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When 1 corne to niyself, but ope Frank le left me, and he and 1 are
speeding rapidly ta our new home; imy eyes are red and swollen, and I
have the pale checeks and unstrung feeling or a person who lins cried
herself ill. Fortunately we have ia companions. The journey is a long
one across count y, wi-h breaks and frequent changes, and trains to be
caught, with oui> one minute to spare. Fortunately I an a good
traveller-.and il, is well dat I amn forced to check iy grii and turn imy
ind ta other things. Little Fianik and I are bti weitiy nlien we riai

Sloughbury, the simill unimportant station where we must aliglit. I
have io maid with me; the child is oit enotigh for mne to see after my-
self, so I have parted with nurse as a ieedless expense.

lie clings to muy skirt, tired and cross, as I collect our boxes, and, this
done, I turn to the porter and ask il lny carriage bas been bent for us
front Eyreton Court.

" Carriage frot Eyreton Court, ma'ani ? Was it Eyrcton Court you
said '?"

I say it again, and r.gain a stare and repetition of mny own words is
ail the aiswer. I tuirn tu the station-inster, as a person of superior
intelligence i but the station.iaster nisa looks surprised. nuit shuakes his
lead in strong disbeli:fof the possibility of any vehicle whatever beiig
in waitinitg fron Eyreton Court.

"Are you gomng there, nia'mi ?" lie asks civilly.
I musIt go thure," say I piiitully, looking fint at mny tireul baby and

then along the vac.t rilwtay track, but ils long flnes guide miiy eyes ta
nîo other haven. "I amii Capntin Eyreton's wife," I explin iîwith di)gnity

- rs. Francis E'yreloun. I ami coume tu sta ait the Court with iny
unde i something must have been sent for nie."

-Well, ma'ati," says the sialion-master in a tonle of confidential
aplogy, I dout if there is anythiug t thie Court t seid. Mr. Eyreton
lives secluded-like, nd lie don't have occsion mutch for veiiles. I
coull get you a cart," ie continues, litying nmy discouncerted hîuelpless
look, " but it would taike soue tine. If you do not niid, the carrier is
Qtarting now-he Il take your boxes; and, if I nighit imake buld tu
suggest, perhaps you vtould take a seat too."

For ole moment I hesitale. It is alo a very dignified mode for Mrs.
Francis Eyreton to arrive lit ber liuistanuîd'a inheritanice, perchied iaoig
the carrier's bnggage i but it semis the only chance of reachimg il. at ail
to-night, sa I swillow my pdile and accelit thainkfully.

Twilight bas alnost ftdied wvhiet we drive nup ai ill-kept avenne and
stol in front of a large, once handsne, but low ilinost riiuinous-lookinig
house. Only tne gleam ci hght shon% s sigl of habitation through the
iwhule darknîess, and this strejums fron ole of the deep windows to the
left of the hall door. The carrier takes litile Frank fron uy arias, helps
tue to descend, pulls lustily ai the rusty bell-bandle, and thei drives off
to the back of the house to deposit My luggage. Five or tenl ninutes
pass without anyuansner being accoilded o the summnions; and 1 an just
gathering courage for another attemipt, rhen the iglt leaves the window
and travels into the hall. A slow stelp approaches the duor: bolts are
drawn and chains unfIlstened, and ai old titan looks out, holdig a
flickering candle higl above luh liend.

As hie steps iuto vien, nul inidefinable lhkeness ta my liusband aseuies
nie of his identity, anda I cry-

t Sir-Mr. Eyietoni 1"
But the words have scarcely lef. iny lps wien the candle drops fromt

bis shaking hand, and lie eanus agnolust the daor for support-
"What brings you here i lie cries, scanning my face. " Who are

voti?"
"Frank's wife," I staammer. "l ie sent me-.oiu said wve nmliglit come."

And lere I stop short, for even mii the dimi liglt the old mîan's l'ice looks
pallid, and lis lips form words lie has nio voice to utter. At last, wvillh a
great effort, lie speaks un a slow wandering tone.

"Frank, my son, yoin must know nmy repentance; why do you miock
me, offering me opportimities that are but fantasy 7"

I touch lis arm, crying-
" Are you ill? What s it?"
31y touch rouses bu, lie starts, looks into my face and muinurs-
"The likeness is nat fiancy. Whuo are yon ?" Then more calmly-

"tYon spoke of Fraik-whom do you mean ?"
"Frank your nephew," I fitlter, heartily frigitened, for the old inan

seens really mad. "Ile bas gonc to the Cape, and you said we might
come liere."

As I speak, lights nppear, and two or tlre woien-serviants enter the
hall. One, old and pleasant-faced. hastens forward. nuit, on seeing me,
scans my face as tu&iously as lier master bas donç, and wvill a slightly
startled air. 31y speech bas cleared maiters a hittie tu han, for hei
replies in a perfectly sane ,tut somewhîat sarcastic tZnu-

" Oh, so you are the girl of whom I liae heard-the 'blow ta the
family pride, my nephew's liopeful achievementl 1

The old woman touches lis arin, and whispers-
" Don't, sir--don'tt 'Tas a young thing, and--"
Mr. Eyreton's face changes with a sudden spasm.
"So Captain Francis Eyreton lias landed you aver to me to bo lodged

and cared for till ho can undertake the trust again? "
His voice is gentler, and I venture to suggest meekly-
-He wrote and asked you."
" Did he? I forget. Did I tell you ta come ? Weil, enter then Norris,

&oc to them."

lie leaves us, and returns ta bis oWa roon, Mrs. Norris cones for-
ward civilly,

" The nister forgets thinge," she says. " We did uat know you vas
expected ; but you are Velcome, nia'mni. la that the Captain's little boy?
Let me take him. i hope tie young gentleman is wetll."

I an fan too friglteied ta preserve my digiiity. The kiid fitce over-
cones me, anld, as she taies the child train my arus, I elutl lier dress,
crylig-

What is it? Why does lie behavc so?"
"The poor iimaster? Ile's takeii aback, na'am-no wonider 1" se

adds under her breath, with aother quick glance at my face. "'Tis a
uistake, mîy dear ma'anm; don't you init. But ibatever ou earth iade
the Captain sent you liere?"

Days and weeks have passedt, and I am quite at honte in% the old hiousie,
quite used tu thi iew, strange, lonely life. We never sec aiy one; nailid
the evenings oftei fal without nuy having exchianiged a syllbiille withî

nly oe save muy child. Mr. Eyreton is rarely visible. lie keel iln it
rouins below. My mentale are servel in one of the ilany etnptîly apart-
ients in, the u pper part of tlie house, tWo or thrce of n hich, bsare iad

half-fuirnlshed lke the rest, have been liat itb sone sort of arter for
fur aboie. I should think that iny- husband's uncle - I ctnntt briig
tiyself to call hlm niine--liad quite forgottentt our existence, but for the
curilos friendship that lias arisen between him and littie Frnk.

The child strayed fron miy room one day, and was faund by hli play-
inîg in the large hait. I do nt wonder lie was taken by ny brighit
handsomnie litle boy ; but tit was more thtan a kind passing fancy. Sinice
tieu lie sentis daily for the little fellow, and nakes him his coumpîanioni.
At first it was only for aî few niinutes; noiw it is ofien more than an folur
berfore the child returas to mie. At the outset it made me ueasy-I
feared some hana; for our strange reception lias made me suspect that
the ald gentleman may be sonieu hat out of bis mind at times ; but now
I have gained courage, and the desire that was ront ta haîunt me to
sea anway wthl my child, in order to live in somte more cheerful though
humble abode, bas been crushîed by the force of circ uimstances. I au
well off here, and have nowbere else to go ta, su 1 yid Io fate, as we
ail dn, and live ont the life put ready tu My hand.

The w, ather bas been betiiiful ; anid, thoigh b, dly kept, the Court le
a file old place. Frank and I sp- t our day>s in the fielîId and wouds
uaidst the late spring freshlitess, "and the cliil ls brown and roe.y. I au
a little w-vorn and wearied by tie duil monotouny of my hif ,'uid the
anxiety for my husband ; but his letters are regular, and so-tur ail is
well Of the interior of the house I know very little beyond my own
corridor I believe it is bare and desolate enough. Mrs. Norris, in one
of lcr lamentations aver the departea glorties of Eyreton Court, bas
accoiinted for ils present condition. Sone tweuty years ago, wlien the
old tan lest his son, everylthing saleable in hie house was sAold ta pay
1.lf hieavy debts-the son's, I suppose. Once I asked whviat the son was
like, and what was the story connecteil with bis dcath. The second
que'ry site evaded, and answered the first by referring me to some pictune
down-stairs, in the deserted suite of rooms to the right of the liait door.

I have never had the curiosity to look for it; but one day, as Frank
and i relurn fron our walk somewhat sooner than is our tuiuai custoru,
the fanicy takes lie to make a littleexploration in this unknown territory.
Frank lias scauipered off in the direction of the kitclien,îî'here lue is sure
of care and petting, and I aum alone as I gently try the door. It ic.locked,
but the key bas not bcen removed, and, turning it with a litile difficulty,
I enter the room.

AIl the shutters are closed,and it es quite dark save for the light from
the apei door. I grope my wvay acrss to the centre window, ant undo
the shutter. This room is one of two occupying the right wing of the
bouse, and does not look to the front, but ont on what bas once been a
well-laid-out pleaure-ground at the back of the building. The ivndow
is made to open on ta the lawn byr a balf-door and a sash, which I push
ipe a little to let some air into the-long-disused room.

There is little ta sec by the liglht I have taken tht pains to admit.
The room is empty but for some foris ranged round the walils, above
which are fastened branches of withered dusky evergreens, anid a festoon
of fadeid pink calico lias falletn from ils nail and waves drearily in the
draught from the window.

On the wall faeing the door bangs the picture I have come to sece-
ves, it must ba il. It is a futll-length portrait of a young man wirappeld
in a bine cloak, with a riding-wbip in bis hand. As I gaze I am startied
by the strong likeness to my ihusband. Old Mr. Eyreton resembles him
sumewbat, old as he is; but this seems Frank himself. only bowever es
he might look after sane illness, whiteand thin, with a cutious mournful
hîght in the.dark eyes.

At first I remain fascinated by their strange earaest expression, trying
to separate the likeness and the unlikeness to my huisband. Then. as I
stand alone in the g:eat rooi, the strange sad eyes, confroutingi mine
seem ta move-to live. In vain I laugh at my nervous folly. A sudden
irresistible fear take- possession of me; I hasten tu the doar, and, as I
pnss the tthrshold, m et old 31r. Eyreton fsstiing from the opposite room
-his study.

I have donc no wrong, and yet I wish ho haid not caulîht me induiging
what may scem to him an impertinent curiosity. He seeis s-urprised


