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XEMEMBRANCE.

<Andeukea)

I think of thee
When the soft voices of the nightingale.

In sweet and plaintive warblings t the night.
Rinàr tlrough the vale.s,

t hbe inkîet tthou of me?
I think of thee

By the ool waters of the shaded fountains
Witle lu the himaring.rays of twiligtL glow.-

Uiec~en Lhe mountiaius.
Where thinkest thonu Ofme

1 tbik of thee.
With ui tuiy y ner hopees ad anxious fears.

Passionat e longings for the one I tuve.
And burning tear.

low thinkest thou Otume?
0. think of me.

tUuti w. uect again soin. happiet day.
Till thon. ewaverr dstantly un>-eet ma- roain,

Suil shall I think and pray
Only of thee
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CHAPTER XLI.
sYLviA ASEs A QUEsTON.

That feeble lamp of life which burned in the sick chamber1
in High street, Mounkhampton, survived the gloom of deepest&
winter, now sinking almost to extinction, now Ilickering1
fain-ly back to life, now brightening so visibly that the aux-
iuus children began to hope for their mother's recovery. Thev1
miight have ber -ith them a few more years even yet, the.yr
thought. Early in February Mrs. Bain had improved su much
as to come down stairs once moreand oeccupy ber accustomed1
place by the household hearth, but she was not strong'enoughE
for the resumption of the domestic keys, or the economical1
bousewiitWs duties. All she could do was to instil principlesi
of thrift into Matilda Jane, to impart old secrets of good man-t
agement. wise saws that had been handed down to her by ber1
mother, look over the butcher's book now and then, and sighb
plaintivelv as she noted how the weekly totals had risen sinceq
ber illness.
Si1 told cook what yu said, mother," answered Matilda

Jane, ". and she said it was the gravyb>eef for your beef tea"
" Shy dear, the bills could hardly have been heavier if she'd

boiled down a bullock. l'm very much afraid the servants have
been eating méat suppers."

Delighted with this obvious improvement in bis patient,
and sincerely anxious to preserve tue cberished wife for the
anxious husband, whose devotion was a fact patent to ail
Monkhamnptou, Mr. Stimpson told Shadrack Bain that now
was the timc for bis wife's removal to a milder climate.

SIf ou cau yet ber out of theway of our east winds we may
havebher strong again by the summer," said Mr. Stimpson,i
cheerilv.

Ther- was just a sliade of uneasiness in Shadrack Bain's
expression as he reflected on the dotoer's suggestion.

- I hought our climate was pretty nearlv as good a one as1
you could havt," he said, "lI didn't see much difference be-
tween Monkhampton and Cannes."

1 Perhaps not, my dear sir. In robusthealth like yours one
is hardly consc:iouus of change in temperature. Had vou con-
sulted the thermometer you would have found that Cannes is
six or seven degrees higher than Monkhanpton."

"t Very likely. Iftyou think Mrs. Bain ought to go she shall
go, though it couldhardiv lbe more incouvenient than it is
just now for me to take ber. But she bas been a good wife to
me, ani I wish to d'o my duty."

" Everybody knows that," replied the doctor with feeling.
He lad attended Shadrack Bain's family from the very begin-
ning, iad ushered the children upon the stage of life, and
condaucted thm safely tbrough ail their infantile ailments,
and was sincerely attached to the household.

14lfhe goes to Cannes and improves as you thiuk she will,
i there any hope of her being spared for some years to come ?"
asked the auxious husband, with a watchful eye upon the
practitioner*s countenance. "I should like to know the
truth. Patching a person up is one thing, and cu.ing them
is another. Have you any hope of a cure in this case ? "

Tie doctor shook lis bead regretfully. Mrs. Bain had been
one or bis best patients-a small annuity to him for the Il;t
five years. Would that she could have lasted for ver, auto
ben handed down in reversion to his sons.

1 My dear Mr Babin," he said, overflowing with sympathy,
"your dar goûd lady's malady bas long been chronic. Thero

au be no such thing as cure, but by escaping our cold spring
w: may carry ber safuIy into the summer."
" To uose her when winter comes again. A poor hope, at

tWe are in the hands of Providence. We can but do our
uttermost. There is but one thing to be done, removal to a
moue congenial climate."

"l And that you consider essential ?"
iMost de:cide»dly."

.'Then it shall be done," said Mr. Bain. IlHowev-.r incon-
venient lIl take her over to Cannes inyself, No one in Monk-
Lampton sall be abe to say I di. less than my duty."

t Bravely spoken, my dear sir. We all honour you for your
devotion to your most estimable lady; a devotion equally
creditable to yuu and its object,'"said Mr. Stimpson, as if he
lad been making an after-diuner speech.

3ir. Ban, who held, like Macbeth, that whatever was well
done when doune should be done quickly, announ'ced is inten-
iou of starting with the invalid on the next day but une. The
girls made baste to pack their mother's trunuks, tearfully, yet
not without hope. Cannes to their mindis meant restoration
to health. hJatilda Jane was to stay at home and keep bouse,
and rule the boys, a hardy race of granmar-school students
with induecribable appetites. Clara Louisa was to accompany
ber inother as nurse and companlion.

&Afterall," thought Mr. Bain, "I don't see that anything
ean go wrong lu my absence. Sir Aubrey is likely to hold
out in bis present condition for some time to come, and If
there were any appearance ofua change Chapelain woud write
me word of it."

Chapelain, the valet, liad a profound respect for the land
steward, whom ho regarded as the actual imaster of Perrian i
Place. Sir Aubrey since bis lltess was but the shadow or
eidolon of his former self. Lady Perrian lad but little power, l
and wiiat little she possessed sie seemed to hold at the plea-
sure of Mr. Bain. The valet told hiuself therefore that Shad-
iack Bain was the idol before which ho enust bow down, if h i
desired bis service to be a profitable une. Chapelain hai rea-
son to accord Mr. Bain even more subservience than is usually
given by a timnssrving domestic to te powers that be, for
he was couscous of failings which if once discovered by the
steward might lead tu his swift doom and downîfall.ic iLiav
have been the joyless monotony of Perriau Place, or it nay
have been soe inherent weakness lu the man hiiself, but,
whatever the cause, it is certain that sinco Sir Aubrey's ill-
ness Jean Chapelain had acquired the habit of taking more
alcoholic liquid than was good for hiitelf, or for theb ouse-
bold in wbich he served. He hadt always liked bis confort-
able glass, but had kept the propensity tolerably well in check
su long as he feared Sir Aubrey's scrutiny, But, of late, since
his master's ees had grown dull and unseeing, Jean Chape-
lain had given the reins to bis favourite vice, and hail allowed
that fatal charger to carry hin very near the verge of ruini.

'T'he Perriami cellars were too well guarded by the faithful
white-headed old butler, who bai lieli the keys for the last
twenty ycars, for Mr. Chapelain tu indulge bis dangerous pro-
pensity at his master's cost. He had a certain allowance of
beer and wine, and a liberal one, for servants, however faith-
fui, arc not apt to stint one another. They take a large view
of servants-hall rations. But anything for which Mr. Chape-
lain craved beyond this ample allowance lie had to provide
for himself, and e did orovide himself with somte of the vilest
brandy ever extracted from potatoes, brandy which was guilt-
less of grape juice, but which addled the valet's brain, with a
s.omewhat agreeable obfustication, and took possession of his
feet and legs, where It tortured him under the naine of gout.

Little by little, tortured by the gout, and solaced by the
brandy which produced the gout, Jean Chapelain feull away
from bis duties in Sir Aubrey'e rooms.

The baronet, though apt to e peevish, and at times exact-
ing, was not a very troublesome invalid, and ther, were few
services he required which Mrs. Carter could not perforn to
his liking. He hal taken a wonderful fancy to the sick nurse.
Her quiet unobtrusive mnuner, ber soft voice pleased him-
even the subdued colour of er garments, and lier pale refined
face were agreeable to him Sometimes when bis mind was a
little wcaker than usual lie would take ber for bis wife, at-
dress ber as Sylvia, and remain unconscious of bis error titl
Lady Perriami entered the room, when he would look wonder-
ingly froma one to the other.

Thus it happened,tthe sick nurse being always on d(lut«y, that
no one complained tof Jean Chapelain's inattention. He
dressedb is master in the morning, but was very often out of
the way wlen Sir Aubrcy went to bed at niglht. On tîtese
occasions the gout furnishedi hlm with an ever ready excuse.

. My legs have martyrisedt me the eveiing," ho would say
to Mrs. Carter, in bis curious English, "antd I could fot to
descend. I hope the Old did not ask me."

te The Old was Nlr. Chapelain's name for Sir Aubrey.
Mr. Bain loft Monkhampton with his wife anddaughter

abot the mniddle of Februarv-nearlv a year after Sir Au-
brey's parulvtic seizure, and about seveunimonthts after the
birth of that baby heir, who had been baptizetd without poup
or splendour of any kind at the little clurch in the deil At
the baronet's express destre, repeated many times, witihout
variation, his infant son had been christened St. John Aubrey,
the more surely to perpetuate that friendship which had ob-
tained between Sir Aubrey's ancestor and the brilliant states-
man.

The child had grown and flourisheid in the dull old bouse
a vigorous sapling. The servants were never tired of prais-
ing him He had Sir Aubrey's blue eyes, or such eyes a, Sir
Aubrev's had been when they too looked joyously and igno-
rantly'on life's glad morning. H had not Linherited those
wondrous hazel orb of his mother's, and indeed bore no re-
semblance to Sylvia, either in feature or expression.

That interview with Mary Peter hadl tolt Lady Perriam very
little about her lest lover, but when Miss Pete!r brougîht boue
the dress that had been entrusted to lier for mmufactnre, the
talk between the dressmaker and ber patroness again flut uîp-
on Mr. Standei's affairs.

ilI think it's a settled thing now, my lady," Miss Peterre-
marked, as she tried on the dress, and settied a fold hore, antd
pinclied a trimming into place there.

lWhat is a settled thing ?" asked Sylvia.
" Between Mr, Standen and Miss R yhdl. I n t Vthem

out walking in Hedingi-tam yesterday, qqîite like sweetheoartds."
iw tht you mean like sweethearts? "I

"Well, I don't know. Ho bad such an attentive way with
bim, and was carrying her waterproof. Besides it's in every-
body's mouth at Hedingham. Alice Cook got iL fromi ber
father, and her father hait IIfrom Mr. Vancourt himself, and
he'd be likelv to know."

Sylvia said nothing, but suffered the business of trying on
as quietly as if she had been a statue.

" They say it's to o uin the spring, as soon as Mrs. Sarg.ent
leaves off crape. Shîit have worn it more than a year and
and a half by that time."

"Unfasten the dreas," said Sylvia, imperatively ;yu've
almost strangled me.'

tier breath came thick and fast, as if the dress had indeed
been tight enough to throttle ber.

i Yut it su't a bit tight about the throat," said Miss Peter,
as she unfastened the body; <',thirteen inches-your otd
measure."

Alter that day there came a restlessnesa upon Lady Per-
rian whichl she strove in vain to conquer. Werte those two
going to lbe married ? That was the question which torment-
ed her, the question which was perpetually repeating itself
in ber distracted mini. There were tImes when h,er own re-
lease sceemed so near, when she b,,lieved that Sir Aubrey's sand
ran low in the glass of Time. Yet what avail widowlood anud
liberty, If le wlose love shu counted upot regaining were to
wed another before the day of er freedon.

She could not sit quietly at home to consider thils ques-
tion, but orderedi ber carriage, and tolt the man to driv to
Cropley Common, a drive which must take ler past Dean
bouse and through Hedingham.

Nurse Tingufold and baby went with lier, the customary
companions of ber drives; but to-day she took less notice
than usualof the Infantine St. John's endearing ways. Slo

wrappod lierself lu her own thoughts, and sut looking out of
the wilndow with a gloomy brow.

Thcy passed Dean Ilouse, but the untenantedi windows
ooked blankly down at her, telling nothing of tue iiiterior.
They drove through lledinghan without meeting a creature
whomu Sylvia knew, and thus on to Cropley Commun, a noble
streteh of unbroken ground, clothod with furze and heather,
commanding the distant sea, and far to the left the littie sandy
bay, and white walled town of )idmouth.

ilere, even in winter, it was pleasant to walk on the close
cropped turf, though not on the loose ragged gravel roai up
whiel the horses struggled with their load. lalf-way up the
hill the coachman stuopped at a wind of the ruad whero there
wa. a bit of level which served as a landing stage for veiicle's,
and here lCady Perriatn and the nurse alighted for a walk ot
the Commnîon.

'io-day Sylvia - never fond of the nurse's company - w.as
p îrticularly indisposed tu be social. She walked on rapidly,
with ber light footstep, winding in and out among the bill-
ocks and furze bushes, and leaviug nirse 'Tringfold ii the
distance, trying to pacify the complaimng baby, who was af-
ilictedI bv an otbstimuate bottoi tooth.

How hare anil desolate the landscape looked i thei bleiak
winter. The day which hat bect bright enough when they
caie, was now darkentd by a eloud which threatened rIiii.
Distant Didmouth gleamed whitely against a storm-hrged
sky. But Lady Perrian was sinigularly indifferent to that
oilminous darkeuing ofthe heaveus. Se ha-i wale<d a:cut
half a mile away from nurse Tringfeld nit the carriage when
she was awakened froi a profound reverie by big dropi of rain,

Slie had neither cloak uior umbrella, nor was there ailv
nuarer sheiter than the carriagC ; not even a gipsy etitapLII
ment or a hawker cart withiu view.

S-!via looked round lier helplessly, not very mouch înndil.
iig the ram, but with a sense of desolation at beiug thus
aloie and unprotected.

The sky had darkened almost to night. They ha i si .teîd
for their drive directly aifter luncheoni, yet it senemed eveiig
already.

While she was thus looking around, a dark figure cain b-
tween ber and the sombre sky, a figure armed with tiat il,-
dispensable colpiallion for a west Country pedestriîa., a lar¿I
umubrella.

'Let me take you back to your carriage, Lady Perri,"
salid the pedestrian. LIe was that une ian whose voice Sir
Aubrey's wife Most feared, most longed to hear.

The souid of that voice coming suddenly upon ler touk
her breath away. That he should speak to ber at aH em,-d
wonderful. To ber mind - reiiieibering that bittetr lkinl
the churchyard - it would have appeîared more a that
he should pass her by and leave ebr to hattle witu ithe etle-
ments alone. But lie had spokei t lier, and she tlerined
that she would not part from him tIll she hud reolvd Lthe
doubt which tortured ber.

"f You are very kind, Mr. Standen," she aiswered with w ill
assumed indifIerence." Y 1, I shal be very grateful ifr the
shelter of your umbrella. Tnl's kind of dowu1pour is r.ttier
overwhelini uî g."

Edmund rstanden held his umbrella over L:iy Perriamt
head, but did nut uter lier bis aria. Ie hd ulot Iestiredi .sue

a meeting - nay, would gladly have avoided it ; bui:t'j euld
hardly leave bis soLmetime lov to b-- haif drowtied u.Cr,.
pley Commuon. Tierl. was noutihing. romaitutic in tieir cu
ter. mi need that umbreiia siiared between ithom sa d of
the ridiculous.

'Vbere did you leave your carriaze, L uly P.rr.n?"
asked Mr. Standen. Hie secnet to in td a pleasure lu gviLl
ber the benenit of lier title.

";At the bend of the road, hall way up the hill, i c.U hdardl y
se ny way back toit."

' Yeu may trust yourself tu my guidnitce. I know ly
Common very well indeed. I often come livre for a houy
ramble."

After this lie coguld lardly avoid oyeriug Sylvia lis artu.
The ground was rugged, and slippery with the rain; lier feet
stumbled now and thiuei.

She felt that the tine was short, If ste wanted to p
hlie muist spak qickly, nou matter how abrupt her gee-
tioning miglt seema

" I wondor you have any tine for loniely ramîbl .'s,,"ih
said. "I hear yol are very mucli ocuipied.

Il ith the business of the bank? Yes, t work iatier harJ
there sonietjins However, I like the work."

,;But, 1 heard tlat yoîu had another auti pleasanter ocup-
tion for your time, in the srciety of a young bdy tu omiui
you are engaged to b married."

Pray who is that young lady?" EdIund asked coolly.
" Miss Rtochdale.

And from whom did you hear the report?"
" From commoun ruuour."
I" Common ruimour is a commun liar. I am noV engage te

Miss R îchdale.'
Nor likely to b'?"
I will not say as mucli as that. There is no kngowing

wben a man, who lias missed his rst clhance of happiness,
may seek a milder fori of joy in a seconid veiture T,k Ji
only one suminner in a man's life, but autumu is son-timies IL
warm and genial season. Thre is that serenUe and beautifuil
autumn which is called an Indian sumiaer. I ly ûave my
Indian summiner yet."

" With Miss Rochdale, I su pse, saiid Sylvia.
d Why not with Miss Rochdale ? She is a girl who iilit

make any man's happiiess, one would think - pretty, aiiiable
refined, irtellectual, uinseltisi. Vhat more cati a man a.
for in the wite of his choiceV"

il1 sec rumour lias not been false, Mr. Standeni."
9i Why <lo you trouble yourself about My fate noiw, hady

Perrlam ? It. gave you very littie conceru a yeatr and a haif
ago wheu you married Sir Aubrey, As you lid nut think
about my happiness then, you neel hartdly conisidor it now.
I live, you seo; that id something Ilere wu are lit yoir car-

The footman openied the carnage door. Eiund saw the
baby, splendid in purple and diu elinge, fasït aîsleep nejuiL uiw
and therefore. a picture of infantine serenity lie t eouhtd the
round, soft check gently witli his fluger, unseen by the motlie,,
whoso eyes, gloomy and despairing, were cast down.

La ly Porriam hardly thauked hit (or the sheotr uof hkil
umbrella, hardly replied tu bis courtous tg(ood evening, and
was driven away through rain and daikuiss with a gnawiug
pain at ber heart.

To be conimnued.


