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Firmness. came known to her who now constitutes 

all my earthly felicity, owing to the hap

ed by mistake.’
Well, let him go, and let him stay circumstance of having been ‘ Invit-

1 do not mean to die ;
1 guess he’ll find that 1 can live 

Without him, if I try ;
He thought to frighten me with frowns 

So terrible and black—
He’ll stay away a thousand years,

Before I ask him back !

The Chatterly Lovers.
of

He said that I had acted wrong,
And foolishly beside ;

1 won’t forget him after that—
1 wouldn’t if I died.

If I was wrong, what right had he 
To be so cross with me ?

J know I’m not an angel quite—
I don’t pretend to be.

He had another sweetheart once, 
And now when we fall out,

He always says she was not cross, 
And that she didn’t pout.

It is enough to vex a saint—
It’s more than 1 can bear ;

1 wish that girl of his was—
Well, I don’t care where.

He thinks that she was pretty, too— 
Was beautiful as good ;

I wonder if she’d get him back 
Again, now, If she could ;

I know she would, and there she is—• 
She lives almost in sight ;

And nowit’s almost nine o’clock— 
Perhaps he’s there to-night.

I’d almost write to him to come ;
Bub then I’ve said he won’t,

I do not care so much, but she 
Shan’t have him if I don’t.

Besides, I know that I was wrong, 
And he was in the right;

I guess, 111 tell him so—and then— 
1 wish he’d come to-night.

Select ||tory.

Invited by Mistake ;
OR,

MBS. ESTOOURT’S EVENING SOIREE 

[concluded.]

pOST undoubtedly, said Mrs. Est 
court ; it will be a most desirable 

connexion ; her sister is engaged to a 
baronet. Then what'a voice she has ! 
No beauty possesses such] a speH^as a 
fine singer to draw a crowd around her. 
She will, of course, inherit, her aunt’s 
fortune, and probably a few thousands 
from her father ; and although my ne
phew will soon take possession of a large 
property, yet you know Mr. Tyrold, as 
your favorite Burns says, it is alwaj 
desirable touaake muckie mair.

Tyrold was too sleepy to take the 
trouble of enlightening the lady’s mind 
as to the real meaning of Burns’s pas- 
eage, but he told her that Miss Gerard 
was a delightful person, and wished her 
goodnight and pleasant dreams.

Pleasant, indeed, were her dreams, 
and pleasanter still were her waking 
thoughts. She had a sincere regard for 
her nephew, and was anxious to see him 
married and rich (since he could not be 
the latter without the former), and was 
very well pleased to think that his 
bride, although younger, was not at all 
better-looking than herself.

And all happened as Mrs. Estcourt 
had predicted. Amherst was a visitor 
at the * house of roses’ the next day ; 
and in a few words he spoke of love, 
and was listened to ; and in a few more 
days he obtained permission to wait on 
Mr, Gerard in London ; and Mr Gerard 
(having previously looked at old Am
herst’s will in Doctor’s Commons) re
ceived him most favorably, and said he 
was just the man he would have chosen 
from the whole world for a son-in-law ; 
and Sir William Holbrook (to whom he 
had said the same thing when he pro
posed for Angelica), instead of being 
jealous of his brother-in-law elect, took 
a violent fancy to him, and, thinking 
that marrying would be much more 
cheerful if done in company, joined him 
in petitioning to the heads of the house 
of Gerard that the weddings should 
take place on the same day, which pe
tition wag graciously granted. Angelica 
was the bvliest of brides, but Amherst 
did not envy her bridegroom ; the charm 
of his chosen one’s talents, and the bril
liant vivacity of her conversation, had 
devèloped themselves daily more and 
more, and Amherst not only felt resign
ed to her want of personal beauty, but 
actually began to think that his first im
pression had beeq erroneous, and that 
her appearance was exceedingly attrac
tive!

His marriage caused some emotion 
in various quarters, and was the occa
sion of a severe nervous attack to the 
third cousin with thirteen children, who 
bad begun to make herself quite secure 
of the speedy possession of poor, dear, 
old, eccentric Mr. Amherst’s property.

A year has now elapsed since Am-> 
hersts marriage, and, although he ad
mires his wife at all times, he partied* 
larly admires her when she is in the act 
of inditing a note of invitation.

There is something, he said, in one 
of these delicate, rose-colored, perfumed 
• billets,’ which conveys a delightful >s> 
Bociation to my mind $ it always 'brings 
before too mÿ aunt’s Cheltenham beauty- 
party, and the moment when I first bo-

JjpOW hot it was! Not a breath 
wind stirred the great beeches on 

the lawn, the croquet ground was desert
ed, stillness was on everything—the 
bright glowing stillness of the Summer 
noon.

The great gray, beautiful old house 
was at rest. It might have been the 
palace of the Sleeping Beauty but for 
one sound, a low, ‘traînante’ woman’s 
voice, floating from the casement above 
the poarch in wild snatches of song; not 
the simple airs of common life, but the 
harmonies of old masters—the deep and 
solemn strains the echoes of which seems 
to ring with the memories of ancient 
minsters. There was something intense
ly mournful in the voice—a thrill of 
human pain that made the music live, 
as it were; an utterance of some hid
den agony that was fast breaking a 
heart.

The shadow of the dial swept past 
the hour of noon, and, as the clock 
above the stables struck, the little iron 
gate in the fence which parted the cro
quet ground from the glebe meadows 
was pushed quickly open by the Rector’s 
daughtar.

She walked quickly over the meadows 
from the rectory, but there was scarcely 
a tinge of colour on her pure face. Cool 
and graceful as a flower she appeared, 
her simple gray dress falling around her 
in queenly folds, the Puritan simplicity 
of her white collar and cuffs and simply 
braided hair becoming something regal 
in the way in which they were worn by 
the clergyman’s portionless daughter, 
Ada Leigh. Cold, unfeeling 
called her who could not 
from the curved red lips, a look of inter
est from the dark eyes that had such 
depth of passion in them.

She crossed the smooth green sward 
with a little hasty glance around. All 
was deserted. Even the Chatterly girls

n, icy, they 
win a smile

No 
party 
scat- 
gray

flush

could not brave the blazing sun, 
relie was there of the merry 
of the morning, except the 
tered balls and mallets, and a 
glove lying forgotten on the grass 

Ada picked it up, a burning 
crossing her face as her fingers touched 
the gray kid, and with a passionate mur
mur she pressed it to her lips. She drop
ped it however in a moment, aud walked 
swiftly on, the blush departing from 
her face and leaving it as calm as be
fore.

At the porch she paused a moment. 
A man was coining over the lawn with 
two or three hounds dawdling at 
his heels. He was smoking, but he 
flung his cigar away and slightly quick
ened his walk when he saw the graceful 
gray-robed figure on the steps.

Awfully hot 1 was his greeting, and, 
throwing off his hat, he sat down in the 
shadow. I’ve been doing the polite to 
the future lady of Chatterly. A fellow 
ought to have ten thousand a year for 
marrying a woman who has given up all 
hope of her complexion, and doesn’t care 
if the thermometer is at 90.

Well, you wiU have it, Ned.
He ran his hand through his brown 

curly hair with a short, uncomfortable 
laugh.

I suppose so. I wish she wasn’t so 
distressingly sentimental, or so fond of 
going home at noon-dax'. How’s the par- 
igh, Ada?

In its usual state of health, I believe. 
Will you let me pass ? I am going to 
see Blanche.

I beg your pardon. Why didn’t you 
come over to play croquet this morning ? 
It was awfully slow without you.

Business first, pleasure afterwards, 
she returned, with a grave smile, passing 
into the cool hall, fragrant with a wealth 
of flowers. She broke off a scarlet blos
som and fastened it in her dress as she 
ran up the broad shallow oak stairs to 
a pleasant little nook of a room on the 
first floor.

Here by the open window, with a baby 
in her arms, seated in a low rocking- 
chair, was Blanche Chatterly. Scarcely 
more than a girl, one short twelvemonth 
had seen her a wife, a mother, and a 
widow. Her husband had been Ed» 
ward’s younger brother, a sailor whose 
ship had been lost in the Northern 
Seas.

Blanche and Mary Ashley were sis
ters, wards of au old hachellor uncle who 
owned a large estate close to Chatterly, 
When the girls were just marriageable 
and Blanche was engaged to John Chat
terly, the uncle died, and his will was 
rather a strange one. The Forde estate 
was left to John and Blanche, but, in 
the event of either dying without male 
children, it was to' revert to Mary, on 
the condition that before the age of 
twenty-three she bad married Edward 
Chatterly.

Of course, when John was drowned, 
leaving only a little girl to bear his name 
Edward was fane to submit to fate, and 
propose, to fat, good-tempered, stupid 
Mary Ashley, with the best grace he 
might, and at the present time they bad

been engaged for six months. Mary 
lived with her auntati^orde, mildly vic
timising every one witiin her reach by 
her quiet soft selfishnes.

While this brief exjjanalion has been 
rendered, Ada Leigh las taken the baby 
and begun to talk witi Blanche in her 
cheery, bright way.

Why, she is actualjr trying to talk, 
the bonny wee tlihg ! Don’t you 
think a little sunshiie would do her 
good, Blanche ? Coie out for a little 
while.

It is so hot.
Hot 1 Nonsense. I’m a capital 

nurse. Here—whee is her hood ? 
Come down to the leech walk—it is 
shady there.

Are you developin; a taste for Afri
can exploration ? inoiired Ned, lazily 
rousing himself as tleycame down the 
stairs. Does grauemamma permit of 
such dissipation?

Grandmamma’s aseep, returned Ada, 
laughing, and I havt taken the reins of 
government.

In spite of his dslike of the heat, 
Ned walked on by xda’s side to the 
oool shady beechwallc. Presently 
Blanche grew weary, ind went back with 
her precious cliargt; but the other 
twain walked up anddown alone, Ned 
hardly knowing whyit was so pleasant.

Mary told mesom* news this morning 
Ada. I was so amtsed.

She turned quieth towards him.
She told me you were engaged to 

Vincent Hugo.
Did she ? said Adi, carelessly.

. Ned smoothed his tawny moustache 
in grave amusement.

Such an idea—yoi to marry Hugo !
You are going to carry Mary Ashley, 

she returned, with qiiet meaning.
A dark shadow fel over his handsome 

face.
What can I do? I can’t make the 

girl a begger. Thatold fool knew he 
had caught me tightenough, confound 
him! Butforpeopli to say that you 
are going to marry V.ncent Hugo is too 
good.

1 don’t know why you should laugh 
so, returned Ada, camly. You may as 
well hear it now as aiany other time— 
I am engaged to Vincent

morning room 
engaged on

Edward Chatterly stopped suddenly, 
a dull glow of pain covering his face.

Eh ? he questioned sharply. Ada, 
you are joking—you lon’t mean it.

Why, what’s the natter? said Ada, 
laughing. Vincent has the orthodox 
six feet of height, moustache and whis
kers ‘ en regie ;’ and if Dame Nature 
has furnished his brain rather after the 
Cheap Jack style, hit heart is good.

Edward caught tis breath with a 
half-muttered exclanation.

Good Heaven, Alai You don’t 
know what you are aoout. Could you 
spend your life witna man like Hugo 
—a selfish, rough, uœultivated animal ?

He has ten thousaid a year and the 
best house in the comtry, returned Ada 
quietly.

Ada, Ada, take cire of what you are 
about ! he exclaimed his words hot and 
trembling. Don’t cush your heart. A 
man may marry witlout love, but a wo
man to do so ! Is there no one else 
you care for, no oneyou love, that you 
can accept this drea-y hulk of a Squire ?

She turned her hir proud face to
ward him with a weary gesture.

Nobody, Ned. I *m sorry you dislike 
Vincent so very mueh.

Dislike him! Wly, no, I don’t; he 
is too great a fool, Ada, you shan’t 
marry him—I ll rm away with you 
myself rather, and leave Chatterly and 
Forde to the tender uercies of my re
latives,

A look of utter scorn came from her 
face as she answered him.

There is no need or such a sacrifice, 
I assure you, she sad, adding, with a 
forced laugh, don’t nake yourself absurd 
Ned. Shake hands and be reasonable.

He caught her am, Ada, break this 
engagement ! Ada----

She interrupted lim lightly.
Come, I shall tellMary I She will de

clare your are flirthg with me ; I wish 
to speak to Mrs. Clatterly.

The Rector’s daughter walked hastily 
away towards the brightness of the 
lawn. A scarlet blqsom had fallen at 
Edward’s feet from 1er dress. He pick
ed it up with a bw passionate cry. 
feeling as he did so;he bitter rush of 
the conviction how iearly he loved this 
pale proud girl whowas engaged to Vin
cent Hugo,

* * * *

.Where are you going, Ned ? asked 
Mrs. Chatterly, oming out of the 
morning room nex day, as her son 
strode across the hal, drawning on his 
gloves.

Over to Forde, b returned, grimly. 
I dropped pne of nÿ gloves yesterday ; 
have you seen it mother ?

No, my dear. Give my love to Mary. 
I am glad you are going. You ought 
to pay her a little attention.

A comical smile crossed Ned’s face 
as he went across the lawn whistling to 
his dogs.

Precious little attention the young 
lady will get froa mel he muttered,

Mary Ashley’s fat fair face wore a 
dull, pleased expression to greet her

needle-work, 
pleasure you

lover as he entered the 
at Forde, where she was _ 
some intricate wool-work. He shook 
hands gravely enough with her, and sat 
down by her little table and began to 
play with the brightly coloured wools, 
to the horror of his 1 idy-love.

Oh, you horrid man, you are mixing 
the^greens and blues 1^ 4Do leave them 
alone.

He drew away his hands good hu- 
mouredly.

I envy women their 
What an interminable 
find in it Mary !

She smiled heavily.
I don’t think I could live without it; 

yet some people don’t care for it—Ida 
Leigh never has a wool needle in her 
hand.

Thank Hea----- I mean, how very
funny! stammered Edward, flashing 
over his words.

Mary looked up at him gravely.
How you flush, Edward ! You can’t 

be well ; I should have some medical 
advice. Those sudden rushes of blood 
to the head are dangerous.

Edward bit his lips.
I am very well, thank you. I am 

only a great deal worried. Come, Mary 
you and I have always been good 
friends. I think the best person I can 
ask for advice is you.

I shall be only too glad to help^you, 
Edward, she returned, calmly.

Ned got up and walked restlessly 
round the little table to the back of 
Mary’s chair. He could speak better 
there thau under the glance of those cold
grey eyes.

A friend of mine, Mary, had plighted 
his faith to one whom he liked very 
much, who was a 'dear sister to him. 
They had been engaged some time,when 
he discovered a bitter secret. He 
found out that he loved some one else 
better—much better. I mean that he 
had given the whole strength of his 
manhood's love to another woman—not 
to her he was bound to, but to one he 
had known for years, who was all the 
world to him. Now, Mary, what in 
honour should my friend do ?

The needle paused a moment in the 
fat white hand
* I don’t know who your'friend is, Ned, 
$iesaid, gravely; but, if he is a gentle
man, he will keep his secret, and marry 
the person he is engaged to. A man 
who could suddenly change his mind 
will soon come back to his old feelings.

Nay, nay, my friend always loved this 
»irl, Mary. But what would * woman 
think of a man who could marry her 
while^he loved another ?

A little malicious glance darted from 
the green-gray eyes.

Edward dear, said their owner, softly 
we will come down to personalities. We 
can judge better then. Suppose, if 
such a thing could happen, that i you 
fell in love with somebody beside my
self—with Ada Leigh, say. It’s ut
terly absurd, I know—I just suppose it. 
Do you think that it would be right, or 
manly, or honourable to come and tell 
me that, to break off your engagement? 
I leave all money considerations out of 
the question. What is wealth in such 
a case as that ? Would not your con
duct be craven and cowardly, after 
making’my life"so bright, to shadow it 
for some foolish fancy for another wo 
man ? I know you coo well, Edward, 
to think that you would do so, even if 
the misery were mine to lose your love. 
Tell your friend what I say—that you 
think with me, You do, don’t you? 
And Mary Ashley quietly took up a 
thread of wool and began her work.

Yes, I will tell him, poor wretch 1 
said Edward, with a dreary attempt at 
a smile.

Don't you think I am right? What 
would you do 7 persisted Mary, turning 
round to look at his pale face.

Yes, you are right—at least I sup 
pose you are, Life is a dreary thing 
without love, though, Mary. How is 
his royal highness Prince Rollo to-day ? 
he went on in forced lightness, crossing 
to the arm chair where a fat white 
poodle reclined in lazy importance,

The darling is ill. I am thinking of 
sending over to Dr. Gill. I am really 
nervous about my pet.

Keep him on prisoner's fare for a 
month, returned Ned, shortly.

And, to his great relief, at this mo
ment Mary’s aunt entered the room,and 
his dreary tete-a-tete” was over.

* * * *
Baby’s monthly birthday was kept at 

Chatterly, where she was looked upon 
as the link of the dear lost one. She 
was six months old on this, the first of 
July, and Ada Leigh came over to spend 
a long day with Blanche. Mary of 
course was there; and in the morning 
when they were gathered on the croquet 
ground, another visitor—Vincent Hugo 
—made his appearance—to the great 
disgust of one of the party at least.

They told me you were over here, 
Ada, he said, with a tone of owner-ship 
that made Ned Chatterly’s blood boil, 
So I have followed, sure of a welcome. 
Of course, said Blanche, as no one else 
seemed inclined to speak. Do you play 
croquet, Mr. Hugo? Will you take

my mallet ? I am tired, and will sit 
down under the tree and watch you.

Yes, I understand it a little. You 
must help my deficiencies, Ada ; I want 
to be a good player.

There is a beautiful ground at Hugo 
Park, isn’t there? asked Mary, smiling.

Ah, but there is nobody to play. I 
hope, however, to have some jolly par
ties there next summer.

He glanced at Ada Leigh, but she 
had turned to talk with Blanche,and no 
one heard his brilliant remark but Mary.

Edward Chatterly had thrown down 
his mallet and walked away, with a 
muttered remark about the gardner.

1 I thought we were going to play cro« 
quet? cried Vincent Hugo, looking 
ronnd rather disconsolately.

You and Mary play; I’m tired, said 
Ada.

Oh, that won’t do, returned Vincent. 
Chatterly will be jealous, and so will 
you. And he too threw down his mal
let, and joined Ada and Blanche in 
their walk up and down the lawn.

Ada’s face grew a deeper red during 
the conversation that ensued. Half wild 
with triumph and joy at winning the 
beautiful girl whom so many longed to 
call their own, Vincent Hugo launched 
into a style of pleasantry that to Ada 
was positive torture. She bore it for 
some time, biting her lips over each dis
play of shallow witticism, but at last she 
stopped him short.

Now, Vincent, you must go home ; I 
came here to see Blanche and baby, and 
you are only in the way. Take your 
horse and ride home—there’s a good 
boy ; and, cutting short his murmurs 
with a hurried good-bye, she hastened 
across the lawn.

She was as much at home at Chatterly 
as in her own house ; and going through 
the library, she reached a little inner 
room hung with sombre velvet. There 
was a great old-lashioucd chair in the 
apartment, with the arms of Chatterly 
carved upon it, and Ada sat down 
therein, and folded her hands over her 
face in a mute passion of tears. A step 
in the library, however, made her start 
up and walk to the window to hide her 
grief.

It was Mary Ashley who came softly 
in, and, with an impulse of affection 
that made Ada’s flesh creep, put her 
hands round her neck.

I wish you joy, dear ! Vincent Hugo 
is a very good fellow, even if he is not— 
But I mustn’t compare him with Ed
ward, must 1 ? lam prejudiced, you 
will say. But won’t it be nice to be 
mistress of Hugo Park I Your father is 
pleased, isn’t lie ?

No, returned Ada, shortly.
Oh, I should have thought that he 

would have been glad. Well, dear, and 
Mary blushed faintly, I have come to 
ask you—the fact is, Edward is getting 
impatient, and I have almost promised 
to be his in another month—wili you be 
my bridesmaid ?

Ada pressed her throbbing brow 
against the window. Death would be 
easier than this ordeal. But her nerve 
did not fail her.

I hope yea will be happy, Mary. I 
shall be very glad to do as you wish.

Thank you. We shall always be near 
friends—You at Hugo Park and I at 
Chatterly. Perhaps—who knows, 
Ada ?- our children may be intimate 
friends,

A look of intense agony darkened Ada 
Leigh’s face. She could bear no more ; 
with a faint cry she sank to the ground 
sense less, It was not long, however, be
fore she recovered, and staggered to 
her feet.

I am not well, she said, with a ghastly 
smile. Excuse me to them all, Mary ; 
I am going back to the rectory.

Putting aside Mary’s proffered as« 
sistance, she unfastened the long French 
window, and stepped out on the lawn. 
Mary looked after her with quiet tri
umphant dislike, rubbing her fat hands 
with ecstatic delight. This is the girl 
whom Edward would prefer to make his 
wife 1 she muttered. I think the im*. 
probablity of that event is plain enough 
now.

[concluded in oub next.]
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