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THE STGRY OF ELIZABETH.

BY MU1SS THACKERAY,

[anghter of th: Great Poglish Novelist,]
CONTINCED.

Anthony was away—sho was glidd,  After the first shoek
the girl took her heart and conrage, and sct herseli’ o prac-
tise the good resvlutions she had made when she wis away.
1t was not s0 havd as <he had fmcied to bae alitte bess iil-
tanpered and discontented, becanse you see she had always
behaved so very budly Leiore. Bub it was nob so casy to
Iead the cheerfuly devoted life she had pictured to herself,—
Her mother was very kind, very indificrent, very unbappy,
Elizabeth feared.  Shc was il tao, and out of heaith, but
she hore great snfiering with wondeviul patience and - con=
staney.  Tourncur looked haggard and worn,  Had he s
gun to discover that he could not understand his wife, that
he bad not married the woman lie thought he knew so well
but some quite different pevson? - 1l-tenipor, discontent, he
could have endured and dealt with, bub o tercible mistiust
und doubt had come into his heurt, he did not know how or
when, and hadneialy broken it

A gloom scemed hanging over this sad house; a sorl of
hopeless deeariness, Do you remember how cheerful and

3

contented 'oline had been at fivs By degrees she be-
gan to get a little tived now and thene=a fitte weary,  All
these things grew just atittle insipid and distasteful. Do you
know that torture to which some poor shives hitve heen sub-
jected ? T believe it is only adrop of water Calling at vegn.
lar intervals upon ielr heads, At fivst they scaveely hiead
ity und talk and Jaugh 5 then they hecome silent; nnd still
the drop falls and drips; and then they moan and beg for
merey, and still it fulls ; and then seveam out with horror,
and cry out for death, for this is more than they cn bear—
but still it goes on talling. 1 have read this somewliere, and
it scems to me that thisapplies to Caroline Lourneur, ad to
the terrible Jife which had begun for her.

Her heatth failed, and she daily lost strength and interest
in the things by which she was surrounded ; then they be-
came wearisome.  Her tired friane was nob equal to the cone
stant exertions she had tmposed vipon herself : from being
wearisome, they grew hatefnl to her; and, one by one, she
gave them up. Then the terrible simeness of a fife in which
hier heart was no longer set; ssemceil to crush her down day
by day; a life never lived from high and honorable motives,
hut for mean-and despicithle ends; a Life Tofty and noble to
those who, with great hearts and good conrge, knew how

)
to look beyond it, and not o care for the Hiings of the: world,
but. dull and tervible beyond expression to a woman whose

whole soul was set amidst the thorns and thisties , and who
had only rushed by chince into this narrow path blindiold
with passion and despair,

Now she has torn the handige oft her ¢
struggling {o gel out of it, and beating
and wearily trying {o trace Iack her st Ly used to ery
out in her childish way.,  Cwroline, wha is @ wamiuy, is si-
lent, and utters not one word of complaint ; only her cheeks
fall away and her eyes glare out of great black vings,

Elly cane home bloming and well, and was shocked and
frightened ot first 1o see the change which had come over
her mother.  She did not ask the reason of it hat as we all
do sometimes, nceepted without much speculution the course
of events.  Thiugs come about so naturally thad people are
often in the midstof strangest hislories without having once
thought 50, or wouderad that it shonld be, Very soon all the
gloomy honse, though she did not know it seemed brighten.
edand cheerdd by her coming home,  Fven Mme, Jacob re-
tented alittle when she heard TouTou and Lou-Low's shouts
of laughter one duy coming through the open window.—
The three givds were at work in the garden. 1 do not know
that they were doing much good except to themselves, It
was a keen, clear, brilliant winter moruing, and the sun out
of doors put out the smouldering lives within.

The little girls were laughing and working with all- their
hearts, Elly was laughing too, and tearing up dricd old

w3 now she is
nst the thorns,

plants, and heaping broken flower-pots together.  Almost
happy, almost contented, almost good. . . . Aud th

is many a worse state of mind thaw this,  She was sighing
us she Inughed, for she was thinking of hervself, pucing ronnd
and round the neglected gaiden once not so long ago ; then
she thought of the church on the hill-top, then of Will Dam-
pier, and then of John, and then she cxme upon o long wrig-
gling worm, and she jmnped away and forgot to be senti-
mental,  Besides working in the gavden, she set to teaching
the children in her mother's sehool.  What this girl turned
her hand to she always did well and thoroughly, ~ She even
went to visit some of the sick people, and though she never
took kindly to these exc s, the childven diked to say teir
lessons to lier, and the sick people wore glad when she emne
in. She was very popular with them all; perbaps the rea-
son was, that she did not do  these things from a sense of
duty, and did not ook upon the poor and the sick, as so
many of us do, as a sclish memms for selfzadvancement ; she
went to them because it was inore convenient for her to go
than for anybody ¢Jse—she only thought of their needs,
grambled at the trouble she was taking, and it never ocenr-
red to her that this unconscionsness was as oo as a gond
conscience,

My dear little Elizabeth 1 Tam glad that at Jast she is
Dehaving pretty well. Tourneur strokes her head sometimes,
and holds out liis kind hand to Ter when she comes into his
room. His eyes Jollow her fondly as if he were her father,
One day she told him about William Dampicr. e sighed
as hie head the story,  Ttowas all ordained for Qe best, he
said to himsclf,  But he wonld have heen glad to know her
happy, and he patted her check and went agaln into his
study.

Miss Dampicr’s Jefters were Elly's best breasures: how
cagedy she ook them frum Clanentine’s Tands, how she
tove thent open and read them, once, twice, thrice,  No no-
vels inferest people so mnch as their owne—a story in which
you have ever so little a part to cnact, Oills and excilespmd
amuses to the very last. — You dow'e skip the reflections, the
deseriptions do not weary, I ean faney Elly sitfing in a heap
on the floor, und spelling out Miss Dampier’s; TonTon and
Lou-Lou looking on with vespecttul wonder.

But suddenly the etters seemed (o her to elamge, . They
heeame short and TV they were not interesting any
more.  Looked for so auxiously, they only brought disap-

whom she longed to hear, no meation of theiv doings. 1sven
Lady Dampicr’s nine would have been weleome, But thae
was nothing, It was in vaib she read and re-read so eangerly
longing and thuesting for news,

Things were hest s they were, shie told herself 2 huandeed
times 5 aud so, though poor By sighad and wearicd, and
though her heart sighad and wearied, and thonghy her heart:
sunk, she did not speak to any one of her trouble : it was a
wholesome one,y she told herselly one that muast be siemount-
e and overcome by patience. Sometimes her work sceemed
almost grealer thian her stongthy, and1hen she wonlil go up-
staivs and erv a itk Bit, ansl pity  herself, and sop up all
her tenrs, sand then ran round and ronnd the gavden onee or
wwice, and come back with bright eyes and glowing cheeks,
to chatter with Francoise, to look affer mother and Stephen
Towrnenr, to scold the pupils and make jokes at them, o
voutp with the litte gicls,

One day she found ber letter waiting on the hall-table,and
fore it open with a trembling hope, . . . Aunt Jam
deseribed the weather, the pig-sty, made valudde rensrks

ever heraffectionate old friend. . And that was all. Was not
that enough 7 EHy asked hersell, with such o sigh.

meal congealing anud disordered on the table.

¢ s-tu prede, Blizabeth ? said Tou-Tou: coming in with a
Jitile hasket—there were no stones in it this time., ¢ Tiens,
voila co que s lante envoic a cette panvre Madume Jon-
nes)

Madmme Jomes wis only Mrs Jones, only an old woman
dying ina meluncholy room Liwd by—in a melancholy room
in a deserted street, where there were few houses but long
wallz, where the monhd mwas feeding, aud yellow placards
were pasted and defaced and flapped in shreds, and where
lly, picking her little steps over the stones, saw blades of
grass growing between  them,  There was o chantier—a
great wood yard—on one side ; now and then a dark door-
way leading into & Llack and 1ilthy court, out of which a
wniter would come with evil smells, flowing murkily into
the street ; inthe distance, (wo figuces pussing ; a cbild in
a nighteap thumping a doll upon & curbstone 3 a dog snuf-
fing ab o heap @ at the end of the street, the placarded backs
of tall houses built apon a vising ground ; & man in a hlousc
wheeling a truek, and singing out dismadly ; and mean-
while, gnod old Mrs, Jones was dying close at had, wider
this Llack and crionbling doorway, in a room opening with
Ferncked ghiss doors upon the yard,

She was Jying alone upon her hed ;) the nurse they had
seut (o her was gossiping with the poveer in his  lodge.
Kindly and dimly her eyes opened ad smiled somcehow at
the girl, out of the faded hed, out of a mystery of pain.
wriet, and solitnde.

1t was aomystery indeed, which Elizabeth, standing hie-

sider ity conld not nnderstand, thougl she hersell had Jain
so lately and so vesignedly upon a couch of sickness.  Age,

abitidonmient, seventy years  of life—how many of griet
and trouble 7 As she looked at the dying, indifferent face,
she sw that they were almost ended, And in the midst of
her pity and shrinking compassion, Elly thought to her-
self that she would change all with the sick woman, at that
minute, to have endured, to have surmounted so much,

She sat with her Gl the dim twilight cane through the
dirty and patched panes of the windows,  LEven as she
witited thiere her thouglils went wandering, and she was
trying to picture to herself faces and scenes that she conld
notsce,  She knew that the shadows were ereeping avound
about those whom she loved, as quictly as they were rising
here in this sordid room. 1t was their evening as it was
hers 5 and then she said to herself that they who mude up
50 large n part of her life must, perforce, think of her
sometimes @ she was part of their lives, even though they
shonld utterly neglect and forget and ‘abandon her; cven
thoweh they should never meet again from this day ; though
she shoudd never hear their names so much as mentioned ;
thongh their paths should separate for ever.  For o time
they had travelled the same road—ah | she was thankful
even for so muel; and she unconscionsly pressed the wast-
el hand she was holding ; and her heart thrilled with ten<
der, nuselish gladness as the feeble tingers tried to clasp
hers, and the faltering whisper tried to Dless.

She came bome sidd and tired from her sick woman's bed-
sicke, thinkiug of the last kind gl of the eyes as she
Ieft the voom. She went straight up-shairz and took off her
shabby dress, and found another, and poured out water il
lathed her: face. Her et was beating, her hunds teem-

Bling.  She was remembering and e ctting 3 she was de-
spabring and longing, and yet resigned, as slic had leamnt to
be of

ate.  She Teant against e wadl for 2 moment, efore
slie went down; shie was deessed in the blue dress, with
Eor favorite little locket banging ronnd her ueck, She
pret her haed tivedly (o her head 5 and as she stood, us she
it to stind when she was a child, inoasort of dream, and
admost out of the workd, And as she was wailing « k]nnvk
cune at the door. 16 was Clementing who knocked, and
who said, in the sing-souz way in which French \v’omcn
speitk—¢ Mademoisclle, voila pour vong’

It was too dark to see anything, excopt that it was anoth-
or familiar-looking letter. By made up her mind not, to
be disappointed any more, ;md went down-stajes leisnrely
to the study, where she knew she would find Tourneuvs
komp alight, And she crossed the hall and tumed the ha-
dle of the door, and openad it and went in,

The amp with its green shade on e talde, 1it up oue
pact of the room, but in the duskiness, standing by the
stove and talking cagerly, were two people \\"l(’lun.\']lc cnul(i
not distinguish vevy plainly,  One of them was Tourneur
who leoked rownd and cne to meet her, and took her by
the hand, ’ )

Suddenly Ler heart egan to heat so that her breath was
trken away,  What was this?  Who was this——— \\'l.:.};
chanee Dl she come upon ? - Sneh mad hopes as hers, were
they ever tulited?  Was this nmoment, so sudden \,0 un;
lnoln-cl. tory the one for which she had degpaired zmd’lnn‘rml s
for which she had waited and Jived  ihrongh an cternity of
grief?  Waxit John Dampier juto whase had ’I‘ourfmn‘
put hers?  Was she still asleep and dreaming of one of
thase terrible dreams, from which, ah me ! she mnst awake: ?
In this drewn she hgued the Lasteur saying, o

on the news contained in the daily papers, signed herselt,

She | pier's
wits reading it over in the deorway of the salle-w-manger, | lady wrote in a sl_ul.’c of ‘m(-ulwrcnt excitement,
benneted and cloaked, with all the remains of the mid-day | some speech of Will's which had brought the whole thing

|
{

1

CHa hien dcsj coise brought her

pointment when they came, and no word of the people abont | chosesiy vous due, Blizabeth,) and then he seemed to go

away and leave theme T this dreaon bewildered and trem-
Wing, with a desperate effort, she pubied away her bandand
satid, ¢ What deex itmean?  Wheee is Tishy 7 Why do yon
come, John 2 Why dow’t you leave me in peace? Al
then it was adrenm no Jonger, buta tmth and e reality,
when John began to speak in his fawmiliar way, and she
henrd Dis voiee, and siw him before her, and—yes, it was
e and he said, ¢ Tishy and | have had o quurel, Ehy,
W itre hothing,to one another any more, sl so T have
come 1o vouado——to—stell vou that | have hehaved like g
fool all this time?  Amd he twrned very red as he spoke,
and then e was silent, wd then he ook botly her Dl
anl xpoke again: ¢ Lell me, dear)” bo said, looking up into
her sweet eves,—¢ By, tell me,  wonld yon—won't you—
he content. with a tool for a hosiund?  And Elizabeth Gl
maonr only answered, €Oy John, Jolm? and hurst into o
greitt oo of happy tears; tears which fell mining peace
and calm after this Tong drought and miscery 5 tews which
macle him sad, and yet happicr than he had ever drcant or
imagined ; tears which quicted her, soothed her, and healed
all her troubles.

Tefore Jolm went away that night, Elly read  Miss Dine
letter, which explained his explanations,  The old
1t was

ahout,
¢ What did he say 2 Elly asked, (looking up from  the
lctter).

Sie John said, (He nsked me it T did not remember that
church on the hitly at Boatstown 2 We were all out in (he
garden, by the old statne of the nymph; Tishy suddenty
stopped and turned upon me, and evied out, when was 1 last
at Boatstown ? And then I was obliged to confess, and we
had a disagrecable scene enongh, and she appealed to Wil-
liam—gave me my conge, and [ was not sorry, Klly !

¢ But had you never told her about—'

€Tt was from sheer honesty thal [was silent) said Sir
Johin ¢ aoman whao sineerely wishes to keep his word doesw’t
say, ¢ Madwm, L like some one else, but I will marry you if
vou insist upon ity only the worst of it is; that we were
both uncomtortable, and now 1 find she suspected me the
whole time.  She sent me a note in the evening, Look
here :—

The note said—

¢ T have been thitiking about what T said just now in the
aarden. T am more than ever decided that it is best we two
should it Udo not choose to say good-hy (o you in
anangry spirit, and so (his is to tell you that 1 forgive yon
all the' injustice of your conduct towirds me.,  Everyldy
seewns to have been i a league to deceive me, and 1 have
not found out one tene fricnd among vou all, ” How could
yon for ene moment imagine that I should wish to marry a0
man who preferred another womai? - You may have been
influenced and worked upon 3 but for all that I shoubd neva
er be able to place confidence in yon again, and 1 feel it is
best and happicest for us both that all should bhe at an end
between us, -

“You will not wonder that, though T try to™forgive yon, [
cannot help fecling indignant wb the way in which 1 have
been used. J conld pever ninderstand exactly what was go-
ing onin yonr mind.  You were silent, you equivocited ;
andd not vou only, everybody seems to have been thinking
of themselves, and never once for me,  Even Willian, who
professes to care for me still, only spoke by chance, and re-
vealed the whole history,  When e talked to you aliout
Boatstown, some former snspicions ol mine were confirmed,
and by the most fortunate chanee two people have heen
saved from aowhole fifetime of vegret,

I will not trast mysclf to think of the way in which T
should kave heen artered had 1 only  discovered the truth
when it was too late.  If T speak plainly, itis in justice to
myself, and from no unkinduess to you; for thongh I Lid
you farewell, T can still sincerely sign myself,

“Yours aflectionately,

Laxririal

Elly read the letter, and gave it back to him, and sighed,
and then went on with Miss Dampier's epistle,

TFor some time past, Jean Dampier wrote she had noticed
growing suspicion and estrungement between the engaged
couple.. John was brusque and morose at times, Fishy
cross and defiant,  He used to come over on his brown
mare, and stop at the cottage gate, and ask about Elly, and
then intervupt her hefore she conld answer and change the
(k. IIe used to give her messages to send, and then re-
tract them. Tle was always philosophizing and discoursing
about first aflectionx,  Tatitia, too, used to come and ask
about Elly. . X

Miss Dampicr hopad that John himself would put an cnd
to this fulse sitnation,  She did not know  how to write
about cither of them to Elly,  Her perplexities had seemed
unending, ’ o

{But | also never heard that you cune to Boatstown,” 1l
Iy said, L.

fAndyet Tsaw you there) said John, ¢standing at the
end of the pier.”  And (en he went on todtell Ter o gread
deal more, ard to confess all that he had thought while he
wis waiting for her. ’

. Elly passed hee hand across her eyes with the old famil-
iar action.

‘Andyou came to Boatstown, and you went away when
rour vead Tishy writing, and you hud the heart Lo be angiy
with me 7 shie said? ) '

‘Lwas worried, and out of temper, said John,  ¢I folt I
was doing wrong when 1 ran away from Tishy, I blamed
you becanse 1 was in a rage with myself. T can't bear to
think of it. But I was punished, Elly.  Were yon ever
Jealous P Sho laughed and nodded her head,  «T'dare say
not,’ hie went on; Cwhen 1 sailed away and saw vou stand-
ng so confidentially with Wil Dmnisim', I won't try and
tell you what I suffered. 1 could hear to give you up=but
to see you another man’s wife EHy, T know you nev-
er were jealons, or you wonld understand what 1 felt at
that moment.!

When their tete-a-fote was over they went into the next
room. Al the family congratulated Them, Madame Tour-
neur among the vest; she was il and tived that evening,
and Iying on the yellow Ulrecht velvet soft,  But it was
awkwird for them and uncomfortable; and John went. home
early to hix inn.  As Ely went up to bed that night Fran-
one other picee of news—D>Madame Jones




