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mon-—the proudost, e sometimes thought—
and ho felt convineed that she was hersolf un-
consclous of them. But glight as they were,
they were sufficient o kindle hope in Jerbert
Benyon's breast, and he fancled that hie had
only to walt the fulness of time for the hour of
his confossion and the certainty of his happi-
ness, :
1lc was not eager to speak. There was time
enongh, This tranqutl datly intercourse was so
sweet to him, that he almost feared toend it by
assuming a new relation to his gentle nurse,
He did not want to seare her away just yet,
even if shie left him only to come back to him
later as his wife. 1lle wanted to have her all to
himself n little lougor In this easy undisturbed
companijonship.

8o the days and weeks went on, The Colo-
nel grew so much stronger, that Dr, Mntson
bade him good-bye, and even Mr, Borlase began
to talk of relensing him. Ile was able to takoa
short stroll In the sunniest hour of the autimn
dny, leaning on his eane, and oceaslonally got-
ting a little help from his nurse’s supporting
arm. He was very fond of Penjudnh: the
seattered houses on the sen-shore—the curious
old-fashioned 1igh-street straggling up « hil—
the sheltered nook upon the grassy hill-stde,
that served ns o burlal-ground for the popula-
tion of Penjudah—thie rustic Junes, from which
one looked right out upon the broad Atluntle—
all thexo things grew very dear to the Colonel,
amd it seemed 1o hhn that he eonld bo content
to live in thir remote westorn reglon fur ever
with this one womnn for his compunton,

It was very nearly the end of November, but
the wenthier was wonderfully mnild fn this ro-
glon, the days Lright and balmy, the evenings
clear and enlm. The Colonel stopped to-rest
someatimes in the burlnl-ground, sented on a
moss-grown granite tombd, with his face to-
wards the sen, and Mrs. Chapman by his side.

He bad told her all the story of his pust life,
even that jgnominjous episode of Lady Julia
Dursay’s ill-Greatment. It was his delight to
talk to her.  1le conthled In her as he had never
done in any one else.  1le had such unbounded
faith in her integrity, such a fixed belief In her
good sense.  He had talked to her of his friond
Hammersley, and had told her the story of the
gullty mistress of Trewardell.

sNirunge that we should both have come to
gricf nbout a womun, isn't 1t 2" hie asked; and
Mrs. Chapman owned that {8 was very strange.

« You'd leard the story before, I daresay,”
remarked the Colonol. ¢ 1 suppose all the gos-
sips of Penjudnh know it by heart ?”

s Yes,” she unswered, *everybody In Corn-
wall knows It.”

It was the last day of Novomber. Mr. Bor-
Jase had apain talked of taking leave of his
patient, and the Colone) wns sitting on his
fuvourite tomb, the memorial of some race
whose grandeur wus o memory of the past
He began to think the time was drawing near
when ho must make his confession and hear
his fate, IHe was no coxcomb, yot hie had no
fenr of the resnlt; indeed, he was certain that
shie loved him. While he was mediteilng this
in n dremmy way, in no hurry to speuak, and
qulite satisticd with the happiness of huving the
womin he loved by his slde, Mrs. Chapman
suddenly broke the siience.

s You ure 0 much better, Colonel Benyon,”
she begun—alinost well, indeed, Mr. Borlnse
snys—that I think you can afford to spurc me
now, I have stuyed with you already much
Jonger than 1 felt to be really necessary, only ”’
—she hesttated Just for 4 moment, aud then
went rapidly on—sonly yours was a criticul
case, and 1 did not wish to leave you while
there was the falntest chunce of relapse. There
is no fenr of that now, and I am wanted else-
where. ‘There is o l1ttic boy in one uf the cot-
1nges up the hill dying of consumption. s
suother cuine to the hotol to speak to me last
night, and ! have promised her to go to him
tuils evening.”

«This eveningt” cried the Colonel, aghast,
»You mean to lenve me this evening !’

sTo go to a dyingehild, yes, Colonel Benyon,”
the nurse answered reproachfully., ¢ There is
s0 Jittle that I can do for you now—for 1 sup-
pose you may be trusted to tunke your medl-
vines regulirly—you really do not want me any
longer.”

« 1 do not want you any longer!” repeated
the Colone), #1 want you all my life. 1 want
you for my wife I” he went on, lnyitng his hand
upon her shoulder. ¢1 caunot live without
you. You must stay with e, dearest, or only
lenve mao to come back to me ax my wife. \We
bave no need of a long courtshiip. I think we
know each other thoroughly as it is."”

«“You think you know me thoroughly as it
is! the woman cchoed, sirinking wway from
Dbim, and stamding with her face turned towanrds
the sea, obly the profile visible to the Colonel,
and upon that the lmpress of misery that
struck him to the soul.

My dear love, what s this?” he asked,
« Have 1 distressod you so mueh by my avowal ?
Am 1 so utterly repugnant to you ?”

s Your wife,” she murmured, as iIf she had
scureely heurd his lust words, « your wife !

« Yes, dearest, my beloved and honoured
wife. 1 did not believe it was In my nature to
love any onc us 1 love you.”

«That any man upon this earth should care
for me!"” she murmured; ¢ you nbove itll other
men ”  And then turning to him with a ealmer
tace, she said decislvely, “That can never he,
Colunel Benyon. You and 1 can never be mare
to one another thun we have been. The wisest
thing you cuts do 18 o wish me good-bye, here
where we stind, nud forget that you have ever
known me.”

s Thut is Just the Inst thing possible to me,”
hoe unswered impetuocusly. +There is nothing
upon this onrth I care to live for, if I cuunot
bave you for my wife. You must luive known
thut 1 loved you. You had no right to stuy
with me so long; you had no right to let me
love you, If you meuant to treut me llke this at
the last. But you do not wean o be s0 cruel;
You are only trying me; you are only playing
with your vietim. O, my darling, for piLy's
suke, tell mo that I wmn not guite inditferent to
you "

s« This is not the question,” the womun replied
quictly, » Huve you thought of what youn aredo-
ing, Colanel Benyou ? Have you counted the cost.?
Have you thought what it is to intrust your
name and your honour to the keeping of o wo-
wan of whom you know nothing 2"

»]1 know thiat you are an angel,” he sald put.
ting his arm round the slender figure, trying to
druw her to his breust,

Aguin sho shrank from bim—this time with
a gesture so rapellent, thut he drew back invo-
luntarily, chillted to the heart.

« 1o not toueh me,” she snid,
Enow who and what I nm.”

«] ask to knuw nothing,” he eried vehement-
ly. “If there is any secret in your pust life
that might divide us, hide it froma me. Do you
think 1 wmn goiug to bring the scrutiny of o de-
tective 10 beur upon the nntecedenis of the wo-
man 1 love? Biindly I give my happiness and
my houoar into your keeping. I seo you, and
love you for what you ure--not for what evil
fortune may have made you in the past.”

« You do not know the welght of your words,”
she answered sadly. I thank you with allmy
heurt for your counfldence, for your love; but
that wlilch you think you wish can never be,
1t Js best for us 1o part this very day, this very

“You do not

moment. Let us shake hands, Colonel Benyon,
and eay farowoll,"”

« Not till you have told me your reasons,” the
Colonel orlod lmperlously. I may know tposo.
ai lenst,)?

«“1do not recognize your right to question
me. 1 cannot explaln my reasons.”

4 But I will know tho.n,’” he crier, seizing her
wrist, 1 have heen fooled by one woman; 1
will not Le trifled with by another., 1 will know
why you refuse to beny wife. Is 1t beeause
you hate or despise me?™

« N0, no, no; you know that it is not that "

She looked at him pitcously, with a lnok that
sald as plainly as any words she could huve
spoken, # You know that I love yon,”

o 1g it from any mistuken notlon of fidelity to
the dead ?”

«No, it I8 not that, Yet, Heaven knows, 1
have reason to be fuithful to the dead.”

s What is it, then 2 You mnust aud shall tell
me,”

«For pity’s suke, spare me,
ing me, Colonel Benyon,”

s Glve me your promise to e my wife, then,
and I will not. ask a questlon,  There can be no
reason strot enough to divide us, if yon love
me; and I think you do,”

¢ Ileaven hielp me!” she sobbed, clasping her
Lnmls with o piteons gesture,

To MHerbert Benyon those three words kontled
like o confessfon.  1le was sure that she loved
him, sure that his will must eonquer hers in the
end,

“ Yes,” she crled passionately, « 1o love you,
Nothing could excuse such an admixsjon from
my Hps but the knowledge that in this hour we
part tur ever. [ do lave you, Colanel Beuyon,
but there ts nothing in this world that would In-
duee me to beeome your wife, even if you knew
the worst I can tell, and were yet willing to
tuke me, which you wounld not be.” 5

« Yon are wrong,” he exclnimed with nn oath,
“There Is nothing you can f{etl me that change
my resolution, or dlininish my love.”

Do not promlse so rashly,” she answered,
ashy pale, nnd with tremulons Hps.

Ho drew her to the old granite tomb, and per-
suaded her to sit down beside him, secing that
she was nenrly fuinting,

“# My love, I do not wish to be crueel,” he sald
tenderly. 41 do not seek to lift the veil of the
past. 1 am content to love you blindly, foollsh-
1y, if you like. I will do unything to prove my
devottion, will shape the whole course of my fu-
ture Ufe, for your happiness, There 18 nothing
fu the world I would not sacritice for your sake.
Be generous, for your part, dearest. Sy that
you will be my wlle, or give me some adequate
reason for your denial.”

Sho did not answer him immediately. There
was n silence of some moments, and then she
suld in a low volee: ’
“You hauve n (rlend fo whom you are very
much attached, Coloncl Benyon, a friend who ls
almost as dear to you as a brother. I have
henrd you say that,”

#“Whnat, Hammersley ? Yes, certainly ; Ham-
mensley 1s a dear good fellow; but what has he
to do with my marrying as I please? 1 should
not consult hiny about that.”

s You were talking the other night of that
guilty creatnre—his wife.,”

#Yes, I have spoken to you about his wife.”
“You have-~in terms of reprobation which
were well deserved. Have pity upon me, Colo-
nel Benyou—I am that wretchied woman
Sho bad slipped from the tombstone to the
turf beslde it, amd remalned there, half erouch-
tng, half kueeling, in her utternbasement, with
her face hidden,

st You!” exclnimed the Colonel, in a thick
volce. # Youl!”

The blow scemed almost to crush him, He
felt for the moment stupefiod, stunned. He had
begn prepared for anything bot this.

“Iam that wretchied womun, I do not know
If there is the shadow of gxcuse for my sin in
the story of my life; but, at auny mte, it is best
that you should know it, George Chumpney
and 1 were engaged to bie married long before 1
saw Mr. Hammersley; and when he went to
Indlin, we were pledged to wailt till he should
come back and make me his wife. We had
known each other from childhood; and T ean.
not tell you how dearly I loved him. It scems
a mockery now to speak of this when I have
not even been falthral to his memory ; but 1 did
love him. 1 have mourned him as truly as
ever any man was lumonted upon this earth.
From the first my fmther was opposed to our
engagement, and my stepmother, o very world-
Iy woman, sct her fuco agninst it most resolute.
1.  But we braved their displeasure, and held
our own in splte of them, It was only when
Ucorge was goue that thelr persecution becume
almost unendurable to me. I need not enter
into detalls. Captain Champney had been
nwwily more than two years when I first mot Mr.
IHammersley. We wore forbidden to write to
cach other; and 1 had sufered unspeakable
anxiety about him In that time. It was only
in some indirect munner that I ever hnd news
of him., When Mr. Hnmmersley first proposed
to me, 1 refused bim decisively; Lut then fol-
lowed a wenty time in which 1 was tormented
by my stepmother, and even by my futler,
who was influenced by her In this business, 1
do ot think any man can understand the kind
of domestle perseeation which women ure sub-
Jeet to—the dully repronches, the Incessant
worry. DBut I went throngh this ordenl. 1t was
ouly when my fathor brought home . newspa.
per containing the announcement of George
Champney’s denth that my cournge gave way.
They let mo nlone for doine ihme after this, let
me indulge iny grief unmolested; und then, one
day, the old ariguments, the familiar reprouches
begun uguin; und In an hour of fatil wenkness,
worn out in budy and mind—for I had been
very ill for a loug time afier that bitter blow—]1
ylelded.”

She paused for it little; but the Colonel did not
sprak. 1ie sat upon the granite tomb, looking
seaward with hagurd eyes, motlonless as a
statue, the living image of despatr, IHe could
have borne anything but this,

# You know the rest, No, You ean never
know how I sulfered. The filse announcement
in the paper had been uan errvor, common
enongh in thoxe days, Captain Champuey told
me, when he ¢came upon me one summer
morning near Trewuardoll llke u ghost. Ile had
heard of the report in India, and had written to
a common friend of vurs, eutrenting her to let
me know the truth ; whether she had attempt-
ed to do so, and luxl been in some manner pre-
vented by my father or my stepmother, 1
cannot toll.  Another Chnmpney had been
killed. The mistake was only the insertion of
the wrong Initials; but {t was o futal error for
ug two. I{o came to me W remind me of my
promise; came dolermined to take me nway
from my husband. T cannotspenk of the evenls
that enme afterwards, There wus no sneh thing
as happiness possible for cither of us. W wore
not wicked cnough to be happy in spils of our
sin. You know how they found George
Champnoy lIylng doad upon the sandy al
Blaukenburg ouc bright September morning.
After that I had o dangerous jliness, during
which 1 was takon to u Belglnn convent, Ly
1ay husband's influence, I balleve, where I was
tenderly nursed till 1 recovered. Thoy knew
my story, thoso spotiess numns, and yet were
kind to me. Islayed with thein as o boarder

You are tortur-

for » year after—after Mr. liammorsley obtaln-

cd his divorece; and it was there I learned to
nurse the sick. I was not destitiits; o slster of
my mother's, knowing my position, sottled &
small annuity upon me; and on that I have
lived ever sinee, Six months ago I was selzed
with a yearnlng 10 ree the placo where the
most tranquil duys of my life had beon spont. T
knew that Mr. Hammersley was living abrond
and I rancied that I ran no risk of recognition
in returning to this neighourhood. I knew
how much misery and iliness had changed me
slnece I left Trewardell. It was a foollsh fancey,
no doubt; bt I, who have nothing human lert
to love, muy be forgiven for n wenk anttachment
to familiar places, 1 cume to I’onjudab, think.
fux that I should find plenty of work here of the
kind I wanted. I had no intentfon of coming
any nearer to Trewardol),, where I must, of
course, run conslderable risk of ULelng re-
cognlsed; but when Dr. Matson arged me to
come 10 you the temptation was too strong for
me, and [ camo to seo the donr old place once
more. That Is the ond of my story; and now,
Colone! Benyon, I have but one word moro to
sny—Farewell 1”

She rose from the ground, and was golng to
leave him; but he detalned her,

# You have almost broken my heart,” he
sild; ¢« but there 1s nothing in this world can
change my love for you, I still ask you to be
my wife. I promise to eherlsh you with a love
that shall bLlot out the memory of your past.”

8he shook her head sadly.

# 1t ean nover be," she answered; ¢ I am not
vile enough to tride upon your wenlkness or
your generosity. Let mce be fatthful to the dead,
uand Joyal {0 you,  Onee more, good-bye.”

« Wil nothing T ean sny prevail with you?”

u Nothing, T shall always honour and revere
you as the most generous of men ; but you and
1 must never never meet after to-day.*

He pleaded with her a little longer. trying by
every possible argument to vinquish hor ro-
solutlon; hut hls emdeavours were all in vain.
ITo knew that she loved him; he felt thay he
wns doomed to lose her.,

And so al lust she lefl him, sitting tn the
quict burial.ground, in the pale winter sun-
shine, with all the glory of the Atlantle before
him, and the stillness of a desert round about.
Evon after she had left hlin he determined
upon making one more attempt to win her.
He found out the place where she llved, and
went to that humble alley In the ecarly dusk,
bent upon secing her once more, upon pleading
his cause more calmly, more logically than it
hind boen possible for him to do in tho first heat
of his passion. Ie¢ found the house, and & very
civil good-natured woman, who told him that
Mrs. Chapman had left Penjudnah two hours
before, for good, &he had gone ubroad, the
womun suid.

s¢ To Belgium, I suppose 2"’

4 Yes, sir, that was the naine of the pince.”

As soon as he was strong cnough Colonel
Benyon went to Belgium, where he spent a
couple of months senrching for Florn Ham-
mersly In all the convents, It was a long
wearlsome search; but he went through with it
patiently to the end, persevering untll he found
a quict littla conventual retreut six miles from
Louvaln, where honrders were admitted. It
was the place where she had beon. IHis search
was ended ; and the woniau bhe loved had been
buried in the tiny convent cemetery just a weeck
before he cume there. After this there was
nothing left for the Colonel but to go back to
India to the old familinrlife. It was only his
closest friends who ever percelved the changein
him; but, althongh he never spoke of his
trouble, those who did thoroughly know bim,
knew that he had suflered somie recent heort-
wound, and thai the stroke had been a heavy
one.

Tue END.

LET IT PASS.

Be pot swift to take offenso §
Lot it pass !

Anger i¢ a foe to 5ens0
Let it pass !

Hraod not darkly o’er 2 wrong

Which will disappoar ere loug ,

Rather sing thischeery, song.
Lot it pass ! Let it puss!

Echo not angry word ;
Let it prss!

Think how often you have erred ;
Lot i4 puys !

Sinco our joys must pass away

Liko the dow-drops on the spray,

Whorefuro should oursorrowsstuy ?
Let thew pass ! Let them pass !

If for good you’va taken ill,
el it pass .
Oh1 be kind and gentle still;
Lot it pass !
Tiwme at loast inakes all things straight ;
Lot us not resent, but wait,

Aund ourtriumph shull be great;
Let it puss ! Lot it pags?
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CHAPTER XXV.—(Continued.)

Mrs. Harcross had usually plenty to say for
herself, in a certuin commonplace way ; but
to-night she was silent, though the drive to
the Tyburnfan district, whore the widowed
Lady Basingstoke had sef up her tent, was ra-
thern long one.  Mr, Harcross wus tired, and
Jeunt baek in the carriage, without any disturb-
ing considerations nbout his ¢ back hair,” and
closed his oyes, He was not oftended by his
wife's silenee, nor did it inspive him with those
vague upprehensions which some men are apt
1o fuel under such circumstances, o foreboding
of curtain lectures to come. He concluded that
¢ the herd” had been troublesome, and this par-
ticular Wednesday afternooun o fuilure,

The ovening at Lady Basingstoke’s was as
other eveniugs.,  Alr. Harcross talked w good
denl and talked well, In tho brief pauses of
his lifc, between the duy’s labour and the even-
ning's pleasure, a man may reflect upon the
emptiness of this kind of existence, and tell
himsulf that it is all vanity ; buc once in the
ring, with all the light and sweetness of socioty
around him, his spirits arc apt to rise.  Thein.
toxication is of the highest, perhaps, but plea-
sunt cnough while it lasts. Nobudy at Lady
Basingstoke's vould have suppostd that Mr,
Harcross was tired of life.

Dear Julin thanked her dear Augusta with
effusion at parting,

« o good of you to come. I never suw Sir

Thomns Heavitreo so agrecable ; he and Mr,
Harcross scem to get on 8o well together, It
was quite a relicf to sce him so much amused.”

“ I'm vory glad we were able to come, Julia,
Hubert had n committee before the Lords tq-
day. I washalf afraid he would be too much
exhausted to dine out.”

% But hais so wonderfully clevor, and takes
everything so coolly, T should fancy he could
hardly know what fatigue means. But you are
not looking well to-night, Augusta, I observed
it at dinner. I never saw you so pale”

¢ I daresny it's the colour of my dress — ra~
ther an old colour, isn’t it ? I told Bouflante
50, but she insisted upon my having it.”

“ Your dress is lovely, dear, as it always is,
But you really arc not looking well.”

With these and many other oxpressions of
sympathy the friends parted, and Mrs. Harcross
went off, with Hubert in her wake, feoling to-
larably satisfied with this cvening, The party
had been rather a dull business perhaps, but he
had been the source and centre of any brief
flushes of brillinncy that had enlivened it, This
kind of social success was one of the prizes
that he had set himself to win, or rather an ap-
panage of his profussional position., He had
nothing better to look forward to, only to
mount a little higher upon the ladder which
he had been slowly ascending from his youth
upwards, and every rung of which was familiar
tohim, Were be to Lecome Lord Chancellor,
life could give him very little more than it
gave him now. e had reason to be coutent,

CHAPTER XXVI.
AND MRS, NARCROSS BEGIN TO UNDERSTAXD
EACIL OTHER.

MR,

% Will you come into my room for a few
minutes' talk before you go upstairs, Hubert,
I want toask you a question 9"

Mrs. larcross made this request on the
threshold of her morning-room, just as her
husband was turning towards that secondary
stairense which led to his dressing-room.

*“I am gquite at your service, my dear Au-
gusta, Thig is just the time in the evening
when I have the least possible inclination for
sleep. What is it about ? Another dinner at
home, munde up on purpose for Sir Thomas
Henvitree ? 1 fancied you were meditating
something in the carriage, you were so unusual-
ly silent. You didn't even say anything abont
Lady Heavitree’s cheese—coloured moire, with
satin upholsterer’s work about the skirt, which
I really thought would provoke your powersof
ridicule.”

He strolled after his wife into the protiv
chintz-draperied sitting-room, where 8 noder-
ator lamp shed its chastelight on n table heap-
ed with new books and periodicals. The
casiost chairs, the most perfect appliances for
writing in all the house, were to be found here.
Mr. Harcross dropped into his favourite chair
by the fire-place, which was artistically screen-
cd at this season by a little grove of furns,

“ I was not thinking of anybody’s dress to-
night,” Mrs. Harcross said moodily.

 Indeed! then I may fairly conjecture that,
like Louis XV. when he didn't hunt, your ma~
josty did nothing.”

% You are very polite. I hope my ideas do
sometimes soar above toilets, even in society,
where one is not supposed to think very ser.
iously. But to-night my mind was absorbed by

-a gomewhat painful subject.”

« I'm sorry to hear thiut. Icertainly thought
you were confoundedly quiet. Is it anything
wrong in the house ? Ducs Fluman want to
better himself 7

Fluman was a butler of unsual accomplishe
ments, who had assisted Mr. and Mrs. Harcross
to nuintain their estublishments at its high-
pressure point of excellence.

# How cen you be so absurd, Hubert ? As
if I should allow myself to be worried by any-
thing of that kind

& But I caw't conceive a greater loss than
Fluwan. We should collapse uttoerly if he left
us in the middle of u season. I'm sure at the
Leginning of o dinner, when things look ra.
ther dull, I often say to mysclf, ¢ Never mind,
we are in the hands of Iluman ;” just as in
graver affairs one would say, “ We are in the
hands of Providence.” I think he has recon-
dite arts in the administration of his wines—
derived from the Romuas, perhaps, who culti-
vated dining from a moreartistic poiut of view
thun we have ever attained. I have seen him
warm the stapidest people iuto sprightlincss by
judicious doses of Chiteau d’Yquem ; and if
conversation flags towards the close of the
Languet, he can work wonders with parfuit
amour and dry curagoa. 1 should consider it a
domestic bereavement if e wanted to leave us.
If he were to take it into his head that he was
losing custe by living with a profussional mun,
for instance, or anything of that kind.?

« When you have done talking nonscase,
Hubert, 1 shall be very glud tospeak of serious
things. I suppose that is the sort of stuil
with which you mnuse one another in your ar-
bLitration cases.”

* There is a good deal of nonsensoe talked, I
daresuy. An Arbitration case is o comfortable
frec-and-ensy kind of afinir, that pays uncom-
mouly wall. And now, my dear, what is this
serious businsss, and why do you sit staring at
me in that mouwly way

There was somscthing in his wide's face that
he had never scen there before—somcthing
that set his heart beating o little faster than
usunl—something that sent his thoughts back
to one dreadfal day in his life, the day when
Grace Redmayne fell deud at his feot,

% Do you remember the duy when Ienlled at
your chambers, Hubert 2"

# Curtainly ; 1 remember your coming to the
Temnple onoafternoon, on some importanut mat-
ter. Your visit was not a very sturtling ovent ;
of course my chambers are ulways vpen to

ou.”
d it I saw & picture therc—a portrait—which
you told me was & portrait of your mother.”

« Yes; I recollect your remarking my mo-
ther's portrait. What then ™

« It really is your mothor's picture, Hubert ¢
his wife asked, very carnestly. ¢ 1t is not an
accidental likeness of any one ¢lso ; of some
one of whom vou may have thought X should
e jenlous ?  You were not decciving me 7"

His dark face had tlushed to the brow at this
suggestion.

It is not in the least like any ono else,” ho
aid ; ¢ itis my mother's llkenoss.”

sIndeed ! Then I think it would have been
to your credit if you had been more explicit on
the subject of your antucedunts, whun you first
spoke to my father about our murrisge.

He started to his feet with u quick indigonant

movement ; but in the next moment scttled
himself calmly in his favourite pose against
the nnglo of the mantelpicee.

# ] cannot quite follow your line of argu-
ment, Mrs, Harcross” hosnid: ¢ I shall be
obliged if you will make it a little clearer.”

« I bad a print brought me this afternoon ;
an engraving of the picture in your chambers.”

“#1Indeed! I did not know the picturo h d
been engraved., I shall be very glad to sccure
a copy.”

* Your mother’s name is writien on the back
of the engraving—it is a proof bufore lotters—
and the person who brought me the picture
told me her history. .

¢ May I inquire the name of the person who
took so much trouble abont my family af-
fairs

# I would rather not tell you that.”

I will not press the question, I think X
can make a shrewd guess at the identity of the
ofticiouy individual.”?

“ There was nothing officious in the busi-
ness. The person who Diought the picture—
as a rare engraving worth ndiling to my collee-
lection—had noiden of any connection beiween
you an the originul of the portrait.”

¢ Innocent person ! Those futchers and ear-
riers are such simple unsuspecting  creatures.
And so, through the uncunscious informer’s
aid, you have discovered that my mother's
name was Mostyn ; and that she was an nc-
tress, 3 presume.  Was it this appalling dis-
covery thut troubled you all the cvening ™

& Yes, Hubert, I have been very muchdis-
turbed by this discovery ; and, painful as it is,
still more so by your wunt of candour.”

“# Indeed! What would you hnve wished ?
That I should tear the plaster from a very old
wound, never quite healed ? That 1 should
have lifted the curtain from a picture that I
made it the business ofmy lif: to shrond ? Did
I ever boast of my antecedents, Mrs. Harcross,
or endeavour to cxalt mysclf in your cyes?
When I asked you to maury me, I offered you
myself, with all my cheuces in tho future. I
suid nothing about the past, nor can I conecive
that you have anything to do with it, or the
shadow of a right to call me to question nbout
it.”
« The story is quite true, then ?” asked Au-
gusta, white to the lips, and with thehand that
held o ganzy bernous round her trembling vi-
sibly, ¢ This Mrs, Mostyn was an actress,
and your mother " ’

« She wus Loth. She died in Italy Lefqre I
was five years old ; butshe lived long enough
for me to love her tenderly. Be good enough
to Lear that fuct in mind when you uro talking
of her.”

« And the rest of the story is equnlly correct,
I conclude—the lady closed her carcer by an
clopement 7"

# She Legan her carecr, so far as I am con-
cerncd, by an clopement I BMr. Harcross re-
plied coolly. ¢ Sheran away with my father.”

“ And was married tohim, I supposc 2" his
wife said breathlessly.

¢ That is a question I have never been in a
position to solve,” answercd Mr. Hareross, ¢ If
he did marry her—as I am naturally inclined
to believe he did—he never acknowledged tho
marringe in any public mauner, and—he broke
her heart.”

The last words came slowly, and with an
evident effort ¢ ¥lo broke her heart” he re-
peated to himself, as the force of his own words
came home to him. 1t wus not the only heart
that had been so broken.

& You have not condescended to tell me the
name of your father,” suid Augustaaftera little
pause.

# Q," cried her husband, his face lighting up
with a sudden tlash of trivmph, # your inform-
ant—the useful person~—did not enlighten you
on that point! Then 1 decline to cke out his
information. 1 refuse to answer the question
which you ask so graciously.”

« As you please)” she aaid, in an icy tone.
«The numne could make very little difference.
1t would not make the dishonour deeper, or
less deep; nothing can add to or lessen the
shame 1 have felt to-duy.”

% What is my birth to you?" cried Huben
Iarcross passionately. % Have I failed in one
title of my bargain?  Have I fattened on your
fortune, or wasted your substance, ov given
myself up to a life of pleasure, as nine men
out of ten would have done in my circum-
stances? Do you pr.aume to crll me to ac-
count, because there is ponsibly the bar sinister
across my escutcheon ?  What does it matter
to you whose son I wmm, so long as I perform
my part of the transaction which you and I
entered upon throe ycars ago?  You ave
ashamed of my mother! Why, in heart, and
mind, and everything that makes a woman
beautiful, she was immeasurably your supc-
rior! She did not dress three times o day, or
live only to fulfil the debtor and ereditor ac-
count in her visiting-book, Indued, she was a
woman who coulll exist without a visiting-
bLouk or a French milliner. At the time I re-
member her she was the devoted slave of a
scoundrel, long-suflering, tender, endaring ne-
glect and hard usage with an angelic patience,
made huppy by a smile or o carcless word of
kindness. O God such a lifo, bitter cnough to
stump its cruel dotails on the brain of a four-
yeur-old child! My mother was a woman of a
thousand, Mrs, Horcross, although she sacri-
ficed fame snd fortune to & most consummate
villuin.”

For some moments Augusta Flarcross sal
stlent, speechless with passion, and with the
flecey folds of her cloak clasped convalsively .
neross her brcuskilby & hand which no longer”
shook—a hand which had grown rigid, as in
sume mortal convulsion of soul and body.

# 1 am obliged to you for this sudden burst
of candour,” sho said at lust, It has, at any
rate, the merit of novelty, and it is just as well
that I should unduerstand your appreciation of
my character. 1 am immeasurably the infurior
of un actress—a lady  whose first husband was
problematicul, and about whoso second alliance
there seoms hardly room for doubt; and after
marrying mo under false pretencos, you coolly
refuse 1o tell me your father's name, and in-
sult mo when I oxpregs my sense of shamo on
discovering the cruel blat upon your birth, If
you haa told me this story when you asked me
to be your wife, I might bave overlooked the
disparity of our positions, might havo shut my
cyes to the past—-u>"

« That is to say, the daughter of Mr, William
Vallory, the sage pilot of the purilous straits of
Basinghall-streut, tho guide, philosopher, and
friend of insolvent mankind, might have
deigaed to ovurlook the want of bluu bloodin

the veins of her suitor, That is what you °

mean, 1 suppose. IfX had sued very humbly,

~




