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“1 hope you are not annoyed at the disrespect.
ful manner in which I spoke of your exceedingly
pretty little prayer-book,” says Muiraven,
breaking the ice for her.

«]It is mnot mine,” she answers briefly; «1it
belonged to Tommy's mother. I am keeping it
for him.”

‘“Indeed | that makes it interesting.
long since she died?”

« Nearly a twelvemonth. I have several of
her little possessions — a photograph amongst
the number.”

“ What, of—of—the child’s father ? ”

« I oonclude so.”

#You must take great ocare of it. It may
prove of the utmost use some day in tracing his
parentage.” :

« 8o I think. His poor mother had been so
utterly deserted that the only olue she could
give me was the name (which she had dis-
covered 1o be false) by which the man who
betrayed her ealled himself. I wonder, if I ever
meet that man or discover his identity, whether
I should be bound to give np the child to him,
What is your opinion, Lord Muiraven?”

“You set me rather a difficult task, Mrs,
Mordaunt. It so entirely depends upon whether
the father will be anxious to assume bis guardian-
ship or not. He could claim the boy, of course,
if he could prove his right to do so; but the
greater probability is, that he would deny the
relationship. Had he bad any intention of
acting the part ofa parent to his child, he
would never have abandoned the mother.”

« You think so—it is your real opinion ? ’’ she
demands eagerly.

«] think every one must think so. Poor little
Tommy is most fortunate to have fallen into
Yyour hands. You may depend upon {t, you will
never be troubled by a gratuitous application
for him.”

« How hard-hearted some men are!” she
sighs,

«They are brutes!’ replies her companion
determinately; and Irene is more puzzled than
before.

« Lord Muiraven » she ocommences
again.

«I am all attention, Mrs. Mordaunt.”

«If 1 were to arrive accldentally, at the
knowledge of who is the child’s father, and
found he was not aware of the fact of his
existence, ought I to make it known to him ? ”’

¢ Certainly 1"

« You are sure ?"”

“ Quite sure !—unless you wish to injure both
parent and child. However kind and good you
may be to him, no one can care for a boy, or
advance his interests in life, as a father can:
and life, under the most favorable circamstances
will be a serious thing for poor little Tommy.
If you are to keep him, I am sorry he is not &
girl, I am afraid you will find him trouble-
soms by-and-by.”

1 have no fear of that—only of his being
taken away from me. 8till—if you consider it
would be right———"

% Do youn know who his father is, then?”

«I think I do; but, please, don’t mention it
again : it is quite a secret.”

¢« Well, if I were in that man’s place I should
think that you were wronging me: but it isa
matter of opinion. Tommy’s father may —
and probably will—be only too glad to leave him
in your hands.”

¢+ But 1f it were you ?”

«1fit were me, I should preter to look after
my own child: I should not feel justified in
delegating the duty to another. I should con-
sider it the only reparation that lay in my
pPower t0 make bim ; and any one who deprived
me of it, would rob me of the means of exhlbit.
ing my penitence.” .

This burst of eloquence decides her. Sorely
a8 gshe will mourn his loss, she dares not keep
Tommy’s parentage a secret any longer. If he
belongs to Lord Muiraven, to Lord Muiraven he
must go. But she hardly dares to think what
Fen Court will look like when both of them are
lost to view again.

« How you have been erying ! ” remarks her
husband the next day, as she issues from her
l:lomiug-room, and unexpectedly confronts

m.

¢ It is no matter,” she answers evasively as
she tries to pass him to go upstairs. She is
Vexed he has commented on her appearance,
for the housekeeper is standing in the hall at
the same time.

« Bat it does signify,” he continues pertina-
‘:ll:msly. « What is the reason of it? Are you

? ”»

“ Not in the least; but I have been turning
Over old letters and papers this morning — and
it is never a pleasant task to undertake. I
shall be all right again by luncheon time.” And
8he escapes to the shelter of her bedroom.

“Lor, Colonel ! how inconsiderate you are,
Questioning Madam about the whys and where-
Iores of everything 1” ejaculates Mrs, Quekett.

. “Asif a lady oould turn over her stock of
treasures—her little tokens and bits of hair
&nq old love-letters, without bringing the tears

her eyes. You've no knowledge at all of
Women, Colonel, and it seems to me you've
Quite forgotten you ever were young yourself-”

“ But to see her eyes 8o red a8 that!” ex.
claims Colonel Mordaunt.

‘“Bless you! do you think when you marry
& woman, you walk atonoce into all her troubles
8ud gecrets, past, and present, and to come?

lonel, you’ve the least disorimination of any
Man I ever knew. She might just as well ex-
Pect you to turn out the bundle of your past

‘e—and there’d be a pretty kettle of fish if
you did—that I kuow !”

“You have the most extraordinary habit,

Is it

Quekett, of talking of one’s private affairsin
public places. I wish yow'd remember where
you are.”

« Very well, Colonel; that's a hint for me to
go. But I couldn’t help putting in a word for
Mrs., Mordaunt. You mustn’'t expect too much
of ber. She's yours— be content with that.
Wiser men than you have found it best, before
now, to keep their eyes half shut.”” And with
that, Mrs. Quekett, picking up a thread here
and a scrap of paper there, disappears quite
naturally into the mornlng-room. Irene, mean-
while, is bathing her eyes in cold water. She
has really been only occupied in turning over
old papers—the papers that concern Tommy—
and trying to write a letter to Lord Muiraven
on the subject, which shall tell all she wishes
him to know, in language not to plain. But
she has found the task more difficult tha she
anticipated; ugly things look so much more
ugly when they are written down in black and
white. Bhe has made flve or six attempts, and
they are all in the waste-paper basket. As she
comes downstairs to luncheon, looking quite
herself again, and passes through the morning-
room, her eyes oatch sight of these same frag-
mentary records lying lightly one upon the
other, and she thinks how foolish it was of her
to leave them for any one to read who passed
that way, The gong is sounding in the hall, and
the gentlemen’s voices are heard from the
dining-room; so she gathers the torn sheets of
paper hastily together, and thrusting them into
a drawer of her davenport, turns the key upon
them until she shall have an opportunity of
destroylng them more thoroughly. But she
cannot imagine what makes her husband so
silent and constrained, during lunch that day—
and concludes something must be going wrong
with the farm, and trusts Philip i8 not going to
break through his general rule of keeping out-
door worrles for out-door consideration; or that
Philip is not golng to develop a new talent for
induiging in the sulks — which appears to be
the likeliest solution of the change at present.
» L] » L] o« * - » - .

The next day is the one fixed for Lord Muir.
aven's departure, and the Colonel no longer
presses him to stay.

As breakfastis concluded and the carriage is
crdered round to convey him and his portman.
teau to the station, Irene remembers her at-
tempted letter of the day before, and feels sorry
that it proved a failure. She foresees a greater
difficulty in writing to him through the post,
and does not even know where to address him.
Colonel Mordaunt has fidgeted off to the stables
to worry the grooms into harnessing the horses
at least ten minutes before the time that they
were ordered to be ready ; and (except for Tom.
my, who interrupts the conversation at every
second word) she is left alone with their guest.

« Do you know,"” she commences timidly, #1
wanted to speak to you, Lord Muiraven, before
you went—that is to say, I have something ra.
ther particular to tell you.”

« Have you? Ob, tell it now ! " he exclaims
eagerly, his bopes rising at the idea that she
has plucked up courage to allude to the past.

«I could not—it would take too much time;
besides, it 18 & subject on which I would much
rather write to you.”

« Will you write to me ?”

+ I did write yesterday — only I tore up the
letter.”

“ What a shame ! Whatever it was, why did
you not let me have it?

«1 could not satisfy myself : it was too hard
atask. Only—should I be able to do so-—-where
may I address to you?”

«#Tothe St. James's Club, or Berwick Qustle.
My letters will always be forwarded from either
pmn

«“Forwarded! Are you not going to London,
then 7"

¢“Only for & day or two. Ileave England
next week for India.”

¢ India ! Whsat should take you there?”

¢ Hopelessneas, Irene{”

¢« Hush!”

«“Mamma, why did gentleman call you Reny 1
interposes Tommy from the folds of her dress.
¢ Forgive me,” he murmurs, «I am very
careless, What takes me to India, Mrs. Mor-
daunt, is idleness and love of change. Last au-
tum Ispent in the United States; this I hope
to do pig-stioking in Bengal ; and the next will
probably ind me in Tasmania. What wonld
you have me do? I am independent, restless and
in need of excitement ; and there is nothing to
keep me at home.”

s Your father, Lord Mulraven! ”

s My father knows that I am never so little
discontented as when I am travslling, and so he
consents to it. And he has my brother. AndlI
have-—no one.”

¢« But India ! such an unhealthy climate, I
thought nobody went there for cholce.”

“« On the contrary, to go there for choloe is the
only way to enjoy the country. I can return
whenever I like, you know. And as to the clim-
ate, it cannot be worse than that of New York,
where the hot weather sweeps off its sixty head
a day.”

st And you will return—when?”

#In about six months, I hope, that {s when
the hot season recommences. I do not goalone.
A cousin of my own, and a very jolly fellow of
the name of Stratford, go with me. I shall come
back so brown, you won't know me. What
shall I bring you home from India, Tommy. A
big elephant ?”

#Yes, yes! bring a lum-a-lam. Mamma,
gentleman golng to bring Tommy a big large
lum-a.lam "

“ And you will really be away slx months,”

~.

~

she says dreamily. She is thinking that here
is & respite from divulging the secret of her
adopted child’s parentage, for if Lord Mulraven’s
arrangements for leaving the country are all
completed, he would hardly - thank her for
thrusting so onerous a change upon him as the
guardianship of a little child on the very qve of
his departure. But he misinterprets the sub-
dued and dreamy tone; he readsin 1L, or thinks
he reads, a tender regret for his contemplated
absence, and is ready to relinquish every plan
which he has made upon the spot.

« T thought of being so, Mrs. Mordaunt,” he
replies quickly, « butifthere were any chance—
any hope—if I believed that any one here—oh!
you know what I mean 80 much better than I
can express it ; it you wish me not to go, Irens,
say the word, and I will remain in England for
ever.”

« Gentleman say Reny again,” remarks Tom.
my as he pulls his adopted mother’s skirts and
looks up in her face for an explanation of the
novelty.

« Bother that child !” exclaims Muiraven
angrily,

¢ Be quiet, Tommy ! Go and play,” replies
Irene. ¢ Lord Muiraven, you quite mistake my
meaning. I think itis & very good thing for
you to go about and travel ; and am glad that
you should be able to enjoy yourself. I wasonly
thinking of—my letter.”

« 8end it me. Pray send it to my club, I
shall be there to-morrow ! ”

¢« I do not think I sghall, It was ouly about—
this child,” in a lower voice. * Doyouremem.
ber what you sald once about being a friend to
him if he lost me ?”

¢« Perfectly ; and I am ready to redeem my
word ! ”

« Should anything happen whilst you are ab.
sent, Lord Muiraven, will you take care of him
on your return ? The letter I spoke of — and
which will contain everything I know about his
parentage—I will leave behind me, sealed and
addressed to you. Will you promise me to ask
for {t, and to follow up any clue it may give you
as faithfully as may be in your power ?”

«1 promise. But why speak of your death,
unless you wish to torture me?”

« 18 1t 80 great a misfortune, then, to pass be-
yond all the trouble of this world, and be safely
landed on the other shore 1 ”

« For you—no !—but for myself—I am too sel.
fish to be able even to coutemplate such a con-
tingency with composure. If I thought it pro-
bable, or even possible, nothing should take me
from England ! You are not {11?”

« Not in theleast! I only spoke of death com-
ing to me as it might come to you, or any one.
I do not desire it. I am content to live, or —
or. ” :

Her volce breaks.

¢ Or—what ? For Heaven’s sake, speak!”

« ] was 80 before we met again!”

“Good God !’ he utters; « why did I not put
a bullet through my brains before I was mad
enough to come here?”

He walks up to the mantelpiece as though he
oould not bear to meet her gaze, and she
catches up the child and sets him on the em-
brasured window-still before her, and looks into
his eyes with her own brimming over with
tears.

Each has spoken to the other : the pent-up
cry of their burdened heart has broken forth at
length ; and they stand silent and ashamed and
overwhelmed in the presence of Nature. Tommy
i{s the first to recall them to a sense of their
equivocal position.

“ Mamma is crying,” he observes polntedly.
« Naughty gentleman,”

His shrill Hitle voloe attracts the attention of
Mrs, Quekett, who i8 loitering in the hall (a
favorite occupation of hers during that season of
the year when the sitting-room doors stand
open), and she immediately commences, noise.
lessly, to rearrange the pleces of old china that
ornament the shelves of a carved oak buffet out.
side the dinipg-room.

At the sound of the child’s words, Muiraven
quits his place, and advancing to Irene, takes
her hand.

« Forgive me,” he says earnestly, ¢ for all
tbat I have brought upon you. Say that ycu
forgive me !’

Mis, Quekett pricks up her ear iike a hunter
when the dogs glve tongue.

«You wrong me by the request,” Irene an.
swers. ] cannot think how I forgot myself so
far as to say what I did; but 1 trust you never
‘to take advantage of my words.”

« Except in letting their memory lighten my
existence, I never will. And I thank you so
much for permitting me to feel we have a mu-
tual interest in this child. I see that he is very
dear to you.”

+« He 18 indeed! I don't think any mother
could love a child more than 1 do him.”

« And you will let me love him too. He shall
be the link between us; the common ground
on which we may meet — the memory left, to
whichever goes first, of the affectlon of the
other, Henceforward Tommy shall have a fa-
ther as well as a mother.”

« I will be sure and leave the letter that I
spoke of,”

« And you will not write to me—not one line
to cheer me in any way.”

«1 must not ; and it would be impossible if I
could. When you return—perhaps——

«If you say that I shall return to-morrow.”

At this moment the oarriage-wheels are heard
grating on the gravel drive.

+ Here 18 the Colonel, Mrs, Mordaunt ! "

Irene startéi—fushes—and withdraws her
hand quickly from that of Lord Muiraven,

Mrs. Quekett, duster in hand, ia looking in at
the open door.

«The Colonel!” cries Muiraven, looking at
his watch to cover their confusion; ¢ how
time fiies ! it isnearly eleven. Well, good-bye,
Mrs. Mordaunt. I shall have shot a real Ben.
gal tiger before we meet again.”

«Tiger will eat you,” interpolates Tommy
sententiously.

¢, Oh, take care of yourself,” says Irene, with
quick alarm.

« I will—belleve me ! slnce you ask it ! How
big 1s the lum-a-lum to be, Tommy ? Tep feet
high?" .

« As tall as the house,” replies Tommy.

« Are your traps brought downstairs yet, Muir-
aven ?” demands Colonel Mordaunt, as he enters
the room. ¢ We haven’t much time to spare, it
youw’re to catch the one o’clock train. That fel-
low William is shirking his work again, Irene ;
I found the grey filly with her roller off. Ide.
clare there’s no getting one’s servants to do
anything unless one is constantly at their
heels.”

«“Look what gentleman given me !” says
Tommy, who has been occupied with Lord Muir-
aven at the window.

« Your watch and chain!” exclalms Irene.
«Qh, no, Lord Muiraven, indeed you must not.
Think how young the child is. You are too
generous,”

«Generous !” says the Colouel; # it's d—d
foolish, Muiraven, if you'll excuse my saying so.
The boy will never be in a position to use it,
and it will be smashed in an hour,”

« No! that itehall not be, Philip. I will take
care Lord Muiraven’s kindness is not abused —
only a toy would have been so much better.”

«Pray let him keep it, Mrs. Mordaunt. It
will be rather a relief to get rid of it. [ 80 much
prefer to wear dear old Bob’s, that was sent
home to me last autumn.”

«You certainly must have more watches than
you know what to do with,” grumbles the Co.
lonel. ¢ Put Lord Muiraven’s portmanteaus in
the carriage, James :(—wait & minate. Let me
speak to the coachman.”

Irene has taken the watch from the ohiid’s
hand, and is holding it in her own,

« It is 80 kind of you,” she murmurs.

«Not at all ; 1t 1s & pleasure to me. Keep it as
a pledge of what I have promised in respect of
him. And if I thought you sometimes wore it,
Irene, in remembrance of our friendship, it
would make me 80 happy.”

« I will,”

«Thanks — God bless you!” and with one
lcng look and pressure, he is gone.

* e . . . . . . . .

Irene takes an opportunity during the suc-
ceeding day to examine her behavior and its
motives very searchingly, but she thinks that,
on the whole, she has acted right. What could
Muiraven have done with a young child just as
he was starting for a place like India ? He could
not have taken Tommy with bhim ; he would
have been compelled to leave him in England
under the oare of strangers ; who, in the event
of his father dying abroad, would have had him
reared and educated without any reference to
herself. Yes! she belleves she has done what
is best for all parties. When Muiraven returns
she will tell him the truth, and let him doas he
thinks fit ; but until that event occurs, she shall
keep the child to herself, And as the blankness
of the knowledge of his departure returns upon
her every now and theun during that afternoon,
she catches up Tommy in her arms and smoth.
ors him with kisses, as she reflects with secret
joy that she has somaething of Muiraven le(t her
atill. How surprised she would be to compare
her present feelings with those with which she
first learned the news of the boy’s paternity.

The sin and shame of that past folly are not
less shocklag to her than they were; but the
sting has been withdrawn from them. Eric
loves her. He was not base and oruel and de-
celtful ; It was Fate that kept them separate ;
and on the strength of his own word, he is for-
given for everything — past, present, and to
come ! What is there Woman will not forgive to
the man she loves ?

Irene almost believes this afternoon, that 1f
she is but permitted to bring up Tommy to be
worthy of his father, so that when he is a man,
and Eric is still lonely and unmarried, she may
present them to each other and say, « Here is
& son to bless and comfort your old age,” she
will desire nothing more to make life happy.
Anud feeling more light-hearted and content than
she has done for many a day — although Mulr.
aven has put miles between them-—goes singing
about the garden in the evening, like a blithe-
some bird. Her caroling rather disturbs Colonel
Mordaunt, who (with his stady window open) is
busy with his farm accounts; and making
small way as It i8, with Mrs. Quekett standing
at his right hand, and putting in her oar at
every second figure.

« Not oats, Colonel; it was barley Clayton
brought in 1ast week ; and if an eye's anything
to go by, ten sacks short, as I'm a living wo-
man,”

« How can you tell, Quekett ?" replies the
Colonel fretfully; ¢« did you see them counted 1"

« Counted ! Is it my business to watloh your
stable-men do their work ?,’

« Of course not ; but I suppose Barnes was
there; he is generally sharp enough upon Clay-
wml’

«Well there 1t 18in the granary—easy enough
to look at 1t. It seems short enough measure
to me. Perhaps some has been taken sinoe it
was unloadad.”

« It's very unpleasant to have those doubts. I

hate suspeoting any one, especislly my own



