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THE AMIARANTH.

hear from my friends,” said the stranger.

“1 should be happy to oblige a gentleman, I
am sure,” said the man, * but itis quite against
our rules—perhaps, however, you have some-
thing of value you could leave as a sort of de-
posit—otherwise, I assure you, I dursn’t; be
80 good as 1o step on one side, here are two or
three gentlemen waiting for their tickets.”

The stranger paused till the office was again
{ree; and then, with a flush that mighe have
been taken for that of guilt, he continued—

“ My good man, I gricve to say that I inad-
vertentily left my waich in London—nor can I
much wonder, in the agitation of mind, my
hasty summons—"

“Oh! he, he,” cried the man, with a laugh
which he intended to be very expressive—* it
won’t do in our part of the conntry—very sor-
1y, but the sooner yon make yourself scarce,
tha pleasanter it will be for yourself 7’m think-
ing.”

There was an insolence implied in the man's
tone far beyond the expression of his words;
but the short pause was broken by a sweet
voice, which trembled as if almost frightened
at its own boldncss, and the words—

“I will lend you a sovereign, Sir,”* fell upon
the stranger’s ear as the sweetest musiche had
ever heard.

“ God bless your young unsuspecting heart!”
he exclaimed, with emotion, as, taking off his
hat, his eyes met those of his fellow-traveller;
and certainly at that moment he wondered
that he had not before observed their marvel-
lously sweet expressicn.  Meanwhile, the un-
gloved and delicate, Lut ringless fingers of the
young girl, dived into a purse which looked
straagely long beenuse it was so nearly empty,
and drew from it 0.¢ of the 1wo sovereigns it
contained.

“To whom am I indebted for this timely
and gencrous loan, and where can I have the
pleasure of returning it 17

“I am woing to reside, I believe, within a
few miles of this place, at my aunt’s, Mrs. Law-
ford ; if you direct it to Mary—to Miss,” she
added, as if doubt{ul if she dared really assume
thelady-spinsterial appellation—* to Miss Mar-
stom, it will reach me.”

“ But your aunt’s address,” said the stranger
“1 am so ignorant as not to know it; oblige
me by writmg it, that there may be no possi-
bility of a mislnk_i:!r‘nnd, drowing a card from
his pocket, he asked”the money-taker, in the
frigid accenis of contempt, “if he would fur-
nish the lady with a pen and ink.”

“ Oh certainly, my dear, if »ou wich it,” said

the insolent fellow, addressing himself to Mary]
She, however, had found a pencil, and the p
and ink were unnecessary ; but the red spot¢
suppressed anger burnt on the stranger’s chesi!
although he had sufficient mastery of himss
to conceal the verbal expression of it.  And
gave the wisest reproof to the menial’s impe;]
tinent familiarity, by offering his arm to Mary
Marston, and conducting her to a seat, at soug
distance, saying, as he did so—* You must
low me the honour of remaining at your sig
till your servant arrives.”

Mary would not have been a true womay
had she not been touched by tke delicacy ¢
the stranger’s attention; but though genty
and refined, and weil born as many of her sex!
paragons on whose fair brows gleam the jew
clled coronets of rank, she was a porticnlesy
orphan, over whose opening vouth hung
dark and threatening cloud of poverty; or, 3
a more expressive phrase, she was a zoor 4
lation, accustomed 10 slights and neglect, tof
trifling to be made a matter of complaint, ap
yet sufficiently palpable to have marvetlons)
depressed a naturally sensitiveheart. No wor]
der, then, that she.sensibly felt his deferent]
manner, when she reminded kim that the tray
by which he desired to reach — was on
paint of starting.

¥ can wait ax hour for the next!” he e
claimed—** such a delay would he very unm
portant, compared to that from which yoo
confiding goodness has saved me.”

But his politeness—or that something bett
of which politeness is only in:ended to be U
outward sign—was spared the test; for at th
moment a servant bustled into the office
which they were waiting, and after maki
some short apology to Miss Marston for b
negligence, led the way to a cartiage, in
which the stranger handed he;, remained hit
self uncovered uniil it turned a corner and w4
lud from his view.

The eyes of eighteen, however brigit, are g
to sce matters through a lens peculiar to youlk
and if the truth must be owned, to them 1
shady side of thirty appears the very sere d
life; but though the stranger had eviden:
passed that bright barrier which divides a gl
tering from a golden decade, the outline of b
noble figure, and finely-mounted features, 4
more firmly impressed in Mary’s memory thy
that of any other lizing person.

Midwinter had passed away; for thou
snow lay on the ground, the days had lengt
encd, and a bright sun gleamed upon the icicl




