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with her hand. One would have thought, to
watch her, that her attention was quite
absorbed in her task.  But in truth she did not
evon sec what she was domng, except in a
mechantcal way, from which ber mind was
absent,

* Poor mammnal!” thought Mabel, [ am so
sorry for poor mammal!” Then her thoughts,—
like a flock of wild birds that wheel aml turn
anu hover round the gpot to which their desires
tend, afraid to settle on the fecding-ground, and
yet cireling in still narrowing rounds until they
Alight at lust,—fluttered capriciously hither aund
thither about the main point of interest in her
mothier’s letter, without at nrst fastening on it,
She pictured to herself Dooley and her mother
seated in Miss Charlewood's hittle cearniage. The
country road that she kuew so well ; the look
of the cottage with 1ts chimbing roses coming
1nto bloom ; Penclope’s hiard resolute face and
keen bright eyes. Then Augusta ; what was
ker future hasband ltke ? 1t was odd be should
be Irish. And that cousin,—that Miss O'Brien
—svas she—? Ab, then the fluttering fancy
furled its wings and dropped and brooded !
What was this? Thus dull numb faeling at the
heart, that was more like & pain of which we
are dimly conscious in ounr sleep, than real
waking suffering ? What was aunss ¢ What had
ghe lost or gained since an hour ago, that made
this strange differeace in her out-luok on the
world? ¢ I told mum that day at Eastficld,” she
murmured dreaaiily, ¢ that he would find some
one who would drive the thought of me from his
raind, or at leastleave me only a humble niche
there, that be could look on with calm friend
liness. Yes.Iknewat, Isaidso. Andhewas
to sure,—so fised,~so certan that he could

onever change or waver! I hope she s worthy
of him. Heis good. I am very glad——No !V’
she cried suddenly, pressing ber hands upon her
bot brow, suffused all at once with a deep crim-
son flush. ¢ No, no, no; 1 amnot glad, How
poor I am in my own eyes! How mean, selfish,
pitiful; but T wow't lic to myself. 1 am not
glad, 1 am sorry, 7 who gave him so much
pain,—I who was so unbending with him, and
repulsed his love so firmly,—7/am grudging bim
this happioess at the buttom ot my heart, What
if he has forgotten his fancy quickly? Qught I
pot tu rejorce that the hurt 1s not so deep a one
as he thought ? 1 could aut love lum as he wish-
ed, but I told him proudiy that I should al-
way3s be his faitbful grateful friend. I was so
lofty and secure of myself, and now——For a
miserable slight to my scif-love, I cannot be glad
oy friend’s gladness 1V Mabel, Mabellareyon
vain and envious and mean ? I did not know
you to be so, Mabel Earashaw., Aud now that
1 sce you as you are, I am astomshed and
ashamed.”

Thescalding tears ran down berflushed cheeks
slowly.

She went to the open window and leancd out
The air wag still and sweet, and the clear
dark cky sccmed to soothe thie - throbbing of
ber temples. Thers was no sound save fant
snatches of a mournful Insh song that came
now and then, softened and sweetened by
the distance, from some ship at anchor s the
river.

Mabel set her thoughts to look forward into
the future. Into the carcer she hoped to make,
the toils and fears and pleasures of her art.
She thought of her uncle's story of the Ara-
bian princess, who shut her cars to the dis-
tmcﬁing voices, and ncither faltered nor looked
Lack.

¢ Ah, that looking back ¥ said Mabel to her-
self. ¢ That is fatal, I may turawhen [ amat
the top, but not yet. And then, too,” she said,
wiping her wet cyes with & chuld-hke half-sad
smile, ¢ the view is always so much wider and
better from the summit1”
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FEXLINGS.

The first two or three weeks of the theatrical
season at Kilclare were very successful. The
company advauced and sccured themselves in
public favour, Mr. Wilfred J. Percival and Miss
Lydia St. Aubert were the “ bnght pacticular

stars® of the tragic portions of the performances;
whilst comedy and force were supported by the
lively exertions of Mr. Snell, the low comedinn,
Mrs“Walton, and Miss Annctte Moffatt. The
lutter young lady had been christened Ann, and
commonly called Nancy up to twelve yenrs of
age; but after that time sho was sent to school
in France, and returncd to lier native country as
Aunette,  Miss Moffatt prided herself upon her
vocal acccroplishments, which, to say trath
were not of a very high order, She had a shrill
weak soprano voice very uncertain in intonation,
but she would rattle off an arch song, or give
forth a plaintive ballad with so much aplomb,
and such an evident conviction that she was
singing to absolute perfection, that people began
to believe she was a charming voealist in spite
of their ears Miss Moffatt chiefly professed
what she called ¢ the Vestris business ,” and
the mention in the playbill of- the character
which Miss Moffatt was to play, was invariably
followed by the words, ¢ with songs.” Aud so
much was this a matter of course, that when on
one occasion Miss Moffatt was sbout to display
the versatility of her talents in pantomime, the
priater, from the sheer force of habit, put into
the playbill the surprising annoucement, * Lisette
a damb girl (with songs), by Miss Annette
Moffatt.”

The manager’s daughter was very amiable
and condescendiug to Mabel for some time, She
was ton well satisfied with herself to be casily
jealous of Mnbel’s good or graceful manner, and
the latter was too insignificant & member of the
company as yet to call forth anything like
professional jealousy.  Miss M. A. Bell's,
histrionic effarts had so far been confined to very
small parts of & few lines, and in these~though
terribly nervous on the occasion of first having
to speak on the stage—she had acquitted herself
in so satisfactory » manuer as to give promise
of hetter things. Her first success, however, was
achieved in the character of that melodramatic
confidante whose highflown specches she bad
declared she should be ashamed to utter. When
sbe came to * My lord, I quail notat your
threats,” &e., and defied Mr. Copestake as tho
wicked tyraot, she was worked up to sucha
piteh of desperation by the combiued feelings of
nervoucness, a struggling cense of absurdity, and
a strong desire to produce somecthing of the
effert which her aunt (who was iwatching
anxionsly at the wing) had told her mightbe, and
ought to be produced, that she attered the speech
with a kind of breathless vchemence, that was
quite thrilling  Aund when at its conclusion she
burst into a storm of real tears and rushed off
the stage, her cxit was followed by a round of
very hearty and genuine applause. ¢

“ Bravo, Miss Bell I exclaimed Mr. Harcourt
Howard, the walking gentleman, ag Mabel came
off at the front entrance, where he was standing.
# Bravo! You've waked ’em up, by Jove. I
shall begin to think you're not such a novice as
you say, after all, if you go on in this way.”

& Pooh 1" snapped outold Jerry Shaw, as soon
as Mr. Howard had turped away, ¢ Trash.
Nonsense. Novice ? Of course. The child
was frightened, and lost her head. Forgot to be
Miss M. A. Bell for two minutes. That's the secret.
Balderdash!”

Mabe! could not help laughing in the midst of
hercxcitement  * Indeed, that's true, Mr. Staw,
said she, wipiag her eyes.  * There isn’t & bit of
credit duo®to me, I'm " sure. I twas inspired by
despair.”

“Don't I know it? Of course. And,look
you, though that was very well for once, it won't
do 1o give way to it. If you want to do any-
thing a8 an actress, you must learn to calculate
your cffects beforchand. ¢ i vis mo flerd—ah
you dou't understand Latin, do ye? No more
do I. I did once. But that's long ago. I put it
away with—with a good many other things one
fine morning. And if youlike to call mo a
confounded idiot for my pains, ye're welcome.
However, what I was going to say is this. it’s
all very well to uay that to make me weep you
must first grieve, and it's true, partly. Bat you
mustn’t let your emotions run away with you on
the stage. Keep 'em woll in band. Mako them
caper aud curvet and bring the people’s hearts

in their mouths, as the circus-rider3do, when they
ke their beast rare and plunge with a sly
touch of tho knco or twitch of tho bridle, and
they sitting safo and steady all the while as if
they were in a rocking-chair.”

“ Thank you, Mc. Shaw.’

« Tugh * Thank me? Ye're laughing at me in
your sleeve for aprosing old fool, I'll go bail.”

“ § beg you purdon, Mr. Shaw,” returned
Mabel, deawing hersolf up, « 2d looking full at
him. # Youare quitc mistaken, I was listening
to what you said with attention, and was grate-
ful for your hint, as I hope I shall atways Yo for
any well-meant advice from an experienced
artist.”

The old man looked at her doubtfully for an
instant, aud then, by a sudden impulse, he litted
the grotesque stage bonuet ho wore from his
head, with a gesture thut seemed to reveal n one
moment a history of long-forgotten days, so full
was it of high-bred old-fashioned courtesy.

“1 beliere you,” said he, “and 1 sincerely
crave your pardon.”

From that time forward, Mr. Shaw—influenced
according to higown account, by Lingo's mature
and explicitly conveyed opinion—seemed to
attach himself to Mabel in a way in which he
had never been known to behave to any human
being within the memory of his stage corarades.
Not that he was gentlo or even cival in his speech
to her, but he watched ber progress, in every
part that was entrusted to her to play, with
unwearied attention.  He would even sometimes
enter into long discussions on the dramatic art.
Putting forth quaint, queer theories of his own ;
and displaying an uncxpected amount of read-
ing. For le would quote long passages, not
only from Shakspeare, but from the earlier
dramatists, for Mabel's edification. And the cog-
trasy whs very singular between the old man's
evident appreciation of their beauty, and bis
utter inability to eobody his own conception by
voice or gesture ; jerking out pathetic and jm-
passioned speeches alike, in the same bard crack-
ed voice and stified brogae.

Amongst these people, and in these surround-
ings, Mabel worked out the first elements of her
netw profession.  Atteative, wdefatigable, docile
to ingtruction—for Mabel's pride was in no wa
allied to vain presumption or over-weening gelf-
conceit—the girl strove and studied to master
the mechagical details of her busiaess, without
ful} command of which no player can achieve
eminence.

“Your voice, and your face, and your figure
are the tools yuu have to work with,” said Jerry
Shaw one day to her; * and you can't carve out
your own ideas unless you've first learnt to
handle your tools properly.”

Ouat of the theatre Mrs, Walton and
beld litdde communication with the rest of tho
company. Indeed, social intercourse of any
kind was nearly impossible in the press of con-
staat occupation that took up Mabel's and her
aunt’s time. Jack, whose cmployment within
the theatre was by no means so unremitting,
took long solitary rambles, with a satchel con-
waining his colour-box and sketch-book ’s]ung
over his shoulders, and retarned in th’e Itght
summer evenings with a collection of charming
studies from the rich banks of the Clare, and all
the surrounding counry, nearly as far a3 Bally-
hiaket in one direction, and the sea in another,

The only members of Mr. Moffatt's tronpe who
had nccess to Mrs. Walton's homo were the
Trescotts, Little Corda bad become a devout
worshipper of Mabel. In Corda's opinion there
was no one $0 good or so beautiful or 5o clever
and the child was never weary of singing hcx"
praises.

Little as Mrs. Walton liked her father and
brother, she yet could nor bear to show any
coldness to the gentle motherless little girl, to
whom she felt that the society and cmmplc’; of
Mabel were useful and valuable, Mr., Trescott,
beside being leader and director of tho amall
orchestra, was cmployed to arrango whatever
incidental music mightbe needed, and to ¢
out tho baud parts. Iu this latter branch of hig
business Miss Moffatt gave bim freguent employ-
ment, for sbo was wont to introduce al] the new
and popular songs of the day that shecould fag,
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