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CHAPTER V.

* Life's joy for us a mowment lingers.
And desth scems in the word farewell.”

I Trisp to get away on Saturday, thinking
that my friend would like to be quite alone
with the Dashwoods, but it was no use; Hugh
was determined that I should stay to the last.
8o 1 stayed, and 1 believe I was of some value
in engrossing the manufacturer's society, and
listening patiently to a good deal of talk
about trade unionism and the mauner in
which commercial England was digging her
own grave, while Hugh and Laum strolled
siide by side among the shady paths of the.
shiubberies, and on the broad sunny walk be-
side the moat, making 8 poor pretence of be-
ing intensely interested in the fish that
glanced to and fro under the dark, still wa-
ter, or in the showy groups of geraniums on
the sloping bank.

1 knew that they were happy——that it was
a haleyon Sabbath for Hugh Damer, though
he was forbidden to speak the words that
must have risen so often to his lips,

We went to the old church, just beyond the
gates of Churleigh Wood, in the morning ;
and Laura sat under the white marble tablet
that recorded the virtues of Huogh Damers
Jdead mother, while all avout and around us
were effigies of departed and heroic Damers,
who had worn sword or gown in the good
days that wers gone.

That peaceful Sunday came to a close at
Tast, and I thought at nightfall that there was
a look of sadowess, and even disappointment,
in Laura’s expressive face  Perhaps she had
expected something more from Hugh Damer
than those airy nothings, those graceful com-
pliments which had been his tribute to her
that day.

The Dashwoods left very carly next morn-
ing, aud I, who was to depart half sn hour
later, was present at their departure. [ sawa
sad. wistful look in Laura’s face as she wished
my friend good-bye.

+* There shall be no change in this place
that [ can help, Mr. Damer,” she said gently;
# be sure of that.”

“ You are an angel of kindness, Miss Dash-
weod, and I am almuost bappy that my old
home should pass into your hands”

“And yetit was & stange caprice to sell it)”
she said wonderingly.

++ A caprice—yes ) but you see it is the
nature of men to be fickle.”

“And I sopposé you are like the rest of
your species,” she answerad; witn a faint sigh.
# There are some family portraits, by the by,
that you will wish to keep,” of course,” she
added shyly.  They shall be sent to you
when you are settled.”

*#You are all goodness. I will ask for them
—when | am settled.”

* Come, Laum,” cried Mr. Dashwowd, i are
you going to keep Damer there for ever with
your chatter? Remember that I have an ap-
pointment at Dedham at two.  Good-bye,
Damer; be sure that this place will always
Le your home whenever you like to come to
it

A thousand thanks—good-bye, good-bye,
Miss Dashwood.”

Aund so those two parted, with not g0 mnuch
as a farewell pressure of the hands to betray
Hugh Damer's love.

“GGod bless ber? he said softly, after he
bad stood for some minutes, silently watching
the carriage as it drove along the broad road
that circled the gardens, and disappeared in
the avenue leading to the gates ; « God bless
her fair young face—she’s the sweetest girl
that ever I looked upon, and I think she could
have loved me, if 1 had been free to ask for
her love.”

“ Think she could have loved you!* 1
echoed indignantly, ¢ Why, I know that she
loves you, and ‘that you have almost broken
her-innocent heart by not speaking out like a
man. “1f you had only made a clean breast of
it yesterday, when you.and she were mean-
dering about the gardens, in an obvions state
of mutual spooniness, you: might have had
everything comfortably settled with old Dash-
wood this morningt - 7 o

“ No, Fred, it's impossible—I am a beggar.”

I bad no time to argue the casc just then.
The dog-cart way waiting to drive me to Don-
caster in time for the up-train; I begged Hugh
to come straight to me when he came to Lon-
don, which [ expected him to do speedily, to
make my quarters his home whenever he was
in town, and to trust me fully, in honour of
our friendship, which meéant nothing if it did
not mean a real confidence in eéach other. He
promised to do this, shook my hands heartily,
sud hurried me off to the dog-cart. My last
buckward ‘glance . showed me the tall figure
stunding slone upon the broad gravel path by
the moat,; in the beloved home which was hiy
no longer, - 0

He never-came to me; my  ‘anxious and
laborions inquiries about him resulted only in
the vaguest possible information. No one
either in London or at Churleigh Wood, could
give me any definite dccuunt of his wheres

abouts. - There was a general impression that
he had gone abroad, but no one could say
where. He had settled his affairs in & speedy
but - satisfactory manner, paid all his macing
debts in full, and some other creditors, made
a composition with others, and so on  Every
one spoke well of him and wished him well,
but no one could set my mind at ease as to his
fate,

1 remembered that wild taik of his about
making an casy end of all his dificulties with
a pistol, and for a Jong time T was haunted by
a dreadful fear. I watched the newspapers
for accounts of nameless suicides; I visited
dead-houses to look upon hapless creatures
found drowned, and unclaimed by the lving ;
I put myself in communication with the
police. Happily nothing came of all this,
and I began to hope that Hugh Damer had
indeed gone to seek his fortune in a newerand
wilder world.

CHAPTER VI.

“ And now those vivid hours are gone:
Like mine own life to me thon art,

\Where Past and Present, weund iu one.
Do mako 3 garland for the heart.”

Five years went by, and 1 had heand nothing
of Damer. Every autumn I had made a point
of spending a weck or a fortnight at the pretty
rustic village near the gates of Churleigh
Weood. Every year 1 fancied that I should
obtain some tidings of my friend, every year
I became more attached to the place. [ had
excellent lodgings in the pretty picturesque
abode of a farmer's widow, half cotiage, half
villa, and my annual visit had become quite
au institution.

I had grown very intimate with the Dash.
woods in the course of these yearly holidays,
and the manufacturer had given me tany
hospitable invitations to make Churlvigh my
hesd-quarters. This I did not care to do The
place was too closely associated with my lost
friend for it to seem natural to me as a home
without him. But it was impossible altoguther
to resist Mr Dashwood’s friendly advances,
and little by little I became a frequent visitor
at the noble old house. Laura was still un-
married ; no children’s voices yet awakened
the echoes of the sombre vak-panelled galle-
ries: Hugh's fancy picture of the fair young
mother sitting under the cedar with her habics
round her had not been realised. She was no
iess lavely than when T first beheld her as
Huxh Damer’s guest, but her beauty had a
pensive shadow upon it in these latter days, 1
fancied: and I woodered whether she still
cherished the memory of him who had onee
been master of Churleigh Wood., Her father
tald me that she had rejected many suitors,
and declined more thao one eligible alliance,

- It's rather hard upon me, you sev” Mr,
Dashwood said, plaintively, « for I am getting
old and shaky, aand I should like to sce my
little girl married to an honest man, and es-
tablished ina good position, before I go off
the hooks, Shetll have a gpood bhit of money
when I'ta gone, aml a young woman with
money is a fair mark for every adventurer”

1 think Misy Dashwood is too wise ta be-
come the prey of an adventurer,” 1 replied ;
 her pure mind would never mistake pinch-
beck for gold.”

“Yes, she is a good girl,” the father answer-
ed with a sigh: < but I shonld like to see her
1oarried.” ' ‘

#To a man of equal fortune to her own, [
suppose 77 I said, anxious to find out how
the land might have lain for my riend Damer,
had he made Miss Dashwood an offer,

“ Well, yes” the mansfacturer answered,
meditatively, Yon see, if 8 man is poor,it'a
difficult to get rid of the notion that he's more
or less of a fortune-hunter. - I should. like my
dnughter to mairy a man whose means placed
him beyéond that suspicion.”

“Ah!" I thought. Then there
have been no chance for Damer,”

would

When I went to Churleigh' Wood next
autumn there was no cheery, loud-voiced hoat
to bid me welcome,  George Dashwood lay in
a newly-built vault, near the resting-place of
the Damers, and & handsome monument in
the old charch bore the record of Lis homely
virtites,
carried off suddenly, in full healthand vigour,
a8 it seemed. by a stroke of apoplexy,

Migs Dashwood had been abromd for the
greater part of the time since her fathers

death, the woman at the lodge told me; but

she was at Churleigh now, fondiy welcomed

Ly the poor of the district, to whom she had .

ever been’a generous friend,  S$he was more
devoted to them, even, than of oldl; the woman
told me, secing no company, and giving the

best part.of her life to works of charity and-

benevolence. : .

1 called upon her on the day after my arrival,
and found her calm and screncly lovely in her
sombre mourning robes.  She had » widowed
‘aunt living with her, a sister of Mr. Dash-
“wood's, a homely matron, who had been a
small farmer’s wife, and whose existence had
been: spent in the quict atmosphere of w rural
homestead, an honest, kindly soul, who spoke
4 broad Yorkshire patair that wag almont like
a foreign language to me, and to whom Laura
seemned warmly attached :

We talked much of her dead father, and my

He had been dead nearly a year,

cailent, for T knew that whe w

heatty praises of him seemed to tonch Miss
Dashwood keenly.

s You will dine with us before you leave the
vitlage, T hope, Mr. Norris,” she said, when ]
was king my departure. We are only twoe
solitary woinen, and cannot offer you a very
lively uvvening, but'l know you are fond of
the old house” _ .

I aceepted the invitation, and dmcd‘ ‘nt—
Churletgh on  the following evening. Ihe
curate of the old church, o rather insipid young
man, with ritaslistic proclivities; had been
asked to meet me. We were ®overy giret
party of four, but there was no dulluess for
me in thut tmnquil evening, There was a
tender charm - in Laurs  Dashwool's society
which T had never found in that of any other
woman, and the refinement of all her sur-
roundings scemed more marked now that her
father's somewhat bewrgeorss figure was missing
from the picture.

W dined in the cedar parleur, and adjourn-
od for our dessert to the library—a noble old
room of octagonal shape, large and lofty, with
four wide, high windows, opening upon a
flower-gurden, which had slways been aacred
ta the chatelaines ot Churleigh, It was a
sultry evening, and the four windows were all
epen’; the little lawn beyond them steeped in
a tender silvery moonlight, the semicircle of
trees that shut us in from the enter world
rising dark aod high against a clondless
heaven.

{in such an evening ove has a natural aver-
stan to artificial light, so, by generad desire,
there was only one lnmp Hebted in the Hbmry,
a moderntor, with a large opaque globy, and n
dark green velvet shede, which stood on an
oaken table in a remote corner of the room,

Miss Dashwood officiated by-and-bye with
her owo fair hands at a pretty little oval tea-
table by one of the open windows, and we
drank our {ragzrant omnge pekoe tlavonred
beverage ont of old cgg-shicll ching tea-cups
without handies, in a very homiclike aud
fricnidly fashion. After tea Mrs, Palland, the
farmer's widow, retired to a shady  corner,
where, T think, #he indulged in a placid stum-
ber; while the cumte withdrew to the Inmp-
lit table, and nmused himself turniog over a
pottiolio of photographs, collected by Laur
during her late travels,

Miss Dashwood and ] were thus left nlone
at our open window. She wax xeated in a
meditative attitude, fooking dreamily out at the
moonlit lawn, and for same time I conld see
that she baore her part in cur conversation ina
hatf mechanical manuer, and that her thoaghts
wers very far away.  This became so obvious
to me after s litthe while that 1eft off talking
altogether at last ; and we #at in silense, both
of us looking out at that trunguil ganden, g0
fair in the solemn hush of the warm September
night

# Do you know what anniversary this is
she asked me, by-and-bye, in & sudden way
that almost startled me,

& An anniversary 77

4 Yes, the fifteenth—the date of the 8t,
Legor which we saw raun with your friend, Mr.
Damer,  You—yon have pot heard of him
lately, I suppose?” she asked timidly. |
doubt whether, in the broad light of day, she
woinld have found courage to ask e that
question.  Certainly she had never aske! it
g0 directly before.

“ I have had no tidings whatever of or from
him, in all the five years that have gone by
since that day. v '

* Do you think he is dead 7 she asked, her
voice trembling nlittle,

¢ Well, no; T ean't bring myaedf to beliove
that.  You know the proverh nhout bad pewa,
I think if anything had happensd to cut short
hig career 1 should have bieard of it somchow,
I know he had almost’ madi up his mind to
emigrate—try his luck in the eoloniva—and
80 on” )

‘O F fear he was quite ruined when he xold
papa this place.”

“ Yer, it was all over with him when he
brought his mind to thes cacrifice™

“And 1. theught him hinrd-hearted
parting with his birthplacs,
was”

b Indeed, Mirs Dashiwood, T do not b
lieve you were disposed to b ungencronk to
him.” ’

“ Ungenerous! - No o
found me ungenerous,
trogted mie”

for
How nnjust |

5 heswould not have
1 e wonld only have

Her tone wad ungpeakably teoder ax she’

prononnced those few last wordsa,

“Fhere wag nooone more anxious than 1
that hie shonld trust you," | raid, ¢ for I knew
haw dearly hitoved you! '

“Loved me!  And you knew that 7

4 Yeso T know that hie loved you with sl
his heart and goul, | But he win &'m,pmud to
offer himself to yon in his beggary #

She made no remark upon this, “I. too, war
au thinking 3
friend ; knew, as I had known from l:.l':»‘f‘)::‘)
that she loved him. o T

Presently—with a sudd:niness that “stargled
both of us—there come a khadow nthwart the
moonlight—the tall, gaunt Hg1ry of o man—a
figure which scemed at onee wtrnngs wnd yet
familiar to me; and the sight of which st my
heart throbbing violently

X"[c came across the moonlit lawn, sud steord
facing the window where wi sut, Laurs Daslhi-

" wood rose to hqrr feet, looking at him intently

very pale in the moonlight, ‘

#“Good evening, Misa Dashwood,” hy giq
in"a low voice, and ‘with that quict ease of
manner which some men wonld CRaITy with
them {o the pillory or.the block. 3 Ix {lere
any welcomeat Churleigh Wood for & wandeer
and an onteast 7"

“ My, Damer 7" she cried, and 1 could Ly
the mpture in the fiint yet eager ery '

f Hugh, dear old Hugh 1 ’

1 hud clagped hisz hands in mine. How (hiy
and wasted the onee muscnlnr Angers felt gy |
grasped them!

#Why, what I this, dear boy, you are ax
pale as a ghost 27 1 exclained, a8 Hugh Damer
dropped heavily into o chalr,

“ 1 have been very il on the passage howe
—intermittent fever or something of (hyt
kind—there was no doctor oun board: ship, tayy
the skipper physicked e in s rough and ready
fashion of his own, and »t one time he Enve
little hope that I should ever see the old
country again.  However 1 pulled throug)
somehow. 1 have rather a stroug will, vy
kuow, Fred, and T grappled with grim deag,
haud to hand. | wanied o o come Lome ™

4 After five years, Hugh " 1 rald. ¢ Wiy 0
in all thowe five years ’

“1 had n purpose to accomplish, and |
waited till it was accomplished.  When (e
was done the home slekness grow upon me
Jike a kind of madness. | overworked sy
self, perhaps, o' little townnds the cod of gy
exitle; T was so eager to return, to Jeck u;m;;
Chuarleigh Wood onee more. But T had not
beet on board the vessel three days befone |
was struck dewn by this wresched fover; and
till within a weck of our landing 1 was not
abile to drag myself on deck. Weonly reached
Liverpaol this afterncon, and J have prosstied
Acrosy vountry né fast as the mtlwayr weuld
let me, wasting mosat wearfsome intervals at
ont-ofthe-way junctions, and altogethor cp.
during a prolenged trial of human paticnen,
Thank God, I sm here at Jast? Miss Dash.
woile—Liura—there was something 1 wonld
have given the world to say to yor on that
tast happy Sunday wo spent in this hotse—
something @ dared not tell yon then, T have
corme from the other slde of the world to ay
it now "’ ’

When this seeret was told I know not @ but
I know that we finlshed the evening
pleasantly, weak as Hogh Damner still
He went home ta share my lodgings with me,
and wy landlady and | nursed bim betweon
us, a1l made a strang man of him jn a very
short thme.  This being done, I wax faly to
retitn to the sy world, and lave w2
friend in possession of my quarters, )

Two months afterwards, in the grey, misty
November, thepe waz & quict wedding in the
old church amongst the sffigies of departd
Damers, and  the  fair voung mistress of
Chutleigh Wod ook the name of it old
mAKters,

= Well, darting,” Hugh said to his bride, 4
they steod i the old Gothie poreh, waiting
for the carringe. that was to convey them i
the first stage of their hoteymoon jonrtey,
.1 supposs yon think you have marricd «
panpee ¥

Y1 know that 1 have married the only man
Fever Joved, Hugh,” she answored ju bt dow
tender voice, ¢ mmd that ix all I have vver
thought of ”

*Then 1 am happy to tell you that he ix
alao wue of the richest men in Sydney, my
pet,” Hugh answeridd| smiling down upon the
fair face, ¢ 1 went away to redeem my for-
tone and return te you, Lana, or to toannin
away fur rver.  There wers no half mreasures
for me, 1 was a speculator, and a desporate
one—{fuc my caxe wna  despernte—biot an
honest one always, dear, nud fortune faves
me. L used to faucy that your influenee pro-
tectind and wnecoured me, There geetneed 2
kind of magic in my suceess; and the day
came at lnit when' I won the great prize and
was master of & fortune that 1 might faicly axk
you to share,  Only it was plensant for me te
defor tellng you this 81 you had taken me
for butter, {or worse, xweet one, and to know
thit you wonld have taken me penniless”

What meed 1 otell after this?  When the
happy sound of wedding bells rings out npen
the air, one van genernlly gnesa the vl of
the story; although there are- those wha o
come to grief, and ruin worse than death, sfter
martinge, o ,

Thore two of whom 7 have written. were
very happy ; no cloud cnme athwart their sun-
shine; and T have ween Launra gitting under
the big cedar, with her children round ber,
and Hugh Damer lying at her feet among hix
babies—not  a lonely exile, wandering far
nway; broken-liearied, ne he had fancied hin-
self doomed to wander when he made the
pleture : L }

Churleigh openg its hospitable door to me
every nutumn,  ‘The old makter of ‘the Glen-
down Hunt has gone to that quiet rest from
which even the deepmonthed voices of hig
favonrites afe not loud ¢nough to-waken him,
and: Hugh hing Veen elentec , by thé popular
volce of the neighbourhood, into that honour-
able position. " He hunts aboui six times s
week 5 given hunting brenkfanta that are ban-
quets of an alimont gargantuan chnracter, and
I'go down for a run with him now and then,
with my portmantesu stulfed full of briefs—

¥ary
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