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“NO INTENTIONS.”

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT.

—

Author of « Love’s Conflict,” « Veronique,” ete. |

—

CHAPTER X,

“Ob! why did you ever come here ?” 18 the
ax;:t. walling reproach with -which she recelves

words.

“Because I ocould not help it! Muach as I
have suffered since we parted, I wounld not,
planation I ean make
{0 you mus$ be, have ht you wilfully : bat
when the opportunity was pressed upon me I
oould not reuist it, and I amh here, and you must,
listen whilst I speak.”

“I need ne explanation !” she satd proudly.

. : 3} -
! FORGIVE MN,’ HE SAYS BARNES. LY, ‘ FOR ALL THAT I HAVE BROUGHT UPON YOU [’ "

“ Then yeu are not the woman that I took
you for. Yom are not the woman who once
vowed to be my friend and counsellor. Friends
do not condemn their friends unheard, Irene.”

“ You must not call me by that name,” she
falters. o

“Imust, and will! for as we stand together
now, I know you by no other. But do not be
afraid that I shall say one word that you need
blame me for, Itis nota man who speaks to
you! It is a fellow-soul calling on you for God's
sake to lay aside for one moment all the hard
thoughts you may have cherished of bim, and
let him say what he can say for himself!” -

“Go on,” she whispers; but she tarns her
face away, and, stooping to gather sundry flow-
ers that grow near, weaves them, with trem.
bling fingers, into a little sort of tuft.

It 18 after breakfast, and they are standing in
front of Fen Court watching Tommy play upon
the lawn. As the last words leave Irene’s lips,
Colonel Mordaunt, mounted on his favorite
hunter, comes riding towards them from the
stables.

¢ Holloa, Muimaven! I thought you were
going over to Chester Farm with me this morn.
ing to see that greyhound Htter. My man tbioks

we shall be able tospare youa couple, if you take
a fancy to the pups.”

“Yon're very good, Colonel! I should like to.

g0 by all means, but won’t you give me half an
hour's grace after breakfast? If T had a quar-
ter your constitution, I wouldn’t ask for 1t.”

The Colonel pretends to laugh at the idea, but
he seoretly enjoys it.

¢ And you a bachelor, without, a care to inter-
fere with your digestion. Walit til} you’re mar-
ried, my Lord !” .

 That's complimentary to me,” says Irene,

| who 18 plucking ap spirit with the want of no-

tice socorded to her. And then she turns round
suddenly, and goes up to her husband’s side and
fastens the little bouquet she has made into his
buttonbole.

The small attention pleases him : he feels as
though the sun had suddenly eome out from be-
hind a cloud, and with his disengaged hand he
squeezes the fingers busied with his adora-
ment,

“ Thank you, my darling!” he says fer-.
vently. .

At that Irepe does, what she so ‘seldom does.
before another,, puts up her lHps to kiss her
husband. 4

“ Don’t be away long ! ” she eays, as sherem-
braces him.

Muiravenjhears the sentenee with g sigh, and
watches the action with a frown ; he kmows so
well what they are intended toconvey -.that,
whatever this woman may still think or feel, he
must be loyal to her husband, or she will not
listen to him. .

¢ I shall be back within the hour, dear,” ve.
pHes Colonel Mordaunt. « I have only to xide
down to the Loug Close and see about: the drain.
ing there, and then perhaps you will be ready to
accompany me to Chestor Farm, Mulraven.”

« I shall be ready by that time,” replies the
guest with careless brevity, as he switches offa
bunch of lilac with his eane,

He never intended to say more to Irene than
it would be right for her to heay : there was no
need of that kiss to remind him of his duty—it
has galled him ; and as soon as Calenel Mor.
daunt’s back is turned he lets her know it.

She is watching the retreating horse and rider,
more from nervousness at the- coming explan,
ation than regret at her husband's departare,
when Muiraven’s volce sounds in her ear again,

“If youcan spare one msoment from your :

matrimonial rhapsodies, Mps, Mordaunt,, per-

haps you will fulfil the pramise you magde juat.

Bow, and listen towhbat I bave to say.”

The sarcastic tone, so unseemly {7 thein re-
lative positions, rouses her to a zemse of her
own dignity and makes her brave,

« Lord Muiraven, you took me 50 muoh by
surprise that I hardly knew wbhat to answer, 1
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