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the nilk-white surface of tho mere. The iliated listin.r complitely wto the back-
~vriy wae ready for entting, but searco & sheal (ground, I 'lu-ld my tonguo and watched my
ad yet fallen before the sickle. It was the ;olxl dchuu"hlv.\v. 11e was but hgtlo altered
very mediutn and prime of the summer's B0 1 seon biwn lzst, suve that his tall ficuro
beautv, and ty lady-love bed returned from | lind &ro@n even taller, and be bud acquired
her third LLondon season, aod was sull Lun- .“‘“,'- worni luok aluut the eyos aul mouth
stanco Leverley, Jt was iater than my usual | Whidl & fow seasuns of digsipation and ex-
nour of visitiug st the Manor, for iny father | Citement invaratly produce even in the
nalbeen unwell during the might, and I, young. After detailnea batch of marnages,
wouid not leavo lum unsil tne doctor bad and a batch ol ¢ failures,’ in all ot which the
bten, t0 Constance bad put un ber bat and Dames o! the suffcrers were equally unkuown
startcd for her mornming 8 Walk alune. Hboe | tv me, Le cbserved, with a p‘eculmrlymarkcd
tuok tue path tbat led towards Alton, and | e1piestit, o Coustance, *Of c.urse you
tiold and | caught wight at the same momont | kouW there was nover unyih.ng . that rep.r.
of the well-knoan winte dress flittiug under (dbout Do Rolian and  Miss Blight ; but so
the otd oaks 1 tue park. My beart used 1o ; WaLY people  sssurcd mo it was trae,
g(np beating when 1 saw her, and nuw 1 'thut it I Lhad bot hnown V IE'.LX' 86 well as I.JO,
tined sick and faint from sheer Lappimess. | .Its’hould have bsen almost inclined to believe
Not g0 Iold : directly he osught sight of the it .
tanuhar form away uy; sconrodghn an arrow, ;, 1 watcii'd Cunstanoe narrowly ashe spoke,
atd 11 less than & mmute he was bounding (8od [ fanci d sho winced. Could it have
svout her, barking and fricking, and testug- ‘500? RASRE)) absurd fancy ? Ropsl y pro

g ins delight with an ardour that was re. (ouele (, * Leaw him yesterday, a..d he des red
sponded to 10 & moditied degree by tho youny 'hr <ad at regards to y-u, ntad { was to say
mdv. \uat prompted me 1 kauw not, Lut be vl be here on the rd.

it ad of watking straight on aud grestiog | ' Ub'Iam sv glad " exclaim-d Constaner,
per, 1 turned ande belnnd a tree, and my- (ber whole cvuutenance brightoning w th
self unseen, watchied the forn of her 1 loved |8 Jvyous sin le, that went like a knifo to
£0 fondly, as suo stopped gracefuily vn to- . WYy fuolsh, inexperi noed Lirart, that cught
wards iny hidiug-piaco , sbe scewed surpriaed | to Liave reassared and made we bappier than
stopped, and lovked wbout her, Buid mean.  cv:r. Dues a womun confess she lﬂélt'll;bt.d
winle thrusting lus nuse iato ker aswall tvse t'-w mnan she is really f:)d of* Ispot
gloved band. ,that soitened expression wh'ch pervades the

""" o o

work with his eascl and colors, but thia time
the ourtain was not bastily drawn over the
canvas, and my father himsolf 1nwited me ¢»
inspect bis work,

1 came 10 beated and exoited , my father
wae paler than ever, and seomsed wmuoch ex.
hausted. He looked wery grave, and his
largo dark eyes aboue with an ominous and
unearthiy light.

* Vere, saud e, * sit down by me. I have
put ff all I bad to say to you, my boy, iili 1
fear it s too late, I wantto speak to you
nuw as I have never spuken beforo. Where
bave yuu been this moruing, Vere?'

Ifelt my oulor rising at the question,
tut I luvked him straight in tne face,
and anewered buidlg, * At Buverley Manor,
father.'

* Vere," he continued, ‘Iam afraid you oare
fur Miss Beverley—uay, 1t 18 nv nsv denyviug
tt, b proceeded, * I vught to have taken
better care of you. I have wucglected 1y
duiy as & fatuer, and my sius, I fear, aro
to bo wisited upon my cluld. Lovk on
that cauvus, buy, the pioture is fimshed
now, and my work is done. Vore, that is your,
mother.’

It wastho first fime I had ever heard that
sacrod namse from oy fatuer's lips, I Lad
uften misbed tv quostion buw aovut Ler, bat I
wus always sy, and easily checked , whuist
ue frun wuval alune £ cvald obtain tuforma-
tivy, I bave alrerdy said, was 1nan that

*\Vhy, buld, sm she, *Foa bava lust .la‘ubm_n inc. at .uuntluu of the ‘ons lovel
sour aster? And as suo Spoke esue (BAM L iure akin to & tear than n sml-?
stooped down and xissed the dog on 18 bruud, ¢ l%t 1'*'30 eliasast und 0 go od!?fll;xr d,‘ m.‘l .
honest lorchiead, My hears ovunded as it st | W.ll enl v-1 as ull 80 much bere ;" shradd 4,
would bgve burst. Never shall 1 forget ihe  toruing t. iae,  Vere you toust ¢o noevea.
sengntions of that moment, not for wurlds (the 3rd, aud mcet Count de Robnu; you
would L bave accosted wer them—1t would , know bp i3 the oldest fri-n l‘ you lav ,-a.
baye bren sacrilege, 1t would have sesmed ,older friend even than I am. ’
iike taking ndvantage of ber frankness and | I was Lurt, angry, maddened already, on
lonesiy. No; 1 made a wide detour, stul , this kind speech, with the frank, off ot onate
conceated belund the tress, and strr.ck iu ,elaoce that ace mpauied it, fil'el my b tter
unon the path o front of hor £8 if I eame cup to overflowing. _Has a woman no com-
dirpct from bowme, Why was b that hor ,puactica ? or is lht‘) ignorant of the power a
greoting was less curdial than usoal? Why , few lght commonplace wurds may have tv
was it no louger *Vere' and * Constaoce inflict suck acute pam‘? Constance canpot
Itween os, but * Mr, Egerton’ and *Miss Lavo guessed tho feelings that were tearing
Loveriey 7 Sus teewed il at ease, tov, and ;tt uny Leart. Bat she must Lave sern my
hier tous was uarder sban usaal tul I men- altcred manrer, and dsubtless felt bersel
twned wy tather's liness, whun sho so.tencd | aRrieved, and theught she had a right to b
airectiy. 1 tiought thero wure tears 10 her | ADETY at my umpshﬁauq disp-ay of temper
voice 85 she asked me— \ . “lthonk you,’ I replied, coldly and dis-

s Hdow couid 1 lvave lum if be was o, taotly. *I cannot lesve my father'unhl he
poarly ?' is better. Perbaps Ds Rohan will come

+ Becauso | knew you came back yester- , over aod sre us if he can get away from
day, Miss Bevericy, and 1 would nol mis
vemng vne uf the first tu welcume you home,’
was my reply. .

*\Yhy do yuu calimo Miss Boverly,” she
vroko i, wita 3 quick giance frum undor
svr straw koat. * \vby oot Couetance,” s
yon used 2

* 1isen why not call mo * Vere™?" I re-
torted , bat oy vuico sbook, aud I male
B Iserably sitept Lo appoar uucvnceroed.

«very wal, ©* Constauce ~ aud * Vero
ntatbo, sue rephed, laughbing ; * and now,
Vere, low dia you know;I came back yes-
terday ¢’

s ucause 1 saw tuo carnage from the tup
of Bsuttercup Hul—becauso I watched there
tur 12 hours that 1 might make sure—be-
cause———'

1 besitated and stupped , she turned her
nend away to carues Bold,  Fool! fuol that X

. plensanter engagements. I fear T have
stayed too long already. Gonod-bye. Ropsley;
gocid morning Miss Beverliy. H.re, Bold,
Bold.’
| She looked soared fur an instant, then hort,
‘and almust angry. She shook hards with
mo coldly, and turned away with more dig-
nity tban usaal. Brute, idiot that I waa!'
even Bold showed wmore good fesling and
‘more sagacity thav bis master. He had
been spiffing round Ropsley with many a low
growl, and every expression of dislike which
a well nurtared dog permits himself towards
Lis master's associates; but he looked wist-
fully back at Constanae as she walked awsy,
and I roally thougbt for unce he wonld have
broken through all his bubils of £ lelity and
;ubordination, and foilow her into the
ouse.

Wbat a pleasant walk bome I had I leave

wasi Wuy did L uot sct my fate at unce |iLoso to jadge who, Lke o, Lave dashed
upun tuo cast?  Aanuvther wmoment, and it ydvwnn a fic ofill-tewper the structaro thas
was tuv inte. Wkhen she torned her faco ,thoy havetakon yoars of pain, and labur, and
agnas owakds woe it wasdeadly palo, and she  sclf denial to rear on high. Was thus, then,
vezith Lusdlig rapahy, bot 10 & consirained | my buasted obivalry—my truth and fauk
vuice, uf buo delighits of Ler Londun  season, (that was to last for over—to fight throagh
auu Lug galeiies witLat to menpkovwo world, | all obstacies—to be pure, and hsly, aod ua-
wo worid of lashivuable Life. | wavonng, and t look tor no retarn ? I bad

* Wo bave Lad 80 mauy balls and oporas , fniled at tho first trial, How littlo I felt, how
aud dienipations, that papn says be 18 quite jmean and anworlby, how far below my own
kpuoked up and who do you think Lasbeen  standard of what & man shonld be—my ideal
dapcing with mo night after night ' (I of wortk, that I had resolved I would attain.

trovked posnquiries on a subjact he chuse
savuld remiain seeret, 8o that bitherto I had
veen k@b su cumnpleto 1zuorance of the whols
ustory of one parcut. As I luoked ou Lo
Lhkcnoss now, I begau tu the fiest tune to
tuaizo the loss I had sustaiaud.

The picture was of a young aud geantle.
looking woman, with deep, dark eyes, and
iet-black bawr, a certain thickness of eye-
brows and widsh of furehead denoted & foreign
onigin ; but whatever intensity of expression
theso peouliarities may have 1mparted to the
upper part of her coontenance, was amply
redeemed by the winning swectness of her
muuth, and the dclicats obiselling of tue
otuer foatures. Gho was pale of complexion,
and luokcd sumewbat sad and thonghtfal,
bat thiere was a depth of trust and affeotion
1o thuse fund eyos that spoke voluwes fur
the wowanly earaestuvss and simplioty of
lier character. It was one of those pictures
that, withont knowing the original, youa feei
at oncs must Le & likeness. I conld notkeep
down the tears as I whispered, * Ob, mother,
mother, why did I never kcow you 2°

My father's face grew dark snd stera:
¢ Vere, said be, * the time has come wuen I
must tell you all, Itiway be that your futher’s
example will sorve as a beacon to warn yon
from the rock on whish 60 many of us have
made shipwresk. When { was your age, my
boy, I haa no one to coatrol me, no one
even (o advise. I Lad aolimited comimand
of monsy, & bigh position 1o society, good
looks—J) may say withont vanity now—
healtb, strongth, and spirits, all that makes
life enjoyable, and I enjoyed it. I was in
bigh favor with the Prince. I was sought
after 10 society ; my horees wen at Newmar-
ket, my jests Were qavted 1n  the Clubs, my
admuration was coveted by the * fine Jadies,”
aud X bad the ball at my foot. Do yon think
I washappy? No. Ilived for myself; I
though$ only of pleasure, and of pleasure I
took my £ill ; bas pleasure is & far differont
thing from happiness, or shoald I have wan-
deted away at the very height of my popa-
larity and saccess, to live abroad by .myself
with my ocolors and eketch book, vainly seek-
ing the peace of mind whioh was not to be
found at homs 2 I was bored, Vere, as a

bored. Fresh amasements might stave off
the montal diseass for a time, bat it came
back with renawed wirnlencs ; and I oarod
not &t what exponse I purobased an hour's

man who leads an a.mless Lfe alwaya is!

whole exigtonco for the sake of a time-worn
superstition and an unwmeaning vow. Thus
I argued, and on such fallacious principles I
acted,

‘Yere, my boy, right is right, and wrong
is wrong. You always konow in your heart
ot hearts the one from the other. Naver
stifle that instinclive knowledge, 1ever
use sophistry to persuade yoursel!l you may
do that whiok you feel you ought not. I
travelled down at oncs to the convent. I
heard her at vespers; I knew that sweet,
silvery voice am:-ngst all the roet. As 1 stood
in the 'ow-roofed ohapel, with the snmmer
sunbeams streaming across the grain-d
arches and the quaint carved pews, and
tbrowing a flood of light atbwart the aisle,
while the orean above pealed forth its
solemn tones, how could ‘I medilate the avil
deed? How oould I resolve to eacrifioo her
peace of mind forever to my own wild happi-
ness? Vere, I carned her off frcm the con.
vent—I eluded ull pursuit, all suspicion—I
took her with me to the remotest part of
Hungary, her own native country. }or the
first fow weeks I belisve she was deliriously
bappy, and then—it broke her heart. Yer,
Vere, she belisved sho had lost her soul fur
my sake. BShe never reproached me—sho
never repined even in words; bat I
saw, day after dsy, the colonr fading on
her cheek, the light grrowing brighter in her
sunken oye. She dropped like a lily with a
worm at ite core. Tor one short year I held
her in my arms ; I did all that man conld to
cheer and comtort har—iu vain. She smiled
upon mo with the wan, woful smle that
haunts me st’ll ; anl she died, Vere, when
you were boru.” My father hid Lis face for
a few seconds, and when he looked up a,ain
be was paler than ever.

*My boy," he murmured. in a hoarse,
broken voice, * yoa have been sacrificed.
Forgive me, furgive me, my ch'ld; you are
illegitimate.’

I ataggered as il I had beoen shol—1I felt
stunoed and stup.fied—1I sawthe whols deso-
lation of the sentence that had just been
passed upon me. Vos, T was a bastard; I
bad no rizht éven to the name I bore. Never
again wast I bold my bead ap amongst my
fellows ; never again inlulge in those dreams
of fatare distinction. which I only now knew
I had so oberished ; never, never think of
Constance more! It was all over now ; there
was nothing left on earth for me.

There is a reaction in the nature ofdespair.
I drew mysell up; and Icoked my father
ateadily in the face.

¢ Father,' I said, * whatover happens, I am
your son ; do not think T shall ever reprosch
you. Even you might cast me off if you
ohose, and nune could blame you ; but T will
never forget you—whatever huppens, I will
always love you the same.’ He shouk in
every limb, and for the first time in nry re-
collection, he burst 1nto & Bood of tears; they
soemed to afford him relief, and he procecded
with more composure —

* X oun never repay the injary I have done
you, Vere ; and now listen to me and forgive
mo if yon can. All T have in the world will
be yours; in every respect I wish ycu tu be

No one koows that I was not legally married
to lier, except Sir Harry Beverley. Vere,
your look of misery sssares me that I have
told you {vo late. I am indeed punished in
yoar dispair. I ought to have watched over
you with more care. I had intended to
meke you & great man, Vere. In your
childhood I always hopel that my own
talent for art woald be reproduced.in my
.boy, and tbat you would becomo the first
paiater of the age, and then ncne wonld vor.-
tare to question your anlecedonts or your
birth. When I founl I _was to bo disap-

wincedy, * who bub your old schoolfellow,  And Ropsley, too—tlie cold, caloulating,
your dear old fneud, Couat do Ruban! cynical man of the world—dopsley must

immaunity withthe remedy of .fierce sxcite.
msat. Bat I never was faithless tv my art.

pily enough in ignorance of the branch which

my representative, aad to bear my pawme. {fetch mo my bat." The dog is delighted

pointed in this respeet, I atill hoped tbat,
with the competency I ahall leave you, and

BEVERLEY MERE.

What conirasts there aro in life. Lig
and shade, Lazarus and Divey, the joyou
epirit and the broken heart, always in juxt
position, Here are two piotures not thre
miles apart.

A pale, wan youug man, dressod in blac
with tho traces of dvep griet on his countep
ance, and his whole bearing that of onoe wh|
is thoroughly oveercome and prostrated b
gorrow, sits broodipg over an uniasted breal
fast, The room he oceupies is*not ealculate;
to shed a cheerful influence on his reflcetivn
Il is a long, low, black-wainseotted apar
ment, woll-stored with books and farnishe
ia a ourious and snmewhat picturesque aty
with massive chairs and quaiatly carve
oabinets. Ancient armor hange fromt
walls, looming ghostly and gigantic in ¢
subdaed light, for although it is a bright O
tover morning ont-of-doors, its narrow wiy
dows and thick walls make Alton Grang
dull and sombre and gloomy within. A fs
sketches, evidently by the hand of .a.maste
are hung in favorable lights. More thanug
aro spirited representations of a magnificay
black-and-wbhite retrisver—the same that §
now lying on the fluor, bis head: buried b
tween his huge, strong paws,; watching
master’s igure with unwinking eyes. Th
master takes no notice of hi. favorite.
oasioniully ‘hu fixes his-leavy glance on
picture hanging over the chimuey-pieces, ag
then withdraws it with a low, stifled mo
of anguish, at which the dog faises his he
wisttally, sveming to recognize’s tao famili
souud. The picturve is of a beautiful, foreiy
lovking woman ; its eyes and eyobrows s
reprodaced in that sorrow-stricken yau
man. They are mother and gon ; .and {h
have nover met. Conld shs have but s
me then. If ever a spitit might revisit ea
to oonsule the weary -pilgrim here, -surely
weuld be & mothet's, bringing comfort to
sufferiog child. How I looged- for ‘her lo
and her aympathy. How I felt I had be
robbed—yus, robbed—of my rights in hers
snd premature death. Reader, bave y
never seen A little ohild after a fall, or a blg
or sowne infantine wrong or grievance, rg
and hide its weeping fae in its mother’s la
Such is the first trne icpalse of onr obildi
nature, and it is never completely eradioa
from the human breast. The sirong, pro
man, thongh he may almost forgst her
his triumphbs and his saecesses, goes to X
mother for consolation wben he is overtak]
by sorrow, deceived in his aflections, wonr§y
ed in his feelings, or sad and sick at he
There bs knows he is securs of sympail§
aod eonsolation ; thers he knows he wmill g
be judged harshly, and as the world judg
there he knows that, do whai he. will,
founigin of love and patience, never $o
dry ; and for one blessed moment heis ind
a oluld sgain. Gud help those who, like
have vever known & mother's love. S
aro the trae orphans, anda such he will
forget.

Bold loses patience at last, and pokes
cold, wet nose into my hand. Yes, Bold
is no use tu st brooding here. * Hio,

his 1 k. Away ho scampers across the
—he knows well which hat to choose—
springiug at the crape-covered one, brin
to me in his moath, his fine honess coun
aaso beaming with pnde, and his tail ws
with delight. We emerge through a
door into the garden, and insensibly, fo!
ficst time eince my father's death, we
the direoticn of Deverley Manor. R

This 18 & dark and sadly shaded p'c
let us tarn to une of brighter ligkts and
variogated coloring,

To be continued.

sout own relired habits, you might live har- |,

A farmer at Newburg, N. Y., has: ea!e. )
oysters in twonty minutes. h




