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THE CRITIC.

A BARREN TITLE.
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( Continued.)

He began by apologizing for the hberty he had taken in asking me to
meet lim ¢ “but as you are here,' he added, ‘I may, perhaps, hope that I
have not transgressed beyond forgiveness ; although, indeed,” he went on, *1
knew of no other mude of obtaining an opportunity for saying all that I
want to say’

Sull 1 was tongue ued, st!l the words refused to comne.
nmistes were the wost memorable of my life,  How my heart beat ! how
his words thntled me from head to foot 1 What he said you can perhaps
lanLy mage 5 af you can rot, [ cannot tell you.

Hejresed mefor an answer. ‘Then my tongue was loosened. It
waeu d et be worth winle to put down here what I said, «ven 1t [ could do
30, which 1 veny much doubt “1he recult was that [ pronused to meet him
the foliuwing Frday evenisg at the same ume and place, and give him an
answer ¢t sume kind.

What ttat answer would be was a foregone conclusion from the first.
1 nught just as well have said ¢ Yes' then and there, but that I would not
bave lum think 1 was to be quite so casuly won. e pressed my hand-to
s hips «t perting. 1 left hup at the corner at which I had met him, and
ran nearly all the way home.  Of course, dear, you may be sure that the
fust thing 1 did when I found myself alone was to have a good cry. But
what happy tears they were ! From all which you will understand thst
your poor Uectia’s case 1s a desperate one indced.

How the time passed till Friday came round 1 hardly know. T wanted
it to come and yet I didn't, if you can understand such a paradox. I
longed and yet I trembled, and when Friday evening was really here 1
wished it were only Thursday.  However, I mot himas agreed, and was again
taken possession of  * 1 am afraid you are cold,” he smd. * You ought to
have wrapped yourself up more warmly.’ I was trembling a little, but not
with cold. We walked slowly along, and for some minutes Clement said
very little. I think he saw that [ was put out, and he was giving me time
to recover mysell. At length my hand ceased to tremble, and then he
spoke, asking me whether I had thought over his words—whether 1 felt
that 1 could accept his love and give him mine in return ? A church clock
was_beginming 10 strike eight as he finished speaking. Not till the last
stroke had ceased to reverberate did I make any reply. Then for answer I
laid one of my hands softly on one of his. ‘ God bless you, dear one !" he
szcid. ¢ May you may never regret the gift you have given me to-night.’
Then, before I knew what had happened, a strong arm was passed round
my wawt and Clement’s lips was pressed to mine. A lamp was no great
distance off and a policeman was passing at the moment. The man turned
his head aund coughed discreetly behind his hand. I turoed hot all over,
but Clement only laughed, and said it would not have mattered if all the
world had been there to see.

After that we had a long delicious walk through quiet streets and squares
where there were only a few passers-by.  There was a sweet, new feeling at
my heart of belonging to some one and of some one belenging to me.
Clement asked whether he should write to or see my father. Then I told
him that I was an orphan and my own mistress. *In that casc our
marriage nced net be long- delayed,’ he smd.  This frightened me. I had
never contemplated such a conungency, except as something very remote
and far off’ indeed. After that he began to talk to me about his position
and prospcects. e was far from rich at present, he said, and could not give
me such a home as ke would have liked ; but he hoped to be better off by
and by. He was getting higher prices for his pictures, and people were
beginning to seck him out. If only his Academy picture found a purchaser
there was no reason why we should not be married before midsummer.
Knowing what 1 did, I could have clapped my hands for glec as I listened
to him. I seid I wasafraid that I could no: make arrangements to be
married before Christmas at the very soonest. I could sce that he was
disappointed. ¢ I shall certainly hold you to midsummer,’ he said, ¢ unless
you can give some good and valid reason for delay.’

‘ You must come and sce my mother before you are many days older,’
he said, presently. ¢ I kave spoken to her about you already.’ Would you
believe 1t, Mora, a litle jealous pang shot through my heart when he said
this? I felt as if I did not want even a mother to come between him znd
me. But newt moment I put away the thought as utterly unworthy, and
said how pleased 1 should be to sec and know Mrs. Fildew.

Then he told me that his mother had been an invalid for years, and that
there was no hope of her ever being any better.  He told me, too, how
cheerful she was—how bravely she hore up agairst the insidious disease that
was slowly but surely cating away her ife I hated myself for allowing
cven a moment’s jealous fechug to find room in my heart. I would try to
love her as much as Clement loved her ; but what if she should turn against
me and say that her son's ¢hoice was a foolish one ?

"This evening Clement would insist on walkiog with me ncarly to the
door. 1 was in mortal fear lest my aunt should chance to Le passing and
should recognize me.  But nothing happened exeept that, when the moment
came for saying good-night, Clement repeated the process which had
frightencd me so much before. But I dou’t think that even a policeman
saw us this time ; still Imust admit that it was very dreadful.  All that
mght I hardly slept a wink. I felt that I had taken the great, irrevocable
step of my life. Did I regretit? you will perhaps ask. No, a thousand
limes no !

It was arranged that at cur next meeting I should accompany Clement to
his mother’s to tea.  Mis. Fildew's hour for tea is'six o'clock, from which
you will at once infer that she belongs to the old school, and having grown

‘The next ten

.have been had théy seen Miss Collumpton flashing past them in a hansom,

up when people took their meals at more rational hours than they do now,
she atill keeps up the traditions of other days. I had hitherto had no
difficulty in stealing out for an hour without my aunt knowing anythin
about it, but to leave home at half:past five, and not get back till ten o
cleven o'clock, without saying where I was going, or ordering a brougham to
take me, was a matter that required a little diplomacy. Ihit on a plan a
last which I nced not detail here, and that without having to tell my aun
any absolute fib about it. It is suflicient 10 say that I met Clement at the
appointed time and place. and that three n:inutes Jater I found myself wih
him in a hansom cab, and being whirled alcng Piceadilly at a tremendous
pace. Itwas not nearly dark yet, and we passed several people whomn |
had seen only an hour previously in the Row. What their thougbts woulg

1 leave you to imagine.

I am quite aware, Moura, that confessing tu all this I am shocking some
of your most cherished prejudices.  But where is the use of having prej.
dices unless yon can have them pleasantly shocked now and agan 1 Dige
not the process put you in mind of an electricil michine, and of the bras
rods we used to touch so tremblingly when we were girls at school ?

Itis almost worth while being poos for the sake oi riding about in
hansom A nde in a brougham or a victorin is the tamest of tame affairs i
comparison. 1 had never been in a hansom before that evening when |
went to see Mrs. Ilildew, but I have been in one sev-ral times since—f
course with  Clement to keep me company. How * jolly® it is when ye
happen to have a good horse and a skillful driver ! (The adjective mar
sound objectionable, dear Mora, but I can’t hit on another just now thy
expresses my meaning half so clearly.) llow quickly you get over th
ground ! FHow you dash in and out among carriages, carts, and 'busses
leaving them behind one after another ! Everybody z2nd everything seem f
get out of your way. Tho wind blows in cheerily—perhaps a few drops of
rain dash against your face now and then, but you don't mind them in
least. You experience a sense of freedom, of brisk, open-air enjoymen,
such as no other mode of conveyance that I know of can give you. Ang
then how cozy inside ! Just room for two, and none to spare. DBut thap-
doesn’t matter- in the least if your companion is some one you like to szf
close to. 1 wonder whether it would be wrong, Mora, for you and me tote}
driven out in a hansom some afternoon by our two sclves. But vou an
such a slave to Mrs. Grundy that I almost despair of being able to persuad:
you to join me in such an expedition.
Here I am at the end of my paper and I have not introduced you
Mrs. Fildew. I must consequently defer that pleasure till I write to yn
again, which will be not later than the day after to-morrow. I have mud
to tell.you yeb.  Pray let me hear from you by return, if only a word to sy

how your mother is progressing. I cannot tell you how lonely I feel whi:f .
you are away.

"

sy

Your affectionate friend,
CeciLia CoLLustrros.”

CHAPTER XIL
CECILIA AND THE COUNTESS,
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* My Dearesr Mora,— . . .
Clement and me in a bansom cab in the
of Mrs. Fildew. Clement told me that his mother had lately moved irh
fresh apartments no great distance from his studio. I cannot tell you harf
nervous I became as the moment of my introduction to Mrs. Fildew dib -
near. Whatif I should read in her eyes that she thought her son ki
chosen unwisely ? It would not have mattered so much if Clementd
not set such store by-lier opinion—if his love had becn of that Jukewm§
kind which many grown up sons have for their mother. But in this case il
was different, and unless I were loved and liked by Clement's mothsi
should feel as if I possessed only half of Clement’s heart.
At length the cab stopped, and my pulses beat faster than ever. Tie
minutes later I found wyself in Mrs Fildew’s presence—found myseli ¢
my knees by her side, while her hands, that trembled a little, rested fi
few moments on my hair, and her cyes gazed anxiously and inquiringly =
winc. Then she bent forward a litile and pressed her lips to my foreted
*My boy has told me how much he loves you,’ she said. ¢B2%
welcome you here, not for his sake only, but for your own also. ¢}
uscd 1o wish that Heaven had given me a daughter.” At last my prayerkt
been avswered*  Then she kissed me again, and after that I sat downcst
beside her, but she still kept possession of onc of my hands, and carcssa
softly with hers.
Mrs. Fildew i3 a pale and delicate-looking elderly lady, with a thin, ¥
face and a profusion of snow-white hair. When young she must havelez,
very beauuful ! I thiok I told you in my last letter that she has b
confirmed invalid for years. She cannot walk more than a few <4
without great pain and difficulty. From the time she riscs tll the tmess
gocs to bed shesits ina large casy-chair that runs on noiscless wisd
which Clement has had cspeciaily made for her.  She can work the wisk
with her hands, and so propel herself to any part of the room at will. &
keeps one servant, a strong, middle-aged woman, who has been wih
scveral years.  Sometimes, on sunny afternoons, Mrs. Fildew and her e
are carrizd down-stairs, and Martha takes her mistress for an airing up
dowq some of the streets where there is not much waffic, or as farz
certain florist's where they have fresh flowers in the window every mons

The close of my last letter I -
act of being driven to the lodgiy
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Once a week Clement comes with an open carriage and takes his mta



