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CHAPTER XVILEL——untinusd.

< How did you get all this information ? or
rather how did your young friends learn so
much of this lady’s history ™

- Eva's mamma koew her in England when
shic was called Mrs, Mordaunt.  She was then
al actross, and it was at that time she mar-
ricd Me, Harrington, the old man who left her
su mtch money.”

= Maud ! who are you tatking about 77 ex-
clutmed Mrs. Castouell, putting dewn her
work and staring ot her daughier in nnusual
exeitement.

Maud loohed  surprised, and & sudden
thought  dashing  through  bher mind, she
asked -

* Was. not grandpapa’s name Harrington ?
I suppuse it was him she married, and ——"
W Mand, yvou are talking nonsense ! and
Mrs. Castonell resnmed her work, thinking

oIy of what she bad heard, and fearing that
ter danghter’s suspivion might be true, yvet
unwitling to let ssich a painful idea rest tn her
mind.

A small clivk ou the mantle-piece now
strick the hour of ten, and at the same mo-
ment ihe door-bell mng. Maud jumped up,

1t i~ papal and he will be snury to tind

e up S0 late ™ Ther, fondly kissing her
mother, she eetreated through one door as

Mr. Custoncl
other.

This little incident showed very plainly

thie nuture of Maud Castonell's feclings to-
wards her futher,
bid wed-night ; there was a very evident fear
of beirg met with angry words rather than a
fond civess, i she remained il his entrance,
Hix tmiper, naturally irritable, was soured by
the great disuppoiutment of his life, and he
was acenstemed on the slightest ocrasions to
vent his ill-humour on bis young daughter
and gentle wife, crushing afection in the
herartz of both, sud exeiting in its stead fear,
if net dislike. Alas for the happiness of that
domestic circl: where the father's preserce
brings no sunshine, wherte his step is heard
with drowd?
v- It was Wednesday vicht, and the Res. Mr,
Castonell bad been doing duty at St Mark's,
holding an evering servics there for 4 few
devont members of the congregation, The
majority never worshipped in God's House on
wunk days, one day in the seven being con-
sidered =suitivivnt fur that purpose.  After ser-
vice e had bevn called to visivadeath-bed, and
thiswili azconnt for bis returming so late from
hix parochial duties,

On entering bis humble home, tie: incum-
et of St Mark's ‘hung up his hat and coat
in the hall, and Jaid aside with them his win-
txterial deportment—his bland wauner, his
cguable temper being only for show, they
wery never exhibited in the domuestiv circle.

Tue sudiden retreat of his danghter had not
passed unnoticed.  His anick eye had caaght
a glimpere of the slight figure as it vanishoed,
and this apparent disregard of Lis wishes ex-
cited iz displeasure,

“ Why did Maud ait up a0 late ?" he asked
angrily, approaching his wife. ¢ 1 thought 1
had sufficient]y expressed my wishes on this
sebjrct.  Late hours are injurions to child-
ren.”

Y8he was g0 deeply engaged telling me
some news she heard at gchool about Mrs,
Grant Berkeley, that she quite forgot the
hour until the clock struck ten, just as you
rang.

“And what was the news? The tones
were genth:. Mr Castonell's displeasure was
quickly muerged in cnriosity—forgotten in the
sudden interest this name: awakened,

“ Have you any idea who this Mrs, Berkeley
is 2" asked Mre. Castonell, looking steadily
into her husband's face.  He had taken
Maud's cary chair on the other side of the
work-table.

“ No, although it has occurred to me that 1
have seen her before. 1as Mand learned any-
thing of her? ] must confess 1 feel some
curiosity abont this elegant-looking woman,
T always have admired grace and beauty,” Mr,
Castonell remarked with ussumed carelessness,
but Edith saw that the interest he felt was
greater than hie wished to acknowledge,

* Maud heard her first husband's name was
Mordaunt; that she has a son called Frank
Mordsaunt. Does that pame recall no one to
vour recollection 7 ‘

13y George, yesl vour former friend, Pau-
line Falkper. She married & person called
Mordaunt” and therc was & sudden snimation

made his appeamnuee at the

There was no lingering to

{ that the old admimtion and penchans had not

in Mr. Castonell’s manner and- a_ brightening
of -his still handsome face, which sent a
thrill of jealous feeling through the heart.of
Edith, E S . ’

* And now that nccounts tor the likeness to
some one which 1 perceived in Mrs, Grant
Berkeley ! but could not remember to whom,
The expression of her eyes haunted me as
Those vyes of hers are splendid,
Hashing like diamouds, yet with such a soft
expression when anything reaches her heart
and sties up the deep sympathicvs of her ma-
ture.”  And Mr. Castoncll, leaning his arm
on his wife's work-table, shaded his face with
his hand, nud gave himself up to the pleasant
thouglits which this unexpected information
called forth.

Then this charming strunger who had ovi-
dently fallen in love with hisx preaching, if
not with himself, was Pauline, the young girl
he had once so mnceh adisired and yet forsaken
for another.

That Pauline Falkuer loved him in those
bregone days he kuew very well, Could it be
that wow, when fate had thus unexpectedly
brought them into the same path in Hifeo she

Was anxious to renew their acquaintance?

quite died cut,  The idea was very flattering,
very gratifying to the vanity of Mr. CastoneH,
and he allowed it to occupy his thoughits, tor-
getful of the presence of his wife, who sat
there thinking, wo, but not so plensantly, !
while her weary fingers darned his welleworn
socks. At lenygth she Lroke the train of his
pleasani reflections by saving somewhat ab-
ruptly :

“ It seems that Mrs. Grant Berkeley has |
been marricd three times. She is living now
with her third hushand.”

There wasa slight sarcasm in Edith's tones
as she made this observation,

Mr. Castoneli removed his white hamd from
hiz fuce, and looked at his wife in surprise,
and she is yet so young!

 Three times!
about your nge. T think, although yon look
many years older”

“ Yes, Pauline and 1 are both thirty-five ;
we were cighteen when we were married,” re-
plicd Mrs. Castonell quictly, betraying neither
by voice nortook the pain which her hushand’s
unkind remark cuused her,

“And who was her sevond husband 27

s That was the strangest part of Maud's |
story.  She savs hiz name was Harringtan
that he was an old man whe left her the for-
tune she is now enjoving.”

Mr. Castonell was listening very attentivedy.
At the name of Harrington he started, and
Edith saw in his face the same iden which
had oceurred both to herself and Maud,

“ Haow very strange!” he exclaimed,
it really be your futher she married 77

“The thoughi did supgest itself to e,
Maud said he was an actress at the time of
her second marriage. Poverty perhaps com-

“an

pelled her toparey for o home, and 1 cannot
help thinking that the old man was my father
1 should liki to see this Mra. Grant Berkeloy”
Edith continued after a short pans-. - Al
though she is changed T any sure T wonld re- |
cognize Pauline Falkner©

“ You will have an opportunity of sceing
her in church next Sunday.  She has wken o
pew in St. Mark's.”

480 Maud told e, and 3 oam surprisod
a lady so fashionable would prefer 8t Mark's
to the Cathedral.”

“1am not at all sorprised,
admires pulpit elogquence”  There was i von-
scivus superiority in Mr. Castonell's tones, o
proud smily curving his Hp which revenlodd
the overweening vanity of the preacher

“Maud says Mrs, Grant Berkeley dresses
magniticently ; will she not seem out of place
among the plainly-dressed congregation of 8o
Mark's 7"

“ But if she chooses to worship with them
that is nobody’s business ; besides, her voming
to St Mark's will attrmet others in her set and
in that way our ehinreh will become fashion-
able.”

“And yon would like it?”

< 0f course 1 would! 1 feel that & mau of
my talent is out of place in my present sphiere,
The Cathedral pulpit is my proper place, The ;
congregation there begin to appreciate my
talents. The dean sent me an invitation to
preach again next Sunday.  Flattering, is it
not!" and Mr. Caswonell's fine cyes flashed
with the pride of intellect,

¢ But where rdid Pauline meet thizs Mr. Har-
rington?" he asked, suddenly resnming the
subject of such engrossing interest to him nad
Edith.

“In England. You know father went to
Europe after our marriage, and @M. that
period we lost sight of him altogether,” and
Mrx, Castonell righed ns she thought of his
eatrangement and of the little probability
there now waks they should ever again meet.,
She felt almost persunded that the Mr Mar-
rington Panline married was indeed  her
father,

“Where did Maud get all this informn-
tion 7"

“t At school, where all the gossip of the day
is discussed ; the girls repeat to ench other
what they hear at home" ’

“And what else did Maud gather? Did she
hear how much money the old man left her ?

Nodoubt siie

Cpirlish huppiness she then enjoyed !

Dwenld

fol vlompence the sermon was!
Cedidd not know the man he must appear a gaint,

(3rant Berkeley was a fortunate fellow to get

such a rich and beautiful wife,
Montreal will envy him,” '

“1f report spenks truly ho is not so mnuch
to be envied,” rose to Edith's lips, and the
wish to allude to the goussip Maud hinted at,
injurious te the chameter of Pauline, was
strong within her, but the uncharitable words
were not spoken, and nothing was sald which
might lower Mrs. Grant Berkeley in the esti-
mation of Mr. Castounell.

Many men in

CHAPTER XIX.
MRS, GRANT BERKELEY.

A priour pleasant autumuonl day.  [u Ca.
nada the Full is the tinest season-—the sun
nearing the meriding, clintbing axure depths
and gossamer clouds which might rival the
skies of laly; the streets alive with passers
to and fro in their holiday gorb, some richly
attired, others more  situply clad—all an-
swering to the call of the solemn church bells
—ringing om distinetly in the clear atmos-
phere, and hurrying to pay their homage to
the Most High on  this Sunday morning.
Through a suburban part of the city of Mon-
treal o handsorme  onreigge with praneing
steeds dashed rapidly along townrds St Mark's
Chureh,

It ouly occupant was n lady, richly and
clegantly dressed. Her benuty, as well a8 her
clegant equipayge, attracted many eves as the
carriage drew up before the entrance of the
vhurch, and nx she advanced up the aisle to
her pew she was followed by the sdmiring
gaze of the congregation.

In the incumbents pew were Mres, Castonell
and her daughter,  Anxiously had  Edith
watelivd for the appearance of this lady | and
now, instead of giving her usual attention to
the service, she allowed it to be attracted to-
wands the beautitul stranger. The mesmeric
influence of Mrs. Castonell’s exves attracted
hers, She looked towards her, und a pleased
[ook of recopnition iashed over the haondsome
face of Mrs, Grant Berkeley  She was then
Pauline Falkoer, 11 Edith had any doubts on

this subject they were now removed. What
painfnl remdnizcences did the sight of  this
former fricod bring to the mind of Edith:
What bitter waters in the fount of mwomoery
did she sur within her! How  handsome
Pauline looked! changied she certainly was,
seventeen vears mest eiffect that' bat Fdith
could not help acknowledging that she was |
even wore attractive now in her mntured
beauty and grace than when she lnst suw her, )
No doubt her stylish costume gave its own |
attraction to her appearanee,  That exquisite ;
Hitle bonnet—a perfeet gem of Freneh mils

i

t

linery—woubl make even a plain face look
wellt  And then Fadith loeked at her own une
fashivnable style of drezs, and she remembaered
thi: plain faded fwee hor glass had revenled
that morning as she made ber simple toilet
Then a very natural {eeling of regrat, nay of ;
something very like envy, stole into her heart,
and the painful thought—what a contrast her |
hnsband would see between theme—woulid nnt
Ve dizgmissed | bt kept recureing constantly
dizturking herdevotion as well ns ber peace |
Back throngh seventeen years of woedded sor- 3
row did memory carey the thonghts of Mrs,
Castonell to that winter night when Panline
and she fiest saw Mo Castoneli, What  vain
regret filled ber mind ' what yesroing for the

From |
the faee of Mes Grant Berkeley Edithe's eyes ©
wander to her husband., Was it be.
catse she fodtintuitivels that there was some
see ret athnity between them? How well he
~till Jooked T nnusually baudsome this morn-
ing  And bow he did preach? What a burst
To those who

but in the eyes of Edith, how fallen!  How
had the glory with which she had first invested
Lim in bygone days departed!  Adshe looked
ut him and listened, contrasting his public
character with his private, she writhed under
the painful thought that he was 0 hypocrite,
and, alas! her hushnnd—the father of hers
child!

When the service was finished, Mrs, Grant
Jerkeley walked slowly down the sisle anr
lingered near the charel door, until Mrs, Cns-
tonell joined her,

“You here in Montreal, Editbt and not
call to gew me!” she exclaimed, reproachfully,
bholding oot her hand with a great show of
affection. ‘

$ 1 was not awane You were 5 ihe city it !

is quite a surprise to meet you,”

‘CAn agreenble surprise, I hope, Edith,” rnd
Paaline looked anxionaly at her friend, donbt-
ful it seemed, of the nature of her fecling to-
wards her, ' ,

“ I am glad to mect you again, Pantine ; but |
why did you not come 1o see ne?  You must
huve known that if Mr. Custonell was in Mon-
trenl, I was there alko.”

# And su T did 5 but to be eandid, T thought
you woulbld not care to see me,  And now that
we Bave met, Edith, you mnst come home
with me and will have a talk ablout old
times. 1 have much to tell you,”

Mrs. Castonel] hesitated before accepting
this very cordial invitation, 1 do not like
vikiting on Sunday,” she said,

‘4 You do not enll spending the day with an
old friend, visiting. Do you forget how many
Sundeys . we have spent together, You have

weo

i withio.
fment into which thie eaptain of the wreekd

become very religlons, Kdith 3 thatls a neces-

‘ ST
Sary conscquencs, I suppose, of having marrie .
a clorgyman 2 and Pauline’s chiselled lipw o
wreathed with o sarcastic smile, e

" You forget, Pauling, that Mr, Byrke
n stranger to e, and ——"

«Oh, Grant . will not be in the why |
in England at present—went home on
ness.  So wo shall be all alone, nnd enn hyy,
o delightful (fte-d-téte. Come, Edith | et inll‘
the carringe, 1 renlly can take no refusa) » v

Edith’s curiosity to know more of Payljy,
history conquered her religiovs seruples ’
sides her natumdly grent anxiety to g
whether the Mrs. Harrington he

lﬂ)‘ ix

bie j5
busi.

3 b
0 find oy
P ofriend hag

warried, was her father, justiied her gy hey
uwn opinion. )
When Mr, Castonell left the vestry hie sy

his wife driving away from St. Mark’s, wiy,
Mrs. Grant Berkeley, and his belicf thag .
was Pauline Falkner was confirmed.

That evening he was o preach at Clirigg
Cliurch Cathedral.  Mrs Grant Berkeley Wi
there, accompanied by Mrs, Castonell, “After
the service he found both ladies Wwhiting f(:.,-
him at the entranee leading to the vegtry
The night was unplessant,—it wag raininy
heavily, sund Mrs. Grant said she would deiv,.
the Custonells home.

Her greeting of her old admirer was very
cordinl., He, too, showed consideralle plensur.
nt mecting her again,

“How is it that you did not remember iy
she asked, with a prety affectation of sy
ag they drove homeward, & Edith syva \".n;
did naot recognive mo, and 1 knew vou at O
the night 1 first saw you at the Cathediy

“ But did she el you also how your e
haunted me? T koew 1 had seen iU some.
where, T never ean remember faces or o al;.
ties,  Itis a natumal infirmity.  Nothinge ol
can exense my not knowing vou.” '

This was said fn Mr, Castonell’s  swontong
voice, and ns the Hebt of o lamp which o,
carrisge was passing, fell upon bis e, Pay.
line xaw that the expression of the dark vy .
fixed on her was very t-;nd.‘~r,-~m_mu~thimE i
the old passionate admirmtion fashed on b
Ol e Inory

CHAPTER
EVELEEN.
Wiy wmust now return to Hilda, whom w,

XX,

loft traversing the lunely poosage Beadine 1o

the apartment of eld FHveleen,  Oo renching
the doar she paused,—the sailor mieht o
there she thought ; but on peeping into the
roor she fonnd it was unoecupied. Crossing
the small hall ot which it opened sk ag.
promched an opposite door, atteacted by o Hghe
This she poresived was the npast-
!
vessel had Geen put. He was Iving on oa bed
at ane end,—there was 1o other pesass in
room.  Now, therefore, was the time te satisfy
her doubiy,

Crtinusly she entered, fearfnl of

Pdisturhing his repose, for by the regular and

qulet breathing she knew heowas sleeping e
denp aleep which suveecds exhaustion. T
dim light from a catulice burning on s inbke i
the coentre of tha room was ot suflicianut to
cnabile her todistinguish the features of tha
wan face Iving there so wotiontesds, Wil
noisaless tread she took it in her hand and
approached the bed, One look at that L.

Paand countenance, so vapressive of the s

ing he had endured, convineed Hilda that &)
had not been mistaken that Dudley Iny before
hor,—his welloremembersd features et hes
agonized-gnz-.  Like one petrified she stood
gazing at him.  The Yight of the candl cla.
ring on his face awoke bim saddenty. He
opened hiceyer wide inastonishment at see
ing the beautiful being over him. In that
look Hilda raw at first uncertainiy then re-
cognition.  Instantly she extingunished  the
light amd stole, trembling, from the oo,
closing the door noiselessly behind her, This
precaution was necessary, for jost at this mee
ment Eveleen was seen crossing the haldl, case

P rving o light and n sy lled with refresh-
s ments for the shipwrecked sailor, She uttered

an cxclamation of sitrprise at mecting he
young lady so unexpectediy.  Plueing her
hand upen her mouth to impose silence, Hibla
drew the nurse hurriedly into ber owni room,
then shutting aud lecking the door, she flung
herself distractedly into a chairand buarst intoe
a wild passion of tears, stifting her sobs, how-
ever, lest they might rench the ears of Dudie)
in the opposite room,

% Holy Biddy ! what ails ye, Miss Hilia ™"
exclaimed the wuree, gazing at her in pitying
surprise. @ Och, whist, alanna! it brakes me
ould heart to sce the tears pouring like rain

down your beauntiful choeeks.”

The wild hurst of weeping relieved Hildn's
angnish, pent up since the shipwreek, rome
hours before,  She wns koon calmer, and in
the urgency of the danger from discovery
which threatened her, she determined to make
n confidnnte of the faithful servant of her
family, on whom she knew she could depend.
Dudley had recognized her, . He would men-
tion the circumstunce of his having seen her
to Eveleen, therefore, it was necessary that
ahe should bo made acquninted with this be
forohand, so a8 Lo be on her guard when ques-
tioned—ns she would undoubtedly be—about
tho family to whose honsde he had been re-
moved, ‘ ‘

“ Eveleen, you loved my mother,” Hilda
began In low, aad accents,



