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reviewed the events of the last Lalf hour.
he must despise, contemn her! "The very excess
of respeet he had displaycd, but shewed her, as
she reasoned, the extent of her supposed offence,
and the noble chivalry of Claude, who, unwilling
to let her see its magnitude, had veiled his real
sentiments uuder the garb of respect und reve-
rence. IHad her departure from propriety been
but slight, he surely wouid have preserved his
usual manner; but the very fear that she should
even guess the greatness of the confidence she
had placed in hiin, led him to assume a deference
so widely foreign to his real opinions. Whilst
torturing herself with reflections like these, she
was aroused by the sound of a horse’s hoofs in the
court yard. Thinking it almost impossible that he
could be leaving already, she sprang tothe window.
It was hours, long hours, yet, before the dawn-
ing of day, but by the indistinct light, she could
seo the figure of Claude, who with all possible
caution and silence, left the house. He bounded
on his horse, and in another moment was out ot
sight. She sought not again her restless couch,
and when the bright rays of the sun glanced
in through her window, they found her seated
near a table, buried in thought, her head leaning
on her hand, with a pallid countenance and wea-
ried, exhausted air, which would have filled Lady
Stanhope with mingled horror and indignation,
had she but witnessed them.

CHAPTER XV.
Lucy, who had passed a restless, feverish night,
slept long after her usual hour; and Ida. unwilling
to break the slumber she so much needed, for-
bade her being disturbed, and apologised for her
pon-appearance at the morning meal, saying;
“ She had not reposed well.”

“Nor yourself either, my dearest Ida, I
think,” exclaimed Mrs. Vernon kindly, * you
seem to stand in equal need of nursing, with
Lucy.” Tda replied that she felt much stronger
and better than she had ever done the morn-
ing after even the least fatiguing of the London
Assemblies.

“Yes, my dear child,” added the Doctor, “gand
your moderate, early rising, and healthful exer-
cise, would tend more to restore you, were you
even after the weakening dissipation you speak
of, than lying extended on a couch, all day, ina
close and darkened room; a system alone suffi-
cient to destroy both health and beauty.”

Ida spoke not, but she inwardly remembered
that the time was not very far distant, when she
would be called on to resume the life thus severely
condemned. No member of the family save
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Marquis’s visit, and Mrs. Vernon, on visiting her
daughter,and attributing herindisposition entirely
to want of rest, enjoined her to keep her roo
the rewainder of the day. It was late in the
evening when Claude, flushed und travel-staineds
entered the apartment where his parents were
seated. To their inquiries, he briefly replied
that he had been at the neighbouring post toWs
to deliver a letter;” and afier a quick glance
round the chamber, left it. He immediately pro*
ceeded to the drawing-room, and as he had
expected, found Ida half extended on a couchs

his entrance everything was forgotten in her
anxiety for Lucy, and starting up, she eagerly
exclaimed:

“You have been successful! Tell me! Ho bs$
the letter.” Claude hesitated, he felt that he W88
about to inflict pain, and he shrank from the
task. At length he returned, in a low, geﬂde
tone.

* Alas! Miss Beresford, much as I grieve fof
it, I am but the bearer of evil tidings, The
Marquis of Pemberton has embarked foF
France.”

Ida sank back, and covered her face with bef
hands. Al the sad consequences of the unfortd”
nate event rushed upon her recollection. Th®
fearful effect it might produce on the delicst® ‘
sensitive frame of Lucy, the sorrow it wo¥
bring on the heads of her doating parents, the ¢’
flection that it was for her Lucy had inc
all, for a time completely overwhelmed her. At
length she raised her head. ‘The eyes of Cl
were bent upon her, with an expression of com’
passionate pity, that stung hes proud b
more than the most scornful glances
have done; but in that moment even P!
yielded to friendship, and she passi
exclaimed. “Are you sure that there i5 B
hope?” 4

“ None,” he sadly rejoined. *The Marg®™
after writing a letter to his agent, arrived in
to secure a berth in a vessel which gailed yeste*”
day evening. Butif I canin any other way
you—> s

* Nol no!” she rejoined; “’tis the only P"‘"wf
which you could have done so, and you have failo?s
but still accept my thanks. All you can do'
ther is to keep profound silence on the subJ ;
and never in public or private again revert ¥
Claude bowed, and after a Iast look which 8P*"
more of compassion for her weakness than s)':'
pathy for her sorrows, left the room. Thst lbb» 1.
voluntary glance revealed to Ida how deeply ; )
had fallen from even the low standard she




