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u M1ids, matrons, nav, the gecrats of the grave
This viperons slander enters.”’— Cymbeline.

cuaPTER X1—{Cantinued.)

She had sat for a long time gazing vacantly
out upon the glowing landscape, bright with the
beams of a gorgeous sunset; everytaing aroynd
was still, save the plawtive note of the snow bird,
apd the deep-drawa sighs which ever and anon
burst from her hps. Sbke was changed, sadly
changed for the worse by the anxiety and sUs-
pense of the past few werka, and 1be feverish
spot on the pale delicate cheek told clearly what
‘Aileen’s fate weuld be were her soffering pro—
longed.

Suddenly she heard the sound of wheels and
bending forward saw a phaeton drive up to the
house, and the next moment heard the voice of
Bertha.the young lady who had veutured to raise
her voice in her defeace on tke pight of the
soriee musieale.

With trembling limbs Aileen rose o meet

ber, exclaimiog,

¢T thought you had deserted me, Bertha, like
all my other summer friends.’

« Why, what on earth is the matter with you
Mss Lascelles, you look so pale and ill, so un-
Ike yourself 7 What has chauged you so sadly
during this short three weeks,) said Bertha, em-
bracing her with real aflection, for she was a
warm-hearted person ; and baving beard of
Aileen’s illoess, and also that meddling persons
were talking about ber, and dong ber po sma.ll
degree of mischief, had p?stened to visit her in
the spirit of real friendsbip. Bertha was, how-
ever, exceedingly indiscreet, and th'ls same indis
creetion ied her not uafrequently into awkward
scrapes, added to which she wou'd sometimes do
narm when she only meant to do gnod.

This was the case in the present stance.

Aileen was imoulaive, frank as the day : she
was uneonscious of guile, and, haviog onthing to
conceal, poured out all her sorrows in the bosom
of her warm, but unprudent friend.

¢ 0, that I koew, that 1 did but kaow,? she
card, *to what cause 1 am to attribute all my
msfortunes, 7 might perbaps find a remedy, or at
least not endure these tortures of suspense ; but
to live an in such ignorance as this will surely
drive me mad.’ ]

¢ And would you reslly like to know why you
have become so unfortunate, dear ..Anleen 1 said
the imprudent Bertha ; ¢ if you did know, love,
it would not alter the case.’

¢ Vou are aware of that which is tome 2
bideous mystery,Bertha Awnslie—if you have any
pty for me, I conjure you tell me, e'xc!a:med
Aileen, her large blue eyes gleaming with a pre-

natural light.
tel‘The srllvgBertha was half-fnghtened by the
excitement of Aileen, and passing her arm
around her waist and affectionately Ikissiog her,

said: - )
she‘ ]:isten. my dearest Miss Lascelles, and I will
tell you all I know. They say tbat you are
passing under,an assumed name, because—be—
ceusp—you—> .

“Beczuse what, quick, speak, or I shall die,
said Aileen, ber tall, slender form bent eagerly
forward, her white hands clasped together, her
lips parted, ber face colorless, as 1f aware that
Bertha’s lips were about to proaounce the sen-
tence of death 1 ber regard.

¢ Helen, dearest, they say that you hare lost
that good character which should be dearer far
to woman than per life; that this was why you
left your country under another name than your
ows.’

Aileen answered not, but a quick sharp ery
burst from those livid lipe, a thin stream of blood
oozed forth, dying-the white robe she wore, ana
shie sank senseless izta the arms of ber rash, im-
prudent friend.

Bitterly did Bertha blame herself for the m-
discretion of which she had been guilty, for hours
passed away and still she lay in that death-like
swoon, whilst Bertha watched beside her couch.
Bitterly, tao; bad she to pay herself for the con-

. sequences of her sin and folly—for sin it was,
though not deliberate, vather. proceeding from
the weakuess of the head, thao from poor Ber-
tha's beart ; but, alas for her, two days later
was the day appointed for that of her wedding,

and in the depth of her sorrow she vowed not to’

| leave the side of the unhappy girl whote ap-
. proaching dealh seemed ndirectly to le at Ler
| own door, till some person, not engaged as a
t mere hireliog, should relieve - ber of her self-im-
f posed duty, oo S

|

Expostulation was worse than useless, even a
tetter of fond entreaty from him to whom her
virgm troth was so soon (o bave beep given, ail
fuiled to wean her from her purpose ; T the
latter, after expliining the sad circumstances
connected with Atleeo, she added :

¢ Tt 1s quite nght that I should sufi-r the con-
sequences of my own guilt and folly, aod the
lesson T have now to learn will, perhaps, enable
me to fuliill more worthily the Juties which will
devolve wpon me later; &t any rate, I shll
surely at least discover the worth of diecretion,
and endeavor to reduce it to practice.’

For several days Aileen hovered between hife
and death, her immediate danger considered so
imment that Bertha scrupled not to examine
the contents of her writing-desk, in order to as-
certaio who it would be npecessary to address
ip the event of her death.

How smitten with sorrow did sbe feel as she
perused the rough dratt of aletter Aileen had
evidently penned to her pareuts, enclosing them
a large remittacce of monev, and speaking n
terms of 1nnocent rapture of the happy days they
should spend together, whes at the expiration of
apother quarrer, she should be able to send for
those she so dearly loved.

But what were her feehinas when she took up
a letter evidently written in a moment of infense
grief, and endnrsed, ¢ Tu bhe sent to my father,
Mr, Gerald Desmond, in the event of my
death,?

¢ A heavy misfortune bas befallen me,? hegan
this letter, fand T forsee that it m1ll entirely pre-
clude the sweet bope I have so long enfertained
of you, my dear parents, jomng me at Toronto.
To one short week T appear io bave lost the sup.
port acd countenance of my best friends and
patrons; vet how, or why, T io vamn ask myself,
As far as I aw concerned, Thave been as assidy-
ous to please as ever, and as careful in my w-
struetrons, So muchk for buman applause. for
the friend:hip of man. It has tavgbt me o bitter
lesson on the 1nstghility of humnn friendship,—
Stould 1 not rexain the guod opioinn of those
summer friends, further trial or struggle would
be useless. T mrght, iadeed, return to Quebee,
but the report of the 1il-repute into which T bave
fallep would, vodoubtedly fofllow rae thither, so
that T have nothmg lefr but to trust to the merey
of God, and resign myself to His adorable will,

i Of noe think rest assured, mv dearest pa-
rents, and that is, that whatever you may hear,
your Aileen has dose nothing tn bring discredit,
either on the hooored name of Desmond, or on
that which she assumed, when, young and friend-
less, she left the land of her nativity to seek a
home amudst strangers. -

¢ A spell seems breathed out upen me which T
have not the power to repel, and T wnite to you
whist my feeble hand yet retaiasstrength to
guide the pen.

¢ Your devoted and aflectionate
¢ AieeNy Desyoyp’

The paper fell from Bertha’s hands, literally
blotted with her tears. This, then, was the
pure and high-souled bemmg who, lhke some
hunted hare, had been done to the death by the
maligoant hints und isswouations of the infamous
calumpiator, Augusta Seton —— tns the virtuous
daughter, the refised lady, who must stoop to
win a maintenance by her talents, because her
father, once rich, was so no longer—who. to
save the credit of her name, would bear another
when she rose humbly before the stranger public
to warble forth, in her sweet way, those strams
which had entranced tbe Fearts of many.

¢'T'ys is the creature whom I have sliin by
repeating 16 her ears that wile calumny.’ said
Bertha, as mn the depth of her remorse she
buried ber face in her hands and wept hitterly.

More than an hour passed awey and Bertha
emaiced still absorbed in her vam regrets, then,
struck by a sudden resolve, she drew ber desk
before her, and wrate a loug letter to the parents
of Aileen, giving full vent to the remorse she
felt, and speaking of berself ia terms of bitter
reproacn for having rer eated the slander,

Then she placed her letter in that written by
Auileen, and enclosing both 1n a large envelope,
laid themn carefully aside, 1n order that they
might be forwarded to the parents of the latter
in the event of her death.

Then agam taking up her pes, ber cheek be
came floshed, with an intigoant glow as she
rapidly traced a few jies to the authoress of all
Aileen’s misfortunes, apprising ber of her dan-
gerous state—accusing her as the cause of her
misery, and begging ber to repair at once to
Toronto. ‘

She then became more composed, and bath
g ber fevered temples she sat dowa to await
the arrival of the doctor, anxiwously watching the
pale face of the poor invalid. ~Often during
tkree long anxious daya did the pame of Seton
tremble on the lips of Bertha Awslie—she loog-
ed to tell the name of th: primary mover of 50
much mischief, but restrained herself, borrowing
a lesson of discretion from the past, and resolved

ta leave all to time and the effect her own letter
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might bave upon DMiss Seton, should there be ! perfectly unconscious that a cab, driven ata

still a soft place io ber heart.
CHAPTER XII.—HARD TIMES.

¢ 0:b, 20d I’'m afther thickiog 1t’s a black day
that sees the mistress downg Pat’s work 5 1t’s not
the Likes o’yez that should be goiog to a pawa-
office at all at all.?

Thus spoke our old friend Pat Magrath, now
sick and ill, for in weal and woe he had stii
clung to the fortunes of the Desmonds,

So, toe, thougbt poor Mrs. Desmend, asg, with
a heavy heart and tears welliog into lier aching
eyes, she walked up the Camden Broadway, in-
tending to leave some way behind ber that net-
work of streets, 1n one of which sbe lived, lest
her lasdladr ar any of her npeighbors should see
her leave or enter the shop.

Trade seems stagnaat on such days as these;
even the shops most frequented by the working
classes had but few customers; aod the harrows
on the road-side, contaiomng their scanty supplies
of vegelables, freshened up by the drizzling rain,
still remaining ou the hands of (he various coster-
mopgers, without a hope of selling them at all
events for that morning.

Her dress bespattered with mud, and wet with
the shower that now began to fali more keawnly
Mrs. Desmond 2t length reached the shop to
which she had bent her steps, and lookiog warily
around to see if she was observed, she went ia,
not by the side entrance, but boldly into the open
shop, under the idea that if she were seen it
would not attract so mnch attentiop, as persons
might thiok she was about to become a pur-
chaser,

She Lad to wait a loog while, aod kej.t ber
veil closely drawn over her {ace, to conceal it,
if posuble, from 1be somewhat rude stare of a
tall, showily dressed person, who was pledging
a emall Geneva watch and 2 silk dress.

Poor Mrs. Desmond’s simple articles just
fetched the half of what she bad expected to re-
ceive, namely, the large sum of ten shillings;
and while her duplicate was being prepared, she
was lutening attentively to the cooversation,
carried ou in a softo voce tone of voice, between
the pawnbroker’s man and the person who stood
beside her.

* Now, it really 1s too bad, Mrs. Wills,? said
the man ; ¢I think you have brought me th's
dress every week or fortnight for six months
past, and you expect as much now asbe first
day T clapped eyes on 1t.’

¢ Don’t talk nonsense, John,’ said the stranger,
with the greatest familiarity possible j ¢ the dress
is scarce any the worse for wear; ’ve very
often bad it from you, and never put it on my
back. You must lend me the pouad as usual.’

¢ Well, there is only one thing to be said,’ re—
plied the man, ¢ and that is, that you are a pre-
ci1ous good customer ; for we have more interest
from such as you, than from all the world be-
side)’

¢ Aye,” answered Mrs. Wills, ¢ 1 should think
so tog 5 for I declare my things are much of-
teper mn your ware rooms lban in my drawers,
more’s the pity : but now, look at my watch, I
want to have £4 upon 1t, not a farthiog less.

¢ Four pouuds,’ rephed the man, ¢ that is more
than you ought to have, for it is only a small
Geneva wateh,’

1 Dear me, what a tiresome man you sre,’ was
the reply. ¢ Put my chaia along with the wateh,
then,” she continued, taking the article in question
from her neck, ‘and let me have seven pounds
oo them ; you will not have them long, 1 assure
you.’

Poar Mrs. Desmond looked on tn undisguised
astonishment at the nonchalance with which the
two articles were parted with. Her own dis-
tresses had compelled her frequently to send Pat
on such errands, but never uatil matters were at
the lowest possible ebb: and sbe now learned,
for the first time 1a her life what the conduct
was of a regular ¢ habitue’ of a pawnbroker’s
shop.

Poor soul, she cast a sorrowful glagce at the
duplicate as the man pushed it towards ber neigh-
bor, and the next moment counted out from a
baodful of sovereigus, eight pounds for the latter,
¢nd 2 ten shillng piece for hersell.

With a weary sigh she left the shop, and, lor-
gretful that she was followed by the person
whose familiar conversation with the pawn-
broker had so astomished her, she walked at a
rapid pace, making a mental calculation as to
how far the small sum she had 1o her purse
would carry them on.

¢ There must be two bottles of medicine for
poor Pat, at the very least,’ she said" to herself:
* and then, we may have po coals. I capnot
look to more than six shllings for bouse-keeping ;
and, therefore, the day after to-morrow this aw-.
ful ‘expedient must be resorted to agaia. This
silence on the part of Aileen now becomes really
terrible. Heaven help us! I suppose some of
these days we shall bear of her death.’

These melancholy thoughts still pressng on
ber mind, she crossed the Broadway and was:

quick pace, was at that momeat dniven by. Tn-
deed, so rapt was she in abstraction that she ob
served nothing titl she became aware of her penl
by bewg hurled to the ground ; but, fortunately,
the driver remed in his horse in time to preveut
her from beiog crushed to death, and a friendly
band, stretched promptly forth, exiricated ber
from her perilous position, amudst a rouad of
angry epithets from the owaer ot the cab, and
bore her, with the assistance of a passer-by, into
one of the adjoining houses.

Here she remained for a time uoconscious,
but ber kind friends soon had the satisfaction of
witnessing her recovery uuder the use of the
various stimufants they had employed.

¢ Are you hurl ? was the enquiry.

¢1 am badly bruired, and hava sprained my
foot. I fear T cannot walk,” replied poor Mrs,
Desmond, endeavoriag to rise ; and then, sinkiog
back in ber chair, her face pallid from excessive
paid.

* My servant shall fetch a cab for you,” was
the reply, aud the eyes of the kind speaker were
fixed with an earnest gaze oo Mrs. D:smood’s
face.

The latter immediately recogunizad the person
whom she had met 10 the pawabroker's shop, and
reiembered well the scrutmizing gaze with which
ghe had then regarded ber; the next moment,
however, revealed lbe cause, for 1he stranger
berself pushed aside the veil which still screened
the old lady’s face and exclaimed —

+T was right, 1 felt certamn 1 was right—my
dear Mrs, Desmond, how glad I am we hase met
once again.’

¢ I thiok I bave not the pleasure of Lnowing
you,” replied the latter; ¢ I do not remember
having met you before.’

¢ Probably not. Maud Vivian is not guite
like the Maud Cleveland you knew ten years
since, in her old home at Alverly ; nevertheless,
I am glad we bave met again, though it was in a
pawnbroker’s shop, and both of us bent on the
same glorious errand ; look at me eargestly now,
and see 1f you do not remember me.’

Mrs, Desmond looked imgunngly at Maud,
as though she would question almost the truth of
what she saud ; the Maud whom she remembered
beautiful and bright, 10 her briet span ot twenty-
three years, being so unolike the somewhat coarse,
though stll fine featured woman of thirty-five ;
tke once slender form had Jost its grace, and
become quite embonpoint, the deucate color of
(he formerly fashionable lady had vanished, and
left her somewhat coupe rosse and the rich,
glossy raven hair, still abundant as ever, was here
and there marked by a silvery thread.

¢ 1s it possible I behold you once more, my
dearest Maud 7’ said the old lady. ¢Trecogmze
you now, and felt quite offended when we were
i that odious pawn-sbop, because I noticed that
you were laoking so earnestly at me ; but [ wish
we had met under happier auspices, Maud dear ;
I am sorey our friendship should have recom-
wenced 1o such a place as that)

¢ Ab, well, of course, 1t would be as well, or
better, not to have to go,’ said Maud; ¢ but it
canpot be avoided. you know; I tell Vivian that
it would be a great deal worse not to have any
thing to put in durance vile, when he chooses to
say that I don’t min1 sendiog the things out of
the house. No, I don’t miod the poverty while
I bave anything to make money of.’

‘But, my dear Moaud,’ ssid Mrs. Desmond,
who far from recogmizing the truth of Maud’s
theory, had, nevertheless, listened to 1t 1z undis-
zmsed astomshment ; ¢ but my dear, you have a
tolerably good house here, neatly furnisbed, tco,
and are able to keep a rervant; what on earta
can take you to those horrible places?’

Maud laughed heartily at ber frrend’s surprise,
and then said, ¢ Why, positively, the very fact of
our keeping a servant not unfrequently takes me
to the pawabroker’s: for instacee, [ have to pay
her wages to-day, to do which 1 have parted wiih
a silkk dress, and my watch and cbain bave van-
ished to enafle us to enjoy a month at Margate ;
then, whea we retura, Vivian will go to his em-
ployment agam, and I shall be able to ge: back
my watch and dress.’

¢ A strange way of taking plessure,’ sard Mrs.
Desmond ; ¢ but do you never think of the exor-
bitant rate of interest you have to pay? why,
you must be very much the loser at the end of
the year by conducting tlings in this way.’

s Ob, thet can’; be helped; it 1s one of the
evils attendant upon baving an suffictent income,
[ suppose,’ said Maud ; ¢ bat 1 much fear, from
{he borror you express about this way of raising
a little money, when one is brougit to a low ebb,
that you are In some great distress, dear Mrs.
Desmond, or you would never eater such a
place.” . _ : ‘

¢ Decidedly, Maud, you are quite correct,
things are wdeed at a low ebtb; I never go
there but for bread,’ said Mrs. Desmound, sigh-
ing deeply.; then, gtving way to the full cxcess
of ber grief, she gave Maud an account of the
circumstances atteadant oa the loss of ber bus-

baud’s property, the departure of Aileen, her
subsequent silence, the suspension of the custo-
wary remittances and the coosequent distress
mto which they bad fallen, destitution itself
staring them in (ke face,

Sym,athy 15 very sweet to the trouble-minded,
and surely the warmitb and tenderness of Maud’s
heart, and her charity to all who were 1n greater
need than herselfl must have won her the pardon
of a multitude of sins.

Patiently she listened to all her troubles, an-!
then determined to accompany the old lady home
w order ta see if she could reader any asustance,

¢ Susap,’ she said, addressing the servaant, * go
and fetch me my bonnet agd shawl. and then run
for a cab ;' and as the servant lefi the room, she
said to herself, ¢ rather tiresome being
without my watch, too, no koowiog how time
goes; however, what cao’t be cured must
be endured ; [et me see, I must write
a note to Viv'an;’ and as the servant re-entered
the room, she said aloud, ¢ take care of the chil-
dren when they return from school, and be sure
and tell your master that he’ll fiod a note on the
mantel! shelf.,’

Teun minutes later she stood within a small
house 1 a street runniog off the Kentish Town
Road, in which the D:smoads had a couple of
parlars.

Maud was much shocked at the appearance of
the poverty which reigned around ; tha poor sick
servant, whom Mres. Desmood at present would
uot hear of sending 10 an hospital ; the lack of or-
dioary comforts 10 the room, for one by one they
had all disappeared, and the attenuated counten-
ance of poor Mr, Dasmond told a tale of great
distress,

Maud Vivian was one of those active women
who caonot be stil! long together, especially if
theic sympathies are enlsted ; and having 10-
sisted on the Desmoads® acceptance of ten shil-
lings out of her own little store, she hastened to
some of the siops in the pe‘ghborhood, procured
the requisites for a good -meal, which she pre-
pared with her own hands, and then enjoyed a
heartfelt pleasure by seeing them partake of nt,
Mindful, however, of her busband and children,
she did not remawm long with the Desmonds, but
promised to send her servant early in the morn-
g, aod she went on her way a truly bappy
woman ; for she bad enjoyed the exquuite plea-
sure of doing goad,

You see, this poor Maud bad many good points
about her. Still [ question whether she would
not yet be a hundred degrees short of the mark
Father Cleveland desires. DBut Rome was not
built in a day : by and by, maybe, she will drop
the absurd, and thriftless, and reckless theory
which so astonished Mrs. Desmoad 5 and (f her
brother, of whom she stands in no small awe,
ever agaio visits Europe, he may find his swster
Maud a model wife and mother.

CHAPTER XIII,—THE DEFERRED WEDDING-DAY,

It was a very hot day in the scorching sum-
mer peculiar to Canada, avd the plashing waters
of a fountamn fell, sparkling in the fervid rays of
the sua, toto the marbie basin beneath. Beside
the fountain stood Bertha Ainslte, looking pale
and absent, as occasionally she laved her hands
in the crystal waters, and carried them to her
burnmng forebead.

The garden m which she stood belonged to
her fater’s restdence, and was laid out witi re-
markable care, whilst beyond, 5erving as a screen
for the house, shadiog 1t from the heat of the
sun, rose a miss of forest trees, amongst which
were the wild cheery-tree, sugar maple, hem-
lock, and white piae.

At length Bertha was roused from her reverte
by the sound of a step, and the next moment
Guy Vernon, to whom she was about to engage
berself in marriage, stood belore her,

* Why do you come bere, Guy?’ she ex-
claimed. * Have I not told you that 1 will set
you free if your patience be exhausted? T dare
oot break my vow—that vow that 1 would not
engage myself i marriage uotil time should re-
store her whom 1 have deeply wrongad to health,
or take her from this world. You distress me,
(Fuy, by seekiog me here, and )

¢This is more than madness, Berthc,” he
added. * Were you Augusta Seton, the woman
whose false tongue has done this muschief, you
could not put upon yoursell a more novel and
severe penance, Qur marriage day protracted
month after month, forsooth ; pardon me Bertha,
but the idea 15 one that 13 perfectly wsane. 1
am at a loss to see in what your sin consisted
which you are atoning for so' migidly, You do
ot rob Miss Lascelles of her character P -

¢ This 15 nothing but miserable sopbistry,’ Guy.
Was 1t not my tongue whick inflicted the wound
which laid ber prostrate on the bed of- sickness?
Was 1t not I who repeated the hideous calumny?
But be not impatient; for ere the coming winter
shall bave passed away Asleen will be no more.
Ag’am_I repeat, I set you free, if you will ' have it
50 ‘ : R

¢ My poor Berths,? smd Vernon, ¢ fpygife me -



