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Danube” mooked her agony, and her mother—
her poor mother, who never recovered the
shock which this man’s insult caused her —
came to her with the news that he had NO IN-
TENTIONS !

No intentlons | With the old hackneyed
phrase comes back, in a flash, as it used todoin
those past days, the remembrance of the looks,
the words, the actions by which he had raised
her hopes, and made her belleve him to be false
a8 themselves.

The looks, the words, the actions which were
donbtless but & repetition of those by which he
lured poor Myra to her doom !

“Oh! letmego!”

The words burst from her lips—not loudly, for
even in our moments of worst agony, the stern
conventionalities of soclety, which have been
dinned into our ears from our youth upward,
will make us remember where wo are, — but
with a ring in them of such unmistaken ear-
nestness and entreaty, that he is forced to lis-
ten. .

“ Are you not well ?”

¢ Yes !—no [—1I cannot dance } we are all out
ofstep ! ” ghe falters ; and her pale face alarms
him, so that he stops, and draws herarm with-
in his own, and leads her, half blind with dizzi-
ness, to the sofa where she sat before,

Then he stands for a few moments by her
slde, looking awkward and fidgeting with
the button of his glove, but making no fur-
ther comment on her change of mind. She
sita still, burning with contempt, ready 10 weep
with indignation, and longing to be able to tell
him to leave her presence and never enter it
agaln—whilst he would give the world for cour-
age to seek an explanation with her, or say one
word in defence of his own condact.

One word—one ory for forgiveness-—the pre-
sent oppporiunity is all his own, and he may
never have another ; and yet his tongue 1s glued
to his mouth, and he cannot utter a syllable,
They are in the midst of a ocrowd of strangers—
the conventionalities of soclety surround them
—and neither of them oan 8peak, except ocon-
ventlonally. 8o much are we the slaves of ous-
tom.

‘“Are you really not going to danoce again ?”
he says abruptly. .

¢ 1 cannot—I do not wish to—_

“Then perhaps I had better — Colonel Mor-
daunt is 80 much in want of partners—perhaps
I had better—join him.”

“ Yesl—do! *

« It 18 your wish, Mrs.—~Mordaunt !

“Yes!” And the next moment he has bowed
and left her. They have yearned for, and
mourned over one another for years ; Yet they
can meet and part like other People, excepting
that their words are characterised by more
brusqueness than strangers would have dared
to use. A sore heart often strives to hide itself
by & short manner. It is only men who arein.
different to one another, and women who hate
each other, that take the trouble to round their
sentences and mind their periods. The two hearts
are 80 flustered and 80 sore that they do not even
observe the want of politeness with which they
have questioned and answered one another.

“ Why, Irene !—sitting down again, and Lord
Muiraven gone !” exclaims the volce of Colonel
Mordaunt, who is making the tour of the ball-
room with another gentleman, uuknown to her,
She has been alone, she is hardly conscious for
how Jong her thoughts have been so bitter and
disturbed, but her equanimity is, in a great
measure, restored, and she is enabled to an-
swer her huosband’s inquiry with a smile
which i8 not to be detected as untrue.

“Yes ; I made him go, for my attempt at
dancing was a failure—I am really not up to it,
Philip,”

“ My poor girl ! I am so sorry. We must talk
to Dr. Robertson about this, Irene. By-the-way,
let me introduce Mr. Holmes to you.”

The stranger bows, and takes his station on
the other side of her,

¢ And where 18 Loord Muiraven, then ? ” in-
quires Colonel Mordaunt ; « dancing ?”

1 suppose 50 : he went in search of you, I
I belleve, to procure him a partner.”

“There he 18!” observes Mr. Holmes,
¢ wandering obout in an almless manner at the
end of the ball.room. He’s the Strangest fellow
possible, Muiraven, and never does anything
like another mau. I shouldn’t be in the least
surprised to see him ask one of those giris to
dance before he has had an introduction to
her.”

‘ He will scandalise her if he does. Glotton.
bury sticks up for the proprieties,” says Irene
quietly.

*I must go and save him from such a calam-
ity as the scorn of Glottonbury ! ” exclaims her
husband.  « Besides, there are half-a-dogen
pretty girls dying to be introduced to him in the
other room.” And off he hurries to the aid of
his new acquaintance.

‘“ Have you met Muiraven, Mrs, Mordaunt? »

¢« My husband brought him up to me just
now.,”

# But before to-night, I mean,”

# He used to visit at our house long ago, when
my mother was alive; but he was not Lord
Muiraven then.”

‘“Ah ! that was a sad thing, wasn't1t? Noone
felt it more than he did.”

I don't know to what you allude.”

‘ His elder brother's death. He was a jolly
fellow ; so much llked by all of us; and he was
lost in an Alpine tour last summer. 8urely you
must have heard of it.”

# Indeed I did not: I have been Hving very
quietly down here for the last twelve months,
snd taking very little interest in what g0es on
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in the outside world. It must have beena very
shocking death.”

“ Well, I am not 8o sure of that, you know.
He was over the glacier and gone in a momaent.
I don’t suppose he had even time for specula.
tlon on his coming fate. But Lord Norham felt
the blow terribly ; and this fellow, Eric—Keir
he was called then, as of course you are aware
— who was making a little tour in the United
States with me—why, from the time we heard
the news all our fun was over. I never SaW a
man more down in my life,”

“I suppose he was very much attached to his
brother.”

“ They are, without exception, the most at.
tached family I ever knew. Muiraven has only
one brother left now —— Cecll, and he is to be
married this season. Idon’t know what Lord
Norham would do if my friend were to go in
double harness also. Yet he ought to do it, you
know — being heir to the title — oughtn’t
het”

“Doubtless he will in time,” she answers oold-
1y.

“I'm afraid not——at least there seems no like.
ithood of it at present. We call him Banquo at
our olub : he always looks so gloomy in a ball-
room. He is by no means what the Yankees
call & ¢ gay and festive cuss,” Mrs. Mordaunt.”

8She makes no reply, but plucks the marabout
trimming off the heading of her fan, and scat-
ters 1t carelessly about the floor.

“ But he’s the best fellow im the world,’’ con.
tinues Mr. Holmes, warming up at the sight of
her apparent indifference ; ¢ the most kind-
hearted, generous, and (when he chooses to come
out of his shell) one of the cleversest men I ever
met with,”

“ A paragon, in fact.”

“ How oynical you are! You are laughing at
my enthusiasm, Now I shall not say another
word about him ; but should you ever happen
to be thrown in his way, you will acknowledge
that I am right, Here comes your husband
agaln. I trust he 18 not golng to drag me away
from paradise to purgatory.”

¢ Holmes, you wnust speak to your friend. He
insists upon leaving the ball.room, and his de-
parture will consign half the damsels of Glotton.
bury to despatr.”

“ Just like Muiraven. No one has ever been
able to keep him on duty for more than an hour.
But I will go and reason with him. This 18 not
plcasure, but business- He will ruin my repu-
tation with my lady oconstituents.”

“Philip, might I go home? I have such a
dreadful headache,” pleads Irene, as the new
member disappears,

#Certainly, my darling, if you wishit. It
must be stupid work looking on; but you are a
good girl to have done as I lasked you. I will go
and tell Isabella you are ready.”

* I shall be sorry to disturb her 1f she is en-
Joying herself.” ’

«“S8he 1s an tired as you
ocould hardly wait for me, I cannot leave until
the very last.” And he fetches his sisver, and
takes them down to the carriage together,

“You are very silent, Mrs. Mordaunt,” ob.
sorves Isabells, as they are driving homewards,
“ What do you think of the entertalnment ¢

“Ob, don’t ask me, please. I was in pain
from the Airst moment to the last. I have no
wish to think of it at all,” she answers ina tone
sufficlent to make Miss Mordaunt hold her
tongue until they stand in the lighted hall of
Fen Court. There the ghastly pallor of her sis-
ter-in-law’s face strikes her, and she cannot re-
fraln from observing :

“ Why, surely youjmust be 111, I never 8awW you
look so white before.”

«I am {l, Isabella. I have been 80 all the
evening ; and now the excitement is over, I sup-
pose I look worse,”

“Do let me get you Something,” urges her
oompanion, with more interest than she is in
the habit of expressing,

« No, thank you, dear. No mediclne will do
me any good. All that I want is rest — rest!”
And with a qulet good-night,” Irene drags her-
self wearily up the stairoase, and enters her
own room. Phobe is walting (o disrobe her
mistress, and she permits the girl to perform all
the offices needful for her toilet without the ex-
change of a single syllable—a most, unusual pro.
ceeding on her part—and appears barely capa-
ble of enunctating the word of dismissal which
shall rid her of the servants’ presence. But
when she is at last alone, she finds an infinite
relief in the mere fact, and, laying both her
arms upon the dressing-table, bends down her
tearless face upon them, and remains wrapt in
silent thought.

Colonel Mordaunt, returning home at about
four o’cleck in the morning, scales the stairs
without his boots, takes three minutes closing
his dressing-room door, for fear that it should
slam, aund, finally, having extinguished the can.
dle, creeps to bed like a mouse, lest he should
rouse his wife, and for all his palnsis saluted by
the words, « Is that you, Philip? Iam 8o glad
you are come,” {n a voice that sounds dreadfully
wide awake,

“Why, Irene ; not aslesp ! How is this ?»

X cannot sleep, Philip. Ihave been listening
for your footsteps : I wanted to see and speak
to you. Oh, Philip, do tell me. Have I made
you happy ?”

8he has turned round on her pillow, and sat
up in bed, and is straining her eyes in expeocta-
tion of his answer as though she ocould read his
features, even in the dark.

Colonel Mordaunt feels
side of the bed,
arms, .

“ My dearest Irene, what a question! Made
me happy ! Why, what had I in the wide world

are. Besides, she

his way round to her
and folds her tenderly in his

before you came ? You have glorifled my life
for me.”

“Oh, I am soglad ? I am so glad 1” she mur.
maurs, as she puts her head down on his shoul-
der, and begins to cry.

** My darling, what 1s the matter ? Do let
me send for Robertson. I am sure that you are
i1L.”

“0h, no. Iam better now.
that I made you happy, Philip — quite, quite
happy, I should have so—so—much peace.”

“ But you do make me happy, Irene. No one
could make me happler. This is mere excite-
ment, my dear. You must be feverish—or has
&ny one bsen worrying you ? ”

«If I believed,” she goes on, without noticing
his question, ¢ that I had always done my duty
to you, even in thought, and that you knew it,
and we were assured that, whatever happened,
it could never be otherwise, and that, if I did
fail, it would be unintentlonal—so very unin.
tentional ”

“I am assured of it, my child ; Ionly wish I
were @8 sure that I had made you happy.”

“ Oh, Philip, you are so good ; you are so
good !

“I am not good, Irene. What you call good-
ness is pure love for you. But I know thateven
love, however unselfish, is not always suffcient
to fill up a woman’s life, and that I have labor.
ed under heavy disadvantages, not only because
I am so much older than yourself, and so little
calculated to take your fanoy, but also because
you came to me with a heart not altogether
free. But you were frank with me, my darling,
and I loved you so much, I hoped, in time, that
the old wound would be healed.”

She gives two or three gasping little sobs at
this allusion, but there is no other answer to
it.

*But, if I see you subject to these fits of me.
lancholy,” he continues gravely, as he presses
her still closer in his arms, « I shall begin to
fear that my hopes were all in vain, and that
1 have no power to fill up the void that. "

“You have — indeed you have,” she utters
earnestly. « Philip, I anever want any one but
you.”

“ I hope not, dear. Then why these tears ?

“Idon't know. I felt depressed ; and you
Were away. Oh, don’t leave me again. Always
keep by my slde—oclose, close to me ; and let
us stop at home together, and never goout any-
where. It is all so hollow and unsatisfictory.”

“ What a pioture, my darling. Why, you are
more updet than I thought for. Fancy an old
fellow like me marrying svch a pretty girl as
this, and keeping her all to himself, shat up in
bis oastle, it'ze the ogres of old, What would
the world say ? »

% Oh, never mind the world. I love you, Phi-
lip, and I hate balls and parties. Promise me
1 shall never go to any of them again.”

“ It would be very silly of me togive you such
& promise. But you shalil not g0 if you don't
wish it, and particularly if the excltement bas
such am effect upon you. Will that content
you?” .

8he clings to him and thanks him ; and he
kisses and blesses her, and, imagining that the
worst is over, lays her down upon her piliow
(not quite unwillingly, be it said, for the poor
old Colonel is very sleepy), and prooeeds to oc-
cupy his own portion of the bed. But he has
not been asleep long before he is roused by
something audible, which in the confusion of
his awakening sounds very like another sob.

. t¢Irene, is that you? What is the matter ?”
he repeats almost irritably, It 1 provoking to
be shaken out of slurnber by the obstinacy of
people who will not see the necessity of sleep
in the same light as we do.

“What is the matter? " relterates the Co-
lonel ; but all is silence, He stretches out his
hand towards his wife’s pillow, and, pacing it
from her shoulder upwards, lights upon her hair.
She is lying on her tace.

¢« Irene,” he whispers softly,

There 18 no answer. She must be asleep, It
18 only his fanoy that he heard her sob. And so
the good;Colonel turns round upon the other side,
and is soon lost to all things visible,

But she les there in the darkness, wide awake
and silent, overoome by a trembling horror that
she cannot quell. For all the shame and con-
fusion and repentance that have overtaken her
arise from but one cause—the fatal knowledge
that she has deceived herself.

All the good fabric, built up of conviction and
ooutrol, whioch for two lang years has been rear-
ed upon her prayers and earnest desire to be
oured, has crumbled befors an interview that
lasted fifteen minutes. She has never met Eric
Keir stnce the fatal day on which she learnt he
had decelved her till this night; and though
she knows him still to be unworthy, believes
him to be false—theugh she despises him angd
hates herself, she oannot shut her eyes to the
stern truth-—she loves him stiil}

Colonel Mordaunt comes downstairs next
morning In the best of spirits. He seems to
have forgotten the little eplsode that oocourred
between Irens and himself the night before, and

ball and the supper

and the company, and the eral success
whole enurtunn;ont. gor ofthe

“It was certainly g Very happy throught,” he
8ays, ‘“‘and the prettiest oompumen:‘ pots'slble
to Mr, Holmes, They tell me Sir Samue] orf-
ginated the idea, ang if %0, I give him great
oredit. I don't think I OVer saw 80 many of the
::!:::y ':mll!en ulob:xumed before, uniess it was

n We gave on the occas
of the Prince of Wales’ o, 'r;ere w:or:
shaken hands
among the

It I were sure

number.
Irene ?”

“No. What is he like ?” ¢

‘“ An elderly man, my dear, rather bald, b
with a fine upright figure. Was one of the
stewards, you know : had a rosette in his but~
tonhole, the same as myself. Holmes is stay-
Ing with him ; 80 18 Lord Muiraven. Sir John
thinks very highly of Holmes; says he’s quite
the right man for the borough, and intends 0
lay that vexed question of the rallway monopo-
lisation before Parliament at the earliest oppor-
tunity. By-the-way, I introduced Holmes 0
you. What do you think of him ? Was he
pleasant ?

“Very much so. He talks well, too: a siné
qud non in his profession.”

“ What did he talk about ? ”

“I forget,” commences Irene; and then,
blushing hastily, «Oh, no, I don't, He talked
chiefly of his friend Lord Mulraven, and of hl:
brother being lost whilst on an Alpine tour 188
summer.”

‘“Ah, a sad catastrophe. Sir John mention-
ed it to me. By-the-way, I was greatly taken
by Lord Muiraven’s face. Very thoughtful fof
80 young a man. Is he what the women 08
good-looking, Irene ?” )

“ I should imagine so,
Isabella ? » . ol

“Oh, my dear Mrs, Mordaunt, I never 100k "
——that is to say, how could I be any )udge—b“;'
then, of course—and if you consider him hab
some " 4

“ I never said 80,” she answers wearily, a®
turns towards Tommy as a distraction. Th®
child’s violet eyes meet hers sympathetically.

“Mamma got bad head?” he inquires in#
little, piping voice,

“ He has very remarkable eyes,” continué®
the Colonel, still harping on Mulraven’s attfl
butes, ¢ and finely-cut features. By-the-way!
Irene, that child has fine eyes. I never noti
them before.” :

“Oh, all ehlldren have big eyes,” she say®
confusedly ; «and so have Kittens and puppie¥
He won’t have large eyes when he grows upe
—You have finished your breakfas:, Tommy;
Say your grace, and run away into the gardep.

“But I wanl more,” urges Tommy. s

“Then take it with you, Youd spend "
couple of hours over each meal,” if I allowed ¥©
to do s0.” 0

¢ My dear, we have not been seated here mo'
than twenty minutes.” .

“ Never mind—Let him go—he can take &0
nother roll with him.”

*t Does he worry you, Irene ? " o

“I am very tired, and when one Is tired mﬂ
prattle of a cbiid is apt to worry. Besides, he
happier in the garden than here.” "

“He has certainly beautiful eyes,” repes a5
the Colonel, ag the chiid runs away, «and b
much improved in appearance lately. Ta.lk“’;
of Lord Muiraven, Irene, reminds me that So
John asked me to go over to Shrublands
luncheon to-day. Very kind of him, wasd
it? He saw I was taken with his guests.” 40

“8ir John Coote owes you a debt of gratitu
for the manner in which you keep up L .
county pack. I don’t think a luncheon is al;{_
thing out of the way for him to give you. Dod '
less he is only too glad to have an opportun!
of showing you any politeness.” “,’

“That 15 a wife's view to take of the Invitse
tion, Irene. Now I, on the contrary, was 3 1
only pleased, but surprised; for Coote &nhi'f
have not been the friendliest of neighbors
herto, and it had vexed me.”

“ Then I suppose you are going ?” ¢ 1

“ Certainly—unless there is any reason thiad
should remaln at home. 1 wish they had a8 {ne
you too. I tried to get near Lady Coote iofu it
purpose, towards the end of the evening ; P% 1/
was an impossibility, She was hemmed ”‘ﬂ.rv
round, six feet deep, by a phalanx of doW“‘: not

“Iam so glad you failed, Philip. I could]
have accompanied you. I am far too tife‘}' will

“Then it’s all right, my darling; and ab-
leave you to recover yourself during mY
sence.”

L ] * L4 . - - L]

Heo comes back just half an hour
dinner-time, 1f possible more enthusiasti
before. man

“ Never met with a more amiable youns ™ .
than Mr. Holmes in the whole oourse of l:l oarly
istence. And so sensible, too. Enters as nbury
and readily into the question of the Glotto in 8
drainage a8 though he had spent his advoos
sewer. We shall get on with such an many
as that. Having been settled for B0 -t
years in the county, he was pleaged to ":6 o ré-
advice upon several evils he desires to mation
Fodied; and I gave him all the Informd,

I could in 8o imited a time, I am VeX: ve

in consequence of his being obliged to lea o
day after to-morrow, he was unable to spar

& few days at Fen Court.” is ly1o8

‘ Did you ask him ? ” says Irene. She i h
on the couch in her bedroom whilst he ostloB
band talks to her, and as she puts the qu
she raises herself to a sitting posture. the W88

“I did—urged it upon him, in fact ; bu " iraves
quite unable to accept the invitation. M
wlu,v;hongh.” i

3 ho?? n

‘Lord Muiraven. His time is his OWD: ”:; s
he seems very glad of an opportunity 10
little more of the country,”

“ You have asked him here ? ” re yoU

“ Where else could I agk him ? I am 80 d
will like him immensely—you have DO will
how well he can talk—and his company T,
enliven us. I invited him to stay as 1008 day*
chose; but he limits his visits to & few o 1
Let him have the best bedroom, Irene:

Was 8ir John introduced to yOous

What do you think
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