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at my appearance, and Mtops short. As I close the duoor a pained expres-
sion crosses hils face, and lie sieaks with anu effort.

l Viewing the fainily mansion ?" lie says a little hitterly. ",Well, it
wolild l hard no Ioubt to go back to your friends and Le unable tu
relate ils glories."

I miîrmnur that I have no friends to whoin they miglt he related. I
w'as dull and souglit anusement ; 1 amr, sot ry W lie is displeasel at n lait
I have doue.

"i 'uor child 1" lie says, softening. Il No wonder you are dull heère
it is no place for the younîg. Have you no friends, child, with whom you
could make a bappier home durirg your lusband's absence? "

I shako my head.
' Your parents ?"
"I don't remembe: then. Only their grave wves showvn me at Ferai.

troft once."
SFaric.tioft 1" lie exclaims, seeming struck by the nane. ci Did you

livo there ?"
" Oh, nol IT explain. il My autnt took nie once to see the place b-

cause they died there."
"And your naine ?"

M My aunt nas Mrs. lrand. She adoptedi me, and I vs'called by lier
naine; but i believe my fatliers was different. It was nlot upon the
headstone-only the date."

" Ana that?"
I repent it, puzzled by bis eagernes; I an: still more puzzied vlien

without another word, lie turns back into his romn and shuts the loor.
Ierplexed, and fearing lie is for some cause dispaleased, I returi to
ny own apartnents. leartity doa I wisi that my ciriosity liad never
led me to pry into that old room and vex ny host ais I seem to have
done.

The days pass on, and nowr I feel no more thedulness of my late quiet
life. Oh, why did I mirmur against it? Willingly voumld I endure an
existence even mort monotonous could I enjoy the peace of mind whicli
lias hitherto been mine. I bewailed my anxioty for my iusi,and lhile
I received bis letters regularly. Ungratefuil that I wasl Now I have
my puiiisliment-they have ceased altogetheri

The days bave become weeks. I have given up reckoning time. It
seems months to me since I heard from him. ilitherto t have not feit
the ivant of newspapers in this out-of-the-way country place. Frank's
letters told me aIl the war-nevs I carei to know i but since they bave
ceased I have chafed and yearned for intelligence.

Some time ago 1 subscribed to a newspaper on imy own accouînt, but
Frank's naine lias never been in ils columus. Mrs. Norris lias promîised
to trv in the village if the blacksmith or the doctor-the two literary
clrracters-have back numAbers of any journal of about the date when
Frauk's 'e ters ceasei to reachi me. She has as yet beci unsuccessful
ini her quest; aIl she cati obtain are of a more recent date. I skimt their
pages, pore over the lists of the kilied and wvounded, and feel reliered
not to mîeet Frank's iame-at lenst the uncertainty leaîves me bope.

Yet the suspense is more than I cau wel endure, I become thin: white
and nervous. Yes; I who scarcely knew' the neaning of the word
"t nerves" have corne to start at the least souni, t find a presentiment
in every trivial mood, a warning in the smallest d.iiy accident My
luglt ara sleepless, snent in conjuring up a thoisand frightful visions
of my darling-dying alone in an enemy's land, vounded on some
batile-field, amid ghastly hrals of slain, or dead in somtie rude iospital,
vith none to close his eycs tenderly or kiss his brow. I aun ready to

start off to Zuluand to seek my husband or learn his fate, but a help-
less clinging to the one thing t bave left forbids me tu leave my child.

Old Mr. Eyreton bas changed ivonderfully towards me since the daiy'
on ivhici be found me qîuitting thre deserted rmom. fie seems to bave
compassion on my loncliness and anxiety, talks kindly when ive meet,
and more than one evening lie bas made himself my companion in'the
nursery, speaking such kind u ords of consolation and hope that, though
I cannot aiways comprelend bis strange speeches and sharp curious
grlances, i am quite ashamed ever to have suispected this kind old mian of
insaanity.

Mrs. Norris is tiuch struck with the ebangein ber master, and likes
me and my boy ail the better for it: but eveu aIl their kindness can but
case my burden in very slight degree. My anxiety becomes more un-
endurable day by day. f

At last certainty coes. One evening Mrs. Nurris brings nie a newys-
paper containing an account of a great batt'e fouaglt an the very day
I received Frank's last letter. 1 seize it eagerly, and turn to the list of
nanes. I look first at the killed. Tlhank Heaven, not therel Then
I glance at the wounded. I s'arm stupidly at the page for a moment,
thn sip off my chair on to the floor, and Lurst into such tears as 1
have never shed before or since. Yes; is nama is ther, and among
the first.

The night falls. I have not mored from my place. lrs. Norris, enter-
ing vith little Frank, finds me still crouched by the window, staring
At that one line in the newspaper.

My tears are stayed; I think I must have cried then ail away. Frank
tumbles over my feet while seeking to know what is the matter. j rouse
myself te soothe hilm, and find my own first ray of hope in tLte repetition
that " papa is only ill-yas, only wound.d," Sickness and death are but

words s yet to my little boy. As soon as I move and speak ta hlm ho
s consoled, and is speedIily asleep ii his crib. Mrs. Norris tries vainly
tu persuade,me to follow his exatuple.

'l The master knowts, na'iam ; and lie sends his love, and lie will not
cote to see you till tie morning ; but yu% are to keep up your heart
and slcp, now yon know the worst. lloc's very lown to-niglht, poor
gentleman, or he'd have corne to yon before; but he's always liad this
day, though 'tis ore-anidl-twenty years gone now--dear, dear I"

'"What is onie-and-twenty years gone now '?" I ask, ivith languid
interett, repeating her vords, not caring for the reply.

' Ilis poor son,ma'am. Oh, 'Is a very bal thing giving way i You
should take leed," sie continues in a warning voico. " Just think
how much botter it would have been for the poor master if he'd but kept
up-not but what his was a real sorrow too."

" low was it? "r cry eagerly, wilthasudden sense ofsympathy formy
straige old host. '' low did he lose his Frank ? Tell nie. Can there be a
curse on ail theli heirs of this dreadfil place? Mr. Eyroton's son is gone,
ani Frank's father and brother; and nov my Frank perhaps-' But
the sentence ends in sobes. I cannot fiiiish il.

" luitsli, hush I " says the old vomlain s>oothingly. I Don't tako up such
silly notions. If ounr poor Master Franik died by any curse, 'twas the onn
that faits un disobedient children. Stay crying, my poor dear, and l'Il tell
you.'

She seats herself, after ligiting the cantile and drawing the eiartins
close. i nestie down besile the lilae print gown whici clothes the first
woinap who lias given me a word of motherly tenderness ; and, moved,
I faicy, by the siglit of my trouble and excitement, and desiring to calm
and divert my mind, she breaks the silence sie lias hitherto observed
concerning the family misfortunes, and begins her story.

Il Master Frank,', she conIences-li my Master Frank, you know-
vas as fine-looking a young mian as you'd sec anywhere, and the mas-

ters darling. Maybe lie spuilt him i but 'tvas aIl the child he hal, and
ite mistress died wlen lie was born. Aiyway, Master Frank grew up
vild, though goodl-hearted le always was; and he got into debt, and
gave the master a deal of trouble, and the master was liard uîpon him
then, aIl the more perhaps because he loved hi.m so. At last, when
tlinIgs seemed to be at the worst. they mended. Master Frank turned
over a new leaf, and promised to seitle down steady. Poor young lad I
le wasn't one-and-twenty then, but bis birthday was coming on, and
thore was to be a fine fuss when he came ofage-addresses and speeches,
and a dinner to the tenants. and a ball for the gentry in the evening."

ci Thtat was in the big drawing rooi," I interrupt, remembering the
faded docorations.

t Ay-have you found your way in tliere ? " says Mrs. Norris.
" That's where his picture is; but it won't tell you how liandsome my
Master Frank looked, for that picture was done after bis bad illness-a
year before the time I'm talking of. But about the ,all. It was to be a
real grand affair, and there was a fortnight's notice given; but some
time befure, I noticed as tie old master and his son weren't getting on
as vell as they liaid beeni doing lately; and one day Master Frank told
me-for, you see, having been bis nurse, he'd a way of talking to me-
as iowv it was about a Miss llenison the master wanted him to marry.
She was a very nico youing lady, with a bit ofmoney-as wouldn't have
corne in badly juist then, for Master Frank s debts were heavy-and they
liad known each other frou children ; so I says, ' And why not? And
Master Frank only lauglis and says, 'Oh, there's plenty of "why
nots" l'

s Well, a week before the ball, lie and the master bad a dreadfiil fall-
ing out, and Master Frank went off witli himself, ln one knew where.
We heard afterwards a-- lie had touid the master tie couldn't marry Miss
Denison, being engaged to another younîg lady, whicb, it seems, hal no
grand family and nio money, like the match bis (allier would have him
make. So hie master w'as fuirious, and said lie should give her up. Ho
said ho would not, and they baid bard words; and Master Frank went
off. But old Mr. Eyreton and aIl of us felt sure bc d think botter of it
and come back for his birthday, seeing it was bis coming of age. So the
preparations iwent ont; andi we did up the dancing-room with colored
calicoes aud¶reen bouglis-you wouldn't wish to sec anything prettier;
and day by day the poor master watched for his son. But ho never came.

" On the morninig of the birthday the dog-cart was sent to the station
ta meet the earliest train ; and, if the young gentleman wasn't in that,
tike groom was to vait til he did come. But the hours iassed, and the
compiany arrived, and poor Mr. Eyreton liad to go ont and make excuses
to the neighbors and tenants, and hear the speeches. Still Master
Frank didn't come i and I could hear the people saying how odd it was;
and the master got right down angered. However, ve servants hoped
as hie would corne in time for the ball and make things right; but ho

, never came.
" Well, bit by bit the evening wore through and the dancing gave

over. The company left, and, when ail was gone, I went into the ball-
room to shut it up, and sec as aIl was safe and the lights out. I hlad it
ail donc, and just my uwn candic i it.. band, when it came to my mmd
as the sliitters of the middle window weren't ba.red, anid i turned back
to §eo to it. Just then 1note was a no'de as of sone one outside it, and
1 says to myself, i There's.Mr. Franik 1 ' I can't tciluhow I knew ; but 1
did know. For ono thing,hie often cama in lthit 'way, the windaw being
low and opening to tlo ground. So I went forward just as lie throw


