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tald, with a falut groan; «I'm afrald I'm golng
to be very ill. Rather hard upon you and yoar
busband, lsn't it, and not in the bond? My
frientd lent me his house to got well in; he
didn't bargain for my falling i1l in 1,”

Mry, Johns did her best to console and cheor
him with assuronees that hig sympioms indi-
cated nothing inore than .o cold and n little
over-futigae,

= a cold's n hazardous thing for a man in my
conditlon, my good soul,” sald the Colonel, “and
1 was @ fool 1o overdo It with those Jong trunps
wver the damp stubble, The doctor who rent
nie home gave me /All manner of solemn wiarn-
tugs as to what T might and might not do, nad
I'm afeaid I've pajd very little attention to
any of them. Mowever, I'l} go to bed nt onee,
tnke o dive of the feltlow's mediclne, and wrap
mysell lo o blunket. Perhings © sy be all
right ju the morning.  But it 1 shoulil be worse,
you'd better telegraph to Plymauth for one of
the host medienl men there. Don't put e in
the hands of & joeal dostor.”

Mrs. Johns pranised to obey these Instroe-
tions, stll protesting that the Colonel would be
hetwer I the mornitig s and then hurried off' o
see thnt there was o blazing tdre minde in bis
bedroom, atrl o provide one of her thickest
Linkets in winel to cuvelope hifm,

CHAPITER 1L

* Ah, homeless as the teat that winds have bluwn
Tu earth—in tius wide world 1 stand slone.”

Fine 1 I's dismal prophecy was but too
tuithrully realised,  The next maorning  toumd
him fn.a raging fever, with @ terred tongue,
Llaodshot eyes, a galloping pulse, and racking
pains in the limbs,  Jt was no case of tufection,
no villnge epidemie,  The Colonel had simply,
in hix own lang overdone it,
plucd that this was the bogine
rheumatie fever; but she still Rept up
¥ tune tothe patient, looking suxlously

o,

lter clieery
all the while tor the advent of the Plymouth
doctar,

e did not come till sunset, hy which tine

the Colone! was worse. After maltiug a eave-
ful examination of his patjicnt, and questiouing
Mrs. Jalins elosely us to the Colunel’s antece-
dents, the physicinn sat down to write a pre-
seription,

o It is not so mueh a question of physie as ol
enre,” he suid, ¢ You have not culled in any
ohe from the nelgishboarhom! yet, I suppose

@ No, rire Colonel Benyon begeed me not ta
call in any one of that kind, or eise 1 should
hitve sent ab onee for Mr, Borlase,”

s Never wmind what the Colonel says. Lot
Your hustand call for Mr. Bovlase, and get this
preseription masle up.  He ean ask Mr, Borlase
o cone baek with bim and see me. Or, et
ne seg, theve'll sewrcel) be thine forthat.  Iecaun
call on Borlase us 1 drive back to the atation,
and explain matters. Mr, Borlase will watel
the ease for me

s But you'll eome to see him again, sie?”

s Most decidedly, This is Friday, 1 shall
coine ugiin on Momlay by the ssune tenin, The
cuse is rather aeritical one”

“ You don't think there's any danger, sir?”

o Nat hnnedbitte didgger; but the man’s con-
stitution has been undermined by hard work
amd illuess hn hadia, and bic's not 4 good sub-
Jeet tor rhieinatic lever. However, 1 shall be
able to » § wore on Mondny. lu the mean
time, the graad guestion s good, nursing. I
think 1 hud DLelter sond you {prul'ussmmll

nurse.”

Mrs, Johns protested her abllity Jo nurse the
:Julnm-l berself; but the ph,\':}‘:lu h shook his
ICTH A .

« My good erenture, you have your house to
loouk aften, he safd, sand that poor fellow witl
want coustanl walching, We must expect de-
Hridm in such i ease, You und your husbsond
muxt eoitrive to luok after him to-nighi, and I
will send you a reliuble person eirly to-morrow
mornling.’*

Haviug made this promise, the doctor ot
into the 1y fan the Rose amd Crown, sd
dreove back 10 Pejudaly, where he had a Lrief
Interview w . Mr. Boriase, who came out or
his tritn<loeaisg stone house and stoml upon
the pavetnom hefure his door, while the great
man tnlked to him out of the Ny,

o] shadl send o nurse from Plymouth to-
worrow worakng,? suhd the physteinn, < There's
no one ahowt bere, I suppose, that vne conld de-
peud upon for sueh a enae P

1 don't kuow sbout that,” reptied My, Bore
lase. < There's a person I've had a gol deald to
do with lately umongst my very poor patients,
and 1f you coulid only get her, you'd flud her o
wreasure; butr whether she would uttend a
wealthy person as o pald servant is a question
L can’t answer,  She hus only nursed the pour
hereabouts, and evidently does it s o pious
duty. 1 faney, from her dress and inanter that
she belongs o some religious commanity—not
exnctly Roman Catholle perhaps, but very near
.

& Who s 5lie 27

# A Mrs, Chapman—a widow ; poor hiersels, |
suppose, for she vecuples very hwmble nlgings
In Bolter's-row, at the other end of the town,
She never takes payment from any one; ju-
deed she only attends o eduss that ave gulte nn-
able to pay. She s & young woman, fragile-
looking and very pretty; but she is the best
norse 1 ever met with,”

«1 don't think the Colonel will ogbject to her
youth and good looks,” sald the doctor, luughe
dog. «That kiad of thing is wmuch pleasunter
in & slek-room than some gorgon of the Gamp
specles, lave you known this Mrs. Chupman
long

«Not long. She bas only been here three
monthss but I have seen i grent deitd of her in
that time; and 1 can auswer tor her paticnce
and devotion.”

sI've hall un hour to spare
starts, I1'Nl go down to Bolter's
look aut this paragon of yours.”

o I'm sure you'll e pleased with her; b 1
very much doubt your being able to get her to
do whut we wunt," said Mr. Borlase,

«We'll see about that,” auswered the physi-
cian, who had somo contidence in his own
powers of persuasiot. ¢ You suy the womun is
poor. NShe'll scurcely eare to decline an sdvan-
tageous ofler, 1 should think, Good-niglit, Bor-
lase. He sure vou go to Trewurdell the firsg
thiug to-motrrow.”

With this Injunction the doctor drove away
down the ltile hilly High-street to the oulskirts
of Penjudith, where he alighted, and groped his
way along a nurrow alley of queer old-tushioned
cotinges, so crovked that they seented seurcely
able 10 support themselves in a standing posi-
Lon.

Upon Inquiring br Mrs. Chapman, he wus
direrted to the last house §n Bolter’s-row, and
here he was ushered Into u tiny sitting-reom,
dnintily nent, and with an alr of freshoess and
prettiness that struck hilm as something beyoud
the common griuces of poverty., The rovm was
dimly lighted by onc candle, Leside which n
woniin sab reading ; o slin, fraglle creature in
1 black gown and a white-muslin cap of some
peculinr tashion, u cap which coneenled ulmost
every vestige of hee halr, und gave a nunllke
aspect to her pale thin fuce.

The doctor felt at ouce that this was no vul-

hefore my train
row, and have

to her to dopart from her established round of

duty.

He told ber his errand, told her what he hnd
heard from Mr. Borlase, and how anxious he
was to seeure her services for a gentleman lying

dangerously 11,

“ 1t is quite impoxsible,” she srid, In n sweot

firm vojce. 4T nurse only the very poor.”

 You belong 1o sume shsterhood, 1 suppose

sald Lhe physician,

s Noj 1 belong 1o 110 sisterhood,” she answer-
ed, with something that wus half bltterness,
hudf sorrow in her tone; I stund quite nlone in
the world.”

e I'ray pardou me; I thought by your dress
you might be 1 member ot one of thuse comn-
manities 8n hmervus nowndayn®

1 No, sir. It is a simple dress, and sults my
clrewmstanees; thiat Is my only reason for
waoenring §t. [ have made my own line of duty,
und try to follow 1t.”

1 wonder you should hinve chosen so ohscare
a phiee as Penjudab as o fleid for your charl-
tuble work., Do you belong to this part of the
country

s No, The place I quiet, and 1 enn live
eheaply heves Up o this time 1 have always
found plenty of work.”

SCThe duty you by chosen is 1 very noble
one, and the saeritice most admirable o s0 young

;o woman.”

o It §s no saeritice for me,” sha ansswwered de-
cistvely ¢ aml the doetor felt he hal no ight to
ask any more guestions,

He pressed biis request veory warmly, how-
ever; so much so, that at last Mrs, Chapmuan
scemed nhivost inelined to ylehl,

* You have owned that you have no pressing
dutles b Penjudnh just now, he said, when they
hasl been talking togethier for some thine ; “and
1 do assure you that you will be performing o
real xet of eharity in looking after thls poor
feltow at Trewandell,

It wus the first time he had mentioned the
nitme of the place.

s+ AL Trewardell, Jdid you say ?” asked Mes
Chapman,

e Yes,  IUs agentleman’s houxe, seven miles
from here; se cheming plice,  This Coloned
Benyon is a mricnd of the owner, who has lived
abrowd for some years. 'ray, now, consider
the ease, amd extend your charity to this poor
mun, Mrs. Chaupman.  Remcmber 1t'3 1ot ‘auif
Iie were in the bosomn of his funily.  1e’s quite
alone, with no one at the house but servants,
and n stranger In the lund, as ohe may say.
Ot course I might send a nurse trom Plymouth,
as I Intended in the fiest case; but after what
Mr. Rorlase told me, 1 set my heart upon hav-
ing you”

« Mr. Horluse is very good. I will come,

He hnd expeeted to conquer in the end, but
hid not expertad fier to yield so suddonly.

sYou will!  That's eapital; and allow me to
suy that, as far as remunceration goes, you willl
be gquite at libarty to came your own terms.”

s Pray do not mention that. 1 conld not pos-
sibly take payment for my cervices, I shall
come to Colunel Benyon aus 1 shatld tothe poor-
est patient in Penjudah.”

“ Do just what you please, ouly come; and
the sooner the botter.”

ol enn eonte immediately, to-night, if you
pleaxe.”

« ] should be very glad if you will da so. 1
e Just off to the stion, and will send my iy
to take you ek o Trewardell.”

s Back to Trewnrdell ! Mrx. Chapman re-
peated those three lust words as 1f there were
something xtrange in them,

The doctor was toa hurvled tonotiee an_\'th'hl.g
eeuliar In her tone. As it was, he mn same
rsk of lostng hiv tralne He wisaad ber goud-
night, uud went bucek to the fly,

CHAMER IV,
= There nre some things hard to nderstand §
ERETHITN ¥ o, o trast an Shee :

Buz § aever siadl forget her soft white hand,
And her eyes when she luoked ot wie.”

Colonel Beuyou hud o hiand time of it Again,
as in his Indlan bungalow, grism death elaimed
him tor his own, and was only to be kept.at bay
by pradigios of careand skl agakn the lampof
tife Nickered low, and far a0 while the sick man
Loy in a lnned where all was davkness, knowing
no one, remembering nothing, wnd saffering the
unspeakableagonies ol 0 mind distraught, There
In no need to deseribe the vartations of tiw fever,
the changes ftom bad 1o worse, the falul im-
provement, the threatoned relapse,  Through
all that mouth of Reptember Mr, Borlase cume
twice u-day, and the Piynionth physfetan twic
a week, to Trewardell,
themselves proud of their vilctory when Her-
bert Benyon could be fiddrly prougounced out of
danger.  They both ackuowledigod that  theey
owed thut vietory, utider Providesce, to Mrs,
Clhapman,

Rhe had been  idefatigable,  working and
witehlng by day and nagit with o gubet pu-
tienee that Knew nolimit, No other hand than
hers had ever admimstered the
cine, or smoothed s plilow, sinee she aune to
Trewaurdell § no eyes but hees had watehad him
in the ded of the m=hte It was galte In vain
that Me Dorlae and Mes, Joans had ureed he
Lo seeepl assistianier, v let ssancone reljeve her
ol her night-wateh now aud tien,  Gpon thls
point she wis Inexorble, I she ever stept at
all, she »o plienned her shanbers that they
should Lot interfere with bor dutles. Someilmes
in the dusk of the evening, whei it was vory
nearly dark even out of doues, sl woutlt tnkega
solitiery wallk In the gotdens for tsdt an hoar or
so,  That was her only relasation. Sweel and
gentle ns she wiasio her anhees stie was enther
an anupproichable person, and onrived to
Reep Mres, Joltns ane a0 dist 5 whieh wax
sonmewhit salling to that worthy matron, wheo
had never been able (o begulie hier 1ot o little
telendiy gussip sinee she entered the house,

s Rhets as protnd as Luelfer, Tdo believe, n
spite of Ler meek quiel wa AMrs. Johns de-
clred to her hushand, with .
pression of countennnes, s Wi
Lientd her valee hanllensdozen mes sjnce s
been bere; and [ can’t - that I've seen her
face properly yet, that black bood she wears
overshadows itso. [ hatesuch popish ways.”

This hood whieh Mrso Jolus abjected to hnd
certalnly & somewhal conventual aspest, and
served to hifde vbe uarse's pade sweot tiee muach
more than the cap I whiech D Matson had
first, scen hier,  The phystelian perecived the
change of hewdgear whell he cime to Trewar-
dell, but cunsidered {t only a part of that harme.
less cecentpieaty which migin be permitied 1w
this luy sister of charity. ‘

The time eanme at lst when Herbert Benyon
awoke from that long nlght of xuttering and de-
lirimin to some falnt interest in external things

He had not been unconsclous all this thne ;

[

]
"

on the contrary, for lung afterwards he luud a

keen remembranee of every detadl of his Hlness;

but mixed up with all the realitles of his lite

had been the dreams aud delusions of fover, 1ie

kuew that throgyghout his illness by day and

night a slender blick-robed flgure hiud st by
hils bed-side, or iitted Mghtly about ks room ;

he knew thut o woman’s soft hand hud adii-
nistered to his comforts day after duy, withouat :
chunge or weariness ; he knew that a very

They both deeinred |

fonel's mndl- |

had cherished strange fancles nbout this gentle
watcher, Sametimes she was  slster he had
loved very dearly, nnd Jost in bis early youth ;
sometimes shoe w lady Julla Dursay. Thut
she resembled nelther of them matiered little
to his waudering mind,

But this was all over now.  Ho knew that he
was at Trewardell, and that this black-robed
womaun was u stranger to him,

(70 be cuntinued.)

BOIL IT DOWXN.

Whatever yon have to any, my friend,
. Whother witty, or grave, ur 0y,
Condcense it all you onn. my friend,
And say it in the rondiest way :'
And whother you writa of rarai affuirs,
Or purticular thines in town,
Just take a word of friendly advice— A
Buil it down.

For if you go spluttering over n page,

. When a coupte of lines wouhl do,
Your hutter is spread <o thin, you see,

. That the bread tooks pininly through;
So when you hitve a story to tell,
LAl wonld Tike a titile renown, R

T'o make quite sure of your wish, my friend.

Boil it down.

Wiien writi-u nn article for the preas,

- W hether prose or verse, just try

I'o utter your thoughts in the fewest words,
And let thew be erispy and dry;

At when it is finished, and you suppose
It iz done exactly brown,

Just leok at it over nguin, und

Loil it down.

Fur editors do nnt ltke to print

An article luzily long,
And the busy reader doea not enro
.. Fur ncouple of yurds of songe:
So guther your wits in the smallest space,

I you'd win the suthor’s erown,
And vvery time you write, my fricnd,

Boil it down.
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TO THE BITTER END.

By Hiss M. E. Braddon.

AUTHOR OF ‘LADY AUDLEY'S SECHET, ETC.

CHAPTER XXV,
MES. HARCRUOS AT HOME,

Six o'clock on a brillinnt June afternoon, and
Mrs. Hareross st home. The great deawing-
rooms in Mastodon-crescent are filled to the
brim and runuing over with tluttering creatures
in niry raiment : the rainbow sheen of silk and
sutin—the latest devices in Parisinn millinery
—tiansforin the gorgeous rooms into 2 kind of
human flower-zanden ; in conteast. with these
brilliant specimens of the Inmnan speeies, the
very exotics in the conservatory opening out
of the inner drawing-room pale their splendour.
How poor and dingy o being then does the
lord of creation appenr, in his invisible-blue
morning-cont and quaker-like drab trousers, as
he ix huﬁtl-:dilnillu:r and thither amidst this

many-coloury owil!  Tor the last two hours
Mrs. Hurcross s Jearest friends buve Leen tlat-
tering in nnd out, so enthusiastic in their ex-
pressions of rapture on seeing lier, that a by-
stander might fairly conclude that they had
sullered un enforend severance of years, ‘I'here
are a few notabilitics sprinkled about the
rooms, people whom other people struggle to
see, although inspection geperally results in
disuppoiutment.  Mrs. Hareross never permits
hersclf to be at home without this sprinkling
of notubilities. They have their function, like
the satellites of distinguished planets, aud she
would feel herself small and menn without
them.  There has been some music, chicily of
the classicul order; and In an off room down-
stuirs there is o perennial supply of ices, and
tea and coffee, which knights-crrant, in very
short conts und with tlowers in their bhutton-
holes, carry upstairs with a perseverance that
wight almost prepare them for o course of
i trendmill,. What with the classical music, the
buzz of ruy tomgues, sometimesin a polyglot
. jargon—r{or at least a third of Mrs, Haveross’s
visitors are forcigners—the heat, und the per-
fame of stephanotis from the eonservatory,
i there have been a few stided yawns, but, guilty

[ as the delinquents feel, no one b seen them ;
"and as the crowd heging to thin a little, the
| airy toilets melting nway silently, like the sea
i foum receding from the shore, Mrs Hareross
i feels that this particular Wednesday nfternoon
ihas Leen a success. Herr Thumpanthunter
I has been grander than usual in his exposition
i of Schastiun Bach ; Mr. Rothedd, the
i turalist, has given une of his live
stions of an interesting discov X
Pmeunmalin on the voast of Peru; Lord Shawm
} the evaugelicnl lay-preacher, has held his own
i particular civele rapt and breathless in a corner
bof the buck drnwing-room, while be wrged them
{ to have theiv lamps 1eady, At a quarter-past
isix the two large drawing-rooms are empty,
tund Mrs, Hareross las flung herself wearily
Hinto a low mm=chair by one of the open win-
sdows,  The wide stuceo baleony is full of tow-
fers, and elim dron pilasters, with Austealinn
{elenatis nud passion lowers climbing sy thew,
"lreak the w,oof the tall stight line of

”

One of her guesis of i1l lingered, the indefatiy-
able Weston,  He was standing by the low
untutelpivee, glancing over his shoulder at the
ction of his faultness morning coat—the
siualleat thing in couts—a were segment
of u cont, as it were,

W Irying, isn’t ity this kind of afternoon? he
remarked at last, by way of commentary upon
a profound sigh from Anguala,

1 don't know thut T ever felt so completely
worn out,? replicd the lady.  “'There were so
many secold-rate people, such bustle and clat-
ter—sccond-rute people are nlwnys noisy.”

“ Do you think su ?" demanded Weston with
¢ hix Junguid ahi—the stereotyped Janguor, and
fquite different from Me, Harcross's lunguor,
which had at Icast the merit of originulity—
l4da, you think so? 1 thought your heavy
; swells were nutsicst—royal dukes, and thay
| kind of thing, 1 fuucied the alterhoun was
] great success,  Lord Shawm was in very goud
[ form : how the girls thronged round him in his
{corner! 1t was quite a blockade of the buck
{ deuwing-room door.  And Rorhedd was ancom-
Cmonly lively,  Did you sce him tlirting with
Sthat girl in pink, the prettiest givl in the
iroem?  1've observed that your clderly scivn-

« ] didn’t sce anybody,” Augusta replied, ra-
ther peevishly ; # I was tired when the thing
began: and I have no one to help me. I be-
lieve Hubert makes a point of being awny.”

“He had a parlinmentary crse on at three,
hadn't he?" inquired Weston, sticking his
glusy in his eye, and taking another backward
glance at the reflection of his cout. He began
to think there really was a wrinkle at the back
of the left armbole.

41'm sure 1 don't know; of course there'’s
nothing easier than to say he has a parlinment~
ary case, when 1 want him to be at home”

“ Come, come, August,” said Weston, in o
southing tone, # I'm sure Harcross is quite a
model husband,—in his own fashion,”

Mus, Harcross turned on him more angrily
than he ever remembered her to buve done in
all their intercourse,

“In his own fashion!” she exclaimed ; “what
do you mecan by that? Have you ever heurd
me compluain of him :

» ) really imagine you were complaining of
hi just nowa"

% Not at all, If I complained of anything,
it was of that herd of people, 1 think 1 never
had so many that I dun’t care a straw about
khowing?

“Ah, my dear, if we could go through life
with only the people we do care about knowing,
how very small o world we might live in! But
1 funcy I have an expansive soul : I really like
everybody.” : '

They lapsed into silenee,

4 A serow loose somewhere about our friemt
Harcross,” mused Weston Yallory, #but it
seems rather too soon for me to pat my var
in,

He watched his cousin as she lny back in her
chair, gazing absently at the tlowersin the bal-
cony. An vecasionnl Lrougham rolled swiftly
by, and now aud then there came the slow
tramp of a foot passenger. The dinner-party
traffic had not yet begun, und at this time of o
summer cvening Mustodon-crescent was quict
as the grave,

60, by the way,” snid Weston, after a long
pause, 1 brought you somvuthing this after-
noon.”

» Did you ?" Muvs. Harcross ingnired, without
turning her head; “uew music, I suppose 7

#No, u print for your portfolio: mither a
rare one, I believe, A proof-engraving of a
picture by Sir Thomas Lawrence ; one of his
latest.”

“ You're very good,” Mrs, Harcross said, with
a slight yawn ; I don't pretend to care much
for that kind of engraving. I like the Germun
school 50 much better. But your present shall
havea place in my portfolio.  Where is 1t 77

T left it in the refreshment room; 'l send
for it, if yow'll allow me”  He vang, and dis-
patched o servant in quest of a roll of paper,
left somewhere in the clonk-room,  Alvs, Har-
cross had not ceased from hercontemplation of
the ferns aud geraniums in the baleony when
the parcel was brought. Weston unrolled jt
curefully, and came to the window with it.

“Rather a good fice, fsun't it?" he asked,
standing ot his cousin’s side, holding the cen-
graving up to the ligit. A great deal of
chamcter about it

Angusta Jooked up with the air of being su-
premely Lored by the whole business, at at
sight of the picture started to her feet with a
ery of surprise.

% Weston ! she exclaimed, # don't you know
what it is ?7

ing woman, I've no doubt,” he answered care-
lessly, witheut taking any notice of his cousin’s
astonishment.

¢ You've been in Hubert's chambers, haven't
you 7' she asked sharply.

& Yes, three or four times. Mr Harcross has
not show su warm an apprecintion of my visits
us to induce me to go there oftencr.”

¢ But you huve been there, and you must
know that picture I

4 UIpon my honour, T cannot perceive the faint-
est connection with the two idess.”

¢ Nousense, Weston ; there is only one pic-
ture in Hubert's room, the portrait over the
chimneypivee, and that print is & copy of it.”

& Really, now !” said Weston, with a most
naturnl air of surprise.  “Yes, 1 do remember
rather a striking picture in Harcross's room. T
concluded it was something he picked up in
Wardour-strect, or at Christic's, perhaps; like-
Iy to catel aman’s eye as rather o nice bit of
colour. Hut I had quite forgotten it. Yot 1
hud & notion, when J found this thing in a
portfolio  of  old-fushioned  engravings at
Tombw's, that 1 had seen the face somewhere
Lefore.  This is w portrait of Mrs, Mostyn, the

act renowned in comedy before the days of
Mrs, Nesbitt.  You are too young even to have

Lieard of her.”

< An actress ! exclaimed Augnsta, very pale.

« Yes, here's her name at the back, written
in peacil : ¢ Portiait of Mrs, Mostyn, as Viola
in Twelfth Night, painted by Nir Thomas Law-
rence”  Why, iy dear Augasta, how pale and
seared you lovk ! One would think you hat
miwde w most appalling discovery,  Mrs, Mos-
tyn has heen dead thivty years; Tombs told
mea all aliout lier; you can't possibly be jealous
of her!”

i Jealous ! evied Augusta, with a look that
ought to have annililnted him. & What n fool
you ez, Weston ! aud then in gquite adifferent
wong, an:d 1o herselt vatier than to him, she re-
peated, S An actvess !

She was silent for sonte moments after this,
and then turned to her cousin suddenly, and
suid 5

& Yo heard all ahont this Mre. Mostyn, you
Was she @ good womnn 9"
ood is such a very wide word, Augnsta.
She was very charming, Tombs tells me, and
extremely goodenntured,”

“ Yon know what 1 mean, Weston,” Mrs.
Hurcross exclnimed impaticatly,  * Wasshea
respectable woman

Weston shrugged his shoulders,

« 1 hanlly think the drmunatic profussion
went in for respectability very scriously thirty
venrs ngo,? he snid, ¢ 'The women were hand-
{ somer thun any we have now, but 1 believe
! their reputations leaned rither the other way.
| Of courso thers were o few hrilliant exceptions.
1 Ax for this Brs. Mostyn, Tombs's account wis
i mther vagae, She was uot very long bufore
1 the public, but during her brict’ career was the
imge, She was n marricd wonah, Tsuppose, or
i else why the ¢ Mrs.?? but dlr, Mostyn appeirs
i to hnve been a somewhat mythiesl chaructor.
+ She had numerous admirers amony the men
" about town of that diy~men who wore straps
10 their pantaloons, wiul incredible hats, you

! purr,

thing higher, than to be your slave.

THareross had 5o objution,

>

A very charming portrait of a very chnrm. |

finished her carcer by running away with one
of them »

“ Indeed ”

“ Yes, and one of the worst among thum,

L)

but Tombs had forgotten the man's name.  Ho
was quite clear nbout the main facts, however,
The lady was spirited away one fine morning,
during the run of a new comedy at the Coli-
scum Theatry, to the consternation of the
unnger, und wus seen no more.  Shu is sup-
poded to have died abrond n few yonrs Inter, I
tsked what bocame of Mostyn, or what - Mostyn
sud to the clopement; Lut™ he appears not to
have expressed any opinion ; in point of fact,
no one seems 10 have known Mostyn. Curious,
isn't it? Howover, the ludy may huve been n
widow when she made her début,”

Augusta had taken the engoaving from her
consin's hnnds, and sat looking at it in silence
for sume time after he had told hier all he eonld
tell about the subject of the picture.  Weston
strolled out upon the baleony, amused himselt
Ly sume small  horticultnml — experiments,
plucking off » fuded leuf or two, and coaxing
the tendrils of the clematis into u more grace-
ful twist, but he kept his eye upon his cousin
nevertheless,  She seemed to emerge from o
profound reverie by and by, rose from her low
chair, und threw the picture on to & side table
with her most indifferent manner, and then
Jjoined Weston an the Lalcony.

* Thanks for the engraving,” she said, 1
hive no doubt it isa very good one ; 1 daresay
Ilubert picked up the original portrait very
much in the manner you suggest, at @ time
when he was not rich enough to invest largely
in pictures,  Hark ! isw't that his step in the
Creseent 7

Wuston peered over astueco vase tilled with
scurlet geraninm,

% Yus, L pereeive Mr, Harcross half-z-dozen
doors ofl.  What a correet car you hav
how 1 envy Harcross the fuculty of inspiring
such solicitude ™

+ Do you ?" Augusta demanded coolly, 1
suppuse, when you marry, your wife will know
your step, unless she has the misfortune to be
deat

“ An allianee with deafness is o calanity |
wm very suve w escape,” replicd e, Vallory
sententiously.,

» Jdeed 1

« Beeause I never mean to marry at all?

0, I daresay yow'll chunge your mind on
that point when you meet the right person.”

» My dear Augusta, it ix wy ushaopiness to
have et the right person

The look, the tone, were unmistakable ; nor
wits Mrs. Harcross the kind of womun to adtect
UNCONSCICUSNCSS

40 you e golig to ke thot sort of tune,
Weston,” shie siaid, with o frecaing look, ¢ 1
shall be under the unpleasant necessity of
shutiing my Jdoors wpon wmy tirst cousin®

sy Josee. A tame eal must never show
temper; his existence weist be one cantinuons
Forgive e, Ang sty 1 promise uot o
offend again; but you must never taik of ay
wife in the potential mowd.,  There can e no
such person,  1aw u contivined buchelor, wnd

have no higher vocition, nor aspire to any-
"

L'his was w kind of homage to which Mrs,
She gitve Weston
her hand—t very voll hand on this sufiry
summer afternoon, nad gave him w smile tang
was almost as cold,

“ You have always been very gosd,” she
saidy # 1 shonld b extremely sorry itauything
were o interrupt vur fricndship.”

She wits guite sincere in this,  Weston was
really useful to he fetehed and curried |
hunted lious for her; kept her posted np in
that superticial knowledge of pussing events
without which conversation is impuossible;
supplemented her own reading, for which the
cluims of suciety left her scarcely one clear
hour a day, by his mnch wider veading; did o
hundred small things for her, in fact, which
she sometiiaes felt ought to have boen done by
her husband,  But Weston Vallory always
secmed to hinve so wmuch more leisure ta Mr,
Walgrave-Harcross,

Walgrave Hareross came in almost imme-
dintely upon the reconcilintion of the cousius,
and flung himself into a chair with asuppresscd
yuwn,

& Not begun to dress, Augusta 2 he snid, in
a surprised tone; ¢ Weston must have been
uncommouly interesting.  Arve you awure it's
seven o'cluock 7 I never yet kiew you to dress
unrder an hour; and in all my culeulations T
generally allow you something more like two.”

« 1 sy good-bye,” said Weston; # 1 don't
think I've wen an ubstacle to the toilet, have
I, Augusta?  You rarcly stund on cercmony
with me.”

* Not at all.
to-night.”

“ Nut to ¢dear Lady Busingstoke's,” Augusta ?
1 thought you and she adored each other.”

&1 would rather disuppoint any one than
Julin Uasingstoke,” replied Mrs, Hareross;
tlhut 1 have an intolernble headache,  Don't
stand staring at me in that pitying way, Wes-
ton, Y only want o little rest. You cun go to
the dinner without me, Hubert. 1 know Julia
is very unxions to have you there.”

Weston shook hands and departed, curious
and  thonghtful. & There's something  jueer
whout thnt picture,” he suid to himselt, as he
walkel Charing-crosswards; “and I wouldn't
give very much for Ar. Hurcross’s domestic
felicity this evening. Yet it can lardly be
junlousy—of & womun who died thirty years
ugo—unless that portrait in his chambers is
an accildental likeness of some one he has
cured abont. Perhaps that is Augusta’s sus-
picion. Yet, if that were the notion, why
should she e so strangely affected at finding
out thu history of the picture? It's a quoer
business, altogether; but I'm very glad I
came ucross that engraving at Tombs’s, it may
surve mo uxs a fulcrum i? "

& 1'm very sorry you can't go to the dioner,”
snid Mr. Hareross, with his cyes lmlf-cloncé.
He would sleep for ten minutes or so at will,
and arise from such brief slumber like an in-
tollectunl ginnt refreshed. % Was the herd
larger than usual, and more than usually op-
pressive 7 A

« ] lave had rather a fatiguing afternoon;
aud as you can never give me any ussis-
tance——="

4 My dear Augusta, were I the idlest mau in
the world, 1 should shirk that kind of thing.
1 hiave not the knaék of sceming enchauted to
see o lost of uninteresting people, I rather
liks u good ponderous dinner—people Lrighton
wonduifully amidst the clatter of knives and
forks and the popping of champagne corks;

I don’t thiuk T shall go out

' know. Augusta, and suinetimes oven t.umudl
* ek their wristbands—und is roputed to lave

-'—:'—“‘ T e T e Wl : .

s il party hus arways w evitect eye for that kind

sweet sid face hud looked down upon him In )
L of thing.”

1 s $ 1L LT 00k, us wo happi,
the dim mplighi with jnetfable pity ; bue hie and if one hus & g cook, ppily

gar sick-nurse. Chis wns no woman 10 whom
hie conld broudly ofier money as-an inducement




