The Saturday Reader,

Vor. IV.—No. 102. FOR

WEEK ENDING AUGUST 17, 1867. 4p or SEVEN CENTS.

MABEL’S PROGRESS.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ' AUNT NARGA RET'S TROULLE,"
From ¢ All the Year Round,”
CONDUCTED BY CHARLES DICKENS,

Contunued from page 351, i

BOOK IIIL

CHAPTER V. AT HAZLESURST AGAIN.

The co’iage at Mazlehurst was beginning to
look bright and pretty, with its orchard trees full
of blossom, and the chmbiag white ruses on the |
house ull coming out ir.tobloom, when, one morn-
iug towards the end of May, a basket carriage,
drawn by apaic of showy hittie poutes, appeared
before the garden gate of Mrs. Saxelby's dwell-
ing.

Tbe_vigilant Betly, whosc cars had been at-
tracted by the sound of iheels, announced to
bier mistress that there was a * wicker-worh shag
at the dour, and that o lady had alighied teom
it; and was cuming up the garden tonards the
house.

The lady was Miss Peaclope Charlewood, she
trod so close on Betty's beels, that the latter hnd
scarcely finished Ler announcement, before Miss
Charlewood tapped at the sitting-room door, and
requested permission to enter. She wasdressed
in a plain morning suit of brown bolland, aad
wore a straw hat and a pair of dniving-gloves,

. ‘?'"Ilow d'ye do, Mrs. Saxelby? May I come
in

Mrs. Saxclby was sitting wath an open bouk
before her, aud her netting in her hand. She
looked up at ber visitor with a hittle start and a
flush of surprise.

¢ Oh pray come in, Miss Charlewood. lam
very glad to sce you,”

« Well, that's more than Ideserve, forit isan
age since I bave been over to Hazlehurst.”

“1t is more than three weeks, certanly, but
youand Clement are the only members of your
family who cver do cowe to sce me now, and §
have not so many fruends that I cau atford to §
quarrel with those who remamn to me.'

¢ You mustn't be angry with mamma, Mrs.
Saxelby. Itisa’t because she doesu't like you
as much.as ever, that she hasn’t been out here
for solong. Butthe fact is she very much disin-
clined to go anywhere, and latterly she bas been
compelled to a good deal of exertion—for her—
on Augusta’s account. I'll tell you all aboutat
by-and-by.”

¢ Oh, I'm not angry with Mrs. Charlewood.”

% No. You're ncever angry with anybody.,
That is the only vice you have, Ibelieve. But
it's a very scrious one, let me tell you. Pcople
ought to be angry sometimes.”

* Shall I begin to practisc upon you ?” asked
Mrg. Saxclby, with a faint smile,

«t No; don’t do that, for I've come on purpose |
t0 ask you and Doolcy to take a dnve wath |
me this lovely morming. It will do you good.
Where #s Dooley? Mrs. Saxelby, I adore that
child for smacking Miss Fluke's tace.”

¢ Did you bear of it?* ¢

¢ Hear of it 2 Of coucse I licard of 1t. Miss Fluko
tells everybody. It was lovely of him ; lovely.
Think of theberoism of that shnimp of & crea-
ture doing battle againgt Miss Fluke's twvelve
stone mind against matter, wasn't 1t1" )

Mrs. Saxciby.shook lier head with a depreca-
ting air, and left the room to dress hersel{for the
drive, and to send for Dooley out of the kitclen
garden, where he was watching the operations of
the man who acted as gardener, and driving
tuat somewhat slow-witted individual into great

_difficalties by his scacching questions as to what
made the cabbages grow ? R

Miss Charlewoud sat by herself in the little ' Mrs. Saxclby ? please to get in that side,
pardour fur « e five minates, during which time 'gct a footstoul fut Master Julinn to sit onin froul
her thouglit, went back to the last day of the ; ofus. Thatsit. You can go home now, Jack-
music meeting, and the accident to little Corda [ son. Mr Clement will meet me and drive me
with which such a number of subsequent civeum- | back. Give them their heads. Go along, Jack
stances appeared to be linked, Tt was from that | and Jill, lilke a pair of beaaties as you are.”
day that she dated her own perception of Cle- | And the spirited little beasts rattled off briskly
meat’s growing fondness for Mabel. with their light load. * Youw're not afraid to

“ ITow many things have happened since then | trust yourself with me, Mrs, Saxelby ? I'm a pretty
thought Miss Charlewood; ¢ and it is not yet a | fuir whip, the ponies are perfectly steady.”
year ago!”? % Oh no, I'm not at all afraid on the country

She had learned from her brother that Mabel | roads, I—I doa't much like a lady's driving in
had rejected him, In answer tosome little sting- | town, "
ing speech, such as Penclope was wont to utter * I thought it would be so much nicer to get
about friend and foe alihe, Clement had told hier | rid of the servant.  One can't talk with a groom's
gravely that neither ghe nor any of his family | ear within three inches of your head. Sol
nced be distressed on the score of n contemplated | brought this little trap and the punies, whick I
alliance with such poor people as Mr. Saxelby’s | can manage by myself.”
widow and step-daughter, for Miss Earushaw | It is very pleasant, indeed,” said Mrs, Saxclby
had refused him. Perhaps Clement would not | leaning back in the carriage.
have made this confidence had he not beeo irrita- The day was delicious, the country all burst-
ted by his sister’s sneer , after he hadmade it, he | ing into fresh green, and the rapid casy motion
walked away in silence, and plainly showed that | of the vehicle was eabilerating. A delicate colour
he thenceforth should decline to discuss the sub- | came into Mrs. Saxelby’s pale cheek, and her
ject. Although, as we know, Penclope had | eyes grew bright under these combined pleasant
used her shrewd knowledge of Mabel Earnshaw's | influences.
character to awaken her pride, and bring about “ I have some news to give you, Mcs, Saxelby,
this very result, and although she bad even , said Penclope, when they had proceeded a little
confidently told her father that such a result | distance.
would incvitably be brought about if she wereper- | Some news?”
mitted to manage the raatterin hier own fashion, i # Yes. Augusta is going to be married.”
yether first feeling on receiving Clement's coufes- “ Really 2 I am very glad toliear it and 1
sion was one of great resentinent against Mabel. | Lope she will be happy.”

Refuse Clement! Refuse her dear good clever | 4 Ob, Idare sayshe will be as happy asounecan
brother Clement! What was the girl dreaming | expect,” rejoined Penclope, rubbing the handle
of? of the driving-whip across her chin, with « little

t It turns out luckily, of course, but it's quite | air of vexation. ¢ There will alwass be trouble
outrageous of Mabel, all the same !” exclaimed | of course. Somebody is sure to have a hand-
Miss Charlewood, mentally. But by-and-by she | somer gown than she has, or & newer fashioned
got over that feeling in & great measure. l bonnet, These things must happen sometimes.”

Penclope Charlewood was too clear-headed and “ Do you like your future brother-in-law ?”
clever not to perceive the utter uureasonableness t No, 1 don’t. But that's of very little con-
of nuy such resentment, and her combativenes? | sequence. He has good polnts, Ttbink be won't
was presently arouscdsun Lebalf of the absent | make Gussy a bud husband, because her peculiac-
Mabel, by Augustws frequent attacks upon ber | ities won't worry him as they would some men.
former dear friend, until at last Penclope came | He's as placid as a sheep—nnd nearly assilly.
to beloyked upon in the family as the recoguised | But he comes of a good family, and is a gentle-
cbampior. of Mrs. Saxelby and her daughter. man in bis ways, aud will have plenty of money

# Mabel Larshaw has refused Clem, vapa, so | some day.”
sou nced not feel any more anxiety about that ¢ I suppose lic does not belung to Hammer-

Betty,

matter,” Miss Charlewood had said to her father. { ham?"
¢ I3'it possible your brothier was such a fool | ¢ No ; his family are Irish people.”
as to ask her to marry him? Good Heavens!| # JIrish??

what an escape he bas bad —whbat an escape we
have all had! However, after the step that
misguided girl has taken, with the cogcurrence
too, of her weak motber, of course Clement is
entirely cured of his folly.”

# Humph! said Miss Charlewood. .

But after that time she did go once or twice to
Hazlcharst to sce the widow. The first time she
told Clement carelessly of her having done so,
she was rewarded by the kindest smile sbo had
scen op his face for maoy a day (for Clement
bad grow very geave and stern), and by & warm
pressure of bis hand. ¢ I only go out of aggra-
vation,” explained Penny, * and to assert my
right of private judgment. I don't choose to let
Augusta and Miss Fluke talk mc down, on any
subject whatever.”

Nevertheless her brother’s smile bad been very
sweet to her ; and as we all know how soon any
onc occomes ¢ndeared to us, towards whom we
have performed a kind action, Penclope began
theaceforward to grow quite fond of Mrs Saxelby,
aod to take ber ard Dooley completely under
her wing. ’

# I'm yeady,” cricd Dooley, appearing at the
sitting-room door. ¢ I saw deponies. I like
‘em, May I dive?’

TWe'll sce abiont that, Dooley, Are youready

¢ Yes, all begioning with capital O's for
generations back. Which is an uopspeakable
comfort. His name is Dawson. The Reverend
Malachi Dawson.”

¢ A clergyman 77

#To be sure. Augusta would never have
married any buta parson. And he's borribly
low church too, which I detest. He bas just got
aliving in the neighbourhood of Eastficld. A
charming housc and grounds, I believe. And
the marriage is to take place soon. The day
i3 not fixed, but I believe it will be at the begin-
ning of July.?

There was a little pause, and _then Julian ob-
served in an abstracted mauvner, and as a gene-
ral proposition not cspecially applicable to the
present circumtances, that ‘¢ Dack and Dill”
were ¢ pitty,” and that he was not # fightened
of ‘em.”

¢ That means, that you want to d-ive, cb,
Dooly ?” said Miss Charlewood,

#'Es,” answered Dooley, honestly.

* Qh, pray be carcful, don't give bim the reins
cricd Lis motber.

Never fear, Mrs, Saxelby.  Dooley shall stand
here at my knce, and he shall hiold one bit ofthe
reins, and FH hold tbe other, and we'll drive
together, So.? .




