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THE FAVORITE.

Armm 26, 1873,

Two KEvents in a Quict Life.

BY A. CLAXTON,

CHAPTER I.

It was the third of December, and the feurth
was fixed for my wedding-day, For some weeks
the weather had been bitterly cold; we had had
one heavy fall of snew, then a few days of hard
frost, and now the air was again filled with large
feathery flakes. At four o'clock, when I went
te my own room wearied eut both in mind and
body, it was nearly dark.

My unecle’s house, of which I had been anin-
mate for some years — for I was an orphan —
was in a remote part of Cambridgeshire, five
miles from a town, and it may easily be ima.
gined what an event & wedding was in such a
quiet village. KEvery one, including myself the
bride elect, had to work hard for days before.
hand, and my aunt had little sympathy fer the
weak or the idle.

Two or three guests had arrived, and as there
now seemed nothing more to be done execepting
to entertain them, I was sent up-stairs to rest
until seven o'clock, when my intended husband
and his groomsman were expected. The dog-
eart was to be sent to meet them at Eldon sta-
tion, about three miles off.

I found the unusual luxury of a bright fire
burning in my grate, with an easy-chair cosily
drawn up to it. For a moment or two I warmed
my frozen fingers, and then I went to the win-
dow, and leaning my cold forehead against the
colder pane, looked out upon the dreary land-
seape. Now the moment was come in which
to realise my position.

For weeks I had been in a dream—a passive,
hopeless creature, carried along, as it seemed,
by the will of others to a ceriain end—now on
the eve of my wedding-day I felt miserably
awake. Could there then be no respite — no-
thing to hope for ?

“ Ah, Harry ! Harry 1" T exclaimeod, ¢ where
are you now ? Why this long, long time with.
out a Hine, withonta word? Have I not, in
spite of taunts and entreaties, waited the seven
years I promised, and more ? Was It not only
when the brea! of charity grew too bitter, and
no mennr perinitted me for earning my own
livelihood—when no hope remalned of seeing
you again—that [ gave way ?

«Twice 1 had refured Mr. Denton’s hand.
What could I do when he offered it the third
time ? I moan, Heaven knows I mean to make
him a good wife, I am grateful to hlm, for why
should he choose me—a girl without a penny,
and no heurt worth having ? They say I have
a preity face; I suppose it was that. Harry
used to llke my blue eyes and wavy halr years
ago.

¢ This iz the last night I may think of you,
Harry, the bonny lad I loved 80 well! Where
are you now ?  8till beyond the wide Atlantic,
striving for the money to enable us to marry ?
or, a8 they would wish me to belleve, dead ? I

am in sore distress, Harry, Surely, bound
up as we were in one another, my spirit
can hardly thus be moved without stirring some
chord in yours, wherever you may be—whether
in far America, or in that still stranger and
more unknown country from whence no tra-
veller returns,

“ God help me,” I cried in my anguish; « God
help me, I sorely need it I”

Then I opened the window, and looked out
over the flat country lying so still in its white
shroud ; and I gazed up into the grey, stony
sky, but it was obscured by the flakes of snow,
which came down thicker and thicker until at
last. nothing else was to be seen in earth or
heaven,

“Miss Nellle ! Mias Nellie !"” sald the warn-
ing voice of the old housekeeper, « what are you
dolng, my dear? Trying to calch your death
of cold 7 and to-morrow your werdding-day !”
8he drew me away, and closed the window,
*“I've got & nice oup of tea for you: come snd
sit dowa lovey, and drink it. I don’t wonder you
feel anxious like, for it's awful weather.”

Then the good old roul sat down by the fire,
and told me various stories, which she assured
me were authentic, of similar snow-storms un-
der similar clreumstances, and how when her
own mother was married, in Staffordshire, the
wedding party had to walk to church over the
tops of the hedgex on frozen Bnow.

Then my aunt came in | she was naturally a

stern, managing woman, and we had never been °

very good friends ; but she spoke kindly to ine
then, and told me not to beanxious if the truin
were delayed & little. My uncle soon followed
her, and gave me s kiss, saying, « Cheer up,
Nellle ! they'll be here sooner or later.”

Ah! what a hypocrite I was ! None of them
knew my dread of the coming morrow ; how 1
had prayed like a criminal for s reprieve., And
yet, to do mysslf justiee, I did honor Mr, Den.
ton, I meant toobey, and hoped in time to love
him. But the hours passed on, and even [ be-
gan to grow anxions for his safely.

Ten o’clock came, and the groom had not re- .
Old Wilkie, the gnr- :
dener, who had managed toatruggie infrom his
cottage, about a hundred yards' distance, gave |

turned from the station.

it as his opinion that they would not come that '

night,

« Lor’ bless you, sir,” he said, « James knows
what he’s about, and he'd never risk crossing
Fldon Moor such weather as this; it's ag8 much
a« theirlive<s are warth,”

My nneie kiseed me again, -« Never ming
M; T

Nellio ; they won’t hurt in the station for one

retired for the night.

To bed, but not tosleep. A new hope had
sprung up, which I bardly dared acknowledge
to myself. If the storm would only continue
until after twelve o'clock the next day, soas to
make the wedding impossible, who could tell
what might happen next? I might be taken
ill 5 had I not pains in all my limbg, and was
not my head burning already ?

I rose several times during the night, and
looked out. Still snowing heavily, as far as I
couldses. In the morning there was no change,
and a very gloomy and depressed party met at
the breakfast-table. A few nnsuccessful at.
tempts were made to be cheerful during the

xious faces at the windows, trying vainly to peer
through the thick white vell.

and wrapped in a large shawl, I lay on the sofa
by the fire, with my eyes tixed on the ciock. Ten
o’clock-—eleven.

most stopped beating. Twelve o'clock at last

—and so the reprieve had come. But hardly had
the final stroke sounded when a maid-servant
burst into the room.

« Come qulck, sir; there is a messenger 1"

My aunt and uncle followed her quickly. I
rose also, but staggered and sank back on the
sofa.

¢ 81t still, Nellie,” said my bridesmaid, Mary
Lee ; « I'll come and tell you all about it,” and
she ran after them, followed by the other
YUCSKLS,

They seemed a long time away, and at last }
got up, and like one in a dream groped my way
tothe kitchen,

It was a large, gloomy place at any time, and
that morning there was no light from without,
the panes were so blncked up Wlth snow ; only
the fire lighted up the group before me. The
messenger—a tall, strong navvy, but evidently

ing snow forming a pool around him. My aunt,
seated at the table, looked as If she were faint-

subdued voice.

Every face looked pale and hor.
rified.

“ What is the matter 7 1 asked, and my
volce sounded to myself as if it were a long
way off,

“ There has been an accldent’ with the dog.
i eart, Nellle,” gaiq Mary Lee, putting her arm

round me.
“Is any one hurg 2
A pauge. « Mr, penton I8 hurt. my dear,”

, sald my uncle,
i . “Much?" I whispered, for my voice sesmed to

i have gone from mae,
8 TInnked from Aot thie OERET A5 DO Answey

night, with a big fire, and we’ll have them over !
the first thing in moruning ;” and 80 at last we |

meal, but when it was overall was silence, ex- !
cept an occasional whisper from one of the an. |

That it was useless to dress, all had agreed, -

At the half-hour my heart al. :

| came, and then my uncle tried to lead me
away.

I understood now how it was,

«“He is dead I” T said, an.l I fell heavily on the
stone floor.

CHAPTER II
It is nearly two years since 1 wrote anythin.
in my diary, for I seem now too busy to attend
to it, and yet things have altered very much 1.
the last two years. My surroundings are changed,
and I trust there is a change for the better in
myself. During my longillness, which followed
' that awful snow-storm, my aunt heard of the
death of her son-in-law in India, my cousin
Edith’s husband, and it was arranged for the
widow and her only child to return to the old
home. This rendered my presence even less
necessary than ever, and made it all the more
easy for my dear old friend and doctor to pro.
pose & scheme he had formed for the mutual
. benefit of his wife and myself, as he kindly
; put it.
It was for me to live with them as compa.
. nion, housekeeper, and in fact daughter, for they
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bad never had children of their own, and hi:
wife was a confirmed invalid. With this new
home health returned both to body and mind.
For some years I had lived in a world of my
own, with but one ohject and one end In view.
I thought that I tried to do my duty — to bear
patiently the monotonous routine of my uncle’s
house—not to reply to my aunt's often harsh
words. I taught in the schonls, made flannels
for the poor; and yet I lived really and truly
for myself, with but little sympathy for those
immediately around me,

There was a differeny atmosphere in Dr, Fan-
shawe’s house. His hable, untiring  work
amongst the siok nnd suffering filled me with
wonder and admiration, and so dié the patiene:

much exhnusted—say by the hearth, the melt- |

ing, while my uncle questioned the man in u ¢

and unselfishness of hig gentle, ladylike wife,
who had been confined to her ecouch with a
 spinal complaint for miny years.

i In afew months, however, came a great trial.
: The strong man fell sick, ang died ; I nursed
! him to the laxt, and | promised never to leave
his poor wife. It wag 4 gaq blow to her at first,
bug borne with her usual qujet, resignation, Now
she is quite cheerful again, I know she thinka
her time here will be but short and the hope of
a happy mecting with him she love. (s her ohief
folroe. I 100 am rerigned anq happy. The doc-
tor’s will has removed one source of anxiety as
to the future, and I am now eight-und-twenty,
and feel n::tml can settle down thankfully !r;
s e ™ ™M b e o

I can even write calmt of .

1s alive and getting on wgll. %‘?’3:112% ln‘sn&:
thing t0 Me NOW, and [ qare 8ay has almost for.
gotten Me in all thage Years, Wall ! wieh thines

IR et

will happen in the chances and changes of 1ifé
but I shall never forget him. He will choose
some other wife, and I hope they will be hap*
Py, but she will not love Lim better than the
Nellie of old.

Here I was interrupted by a ring at the bell,
and a note. To my greal surprise it was from
Mrs. Leedon (Harry’s mother), asking me t0
call upon her in the afternoon. 'What could she
want 2 Nine years ago she and my aunt brokeé
off the engagement between Harry and me.
“tAh! it was a hard and cruel time! We were,
as they said, foolish, penniless young creatures;
but then we loved cach other, and he was wil-
ling to work, and I to walt. But that was all
over now, N

After our early dinner I made the invalld
comfortable for her afterneon nap, and started
for my two-mile walk.

A bright winter afternoon, clear pale sk¥)
hard roads, and glittering hoar-frost lying on
trees and hedges. I soon reached Mrs, Lee-
don’s cottage. She looked, I thought, much
aged, and there was an unusual nervousness B
ber manner.

After a little attempt at conversation she said,
“Ellen, I hope in what happened some yesrs
ago you gave me, at least, credit for conselen-
tious motives.”

“Mrs, Leedon,” I replied hasiily, « that time
Islong past, and I have no wish to recall it.”

“ But, my dear, you must sec W what an
imprudent thing an engagemept 'would have
been,”

Irose togn. «It is all over, Mrs. Leedon, 1
repeat. Right or wrong what was theu done cap
never be undone.” .

“ Stuy a moment, Ellen. What I have jotell
you is of sueh jmportance, that I must beg you
to hear me patiently.” She took my hand ap
Jdrgw me to the sofa by her.

At that time I ucted, as I still think, for the
best; bus two years ago I fear I made a inls-
tuke—that I8, youraunt and I. Soon after your
engagement’td Mr. Denton, I recelved a letter
irom my son, cunstderably after date, enclosing
nne for you. He told me that he purposed com-
g home in a few months, and as he had now
An appointment which would enable him to0
marry, he hapeil to persuade you to return with
Aim as bis wife, Ay your uncle had forbidden
any correspondenies, #e, enclosed the letter foF
you in mine.” s

I sprang to my feet.
have that letter 27

«Be cal, Ellen. Indeed, my dear, I am no¥w
very sorry. I took my letter to show to your
ancle and aunt, and by their advice destroyed
ihe enclosure. They thought you were at 188
‘ettled in your mind, and happy ; and of course,
wished to avoid such a terrible upset as a re-
uewal of the past would have osused.”

“It wns a shameful breach of trust, Mrs, Lee”
don,” 1 excluimed vehemently, «and cruel, very
cruel ! 1 was no young ohild to be treated §0
and I buried my face in my hands, Where
0w Wwas my boasted self-possession ? 1 W#8
sobbing bitterly. At last I raised my head:
* And what did Harry say when he heard ©!
it ? -

“My poor child,” sald Mrs, Leedon, « he sald
nothing—only that there was now no reason {07
his return to England.”

“Imust go now,” | said faintly, for I felt work
out and miserable, « Do not send for me, °F
ever speak of it again, please.”

Her eyes were full of tears as she accomps”
oled me to the door.

*Try to forgive me, Nellfe. I would give much
for you to meet each other again. Atall event®
he knows the truth now. Don’t think too bard
of me "

As I crossed the field which lay between' MI*
Leedon's house and the high road my mind w84
full of confusion ; grief and indignation predo”
minated, and then a wild hope suddenly spradé
up, but that brought me to myself. « This 3%
madness,” I thought, “I am but laying "ht

foundation for future disappointment and
row.”

Before I passed through the gate I folded n;y
nands upon it, closed my eyes, and muttere’s
* Thy will be done ;” then1 dried my eyos 8%
walked quickly homewards. As I gazed m“nd
on the wide, flat flelds, and straight road, I 00! .
a0t help likening the landscape to my ife-
-‘ameness, monotony, and, when it should P“”:
uod to take my one kind friend from me, §F€¢¥
loneliness. Aud yet it need not be unb"pp’;
Sammer would come in its season to br“bw”
the iields, and ¢ven now the hoar-frost 'ri-
‘varkling in the sun. And then I had the P

vilege of a siraight path of duty whieb could mot
e ynistuken,

“ And why did I not

hé
nd

T_he long road seemed to stretch on to !
orizon, and strajght before me the suny f0
40d crimson, bud just touebed the earth.

The roud wus very lonely, and as 1 could “;,’,
R

3€0 one rolitary human being approachin
1 the distance, I quickengd my steps, f|
Fanshawe wus apt 1o be warvous when 1.

out late,  As Lie wvprosched I ived iV &0,
4 tall man, wrapped in a plafd. My eye pis
t00 much dursled by the sun for me i ME- at
::ze, but I thought ho was looking ésrn

He walked a fow steps past me, and
t;et.umed, saying, « Will you kindly direct »°
Mrs. Leedon’s outtuge at Earlswood ?” 1 ip-
I turned roung and I thet
ooked at him
:'v(;lum;nrllly held out my hands. :r‘ezf;:;
1miy clasped wes
1o this breast. rnd inamoment 1
“ Harry {»

‘“ Nellie,

me
darling, are you glad to seé

again o




