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“Why, what was that burning that I asked
you about 7"

“ Nothing but a dirty bit of paper, ma'am.
Yos, that was certainly just nothing but a bit of
rubbasly, left when the fire was kundled.”

A dirty bit of paper!” repeated Miss Aust-
wicke, in dismay ; for the very description was
50 just, it assured her that her fears were right,
“Woman! what have you doue?”?

Even as she spoke, she was vexed at having
shown she was so moved, and uttered her words
in such a tone,

# Indecd it was nothing, ma'am—nothing in
the world but a dirty it of paper.”

¢ Bank-notes ace notlung but dirty bits of
paper.”

¢ Dear me! i3 it a bank-note you have lost 7
gaid the woman, gazing out of her ronnd cyes in
blank astonishment, almost ludicrous.

“ No—no. There, go away. low very awk-
ward | how very—"'

The woman left the room, giad to cscape ; and
Nise Austwicke finished her sentence—

# Terribly perplexing — the most important
paper of all—lost—burnt! Was ever anything
80 strauge? If I was very superstitions—and
certainly, in this littlo matter-of-fact age, a litle
superstition is o sort of duty we owe 1o the past
—I should say tlat it was never meant that
Wilfred's bad marnage, and worse condncte—
poor fellow ! that I should say so, and he lying
dead a few paces off—1 should say it was a
proof that Providence never meant it should be
known.”

How readily we interpret Providence by our
own wishes)

CHAPTER ViI. WEHO INTERRUPTED THE JOURNEY ?

¢ Then into ber being stole
Sweetuess, and imbued the whole,
Avd jtluinned fuco aud soul.””
ALEXANDER SMITH.

On the Friday that followed that Sabbath
smmmons to Soutbampton, Miss Austtiche sat
in her own small drawing-room at the oid Hall,
after the funeml of her biotber, which had bueen
very private, merely attended by his Ja syer frum
Y.ondon, Mr. Webley, and Dr. Bissle, of Svuth-
ampton, Mr. Grifliths, the land steward, the two
oldest tenants of the Austwicke fiurms, aud the
servants, headed by Gubbins, who shicd the most
sincere tears that §ull on the coflin.  There weie
uo geutey very near the Chase, and Miss Honor
had kept at & due distance all the upstart pos-
comers of the neighbourhuod. Indeced, as her
father's old friends, in the course of naturg, hal
followed him to the grave, hicr brothers, buing
noo-resident, had made no intimacies, The
clergyman, s we have seen, did not preach Miss
Austwicke’s ethics, so that the scclusion of the
Hall was not likely to be much brokhou by visit-
ors, Its lady, for the time being, was lett alone
in her dignity to bemoan the dead, and to pre-
pare for the fulfilment of the promise that she
began to consider had been exturted frum hier by
surprise.  Miss Austwicke, ncvertheless, required
to stand well with hersedf, she could nut fice
the thought of the long, luncly winter tughts,
and her dying brother’s moauing voice in lur
cars, ¢ My children,” and thanking lier in death
gasps for Fer prowise to succour them, and sce
them righted ¢ Cowardly and base1™yes, thyse
were the condemnatory words lie had uttered.
Sbe shut them up as resolutely in the unvisited
depths of ber mind as possible, but they vibraed
at times, and pained her. The only way to
gilence them completely wonld be to make a
journey iu scarch of these orphans; learnall that
was to be known of them and their surrouudings,
and of thrir mother — that terrible ruck o
offence; and then to see what was to be done as
to acquainting the rest of the family with the
facts.

Captain Austwicke had left no will. It was
evident that ie had not thought his illucss so
dangerous, and that he had purposed going on
without delay to Scotland, for bLis principal lug-
gage, as Miss Austwicke learned, was directed to
the carc of Mr. Webley, of Lincoln's Inn Square,
the family lawyer, and ono portmanteau alone
was packed and directed to Glasgow.

Before Mr. Webley left the Clhase the evening

of the funeral, he had an interview wwith Miss
Austwicke.

“I fear, madam,” said the lawyer, «if the
family—that i3, Mr. Do Lacy Austwicke, who is
the heir-at-law, or your brother, Mr, DBasil—
should have had any expectations as to the
eaptain’s property, they will nut be realised,
His Lfe was jusured for two thousand puinds,
but money has been raised on the policy, nud 1
thiuk the other liabilities will searcely be covered
by the effects  However, my dear madawm, 1
need n rouble you with these details. 1 merely
thought it right to name the matter befure lean-
ing I shall write to Zurich to Mr. Busil Aust-
wicke to-morrow; letters until the 11th Qctober
will reach him there.”

“ He returns about the 28th,” said Miss Aust-
wicke, in # fuint voice. She was thivking for
the moment whether it would not be better to
take the old lnwyer into her confidence. A single
sentence would have opened the matter : she
need only have said, @ De Lacy Austwicke is not
wy Urother's heir ;" but shio shruuk frum the
avowal, and the opportunily passed. The thought
that there was nothing to iubietit, that De Lacy
would be no gainer, southed her.  After the in-
terchange of a fuw courteous generahities, the
lawyer departed on his way to town,

The next morning Martin was not a little
amazed at hearing the unlovked-fur intelligence
that her mistress intended travelling wto the
North,

In her Lof iest manner, tu the hope of chiecking
the torrent of inguiries on Martin's part, she gave
her directions ; and that functionary, having
served Miss Ionor from her childhood—mistress
and maid growing old together—bLiad a very
great affection for her; so that, when the lady
said, # I am doubtful, Martin, whether 1 had not
better leave you here, and take Betsy Comlit,
who has travelied, she told we, in her last place,
and who certainly hnows also how to be quiet
and unobtrusive,” Marun understoud an implied
censure in those last words, and kouchling those
resisiice eyes—that certaunly were Like Cormsh
wrusilers in Standing their ground—sae sobbed
out, * Try me, Mis Honor. Me not know aud
nut able! Why, if yuu please to remember, you
was goud enough to spare me, and I was cent
once by Mrs. Basit to feteh Miss True home
fium Lord Dunoon's, at Glower U'er, and I
brought the dear clild—tue young lady least-
ways—and mysclf as cosy as kiltens m n rug
fly g through the har, home to Loudon. It
Butsy Cumfity as knuwanotlung that ever I could
see, but dung ‘airy hiad been it to go, and worth
trustuing, would Mrs. Bresil haveasked you, Miss
Honor, to spare me? Betsy ! Why her aunt have
said tines and again—that's Mrs. Comifit, I mean
—Marun,' she sayg, * she'syust now full of noth-
g but getung marned ; and all the wits she
cver had is at that Eastup Mill, a grinding with
Nat Nixon's corn.'”

“« Well, well, Martin ; too many words—too
many words, that's your fault, your great fault,”
saad Mixs  Austwiche, not ummpressed by the
fact, which she had overlooked, that Martin had
made the journey.

% 1 humbly ask pardon, Miss Ionor ; it’s my
feclings can't stand more than flesh and blood-
And when 1 thunks of your going to bed, and
gottng up, and traveiling m outlandish parts,
where the wouds and waysis dreqdful, naked feet
and oatmeal iy g abont everywhere, and no one
that cver saw tie hke of it with you, it so flus-
tered me, I couldw't but up and speak. Butof
it silence you wabt, sce:f I won't be as mum
as——"

Now it happened that on Miss Av twicke's
wantleshelf there was a vase, with adevice more
quaint than elegant, common ¢noughat Winches-
ter + an vdd figare in Livery, with a swine's face,
ass’s cars, and deer’s feet, called « The Faithful
Servant”  This picce of aucient honour haa for-
med the text of many homlies which Miss Aust-
wicke Liad gaven to her houscliold, how seivants
should be swift of foot and slow of speech 3 and
Martin, to show that the lesson had not been
Yost, put hicr finger on bier lip,and stretching her
other band out like an car at onc side of her
head, nodded to the symbol, and made a low
curtsey.

There was something at ounce ludicrons and
appealing in the gesture, and Miss Austwicke
who was pretty certain that no ono but Martin
would care 8o for her comfort, was eontent, after
a few more cautions, to give consent for her
faithful waiting.woman to share her journcy.

If any cunwsmity a3 to tho purpose of this un-
wonted and great underinking did enter into
Martiu's mind, she was careful to canceal it 5 and
whatever pught be her own infirmities of that
hind, she was Cuthful enongh not to encourage
or satisfy tuo inyuiries of others.  She merely
supplemented Mi=s Austwicke's unno..ncement of
ajourney to Gubbims and the rest of the house-
botd with the Lrief ex) tanation, “ Mistress wants
a change ; I hope shell go ona tower, When
any one's sperits i3 luw—Ileastways, aony oue of
the quality —it's the best way to vaise ‘em,”

However, Miss Austwicke was not destined to
try the process her woman recommended, for
even while she was speaking, the sound of
wheels on the drive that led to the east porch
were suedible ; and the lond clangour of the door-
bell, at that late hour, cansed i commntion in the
quict honseliold,  As quichly as Jus age permit-
ted, Gublans answered the summons, and Martin
enscotteed herself m a recess of the Hall, behind
a statue of some wemorable Austwicke, from
whenee she could see the arrival.

“ Don't be seared, Gubbins, and dow’t Jet my
auat be foghtencd,” sandasweet, winning coice;
and a little sprite, about the height of a child of
ten years, came teippmg into the Hall, followed
by a female compamon or attendant,

% Why, Mi33 Gertrade, can it be you?? said
Martin, rushing forward in cager surprise.

“ Bless my eyes alive, it's missy !” said old
Gubbins.

“ Al Miss Morris, itisasI thought ¢ the letter
has not arrived,” saud the bright little creature—~
for she was indeed an elfin-lovking visitor—ad.
diessing her companion in a tune of vexation,
She tonk off her crape-trimmed bat as if it had
wearied her, and o quantity of shiving fair hai
fell in soft waves, lihe a veil, round her lithe
little form. Was she & child?  Not nearly so
young as her stature indicated, that could be
seen at o glanee ; fur the little face had an air of
intetligence and command, and the delicate fea-
tures were, in their fine tracery, past the fiest
dimples of childhwod.  Indeed, as she shook back
her rippling lair, and, speaking to Martin,
asked, ¢ How i3 my aunt? I hear she hag bad
great tronble Iately,” she glanced down at her
black dress with an air and mauner that were
womanly, adding, * You must announce me carc-
fully, Martin ; 1should be sorry to alurm her”

“ Qur coming,” said Miss Morris, speaking to
Martin in an explanatory tome, as the scrvants
ushered them into the nearest parlour—t our
coming was n case of necessity.,”

# We will explain all that to oy aunt,” inter-
posed the young lady.

In a very fuw winutes they were both conduct-
cd to that lady’s dressing-room, where her port~
mantean was lying open and half packed.

« Why, whatever, Gertrude, has brought you ?
Il do you do, Miss Morris?” said Miss Aust-
wicke.

WL, aung, evil has brought us—though, 1
think, it's agoud tome to come to Austwicke in
the autun, .d sce the dear old woods 1 their
splendour.”

« Jt's soun explained, Miss Austwicke,” replied
Miss Morris. @ Gertrude has been visiting her
fricnds at Kensmgton, durmg the Michaelmas
liolidays, and the younger chldren at Pentreal
Lodge foll 1l with seaslet fover,  Dr. Griesbach
said that it would not be night for Miss Gertrude
to return to school from Pentreal Lodge, and
that she shouuld not contivuc to stay there, so i
wrote last night to you, and Miss Webb sent mo
wath her.”

« And here we are, aunt, and the letter is still
on the way. Don't be afraid of me—I have
never been near the nursery at Pentreal Lodge.”
She came closc as she spoke, and rising; on tiptoc,
put up her mouth, with a pretty giclish gesture,
to be kissed.

Miss Austwicke kissed her forehead lovingly-
# My litlle True, you do not grow ; you are, I



