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CHAPTER LV

She started, stared at me for a woment,
held out her hand,

“1 didn't know vou, Mr,
How much older you Jook!
don.  Have vou been i1177

She spoke hurriedly . and kept looking over
her shonlder now aml then as if afiaid of
being seen talking to me.

1 bave had a good deal to make me older
since we mueet last, Miss Pease” 1 sald, ol
have hardly a friend left in the world but you
—that iz, if you will allow me to call you
one.”

Toete.

(Continued.)
amd

Cumbermede,
I beg your par-

bt
VHCARY
Cum-

«Certainiy, certainly”” she answered,
hurrivdiy, and with one of
clances. »Only yvon must allow,
bermede, that—that—that—-""
The poor lady was evidently unprepared to
meet mwe on the old footing, and, at the same
time, qually nowiliing to hurt my feclings,
+ 1 shonid be sorry to make yvou run a risk
for my = 1 said, = Ple st answe
me one guestion., Do yeu k'lu\\ what it Is to

thaose

Mr

Kol

L misnnde ~tom.—!u te despised  without
sgerying it 2?7
\hw >In..ui sniﬂ'\’. and nodded hier head

wently two or three tmes,
@ Then have pity on me,
little tatk with you ™
Again she glanved apprehenst
shoulder,
*You are atraid of Leing se
I don't wender.” T sald.
“Mr. Geetitey came np owith ws”
sweredd. o1 left him at breakfasr,

and ivt me hiave a

vely over her

atd

en with me,

He

be zoing across the park to hisclub dives u_v.
« Then u-lm with me the other way—into
Hyde Park.” ! said

With evident r(,mrmx:vv,
accompanied me.

As soon as woe o
spoka-.

A certain s1d event, of whi
no doubt heard, Miss Pease has shut
from all commnnication \\:'.n thier
my  friend Charley
ARXTONS ToT some news of Bis
all that i Lft of him o me
tell me anvthing abont bee?”

oo Shee has l«,([) vty it

I hope that means tha
said,

Ry

she vieldod and

ot within Stanhope Gate, 1

e 1"3'\'!‘
- il
A.llhh_\ et

boam very
sister,  Nhe is

iie”
h(m‘. 4

RiREA

Oaborn

A yvou

She replied.
t she is better,

better, and,

A H;s.

s inw on the
season will permit,
Cuambermeds, von Lo aware
under conetderably restrint in
Tiwe position I held in Sir
coalthenoh neither g Comforianle

1 hear, geing

continent,
. Mr
that 1

AN RO
Mt
Qi
T

1 nmde rstand yon "
I returned. © and ‘uxl'w appreciiate the sense of
propricty which caitses veonrr cwharstesmient,
n( thie request s about to make his ro-
thing to dn with them or their aghirs what-
sver, 1 oondy want yonr promise to ot me
Koow if you hear i'lﬁ_"(};l’l:;’ of Miss Osbarne”

“1 vannot tel) what

o What use T may be zoing to make of the
information you give me, Ina word you do
not trust me.”

“ T neither trust nor distrust you, Mr. Coem-
bermede st 1 am afraid of buing drawn
into a correspondence with you.”

“Then 1 will ask no promise. 1 will hope
in your genernsity.  Here is my address, 1
pray vou, as yen wonld hiave heiped him who
fell among thieves, to 1ot me kuow anything
you hear about Mary Osborne.™

She took my card, al turned at once, say-
ing,

it Mind, I make no promise ”

# T dmagine noge” | oanswered,
trust in vour kindpess,”

And so we parted,

Unsatisfactory as the interview was, it yet
gave mea ltth: hope. T was glad to hear
Mary was going abroad, for it must do her
good,  For me) 1 wonld endure aud labour
and hope, D gave her to God, as Shakspoare
rays somewhere anil ret myself to my work.
When her mind was quictzr about Charle ¥,
somehiow of other T might cotne near her again.
I could not sei: how,

I took 1y way acrosy the Green Park,

1 do not Lelicve we notics thie hadf the co-
incidences that float past us on the stream of
events,  Things which would i1l us with as-
tonishment, aud probably with foreboding,
look us in the face and pass us by, and we
know nathing of them,

As ] walked along in the direetion of the
Mall, I beeame awnre of o tall man coming
towards me, stooping as if with age, while the
length of his stride indicated s more vizorous
period,  He passed without lifting Lis head,
but in the partial view of the wan and fur.
rowed countenance I could not fail to recog.
nize Charley's father.  Snch a worn unhappi-
ness was there depicted, that the indignation
which still lingered in my bosom went out in
compassion. If his sufferings  might but

Mizs Prase,

“1 will

teach bim that to brand the trath of the king-
dom with the private mark of opinion, must
resultin persecutionanderuelty t He molntod
the stope with strides at once eager and aim-
Tess, and 1 wondered whether any of the sure-
coming compunctions had yet begun to over-
shadow the complaceney of his faith ; whether
he had yet begun to doubt if it pleased the
Son of Man that o youth should be driven
from the gates of tmth because he failed to
recey; 'mzv Ler finage in the faces of the jani-
tors,

Aimless, also, I turned into the Mall, and
again I started at the sight of a known tigure,
Was it possible 27—Could it be my Lilith be-
twixt the shaits of a public cabriolet?  For-
tututely it was empty. I hailed it, aund
jmmped up, telling the driver to take we to
my chambers, My poor Lilith! She was
working like one who had never been loved!
So far as I knew, she had never been in har-
tess before, She was badly groomed and thin,
but much of her old spirit remained. 1 soon
cutered in to negotiations with the driver,
whoss property she was, and made her my own
onve more, withadelight I could ill expressin
plain prose—for my friends were indeed few,
I wish I could draw a picture of the lovely
creature, when at length, having concluded

forth joys and sorrows which ina real history
must walk shadowed under the veil of mo-
desty ¢ for the soul still less than the body,
will consent to be revealed toall eyes. Hence,
although most of my books have seemed true
to some, they have all scemed visionary to
most.

A year passed away, during which I never
left London. I heard from Miss Pease—that
Miss Osborne, although miuch better, was not
going to return until after another winter, 1
wrote and thanked her, and heard no moere, It
may seem | oaccepted such ignorance with
strange indifference; but even to the reader
for whom alene I am writing, T cannot, as
things are, attempt to lay open all my heart,
I have not written and cannot write how 1
thought, projected, brooded, and dresmed—
all about Aer; how 1 hoped when T wrote
that she migbt read; how 1 questioned
what 1 had written, to find whether it
would look to her what 1 had intended it to
Appear,

CHAYTER LVIL.
THE LAST VISION

1 napjengayged to accompany one of Charley’s
barrister friends, in whose society 1 hud found

« I will go away till you can bear the sight of me?

my bargain, T approached her, and called her
Ly her name!  She turned her head sideways
towards me with a low whinny of pleazure,
and when 1T walked a little way, walked
wearily after me. I took her myself to livery
gtables near me, and wrote for Styles. His
aztonishment when he saw her was amusing,

“Good Lord! Miss Lilith " wasall he could
sav—for foIne maments,

Ina few days she had begun to look like
herselfoand T sent her home with Styles, 1
should hardly like to say how much the re-
cavery of her did to restore my spiritg: 1
could not help regarding it as a good omen,

And now, the first bitternens of my misery
having died a natural death, J rought again
gsome of the friends T had made through
Charley, and expericnced from. them great
kindness, T b zan alko to go into socicty a
tittle, for [ had fornd ‘that invention is ever
re .ul'" to lose the forms of life if it be not kept
under the ordinary pressure of its atmosphere.
Ay it is, Ldoubt mmeh if any of my books are
more than partially troe to those forms, for 1
have ever heeded them too Hittle; but I be-
lieve I have been true to the heart of man,
But that heart T have ever regarded more as
the fountain of agpiration than the grave of
fruition. The discomfiture of encinies and a
happy marriage never seemed to me ends of
puflicient value to close a history withal—I
mean a fictitions history whercin one may set

congiderable satisfaction, to his father's house
—to gpend the svening with some friends of
the family, The gathering was chietly for
talk, and was a kind of thing 1 disliked, find-
ing its aimlessness and flicker depressing. In.
deed, partly from the peculiar circnmstances
of my rhildhood, partly from what T-had suf-
fered, I always found my spirits highest when
alone.. Still, the study of hamanity apart, 1
felt that | nu"ht not to shut myzelf out froxxx
my kind but endnre some little itksomeness,
if only for the sake of keeping alive that Aur-
face friendliness which hay its value in the
nonrishment of the decper atfections On this
particulnr oceasion, however, I yielded the
more willing!v that, in the revival of various
memories of (hnrhv it had oceurred to me
that I onee heard him say that his sigter had
a regard for oné of the Indies of the family,
There were not many people in the draw-
ing-room when we arrived, and my friend's
mother alone was ihere to entertain them,
With her I was chatting when one of her
danghtery entered, decompanied by a lady in
mourning. For one moment 1 felt az. if on
the horders of insanity., My brain seemed to
snrge like the waves of a wind-tormented tide,
8o that 1 dared not make a single step for-
ward lest my limbs should dikobey me. . It
was indeed . Mary Osborne ; but oh, how
changed | The - mther full face had grown
delicate and thin, and the fine pire com-

plexion if possible finer and purer, Int cor.
tainly more etherial and evanesce nt. It wag
as if sutlering had removed some substange
unapt,® and rendered her bady n hetter Gitting
garment for her soul.  Her fuce, which had
before required the softening inthuene er of
sleep and dreaws to give it the plastivity e,
cessary tor complete expression, was now full
of a repressed expression, it T muy be allowed
the phrage—a latent something ever on the
tremble, ever on tue point of breaking for,
1t was ar if the nerves had grown finer, more
tremulons, or, rather, more vibrative, Tonel.
ud to tiner issucs they conld never bave been
but suftering had given them a more e ~p«m-
sive thrill,  Ina word she was the Athaonsia
of my dream, not the Mary Usborne of the
Moldwarp libeney.

Conguering myself at last, and gecing ,
favournhle opportunity, [ approachied heel
think the fesr lest ber father should enter
gave me the final frmpnise ; otherwize 1 eanld
have been contented to gaze on her for hours
in motionless silence.

“SMay tspeak to you, Mary 77 1 said.

She lifted her eyes and her whole face ta.
wards mine, without a staile, without @ word,
Her features remained perteet]y still, bt By
the outbireak of o fountaie, the tears rushiod
into her eves and overttowed in silont weeq.
ing,  Notasob, not n convulsive )
accompanied their thow,

s your tathior here ?

She shook bier head,

&1 thought you were abroad somewhepe—
did net Ksow where

Again she shook her head, She
speak, Knowing that if she ands
she must break down

ol will coonway @l ver can b
of uue, 1 osaid,

She hudfestretched ont o thin whi
But whether todetats Lid i
o not kiow, Tor it dropped asoin on ber
k:'u‘l.‘.

The rooms rapidiv SHed andinafrw minnes
I eould ot see thecortior whete | ool B er
[ewtured evervthing for a o while, t
tade my o way bue h ot bt she owas o
and Tvould find Ler nowhere, A Tada }
toosinz, When the applanss which
her performance was over, my ol
happetcd to be pewr i, turned ab
satd,

ss Now, Combormiedhe o

The truth was,

Inoven-nt

I nxked.

daped g
thye 1~,t'.<".u;ss

ar the =ikt

e 07

and

sea

H m!\,s\ i
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1 howd tose

G I

hnt

silice

Osborne, 1 hawd attompted Gocnltivate a oo
tain small 2itt of = which @ thousht ]
possessed T odared touih any cxistent

for [ owas ertain | oshould siadown
Laving i fac ity —~omsewiat thin |
for writihug scnygs, mit ¢ tneding that s
nir arways aceomypstiod the 4
1 had presued to study mg:
hosger of beoming abde tonix the mehondy—
twin sister of the song 1 had aede s .
prowress, annd Faed grawrcable o write dowrnoa
simpie thoneht, Phere way Bitthe ;
tion theh, venturing oy voles, Bmidted as wie
its roope, upon w trithe of my owr, Tempted
by the appartinity of realisioeg hopes cons
reiously wild, I obwved my fricont and, sitting
down to the instrament o some trepiidation
sang the following vormes (—

prese

[ dreaaned that 1 weke from a dream,
And the honse was fullof Heht

At the window two :HZ’,:"I Notrows
Held back the curtains of night

The door was wide, and the hense
Was full of the morning wind;

At thedoor two armed warders
Stood stlent, with faces biind.

I ran to the apen door,
For the wind of the world was sweet
The: wandevs with crossing weanons
Turned back sy issuing feet,

U ran to the shining windows—

There the winged Sorrows stood
Silent they held the curtains,

And the light telt throngh in a tlood.

1 clomb to the highest window-—
Al ! there, with shadowed brow,

Stood one louely radiant Sorrow,
And that, my love, was thou.

1 conld not have sung this in pnblic bt
that no one would snspect it was my own, or
was in the least likely to anderstand a word
of it—except her for whose ears and heart it
was intended.

As soon as T had finished, | rose and onee
more went  sgearching  for \Iur\ it ns J
looked, sudly fearing she was gone, 1 heard her
voice close hehind me,

¢ Are those verses your own, Me. Cumber-
mede 7 she anked | almost in o whisper,

1 turned trembling, Yer lovely face was
looking up st e,

Y s, Tunswere. —ng much my own a4
that 1 believe they are not to be found any-
where, Hut they were given to mé rather
than made by me." ’

< Wonld you let me have them?
sure that T understand them !

# I am not sure that I understand them my-

I am not

* Spenror's © lymno in Hononr of Boantie”




