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de, dea reaful seli to eteal hin from
Side o her larohine, stili, if lie would ride along-
walkd orse, she woul fee- secure. If they

Siily Was sure to feel fatigued anost io-

tas a() polit compelled tu take thearim Charles
the sae e as to offer. In the iouse it wasSrd: hing: if sue sung, Charles must take

Ig al wh %vas foolisly timid and never could
uhrt he she played, he must turn the pages;

id S as I for ever by ber aide; and so Weil
hat, with ier part, that, at first, he funcied

tould Itlout a great breach of politeness, he
Puotenes as.iise By degrees, however,

i ne eteds surnmed a much warner character;
oh his aroliie almost entirely, and at last,

r i e 0 ow surprise, found himself despe.
ature to with Mliss Vivian. It is human

uedid soJ n1 glect, and to resent it; and Caro-
tion, ."etunes feel mortified to see ail the at-

o aoth So exclusiv.ely ber own, bestowedune ,but she did not resent it: perhaps,
cder th, i busly, her manner tuwards him

Pass an it used to be, but that was but a
ang in t of wounded vanity; she was too

e ati . strength of lier own attachment, to,
b her indof a serious suspicion of his tog Iined. Things, however, could notwre ne to this state, and at last ber eyes
%arte hboe opened-

gres a d f Pronised to accompany ber to a
te for a *ottles off, to assist ber in fixing on
h r age Sir John was anxious to have

og rO servant. She walked into the
rhe' one beautiful forenoon, ar.d askedth e WI ray to accompany her, adding,

e dstanLce was too gireat for Nora to
o thi., 

.
.

1e V,^^1u instanlti
y, ssente , but Charlesrepi.. and upon Caroline turning to.

n thc as surprised to see him standingIn the Middle of the room. She smiled
tOn hin, and again asked him if he
traccompany her.
ihrow would do as well, Caroline," ho

oth 80me confusi.on-" I shouild be de-ascort You-buit I have just proinised
o to stay at home and practise the

creo tr>ig over last night."e tiht Carolinfg, " to prefer prac-
et luih Nora tu walking vith rnel"
f aioud "Very well, Charles, thoughfur Vue to walîk alone, I can easily ride

e room; before she bad proceeded.
' le remembered she bad forgotten
horses, and returned to the drawing

e gently re-opened the door,
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and found Charles leaning over Nora at the
piano, his arm, unforbidden, thrown resting round
lier waibt. They started at ber approach, a cold
shudder came over Caroline, and, scarcely be-
lieving éhe saw aright, she fixed her eyes on
those of Charles-tiey sank beneath ber search-
ing glance, and in conscious flush of guilt wbich
burned on his brow, she read the truth. Caro-
line was a creature of impulse, as we have seen;
she was sensitive too, to a painful degree,.but she
was also proud; as the truth first flashed upon,
her, she thought she must have died on the spot;
there was a sickness of beart-an annihilation of
ail she cared about, of ail that made life dear to
her, which nearly struck ber to the ground; but
pride ca:ne to ber aid, and raising ber eyes from
the carpet, and fixing upon Charles a smile " more
terrible in its reproachlessness than Gorgon
hideousness," she said, with a quietness almost
unnatural,

" I had forgotton to order my horses-will you
ring, and-lo it for me?" 1

And then, without giving him time to answer,
she walked composedly out of the roomn, and be-
fore Charles had time to collect his tempestuous
feelings, be saw ber dash past the window on
ber beautiful pet, Selim. -

Poor Caroline's ride was a sad one; ther'e was
the agonizing feeling of misplaced affection, of
outraged confidence; and that still small voice,
which in her happier bours had only whispered
blame for preferring ber own happiness to that of
her father and mother, bad now increased into
an accusation too loud for any sophism to silence.
Her brain wvas on fire, and giving the reins to ber
horse, she sought, by bodily exertion, to calm the
fever which raged within; but it would not do-
and checking Selim to a walk, she bent ber head
on his mane and wept bitterly. " And bas it
come to this?" she at last passionately exclaimed,
as she slowly raised ber head, and threw back the
long dark ringlets which clustered down ber
burning cheeks-" bas it come to this-to tears?
and does Caroline St. Clair weep because she
could not make ber passion yield to principle, and
because a just and retributive God bas now made
the object of her ilolatry the instrument of his
vengeance? I know-" she continued, as she
raised ber tearful eyes to the clear sniling bky;
"I know if I have inciined m.y heurt tu any evil

a ay, thou wilt not bear me-but now, now in this

bour of agony, when I pray to thee for strength
to tear thlat evil fron my soul, thou w ilt not refuse
thine aid to thine offending, but suffering child--
Ob, give me strength patiently to endure what I
have but too well deserved. Enable me to veil
from every eye, especially from his, the desolation
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