148 “NO INTENTIONS.”

whom you have known under the name of Tommy
Brown is my lauful son—and the heir to my father's
earldom.”

CHAPTER XIL.

Ix order to explain the foregoing statement to
" my readers it isnecessary that I should take them
back to the time when Joel Cray left Priestley.

It scems 2 hard thing to say, but there is no
doubt it is true, that the lower orders, as a rule,
do not feel the happiness of loving, nor the mis-
cry of losing love, so keenly as their brethren of
the upper class. The old-fashioned idea that vir-
tuc and simplicity are oftener to be found in the
country than the town, and among the poor
than the rich, has long since exploded. Simple,
the half-heathen villagers may still remain; but
it is oftener the hideous simplicity of open vice,
so general that its followers have not even the
grace left to be ashamed of it, than the imioc,ence
that thinks no evil. if the inhabitants of our
great towns are vicious, they at least try to hide
it. Even with the virtuous poor the idea of love
(as we think of love) seldom enters.into their cal-
culations on marriage. They see a girl whom
they admire, who seems “likely” in their eyes,
and, after their rough fashion, they commence to
court her, “keep company” with her for a few
years, at the end of which time, perhaps, she falls
in with a “likelier ” young man ; and then, if the
first suitor has been really in earnest, a few blows
are exchanged between the rivals, separation en-
sues, and he looks out for another partner. The
WwoOmen are even more phlegmat.ic than the men.
They regard marriage simply as a settlement in
life, and any one appears to be eligible who can
place them in a house of their own. If the first
comer is faithless, they cry out about it loudly

and publicly for a day or two, and then it is over;
and they also are free to choose again. I suppose
this state of things has its advantages. They do
not love 80 deeply or intellectually as we do, con-
te with greater ease. Dis-

bound on them with so

son they make the more faithful wives and hus-
bands of the two. They expect little, and little
gatisfies them ; and they have to work and strog-
gle to procure the necessaries of life. There isno
timé left to make the worst of their domestic
troubles.

Yet we cannot take up the daily papers, and
read of the many crimes that are committed

the class alluded to must be more scnsitive thy:
others. A gentleman w 111 suggect his wife of ip.

ing to hoodwink himself and tread down u.
worthy doubts, before he will drag his dishonor
name into the light of day, and seck reparatiy
at the bands of law ; but a husband of the lowe
orders has no such delicate consideration. Moy
of them think a good beating sufficient compens,
tion for their wrongs; but a few, under the st
of outraged honor which they experience, b
cannot define, feel that nothing short of blood wi,
satisfy them, and quietly cut their wives’ throa
from car to ear. I have always had a sort of ai.
miration for these last-named criminals. The
must have valued what they destroy at the ik
of, and often in conjunction with, their on
lives. The act may be brutal, but it is n‘xanlv
Beneath the list of ignorance and butcheryw
see the powers of mastery and justice, and t
hatred of deceit and vice, which in an educa
mind would have brought forth such differe:
fruits. But, above all, we recognize the pewers
sentiment.

Joel Cray was one of these men—a rarei
stance of sensibility in a class whose whole I
and nurture is against the possession of such:
feeling. From a boy he bad been taught to I
upon his cousin Myra as his future wife; ui
when he believed that Muiraven had betrayed ai
deserted her, his rage and indignation knevn
bounds. For a while he thought that he mx|
see her righted ; that it was impossible that i
man who had loved Myra in ever so transie
manner—Mjyra so delicate and pretty, and (cw
pared with the other girls of Priestley) so reﬁne'
who in Joel’s rough sight appeared almost as b
—could he satisfied to live without searching e
out again. But, as time went on, and no pe:
tent seducer-appeared upon the sceme, his &
feelings for her regained the ascendency, and
again began to look upon her as one who wa:
be his wife. He did not mind -the first rebd
she gave him. He had faith in the charm vid
being replaced in the position of respectabiZ
maust hold for every woman, and believed tha,
goon as she had got the better of her illnese, &
advisability of his proposal would strike ber
its true light. He had not the least idea @
she was dying ; and her subsequent death seem
to kill at one blow both his ambitions. Heerd
neither make her his wife, nor see her made
wife of the man who had deserted her.
there scemed to him but one thing left to

through Jedmsy without feeling' that some of-

done—to exchange the blows alluded to al

ﬁdehty, and break his heart over it for years, trs.
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