
"NO INTENTIONS."

in Rochefort. She comes to understand that the

companionship she needs is something more than

is to be found in a strange crowd: it must be an

active conversational presence-something that

shall barter bright thoughts for her dull ones,

and force ber to exert ber inteilectual powers.

A real wholesome want seldom arises in this

world without the possibility of gratifying I In

a few days Irene finds the companion read.o

band.
She returns one afternoon to the hotel, after

having permitted ber feverish imagination to

hold converse for hours with the fantastic hor-

rors of Wiertz, and disturbs ber mother in the

midst of a conversation with a stranger-a gen-

tleman of about fifty, or perbaps a few years

older-whom Irene has never seen.before.

She stands at the door for a moment irreso-

lute, uncertain whether to enter or retreat; but

Mrs' St. John catches sight of ber.

"Irene, my darling 1I" she exclaims. "I am

so glad you are come home! Only think: this

gentleman is your nearest relation on your dear

father's side - bis cousin, Colonel Mordaunt;

isn't it wonderful that we should have met each

other bers?"

, CHAPTER II.

CotOEL MORDAnxT is the best specimen of a

fine old English gentleman that Irene bas ever

come across. She sees that at the first glance.

Of middle height, with a well-knit figure, florid

complexion, good features, apd hair with the lus-

tre of gray satin on it,-he presents all the out-

ward qualifications that go to make up the pict.

ure of a man of birth and breeding, and she takes

a fancy to ber new relative at once. Mrs. St.

John, too, who is in an unusual state of fiush and

flutter, seems to have been quite overcome by the

unexpected encounter.
" Is it not strange," she keeps on repeating,

"that we should have met here-in Brussels-
after so many years ?-Irene, my dear! you will

welcome Colonel Mordaant, I am sure, if only for
your poor father's sake."

The girl comes forward with ber hand ex-

tended, and the stranger, with old-fashioned polite-

- ness, and dead-and-gone chivalry, raises it respect-
fully to his lips.

"Poor Tom 1" he murmurs as ho does so;
"poor Tom ! I can trace a slight likeness to him
as he was, even in your blooming face, my fair
young cousin."

"She was always thought to have a look of

him," sighs the mother, "but I searcely imagined

it was so apparent.-O Irene! you cannot think

what a comfort it is for me to'have stumbled on

your cousin in this way-so weak and good-for.

nothing as I am. You will never need to stay at

home now for want of an escort-Colonel Mor.
daunt says he will be charmed to take you any.

where."
"With.your own kind permission," interposes

Colonel Mordaunt.

"You are very good," replies Irene. "Are

yon, then, staying in Brussels?"

" I am bere for a few days, on my way back
to England. I have been spending the sâmmer
at the Baths."

" Not remedially, I trust? " says Mrs. St..John,
with a sudden, anxious glance of interest at the

robust-looking man wbo stqnds before ber.

" Well, I cannot quite say no: though precau.

tionary would be the better word. You remem-
ber our family tendency to gout, Mrs. St. John?

Poor Tom used to have a twinge of it occasion.

ally, and it was the complaint that carried off my

grandfather. I have had one or two warnings
during the last four years, and so I took advan-

tage of the hot weather to put myself to rights
for the season."

"The season! " echoes Mrs. St. John, to

whom there is no season but one.
"IThe hunting-season!" It sounds very dread-

fui, does it not ? but I fear there is no other sea-
son that conveys any interest to my ears. I am
master of the bounds down in my part of Leices-
tershire, and spend my days between the stables
and the kennel. It is a fine sport, Mrs. St. John,
and a man must have something to do."

"Then, I suppose you are very anxious to get
home again," remarks lIene.

"I was anxious to do so, I confess, but I have
no intention of stirring now, so long as I can be
of any use to you or to your mother."

"How kind !" murmurs Mrs. St. John; and

ber daughter adds, "I am afraid you will find

shopping- and sight-seeing very tame work for
which to exchange the pleasures of the field, Colo-
nel Mordaunt."
. "Without their motive, perhaps-yes. With

their motive, they cau admit of no rivalry in my

eyes!"

"What an extremely polite old gentleman!"

i exclaims Irene, as soon as the éolonel bas disap.

peared. However did you find him out, moth.

er?"
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