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The mere question jthrows Miss Mordaunt

to a state of extra flurry.

“I don’t know, Philip—I know so little, you
Sée. I am sure I cannot say. Perhaps you had
better_but if Mrs, Mordaunt could walt—it is
10 use to ask me.”

“Is the old woman ili ? ” demands Irepe. It
8 the only solution of the apparent mystery she

imagine, ’

“Bless you ! no! as well as you are,” says

Or husband, forgetting the inexpediency of the

%onfession ; « only used to rise late. She has

00 mistress, you know, my darling, and

You must, make some excuses for her in conse-

QUence ; but—there, I hops to goodness you

Will got on well together, and have no quarrels
Or disagreements of any sort.”

‘“ Quarrels, Philip, with the servants !—you
2eed have no fear of that. If Mrs. Quekett has
Dot yet, risen, I can easily give my orders for to.

Y to the cook : I suppose she is efficient and

tworthy ? "

‘“QOh, yes ; only, don’t you think that it would

better, just at first, you know, to leave things
88 they are, and let Quekett manage the dinners
for you 2 »

“ No, Philip ; I don't. I think, were I to do
%0, that I should be very likely never to gain
Auy proper authority amongst my servants;
30d I should rather begin as I intend to go on,

8¢e you have not much faith in my house-

%eping,” she continues, gaily ; ¢ but you have

Ver had an opportunity of judging my powers.

Nt, till this evening. What time shafl we

ne?»

h.:When you choose, my dariing ; but seven

been the usual hour. I think, Isabella,”
ing to his sister, « that, as Irene says, it
¥l be better for her to give her dinner orders
18 morning to the cook : what do you say ?”
“ Oh, don’t ask me, Philip; it must be just
83 you piease : only, what will Quekett think ?”
“ You can explain the matter to her, surely ;
304 by to.morrow she will be acquainted with
De. Perhaps she had better not see her till
Tetarn, I will come back to lunch.”
“ What a fuss about nothing!” says Irene,
Ughing, « My dear Philip, one would think I
never had the management of any servants
before, I see how it is—the old housekeeper is
Salous of my coming, and you are afrald she
f‘&y let me see it. Well, then, have no fears ;
Will talk her out of her jealousy, and we shall
the best of friends by the time you return.”
“Who could resist you ?” replies the ena-
Ored Colonel, a8 he embraces his wife, and
Ves the room.
be“ Now, the very first thing I want to see, lsa.-
th"a’" says Irene, rising from her chalr, ¢ is
® drawing-room ; for people will be coming
¢all on me by-and-by, you know, and I never
Cy a sitting-room till I have arranged it
8coording to my own taste. Will you ceme
¥ith me ? You must let me be very exigeante
::'l"f-’he first few days, and keep you all to my-
i

m

For this expression of interest, to which she is
Unaccustomed, Isabella Mordaunt feels very
Uch inclined to cast her arms about the
Peaker’s neck and thank her ; but her nataral
P Tvousness rises uppermost, and she only looks
Oolish and uneasy.
* The drawing-room !—well, I hardly know
R“"f course it s no business of mine—but I
‘nk it 18 locked.”
* Locked !—don’t you use it, then ? *
“Not often—that 18 to say, only when we
Ve a dinner-party.”
it “Oh, I mean to use it every day, and make
the prettiest room in the house. Let us go
inspect it at once. Who has the key ?—
Q:\lokeu on
“I believe so—I am not sure,” commences
oy

Mordaunt. Irene answers by ringing the

'-h" James, desire Mrs. Quekett, or whoever has
m: key of the drawing-room, tosend it down to

thThere i1s a delay of several minutes, and then
h: footman re-appears, with the key in his
of Bd, and a comical expression in his face, half
hadpleaaure aud half of fear, as though a battle

 been found nesessary in otder to archieve
far Pburpose, but that he rather liked the war-
‘hr:, thaa otherwise, Irene thrusts her arm
ugh that of her sister-in-law, and leads her

in triumph.

‘“ Shooking ! Horrible !” is her verdiot, as the
8lorieg of the Fen Court drawing.room come to
th 'W. « My dear Isabella, how could you allow
'lnla to remain like this ? No flowers — no

hite curtains—and all the furniture done up In
h’:Wn holiand, as though we had gone out of

0. The first thing we must do is to strip off
M‘M horrid covers. Where is the house.
d ?»

0‘: But, my dear Mrs. Mordaunt "— Isabeila
Dot yet pluck up courage to address her sis-
tha':mla.w by any other name—¢ she thinks—
Is, Mrs. Quekett thinks—they are quite ne-

« Y for the preservation of the damask.”
,.“oAnd I think them quite unnecessary,”
th ™8 Irene, merrily. * Here, Anne ; take off
™ Covers ; strip the muslin off the chande-
..'". 8ud open all the windows. The room feels
Wi00ugh & corpse had been laid out in 1t !
t afine plano !—that must come out into

« Middle of the room.”
I‘lb: has always stood against the wall,” says
o lla.»

uh'rhen I am sure it s quite time it had &
'tlz?“‘ Oh ! what a lovely thing for flowers!”
"'lm?: on an old basin of embossed silver which
p__o on the floor ; « what is this rubbish in
the b‘;ﬂl&leeves ? Turn them out, Anne, and put
Md, Wl on the sideboard in the dining.room.
Alop Itake all the vason away st the

same time : I never keep a vase in sight unless
it is filled with flowers.”

¢ Yes, ma'am ; but, please, what am I to do
with these dead leaves ?” .

« Throw them away.”

« Yes, ma’am ; only,” looking towards Miss
Mordaunt, ¢ Mrs, Quekett placed them, here,
you know, miss ! ”

“Yes; to be sure; so she did. I hardly
know, Mrs. Mordaunt, whether you ought —"

« To throw away Quekett's rose-leaves ? "
with a hearty laugh ; « well, perhaps not; so
you can return them to her, Anne, If you
choose ; only please to relleve my bowl of them
as soon as possible.”

Then she flits away, altering the disposition
of the chairs and the tables; discarding the or-
naments which she considers in bad taste ;
scattering music on the open piano, books and
work upon the table, and flowers ¢Yerywhere—
doing all that a wowman can, in fact, to turn a
commonplace and dull-looking apartment into
a tewnple of fanciful grace and beauty.

¢ Come, that is a little better ! " she exclaims
at last; ¢« but it will bear any amount of im-
provement yet. Flowers are the thing, Isa.
bella; you can make even an ugly room look
nice with plenty of lowers; and there are really
beautifal things here. It shall be a very picture
of a room before the week is out. And now to
my dinner—I had nearly forgotten it. That old
woman must be up by this time.”

« It 1s only just eleven,” replies Miss Mor-
daunt.

“ As much as that ! ” with a look of dismay :
‘ my dear Isabella, I shall be all behind-hand,
and when I have been boasting to Philip ! I
must see Quekett at once in the morning.room
and then we will arrange our plans for the
day.”

She flies to the morning-room-—a pleasant
little apartment next the dining.room, which is
to be dedicated to her use—and pulls the bell
rather vigorously in her haste.

« James, desire Mrs. Quekett to come up to
me at once.”

¢t Yes, ma'am,” replies James, and retires,
inwardly chuckling. He reads the character of
his new mistress, and views with unholy
delight domestic differences looming in the dis-
tance.

“ Won’t there be a row ! ” he remarks, as the

housemalid goes unwillingly to deliver the mes-
sage at the door of Mrs. Quekett’s room.
Now, as it happens, Mrs. Quekett is up and
stirring ; for curiosity to see the bride has over-
powered her natural indolence ; butshe has not
quite completed her toilette, and the unwel-
come information that she is to ¢« go downstairs
at once and take her orders from the new mis.
sus in the morning - room ” does not tend to pro-
mote her alacrity.

Another ten minutes have elapsed when
Irene rings the bell again.

¢ Have you delivered my message to the
housekeeper ?”

“ Yes, ma’am ; and she's just coming down
the stairs now,”

¢« She must be a little quicker another time,”
his mistress murmurs. She feels, prophetically,
that she is about to have trouble with this ¢ old
servant of the fainily,” and she determines at
ondce to assert her anthority as head of her hus-
band’s household.

Mrs. Quekett enters; Irene looks up, meets
her eye, and feels at once that they are enemies,
There ia something in the woman’s glance and
manner, even in this first interview, that
savours so much of insolent familiarity, that her
indignation is roused, and she can hardly speak
to her without evincing it.

“1 hope I see you well, ma’am,” says Mra.
Quekett, sinking into the nearest chair.

“ Quite well, thank you!’ replies Irene,
chocking down her wrath and trying to remem-
ber all her husband has told of the faithful ser.
vices of the creature before her. ¢« I have sent
for you, Quekett, to take the orders for the din-
ner. We are rather late this morning ” —
glancing at her watoch—« but, as it is the first
time, it is perhaps excusable.”

“ Ah! I manage all that, ma’am ; you will
have no trouble about the dinners. I've pleased
the Colonel and his father before him for over a
matter of thirty years, and as I've begun so I
shall go on. My cook gives me more trouble
than she ought to do, but I shall get rid of her
at Michaelmas, if not before, and try one from
London instead. They’'re better taught than
these country women. You're from Londou
yourself, aren’t you ?"

Under this aidress Irene sits for a moment
stupefied. She can hardly believe she is listen.
ing to a servant speaking. She has never been
used to hear the domestics in her parents’
house address her but in the most deferential
tones ; and as she realises that it really is the
housekeeper who sits before her, her blood boils
with indignation, and the look she raises should
have withered Mrs, Quekett in her chair,

“ I think we had better keep to the ynatter
in hand,” she answers, loftily. ¢« I intend to
give my own orders, Mrs. Quekett, and it will
be your place to transmit them to the other ser-
vants. I shall very soon be able to judge what
the cook can do, and to decide on the necessity
of parting with her or nol. Meaowhile, we
will speak about the dinner.”

She runs through the list of dishes rapidly,
names the hour at which she desires the meal
to be served, and enjolins the strictest punctua-
lity on the astonished housekeeper.

S« And to-morrow morning,” says Irene, as
she rises from her chair, « I must request you
will be in this room by ten o’clock, to receive
my orders—and if { am not here, you oan wait

for wo, 1 shall go over the kitohons aud lower

offices this afternoon. Let the servants be pre.
pared to receive me., And—one word, Mrs. Que-
kett : I have not been accustomed to see ser-
vants sit down in my presence.”

With that she salls out of the room with the
air of an offended qneen.

Mrs. Quekett is not subdued, but she 18 en-
raged beyond measure. She turns purple and
gasps in the chair where her new mistress has
left her; and it takes a great deal of bottled
porter and a great many stewed kidneys that
morning to restore her to anything like her
usual equanimity.

“ Wait about here till it pleases her to come
and give me her orders ! Not for the highest
lady in Christendom would I do it, and I'm
sure I shan’t for her. She may give her orders
to the cook, and welcome. I don’t stir out of
my bed for any oune uatil I'm ioclined to do it.
And not sit down in her presence, indeed ! I
must speak to the Colonel about this. Matters
must be settled between the Colone! and me
before this day closes.”

And so, in truth, they must have been, to
judge from the forlorn and henpecked appear-
ance with which the Colonel enters his wife's
dressing-room that evening before retiring to
bed. He has passed a very happy day, for
Irene has not oonfided the little domestic
troubles of the morning to him ; she has thought
that she will fight the ignoble battle by herself,
and that no servant will presume to make a few
quietly-spoken words of caution a pretext for
appealing to her master’s judgment ; but she is
mistaken. Colonel Mordaunt has been enduring
& very stormy half hour in that study of his be-
fore making his escape upstairs, and the viston
of a peaceful married life has fled before it like
adream. He come- up to Irene’s side, looking
quite fagged and worn.out, and older by ten
years than he did in the morning. She notices
it at once.

¢ My dear Philip, how tired you muast be!
You have been exerting yourself too much after
our long journey yesterday.”

“1am only worried, my darling. What is
this row between you and «Quekett ? I did so
hope you would have been able to get on with
the old woman.”

« Has she been complaining to you.”

“She came into my study just now—she has
been used to have a talk with me occaslonaily
in the evenings — and told me what had
happened. She i8 very much put out about it,
naturally,”

“ 8o was I put out about it—naturally! But
I didn’t immaediately bring my troubles to you,
Philip, though I conclude I hve more right to
your sympathy than a servant can have,”

“ How did it happen ?”

“ Nothing happened. If Mrs. Qulckett is
vexed—which she did not intimate to me—-I
sappose it is because I told her I intended to
give the household orders in future. I dare say
she has had a great deal of liberty; but that
kind of thing can’t go on when a man mar-
ries.”

¢ Of course not—and I hope she will come
round to see it in that light after a time. But
she says she would rather you gave your orders
to the oook instead of her. You won't mind
that, will you?”

¢ Not at all—I shall prefer it; for, to tell you
the trath, I don’t quite like your Mrs, Quekett,
Philip : her manners are too famlliar and assum-
ing to please me.”

“ Remember how long she has been with us;
old servaats are apt to forget themselves some-
times.”

¢ Do you think s0? My mother had a lady's-
maid who had been with her since her mar-
riage, and only left us for a home of her own;
8he never addressed me except by name, nor
theught of sitting down in my presence,
thongh she had known me from my birth.”

Colonel Mordaunt grows fidgetty.

¢ Well, dear, I think the best way will be for
you and Quekett to se.: as little of one another
a8 possible. She has beenaccustomed to a great
deal of consideration from us(rather more, per-
haps, than the occasion warrant<), and I dare
say she does feel a little jealous, a8 you suggested,
of your coming here, and monopolising all the
attention. But it witl wear off by-and-by. Den’t
you think so ? "—wistfully.

I don’t understand servants being jealous of
their mistresses, Philip. Bat if Mrs. Quekett
and I aro not to meet, what i3 the use of our
keeping her ? After all I shan’t wani a house-
keeper. Let har go.”

But a! this plece ot rank blasphem y her hus-
band looks almost borrified.

My dear child, do you know what you are
talking about? Why, she has been with us for
the last thirty years.”

“ No reason she should remain thirty more.
I don’t like her, Philip, and I never shall.”

“ Hush! Pray doa’t say that. I am sure you
will grow to like her.”

« I am sure I shan't,” :

s« You have not had a proper opportunity yet
of judging of her character.”

« [ have seen quite enough of it. If I were
superstitious, Philip, I should think that woman
possessed the evil eye — at all events for
me,”

« What nonsense, my darling ! I thought you
were too clever to talk like that, Why, if Que-
keott were to leave Fen Court Ishould think the
whole house was going to topple down on our
heads ! ”

¢ And so you wouldn’t get rid of her, even for
me ?” whispers Irene, with the most insinuating
of upward glances,

¢ What is there I wouldn’t do for you?" her
husb \n1 answers; and for a few moments

delivesn Llwsell up W the charm of reslistig

that he has secured the desire of his heart. But
when he leaves her to herself again, the cloud
returns to his brow, and his soul is disquieted
within him. He teels that he is living ona
voleano which is even now trembling beneath
his feet, and may at any moment erupt in
flames of malice and revenge which shall bring
destruction in their train, . His life is scarcely
more enviable than that of Eric Keir. Eacgh
man walks the world with a heavy secret in his
breast.

It is August. The harvest is nearly all
gathered in, and every one is looking forward to
Soptember. Irene has issued her first invita-
tlons for the shooting season: one to her aunt,
Mrs. Cavendish, and her daughter Mary, an-
other to Mr. Pettingall—-wno 18 most anxlous
to see his young friend in her new position—
and a third to some bachelor acqualntances of
her husband's, whom Coloael Mordaunt agsures
her she will ind delightful. Ia fact, the honse
is to be full; and Irene is quite excited at the
prospect of entertaining so many guests. She
flits about from room to room, followed by the
meek Isabella, and issuing her orders without
the slightest regard to the feelings of the yreat
Mrs. Quekett. Not that Irene has forgotten Mrs,
Quekett during the past moath, or forgiven her.
The mere fact of the housekeeper’s refusal to
receive her orders serves to keep her memory
allve in her mistress’s bosom and to make the
intercourse between them purely nominal, To-
goether they are frigidly polite to one another;
and apart they are determinately hostile.
Irene has ceased to make any comment on the
housekeeper’s behaviour or to express any de-
sire for her dismissal; she has seen and heard
enough during her residence at Fen Court to
convince her that to pursue either course is
futile, but she does what 1Is far more galling to
Mrs. Quickett's pride—she ignores her presence
altogether. She makes no calls upon her duty;
she neither blames nor praises her—she simply
acts as though there were no such person in the
house. So Rebecca Quekett continues to lie
abed until noon, and to feed off the best of the
land, and to twist her master round her little
finger; but the servants no longer tremble at
her presence ; she has lost the absolute authority
she held over them—she has been transformed
from & captious tyrant into an injured but faith-
ful servitor ; and she takes good care to drum
the fact into the Colonel's ears, and to hate the
one who has brought about the change. Yet
little d8es Irene reck her annoyance or her hate,
she considers the presence of the housekeeper
at Fen Court as an intolerable nuisance, and
often wonders how her husband, who can be so
firm in some things, should be 80 weak in this ;
but consoles herself with the idea that no lot in
this world 1is entirely without its annoyance,
and that she might have encountered a worse
skeleton in the oloset than Mrs. Quekett.
Whether the Colonel would have agreed with
her it is impossible to say. And so we bring
them up to the latter days of Aungust.

One morning Colonel Mordaunt receives a
letter which seems greatly to disturb him.

¢« What {8 the matter, Phillp ?” demands
Irene.

« Nothing that concerns you, my darling !—
nothing, in fact, at all.”

Yet he sits, with knitted brows, brooding over
the contents of the epistle during the rest of
breakfast, and reads it through three or four
times before the meal is concluded. As Irene
leaves the room, he calls his sister to his
side. =

«Isabella, I am greatly annoyed. Here is a
letter from Oliver, He has heard of an open-
ing for a practice somewhere in this neighbor-
hood, and proposes coming down to speak to me
about iL.”

« He oan't expect to stay here,” says Miss Mor.
iaunt—s«at least I hardly think so — there will
not be room for him, you know. The house
will be full next week.”

« If he sleeps at the inn it will be all the
same. Idon’t want Irene and him to meet.”

« Have you never mentioned Oliver to her,
then ?” demands his sister, timidly.

« Cursorily I may, though I doubt if she will
re.nember it. But it not that, Isabella. You
know well enough that if I introduce youug
Ralston to Irene it will be difficult to explaln
why I don’t a .k him to the Court.”

« And you think he might not come. It is
nearly a year since he has been here.”

« Good God! You have not the slightest
perception. If Oliver comes here, he must see
Quekett; and you know they never meet with-
out a disturbance ot some sort: and in her
present state of feeling towards Irene I couldn’t
risk it. There is no knowing what she might
not say.”

«Then, what do you propese to do?”

« Pat off Oliver till Quekett goes to town. If
she were away, I should have no fear. Doesn't
she intend to pay her usual visit to Lady What's-
her-name this autumn ?

#I don't know — I am almost afraid she
doesn’t. I was speaking to her about it yester-
day; but she has not been herself at all lately
——she's quite—crotchety,” says Miss Mordaunt ;
a3 though crotchetiness were an entirely new
phase in Mrs. Quekett's character.

« Means to stay here on purpose, I suppose,
because she knows we want the house to oar-
selves. Isabella, I often wish I had taken Irene
abroad again. I question whether it would not
be worth my while to take up a residence there,
even now. She likes continental life, and I—
well, any life almoat would be preferable ta this,
I live in conustant dread af an explasion,”

« Wouldn’t it ”—~ocommenoes Misa l\m:wdsmn;zl

timidly— woulda't 1t bo better, Phullp—



