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THE CANADA CITIZEN.

after the sermon whose text had disturbed Mabel, she entered Mrs. Bur
nish’s charming little boudoir to ask directions about some letters that lady
wished written, and she found Gabb administering restoratives to her mis-
tress, who was in tears. Mabel, with an apology, was about to withdraw,
when Mrs. Burnish, to Gabb's ill-concealed annoyance, entreated her to re-
main, saying ‘I shall be better presently.”  “Mabel felt sorry to see a liquor
stand on the table, and that the facile domsstic, with cager manifestations
of intense sympathy, was mixing a copious potion.

“ Your nerves, mem, must be awfully weak. You're too tender®arted,
mem,’ eyeing as she spoke a letter on the table. I never but once lived
with such a lady withsuch a ‘art, and that was dear Lady Penbleat, who
used to write such beautiful poetry, about the peasantry and the lower or-
ders ; I do think she broke her ‘art about 'em, mem. ~ Her feclings never
would let her see’em or speak to 'em. I alwaysdid that for her ; and you,
mem, are jest the same; sich a 'art. Won't you try a little more?—jest a
tastc—it won’t hurt you, mem. Dr. Bland, Lady Pembleat’s own physician
taught me how to mix it, mem; we always called it Dr. Bland's mixture,
and I never found it fail—never "

“\Vhat is it to do ?” said Mabel.

“It's a certing cure, Miss, for low spirits and ’sterical sentiments—
sensations I should say, mem—which all delicate and tender-arted ladies
suffers from, though seldom to such a degree as you, mem.’

‘There was a tone in this reply that somchow indicated that Mabel was
ncither delicate nor tender-hearted, and Mrs. Burnish liked sympathy all
the better that conveyed a disparagement of another, cven if that other
was her fricnd.  To be thought more exquisitely susceptible—of finer fabric
than any one clse, was, as the wily Gabb well kuew, her weakness ; and, like
a skilful tactican, she had made not her mistress's merits, but her defects, a
study, knowing that people are always most casily managed through their
ruling {oibles.

* What did poor Lady Penbleat dic of, Gabb?” said Mrs. Burnish,
relapsing into tears.

“0n, dear, mem, don't distress yourself—don’t now. Not of nothing
—least ways not of her nerves.  Dr. Bland kep her alive, I'm certing sure,
for years. She was quite elderly—I might say old, only age isn't mentioned
to ladies—and she might have been living now, but her ladyship over-ex-
crted herself, going to partics when her grandson, youny Lord Simon Pen-
bleat. came of age, and marricd the rich Miss Mash, of ‘T'urton on Brent.”

“Ah! I remember,” said Mrs. Burnish, drying her tears with sucden
animation, gratificd by recollecting the aristocratic marriage Miss Mash,
the rich brewer’s daughter, had made—buying with the wealth her father
had filtered from fools, a hustand whe combined the ingredients of fool
and brute in as admirable proportion as any compound that distillers’ or
brewers' art could mix. ‘Happy Miss Mash?'

Mrs Burnish, whether enlivened by the pleasant recollection of this
joyful wedding, or fecling the glow of Dr. Bland's mixtur.. was soon quite
another creature.  And though Gabb continued to linger abuut the room
as long as possiblc, she was obliged to go away a: last, without finding out
the contents of the letter which had disturbed her mistress, and which her
instinct told her contained some family sccret.  She scented it as a crow
scents carrion.  She made herselfl amends as soon as she shut the door by
shaking her head, and snapping her fingers, and mattering between her
teeth, ‘Ah, Madam Tun and Noggin, I'll be upsides with you yet.”

Mrs. Burnish, a2 that very moment, was saying to Mabel, “ What an
excelient clever creature that Gabb is!  So well trained by Lady Penbleat.
There's nothing like having a maid that’s lived in good families.”

To which Mabel, as she had nothing to object, assented ; and then
Mrs. Burnish continucd, looking at the letter on the table, and taking it in
her hand, with a sigh, * I thought Miss Alterton, as you are a quict young
person—young lady I mean—and I must say haveassisted me in my many
occupations—for all of my name must lead active lives —it’s expected of us,
and I am greatly worn, as you sce, my nerves quite shattered—but as I was
saying, you have been of usc to me occasionally, and Fm troubled about a
family matter—an old grief, Miss Alterton.”

Herc her eyes filled with tears, and Mabel, fearing a relapse, begged
her to defer her connunication until she felt better, and begged her 1o get
2iivle sleep; but Mrs. Burnish would not be quicted, and she continued,

I have onc brother, Miss Alterton, a dear creature as cver lived—he
is but a year older than I am, and all our childhoed was passed togcther;
we were never separated. For my father, T suppose you knew, was aclergy-
man. Yecs,” she added, as Mabel confessed her ignoranccof that fact, “he
was, and a great friend to old Sir Hopwood Burnish. Papa was vicar of
Sir Hopwood's village, in Sussex, for many vears. We were not cxactly
rich then, but papa had expectations from a very wealthy old aunt. Poor
papa! he was a martyr to the gout, and he died before his aunt, who
was iwice hisage, and inost cccentric—as hard as a granite rock—a rigid
water-drinker. Papa usedto say over his winc-—he was the wittiest creaturel—
no dinncer party in the county was complete without hini—he used to sy
that his water-drinking aunt was a petrifaction—a fossill Well, as 1 was
saying, poor papz tagk cold, attending the funcral of the first Mrs. Burnish
—that crotchetty Delamere’s mamma.  Had it been any onc clse's funcral,
the curate would have done duty for him, as he always did; but papa
wante] to shew respect to the family.  And—and—I never can endure to

hear the first Mrs. Burnish mentioned, or see her picture, for it was all
through her fault—funeral, I should say—that I lost my dear papa. The
gout Hlew to his stomach.”  Just at this point of her narrative, Mrs. Burnish
burst into tears ; and Mabel, not knowing what to say, remarked, hoping to
bring her back to the letter—

‘ And your brother, madam ?”

“Ah, yes! my brother,” resumed the lady. “As our mamma died
when we were little children, I had nobody but my brother, We grew up
togzther, Miss Alterton, and our aunt took us to live with her when papa
died. 1 was so very uncomfortable there, that I rejoiced at the prospect of
a change of state. As the daughter of his old clerical friend, Sir Hopwood
considered that I should make a kind mamma to little Delamere—and so
I'm sure, I have, only, unfortunately, he had not much affection. My
aunt’s death made my brother rich, and gave me a gond fortune. As soon
as my mourning was over—of course, it would have been very unladylike
not to stipulate for that—I marricd. Ah me! I never repined.”  Mus.
Burnish said this in that tone of implied martyrdom with which some ladies
think it orthodox to speak of their marriage. “No, I never repined,
though ,Lndy Burnish, I must say, never understood me. But where
was I ¥

*Did your brother reside with you?” said Mabel, trying another knot
in the broken thread of the narative.

*Certainly not. I feit the separation from him greatly. He came to
live in chambers in London, and commenced the study of law. Dear
fellow ! his means were ample, and his studies were just to give him a pos-
ition. Gentlemen are not like us ; they seem to want a position or some-
thing. Well, as I was saying, he was a wonderful companion—just hike
dcar papa.  Mr. Burnish, Miss Alterton, is, as you may have remarked,
rather grave. It is the habit of the family. Profound minds, I'm told, al-
ways are ; and my brother, I must say, was not quite so popular here, as,
tor my sake, he ought to have been. His pleasantries and his clegant
tastes (he was quite a connoisseur in table matters, wines especially) were
not responded to. I feltit. Yes, I felt it very much; and so did poor
Edward, I'm sure.  Why, he was such a taster for tha bzer, that he actually
brought it to the perfection of quality that has made the brewery. But he
took offence, and ceased to come, and formed some acquaintances that
took advan:age of lus fine nature, and parverted him.  It's surprising how
ready some people arc to condemn any little fault: and, I must say, Mr.
Burnish was not kind to my brother—he actually called him a *“drunkard.”
Yes! you may well look amazed. This harshness, and the wicked arts of
Shafton Keen's fathcr—a notoriously intempzrdite man, who at last drank
hims2!f to death, and who eatranped my brother into espousing his part in
a family quarrel about Mrs. Keen's fortune—made my poor brother worse;
and, for years and years, I caanot tell you what I suffered. He did such
strange things. Somchow, he got entangled in a law-suit, and he weat to
live in a strange place over the water, “out of the way,” as they call it. 1
went once to sec him, and I was ill for months after. I had hoped he
would bave married.  He might, Pm sure, have had alinost any girl, for
holding up his finger—he was so handsame.  Such distinguished dark
cyes,” said Mrs. Burnish, opening her own very wide, and looking impres-
sive.  ** But cvery thing went wrong.  And, as 1 said, if he did not marry,
so much the better for my boys. But no one will be the better—he was
ruined! ‘That finc fortunc filched away from him by de dgaing people ; and
the worst of it was, he had an cntanglement with a crafty woman—a low
creature—2a waiteress, or chamber-maid-—what do they cali them 2—overat
that place where he was “out of the way;” and, as soon as he could get
clear of his creditors, he took her to Boulogne with him, and we actually
feared he had completed his desradation by marrying her I?

Mabcl looked up in surprise at this viex of morals. It was new to
her, which showed how imperfect her education had been in some fashion-
able points.

“ Atlast, would you belicve it, he was actually in poverty. I had sent
him moncy over and over again. I really denied mysell many things 1
wanted at Howell and James's ;—my bill there was next to nothing. At
last, Mr. Burnish forbade me helping him, and ook the matter into his
own hands.  An annuity was scttled on him, on condition of his assuring
us he was not marricd, and parung from that bad woman who had ruined
him. He was, of course, disgusted with her by that time ; hut there was a
difficulty in the case.  She had a child ; of coursc, she pretended it wasmy
brother's.  She did that, you know, to get up a claim on him.  And there
was no cnd of trouble with this wicked creature; fot she would not part
with the child. My brother at last left®her, and went to Guernsey ; and
there he has lived for two years, and 1 have heen at peace.”

* And the poor—the young womaa and her child, madam 3"

*“Oh! I know aiothing of them.  Once a leticr, that she had the as-
surance to wrile, came to e ; ot coursc, 1 did not noticeit. And once, last
winter, as I was crossing the pavement, on a very cold night, from the hall
door 10 my carriage, a shocking” ficrce creature, with a child at her side,
stopped mc, in all the cold, and 1 dressed for an cvening party.  Of course,
Shiff'kins drove her away. I think she must have Leen ntoxicated. 1
always concluded it was that bad woman who entzapped my brother.  We
sent word to the police, who narrowly watched our house after, but never
secured her.”



