MR. KEIR'S VISIT.

“Js Captain Clevedon offended? I am so
orry ! Take me to kim, mother, and I will make
he amende honorable.”

«] don't think you will have the opportunity.

4 believe he has gone home, where, indeed, it is
'igh time we went alsa. Come, Irene!”

“] am ready, mother! Mr..Keir offers you
"'his arm. No!”—as Eric Keir extends the other
B gor her benefit—** take care 6f mamma, and I will

; llow ; thank you!”

So they pass through the ballroom and de-
end the staircase, Mrs. St. John in dignified si-
nce, and the young people with some amount of

pidation. Yet, as he puts Irene into the car-

ze, Eric Keir summons up sufficient courage to
fny—
5, “Shall T find you at home to-morrow after-
poon, Miss St. John?” * )
i Sheds about to answer timidly that she is
npt sure, when she is again interrupted by her

mbother.

& ““Yes, we shall be at home, and giad to see
jou, Mr. Keir;” at which unexpected rejoinder,
. Keir expresses his grateful thanks, and Irene,
fasping Mrs. St. John’s hand between both her
'n, lies back upon the cushions, and indulges in
frosc-colored dream of coming happiness.

. At an early hour on the following afternoon,
ic Keir's horse stands at the door of Mrs. St.
ha's house in Brook Street. He enters hur-
dly, wich—u*nright look of expectation on his
ntenance, amil, without ceremony, turns into a
ing-room on the ground-floor.
 The servant who admitted him had scarccly

@ to close the hall-door again, before the vis-
bad vanished from his view, and left him
nding there, with the message that was evi-
ptly fluttering on his -lips, still undelivered.
it is Irene’s sitting-room, and Eric Keir is
disappointed in his hope of finding her in it—

d alone.
“What will you say to me for so abrypt an
rance " he exclaims, as she rises to welcome

n.  ‘“Does it come within the privileges of g
end to introduce himself, or must I wait, like

Wy other man, until your flunky formally an-

nces me? O Irene! I have scarcely slept a
fnk all night.”

“What a lamentable confession!” she an- |

vers, gayly. ‘If this is the effects o?' too much
ncing, I must begin to assert my prerogative
chief counselor, and order you to be more dis-
et in future.” > -
_“Of too much dancing ! * indignantly; “you
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know, without my telling you, if my restlessness
wag due to that, O Irene! I feel so happy!” A4

‘ And last night you felt so miscrable.”

A cloud passesover the brightness of his face.

- “Idid. T felt wretched inlooking back upon

my past life: the remembrance of the trouble it
has caused me, and the follies to which it has
been witness, unnerves me. And my happiness
to-day (if it can be called such), my light-hearted-
ness, rather, proceeds only from the knowledge
that you promised to help me to forget it.”

She has reseated herself by this time, and be
takes a chair beside her. .

‘ As far as it lies in my power,” she answers;
“but is it always necessary to forge! in order to
be happy?” - -

“In my case it i3 so: there is nothing left for
me but forgetfulness—and your affection.’™

““Was it a very great trouble, then?” she
says, softly. )

‘So great, that it has destroyed all the pleas-

ure of my youth, and threatens to do the same
‘by the comfort of my ageb

“And a woman was the cause of it, I sup-
pose.”

“Is not a woman at the BBttom of all our troub-
Women are the ulterior causes of all pain
and pleasure in this world—at least, forus. You
have not lived nineteen years in it without dis-
covering that, Irene ? ™

3 NO ! ”»

“ And so I Jook to a woman to cure me of the
wound that a woman’s hand inflicted ; to restore
to me, as far as possible, through the treasure of
her friendship and hef sympathy, the happiness
which, except for my own mad folly, I might
have aspired to—"

“If you please, sir, Mrs. St. John is in the
library, and will be glad to speak to you as soon
as you can make it convenient to see her.”

¢ Say I will come at once.”

On the-entrance of the servant they have
sprung apart as guiltily as though they had been
lovers, instead of only friends, and, as he, disap-
pears again, they look at one another consciously
and laugh. )

“What 2 mysterious message!” exclaims
Irene; “is this leap-year? Can mamma have
any designs on you?” :

“In the shape of commissions—what ladies
have not? I am a perfect martyr to the cause.
Whether owing to the respectability of my con-
nections, or myself, I cannot say; tut the nam.

1 ber of notes I am asked to deliver, and Berlin

wools to match, is perfectly incredible. But is
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