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Part I.--Paradise Lost

CHAPTER 1.
THE BRIDE'S MISTAKK,

s For after this manner in the old thwse the
holy women alse whe trusted in God adorned
themselves, being tn subjection unto their own
husbands; even as Sarah obeyed Abraham,
ealling. him lord: whose daughters: ye are as
long 8s ye do well, and are not afratd with any
amazement.” "

Coocluding - the Marriage Service of - the
Cuurch of Epgland in those well.known wonds,
m) Uncle Starkweather shut up his book, and
looked &t me across tbe altar rails with a heartly
expression of interest on his broad red face. "At
the same time¢ my aunt, Mrx. Starkweather, |
standing by my side, lapped me smartly onthe |
shoulder, and said, ‘ ' e

“ Valeria, you are married ! " Y

Where were my  thoughis?  What had’ bac

come of my attention ? ‘I was too bewlildered |

w know. ~ I startad and looked to my new hus-
band. He sesined to be almost as bewildered
as I was. The same thought had, as I belleve;
occurred 10 us both at the same moment. Was
it renlly possitle—in spite of his mother's oppo-
ston to our marrisge-—~that we were Man and
Wife?t My Aunt Swarkweather settled the
question by a second tap on my shoulder.  °

% Take his arm ! ” she whispered in the tone {

of 2 woman who had lost all patience with me.
I took his arm. . -
« Follow your uncle.” .
Holding fast by my huosband's arm, I:fol-
lowed my uncieand the curate who bad assisted
bim at the marriage. . L
The two clergymen led us into the vestry.
The church was Iin ope of the dreary guarters
of Landuy, situated between the City and ihe
West End; the day was dull ; the atmoephére
was heavy and damp. We were a melancholy
Httle wedding.party, worthy of the dreary
neighbourhood and the dull day. No relatives
or friends of my husband’s were present; his
family, us I have already hinted, disapproved,
of his marriage
annt, no other relations appeared on my side.
L had lost both my parents, and I had but few
fricupds. My dear fauther’s faithful old clerk,
EBenjamin, attended the wedding to * give me
Awnay,” as the pbrase 18. He bad known me

frow & child, apd, in my forlorn position, he

was as gound s a father to me.

The last ceremony left to be performed was,’
&8 usual, the signing of the marriage-register.
In the confusion of the moment (and in tha
absence of Any informatiou o guide me) I com-
mitled a wistake—ominous, io my Aunt Stark-
weaiber’s opinion, of evil to come. I signed my
marricd instead of my maiden name.

“What!" cried my uncle, in his loudest and
cheeriest tones, * you cas™ realise that yoo are
a married woman yet? Ah, well! welll you
will icd it out, my girl, before lons. Try agaln
Valerfa—try agaln.” .

With trembling Bogers 1 struck the pen
throogh my first «ffort, and wrote my malden
name. very badly {ndeed, ax follows :—

A

When it came to my husband's turn I noticed,
.%ith surprise. that Ais hand trembled too, and
that he produced &8 very poor specimen of his
cuRtomary slgoature -—

Vert S0

-~

My aant, on being requested 1o . igp, complied
under protest. ¢ A bad beginnlog!” she said,
poltiting to my first unfortunate signature with
the feath:r.end of ber pen, “ { hope, my dear,
you may vat live to regret it.”

Even then, in the days of my Iguoratce and

my ilinoocence, that eurious ouibreak of my
aunt’s superstition produced a certaln uneasy
sendation in my mind. It wax a consolation o
me Lo feel the reassuring pressure of my his-
bund’s hand. It wius an indescribable relief to
hear my. uzcle's hearty volce wishing me a
Lappy lif2 ul parting, . The good man bad left
bis north-counry vicarage (my home since the
deathh of my parents)’ expressly w reasd the
wervice at my murriage; and he and my aunt
bad arrangsd W return by the midday train, He
fulded me in big greststroog arms, and he gave
e a kiss which wust certainly bave bean
heard by the wllers wuiting for the bride and
bridegroom at the ¢hurco daor,

1 wish you healh and happiness, my love,
witis wll quy hearl. You arg old eoough to
chuase for yourself, and——no offence, Mr, ' Wood.
sille, you and 1 are vew frisndu—and [ pray
God, Valerin, It may turn oul that you have

- chosen well.  Our house wili be dreary enoogh’
without ‘you; butl dou't complain, my dear,

Except my uncle and my |

iy
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On the 'contrary, 1{ this change in’ your life
makes you happler I rojotoe, Come, come!
don't cry, ot you will set your annt off—and. it's
no joke at ber time of life.  Besides; erying
will spoll -your beauty, - Dry your eyes and look
In the glass there, and you will seq that I am
right.. Goodbye, child—and.God bless you ! ™
He tucked my naubnt under his arm; aod

horrie) out. My heart.sank a Bitle, desrly as ;
1 loved my husband, when T had seen the Inst :

of the true friend and protector of my malden
days, - ) :

The parting with old  Benjamin.came naext.
“1 wish you well, my dear ; don't forget me”
was all he said, But the old days at home came
back on me. at thowe . few words, . Benjamin
alwayn dined with as on Sondays in my Giher's
time, and always brought some little present
with him for hia master's child. . I was" vers
near to * spolling my beauty” (as my unecle
had put 11) when I offered” the old man my
cheek to kiss, and heard him sigh 1o himaelf, ns
:‘{!he too waa not quite hopeful about my future

8. .

My busband's votee roused -me, and: turned
my - mind to happler thoughtx, ’ :

“ Bhall we go, Valeria ? " he asked.

~ Lstopped him on our way out to take advan.

tage of my uncle’s ndvice. - In. other words {0 .

806 how I fooked in the

) glasy over 'Lhe vestry
fAraplace. ) ‘ S

;7" What does Lhe glass show me 7’ :

i The ginss ahows a tall and stempfer young wo-
{ manof three and twenty years of nge. -8ha Ia
; not at'all the sort of person who altracis atten-
{ tion in'the street, seelng that sho fails 1o exhibit
! the popular yellow hairand the popular palnted
; cheska Her hair ta bilnek ;. drewsed, 1n these
{ later days (ax it wak drewnd years sines Lo ploaso
; her fatheri, in broad rippics drawn . back from
hehind (ke the hair of the Vanus. de Medict),
80 58 10 show the heck beneath,  Her com plex-
ion s pale; except in moments of violent agl.
tation there is 1oy colonr o be son In hor tace,
Her eyes are of so dark a blug thnat they are
generally mistaken for blnok, - Her eyebrows
are well enough iy form, but they are too dark,
and Lo atrongly marked. Her nose Just Inclines
lawards the agniline bend; and I8 conmidernd
Hitle ton Inrge by persons difMcult to please in
the malter of noses. . The mouth, her best
feature, In very delleately shaped, and Is onpa-
ble of presentiog greal varleties of expreasion,
A% Lo thn fuce 1D goneral, 1t s o narrow and
oo Jong at:Lhe iower phrt; too broad and {00 low
in the highor reglon of the eyes und the hend,
The whole pieture, ns refiected in the Kinan, ro-
. prossnts o woman of sotne elegance, rather oo
pale, and rathier too. sedate and - serious in her
‘momenta of stlence and reposo--in short, n

person who falls 1o strike the ordinary observer

the forahend, and gathered Into a slmpls knot |

et arst is!ght;: bt who gnins 16 genaral estima-

tion, on’ a agcond, and sometimes even on s
third view. As for hor dress, it stwtiously con-
ocaln, lustend of vroclatming, that she has been
married that morning, She woars a grey Cash-.
Imere tunie trimmed with groy stlk, am! having

: B akirt of the same tatorial and colour beneath

.. On her ead ik a bonnet Lo maleb, reileved
by a quilitng of white musiin, with one deepred
rose, as.a morsel of positive colowr, Lo cowplete
tbo eflect uf the whole dreas.

Have I succceded or failodd (o deseribing the
ploture of myself which { nee tn the glass? 1t
I8 nat for me 1o say. 1 hiave donn my best to
keop elear of the two vanitles—the vanity of
depreciniing, and the vanity of pmising, my
own parsonal appoarance. For thie rest, well
writlon or badly -written, thank Heavet it s
dona | R ) :

And whom do 1 see in the giass, standing by
my side ? ; : .

‘. 1 sea'a man who'ls not: quite so (il as 1 am,
and who bna the misfortune of looking older
than bis years. His forehend s prcnm!{lrt'lb‘
baid. - Hix big chicstnut-colonred beard and s
long overhanging  mouatachie are prematnrely
stronked with grey. 1o haa the colour inihe
fuce which my Mce wanta, and the firmness {0
lig figuro which my figare wanls,  He looks al

.me with the tenderest and geuntleat eyos (of 8

lght brown) that I ever saw in the countenance




