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“NO INTENTIONS.”

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT.

Author of « Love’s Conflict,” « Veronique,” eto.

CHAPTER VII.—Continued.
The next morning is bright and beautiful ; all

, nature appears jubilant, but between these two

there is a slight reserve. All trace of discomfi.
ture has passed—they are as loving and atien.
tive to each other as before—bat they are not
quite 20 easy. With her first awakening, Irene’s
thoughis have fiown to poor Myra. She wonders
how she has passed;the night, and vividly
remembers that she promised to visit her in
the morning; but Colonel Mordaunt says
nothing on the subject, and Irene dares not
broach it. She is so afrald of disturbing his
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restored serenity, orof appearing ungrateful for
the extra love he has bestowed on her in order
to efface the remembrance of their misunder-
standing. -

Every one knows what 1t is to feel like this
after a quarrel with one whom we love. The
storm was 80 terrible, and the succeeding peace
i 80 precious to us, we are not brave enongh to
rigk & repetition of our trouble by alluding to
the subject that provoked it. 8o Irene dresses
in silence, thinking much of her interview with
Myra of the day before, and wondering how it
will all end, and longing that her husband
would be the first to revert to it. But they meet
at breakfast ; and nothing has been said.

Miss Cavendish is particularly lively this
morning. She knows there was a slight dis-
agreement between her host and hostess last
evening, and she is anxlous to dispel the notion
that any one observed it byt themselves.

“ What a beautifal day ! ” she says, as she
enters the room : ¢ bright, but not too warm.
Ab, Colonel Mordaunt, who was it promised to
take us all over to pionic at Warmsley Castle
on the first opportunity ?*

“ One who is quite ready to redeem his pro-
mise, madam,” replies the Colonel gallantly,
“if his commander-in-chief will give him
leave. But I am only under orders, you know
—only under orders.”

« Not very striot ones, I imagine. What do
ycu lsay, Irene ? Is this not just the day for
Walmasley * And Mary and I must leave you
at the beginning of the week.”

“Oh ! do let us go, Irene,” interposes her con.

sin,

« It will be awful fun,” says Oliver Ralston.
# Just what we were wishiug for; is it not, Miss
Cavendish * "

Irene thinks of Myra in & moment : it is on
the tip of her tongue to remonstrate, and say
she cannot go to-day of all days in the week,
but she glances at her husband, and the expres.

sjon of his face makes her hesitate.
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¢ Philip, what would you wish me todo ? "
she says, timidly.

“ I want you to please yourself, my dear; but
Isee no reason why you should not go. The
weather is ‘beautifnl, the distance nothing—a
matter of fourteen miles ; just a pleasant drive,
Aund I am sure it will do you good, besides
giving pleasure to our guests. If you ask my
opinion, I say, let’s go.”

¢ That's right, uncle,” shouts Oliver; * she
can have nothing to say after that. Now,
Irene ” (for it had been settled between these
young people that, considering the equality of
their ages, they should address each other by
their Christian names), ¢ let’s make an inroad
on the larder (what a blessing it is old Quekett’s
not here to prevent us!), pack up the hamper,
order roind the carriage, put on our hats, and
the thing is done.”

¢ Shall we be long away ?* demands Irene,
anxiously, of her husband.

He observes her indifference to the proposed
plan, guesses {18 cause and frowns.

“ That depends entirely on our own will. But
if our friends” (with s slight stress on the
word) «enjoy themselves at the Chatle, I seo
1o reason why we should not remain as long as
it gives them pleasure.”

¢ Dear Irene, pray don’t go against your incli-
nation,” urges Mrs. Cavendish. Colonel Mor.
dsunt answers for her—with a langh.

“Don’t indulge her, Mrs. Oavendish. She is
only lazy. Bhe will enjoy herself as much
&8 any of us when ahe is once there. Come,
my darling, see after the commissariat de-
partment at once, and I will order the car-
riage. The sooner we start the better. Oliver,
will you ride, or take the box seat ? ” And so it
is all settled without further intervention on her
part.

8he goes upstairs to prepare for the expedition,
f-eling very undecided and rather miserable,
--fler all, does not her duty lie more towards the
-ulfilment of her husband’s wishes than an en-
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