, lhey light the fire every morn-
ing, sweep the room, and do balf-a dozen other
things? only, I of course plead gmltr to the
vamty of. wearing gloves'n order to keep them
white.? ' ' .

¢ Very right, my dear cluld,? rejoined tbe Su-
perior ; ¢ you are in the world, and teachg as
a governess, your little pupils would soon lose
their respect for you, Marion,. did they behold
you' with the red, coarse bands of one who does
a servant’s hard work) : _

This little conversation with the good Sister
Superior had sent Marion on her way rejoicing ;
she must bear the burden of the day and us
Jieats for an infinite period, 1t was true, but still
there was a baven of rest at last. She would
o on carng for and helping him 1o whom she
was all the world ; and tben —yes, Yien—when
ber wark for lum was over, she’ could bring her
trim hittle bark into the harbor of religton.

It was half-past nine that stormy November
might before she reached the bouse 1o ‘which she
lodged ; wet, weary, and fatigued, she ascended
the stair case. Her father, now imbecile, and
always more or less querulous, had Worn humself
out.with pacing up and down the narrow limits
of bis little room, imagming to mself a_thous-
and horrors about Marion. IHe would have it
she bad been garrotted, or run over i that loog
dark road; and as his watch and he had long
since parted company, had worn out his landlady
with 1nquiries, repeated cerlainly every ten
minutes, as to. the time. .. ,

¢ My dear clild, you have frightened. me out’,
my wits. What can have detained you so long ?
he sawd, as Marion entered ‘the room. B
T am not much later than vsual, papa,’ said
Marion, forcing a .smile, ‘and throwing off her

cloak, which wgs wet through; ¢ but time hangs:

heavy.on- your haods ;, you -have:nothg to do,

you, see) s0 grew timid-dad " apprebensive about
me - ,

¢Not without a cause, not withaut a cause,’
murmured the old man, with a sigh;; ¢asto my-
self, Marion, T read till I can read no longer,
and then I amuse myself with sitting at the wis-
dow and watching my neighbors. How true it
15, my dear, that one-half of the world know not
how the other hall live. I .could never have
imagined, when I was revelling 10 luxury at Bow-
den, that positiwely genteel people herded toge-
ther as they doan tins very street ; for instance,
why, my dear, these are oaly six-roomed houses,
and positively there are three famulies liviog 1n
ane of them opposite : first, the people who own
the house—1 have ascertained without a doubt
that they are located i1n the lower apartments, or
kitchens, to speak properly—then the shabby-
geoteel pewple, as we cal) them, bave the par-
lors, and wp-stawrs there are those pale, ladylike
young woeen whom we see perpetually embroid-
ermng at the windows ; and then I set to work
reckoning -up what the mechanic and his wife,
who hold the house, may make by letling the
whole of it in furmshed rooms, especially if they
are furnished hike these, .

Marioa cast a contemptuous glance around the
rooms, weslally caleulating for how much she
could purchase the sordid furpiture 1t contained.

It was a fair specimen of a third-class Liondon
lodging-house, this small suburban residence ; for
Marion’s!first-floor room bad apalogies for cur-
tains, an old settee dignified oy the name of a
coucl, an uneasy, rather than an easy char,
wik a tall, straight back aad ponderous arms, an
old-fashioned piano of the spiwet class, a dingy,
well-wora drugget, four cane ciairs with green
baze carefully nuiled over the worn seats, whilst
in the bedroom a piece of woud nailed against
the window-sil dud duty as a toilet-table. Mrs.
Shears, :the landlady, bad oe notion of puttisg
good artieles into ber lodgess’ rooms—no, not
she-—they were sure to spoil them, she was wont
to say; any makesmit did for lodgers. Thus,
by charging a good price for 'the use of her
wora-dut-furniture, and by sundry other pecula-
tions, she and her” husband managed pretty well
to iive out of thewr small house and the two sets
of lodgers, and the single gentleman who dwelt
lherein.

Marion was yet lingering over a warm cup of
tea the oid gentleman had iade for ber, when
the postimen’s double knock caused ber 1o hurry
to the deor,

She besrd the wman pronoknce her name, and
hastening -dewn-stairs she received a lady’s dainty
epistle, alsc ansther in a large blue envelope, such
as commercial genllemen generally use.  L'rem-
bling with agitation she re-entered the room, aud
first bresking the seal of the tiny litlle perfumsd
note, she read as follows :—

¢ Mrs. Burke 1s desirous to engage the ser-
Her vices of an English lady as daly governess.
daughter, recently returned from Canley Con-
vent, informs her that Miss Craig will ehortly be
disengaged. Mrs. Burke will pay ome hundred
pounds a-year, and will require Miss Craig’s ser-
vices five hours daily, Sue wili be glad of an
early answer.’ .

The letter fell from Marion’s bands. *A
huadred a-year.l” she exclaimed; fbutitis in
Ireland, such a way from dear Canley Cenvent.
However, it cannot be helped, O papa, 1hink
how detightful to be engaged anly for five bours,
to have all my long evenings at home, and get
just as much agam, as I am baving now.’ :

¢ You have forgotten your other letter, Ma-
rion,” said her father ; ¢but dear me, child, it
looks lke a lawyer’s letter,’ be added, placing
the letter in her lap.’

¢ Ob, I can’t bear to see these large blue let-
ters I” said Marion, pushing it aside. ¢TI really
feel afraid to open it;’ then turmng it over
and examining the postmark, she excluimed—

¢ Why, it is positively from Manchester ; and
see, papa, the handwriting 15 that of “dear, good
Mr, Galmonr § then breaking the seal, Marion
read as follows ; —

¢ My Dear Marion,—1 thiok it well that you
should hear of something which may tend to
raise your spirits i this your day of trial; so I
will tell you the good news which I - eave -heard
about you in‘a.very old manoe . I happened to
call in'at Heywood’s, the law-stationer, n the
High Street yesterday, and his head clerk let
me ioto a very geeat secret about yourself. He
said he had been engrossing the will:of a lady of
rank to whom Miass Craig was well known ; and
that her name was down for A legacy, amongst
various beguests to other persoos, for no less a
sum than two thousand pounds? Now, my-dear
Marion, this lady. canaot possibly -be -a2ny other
than your late most kiad friend the’ Dowager
Lady Evelyn. She s botb" aged and 1cfign jn
health ; what more hkely. than that she should

‘have drawn up ber will at this_very time, -and

should-remember by a bequest one whom she bas
so nobly assisted in ife:? - I could oot get' him
to confide to me the ngme of the lady in ‘gues-
tion’; indeed; hie seemed balf in fear after he:had

opeaed;his mind, iying, that it would; be consi-

.| dered a-scandalous breach of . confidence;. -which

would cost him his place were it made koown.—
Keep up your spirits then, your past and your
present forlorn position 1s well known; and so
many things point out Lady Evelyn as being the
party alluded to, that T myseif bave no doubt as
te who the angel in buman shape is who has de-
termined one day to rob your path of 1ts thorns.
She has taken a great interest 10 you. She isa
woman of Jarge fortune, childless, and n widow ;
so hope on, and keep up your courage.—With
kind remembrance to Mr. Craig, [ am, dear Ma-
rion, your sincere friend,
¢ Joun GiLyour.’

The letter fell from Marion’s haonds. She
was dazed, bewildered; she knew not what to
think ; she was mclined to be iocredulous.

¢ Would Lady Ervelyn even bear me in such
kindly remembranee, and yet not cheer my trou-
bled path by telling me thot my future, so dark
and so uncertain now, had been thus kindly cared
for 2 was the first question she put to the san-
guine old man, who, three short years since,
would have held the sum reported to be left to
Ins daughbter in Lady Evelya’s will as of very
small consequence indeed.

I do nat see that ber silence to yourself has
anything at all to da in the matter,” urged the
old gentleman,som2what displeased with Marton’s
incredulity 5 ¢ but it is always the way with you.
Do you not see thal she mght fear that this
should become public. No person ever liked
the dispositions of their will to be made known
during their hfetime. Besides, Marion, remem-
ber how bher ladyship has addressed you.”

‘Yes, quite true) rephed Marion; and a
bright gleam shot across ber features us she re-
plied, ¢true, papa, bumao kindness cannot sur-
pass bers; think with what delicocy she sent me
check for a bundred pounds, when your baok-
ruptey bad taken place 5 and then later, how we
bave often profited by her benevolence. Quly a
few days since, too, remember how she wrote
me, saylng, she had kept silence so long that she
fearéd lest her own sufferings made her selfish,
and peglectful of me. It was very strong lan-
guage to use,’ she contmued, after a pause.—
¢ What if she did seem aeglectful of me 7 what
if she really were so? I bad surely no right to
complain.’

¢ None whatever,? replied lier father ; ¢ but the
very familiarity of her ntercourse sirengthens
the 1dea 1 which we are led 1o indulge.’

¢ Yes,” replied Maron, *if true ; and without
some foundation, how should such a story have
reached Mr. Gilmour’s ears,’

Thus the conversation terminated. And

T ¢Ab,
pupil too,” said Catherine ; ¢ you did not resent;

Marion went to bed, reproaching herself that
ever and azam she found ber thoughts reverting
to this strange story, thinking how happy she
migat make the last days of ler father if it were
true ; and then blaming hersell for letting her
thoughts thus run riot, for she remembered that
the dealh of a kind Iriend must jvevitably take
place before this story, strange, if irae, could be
verified in her regard.

—_— N -~ -
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CHAPTER X.~—THE WAY TO MAKE HOME HAPPY
-—THE SHADOW OF DEATH.

¢ Lahan dear, T think I shall leave you very
soon, said Catberine Leslie, one winter after-
noou, as, supported by pillows, ste played with
the tisy hands of an infant, some three months
old, which lay in Lalian’s lap,

¢ Nay, Catherine dear, do not speak so,’ re-
plied Lilian ; * you have been better, much bet-
ter lately, spte of the winter weather. If
things take a turn for the better, we may all be
so happy tlogether ; indeed, no blow ‘would be
heavier to me that of your death, always except-
ing that of my doting sister.’

* But it will come nevertheless, Lilian, and
perhaps at the moment when we least expect it,’
sard Catherne, ° [ am convinced that the change
for the better which I really feel \s a mere delu-
sion 5 for myself, I bave not a wish for my life
to be prolonged. My sole desire on earth 1s
that I could see the dawn of brighter days for

ou.’ '
i ¢ No more of this, love ; you make me quite
sad,’ sasd Lilian. ¢ I owe so much to you, Ca-

the day 1s perbaps very near in wiick we must
art, :

P ¢Owe so much to me, Lilian, replied the
humble Catherine, with a slight laugh, ¢ I won--
der what Lilian could learn of me.? . ‘

¢ Fhe art of making a home happy, Cather-
ine : ol husbanding my humble means ; of keep-
g it neat and 1o good order; of making iny

‘own dresses, pies and puddings, cooking a dinoer ;

and last, though. oot least, you ‘bave taught me

‘'so well the practice of economy that I can post-.
tively make one shilling go as far as. five
when I

strove, as Mrs.: Leslie, to keep house
myself.’ - e : -
Lilian, but you were an apt and a docile

as some would have doce n your .place, my-
offer of . showing -you  how to maoage your hiitle:
home ; and: after ally:d earest, bow very little

- a0 ’ .

cou!d I.do.” o

therice, that I cannot bear to 1think that [

‘Bldckwood. '

¢ HHow very Z2itle? rather say how very smamh”
said Laliac; ¢ for, Catberme, these very &z
duties of everyday lfe, so little that our sex are
apt to pass them by as beneath tbeir nolwep, ..
comprise in therr fulfilment the very essepce of
domestic happiness ; in their neglect, the mnery -
of the whole household. '

Lilian gpoke but too truly ; she was the Skt
of her own heme, bumble though it was ; plooge
from the bighest aflluence to poverty, she kai
bad much fo learn. Very weury and repokisre
was the task at the beginning, but she bad puk
ber hand to the plough, and would not ook
back. Reason, love, and religion came io ber -
aid. Brave Ialian, the slatteraly wife of the -
mechaunic, with double the money earned by yous -
poor =mMMor and arust busband, IHerbers,
might look at you and learn a lesson Jor ddhe
future.

Industrious Lihan, the wife of lhe rman =itk -
his bundred and ffly pounds or two bundredw -
year, may come and learn of you how to keep
ber home 3 for you would teach her 1bat ke
thorough discharge of the duties of demestie hie -
are not incompatible wilh the tastes of » refined
pnd intellectual mind, should a reverse have:
plunged such a one from aflluence wlo compara-
tive poverty.

When Lilian first essayed the art of bouwse-
keeping she made such sad blonders bt she
turned to the experienced but sensitive Cather-
ine for her lesson. It was not very long before
it was well learnt, and Lilian’s white hands slal-
ed m the art of cookery, then turned olitimzes 1o .
still rougher duties, o ;

Catherine had never fully recovered bsridesiy

from the time she bad been attacked by The
fever, and ler dechining state of health bat ey~
minated to pulmonary consumption.
. In the m:dst of much distress, and whist -
therine lay sick unto death, Lilian’s frsy chil@
was born.  New duties of every kind nd Be-
volved upon her, but in the hour of trial she was
not (ound wanting,

Lilian was pecahar, perhaps, nevertheless it
was a peculiarity which never spared self, She
loved to use white toilet-covers, and: white guiits,
and snow-white draperies, #8 much as she bad
loved them n the home of her sunny yoush 3 2o .
that Catherine’s sick room always looked—ny
the cost of great trouble to hersell,—clesn, s
the linen as white as if it had just come from the.
hunds of the laundress.  Another pecvharity:
doublless, io one so poor especially, was her de- -
termination always to have a white baby, as she
Jestingly termed it ; and when Cutherine askedd -
ber what she meant by a white baby, sbe re-
plied,—

‘IfI am so poor, Kate, that I must peets -
wash my baby’s clothes myself, then I wil) 2z
it ; for na infant of mine shall be disfigured vk -
colored fracks and socks,~—a pure invennon,
believe, to save a fitle work 5’ consertuenﬂ] .
pecubiar and eccentric Lalian not uufreq-oénﬂ;b
was caught by Herbert ironing at mn'ﬂnig}:"a,,
efter ber own bands had washed the tiny Srosdz -
made of the soft embroidered mustin robes -
whicl she bad berself worn 1 ather and happiey .-
days. ‘ '

The infant, Archey, whom she had pamed 5L
ter her father, was thus never seen wilk oiber
than-a spotless frock of winte ‘musfin 3 2nd mp
can safely aver that neither ‘colored soeks mpxr
petlt(;coats disfigured the infant hmbs of Libaz's
child, ’ '

We are no admirer of Mistress Fanny ¥Ferm,
nor was Lulian. The former lady sagely writws -
that she does not like houses mn which «iffom-
mers and takes are not marked with the impress -
of baby fingers, and 1 which the state of e
apartments does not bear wdubitable markse¥
the presence of children, '

Surely Fanay Fern bas oot the orgon m¥
neainess and good order well developed 5 of s
had, she would abhor disorder and untidwess,
however fond she may be of the baby portiom o
humanity. ‘It s surely ot hard ‘to be fopd oF
children and of good order at the same time. . BAs.-
to Lilian,—the refined and ndustrions Eidmag—m
she would, with mady of our lady-readers, bazve -
been ready to swoon ‘at the thought. of ap-3B-'
kept houfehold, dirty children, aud_ an 1Hl-manap~— -
ed table, around which little men and’ womenars -
sometimes suffered noisily - fo clamor lort) ety
wanls, ' et
But the little home was ‘to undergo a clamps. .
Lilian tried very bard to wear lief nsually’ sroms~ -
smile, but somelimes the effort was in vaip.:

- Catberipe was dying.- She could-deceive Fur-
sell no lomger® as to that. = The orders st 2he
studio in Newman street were but few and' fowr Jhie—- -
tween, aod Herbert -bad, in vain tried 1o gp3m-

.series of articles on the fine:arts, on which dow sl

devoted much of his leisire, iato. the pogPdiT“

[

‘He kiad met with ‘jist sificient;fuccess. msns
writer to,eharpen his-_appetite for.more ;; hedui®

3%

et to_fiad out the . difficolty - of the' task, xhean~

backed by interest or iofluence.. ¥ -

" There were' moments 1o ‘which hie Ead'
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