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“Please go on, and let me hear how the
Mecident occurred.”

“Well, he went into the dining-roora when
Was—was occupied—and —and-—when he was
tald to g0, and would not obey (he is one of the
Most disobedlent livtle animals I ever met), he

Was sent out. That's all.”

“Sent out! Did you strike him, Philip ?”
_“Oh! no, ma’am, ’twasn’t master,” inter-
Poses Pheebe quickly. :

%“Who, then ?” ’

“ Naughty ooman,” explains Tommy.

““Who dared to do it ? " repeats Irene.

“Well, my love, it’s really nothing to ‘make
Such a fuss about: it’s not everybody thas would
think a0 much of giving a tiresome dhfld a tap
on the head as you do. And I dare say she
Rever thought twice of what she was doing.”

“8he 1--she! Not Isabella, surely.”

“Oh! Lor, no, ma’am. Miss Mordaunt ain’t
Otit of her room yet,” cries Phabe. -

A thought strikes Irene. The mystery beco-
mes clear.

«“Has Quekett returned?” And the change in
Rer voice as she puts the question is so patent

her hearers that Colonel Mordaunt becomes

Quite alarmed for what may follow,

“Yes, yes, dear; she has. Now you know
8ll. But I am sure she didn’t mean to”offend
¥ou. Phebe, you had baetter go, and take the
¢hild with you.”

But 1rene folds the boy closer in her arms.

“1 can do without you, Phosbe; but I shall
k._’ﬁp Master Tommy.” And the bedroom door
Teécloses on the servant only.

. “And s0 that woman has come back, and
ed to strike my child,” says Irene, as soon

88 they find themselves alone.

“Pooh! nonsense ! my love. Your child. Do
Just think what you are saylng, And, as for

ring, I consider that a very strange term for

You to use when speaking of any action from so

9ld and valued a friend as Mrs. Quekett is to

e, towards so very recent an acquisition as

that nameless protégé of youra.” The Colonel

tries to speak with his usual ease and compo-

Sure, but the atlempt is a melancholy failure.

“Bhe has dared to strike my child,” repeats
bis wife, with a heaving breast.

“The boy refused to obey her, and she boxed

8 ears. It was a very natural thing to do.”

# It may be very natural, but it shall not be
Tepeated.”

“Then you must teach the child to be more
Obedient.”

41 ghall teach him nothing
take. When did she return ?”

“ This morning, at about six. She prefers tra-
Velling by the night train.”

It appears to me that she prefers any mode
Of aotlon by which she can best show off her
iusolence &hd the unusual pusition she has
Permitted to attain here. She leaves us with-
Out & moment’s warning in order to humor her
Own caprice; and she returns in the same
manner, without the slightest consideration for
Our convenience. A pretty way for a servant to
£0 on in, truly,” .

#Irene, I thought this subject had been
Qiscussed and done with.”

“I shall never have done with it whilst she
Temains here, and 1s permited to behave as she

It 1s past all bearing.”
“ Well, there is no chance of her leaving,”
_Yeplies the poor Colonel, with & sigh; “so the

Prospect is cheerful,” -

. “If her presence here is a necessary evil, 1

muast bear it; but she shall not interfere in my

Private affairs. Philip, I have borné more from

that woman than you know of; and I tell you

¢andidly, were it not for your sake, I would not

Yemain another moument under the same roof

With her. Bat, as she has really returned, for

Which I am infinitely sorry —-"

“ Why, you did not imagine she was gone
for gocd, surely ?” interrupts the Colonel. « This
18 her bome, and always has been.”

“But she might have died, or something, in
the interim.”

“Irene, I am surprised to hear you speak {n

- that strain.” ~

“Don’t be surprised at anything I say of
that woman, Nothing could be too bad for her.

ut of one thing I am determined. She shall

Dot gtrike this child, And of that I shall make

Aer aware on our first meeting.”

“1 advise you not to quarrel with her.”

“ I shall not d d to q 1. Ishall
Mmply give my orders; and if she doean’t
Choose to obey them——"

" #'What then?”

1 shall appeal to you.”

4 And If I am powerless ?”

.. “Why, then—but it will be time enough to

decide what I shall do when the occasion for

decision arfives. Meanwhile I ghall speak my
- .Taind very plainly to Mrs. Quekett."”

“I advise you to keep good friends with her,”
Tepeats the Colonel, who appears to his wife to
.have assumed quite a depressed and ctaven air
Mnce the night before. “She is an estimable
.Woman in many respects : faithfal, honest, and

- % be depended on; but she makes a bitter
O ::zlemy. It will be far wiser to have her on your
<< nigen

for that woman's

Irene’s lip curls in prond contempt.

... %“Thank you, Philip ; but I have been used to

o my allles from a class superior {o that of

‘  Mra, Quekett. I have borne with her patiently
therto, but she has put me oo my mettle

Dow; and, if Idie for it, she shall not strike

|t

'his ohild again!” i

., “Oh, hush!” exclaims Colonel Mordaunt,

< htﬂ’ully, as théy issue on the landing together
- -{khe Httle boy still clinging round Irene’s neck),

-Abd commence to descend the staircase, at the

++00t of which appears the housekeeper, proceed-

ing in state to herown apartment, and followed
by a couple of menservants bearing her boxes.

«] hope I see you well, Mrs. Mordaunt,” she
says, with a smirk, as she encounters the couple
about halfway dow.r,

Colonel Mordauat, who 18 a3 nervous as a
woman, nudges Irene upon the elbow.

« Mrs, Quekett speaks to you, my love.”

«I heard her.—I ghould think you might
have given us sowme notice of your return, Que-
kett., It is rather unusual to take people by
surprise in this way.”

The tone in which she is spoken to makes
Quukett flush up at once, and her voice changes
with her mood.

¢+ I eouldn’t have let you know beforehand,”
she replies rudely, « as Lady Baldwin didn’t say
till yesterday that she could dispense with me.
And it’s quite a new thing, into the bargain, for
me to hear that I'm to account for all my
comings and golngs to a family where I’ve lived
for—-""

¢« Jf course—of course,” interrupts the Colo-
nel hurriedly. ¢ You mistake Mrs. Mordaunt’s
meaning, Quekett, altogether.—Irene, my dear,
breakfast is waiting. Had we not better go
down 1"

He is terribly afraid of what may be coming,
and has but one wish : to separate the combat-
tants. But Irene’s cup of wrath is filled to the
brim, and she stands herground. With Tommy

'| elinging tightly to her from pure fear, she feels

brave enough to say or do anything,

¢ One moment, Philip.—As you have return.
ed, Mrs. Quekett, you and I had better under-
stand each other. You struck this child this
morning. Don't do it again !

«Irene ! Irene ! ” implores the hapless Co-
lonel.

« Don’t do it again!” pants Mrs, Quekett,

“ Don’t do it again,” repeats her mistress
calmly. « I have adopted him : he is under my
protection ; and I will allow no one to correct
him but myself.” ~

¢ A pretty pass things is come to ! ” exclaims
the housekeeper, whose rage at being rebuked
before the footmen is beyond all description.
« I wonder you're not ashamed of yourself, Co-
lonel, to allow it. A dirty brat, belonging to
the Lord knows who, and coming from the
lowest lot in Priestley, to the brought up here
and prinked out like a young gentlefolk, and
not a finger to be laid on him. Why, what'll
tae neighbor: says ? What do you expect the
village is saying at this very moment ? Do you
want a repetition of old times ?”

s« Hush, Quekett ! Pray be silent { "

«Qh, yes ! it’s very easy to bid me hold my
tongue, when I come home to ind the Court
ran over with bye-blows—-"

« How dare you speak of this child in my
presence by such & mame ?* exoclaims Irene.
s¢ Philip, will you permit such an insuit to be
offered to your wife—and before your servants,
tw ? 12

« No, no, my dear, of course not.—Quekett, I
must entreat you to pass on to your room.
Neither you nor Mrs., Mordaunt are in a fit state
to discuss this matter now.”

¢ But remember, Mrs. Quekett,” adds Irene,
« that whatever you may think, you shall not
speak of Master Tommy in that way again.”

« Master Tommy, indeed ! ””sneers the house-
keeper.

¢ Yes, Master Tommy. Whoever he may be,
wherever he has .come from, I have adopted
him as my own child, and I will have him
treated a8 my own child,”

«# Oh! very well, ma'am, just as you please.”

« I am glad you see it in its proper light at
last. Let me pass.” And with the boy still in
her arms, Irene marches statelily 10 the break.
fast-room, whilst the Colonel, glad at any cost
to see the interview come to sn end, follows,
though with his spirits down at zero.

As they leave her, Rebecca Quekett turns
round upon the landing togaze at the retreating
form of the mistress of Fen Court, with a look
of unmistakable hatred.

¢« Humph ! To be trealed as her own child, is
he 7” she says maliciously aloud, so that the
servants in attendance can overhear her;  and
he a nurse-child of that creature Cray’s, left un-
claimed for any lady to adopt. That's a queer
story, ain't it?” she continues, appealing to
one of the men beside her; “ and perhaps she
ain’t 80 far wrong when she stands out for his
being treated as her own. There’s lots more
things happen tn-this worid than we've any
notion of. Well, you'd better get up with the
boxes now, James. They’'ve Kept us on the
landing long enough, Lord knows 1 ”

And so the worthy disappears into her own
room, and is lost to the view, at all events, of
Irene for the remainder of the day.

Colonel and Mrs. Mordaunt have a sharp little
discussion on this subjest during breakfast

‘time-—quite the sharpest they have engaged in

since thelr marriage ; and though Ireune will not
yield one ihoh with regard to stooping to conct-
liate the housekeeper, she feels, at the termi-
nation of the meal, that she has been worsted
in the fight. For the subject of hier adoption of
Tommy Brown has necessarily formed part of
the argument, and her husband has gone 80 far
a8 10 observe that if a child who 18 no relation
to elther of them I8 to bring discord into the
bouse, he had better go. And he Irene recog-
nises,.for the first time, her impotence to keep
him in opposition to her husband’s wisher, and
the knowledge siiences her, even to making her
reflect sadly whether she may not altimately
(unless her protégé is to be cast on the world
again) be compelied, for his sake, to submit to
Mrs. Quekett’s terms of peace ; and the fear
lowers Colonel Mordaunt in her eyes—with him

lowers herself, and renders her morbidly de,

pressed. She spends all the morning in the
shrubbery, ranning about with Tommy, for she
cannot stand Isabella’s deprecating air and
deep-drawn sighs ; and here, after a while, Oli-
ver Ralston comes to find her, with bad news
written on his countenance.

« It's all knocked on the head, Irene. I can't
close with Robertson.”

¢ Why not ? Has he changed his mind ? ”

“On the coutrary, I had a letter from
him this morning, begging for my final decl-
sion, as he is in need of immediate help; but
my uncle has just had me into hisstudy, and he
says it's no go.”

¢ Ollver! surely not on agcount of Quekett ?

¢ Most surely yes, Irene. [’'m as certain that
old flend is at the bottom of it as I am that I'm
alive. Not that Uancle Philip told me 80. He
hummed and hawed —you know his way when
that woman's got him into a sorape——and said
he had been thinking the matter over, and
looking at it from .all points of view, and it
seemed to him now that it would be more pru.
dent of me not to accept a trust I might not
care to retain.”

s But dida’t you tell him you do care for
lt , ”

“Of course I did. I said everything I could
think of, but without effeet. The fact is, he
doesn’t wish me to stay here. I could take the
appointment without consulting him farther ;
but I owe everything to him, Irene, and —"

¢ Oh, yes ! Don’t go against his wishes, But
perhaps he may change his mind again. Shall
I speak to him ?”

s I wish you would.”’

“ Well, look after Tommy, sand I'll go at
once.”

She finds her husband still in his study, ap-
parently wrapt in thought, and dashes at the
matter in hand in her own frank, straight-for.
ward way,

¢ Philip, why have you altered your mind
about Oliver going to Fenton ?” .

I have altered it, my dear, and that should
be safficient.”

“ Not at all, unless you have a good reason,
It isn't fair.”

¢ I would rather not discuss the matter with
you, Irene, We have had bickerinz enough for
to-day.”

« Need we bicker bescause we talk ? This
subject does not touch my interests 8o nearly as
the other; but I think you owe Oliver some
explanation of the change.”

¢ The explanaiion 18 very simple. Upon oon-
sideration, I don’t think the plan a good one,
or likely to prove for his happingss or mine.”

“ Aund the consideration came through that
woman Quekett.”

# Why shogld you think so?”

« Because I know it. Oh, Ph'lip, Philip!”
And Irene, kneeling down by his arm-chalr,
puts her head upon her husband's knee, and be.
gins to cry.

His tender aftection is arouse 1 at once.

¢ My darling, why 18 this ? Have I really
made you unhappy ?*

# Yes, you have. To see you so completely
under subjection to your own servant ; to know
that she can sway you when I fall; that her
wishes can make you act contrary to your own
good judgment, as you are actinug now—you,
who I looked up to as so strong and brave,
and worthy to command all who came within
your range. It lowers you in my eyes; it
mak«s you contemptible in the eyes of others,
and I cannot bear it !”

¢« Irene, Irene ! for God’s sake, spare me ! ”

He has grown very pale during the progres-
slon of this speech, and now it is euded, he
takes out his handkerchief and passes it across
his brow.

« 8pare you ! Why doa’t you spare me from
insult in the house where you have made me
mistress ? "

¢ My darling, you don't understand, How I
wish I could explain it to you, but I can’t. But
8everal members of my family (my father, for
instance) have been laid, at different periods of
their lives, under great obligations to Mrs. Que-
keti. Iacknowledge she is not always pleasant in
her manners, and I regret to see she has not
tauken 80 kindly to you as Ishould have wished ;
but, notwithstanding, I could not feel myself
Justified in not doing all lon my power to repay
the debt I owe her.”

¢ And which I should imagine she bad can-
celled a thousand times over by her insolence.
But why should poor Oliver suffer for your
father’s liabilities ?

Colonel Mordaunt is silent. -

¢ Fenton {s mor : than three miles from Fen
Court. Surely his presence at that distance can
have no influence on Mrs. Quekett's peace of
miod.” C

« He would always be over here, my dear.”

¢ And 80, because she objects to it, your own
nephew is to be banished from your house. Ohb,
Philip ! I could hardly have believed it of you.”

« Pray, don’t make me more unhappy about
it, Irene, than I am. Do you think I don’t feel
iv also *”

¢ Is that possible 7

«] am sufforing, at this moment, far more
than you, my ehild, or than Oliver either, for
that matter.”

« Poor Philip, I am so sorry for you! But is it
quite, quite necessary that Oliver should go t ”

« It is ¢ quite, quite necessary.” If he did no:
go now, he would be compelled to dosoin a few
months, and perhaps under circumstances most
uopleasant for us ail. And yet sometimes 1
think, if I could trust you, Irene—"

# You may trust me, Phillp, and to any ex-
tent.”

« I believe it, my darling—but no, no, it can-

not be. Don’t ask me again. Oaly go to poor
Oliver, and tgll him that I will hold myself res-
ponsible for any expenges he may incur, in the
way of premium or oftt, in procuring another
appointment, on the condition that it is not in
this county—anywhere, in fact, but near here.”

‘“ And you won't trust me, then ?* ghe says,
with a reproachful air, as she prepares to leave
him, .

+ I cannot—I dare not. Yes, dearest, I will.”.
And with that he rises suddenly, and stands be-
fore her, and takes her two hands in his own.
¢ Irene, when you gave your dear self to me at
the altar, did you not promise to honor me ? "

¢ And I have honored you, Philip.”

“ I believe it ; and I trust you to honor me
stlll, notwithstanding that I am unable to ex-
plain all that you wish to know.”

“ Bat secrets are 8o horrid between husbands
and wives,” she says, pouting, with true femi-
nine ouriosity ; « aund it is so hard to forgive
what one understands nothing about.”

‘ Have you never kept a secret from me,
then, Irene ? .

He is alluding to the possible name of her
former lover, and the circumstances of theirin-
timacy, which have never been confided to him.
Bat her thoughts fiy immediately to her adopted
ohild and the knowledge she possesses of his
parentage ; and under her husband’s steady
gaze she becomies crimson to the very parting
of her hair,

¢ Oh, very well,” she answers, with a light
laugh ; « don’t let us say any more about it,
since talking won't mend matters. Oniy I
trust my confidence in your integrity, Pbilip, is
not supposed to extend to holding out the right
hand of fellowship to Mrs, Quekett.”

But Colonel Mordaunt appears to have forgot-
ten the root of the subject in question. He is
still holding her hands, and looking fixadly at
her downoast eyes and working features.

“ My query seems to have affected you,
Irene ?”

¢ It would affect any one, I should think, to
be siared at as you are staring at me, But this
is child’s play, Philip. What is it you want me
todo?” .

“ Ounly to believe in me as I believe in you.”

« That would be easy it belleving in you did
not involve belleving in vrs. Quekett also.
However, I will leave the woman to go her
way, ifshe will leave me to go mine. Is thats
bargain 7" ~

« I suppose you are alluding to the child ; she
has not interfered in anything else.”

«] am. You gave me permissien to adopt
and bring him ap. Will you make this fact clear
to your housekeeper, and tell her, at the same
time, that my forbearance depends entirely
up n her own.” .

¢ Then you sign a treaty of peace with her ?*

¢ Under those conditions, and for your sake,
yes. I feel myself degraded to eater upon any
terms with a dependent; but, since it ts for
your comfort, I concede. Only it must be kept
as religlously on her side as mine. And now 1
trust we have heard the last of so contemptible
a business.”

Oolonel Mordaunt sighs, and turns away,

¢« You are not yet satisfied, Philip. - What, 1a
Heaven's name, would you have me do more ? "

¢ Nothing, my dear, nothing. Indeed I do
not see what else there is to be done. Only,
pray remember what I said to you this morning
and do not irritate her more than you can
help.”

« 1 shall never speak to—or notice her!” re-
plies Irene ; and here, feeling that all that can
be said has been said upon the subject, she
leaves the study to communicate the upshot of
the interview to Olliver.

Colonel Mordaunt, left to himself, looks more
thoughtful than before. He has courted the
information that his wife has notlaid her whole
heart bare to him, and yet now he feels miser-
able because she has put the sign-manual of
silence 02 & fuct whioh he knew to be suoch.
Mrs. Quekett, Oliver Ralston, the child, every-
thing which has worried him hitherto, passes
from bis mind to give place to the curlosity
with which he longs to discover how much of
her former life Irene has kept back from him.
He remembers vividly allshe sald to him at
Brussels, and in the little sitting-room at Nor-
wood, on the subject of her disappointment;
but he wasso eager in the chase at that time—so
anxious to secure her for himself at any cost—
that he did not choose to bellieve what she as-
serted to be true—that the best part of her life
was over. Yet had not the sequel proved him
to be in the right? For the six monthsshe has
been his her spirits have gone on gradually im-
proving day by day. Indeed a few weeks ago
she was buoyant—radiant — ranning over with
fan; and, if they have commenced to fiag again,
it has only been 8inoe——

Since when ?

8ince the arrival of Tommy Brown amongst
them! AsColonel Mordaunt's thoughts, travel-
linz backward and taking nowes by the way,
light on this fact, he rises from bis seat, and
walks aimlessly about the room,

“D—n that ohild!” he says without the
least resorve, “I wished to God we had never
seen or heard of him.” )

And then he goes out to his stables and kennel,
and tries to forget all about ii; but the idea
haunts him nevertheless, sud ofteu after Lhat
day Irene, glanctug up suddealy, flads bim
studying her face, with an earnestness, not
altogether born of affection, which puxszies whilst
it wounds her,

Mrs. Mordaunt, in desiring her husband to in-

form Mrs, Quekett that peace betwean them
can only be maintalned at the cast of a1 ¢ un.
munloation, has entered into the worst pact



