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‘I am verylmuch interested in Mrs. Hartficld,” the | which there was a narrow creck—an inlet from tha
old man answered quietly ;¢ she-is ulways kind-to me. | prefty river that flowed through Norbury.
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%

Lt ig"a good sign when a woman of her age takes the| By and by Mr. Csmberford took to approaching the

trouble to be polite to an old;man like me—a sign thai
ber heart’s in the right place. I wish her husbaud
| nnderstood her better. I don’t think she wants to be|
taken to tea-parties, Mr. Besiow ; but I de think she|

A VERY NARAOW BSCPE.

It was not quite a year siuce Mr. George Harifield,

house by this way. He was an expert waterman, and
spent a good deal of his time on the river. So it was
an easy and natural thing for him to moor his boat at
the bottom of George - Hartfield’a garden, and step

the leading solicitor in the mnarket toww of Norbury,
had returned trom his houeymoon tour, bringing with
him the prettiest little wiie that the good old town had |
boasied for a long time.  George was only thirty _vuurs’
of age, but his wife looked a mere rirl, and was at least |
cleven years his junior ; much to the disgust of more

wants a little more sympathy.” ;

This was a long speech for. Mr. Morgan. The two
younger men stared at him supercilliously, and thea
weut on with their work. From the first day of her
coming to be mistress of the old house William Morgan
had shown himself interested in his master’s wife. He

mature damsels, who would have been willing to step
into propriciorship of the good-looking yvung lawyer
and bLig prim, sonspiceous vld honse, which was oue of
the mosNgespectable dwellings in the upper and more
rural part\pt iic High streét.  Mr. Hartfield had in-
heviied an d&cellent business from his father, and was
aitozcther a person of some importance in the opinion

%% lurge, and of himself in par-

of the Norbur§ world’
ticul

Al
1

Al

A

“ie was a shy, girlish creature, who seemed
i it to be mistress of that big, formal house,
{» shining wainscoted walls aud grim old furni-
{ture—iurniture that had been fashionable in the days
oi George’s grandiather—gloomy old mahogany four-
posiers and walhut-wood presses, in the polisied panels
wiiercod sentimental little Alice ttartiéld, wnose head
was a kad ol branch station of the cireylating library,
used i iaucy she saw glosts in the gloaming. In
houest iruth she did not take much to the house in High
street, and looked back with fond regretfuluess to the
biigit gountry home from vhich George had won her ;
but Mr. Harttield being of an arbitary temper, and
couvinced that the old house was perfection, sh¢had
never ventured to hint her dislike. It must be owned
that the evenings were long and dull for so girlish a
matron. George Hartfield was often out—sometimes
at a public dinner at the Crown Hotel, somelimes at
the social club held at the same prosperous tavern,
sometimes playiug billards with bachelor clients—all
in the way of busiuess, of course, as he told his wife ;
tut not the less loaely oun that account.

Mr. Hartfield employed three clerks ; a genticmanly
young man, who was articled; a stripling, tor copy-
ing and out-of-door work ; and a gray-haired old man,

kinduess at her hands. Ilis way home took him the
whole length of the town ; and Mrs. Hartfielu ased to

library, an office which he performed with mucu taste
and discretion,

1 take the liberty to carry a volume home with me
for the night at odd times*” he said to her one day.

¢ What, Mr. Morgan, do you read novels ¢”

¢t No, madam ; but I have a nices living with me

wus always pleased to perform any little services for |
Ler, and seemed needlessly gratetul for the smuliest |

entrust him with ber books to change at the circulating |

lightly oa shore. He always found Alice in her sitting-
room, and he found a look in her face which told him
his visits were not unwelcome. Being athorough man
of the world he knew the danger of the game hs was
playing, no: did he yield without a struggle to th:
temptation that had overtaken him. Such a heart as
he had was hit harder than it had been of late years.
T'he outside world of Norbury had not yet becu a-
wakened to the scandal of Mr. Comberford’s frequent
visits to the lawyer’s house, nor was the lawyer nim-
self alarmed by tbhem; but the younger clerks were
quick to remark upon the length and treyuency of these
morning calls, and on George Hartficld’s blindness to
the fact.

Edgar Comberford had been setiled at the Hall for

|

1gix months, when George fHartfield had occasion to

go to Paris on urgent business. He had inteaded to

who is glad to skim the volumes ot an ¢venmg.”
“Indeed! Youneverspoke ot her beivre. Is your |
niece married ?” |

and her child, a boy, ou my hands.
happy together, L tuank God!”
**'T’he husband nmwst have been a bad maun.”

¢ He was a most consummate scouncrel,” answered
the old clerk, with supressed inteunsity.

¢ flow hard it must be for you to work for all three !”
saild Alice. y

It will be harder for ihe two that are left when I am
gone. My niece is able to carn a little money at her
ueedley but very little. It is a dark look-out for the
tuture,” i

One morning early in sprink, Mi. Hartfield came
into tha office with a very dashing gentlemau, & new
clicnt, who had just come intc a handsonfe fortune by
the death of old Squire Comberford of Cumberford
Hall, seven miles from Norbury. Edger Camberford,
the new proprictor, was a nephew of the old man, and
had been a schoaltellow of George Hartfield’s tifteen

But we are very |

with a face upon which there was a look of scttled
melancholy. Mr. Bestow, the articled clerk, and
"Thomas Dredger, the stripling, had christened him old l
Dismal, anid spoke of him commonly by that disrespect-

tul sobriquet. 1t he ever heard the name, it apparent-

Iy troubled him very litt!ldé  He rarely spoké except 80

far as his business required him to speak ; and in the

two years that he had been with Mr. Hartfield, he had

not advanced by so much as one step toward intimacy

with his tellow-workers. He lived three miles out of
Norbury, walking to and from the office in all weathers

and no onc had ever seen the inside of his home.

ter first year of married life closed im sorrow and |
disappointment for Alice Hartlield. Tne baby-stranger-
trom whose coming she had expected so much pleasure,
ooly opened its eyes upon this world to close them
again tor ¢ver. . She dwelt upon this los, with a grief
which scemed to her husband just a little exaggerated,
and it is possible that her tears and sad looks drove him
to his club at the Crown rather more often this year
than in the previous winter. It was not that he was
unkind or iudiffereny to his pretty young wife. He
tfancied tuat she was perfectly bappy wity her books
and work wnd piane iu the interval between six o’clowic |
and eleveu, at which hour he punctually returned 1o
liis abode, o8 sober as when he lefi home, well pleased |
with himself and with the world at lavee, 7

The two younger clerks commeuied very {reely upon |
the solicitor’s couduct in his dmestic capacity,

* It I had such a pretty wiie, 1 wouldn't lcave her
alone eveniug after eveuing as our governor does,”
remarked the siripling pectly 5 1 woonder he
ashamed of himselt.”

* He'ought Lo take her more into soci~
replicd Mr., Bestow, the artieled -
much request in that brillisat
Norbury ** society.”

Mr. Morgan, the o
with a sigh.

**Wlat,

mear

arcle wiileh constitute

ay fyncral fricnd ! ervied Bastow | ** do you

nte ¢ ' the ek
« 8&¥ YOu are l,.]\f(.l'bS&dv in the sub ect l

'giving an anumaied acconnt o

s’

ofy cevtainly,”
serk, wijn was in

L« clerk, lpaked up trom his desk | wait ] aud he

years before. Since that time he had disappeared trom
the ken of Norbury, and was supposed to have led a
wild lifé in' foreign lands. He was eminently hand-
some, and in high spirits at the accession to the Com-
berford Hall estate.

“There are the papers, title-deeds, leases, and so
on,” said George Hartfield, pointing to a japaned box
on a shelf in the oflice ; ** do you want to see them?”

** Not [, George,” answered Mr. Combertord gaily ;
‘it is quite enongh for me to know that the lands are
free from mortgages, and that the rents come in brisk-

« She—she is a widow, to all intents and purposes. |
Her husband descited her three years ago, and leit her

take his wite with him for the trip, bt the weather
was sultry and oppressive, and he went alone. Mrs.
Hurtfield seemed very little disappointed by ihis change
in his plans. Mr. Comberiord had assured her thas
Paris was utterly unbearable in July. 1t -was upou
his business that George Hartiicld was engaged. He
went to make a settlement with a Parisian money-
lendér who had advanced moaey to thé young man in
the days of his insolveucy, and who how put in an ex-
orbitant claim for interest.

The first day of Mr. ‘Hartfisld's absence went by
without any wvisit from Mr. Combertord ; but in the
evening, wnen the clerks were gone and Alice was sit*
ting alone and very low-spirited, the peculiar sound of
the boat grating against the woodwork at the bottom
of the garden struck upon her ear, and brought a sad-
den blush into her cheeks. She looked up with u
movement of surprisc as Kdgar Comberford came
across the garden. He came in at the open window
with the air of a person who had a perfece right to be
there, and seated himself opposite to Alice at the little
tuble where she was drinking tea. :

* I ihought you woulil give me a cup’of tea after my
row,” he said, ** and could no: pass the “creek without
beguing for one. I dreal going hometo the desolation
ot the Hall—dreary, empty room and a cross old house-
keeper, I think 1 shail go back to Mexico becore the
year is out.”  Alice gave a litile start,

* What !” she said ** leave the H:ll forever?”

*¢ Iu all probably forever. A mea seldom comes
howme again from such a place as Mexico.”

 But why should you go back there—why shoull
ou be tired of the Hall so soon?”

ly. The papers could’nt be in better hands. talloa !
what's that

It was Ar. Morgan, the old clerk, who had put his
head in at the door of the office and suddenly with-
drawn it,

** Only oue of my clerks,” anawered George Hart-
field. **Come in, Morgan!” he bawled ; but the clerk
did not veply, und the two young men left the office ;
Mr. Cowveriord to be introduced to his friend’s wite.

e was not a little surprised by her grace
be'xmy, not a little fascinated by her shy, «
ner. ke stayed to dinner, and contriv
selt eminently agreeable to both !

during the last two year

¢+ L should never
but for my un~
cleaned -
die

|

-

.e’s death,” he said.
_ut wheu I leit England, an
aoroad.”
Atter tlug soci
yery often at hiy teiend
gouie perpetual reasoun

s howse.

ness, and he
the master ot the house was oul.

e siaemen

l\'tiu;_.;-mum at th
1 ! tield spent her mornings.
the h.use,

. and
_-u18h man-

~a to make him-
a8 host and hastess,
. nis adventyres in Mexico

.ave come hame fram there, (rcarge;
] was Lhmg_ughly
d meant to live and

al dinner, Mr. Comberford dropped in
el tle seemed to have
for. secie the suhcitd‘r on busi-
wpened by a kind of futality to call when
Would he leave a
t of his business with aclerk? No, he woultd
strolled unaunonuced into the little sit-
o back of the viiices, where Mrs. Hart-
[t  was the prettiest roow in
opening into & smull garden, at the end of

 Why should I be tired of life altogether?—Why
should I wish to run away trom myself—;rom you o
Aud then he went on w speak of hig lgve for ther, in
dark hints rathes toaa in plain W eds, She trjed to re-
| prove nun, tricd to snow BU (a6 Sis was angry, bat the
atteipt was a very feeble gia = She could ouly msist thab
he should leave ber o uately,  He did leave het, bhub
s ot xS and not i) sie had caanged insistence
inwo piseou oy
The L entrealys
t goat hrad scarc
pol hetweei) the st DL :
il(:’l)l?- old vlerk, sdorgan, appeared on the L!ues.ulq:
g )"uu here, Mr. Morgan.’ exciatied Alice, masing
b . - o 4 A
8 vaig arue.nps w cuilceal her tears; 1 thougit atl Gl
clerks had goue,”
++ [ had svme le
anything tor you in the Low.a o
S Noiig, Gians you.”
He lingered, twisting th B
round and round i ais tam wr wed u.mjta. i g
« | wish to Heaven L unght sjieak to-you 1{:1!, ¥
said ab last, = without oilcading @ Wwouuding you.
+ About whatt” ; 5
+ About the wan who has jsi lgﬂ you. A
« AMr, Comberford, my husvand’s fricnd ?
o your husbanls divvsi, deadliesi foos=
& i - vately.
answered the old mai passiovately. = fad Gl
*» What vight have you to siy that?"? asked Alice, trém
bling with indigualiva.
«Phe right givea me
and, above all, by wy

1y shot away in the twilight whes
rooin and tae office opened,

tters to copyy Mrs. Hartiield, Canlde
-Lllghfz?”

e brim of his shabby old hat

and “ yours,”

by my knowledge of the world,

wwiedge ot Hdgar L'.Qu/merm.rq.l .,
« What kuowl-d e ciaa ya. nave ot Mr_._ u).‘u‘bﬁ:;‘lun ¢

Did you ever see alin efore he came o Fhlb :{mw; b
« Never ; bub 3 aame is a word vl d“e_"“"““,“f? L5

life. Ask itim waas ve same ol the giclne nwh(:l.m ‘lx;,d i

ai honorable hone tad lettia a n‘.c,a_;.n‘(;:(lll"‘«.:unf)xtm\:rS.

four years 4go. Ask itiw the fate ot Bussie Ray s

[Con luded in our next.]




