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and admiration, raised his bright, intelligent eyes
to the Lutter's face, exelanmiug :
“But, grand-papa has not seen Edgar's own
Mamma yot
“ Well «aiid, my little hero,” replicd his father,
Carry, dear, where are you? Iere, your Lord-
shil‘." and he gently drew forward his shrinking,
Aitated wife, *1lere is Mrs. Iluntingdon, your
Very obodient and affeetiona - laughter-in-law.”
Lord Huntingdon's glance rosied a second, ear-
“_&"ﬂy. Kindly, upon her, and then warmly pres-
82 her hand, he made way for heron the couch
side him, entering irmediately into friendly
c"“\’crsntiun. and evidently as much pleased with
r as with his beautiful grand-children,
“Ah! Eva” murmured young Iuntingdon,
who, leaning on Lis sister's chair, watched the
ene with softened eyer, “It wants but one to
nh?ke our happiness complete.”
. She pressed Lis hand silently in reply, but
Poke not, for alus! she knew how averse was
At one to forgiveness or reconeiliation—how +he
ad SLurned her own tearful cntreaties, and
ughtily silenced those of the 1avored Arlinglord,
22 low though rupid tone the young man con-
tmued:
th:;ro Yyou alone, my gentle sister, dare T confide
o estless hopes, the bitter regrets, that delicacy
Jolia me to keep sceret from poor Cairy, and
Pride forpidq me revealing to the rest of the world,
n: l“Y‘)ll‘ alone, will T whisper, that in the dark-
of night, the glare of day, the thoughts of
‘n:tth Mother I so ungratefully outraged—that
3 “t who loved me so wildly and passionately,
e?ws me, saddening my spirits, and clouding
T even whilst surrounded by the caresses of
Y Wife and children. Lva, she was heartless
ee;“:h my father, unjust, cruelly unjust to your-
* OUt to me she was ull, everything. Tis only
te years this reproachful conscivusness, this
€8 of remorse, bas come over me. Long
gml:t‘:;y marriage my heart was cold and un-
Cliagion to her as before, as indifferent to a recon-
Parent as her own; but since I hnye become a
h myself—since children have filled our
Undepy xg home with sunshin’e, I have learned to
o Wi the extexzt of my ingratitude townf'ds
our littleu:n 1 somet:nmqs lovk at Carry caressing
Centereg if{]lgar. as if every ho}?e of her soul were
o pal. iim, tre.mblmgixf hns.; rosy check is a
the l(mg ni(:]’ wfm:hmg b(,:su?e his cmfch t.hroug.h
Tepuee, | Tll't, if but a childish ache disturbed his
Wretq), Wuul‘rk to myself ‘what an nf:curscd
Mg . that bay l.be, if, when arrived to
fold, b, h . “sll::\d of repaying her cares a thousand
turn that love as a deudly curse
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against the devoted heart that gaveit.  And yet,
Lva, L I, have done all this, ingrate that I have
been! Did not my mother love me as well ag
Carry loves her kon?  Aye! more, Eva, for no
husband or second child shared her deep, eoncen-
trated love, and yet T insulted, trampled on it,
and broke, yes, Eva, broke her heart.”

Ie paused, his eheek pale as marble, his lips
quivering wiih agitation, and Eva hersclf deeply
touched, endeavoured to soothe and encourage
him.

* Yes, sister,” he hurriedly resumed ; “has she
ever been the same xince the hour of my marriage,
not that I would revoke that even for her, for my
gentle wife is o infinitely dear to me now
but it was wrong and cruel not to have prepared
her in some degree for the change, not to have
softened the stroke to her if possible. ILva, 1
have lovked on the wreck [ have made, I have
seen the hopeless, deathlike brow, the bowel
emaciated figure of her, who six elort ycars ago
was a woman in the pride, the bloom of life, and
as I silently gazed upon her, horror-struck, agoni-
zed, a sceret voice whispered, ¢ Her son, ber only
gon, has done all this? Eva! Eva! reconcile me
with my mother, or an eternal shadow will brood
over my heart and home.”

Ere his sister could reply to that trembling,
impassioned adjuration, he had hurriedly left the
room. The saddening effect of his mournful re-
vealments, his hopeless appeal lingered lonyg afier
round Eva's epirits, and when she and her lover
turned at length their homeward steps to the Hall
the latter wondered much at the shade that rested
in her soft eyes, and the melancholy intonations
that, unknown to herself, lingerel in her subdued
voice. Still, her surrow, whatever it might have
been, was a thing sacred in his eyes, and as she
granted him not freelyher confidence, he was de.
termined not wo force it.  On their arrival at the
Hall, it was a relief to both, to learn that Lady
Huntingdon was confined for the evening, to her
room, by a slight head-ache, whilst Lord Huo-
tingdon, they knew, had ridden over from Elins-
water, to the estate of a neighboring nobleman,
and would not be bome till late.

“ We will bave to depend on our own resources
for amusement this evening, Eva,” Arlingford
cheerfully exclaimed; “It will give us a fore-
shadowing, an idea of the future, we are so0 soon
to eunter upon.”

Eva replicd only by one of her bright blushing
smiles, but the latter was soon again succeeded
by the =adness which had at first filled her be-
trothed with regret, and now commenced to io-
spire him with a vague feeling of anxiety and
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