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10 THE CRITIO. ) .

A LOVERS TIFF.

¢¢ Really, Gwen, you are foo exacting !"

The spoaker was a tall, handsome man, of about soven-and-twonty. His
forehead was wrinkled, snd he pullod his moustache irritably as ho stood in
the pretty morning-room of Abbotahurst. .

he whom he addressed was a charmingly-pretty girl, soma five yoars his
jupior ; fair, with bright, heslthful complexion, and one of the sweetest
expressions ususlly ; but now the red lips wote half pouted, the gracoful
head -erected rather scornfully.

« My opinion is quite tho contrary. I think I am just in what I say.
Stil), do as you please ; I havo no right to dictate, of course. Only it isa
pity our minds should be so little in harmony.” .

She was in morning toilot, and alrcady had her hat on. Now, taking a
basket, which was on the table necar, she stopped into thogarden, and crossed
the velvety lawn to the carriage gates,

The young follow looked after hor, made a hslf stop to follow, but,
restraining the-impulse, flung himself into a chair) oxclaiming : .

«“ No! It s her fault this time. I'll not give in. Thero must bo a line
drawn somewhere. If she loves mo sho will see I am right. Sho must!”
Gwen had already. Half-way across the lawn she reflected : .

«Poor Paul! He is right. I am oxacting. What can such a trifle
mattor tome? I think verily I plaguo him because 1 know ho loves mo 80
wuch "

She fully oxpected ho would follow, and propared a smilo for his
reception. Then she was vexed at his nonappesranco. Then at tho gate
she paused. Should she go back to him 1

Oh, dear no ; that would be a far too great concession ; it was but a
Jover's tiff. So she beld hor head higher, though her heart was sore,
and passing into the road, went quickly towards the village.

Gwen was the only daugbter of Lady Ryall, a widow, and the Lady
‘Bountiful of Abbotshurst. She was hetrothed to her cousin, Captaia Paul,
and affairs had flowed very well until this tiff. On this morning sho had
intended him to carry hor basket, and leaving it at Damo Hodge's, who was
down with bronchitis, go with her for a ramble through the lovely hop-

dens.

B But this was all stopped. So Gwen detormined to act tho good
Samaritan in the village, and paid her first visit to her nurso, of whom sbho
had been lately somewhat neglectful.

Dame Wyett was buatling about 1n her cottsge, as neat as her simple
cotton dress, and ss bright, as her cloar apple-check, healthful face.

+¢ Desr, and is it you, Miss Gwen !” oxclaimed tho old woman. “ Why,
it’s just a weok sinco I've caught a glimpse of you. But you look bonnie!”

“ Yes," smiled Gwen, taking the chair the nurse dusted and placed. “I
fesr I hace been yather neglectful of my duties. Where is Maggio 1

¢ Ah, Miss Gwen, that's & bit of trouble I have. The laes basn’t

looked herself for the last few days;so when she said she’d just go to
‘Winstrop for a day or two, and see ber brother ani the children, I agreed,
mies. It would cheer hor up, you know.”

« So wy foster-sister really consented to loave you for so long,” laughed
Gwen ; * and—also Edward North §

* Yes, Miss'’ answered the nurso. * But ¢he's the greatest comfort,.l make out.
had on earth, bear,_dear! if anything hsppened to bor it would just kill
mo off straight, that it wonld. And tho girl loves mic, miss, just as fondly

\When I'm dead, toll Ned I novor Joved- anyono like him. Ask him to
pardon mo; and oh, wother dear { don’t—don't griove for mo ; only can 1
bo happy when I forgot. Hoaven forgive me, and bless you.
Your foolish, unhappy
Magaie”

Gwon rend, a chilling horror at her heart, her color gono, her comploxion
white to tho lipe, v -
Maggio, her protty, wayward, coquottish foster-sister, the belle of the
village, nad quarrelled with bor rdal true love, and, in despair, ovidently
conlomplated taking her life, so young, and, until now, so bright and gay.

The girl rose from hor chair. What was to bo done? If not too lats,
Maggie must bo saved. What could Gwon do? She was ready to do any-
thing ; but what?
As sho stood thero torrified, bowildered, fresh troubloarrived. The voice
of IDamo Wyott sounded from the i ver room, apologizing for being so long,
but-sho would soon bo thero, Was Maggio botter?
Gwen droppsd back into the soat, over-wholmed. How could sho road
such a lotter to the poor mothor? Iwpossible! It would kill ber. If it
had to be done, Gwen could never do it. -
Heor first impulse was to fly ; but hor limbs failed her. Her brain
whitlod, for she was losing valuable time—and Maggie’s lifo might dopend
upon seconds. '

Oh! what could she do¥ How could sho spare the poor old mother,
and save the child 3 !

Thero was but one way. She had read somewhore of it. She would
not, sho could not, read the real terrible lottor.' Sho would make up one, if
only sho had senso to do it, her mind being so upsst,

Quickly sho drow another letter from her pocket, concealing it beneath
her handkerchief as Dame Wyett, smiling and complacent, entored the room.
. “Now, Miss Gwen, I'm quite ready,” she remarked, sitting in her
cushioned, high back Windsor chair, and folding hor wrinkled hands.
« \What doés my doar lass ssy 1’

Poor Gwen! Had ever a young girl a harder task? Shoe opened tho

lotter, and -with difficulty provented its yuasiling in her trombling hends.
How could she ever command her voice?

A moment's ropriove was granted her. .
“ Doar, Miss Gwen !” cjaculated Dame Wyelt, in concorn, ** What is the
matter ? You aro as white as the curtains behind you. You ain't woll, miss."
#« Not very, nurse. [ walked hore rather quickly, and tho heat has made -
mo a littlo faint. Thatisall. A glass of wator will put me right.”
The water was soon procurred. Gwon drank eagerly, and Damo Wryett
was full of sympathy. :
* Never mind the letter, Miss Gwen,” she said. * Don't trouble. 1
{can wait. The curate, he's a kind young geutleman, I'll ask him toread it.”
“ No, no, no,” ejaculated Gwen, scared. *I will read it. I am better,
I am quite well. Take your seat, nurse, and listen.”
How Gwen got through that fictitious letter, or what sho eaid, she never
clearly couldirecollect. At times Dame Wyott swiled, and smoothed her

apron, nodding hit head approvingly ; at othere, sho looked perplexed ; but
on the wholo was satisfied, and had no_suspicion.

¢« Sho don't quito writo as sho speaks,” sho said. * Tho lass is a bit

jerKy hero and thero, ain't sho, miss# And one or two sentences I can’t just
But I dessay it ain't so casy to writo as to talk.”

* Oh doar. no—very—very difforent,” said Gwon, putting the lotter she

hed concealed in tho envelope instead of the right ono, thon banding it to the

as I do ber. Only think,” procecded tho old woman, smiiing, yot with|old woman. -

tears in her eyes, “ though she but left yestorday, sho wrote mo a letter.

« I got it this morning. Hers it is."

She took it from behiz. 1 china shepherdess on the mantlo-picce, and

regarded it proudly.

4 To fancy a child of mine, miss, could write so protty a hand! That's

Anxiously sho watched her fingering the cnvolope. Would sho open it
and recognizo the different writing of t%o enclosuro 1

If so, Gwon must say she had mado a mistake.
No ; Dsmo Wyott, much to her compsnion’s rélief, rising, pat the

. ¢ 1 lettor away in one ‘of tho sweet lavendor-smelling drawors, with bras
. owing to your kindness. I can’t road a line; but I have beon looking at

: 1 handles, which stood in the roowm, and looked quite happy and content:
it ; and I was hurrying my work to come upto Abbotshurst to ask «f you'd | with the knowledge that hor darling was bettor.

kindly reed it to mo, miss? Meggie said once, if she ever was away and Bettor ! and at that very instant Maggio might bo lying undor the waten
wrote, sho knew you would kindly read her Jotters.” of some pool—dead !
* Of course 1 will, dear nurso,"” answered Gwen, untending hes hand for Yes ; Gwen auddenly recolleted there was-no wator at Winstrop, bt
the missive, *‘ No doubt you sre anxious.” that tho river passed through Harpleton. - . . .
Dame Wyctt handed it, saying: Fearful of solf-betrayal did sho romain, aiso horrified by the timo sk
“ Thank you kindly, miss. Just ono instart, and Il bo able to sit|was losing, agsin complaining of faintness, sho bade her old nurso farewel),
quiet and listen to what the lass has to say.” and hastened from tho villago.

Sho trotted into the room adjoining, and Gwen examined the letter. There was ncither faintness nor weitiness in the fashion sho breast
At the first glance sho became curivus. Tho post mark was not Winstrop, | tho hill upon which Abbotshurst stood—she almost ran.  Sho bold Magsics
but a villago nearly eight milez away. Maggic know no onc thore, Gwen

r lotter in her hand, while almost unconsciously she kept murmuring benestt

WAs sg;c.h Surpnged, ~h§ drew out and began torecad the lotter. In a fow | hor breath:

soconds she wes absgided and horrified by the contents. “It is morn. Supposing Maggio—poor, foolish Maggio—drownd
“Mr Ow~ Dear, Dear Morner, ball bo e Ont 3

. horself last night 1 I shall bo too Jaste. Oh! who will tell hor poor, po
Forgive mo tho titter sorrow I shall cause you ;| wothor?”

but Ican't help it—indoed, X can’t. I can’t bear lifo any longer; I am <o Soon she was flying along tho lovel ground to tho stables, then into th
—s0 miserable ] I know it's wicked to say so ; but I ropeat, 1 can't holp it | house, scarching overy rooni for Captain Paul.

My bead’s so bad, and I'm so wietched. - Sho found him intonsoly misorable in tho library. At that terribte
Uve quarrelled with Ned. It wes all wy fault. Yes mother doar, all. 4

g momont Gwen quite forget the moring occurronce. Approsching caguly

You know Miss Gwen onco told mo I was a coquette ; and she was right, | hor boautifel oyes dilated, hor cheek flushed, she said :

though I nover meant harm. _ I never roally loved anyono but Ned. It was, “ Paul, will you drive mo to Harploton? I'vo ordered the doge

I think, becsuso Iloved him that I liked to make bim jealous. But, mother | sound. That goes tho fastest. Don't say that you can't, Paul, for s

dear, I carried it too far tho other day, because ho had made me angry. Ilo | must—a lifo dopends on it. Somothing ferrible has happened I

grow angry to0o, and wo quarrelled.  Ho s3id wo'd best part.  Ho held ot Ho was already on his feot. Drive ﬁr? Ho would bavo driven be

his hand. I wouldn't tako it, snd ho left mo in a passion. anywhere. Ho had no intention fo say he couldn't. Ho was only
Mother dear, I hear he has gono away ; ho vows he’ll never eco mo again ;| pleascd that sho was asking him to sorvo kor.

that, in his fury, ho has ongaged himsalf to another. Oh ! mother, mother !} * Of courso Il drive you, Gwen,” ho had begun boforo sho cndé

I bavo rained his happiness and my own. I camnot lives Forgive mal—

\ ] 1— | Whea sho finished bis faco had sometbing tho reflection of hers, and
forgivomo! I am not worthy anyono's love, Death if sweotee than lifo. | oxclaimed : ‘
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