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“ Mr, Thompson liked it,” she said, with a sigh.
%I wonder he did not propose to you,” she added
abruptly.

I was mute.

1 wish I had never asked Lim here,” she re-
sumed; “I cannot help thinking—-u"

“Don’t, pray don't!” [ interrupted.

She did not insist, but she made me go and sit
by her. She caressed me, she coaxed me, and
little by little she drew my secret from me.

*“My poor darling,” she said, when I had con-
fessed all, « he may value you yet.”

“No, aunt, he never will. But pray do not
trouble about me. I mean to get over it, and
I will”

I spoke resolutely, and my aunt praised me.

“ You have always been the best of girls,” she
said, tenderly, “and I am glad you have had
confidence in me. I did not mean to lcave home
this year; but now I will take you to the sea-side.
You must have a change, my poor darling.”

She kissed me, and I remember how calm and
bappy I felt in that grey room, sitting by my dear
aunt's side, and looking at the starry sky. The
rightingale was singing again as on that sad
evening when I had felt so broken-hearted ; tears
rose to my ¢yes when I remembered it; and his
last kindness, and my foolish withered hopes; but
the bitterness was gone from my sorrow.

“You must Lave a change,” said my aunt
again.

Alas! the change cae with the morning. My
aunt was late for breakfast, I went up to her
toom and found her calily sleeping. But oh!
too calm, too deep, werc those slumbers. The
kind eyes which had rested on me jn love were
closed, the voice which had ever spoken in praise
and endearment was silenced, for ever and ever.

I suppose it was not Jessie’s fault that her
husband was my aunt's heir-at-law; but I found
it very hard. Poor dear aunt, she always did
Mican to make a will in my favour, and she never
did. Mr. Norris behaved very handsomely, I
was told. Ho gave me the piano which had
been bought for me, a few other articles of
Do great value, ard all my aunt’s wardrobe. He
kept her jewels, which were fine, and the furni-
ture, for which, as he said truly enough, I had
no use. Moreover, he allowed me to remain in
the cottage till Lady-day ; though perhaps, as
he could not live in two houses at a time, and
must pay the rent whether I stayed there or not,
this was no such great favour after all. God
forgive me, [ fear I was very sinful during the
dark days that followed. I had some friends
who did, or rather who said, their best ; bat
there was one who never came near me, who
gave me no token of his existence, who had no
kind word for e, who let me strugglo through
my hard trial, and who never offered & belping
band. He might at least have written, have
condoled with me in my sorrow, but he did not.
And yet be was in the neighbourhood. He was
oftenat Mr. Norris's house. Jessie herself told
me go. True, he had business to transact with
ber husband ; but stiil, how could he do it?

He did it, and he did more. Mr. Norris was
thrown off his horse one morning and brought
home dead. Jessie became a widow, and a poor
one, said the world. Mr. Norris was not a rich
man after all, and he left many debts. I only
went to seo her once. I found her cold, callous,
and defiant, under her infliction; yet I would
bave gone again if Mr. Thompson had not been
Mr. Norris's executor, He had business to settle
with the widow, and I could only interfere ; be-
sides, 1 could not bear to see them together. It
Was very wrong and very useless, but it was so.
Mrs. Gray often came to see me. I cannot say
she comforted me much. She gavoe me a world
of wearisome advice, and told me much that I
would rather not have heard, What was it to
me now, that accounts kept him so often and so
late with Jessie ? They were both free ; and if
he chose to forgive her ang marry her, and if
she chose to marry once more for money—I say
it again—what was it to me ?

And yct I suppose it was something. after all;
for when Mrs. Gray left me one 2%t’ernoon in
February, I felt the loneliest being on this wide
earth, She had barped again on that hateful
string—that Mr, Thompson seemed quite smitten

with Mrs. Norris. ¢ And what do you think,
my dear?” she added “he thought you were
gone. He seemed uize surprised when I said [
had seen you on Sunday. ¢What, is she not
gone? he asked—¢gone to London? ¢No,
indeed! What should she go to London for 7'
He did not answer that, but, from something he
said, I saw he thought you were engaged to be
married. ‘I wish she were, poor dear!" I replied :
‘it i3 a hard cage to be so young and so lonely’
I have no doubt he thinks so too, and so it is to
prevent Mrs. Norris from being lonely that he
goes to see her 80 often.”” Thus she rattled on,
stabbing me with every word, till at length she
left me to my misery, I sat looking at the fire ;
it was bright and warm, but my loneliness was
heavy upon me ; besides, it had been snowing,
and the grey sky and white garden and silent
air had something both Jone and chill in them.
Yet I was not quite alone. Early in the winter
I had taken in a poor half-starved stray dog, and,
though he was but a shaggy half-bred cur, I had
made a pet of him. He had laid by his vagrant
habits willingly enough, and he now lay sleeping
on the rug at my feet. Poor Carlo! be heeded
not the morrow, and thought not of the future.
Yet how long could I keep him ?—and if I cast
bim away, who would have hin? He had
neither youth nor beauty to recommend him—
nothing but his old honest heart, and who
would care for that? ¢ Poor Carlo—poor old
Carlo!” I thought; and, perhaps because my
heart was rather full just then, tears rose to my
eyes as I thought of the fate that lay before him.
I believe I thought of something else too. I
remeinber a vision I saw in the burning coals;
how it camo there Heaven knows. I saw them
both, as no doubt they often were, bending over
accounts which they read together, then looking
up and exchanging looks and smiles which no
one could mistake. I wonder why I camo back
to images which tortured me—but it was so. I
do not know how long Mrs Gray had been gone,
when Carlo gave a short bark; the gate-bell
rang ; Isaw a tall dark form pass across the win-
dow, aud my little maid opened the door, saying :
¢« Mr. Thompson, ma’'aw.”

I rose. He came in, with his umbrella as
usual, and Carlo went up to him and wagged a
frienc{ly welcome. I could not say one word.
I was dreadfully agitated, I felt quite sure he
had come to tell me that he mecant to marry
Jessie, and to ask me to go and stay with them,
or something of the kind. Nothing else could
have brought him. Or perhaps, as Jessie had,
no doubt, told him that I was gone, he had, on
learning the truth, felt ashamed of his long cold-
ness, and bad come to make some sort of excuse.
Ho made none ; but ho asked how I was, took a
chair, looked rather hard at me, and, without
waiting for my answer, feared I was not very
well.

“ Oh! I am not ill, you know,” L replicd, a
little carclessly. “I trust you are well, Mr.
Thompson.”

He said he was very well, and he looked at
the fire. For a while we were both silent. I
spoke first. My remark was scarcely a gracious
one.

“1 heard you were so much engaged that I
scarcely expected to see you,” I said.

I was vexed with myself as soon as I had said
it. Ho might think I was annoyed at his long
absence, and, surely, I was not? But he took
my implied reproach very well. He answered
that he had, indced, been much engaged; but
that everytbing was over now. Mrs. Norris, he
added, had left this morning. My heart gave a
great throb; but I was mute.

‘ She left in no very contended mood, I be-
lieve,” he resumed. ¢ The balance in her favour
was low—lower than I expected. Mrs. Norris
has something like a hundred a year. This and
a few jewels constitute the net profit she derives
from her marriage, Unluckily, these specula-
tions cannot be repeated often, you see. The
capital of youth and beauty has but a time—a
brief one; it is apt to wear out, and the first
venture ought to be the best. Mrs. Norris, not
having found it so, is disappointed. I suppose
it is natural; but you know I cannot pity her
very much.”

e—

I supposed not; but how all that cold, da:d
talk pained me,

“ ] bave & fancy,” he resumed, ¢ that this kiud
lady expected some other ending to our accounts,
This is not very flattering to my vanity, unless,
indeed, as showing my marketable value; is it,
now 7’

I would not answer that question. His tone,
his manner, vexed me. Suddenly be raised his
eyes to mine.

“ Did such a rumour reach you?” he asked,

I could not deny it. My face was in a flame.
I believe I stammered something, but I do not
know what.

“ Even you have heard it,” he said, looking
scarcely pleased ; “ the world is very kind. And
you believed it, too! I had hoped you knew me
better.”

He seemed quite hurt; but I offered no justifi-
cation, Then he rather formally asked to be
allowed to mention the business that brought
bim, 8o it was business! I scorned myself for
my folly, which was vot dead yet, and I bade
him speak.

Was I asleep or dreaming? Mr. Thompson
spo!:g of my aunt, her love for me, my forlorn
position, and expressed the strongest wish to
take care of me.

“But,” he added, with some hesitation, I can
do so but in one fashion—as your husband.
Will you overlook all those peculiarities in my
temper, which used to annoy you, I fear, and
take what there is of good and true in me? Can
you, will you, do this ?”

He looked at me in doubt. Ah! this was
one of my bitterest moments. He cared so little
for me, that he had never seen, never suspected,
bow much I loved him. Aund he expected me
to take him so. I clasped my hands and
twisted them nervously; I could not speak at
once,

“ And you, Mr. Thompson,” I said, at last—
“ and you=—"

i Well, what about me!
too, do this 7"

% Yes; can you do it?”

“ Why, sdrely—else I had never proposed it.”

He half smiled at the doubt my question im-
plied, and he looked at me as he smiled. Both
look and smile exasperated me, )

“ Mr, Thompson,” I said, excitedly, “I bave
not deserved this. Carlo, come here.”

My poor shaggy Carlo come forward, wagging
his tail. He laid his head on my knee and
looked up at me wistfully and fondly, as only
dogs can look when they vainly seek to read
the meaning of & human face.

t He was an outcast,” [ said, looking at Mr.
Thompson ; ‘“ he was starving ; he came to this
‘door; I fed him, and he would not leave it. I took
pity on him—I gave him a mat to lie on and a
crust to eat. He loves me for it; but, Mr.
Thompson, I am not quite so low as to be bronght
tolthis poor beast’s level—I can take care of my-
self”

Mr. Thompson threw himselfback in his chair,
and uttered a dismayed whistle as I made this
free commentary upon his proposal.

“ Well, well,” he said, recovering slowly, «[
can understand that you should not care for me,
but I did not expect you would take it so.”

¢« And bow could I take it?” I cried. “ You
give me pity—I scorn pity. Ah, Mr. Thompson,
if I were not the poor forlorn girl I am, would
you feel or speak s0? Do you think Ido not
know how rich girls are wooed and won? If
you cared an atom for me, would you dare to
come to me with such language 7’

“ What language ?”

# What did you mean by taking care of me?”

“ What I said. Yes, Augusta, I wish to take
care of youwtrue, fond, loving care; nothing
shall make me unsay it.”

He spoke warmly, and 8 manly glow rose to
his face ; but [ would not give in, and I said,
angrily, that I did not want 1o be taken care

Do you inean, can I,

of.

“Do let us drop these unlucky words,” he
entreated ; ‘“and do tell me whether you will
warry me, yes or no, Let it be, if you like,
that [ want you to take care uf me, I ammuch
older than youare, you know.”



