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there, there, do notlet us talk about it any
more. It isnot worth the waste of words we
have given to it, Angelo.”

“If you remember, it is not my fault that
we have dwelt upon it so long.” said Angelo.

“Js it not?” she answered absently.
“Ah ! well—perhaps I was curious a little.
And now, you will promise me never to
speak of this again—to take my answer as
final—to accept my thanks once more for
the honouryou have done me—and to remain
my friend for the little while longer I am on
English ground.”

% Are you thinking of leaving England,
then?” he faltered forth.

“Yes, I shall go back to America very
soon.”

“You have not said anything of this be-
fore to me,” he said, half reproachfully.

“I have not had much time,” answered
Mabel with a smile ; “but there are many
friends over there who can help me—and
will help me.”

“I fancied you had no very intimate
friends there. I—I thought you said it was
your grandfather’s wish you should remain
here in England,” remarked Angelo.

“He thought I should be a rich woman.
In England there is not much sympathy
for a poor one.”

“QOh! Miss Westbrook ! ”

““ What is the matter ! ”

1 did not think you could speak so bit-
terly as that.”

Mabel laughed.

“¥You see, I am not perfection,” she said,
“but a cross-grained female whom a little
puts out. You will find me my own self
to-morrow if you care to call.”

“If Icare!” exclaimed Angelo; “of
course I care—although I am awfully dis-
tracted in mind, and dare hardly see you
yet.”

His voice shook a little with its old feeble-
ness, and Mabel looked critically at
him.

“No ; upon second thoughts, don’t come,
Angelo, to-morrow.”

“Very well—if you wish me not.”

“Take a holiday. Go to your chambers
in London—or to the sea-side, where a
change will do you good. Iam sureof it,”
added Mabel.

“Iam not.”

““You have taken Mr. Halfday's advice—
now, do me a favour and try mine.”

¢ And go away from you ? ”

¢ Yes—for awhile.”

¢TIt might be for ever. You will disap-
pear, and never tell me where you are
agdin.”

“No, I will not. Although it would be
as well, perhaps,” she answered.

“I will go,” he said, rising ; “I am sorry

"I have troubled you so much this evening,

but I felt I should like to explain the true
state of my feelings, and I have done so—
with a vengeance,” he added in so dismala
tone, and with so odd a look, that Mabel
Westbrook might have laughed pleasantly
undvr different circumstances.

She was in no laughing mood that even-
ing, howeve:; Angelo had said much to
disturb her, and there remained food for
thought in his confession. She was sorry
now that he had come wooing to her. Only
a little while ago it had scemed better for
him and her that they should clearly under-
stand each cther, but she was scarcely cer-
tdin now of the wisdom of the step he had
undertaken. It had been done in a hurry,
and there was confusion in consequence.
She was glad when he had shaken hands
with her, and quitted the house ; there was
a sense of relief in his absence—in the lone-
liness that seemed to come to her by way of
comfort after he had gone.

She did not move from the seat where he
had left her,but drifted at once into thoughts
born of the interview and of ‘her stay in
England, and both strangely intermixed.
Life had been a whirl of events with her
since she had acted for herself in it, and there
had ensued much responsibility, some mys-
tery, and more mistakes. All her girlish
thoughts, her girlish hanpiness even, seemed
to have vanished in these latter days, and
to have left her a cold, hard, matter-of-fact
woman. She had looked for peace and rest
in England, but they had not come to her;
she had dreamed of friends here, and she
was only surrounded by people whomit was
impossible to comprehend. The world had
been full of sudden changes, and it was
natural that she should change with it ; but
she was not growing more content.

A soft pressure of two folded hands upon
her shoulder aroused her from thought at
last, and to the consciousness of the night’s
being an hour older since her guest had with-
drawn.

“You are very sad, my mistress,” said the



