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It was true, that he did really know a good
many particulars about the Charlewood family
through Walter. That poor boy's friend, the
Honourable Arthur Skidley, was a thoroughly
black sheen. Ie was the younger son of a
very worthy nobleman, whose limited means
were quite inadequate to supply his extrava-
gances. Already his sister’s portion had been
pinched to pay his dubts, and his father had
made some personal sacrifices to the same end.
Mr. Arthur Skidley licld & commission ina re-
giment of foot, and was stationed in Ilammer-
ham., Walter's weakness for ® swells,” and
“ tip-top family,” and such-like dreary delu-
siong, had led bim to hover round Arthur
Skidley as a moth flutters round the flame of a
candle. And Walter had singed his wings
severely. In fact, he was deeply in debt to his
dear friend Arthur, even his very liberal allow-
ance not having nearly sufficed to pay his gam-
bling losses. Instead of having the courege to
speak to his futher, and face his anger at once,
he went on in the hope of retricving himself, and
of course sank dceeper and deeper 10 that glough
of despond. Young Trescutt, wary as afox,and
keen as o hawk, had read the whole bistory ata
glance. He could present an agreeable exterior
when he chogse. Then, too, his singular beauty
of faco and figare prepossessed most people in
his favour. Altogether, he was not unpopular
at such places ag Plumtree’s, though Skidley
bad at first tricd to stare him down, but
that attempt had proved a signal failure—he
might as well have tried to stare down a rattle-
snake,

Alfred Trescott had taken a bitter aversion to
Clement Charlewood. There was between them

antagonism of character almost similar in its
nature to the ciiemical repulsion which certain
substances exercise towards cach other. With
Walter, the cage was different. Alfred sneered
at bim bebind his back for his weakness and
gullibility, but be rather liked bim on the whole,
and would, perhaps, have been even capable of
doing bim a kindness, had such kindness been
possible withont the lcast self-sacrifice on hisown

art,

P The Tr..cofts had got back to the subject of
Miss Earnshaw’s letter, when Mrs. Hutcbing
returned from her cvening lecture, and entercd
the kitcben laden with good books, and bring-
ing agust of freezing outer air with her as she
opencd the door. The expression of Mrs. Hut-
ching’s face was not such as to counteract the
chill of the cold air that accompanied ber cn-
trance. She looked solemnly, sternly, at the
heap of manuscript mugic still lying on the
table ; and, raising ber eyes to the ceiling, sighed.
Her presence put a stop to the discussion,
and goon after her return, Corda was sent to
bed. Mr. Trescott carried his masic paper to
his own room, saying he must sit up to finish
some band parts that were wanted for the nest
evening ; and Alfred put the latch-key into his
pocket, and betook limsclf to some congenial
sociely,

* What's up now, I wonder ! " mentally ejacu-
Iated Mrs. Hutchins, when she was IeR alonc.
¢ We're wighty close all of asudden. The very
minute I come in they was all a3 mum a3 any-
think, »

And tbon Mrs. Hutching proceeded to makea
carcful search in every corner of the kitchen,
tarnidg over the books that Iay on the dresser,

examining every scrap of paper, even peeping
into a leathern tobaccu-pouch of Mr, Trescotts,
which had been left on the chimney-picce. As
she put it down again, her ¢ye was caught by
anenvelope lying singed among the aghes under-
neath the grate.  She pounced on it, and, hold-
ing it close to the candle, examined it carefully.
It was directed to——T'rescott, Esq., 23, New-
bridge-street, Hlammerham. The postmark was
much defaced, that coruer of the letter ha.ing
been scorched a good deal. Neverthieless, Mrs.
Hutchins succeeded in reading E, and the final
letters, L D.

¢« Oh1"” she exclained, with a cunning smile
“ Eastfield, eh 7 It’s that there Miss Hernshaw
I'll lay anythink! What can she be writing to
Trescott about ? I've a good mind to mention it to
Miss Fluke, and see i€ I can’t get summat out of
her.”

Strengthened by this virtuous resolation,
Mrs. Hutchins partook, with a good appetite, of
a hearty supper of bread and cheese, and went to
rest.

CHAPTER V. A DAY AT EASTFIELD.

“ Osg, two three, four, five, six, one, two,
three, four, five, sis. Third finger onu C. Two, three,
thumb under, four, five, six—six is tho octave
abave, Miss Dobbin.”

The wretched, ill-used, jingling o1d piano-furte |
was giving forth spasmodic discurds under the |
unskilful fingers of a pale fat little girl, aud
Mabel sat beside her, with burning head and l
quivering nerves, engaged in that must ~earing
of drudgerics, an attempt to convey av idea of '
tunc and rligthm to an utterly dall and obtuse
ear.,

Surely, of all kinds of teaching, giving music
lessons 1s the most exbausting to the nervous
system. The horrible apprehension and anucipa-
tion of the wrong note before it is played, and
then the raore horrible jar when it does come must
be torment to a delicate car. And then, in a
school, the distracting monotony of repetition,
the grinding out of the same dreary tune, over
and over again, by one dull child after
another!

“ Six is the octave above, Miss Dobbin, * said
Mabel, wearily. * But that wili do. Your half-
hour is over.”

As Miss Dobbia rolled Licasily off the masic-
stool, the parlour dour Was theows vpen, and |
the servant-gitl held out two letters be-
tween her cutstretched finger and thumb, which
she had carefully covered with her-cheched
apron.

** Miss Hernsbaw. Arternoon delis'ry.  This
ber¢’s from your motber, miss. I Qdunnv' )
th' other, ™ said the girl, examining the di-
rection,

* Thank you, Susan, ™ said Mabel, taking the
letters quietly. .-

When she had got them in her hand, her
fingers closed tightly over Lier mother's letter,
but she put itinto her pocket with the other,
and waited with outward paticace until all the
children had finished their afternoon practice.
Then she ran up to her sleeping-room, and
opened her motber's letter first. Her mother
and Docley coming to Eustficld nextday. What
could it mean ? A3 she read un licr astonishmeat
increased, Coming to Eastficld with M, Cic-
ment Charlewood ! And no word of reply as to
tho snbject on which she liad written to her
motber ! It was incomprebensible, She read tho ,
Ietter again.

“ You will come apd dine with us, Jdearcst
Mabel. Saturday being a half-holiday, I know
sou will not be verybusy. Ask Mcs. Hatclett,
with my best compliments, to spare you. Wo
shall arrivo in Eastfield by the 2.15 trawn from

} .
Hamnerham, and will send for you at once, 4l

explanations swhen we meet, Dooley 13 mad with
delight.”

Coming to Eastfield with Mr. Clement Cliarle-
wood !

Mrs. Saxelby had mentioned from timo to
time in her letters that young Mr. Charlewood
called frequently ; that he was very kind and
friendly ; that he and Dooley got on capitally
together; and so forth. But all this had not
conveyed to Mabel the confidential terms on
which he now was with her mother. Indecd,
if Clement Charlewood could have known how
seldom Mabel's thoughts bad dwelt on him
at all, during the tite of her sojourn in East-
ficld, he would bave been much grieved, and a
little mortificd. He bad thought so much of
her.

Mabel sat pondering on the side of her bed,
with her mother's letter in her band, until a pat-
tering footstep on the stairs disturbed her, and 2
breathless little girl came running up to say that
Miss Earnshaw was wanted to read dictation to
the French class, and was to please to come
directly.,

“1 will follow you immediately,” said Ma-
bel, rising. ¢ Run down and prepare your
books.”

As soon as the child was gone, Mabel pulled
the other letter out of her pocket, and read it
Lastily Tt was & very brieChote from Mr. Tres-
cott, written in a cramped thin little hand, and
ran thus:

' 28, New Bridge-street, Xlammerham,
Jan. 12,

¢ Dear Madam, Inreply to your favour of
the 7th inst, I beg to say that the last time
heard of Mrs. Walton she was engaged, with ber
family, in the York circuit. 1do not know
whether she is still there ; but I have litfle doubt
that a letter addressed to her, care of R. Price,
Esq., Theatre Royal, York, would find her. Mr.
Price is the lessee.

# I am, dear Madam,
“ Your obedient Servant,
“J, TrescorT.

“P.S. My little girl sends you her best love,
nn,t’l often speaks of your kindaess to her.—J.
T.

Mabel's day came to an end at Iast, and at
about nine o cluch, when all the pupis were 1n
Led, sbe tapped at the door of Mrs. Hatclett's
sitting-ruum, and went 1n to ask pennission o
accept her motler's invitation. Mrs. Hatchett
was sitling near o starved and wretched little
fire, and a small,table beside her was covered
with lulls aod letters. Mrs. Hatchett was
mahking up ler accounts.  She was a thin wlute
womap, with & lung fuce. Mabel could never
help associating her countenance with that of
an old grey pony which drew the bakers cart,
and came daily to the door. There was a length
of upper Lip and a heary ruminating solidity n
Mrs. Hatcbetes face, Lighiy, suggesuve ot the
comparison.

* Be scated, Miss Barnshaw,” said theschool-
mistress, waring her haad, eucascd in a black
woollen mitten, “I will attend to you 1mmedi-
aw]y'n

Mabel sat dogvn, and Mes, atchett's painted
pen scratcbed audibly vver thie paper for o fer
minutes, then she cullected ler buis and papers,
tied them into bundles with miscellancous scraps
of faded ribbon, asd signified, by a majesuc
bend of the head, that she was rerdy to give

| nudicuce. Mabel duly presented her mothers

compliments, and requested permission to be
absent on the following afternoon.  MMrs
Hatchett accorded the desired permussion, and
Mabel went to bed.

Whea, at three o'clock next day, a fiy armised



