
JANE REDGRAVE.

Miqs Sterntield; I thought T was speaking to the
daughter of Ellen Doyle "

" Yon speak taiiliarly, stid Rosanond,
offendefd at therr w'm of rçesnet with whinh
Arnold hwl mnrtinoed the naine of her niother;
a nfam w hsh haid ben tauigh,t to revere.

I wm rotzht up by .i:n idrave, the,

daulght-r f .Wode;and-1 for many) years
I only knev oy as her chili."

" Strange!" mnsed her miysterious companion.
What chain of unforeseenî circumstances could

have brouglit the twain together?" Then turning
to Rosamond, with a flushi cheek, he siid bi a
low, hurried tone:

"And, Jane Redgrave! does she stili live?"
"She does-my best-my earliest-most

honored friend. Were von acquainted with
her?"

Onlv through your fath'r, ILid her infant
live?" he continued, in the 'me low, stiled

*one.
"Se npver had a living f"

Thank G3od " exc1imed A raold, enphati-
*e.ly. "Your vretcrePd Fattlrr *, spa'ired another
witness of his guilt."

"It matters not to im," sighed osamond.
'le has already settled the account of his crimes
with his Creator. Oh, would to G>d! that my
team: -miy pray.rq. e-Nd bl't ont h sis."

" Angel!" exclaimed Airobl gazing mourn-
fully upon her. - The prayer.î of such as thee
would sink himi deeper in perdition, for they
would horribly contr-t with the eniormity of his

crimes."
Ah! speak lint, S.,, of <one whose memuory, in

spite of al his4 fani, must ever be dear to me,"
cried Ros. no' weeping bitterly, " I thank you
for having satisfied me, that the blood of my
uncle was never pouredl forth imicntionally by
his hand, and roi this very spot where hei fell,
will I raise a monluiient to his memory, and to
vindienote Lhat #,f my ildear father front the foul
stain which no0W res"t< uponit.

" But he wvas gnilty of othe1 crimes, Mis~s Stern-
field. which no tribut- of nff"ction ein oblite-
rito. Criimns. in my e:stimatio, of a darker dye

than the blood vit th" shedding of which he has
len charged. Forgot that youi drrired your being
from such a ol lute.rd sonc, him to the

"Do you pak like A friend? " said Rnsamond
steirnly. "Pr.ihaps his vory crimes he owed to
his associàation with such as yo>tt. If you would
octinnte longer under my roof, or hope to enjoy
my esteem, you must leam= io speak more res-
pectfolly of my father."

She walked prendly away. Arnold made no

answer. lIe remained rootN t, the spot, gazing
after lier, as long as le could catch a glimpse of
her white garments waeing among the trees.

Vhile Rosai.nond was leadinig the life of a
rechtse at Westholm, Majr Sternfield wasendea-
voring ta forget his reent mî'î tification, by
plungiig into the gaieties of Londkon. His father
had amnassed considerahle w'.ealth during: a life-
long residence and commend in India; and lie
was able to vie with the most extravagant gal-
lants of the day, in their career utf fashinable
dissipation and folly. In a noted gimbling house
at the west end of the town, he met his supposed
rival, Captain Doyle, and had the satisfaction of
being instrumental in hie ruin.

The sudden death of Mrs. Matirice hd left
her ne"phew independent, had he beenî wise
eniough to continue so; but the hope ot making
a splendid alliance, lad induced hin tu exceed
his means, and, foiled in all his projects, h. had
sought in high play to retriere his shattered for-
tune. 1il-luck gatve him Dunstanville tternfield
for an opponent. Strictly honorable, eveni at a
gaming table, he was une of those oxcelent
players, whose skill always commands success.
A feeling of revenge, and personal dislike to
the Irish fortune hunter, made him maliciously
single him ont for a partner, and as he had anti-
cipated, Maurie' never gave up the unequal con-
test while he had a sovereign left Lo stake.

"We are at last equal," said Major Sternfield,
coldly pocketing his adversary's gold. "I have
won a fortune froin you, while you robbed me
of the affections of my afianced wife."

"If it does you as much good as the ther
has done me, you will have no cause to rejoice,"
returned Doyle, bitterly. "If I thouglt yut
had acted unfairly in this matter, you should
answer for it elsewhere, but though my iatred' is
equal to your own, I feel that you are a man of
honor, and a gentleman."

A few evenings after this, Major Sternfield
visited the Italian Opera, and was agreeably sur-
prised, when h. recognisid the strikingly hand-
some face of M iîs Morton in Lady Dacre's he<
Her ladvship was an old acquaintauce, and he

Ì was soon seated between the ladies, chatting in
the most agreeaible style.

"Where have you hiddme. yonîrself, Major
Sternield, for the lat thre. months," Said M

jrianne. "I reully never expected to se 7Y" n
again."

I spent a feuv days in the country, and unfor-

tunately found myself in the vicinity of unPie*1
sant neighbours. I "je forgot that Genl
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