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CHAVTER XXXVH
MATRIMUNIAL ARRANGKMENTS ANL A DRATH.

On the 2d of September a small,
contdential and happy circle were
together rejoicing at Marsdon Park,
with much to recount ard still more
to anticipate. The following day bLusi.
ness was trausacted in the marquiy’
privato study betweon bhimself and
Lrd Stanwore, the open letters of the
Eurl of Conrleton lying on tho tablo
before them, with legal documents,
already signed by the earl. In tho
afternoon of that day, in tho presence
of witnesses, and in duo form, other
signaturog wero attached. Business
thus over, all hearts wers ready to
enjoy tho brief fortnight of Lord Stan.
more's visit, and the joyful nows of
the fall of Sclastopol on the fifth.
Then came a parling, in which hope
forhide sorrow, and our hero was
rout for Westmorland, until tho twen.
tioth of tho following month, when he
was to return and claim his bride,

Two years cnly had passed since the
sceneg our hero was spproaching wera
all new and of iuteress to him cliefly
on his grandfather’s account. He had
bad no personal mamories at that date
connected with Woolton Qourt. But
how wmuch of thought and feeling had
b2en crowded into those two years!
What mental vicissitudes connected
with tho halls of hissires! Therofure,
ou the first cvening of his return,
when the earl and his grandson sat
alone, watching the varied outline of
the circling mountaing against the
sunsot glow, tho deep heraditary love,
80 felt by the graundsire, passed into
the breast of the heir and he exclaimed ;

“Yes! it i3 the return tc a place
that makes one toveit. It is the re-
membraance clinging round favored
spots that so endears them. I could
not have believed that I should ever
love this place a8 now I do. I valued
it for your asake, my lord ; but my
own heart was moro on the shores of
Provonce.

“You have bitherto, you say, iy
dear Arthur, loved this property for
my sake. I can almost say the same
with respect to you. Very soon they
will be also in the sweet girl who is to
become my granddanghter.  You could
not have madea choice moro accoptable
to me.”

“Thank you, my dear lord. Hea-
ven has made the choice, it seems, not
I. Butafter many wayward feelings,
I can at length say with you, that a
choice more acceptable to me could not
bave been made.”

“Theso are precious assurances to
my heart,” said Lord Charleton,
“ Iady Violet would have sttracted
you at ooce had not your admiration
been previously engaged by her aunt.
The circamstance of your having firsy
known Lady Clara involves no fault
on your sart. You have suffered;
but you . sve not sinned. From &l
that I have observed or known you
have been faithful to your engagement,
You have done your duty. God will
reward you by & constantly increasing
affection for your lovely and faithful
Violet."

“Yes!” exclaimed Arthur, “*sho bas,
indeed, been faithful. More faithfal
than Ito her. I do not here refer to
my worship of Lady Ciara; but to the
- horror I felt when the bLlot on the
fawmily was wmade knoxn to me—a
hlot, a stain that could sffect Lndy
Violet alone, of the whole family; for
shio only bad the blood of the unfortu-
pate Marchioness of Seaham. 1 folt
so indignant at the apparent conceal-
wment practised towards me that 1 de-
termined to break off the engagement.
I was withheld solely by the power
Lady Clara possrssed over me. She,
moro than the Duchess of Peterworth,
has mado this marriage. Still was I
hoping for somie honorable means of
cscape, when the attempt becamo
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sorious of our youuger branch to nullify
my exiatonce as your hoir and turn me
into a foroign peasant. At that crisis
the constanuy of Violet's attachment,
the tidelity of hor hoart to me, in my
adversity, so won my admiration aud
my gratitudo that I renowed, Lefore
God, my botrothal by vow,”

¢ And now," inquired the grandiire,
28 he looked his full approval, ** when
* the elder and the younger angol' are
together bLefore you, to whom does
your heart incline 7"

[ have not dared to investigato too
closely,” replied Lord Stanwore, *but,
a8 you have 8o wall observed, to com-
fort wme, { can sugler without sin 7

** Aud, during tho short interval
that will now occur before your mar-
riage,” continued the earl, * were you
to tind that Lady Clara had becomo a
widow, how would you relish the hav.
ing renowed your betrothal by vow ¢

“Lady Clara,” replied Lord Stan-
morn, *considers me so truly as if
already united to her treasured nicce,
and is so assured of Violet's atfuction
for, and trust in me, that the event of
Sir Henry's death would arrive tsu
late to cause any change in wmy posi-
tion. Iven wero I capablo of deserting
Violet, I should find no sympathy in
the aunt: for she would accept no
tribute to berzelt at the exponse of my
honor, and the happiness of her niece.”

T am comforted to be thus reaa
surad,” said Lord Coarleton ; * for the
life of Sir Henry Moorland has been
considered most precarious.”

“ You mean that there still exists a
tendency to blood in the bead 1”

“Yes. You are aware that a court-
martial has been held on a Msjor
Roderic, and that Sir tenry’s opinion
wag unfavorablo to the acquittal 3"

« I have simply known of the court-
martial ; and that Sir Heary and Lady
Clara quitted Mareden about a week
before my arrival there from France.”
«Then I have to anpounce to you
the fact of a second etroke of apo.
plexy.”

“# How strange!” exclaimed Lord
Stanmore, ¢ that I should thus, by
one day, have miesed hearing the bad
news at Marsden, to be inforined of it
here, 8o far north.”

«t The nows reached me,” said Lord
Charleton, * just when I was expecting
your arrival. The son of our nearest
neighbor, Captain Gelliot, on leaving
the court-martial, travelled direct to
his father, to remain with him some
wecks. Squire Gelliot immediately
wrote to announce to me the fatal
termioation of the attack.”

“The fatel tormioation! Then
General Sir Henry Moorland is really
dead? Then Lady Clara is actually a
widow 1"

**Yes, my dear Arthar, it is really
thus. The Mass to-morrow will he for
tke repose of his soul."”

«Qb? cried Lord Staumore, 1
must go to her. Where is she 1"

+Squire Gelliot's letter does not men-
tion; but we will send Grainger to
agcertain.”

Accordingly, in one of tho lighter
carriages, and driven awiftly, Mr
Grainger, the butler, visited Gelliot
Manor, and returned within two bours,
accompanied by Captain Gelliot. This
young officer recounted, with much
animation and feeling, the scene of tho
court-martial ; tho investigation ; Gen
eral Sir Henry Moorland’s vote of dis-
approbation of the conduct of Msjor
Roderic ; tho stroke of apoploxy ; the
being bled immediately and copiously,
bug without return of consciousncss
till & few hours before hisdeath, which
had taken placo in the early morning
of that very day. Lady Clara Moor-
land was in a villa near Cbatham,
awaiting the funeral, which was to be
at the royal expense, aud on & munifi-
cont scale. Captain Gelliot bad seen
Lady Clara on the previous cvening.
Ho had been the youngest of three
officers sent from hoad-quarters to con

gratulate her on thereturn of conscious-
ness to Sir llenry.

“ Her ladyship received us most
courtvously,” continued Captain Gelliot,
‘*and with great calm of maunner. She
oxpressed hor gratitude for the roturn
of reason ; because Sir Uenry would
then fulfil all those ;roligious dutics
that ho had desirod should ocoupy bis
last moments. Sho had herself no
hopo of his recovery. Thero wero two
tino babies seated on the table befcro
her—twin girls of a yesr old, They
wero literary ¢ pulling caps’ and frolick
ing till thoy wade us all smile. On
Golonel Funshaw's lamenting that ono
wag notaboy, tocarry on tho baronotcy,
Lady Clura informed us that her hus-
band’s heir and namosako wan the littlo
sou of a cousin latoly decoased. ‘Then
Colonel Fanshaw asked the little beau-
tios which of them would swile on the
cousin, and wed without chsnging her
name: when each soizad a moustacho
till ho Jaughed outright —for he was io
Ingh spirits, taking quite a ditferent
viow of Sir Henry’s case to the truo
result foreseen by the wife, Colonel
Faushaw and the General had been old
brothers in arms ; and when he awoke
this vory morning, to be told that the
General had been dead some hours, he
was nearly having a stroke himself,
snd bad to be bled.”

CHAPTER XXXVIIL

A FUNERAL, AND THE MARRIAGE OF ARTHUR
AND VIOLET.

At daybreak Lord Stanmore and his
faithful attendant, Mr. Temple, were
on the cross-road to meet the London
trian, and to be conveyed us far as the
Chatham line. Thiaimmediate arrival,
from go great & distance, was duly
appreciated by the mourner ; and as the
Marquis of Seabaw, whom Lord Stan-
more met at the villa, could not remain
with his sister more than a few hours,
our bero devoted hiwsslf to her plans
and wishes in overy respect until
within a week. The funeral being
over, he escorted the mother, children
and g-rvanta to their cordially-invited
home at Marsden Park.

“Let not my widow's weeds defer
the date of the mwrriage,” pleaded
Lady Clara. *‘I shall not be visiblo,
but shall view the ceremony from the
chapel gallery. QOur Violet’'s other
aunt bas uccepted the invitation, and
will be the chief lady present.”

Tho requost was sincere, like every-
thing proceeding from Lady Clara;
and at length the marquis, who bad
proposed to add the delay of a month
to the firat date assigned, compromised
for a tortnight's addition to the interval
before Lord, Stanmore's return to
Marsden. This would briog the wed-
ding-day to the 20th of November,
1855.

Oa the young viscount's return to
Woolton Court he found that his
grandfacher had carried out his long-
proposed plan of a division, into two
parts, of the mansion of Woolton Court.
The grest entrance remained to both
divisions, bnt different sides of the
court conducted to the now separated
habitations of the Earl of Charlcton and
Viscount Stanmore. No exterior sign
of this division appeared, excepting
that it explained the occupation of a
hitherto small court by & magnificent
flight of steps on the eastern sido of the
mansion, destined for the brica and
bridegroom. The long picture-gallery
of the north facade, with its door at
either end, was the medium of com-
munication between the dwellings.
Tbe south front, to the gardens and
lake, was divided equally to both
familics. Theearl retained the dining-
room and library, but ceded the great
banqaot-hall, for adining-room, to Lord
Stanmore, and suito of drawing-roome.
Arthur found that his grandsire had
relinquished too much; but Lord
Charleton assured bim that the division
thus mado was tho resuit of deliberato
thought, adding :

“When you wish to give a ball in
tho banquet-ball you and your friends
muset dine with me; you are also in-
vited to dine with me every Sunday

and great festival, while I will accept
your invitations four times in = year.”

Lord Staumoco laughed and gayly
accepted this wost methodical arrange-
ment, that remindod him of tho puonc-
tual habits of Muracilles. 1lowas him-
aelf fully occupied in directing fanoy
artists and other work-people in
ronowed decorations for the Jrawing-
rooms and the Lady Violet's own
boudoir. and had tho eatisfaction of
soeing all fully to his tasto on tho eve
of bhis departurs with the Earl of
Charloton for Mareden Park, whore,
on their arrival, they found a really
*t golect party” assemblod for tho bridal
ceremony.

The customs of the continent, more
than those of Eagland, prevailed, in
one respect, at the marringe of Vis-
count Stanmore and the Lady Violet
Obamberlayne. Instead of the maiden
bridesmaids, was the one cspecial
mstron to support and counsel the
bride. This matron was the younger
Duchees of Peterworth. Iifteen years
before she had herself stood a brido in
that very chapel, the samo reverend
colobrant ofliciating, when the sup-
porting matron was her own sister, the
late Marchioness of Seaham. The
duchess had nover revisited Marsden
Park since the flight of her unfortunate
Ethel ; yet the same devoted attach-
went to the memory of her sister that
had aroused her from her sick couch
in London to present Lady Violet mt
court, now braced her nerves to venture
once moro to Marsden Park.

Violet fult and appreciated all this
energetic love in her naually languid
aunt. She aleo, and stilf more grate-
fully remembered, with tender,cenfiding
affection, tho widowed aunt concealed,
but fondly gazing on her from the
trollised gallery of the chapel. Her
father, however, was paramount in har
tboughts. She was now old enough,
and had read and poodered enough to
beaware of how acutely, how intensaly,
he had suffered ; and shs was to leave
him! But ho wished this wmarriage.
Ho loved Arthur almost as patornally
as ho loved herself; and she had be-
gun to perceive how, apsrt from his
appreciation of Lord Stanmore, ber
father must feel consoled to see the
daughter of tho wife who had fled from
him well married. Those wero Violet's
precursive thoughts; but when the
Rev. Dr. Rollings commenced the
introit of tho Mass—tho bridal Mass
—her wholeattention was concentrated
on the sacrament of marriage : its
indissolubiecharacter, comprising much
of suffering 8s of joy ; ardent prayer
that all the graces bestowed might fali
on the good ground of a prepared heart.
All these for Artbur as for herself;
while be, concentrated ou the aacred
obligations contracted by the ceremony,
deserved, like herself, the nuptial
benediction that closed the function.

CHAPTER XXXIX.
LONG-UEFERRED NOPES FULFILLED.

After the departure of the bridal
pair from Marsden Park to St. Leon-
ards, on tho Sussex coast, the Enrl of
Charleton returned to Woolton Court,
Tho day following he ordered his closo
carriage and four, aud was conducted,
without further expression of bis
wishes, to Eagle Crag, the residence of
the dowager Duchess of Poterworth.
On cntering the accustomed sitting-
room he found his old friend seated
before an opon letter, with a handker-
chief to ber eyes.

¢« How is this 7" said be.

**Ah 1" cried tho duchess, ** for the
first timo, these nearly fifty years, I
wust refuso my good George his
Christmas invitation. I caunnot iavite
him here; because ho scrupulously
remaing at Polhill Towors throughout
the Christmas holidays to givo the
examplo of a good lord of the wanor
to all on that catate, for tho love of
God and mas. I can no longer make
long journeys; I must remain hero.
But it is not tho corporeal woakness I
lament. I am athamed that I, who so
much lovo solitude, do not lovo the



