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And if the poor gal can hear them too, I believe which she will recognize the truth that he is once

heaven looks the brighter to ber. You're very more free-that they arc both free, at last, to
good, sir. I asks your pardon, humbly, for all love and comfort one another. Ah ! that he could

my bad thoughts toward you, and I hope as you'Il but bc on the spot to comfort ber now ! What
get a good wife and a true wife yet. That'il be is this fool of a messenger about, not to return ?

neither shame nor blame to you." It is not half a mile to Cocklebury ! Why did ho
" Thank you, Cray. I hope before long you'Il not go himself

do the same, and teach your children that gentle- Peace ! patience! le knows that ho has

men have hearts sometimes as well as poorer men. done what is most right and proper in sending an
I shall always take an interest in you afd your arant-courrier to apprise ber of bis coming; and
doings, and my friend here will see that the mon- it will not-it cannot be long before he holds ber

ey I spoke of is handed over to you as soon as. in his arms again.
yos are ready to receive it." In Ais aris ! God of heaven ! how they trem-

"I don't know about the marrying, my lord,' ble at the thought-in his arms !-th have

says Joel, sheepishly, " for it seems a troublous seemed so many times to fold ber s t f

business at the best to me; but there'll be plenty against his heart, and closed upon th empty air
of prayers going up for you from Priestley, and instead! In his arms ! lis darlng-his Irene-
the worst I wishes for you is that they may bring the one love of bis life! Ie will kiss away her
you all the luck you deserve. , tears; ho will pour bis protestations of fidelity in

"And to think," he continues to himself as he ber ear-he will have the right now to explain

Teturns to bis own home, "that that there's the every thing-to atone for every thing-to offer
chap I swore by my poor gal's grave to bring to ber the rest of bis existence as reparation for the
judgment for ber wrongs!" past! And she-bis injured angel-his dear, suf-

. . fering martyr-what a vista of happiness will open
The eleven-o'clock train next day takes Muir- out before her !-what a- Hark ! what was

aven down te the nearest town to Cocklebury. that? A tap at the door.

.il by himself: he bas positively refused te travel "Core in ! core lu !"
any more in Moron's company. Two hours bring lus messengor bas returucd: the landlady ap.

him to the place, but there is no hotel there, only pears hefore bim holShg forth an envelope.
an old-fashioned inn, with raftered ceilings and "Give it me-at once!" He ears it from ber
diamond-shaped windows, called " The Coach sud baud, impetuousan, and sh says afterward, witl
Ilorses," where our bero is compelled to put up somedegree of umbrago that tbe gentleman looked
and dine, while he sends a messenger over o' more li
CokIlebury. He bas net come down-stairs, for had butd bis dinner at the ICoach sud Morses."
he st up late last- night, writing a long detailed Théroom is dark sud gloemy. le takes the
account to Mrs. Mordaunt of hja early marriago preemous louer ce the window; bis baud shakes,
and bis wife'sidentity, so that the worst may be so that ho eau scarcely open t. At mot! yes, it
over before he and Irene meet again. And this is ber dear writing. Before ho reado it ho presses
letter, which winds up with an entreaty that he kisses on the souselees paper.
may go over at once te Cocklebury to scee and
lain bis child, he dispatches as soon as possible MY DEÂR Lest Mria&vxN:

to Irene's residence, striving meanwhile to be- "I UÂ receivod vour letter. I need net
ile bis impatience by an attempt te masticate tell yen Chat its contenta werc a great surprise te

he freshly-killed beef which the landlady of the me. I was awaro, from certain papers bobonging
"Coach and Horses " places before him, and to bis mother, sud coufided Co me after ber death,

hich only results in bis emptying the flask of hat My adopted cbild was your sou; but I was

0gc he bas brought wilsth him, and walking up littie prepared te bear Chat ho bad been bora in
d down the cold, musty-smelling, unused town, wediock. For bis cake, 1 sincorely rejoico Chat it

nti he bas nearly worked hinself into a fover shonld bo se. - I eau fully enter jute your natural
*th impatience and suspense. How he pictures anxiety te daim and acknowiedge hin, sud I wii

feelins on 6 ang that important packet! coud hlm te yen witb as littie delay as possible.
e will shed a few tears, perhaps, at first, poor But yen musC forgive me for declining yeur kind

ing, to learn he bas ever stood lu se close a off'r te visit mo bore, for I bave ltorally sen ne
ionship to any other woman; but they wil ne sinco my dean busbaud's death, and feel quite

n dry np beneath the fverish deligbt wit H unequal te tse tsk of receividg visitors. If yba


