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MOUNT.EDEN.

CHAPTER I.

EVELYN.

SHE was not a pretty girl by any manner of means, at all
events at thatperiod'of her life. Her most striking features
were a large and somewhat heavy nose, and a wide mouth.
But ber chin was firm and well moulded, and she had a.
pair of large liquid eyes, set in a noble forehead. Her
hair-of a reddish tinge, and of which she possessed an
unusual quantity-was all pushed off her face in a most
unbecoming fashion, and her plain, black dress was relieved

*by nothing more ornamèntal than a frill of common lace
about thethroat. Yet there was nothing ordinary about
her, unléss it were the look of extreme iweariness with

hich she surveyed the scene before her. It was evening,
t the close of one of the hot<est days in July, and she was

kaning with both elbows on the -silI of her bedroom
window, trying to inhale a breath of fresh air, and.looking
expectantly up the street as she did so. Such a bedroom
as it was, too ! An attic at the very top of a dingy lodging-
bouse in a back street of Liverpool, with a sloping roof
that concentrated all the sun's rays, and made it like an
oven at that time of the year. Whitewashed walls that
offered no relief to the wearied eye; a small iron bedsted,
a strip of carpet, a common deal washstand and table-
these composed the luxuries of Evelyn's sleeping apart-
ment. Ii the ceiling was a trap-door that led out upon
the roof of the house, and had been placed there in case of
fire. Evelyn often looked at it, and wished she could get
through and sit upon the house-top, and feel the air circling
all around ber. Once she had mounted on a chair and
slipped the bolt and lifted the trap-door, but the dirt and
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dust had frightened ber,,from venturing further, and she
had never tried to open it again. As she looked out of ber
window now, and noted the begrimed pavement, strewn
with orange peel and dirty pieces of paper ; watched the
women, with' their filthy children, standing in clusters of
three and four at the corners of the street ; listened to the
vendors crying shell-fish, garden -roots, and decaying fruit
and vegetables, and inhaled the various smells that saluted
her nostrils, she drew back into the shelter of her humble
room with a sensation of disgust. She had lived amongst
such scenes for years past, but she had never grown accus-
tomed to them. Liverpool, as it presented itself to ber, was
the most horrible place in all the world, and she would'shut
ber eyes sometimes and try to recall the country scenes-in
which she had once dwelt. It was not so very long ago,
after all, since she had been there ; though sometimes, in
ber desolation, it seemed ages. Evelyn was seventeen
years old, and half that time she had lived where she now
was, till the- past had faded to a misty, far-off dream. On
ber window-sill there stood three stunted, unhappy-looking
little plants-a verbena, a scarlet geranium, and a musk.
She had bought them as mere seedlings, and had carefully
tended them ever since, and they had so far rewarded her
care as' to advance to maturity and blossom. Often, when
she had a minute to spare, she would rub ber fingers over
the leaves of the verbena, or bury ber nose in the scarlet
geranium, and try and bring back some recollection of the
place in which she had delighted long ago. The streai
where the large blue forget-me-nots grew, and the fields
laden witIf ripe corn,-and the nut-bushes "and wild briar
roses that hung over the country road.; and she would
long, with a feverish longing, to get away from ber present
surroundings, and be (if it were only a servant) in the
fresh, cool country again. That is, she would have so
longed, had it not been for-one thing that bound ber to
Liverpool.- As the- remembrance of it arose, a faint color
came into the girl's cheeks, and she hid ber -face in the
musk plant and geranium, that, like herself, were struggling
for existence in the close, murky air of ber bedroom
window.

" Evelyn !"»called a shrill voice from the narrow staircase.
The girl started from her reverie.

" Yes, Aunt Maria."
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"Where are you? What are you doing?"
Evelyn opened the door and confronted the questioner.
"Nothing, aunt-that is,,pothingin particular."
" Good gracious me !"cried Miss Rayne,-"you ought tO

be ashamed of yourself. jIere am I,itoiling morning, noon
and night to keep a eaent home above our heads, and
you can sit down and do 'nothing in particular!'"

"It is only for the moment. I have been working, too,"
replied Evelyn,.with a quiet dignity that always made^ier
seem older than her aunt when it came to an argument
between them. "I have made the pastry for to-morrow,
and I have mended all Will's shirts," pointing to a heap of
linen on the bed.

"Will's shirts, indeed !" exclaimed Miss Rayne, with a
sniff. "Let Will find some one else to mend his shirts."

"Oh, aunt, how can he, with the miserable salary that
Uncle Caryll gives him?"

"Well, he must ask for more pay, then. When Mr.
aryll begged me, as a favor. to take the lad into my
ouse, and board and lodge him'for a pound a week, he
idn't say anything about the mending of his linen. Will
kes quite enough advantage of my kindness as it.is.
e's fnot my nephew, you must remember."
"No, aunt, but he's my cousin.
"Rubbish ! That doesn't oblige you to turn into his

ctotum. You are my own brother's child, and as such
m bound to take an interest in you ; but except that
ur poor mother was one of them, these Carylls have no

laim on me. Indeed, I often wish I had kept out of their
ay altogether."
"Uncle Caryll doesn't trouble us much," said Evelyn, in

low voice.
"No, my dear; that's just where it is. A man rolling in

oney, without kith or kin, as you may say (except this
-d and yourself), and he barely keeps him, and -takes no
ore notice of you than if you were so much dirt. Why
re ail his favors (such as they are) to be confe'rred upon
illiam Caryll? What have you done that you should be

eft out? , You're quite as much his flesh and--bood as
your cousin. His sister's daughter is as near to him any
day as bis brother's son. And you're a Caryll, too, all
over, whilst Will takes after his mother's family."

"He hasn't done so much for Will, either," said the
girl, as she folded upje shirts, preparatory to putting

i
I

0 I I ~~-....-.------~-*- 1
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them away. "He has imade him a clerk in his countihg-
house, and gives him a pound a week for his clothes and
pocket-money."

"And pays me precisely the same sum for keeping him
in food and lodging. It's disgraceful 1" interposed Miss
Rayne excitedly; "and some one ought to tell ·týe old
man so. Particularly-if what folks say is true-and he
means to leave Mount Eden to Will."

"NAunt !" cried Evelyn, dropping the shirts upon the bed
again, "is that really the case?"

"Well, my dear, it was told me in confidence, so you
must be sure not to repeat it; but Mr. Gamble was called
in to witness your uncle's will the other day, and from a
few words dropped by the lawyer, and from a few more he
couldn't help seeing, he quite thinks Mr. Caryll has nomi-
nated your cousin his heir,-instead of his son Hugh."

"Poor Cousin Hugh. But is it quite-quite sure, auntie,
that he will never be heard of again ? "

"As sure as anything can be in this world. The poor
boy ran.away to sea, and was drowned by the upsetting of
a boat in the surf in the Bay of Callao. His body was
never found again. They say the boat must have bit him
on the head as it turned over. It was a terrible shock at
the time for your poor uncle, but it is five years and more
since it occurred. Hugh would have been three-and-
twenty had he lived but since he is gone, and we none of
us can take our money away with us, it is only natural
Mr. Caryll shpuld think of those who have a claim upon
him."

"I am so glad! I hope it is true," said Evelyn, with a
suspicious sound in her voice like tears. "How happy it
will make poor Will. And he is so fit for the position, too.
He hates wor would always be miserable as a poor
man." K

"Well, I've n6 patience with you, Evelyn," replied her
aunt testily. "Instead of being angry with your uncle for
his injustice to yourçIf, you can only think of the benefit
that will accrue to ur cousin. And what bas he done
to deserve it more tVn you, I should like to know?"

"Oh, he is a man, or he will be," said Evelyn, with ber
grave smile. "He will help Uncle Caryll in his business,
and, I daresay, take a deal of trouble off his hands. I
couldn't do that, you know; and it is only fair that Will
should have his reward. And uncle is not an old man.
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He is not sixty. He may live for twenty years yet. Will
may have a long, apprenticeship4o serve before he comes
into Mount Eden."

"Mount Eden, indeed,"1snorted Miss Rayne. "It's sick-
ening to think of that boy coming into Mount Eden. Why,
he porter's lodge would be too good for him."

"Is it such a beautiful place as all that, Aunt Maria ?
ave you ever been there ? "
" Once-in your father's lifetime, and then only for a day.

ut it's the most .beautiful place -you e er saw, Evelyn.
ore like Paradise than anything else. It rightly named.
ut it should have come to you (or, at the east, the half
f it), and I'il maintain that to my dying da"
" To me!/ O aunt, what nonsense !" cried E lyn, with
blush-shat deepened as she heard the rattle of e front

oor lock; "there's Will," she added, taking a step wards
e stairs. But her aunt barred the way.
"Now, Evelyn," she said, "I am not going to le you

wer yourself by fussing ovet that boy till you've one
ur duty. Mr. Gamble is going to the theatre to-ni ht,
d wants a nice little supper fetcied against he comes

ome. And Miss Fletcher says she can't eat Sarah's
ast, so you must make it for her yourself. I can't afford
lose my lodgers through your running about after Will

i1."
velyn sighed, but made no remonstrance.

"What am I to fetch for Mr. Gamble's supper, aunt?"
"Well, I should think half a pound of Bologna sausage,
d a little salad, would be about the thing; or you
ght get him some fish, if it's cheap to-night, and potato
kes. Mr. Gamble likes fish for his supper, I know."
Ee!" shouted a youthful yoice from the/n g-room
r; "Eve, where are you? Come down and give me
tea; I'm in a hurry.

The girl made for the door.
"Now, Evelyn, remember' I depend on you for Mr.
mble's supper and Miss Fletcher's toast."
" I will attend to them both, auntie."
"And no bacon for that boy's'tea, mind. He's eaten
ore than a pound of bacon in a couple of days. I never

eed, when I took him in for twenty shillings a week, to
d him in more than bread and butter."
"But he i's so hungry," remonstrated Evelyn, with her

d on the door.

'I

M.
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"Let him go to his rich uncle, then, and ask for more

money. It's not coming out of my pocket, I can tell you;

I.don't like him well enough. No bacon, mind, and no
cold meat. If he wants an egg he can have it, but my
means will go .no further. There he is calling again. I
never heard anything like it in my life.. One wouldthink
the whole house belonged to him, but he isn't at Mount
Eden yet, and he'll have to find that out," said Miss Rayne
indignantly, as she marched off to her own room.

Evelyn dashed after her, and flew downstairs. In the
back dining-room-the only apartment which their poverty
permitted them wt reserve for their own use-stood a young
man-a lad, indeed, in years, being only twenty, but tall
and upright as a dart, and handsome as a statue. His fair
hair curled close to his'head. He had bright, blue eyes,
rather too pronounced and wide open, a delicate straight
nose, with closed nostrils, a small moyth, with thin lips, a
narrow jaw, and a pointed chin. Doubtless he was good
looking,-unusually so,-but something in his expression
deteriorated from his beauty. It lay pårtly in the shifting
glance of the eyes, which never seemed to look one straight
in the.face, and partly in the weakness of the mouthi which
was sufficiently open to show two very white teeth in
front.

But Evelyn Rayne saw none of these defects. For the
last two -years she had been thrown into daily intimate
communion with her cousin, Will Caryll, and, in her eyes,
he was simply perfection, though she had never let any one,'
guess that she thought so. This serious, old-fashioned,
and somewhat ordinary-looking girl had a depth of feeling
in her unknown to her companions, who, whilst they twisted
her to their own convenience; had no idea of the thoughts
that sank deep into her mind, and took root and grew
there.

"I say, Eve, this \ too badl!" exclaimed young Caryll,
as she.thtered the room. ' Here am I waiting for my tea,
and in a deuce ofla hurry to get out again, and there's not

a sign of it. Where's; that fool Sarah? Why hasn't she

laid the cloth?"

.- "My dear Will, it is only just six o'clock, and you never
have your tea till l alf-past. It shall be on the table in five
minutes. Why are you in such a .hurry to-night?"-Ik'm going'out."
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Evetyn's face fell. ~ It was evident the news was a dis-
appointment'to her.

" Oh'! Then the bést thing I can do is to go and help
Sarah."

"Are my shirts ready?"
"Yes. I laid- them on my bed. Shall, you want any-

thing mnore '
"Only a clean wl-ite tie. And I think there's a button off

my new gloves."
"Your ties are in the left-hand drawer, and I sewed the

-button on your gloves last week."
" IThanks, that's a good girl. And now, do let me have

my tea. And, I say, Eve, is there anything to eat in the
ouse,-soniething sûbstantial, I mean,-cold meat. or
acon?"
"I will manage it," she answered cheerfully, as she left
e room.
It was more of an effort than some might imagine for her

o answer cheerfully at that moment. . She had been look-
g forward all day to her cousin's return, and to a pleasant

vening spent with him. Fôr it was Saturday, and on
turday Will Caryll received his weekly stipend, and
ways seemed in better spirits for it. He had not to get

so.early on the following morning, either, so it did not
ify how late he stayed up-at night, and on Saturdays

e had been used to take his cousin Evelyn for long strolrs,
ding on the omnibus or street tram, into the surrounding
untry, leaving dingy, smoky Liverpool*far behind, and

andering about all the suminer evening with her upon his
rm.

These were the girl's happiest moments,-would prove,
rhaps, to be the liappiest moments of all her life,--..
though she was unconscious why they were so. And

ow, Will as going out somewhere by himself, and she
ust find her Saturday evening's recreation in toasting
iss Fletcher's bread, or catering- for Mr. Gamble's sup-

er. But she did not grumble, even to herseif.. She heaved
ore than one sigh as she prepared her cousin's tea-tray,
ut even then she felt a certain pleasure in producing cop-
ers from her own pocket and running round the corner to
uy a few shrimps to make his meal mo-e palatable to him.

d she sat down afterwards to peel them, whilst he ate,
nd would have asked no. better fate than thus to minister
o his wants for the remainder of her life.
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CHAPTER II. '

LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM.

WILL CARYLL was very reticent on the subject of where he
was going that night. He ate his shrimps as fast as
Evelyn could peel them, and chatted to her of the events
of the past day, animadverting strongly on his uncle's
meanness and strict surveillance, which prevented a fellow
ever having a moment to himself.

"And he's so beastly suspicious, too," he wound up
with, "that he never believes a word onegays. He asked
me the other day where I dined, and I told him, and I
found out--afterwards that he'd actually been round to the
place to learn if it was true. As if a fellow would tell a

ta stupid thing like that!"
"O Wil , that is horrible !" said Evelyn, her grave eyes

dilated with * dignation. "I could not stand being sus-
pected of an untruth. Didn't it make you very angry?
Didn't you tell him you are too honorable and too much
of a gentleman to stoop to a falsehood?"

"My dear girl,, it's no good telling the old fool anything.
He wuldn't believe me if I did-he's as obstinate as a
mule. The only way to deal with him is to get all you can,
and do as little as you need."

"Oh, but that's not right," cried Evelyn.
"Ah, well, well, you know' what ' mean. You must

stick up for yourself if you don't want to be put upon. I
plucked up courage the other day to ask the old gentleman
for an increase of salary. He glared at me as if I had
offered to poison him. "A pound a week is not much pay
for a fellow of my age, Uncle Roger,' said 1'

"' A pound a week, sir! What do you mean?' he
exclaimed. 'I pay a pound a week to Miss Rayne for
your board and lodging, and that makes two pounds a
week-one hundred and four pounds a year,-double what
you'reworth-&"

"I suggested he sh6ld-paythe-twopounds into my own

. di
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àands,. and let me provide for myself, but he wouldit hear
)f it. He said I shouldn't pay for my keep at all,,thèn,
nd the bills would come 'back into his hands. Did you
cver hear of such an ogre, Eve ? I'n sick to death of it
l1. Sometimes I think I'1l give him notice, and look out
or a situation fort myseILf. I'd like to see his face when I
sent in my resignation."

"No, no, Will ! you musn't do that," exclaimed Evelyn,
remembering what her aunt had told her. "Try and be
patient, there's. a dear boy. Uncle Roger can do so much
or you if you keep good friends. It would be folly to
cuarrel with hm."

"Of course he must do something for me. I am quite
iware of that. Since Hugh is dead, I am the next heir,
md ought to come in for everything when the old man
icks. So Pitman says."
"Who is Pitman?"
" The chief clerk. I believe he knows mors than he will

Il me, for he's very close. But, anyway, it seems a
eastly shame, if I'm to have all that money some day,-
fteen thoisand a year, Pitman says, if it's a penny,-
at I can't handle a little more of it now. A pound a
eek ! Why, it hardly pays for my dinner ! And I have
tailor's bill three yards long."
" Oh, Will, however will you pay it?"
" I must leave it to pay itself, Eve. There's no way out

f it. And to see the piles of money that go through
ncle's office every day!"
"But that has nothing to do with you, Will, no more
an if it were through the office of anybody else. It.isn't

ours."
"I know that as well as you do, but it's a great tempta-

on.''
Evelyn looked at him wonderingly. Such a thing could

ever prove a temptation to her.
" Well, I must be off," cried Will Caryll, as he bolted

[he last shrimp. "Is there any hot water in my room? "
" I will fetch it for you at once," she answered, as she

1went downstairs.
In a few minutes he was out of the house, banging the

hall door after him as if he were glad to get free.
He had good reason to keep his intentions a secret from

his cousin. He knew .that she would have reason to dis-
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pute an)pose them. For he had two theatre tickets in
his p et and he wanted to take a pretty milliner's girl
(wi w im he had scraped up a questionable acquaintarrce
in tstreet) to the play. He was looking forward to
posing as the "masher swell" to "Emily," and impressing
her with a sense of his importance in the commercial
world. But when he arrived at the' girl's residence, he
found himself doomed to disappointment. Emily had
been "one too many " for him. Some other fellow, older
than Will Caryll, and probably with more money in his
pocket, had already made his appearance on the scene, and
the faithless milliner had left the house under his protec-
tion.

Will gnashed his teethwhen the truth was rudely blurted
out to him. There are times in the masculine career when
it seems a terrible calamity to be too young, and one's
youth presses on the brain like a barrier to liberty. This
was one of tbem. Will tried to' be easy on the matter,
and to· turn it off as a thing of no'consequence, but he
lamentably failed, and no one who saw him could have
mistaken what he felt. But as he turned away with a care-
less whistle, bis cousin Evelyn came into bis mind. The
pretty milliner hàd failed hin , but Eve would not do so,
and there were the tickets in his pocket, burning into his
very soul; it would never do to waste them. So, half-an-
hour later,· just as Evelyn Rayne returned home with Mr.
Gamble's supper, she encountered Will Caryll on the door-
step.

"Will!" she exclaimed, with pleased surprise; "what
brings you home so early ? "

He could not tell the truth. He knew it would lower
him in her eyes, and he was too conceited to wish to lose
even the leastmodicum of admiration from any one of the
sex. So he temporised by asking her, with one of bis sunny
smiles,-

" Cannot you guess?"
" Indeèd, I cannot."
" I went out to buy some tickets for the theatre. I want

to take you there to-night to see 'Human Nature.' Make
haste and put on your things. We must start at once."

Evelyn looked confounded.
"1O Will, why didn't you tell me of it before?"
Visions. of tuckers she might .have tacked in, and rib-
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bons she might have ironed out, flashed on her imagina
tion, and almost melted her to tears. She felt she was not
fit to go out to a place of amusement with hm.

"What's up now, Eve?" he demanded.
"O Will, do you think I shalllook nice enough ? I have

not been to the theatre for years-not since Mr. Gamble
took auntie and me to the pantomime at the Rotunda. I
have nothing to wear but my Sunday frock. And will
Aunt Maria let me go? I am halfafraid she will say no!"

"Cut in and ask her, then, and don't keep me waiting
all night," retorted Will. "But it will be a shame, if she
refuses. Why, you never have any amusement from one
week's end to another. Tell her that Uncle Roger gave
me the tickets, and desired that you should use one of
them."

"But did he? I thought you said you bought them?"
returned Evelyn, regarding him .with her grave, question-
ing eyes.

"So I did ; but uncle gave me the money, so it comes to
the same thing."

"Oh, and you said he was so mean!.
"Well, a couple of tickets for the dress circle is no great

gift. But make haste and get leave, Eve, or I shall go
without you."

Evelyn flew on the wings of the wind into the presence
ýof her aunt. She was rosy with excitement, and her great
-eyes'glowed like two stars.

"Aunt Maria, uncle has sent'two tickets for the theatre
for Will and me. May I go?"

"Theatre tickets, child.! What theatre?"
"I don't know, but it's to see 'Human Nature.' May

Igo?"
"Have you got *Mr. Gamble's supper?"
"Yes, yes. Such a nice little lobster. Quite fresh, and

only ninepence. And a beautiful lettuce and some water-
cress."

"And Miss Fletcher has had her tea?"
"O aunt, half-an-hour ago, and she said the toast was

delicious."
" Well, I really don't see why you shouldn't go, then,

but you must come straight home afterwards. To think of
Mr. Caryl sending you a ticket! He may be going to
remember his duty to you after all. Who knows?"

- - -a -- ~ ~ - -- -~---- --~. -* -- t - - - - -
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Little did Evelyn Rayne care about her uncle remember-
ing his duty to her at that moment. Her cousin filled up
every crevice of her heart. The prospect of an evening
spent with Will at the theatre in the present, was more

attractive than the hope of any amount of revenue in the
future.

"Then I may go?" she cried eagerly.
"Yes, if your cousin promises to take proper care of you;

but don't yield to any of his persuasions, Evelyn. I haven't
much faith in William Caryll. If he doesn't bring you
straight home from the theatre, just jump into an omnibus
and come back by yourself. -oyou-understand me? "

"Of course I do, auntie ; but Will will bring me straight
home. Oh, how good it is of you to let me go."

Her warm heart was overflowing with gratitude to every
one who combined to afford her this simple pleasire. How
much people lose who have the means to gratify all their
inclinations. They exchange eagerness for indifference-
enthusiasm for satiety-expectation for knowledge. They
give up, in fact, all the zest of life for a languid trouble.
Their riches have become a punishment too hard to bear.

"Auntie says I may go, Will," exclaimed Evelyn de-
lightedly, as she rushed past him in the passage; "and I
will not keep you ten minutes."

When she camie downstairs again, in her best dress and
hat, and a m1slin*fichu tied carelessly about her throat,
Will Caryll was. pleased to approve of her appearance.

"IYou don't look'half bad when you're properly dressed,
Eve," he observed, in a patronizing tone; "it's a shame
Miss Rayne keeps you so shabby."

I"Don't say that, Will," she answered, as they turned out
of the hall door aid hurried on their way. '"1Auntie gives
me as much- as she can afford, and I can't tell you how
sorry I am to be a burden to her. How I wish I were
a boy, and could work for myself as you do. But I have
had no education to speak of. I am utterly useless, except
to help to look after the house."

"That's the best thing a woman can do," said Will,
"and, when you marry, you'll find the truth of it.'t

A crimson wave of color surged up into Evelyn's face.
"IMarryl/ Oh, I never» shall do that, Will. I can't.

Auùt Maria has kept me ever since I was a little child.
My father died, and left nothing behind him,-absolutely

14
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nothing,-except me and his debts, and she took me in to
save me from the workhouse. It will be my duty to look
after her when she is old, and cannot do so for herself."

" That's rubbish-more than she has any right to
expect," remarked Will laconically. "But we must look
sharp, Eve, or we shall'lose the first piece. Hi! han-
som !

" Here you are, sir," replied the cabman, wheeling his
horse round, and drawing up beside them.

Evelyn could not believe her eyes. The most she had
ever dreamt of was that her cousin would take. her to the
theatre in an omnibus or a tram.

" Will," she whispered, in an awestruck tone, "did you
mean it? Won't it be very expensive?"

"Of course I meant it," he returned, laughing. "Do
you want to walk all the way ? If it's a warm night we
may stroll home again, but just now time is precious. To
the Grand, cabby, and hurry up."

" Oh, isn't it delightful !" exclaimed Evelyn, as the horse
set off at a swinging trot. "If I could always hire a han-
som, I should never want to have.a carriage."»

" You shall have both carriages and hansoms when I
come into the Mount Eden property, Eve, for I shall never
forget what friends we have been-the very best offriends,
eh ? " he continued, as he pressed the hand he held in his.

Evelyn was in a flutter of delight.
Will had never been more affectionate in his manner,

nor looked more handsome thari he did that night, and she
watched all he said and did with a proud feeling of pos-
session. The only thing which 'disturbed her was the pro-
bable expense of the hansom cab; but Will seemed to have'
plenty.of money in his pocket, and paid the fare when they
arrived at their destination without any demur. Then
they went into their seats-two of the best seats in the
theatre-and for the next three hours the girl could think
of nothing but the scene before her, and the actors who
took part in it.

Will did not seem as interested as she was. He had
often been to the play, and the novelty of the thing was
past for him. But he was very kind and attentiye. He
slipped out of his seat several times between the acts,
coming back more demonstrative and affectionate after each
absence, and pressing Evelyn to take coffee, and ices, and

m

,
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all sorts of things to which she was unaccustomed. But,
as for her, she felt as if she had been transported to heaven.
The drama enchanted her, but her cousin's kindness pleased
her still more. Her large, soft eyes sought his gratefully,

.,even whilst she modestly declined his offerings ; and his
generosity delighted her so much, that she forgot to wonder
where the money came from whàch he wished to throw
about so freely. But when the evening's amusement was
concluded-when the lights.iere out and the curtain had
dropped for the last time on the mimic world which had
seemed so real to her-and they were walking back together,
the fear that Will might be outstripping his meari recurred
to her. They had left the noisy traffic of the principal
streets behind them by that time, and were treading the
(compäratively speaking) quiet road which led to their
home.

"IWill, dear," she said, a little timidly, "I am so much
obliged to you for taking me out to-night. I have enjoyed
myself beyond measure, but I am afraid it must have cost
a lot of money. You must not be extravagant, you know,
or you will make me miserable. Hasn't it made a great
hole in your week's salary ? What will you do if you run
short?"

"IThat's no affair of yours, my dear," he said gaily. "All
you have to do when I take you out is to enjoy yourself
and look your best, and leave the rest to me. And you
have been looking your best to-night, Eve. I was quite
proud of you.. I believe in a year or two that you'll be
quite handsome. Your eyes are glorious, and when you
are happy you get such a nice color."

"IO Will 1" she cried, blushing al over, "what nonsense
you do talk. I can never be that, and you must know it.
But if you think I am-nice, it is all I care for."

The -words came out with a burst, frpm the very bottom
of her heart, but they conveyed no~news~toWill Caryli.
There had been love passages between these two before.-
very innocent, but unmistakable. Nothing definite, perhaps,
but warm looks, and soft whispers, and touches of the hands,
that had left an indelible impression on the heart of Evelyn
Rayne. And just now Will Caryll was moved as well.
The time and the proximity-to say nothing of the wine he
«had imbibed at the theatre, and the real liking he enter-
tained for his cousin-were having their effect upon the
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young man, and likely to make him say a great deal more
than he intended.

"Think you nice 1" he repeated, with a fervent pressure
of the arm which was slipped within his own. "I should
think I did think you nice. Why, Eve, you're the very
best girl in all the world to me! What should I do without
.you? Who is it mends my linen, and looks after my
kneals, 'and makes me comfortable in every possible way,
unless it is yourself? Do you-suppose I don't know that?
Why, I couldn't live a week with Miss Rayne and all her
fidgety ways if you were not there. You're everything to

e, Eve. But you shall have your reward some day.
me.day, when I am rich and prosperous, and the owner

o Mount Eden, you thall see that I have not forgotten
liat you have done for me."

CHAPTER III.

A FALLING STAR.

BUT I don't want any reward," said the girl shyly; "I do
because-because-because-"
" Because why" he demanded, looking down upon her

iumphantly.
"Because you are my cousin," she answered more firmly;

-and it is pleasant to wait on you. If relations cannot
lp each other, who will?"
Young Caryll did not like this general way of putting it.
"l That's all very fine, Eve, but you don't meanit. Uncle
oger is your relation as well as riùyself, but I'm sure you

Idn't care to wait upon him."
"But I have never seen him, Will, except once-long

hen poor mother took me to his house, and then I
as only a little thing of four. I can't even remember
hat he is like. Do tell me. I am anxious to know."
"He's as ugly as sin," replied Will, knitting his handsome

rows, "and just as unpleasant. He's got a long, sallow
ce, with bushy grey eyebrows, and eyes that seem to look

straight hrough, like a hawk, and a mouth that snaps
gether like a rat-trap. However, if he's going to leave
e Mount Eden I suppose I must put up with it all."

17|
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"Will, dear," interposed the girl timidly, "I wouldri't
make too sure of that, if 1 were you. You would be so
disappointed if it never came true ; and if uncle is so dis-
agreeable and unpleasant, he might change his mid; and
leave his money to some one else. Besides, Adnt Maria
says it is fnot impossible he might marry again. Other
men have done it at that age; and so many'women would
take him, just for his money. I have often thought myself,
since Cousin Hugh was drowned, that uncle might think
of taking a second wife."

" Eve ! you have the most unpleasant way of looking at
things sometimes. You -generally manpge to dash all a
fellow's hopes to the ground."

"Oh, no, Will; don't say that. I only want to make
you practical. For, supposing neither of these things
came to pass, still Uncle Roger may live for a long, long
time yet. He is only sixty,-an. that is not old for a man,
you know. So I hope you will try not to think of, or
depend in any way on, Mount Eden or the money until it
is really yours."

"IWhy, in heaven's name ? " he asked her, in an irri-
table tone.

"Because,I am so afraid it will make work more distaste-
ful to you than it is. You don't love it too *ell, Will,
already."

"You are right. I hate it. But look here, Eve. What's
the use of telling me not to think about it ? Who could
help thinking of it ? There is no one else in all the world
for the old miser to leave it to-except you."

Eve burst out laughing.
I"O Willi! what nonsense. As if he would. But if he

did, it would come to the same thing, for I should give it
all to you. What good would it be to me without you?"

You dear girl !" he answered, pressing her arm to
his side. "It was just what I was going to say -myself
We are Uncle Caryll's only relations. The property musi
come to one or other of us two. He couldn't'in decency
leave it to, a stranger. And whichever of us gets it, will
share it with the other. Is that a bargain?"

"Yes, yes, with all my heart," cried Eve.
"But there is only one way of doing it, my dear," con-

tinued Will, as . they passed into the shadòw of a leaf
square, "and that is by marrying each other. Will yo
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promise to marry me, Eve ?-fot just directly, of course,
ýecause we are both too young, but by-and-bye, when I
earn a deceni salary, and my prospects are a little -more

ttled."
Under the shade of the leafy, lime trees, Eve blushed a
vid red from brow to bosom. In the quiet of its shut-
red houses, Will Caryll could hear the rapid beating of,
r heart. This was what she had been dreaming of for
year past, but never hoped to gain-the bright vision
happiness that had danced before her waking eyes, but
st like a bubble with the sigh that dispersed it. What-

she-unformed, uncultivated, ill-favored, and ill-
ssed-that he, the very incarnation of youthful manhood

d beauty, should stoop to woo her for his wife ? Is not
the way that all true, good women receive a declaration

love from the man they secretly adore ? Are not mo-
ty and a want of self-esteem the chiefacs
rit as they are of talent ? No true genius was ever self-
isfied or affected. No woinan, presuming on her natural

to consider herself superior to the rest of her sex, ever
s out satisfactory in domestic life. The more we have

this world the less we think of it. As for poor Evelyn,
was so overpowered by the idea of her cousin's conde-

nsiÔn, that she could not answer him for her tears.
Won't you say 'Yes ?'" whispered Will, as his arm

round her waist: "or don't you think you like me
enough,?"

'Like you/ O Will ! my darling Will, you know-you
t understand. But are you sure that I am good

ugh?'
Why, of course I am sure. - You don't suppose I want
ife with nothing but a pretty face to recommend her,
ou ? That might be all very well for some fellows, but
ouldn't suit me. I should hàve all the men running
r her. No, no; women are meant to be useful, and

after their homes and their husbands, and make them
py and comfortable, and no one could ever take such

of me as you, Eve. I feel more sure of. that
day ; and so, when I can afford to set up house-

ping, you must marry me and keep me in order, and
11 be as happy as the day is long. Turn youi face this

Eve, there's no one looking, and give me a kiss to
the bargain."

I1g
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What was it tnat she missed (unsophisticated as she was),
even whilst -her young lover's handsome face was pressed
against her own? Will Caryll, in his selfishness and vain
assurance that bis proposal must be flattering, couched in
however careless terms, had overlooked.one of the surest
inroads to a wordan's heart.

Evelyn Rayne was not really ugly, although she con-
sidered herself to be so. She was a tall, awkward-looking
girl, who required filling out to soften down her large fea-
tures and long, ungainly limbs. She knew this, and she
lamented over it daily.( She thought se was the very
plainest girl in all Livekpool, and envied every pink and
white smiling face she met; but however modest a woman
may be with regard to her own appearance, she never likes
her lover to agree with her. She may smile at his weak-
ness, and copsider him prejudiced, or blind, but she loves
him all the more for his folly, and cannot bear to think
that this idol of ber imagination should view her with the
sane eyes she does hêrself.

But though Evelyn felt the want of something in Will
Caryll's address, she was too humble to acknowledge it.
It was too good of him-so she unconsciously argued-to
want her in any capacity, and she lifted hér beaming face
to his, with a heart over-brimming with gratitude'. How
much better women are to men than men are to women:
Were it not that they idealized them thus from first to last,
elevating their lovers to gods, and seeing the gilding that
still clings round the fallen idol, how many marriages would
take place, or last when they were consummated? The
humanitarians and social scientists declare that the increase
of separation and divorce in these days is due to the
increase of vice. But they are wrong. It is due to the
advance of knowledge; and wherever the people have be-
come freed from the bondage of the Church, and find help
instead of opposition from the Law, there the.women's eyes
have been first opened to the weakness of which they have
been gilty in submitting to tyranny and oppression.
. But Evelyn's heart was as ignorant as it was innocent.
This was -not the first kiss, by many, that bad been ex-
changed between the cousins, but it was the first that Will
had ever given ber in the character of lover, and Eve fel
the difference at once, and never again forgot it. I
changed-her from a child to a woman. She walked th

20



MOUNT EDEN. 21

rest of the way home by his side in a species of silent,
de[rious delight, and~more than once he stooped his head
tgain to renew the caress. But as they stood on the door-
step of Miss Rayne's house, they awoke from their dream
of future bliss.

" I hope your aunt will have gone to bed," whisered
Will, as he fumbled with the latch-key; "and then e can
bave a few minutes in the parlor to ourselves."

But Miss Rayne -was not in bed. As soon as they
tepped into the hall, she confronted them.

"Dear, dear!" she said testily, "how late you are. Do
ou know that it's past twelve ? I've been expecting you
or the last hour."

"m very sorry, Aunt Maria," replied Evelyn, on whose
heek and in whose eyes the glow of her new-born happi-
ess was still apparent; "but the play was not over till

st eleven, and we walked home."
"Then you should have taken an omnibus. Mr. Garmble
s been in for a long time, and asking to see Wili Caryll.
e's waiting for him in the front room now."
"Let him wait, then. It's past working hours. He's

ot no right to bother me now," cried Will who was some-
hat elevated with love and wine.
Mr. Gamble was the cashier in his-uncle's counting-
use, in the firm of Caryll, Tyndal & Masters, timber
erchants. He had -lodged with Miss Rayne for some

ears before the lad had ever been taken into the business.
e was an extremely strict and somewhat stern monitor,
d anything but a favorite with the youngsters in the

onorable man.
"Let old-Gamble wait," repeated Will Caryll recklessly.

He has-nothing to do with me till Ioiday morning.",
"Perhaps not,.)Mr. William," said the' cashier, opening
e door of his sitting-room, "but/youwill ackn-owledge
at Mr. Caryll has. On my return this evening, I foind
note from him that demands your imgnediate attention.
e good enough to step in here."
The lad tirned red, but was compelled to obey. He

ad only just time to give Evelyn a significant glance
efore Mr. Gamble's door had swallowed him up and
losed upon him, as she was left alone with Miss Rayne.

"1liow, Evelyn, you had better go to bed at once, or I
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never shafl get you up in the morning," exclaimed her
aunt briþly.; "you are looking quite fagged out."

She Was» deed looking tired. Al the beautiful, rosy
flush had.faded from her face, and her eyes were strained
and anxous.

"O auntie, do let me stay till Will cornes back. I want
so much to hear why Mr. Gamble wished to speak to him.
He looked so cross. Do you think there can be anything
wrong ? "

I Wrong ? NonsenseO! f course not ; unless Will's
been inking the desks, or cutting up the stools, or doing
some other stupid, .boyish trick. Your uncle's fnot the
man to stand anything of the sort. He's very-particular.
I remember your mother saying that his own wife didn't
dare disobey him.' He'd disinherit Will Caryll to-morrow
if he offended him. And a good job, perhaps, if he did.
It might make him think of you. For why his brother's
son should have everything, and his sister's daughter no-
thing, beats me altogether. It's neither sense nor justice,
and it'll bring down a judgment on him; and some day I
shall go up to the office and tell him so."

"IO auntie, dear,- don't worry yourself about that. It
will all come right in the end," replied Evelyn, with a
beautiful smile on her face; "~only I should like to hear
what uncle can have written to Mr. Gamble about."

"IThen your curiosity won't be satisfied till to-morrow
morning, Evelyn Rayne, for you're going up to bed at
once," said her aunt, as she pushed the girl before her up
the stairs.

Eve gave one wistful glance at Mr. Gamble's closed
door through which the cashier's voice could be heard
speaking in very grave and measured tones, and submitted
with a sigh to be elbowed up to her room. But when she
reached it, she did not remove her things, but sat on the
edge of her bedstead, listening for Will's step -pon·the
stairs. She felt that she could not sleep until she had
seen her cousin and learned the result of bis interview with

7 the cashier, for she felt frightened and eryous-she hardly
knew why. She loved Will dearly, but she had not much
faith in him. He seemed to carry off all his ýluties with
such a high and - careless hand. His step was long in
coming. The voices in thé little parlor below seemed to
wax louder and louder, till they rose to an altercation, and



then Mr. Gamble seemed to say something that appa-
rently left him master of the field, for his hard, incisive
tones continued to sound alone for some time afterwards,
whilst Wil1 listened in silence.

Evelyn's heart began to- ache for him.
What was that horrid Mr. Gamble saying to her darling

to humble him like that ? How she longed to be able to
go down and be present at the interview, of which her

;betrothal of that evening seemed to give her the right to
*be an auditor. But she knew that was impossible. Al
she could do was to wait till Will came upstairs to his own
room, which lay next to hers at the back of the house, to
give him a last assurance of her love and sympathy. So
she resigned herself to dreaming çver again of that happy,

rhour she had passed with him whilst coming home, and
.wondering, with all the lumility of her loving heart, how
%such a blessing could have fallen to her share.

Meanwhile, Mr. Gamble was saying to her piece of
perfection below-

" It's a mysterious business altogether, Mr. William, and
one that we don't like."

"Well, I know nothing of the matter, sir."
" That is where the fault lies. You should know some-

thing of it. It is your business to know. The stamp and
aper outlay is in your department, and Mr. Caryll ex-

cts a strict account to be kept of both. It is only right
it should be so. No business can be properly conducted

ithout every expenditure being accurately checked. We
.have never had any error of this kindin the office before,
,and it reflects on everybody employed there."

"That's just it," cried young Car1e "everybody is
,asking for them each minute of tie. day, and it is
,impossible to note down every postage stamp that isjused.
They don't leave me alone two minutes rogetherr eitbier.
I'm in and out of my desk like a Jick-in-the-box. Fow
on earth can I be responsible for the clerks taking-the
stamps and papers when I am not there ?"

We are not accustomed te robbery in Water Street,
Mr. William," replied Mr. Gamble drily; "all our clerks
are tried and honest men who have mostly been with us
for years."

"Every man is honest till he's proved to be a thief,"
said Will insolently.

MOUNT EDEN. 23



MO UNTI EDEN.

"Do you triean to accuse anybody, sir?"
"No ; but I mean to excuse myseilf. My uncle charges

me with carelessness in keeping my books. I won't
acknowledge it. I have entered all my own transactions
carefully, but I can't be answerable for what other people
may do."

"Well, sir, you'll have to be more careful for the future,"
replied the cashier, "for it has come to Mr. Caryll's ears,
and he seldom passes over a fault for the second time."

Will had grown very. red and angry during this discus-

sion.
You seemu to forget that I am Mr. Caryll's nephew and

nearest relation," he said haughtily. "You are talking to
me, Mr. Gamble, as if I was the office-boy."

"No, Mr. William, I forget ,nothing; but neither, will
you find, does Mr. Caryll, even though you are his nearest
relation. He is a just employei-, but a very strict one.
So. I advise you to keep your books more accuràtely for'
the future. And that is all!"

"I don't want your advice, and I shall go and see my
uncle to-morrow and speak to him about it myself," retorted
Will, as he left the room and slammed the door after him.

He had appeared very brave whilst he was in Mr.
Gamble's presence, but he did not feel so as he quitted it.
It was a most.unpleasant charge to have brought against
him, and something very like fear knocked at bis heart as
he hastily reviewed the incidents of the last few days, and

wondered in what he had, been so careless as to leave his
carelessness open to discovery. His handsome face was
looking rather white and drawn as he walked slowly up the
narrow staircase, and approached Evelyn's room. As he
drew near it, the door softly opened, and showed her
standing on the threshold, ready to comfort him. But Will
was in no gracious mood just then. The great event of
the evening, which filled Evelyn's heart, and mind, and
brain, had evaporated from his memory under the unplea-
santness to which be had been subjected. He was.per-
plexed and ill at ease, and all he wanted was to be alone,
and think the matter out. Eve's glowing, trustful face was
%.reproach to him, and he attempted to pass her with an
ordinary good-night.

"O Will, don't leave me yet," she whispered entreatingly;
"stop a moment and tell me the news. What was it- all
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bout? How bas it ended? -It made me so nervous
o hear Mr. Gamble speak to you in such a tone. Why is
e angry?"
"Nervous 1" he repeated irritably; "what should you
nervous about? It was only a matter of business.
to bed, like a good girl, and don't make a fool of your-

If, orwe shall have Aunt Maria and Miss Fletcher up in
minute to know if there are burglars in the house."
Evelyn shrunk back disappointed.
"But won't you tell me what it is, Will? I have been

tting up all this time only to hear."
" Woman's fatal curiosity," he said, with an uneasy
ugh. "And you've been listening with all your might, I
appose, trying to fimd out?"

"-Oh, no; don't think me so mean as that. I would
ther never know than listen. But is it a secret?" she
ded, more timidly.

It's nothing that concerns ,you, my dear, and so gQod-
ght," he said turnifig the handle of his door.
"Will," whispered Evelyn, starting forward, "you're not
rry, are you, for what happened this evening ? I'v
en thinking of it whilst you were downstairs, and-
ondering if it can really be true. It has made me so
ppy. Are you sure-guite sure-you will be so too?"
"Oh, don't worry me now," he answered impatiently.,
cannot answer you. I have other things to think of
ppy? Of course I shall be happy, but just at this
ment I am too tired to think of anything bu-t bed."

Then, seeing 'her earnest face, with- its two big eyes
ining upon him, and a wistful expression in them that
ked like the forerunner of tearsi he somewhat.repeted-
his curtness, and turned towards her again.
"Good-night, my darling," he said, with a hasty kiss;

go to sleep now, or you will be tired to death to-morrow .
orning."
But Evelyn could not go to sleep. The kiss was'burn-
g on her face, and the fond name ringing in her ears, and-

et there was a void somewhere in her heart which
membrance could not fill. Everything had seemed so

right and easy-a short hour ago, and now a falling s
med to have shot across her sky and left it dark again.
at was the reason?
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CHAPTER IV-.

THE OATH.

BUT, with the morning light the evening cloud dispersed.
It was a bright, sunny Sunday, and Evelyn rose from her
bed, happy and hopeful, and all eagerness to: reriew the
pleasure of the night before.. After which, it was disap-
pointing to find that Will did not appear at breakfast, but
had told Sarah to carry up a cup of tea to bis room instead.
She would not confess it to herself, but she wished he ha-d
been as anxiôus to see her again, under the new relation-
ship they bore to one another, as she was to meet him.
She mourned in silence, but Miss Rayn'e was loud in her
denunciation of bis indolence, and declared that Will
Caryli always reminded her forcibly 6f the idle apprentice
in Hogarth's picture, and she, firmly believed he would
come to the same bad end.

"Lying in bed, indeed, and on a Sunda:y morning, just
for all the world as if he were the Prince qf Wales !" she
wrathfully exclaimed. "What next, I wbnder? As if
Sarah hadn't enough to do with getting ready the Sunday
dinners, without running up and do'wn stairs after him.
You shouldn't have sent his tea up, Evelyn. If Mr. Will
Caryl1 is too fine to come down to breakfast, let him go
without-it. I only wish his uncle could see him now."

"ILet us be thankful he can't," replied Evelyn, with a
faint laugh.

"IAh! but he'll hear of it, though, as sure as my name's
Maria Rayne. I won't stand any more of Master Will's
nonsense. If he can't behave himself properly, let him go
somewhere else. I'm sure the miserable sum he pays for
his'board and lodging won't be missed. I could let his
room alone for the same price to-morrow."
. Evelyn left her seat, and put her arns round her aunt's

neck.
"II know you could, auntie, but I'm sure you won't," she

said coaxingly. "Will won't do it again, if you ask him;
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rid he is not fit to live by himself. He would get into all
aids of scrapes withoutyou and me."'
"h ! there :I believe you, Evelyn Rayne ; butI won't

and his airs for all that. And you must leave off spoiling
m in the way you do. He would be a thousand times
etter if you didn't coddle him. You make yourself a per-
ct slave to him, and he thinks the whole household is to
llow suit; but he's mistaken."
" I won't send up. his breakfast another time, auntie.

ut it was only a cup of tea, and Mr. Gamble kept him up
te last night, and I thought perhaps bis headached."
"What did Mr. Gamble want with him," Evelyn?"
"I don't know; he didn't tell me."
' He's been up to some mischief in the office, l'Il warrant.

'ell, I'm glad they've found him out, and I hope they'll
anish him. A sound whipping would do him all the good
the world. But, bless me, it's past ten! Go and put on

ýur things at once, Evelyn, or we shall be late for church."
And so the storm in a tea-cup blew over. But Evelyn's
art was not quite satisfied, even whilst praying for her
sent yorng lover in the quiet church. 'It was very.-sweet
be able to pray for him as her dwn possession, and -ier-

Pce glowed as she thought that some day. they would le
eeling thus together side by side, and all the world would

now.that they belonged to one another. But there was
loud hanging over her spirits, even whilst. she prayed-
undefinable shadow of coming evil, èngendered. partly
the mysterious interview with Mr. Gamble, and partly
m Will's own sécrecy concerning it.
But when they returned from church to -partake of their
rly dinner of cold beef, and salad, and red-currant tart

the way, why does every British hoýseholder consider
rapoint of religious etiquette to make himself miserable,
t to say unchristian, by eating cold beef on the first day
the week?), her, slight fit of despoñdency evapoated,

Will was in the parlor, ready to. receive them, looking
psh and handsome in his Sunday suit.
It is true that -he still seemed a little gloomy-some

ould have said sulky. He kept somewhat apart from his
nsin and Miss Rayne, apparently occupied in the perusal
a Sunday paper, but in reality thafing over the iemem-

france of the night before. Elvelyn felt his altered manner,
d was unhappy, but dared not attempt to comfort him.
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Miss Rayne put some pointed questions to him about
Mr. Gamble and his uncle's message, and was almost told
by Will, in his turn, to mind her own business. So the
dinner passed very unsociably, and the early part of the
afternoon ; and it was a relief to all concerned whei young
Caryll suddenly asked Evelyn to go with him for a walk.
Her aunt gave a ready consent to the proposal; she was
glad to get rid of them. Will Caryll's manner made her
angry, and Eve's evident sympathy with him irritated her.
She told them to go by all means, and not to come back
till they could make themselves agreeable.

"Old cat ! " said Will, alluding to Miss R ayne, as they
left the house together. "As if any one could make him-
self agreeable, sitting oppositè to such a sour face. It's
enough to turn all one's milk of human kindness to vinegar."

Eve did not reply. She was too loyal to join in a laugh
against her aunt behind her back, but she dreaded lest the
slightest reproof should increase the perturbatiôn of Will's
restless spirit. So they strolled away together rather
silently, until they had left the crowded pavements behind
them, and reached the road that led to the cemetery. This
was a favorite Sunday evening walk of theirs, for both
Evelyn's mother and Will's father lay buried there, amongst
a whole family of Carylls. It seemed quite natural to
them, on reaching it, to turn irito the familiar path that led
to their parefits' graves, and it was not till they had arrived
there that Will made any allusion to the incident of the
night before.

But wherr Evelyn had sat down on the flat stone that
covered her mother's resting-place, and commenced to
make a daisy chain from the daisies that grew in the grass
around it, he flung himself down on the ground by her side,
and commenced,.suddenly and passionately,-

"How I wish I was dead and buried, Eve, with the
-*whole lot of thèm!"

iHis words hurt Eve terribly. If he really meant what
he said, it was evident her love had no power to smooth
over the annoyances of his daily life. And his, she felt,
could make her contented under the bitterest trials.

"O Will, darling, how can you say such a dreadful thing?
You don't think of me, nor of what I should feel if your
wish came true."

"Well, I don't suppose I shalf ever be pf much good to

28 -
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ou, Eve. It will be a jolly long time before I make an
idependence at this rate. And then to think of Uncle
Loger being so mean as to set that old beast Gamble to haul
ie over the coals in that fashion, for a thing that wasn't
iy fault any more than it was your's."
She knew the confidence was comm 'now, and, like a

ise woman (as her after life proved Jrto be) she would
pt disturb it by a single word. She oily drew'nearer the
pot where he had flung himself impetuous1yotn, and
assed her hand firmly and softly over his sunny-hair.
Vith that touch his courage seemed to return to him. It
bntained a power and reliability unknown to his weaker
gnperament, and he turned his cheek toward it grate-
ally.

"You may as well know the whole truth, Eve," hé con-
iued, though half-unwillingly, as though the tale weré
'ing drawn magnetically from him, and against his will,
r I know you are game, and'won't tell. I have told you

w stingy Uncle Roger is. I believe he counts every
er and steel pen that comes into the office. The beastly
gs are kept in my department-I mean the stationry

d stamps, and such like ; and I have to give them out to
e other fellows as they're required, and keep ai account
them. Well, I believe 1've been robjed. Somebody's
n. prigging. the paper ând stamps when my back was
ed, and my books don't tally with the expenditure-.
can they ?-and so there's a row."

" But why didn't yui lock theni up ? Is there no con-
nience for such a purposé?" demanded Eve practically.

as your desk no key?"
The idea of fraud was so foreign to her own nature,

ch was as frank and open as the day, that; she could
nceive no -other reason than carelessness for such an
or. Her questions-simple as they were-seemed 'to
ke her cousin impatient.
"How can I be always locking up ?'" he exclaimed, in
tone of annoyance: "do you imagine we walk about the
unting-house with the keys jingling in our pockets like a-
t of old women? It's uncle's business to look after his
Ierks, and. keep them in better order. What right have
ey to enter my desk? Not thatany one else would ever

ave- discovered the loss of a dozen miserable postage
's."
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"Was it only a dozen ?" asked Eve innocently,
"A dozen-more or less. I know- nothing about it.

I've not even seen the books."
"IWill, dear," said the girl coaxingly, "you are sure

you have not been careless with them yourself?"
For she remembered to have felt surprised a fèw weeks

previously at the amount of postage stamps she had dis-
covered lying in one of his drawers, at the bottom of his
collars and handkerchiefs. She had wondered what he
should-haverbought them for, for Will hàd few relations to
correspond with, and, like all lads of his age, he detested
letter-writing. But she was quite unprepared for the man-
ner in which her suggestion was received. Will Caryll shook
his head free from her caressing gestures as though ber
hand had stung him, and turned round upon her in a regular
fury.

"IHow dare you say such a thing as that? Do you take
me for a thief? " he exclaimed. His angry face and voice
frightened ber, and she burst into tears.

" No, no, of course not. O Will, how could you think
so, even for a moment ? Oh, forgive me, dear. I only
meant that, when things lie about in such profusion, we
are all apt to imagine them of little consequence. Is it
likely I could have meant anything worse than that ? "

Will's face was very white and strained looking,. but at
the sight of her tears it relaxed, though slowly.

"Whatever you may have meant, Eve, your words
sounded very strange, and so would any one say who heard
them. I have told you that I know nothing about it, ana
it's very hard if you won't believe me."

".But I do believe you, dear-dearest Will. I believe
you -as I do in heaven. I would die this moment in defence
of your truth. I wish I had cut my tongue out before I
had said those silly words," said Evelyn, still weeping.

"Never mind. They are forgiven and forgotten," replied
Will magnanimously, as he lifted his face to hers, and
kissed ber tears away. "I love to receive the assurance
of your faith in me, Eve, for I may want your belp to gel
me out of this scrape-indeed, I do. want it, even now."

"IThen you have it, Will, before you ask for it,"- saic
Evelyn, as she dried her wet face. "Surely you knoï
that. But what can I do for you?"

"First, give me another kiss. That's right. . Husbandh
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d wives should never quarrel, and you are almost my
fe, you;know, Eve, and anything I may ask you to do
>u must remember is for vour husband that is to be.
ill you, darling ? "
Eve pressed closer to him, and laid her cheek -upon his
oulder. Her heart was too full to speak.
" I'm in an aivful mess, my dear, and that's the fact.
ow, don't look so frightened. It's nothing out of the way,
d only what was to be expected with the wretched salary
receive. What fellow could dress and live on a pound a
ek? It's impossible. Go where I will, I can't get a
neriinder two shillings; and this suit I have on cost
ree pounds. And then there are my boots, and collars,
d shirts, and a dozen small expenses. The man must
ra fool who éxpects a pound a week to do all that. I
Îd you yesterday, you know, that I've got a pressing
or's bill. They've threatened to send it in to my uncle
t1ylast six weeks, and I've kept them ofC and off,
ýing to screw up courage to ask the old miser to give
an advance, just to keep them quiet, but this last

isiness has spoilt everything. If Todson's bill is sent in
the top of if, it will seule my hash to a cértainty."
'I don't quite understand,'" said Eve, with knitted
ws.
I mean that I shall get my dismissal, and then, perhaps,
all lose Mount Eden, and the money, and everything-
into the bargain, Eve, for what chance shall we ever
of being married if I am thrown-out into the world

in? You must help me, darling. You are such a
er girl. I am sure that you can manage it.
But how, dear Will? What can I do ?"
Go and see Todson for me to-morrow mpming,-I'll

e you his address,-and coax him to let the bill stand
r till I'm a little straight- again. -Tell him I'm Uncle

11's heir,-he'll believe your word, though he won't
e.-and that I'm bound to have lots of money before

.g, and if they'll wait my time, I'll get everything I want
m them."
'But suppose they won't wat, Will?"
'They must, Eve, or I shall be ruined. They wait
er fellows' convenience; why shouldn't they mine ?

rely you can make up a tale to 'satisfy them. They
I'm hoaxing them just fo put off payment, but if you



corroborate my story, they will see there is truth in it.
You can tel themn we're engaged, if you like, too, just to
prove you know all about me."

"Oh, no, Will! I couldn't do that," replied Eve,
shrinking from the idea, " and I don't think it would do
any good either; but I can otly tell them we think you
will be Uncle Caryll's heir, dear, because it's not certain,
you know."

"It is certain," returned the young man hotly; "Pitman
has seen the will, and in default of Hugh Caryll's turning
up again, I inherit everything. That's why it seems. so
hard that uncle won't give me a decent salary now. He
has thousands and thousands, and I,-his only brother's
only son-have nothing. But it can't be helped, at al
events for the present, and it's no good crying for the
moon. But will you go and see Todson, Eve, the very
first thing in the morning?"

"Yes; if you wish it," she said, sighing, "as soon as
Aunt Maria will-let me leave the house. But I have no
hope of success, Will; it is so unlikely they will listen to
what a girl like myself may have to. say."

"You must make them listen 1 You must talk in a tone
of authority, and if they still insist upon sending the bill in
to uncle, tell them he's gone abroad for an indefinite period,
and so it will be of no earthly use. And if they won't hear
reason, then, by Jove! l'Il. intercept every letter that
comes to the office till I get hold- of theirs, for it shal
never reach his hands, if I die for it."

Eve was silent. Will's'vehemence frightened her,· and
all this subterfuge and fraud was so distasteful to her feel.
ings, that she could only sit there shrinking, and sick at
heart. And yet she could not make up her mimid to rebuke
his design, -not just 'now at least, when he was in such
trouble, and had come to her for comfort. She woùld not
acquiesce in his determination, nor show approval of it
but she evinced her sympathy in his distress by gentle
caresses and words of encouragement, and Will returned
them both so freely, that, for the tîme being, they were
perfectly happy, and.forgot everything but their mutual
affection. As the lengthening shadows warped them that
it-was time to go home again, Evé took the rose from hei
beit, and laid it on her mother's grave.

"Poor, dear mother," she said softly; "Lwonder if she
was ever as hapy -as I am now?"



You were very fond of Your mother, Ev?
tOh, yes; as fond as little child who knows~iib
death azd separation can possibly be. . can remember

how I isaw her lie on* her couch, and grow weaker and
er day by day, and nevér thouglit thatshè was going

eave me. How should I? If any one had told me she
dying; I shouldn't have known what îthe word meant.

then the last 'day came,. and I was carried to her-
de to kiss her for the last time, andshe kept on whis-
g, 'Corme to me, my little Eve, come soon!' T shalf
r, never forget it."
And you want to see her again, I suppose ?"

lant i, Will?" cried Evelyn, with eyes flashing
her tears; "never a day passes but I think of

er and pray for our meeting. I didn't appreciate her
st she was here-my dear, sweet mother. I was too
g to -know *how sad. and lonely my life would-be
.ut her ; but when I meét her again I will tell her how
ed and missed her after she was gone. . Sometimes,

continted the girl, dropping her voice to a whisper,
ncy-don't think me foolish or superstitious, dear, for
not that-but sometimes, when you-are all in bed and

p, I fancy I hear my mother's voice, and feel her.
th. upon my cheek. Do you think it can be only

? It bas cqme so often, and it makes me so glad, to
she may be there.- If she can- come - back to earth,who should she corne -to but myself?"
h, sf ?" replied the lad incredulously; "but, you sèe,

le don't come back, Eve ; and all the stories you hear
ghosts and apparitions are nonsensical lies."

velyn's face lowered.
I shouldn't like to belièvèthat," she said it wou

eof One of my greatest comforts."-
I am afraid you love yourmother better than you dc
Eve." .

suggestion roused her at once from'her reverie.
Oh, no, no! Hôw.can yousay such a thinge They
such différent loves ! I canno .even compare them.
smother lived she would have been My comforter, and
sëllor, and friend; but you, Will-you are my world /"
e férvor ani solemnpity of hler tone, the brit w

face, ihat swam in tea e grasp -she laid
n his arm, all1 showe4 what Evelyn- Rayne was made

2



of, and stâftled Will Cary11, ii spite of his sélfæåñ.it
H wie was a characterofwhich kis had not even th power
te sound the depths, fär less-to understand and value I
was a loving woman,notwithstanding her seventeen yers,
thit clung to his armi and pledged a life's faith 4o :hi
pledge she would amply redeem. Will Caryll could nd
quite understand her enthusiasm, nor had be he least idea
of-the solemn, vow her heart registered as her lips- pr
.noùnced the words, but he fully sympathized withi the ou
*ard tokens of her affection which ministered t hislov
of self. So heplaced his handfirmly over bers, and looke
her full iri the eyes.

"I believe you do love me, Eves Thé.i kneel'dm
here and swear, by your m.other's memory, and all yo
hopes of meeting heragain, that you will be faithfut to-
and help me all your life long."

"Oh! that is easy." cried the girl, as she sank upon he
knees and. clasped her hands together. "I swear it s
lemnly, by all my hopes of salvation."

He knew that she was his now-his to the very en
Evelyn Rayne was not the so, t of girl to swear ail oath an
break it.., His shallôw ifature coùld admire and lean upo
hers, even while he had no desire to emulate its virtues.

"I think we had better go home now," he said, as h
raised her and drèw her arm within his own. "I seem t
have learit more about you, Eve, during these last fe

days, than I ever did in my life before. I fee can depen
upon you. I am sure that you will neverUd sert me, n
turn against me, nor betray me, whatever I'may do."

"I am glad of tht," she answered simply. "It is ju
what I should.wish ypu to-feel."

They had a pèâceful evening after that, and apparei
a happy one, but neither--of them was at ease.- W
btooded over his "oniing interview with his uncle (for,
course, be bad nefercarried out his bragging determmati
to visit him with an explanation), and Eve pondered fe
fully over her visit to the tailor. She had promised to g
aàd she should fulfil her promise, but she had no idea
*hat she should say whèn she got there. - She was
early, as usual, the following morning- to see Will off to U
uele's oficei but the cousii*ý had no opportumty for 4

SP té conferende. .All he dopld say, as Eve followpd ha
o the passage,-uder-pretence of brushing thédust o



coat, was, "Don't forget Todson, whätever yog i
Fske, looking up into the lad's perturléd cou
awered, "-No, darling, no.
lhe found great difficulty, however, in leaving the house
hIiôt informing Miss Rayne of her destination. .Sh
i misually. so frank and open in all her actions Çhaving
hing to conceal), that she lingered about for some
e, wondering what valid excuse • she èould nmke
going out. Luckily, however, for her enterprise, Miss

e required somknitting yarn 'from a particular shop
erpool, and told Evelyn, if she had nothing better to

she might go and fetch it. By which means she
herself, before the clock had struck twelve, standing
he threshold of the tailor's shop, and inquiring, in a

shaky voice, if she could speak tQ Mr. Todson. An
tice ushered her into 'a back room, where a pursy

man, with a stout figure and a bland countenance,
smiling and rubbing his hands together.
d what can we do for. you to-day, Miss?" Ihe com-

d deferentially; "ladies' ulsters-walking suits-
g-habits-"
or Eve, attired in a brown holland dress, that had
nearly washed white, with a little black cape of the
n of five years before, and astraw hat of no fashion
looked a very unlikely customer for any of the article$
ntioned, unless, indeed, it were for. an ulster to c~ver

other-deficiencies.
o, thank you. I have not corme to give an order,"

eplied, blushing and stammering. "I -wish to speal
u, Mr. Todson, about a bill-Mr. William Carylirs
that you have told him you will send in to hii uncle,oger Caryll, of Water Street."
e tailor's face changed immediately. From a ross4,
-siling countenance, it seemed tô become elongatee

w, and sour.
h, yes, indeed," he answered, in a dry, acrid voice,William Caryll has been· on our books for along time

d a very long time-it is quite essentialtwe should
some steps- to recover otir money. It is, altogether

Mst our rules to give ciedit. We have. been indulgent
&r. William Caryll, hitherto, on account of his you,
there is -a limit, even to our patience. But perhaps
haîve cne to pay the account, Misz?
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" Oh, no. I wish I had," said Eve, deeply- blushing
"but I am sure you willget the money if you will be s
good as to wait a littlé longer. I am Mr. Williar Caryli
cousin, and I know all about my incle's intentions respec
ing him. Will you let me tell you something about them
I think you will sée the matter in a different light whe
you-have heard what I have to say."

Her voiGe was so sweet and earnest, and she looked s
interesting as she stood there, pleading her cousin's caus
that Mr. Todson's sour face relaxed a little- and, thong
he still retained an expression of Spartan-like firmness, lh
fetched a chair, and, begging her to be.seatèd, prepared t
listen to her story.

CHAPTER V.

THE BILL. IS PAID..

WITH :some confusion and a great many blushes; Ev
enteied in details, telling the tailor that Will Caryli was h
uncle's nearest relation, and that it was almost certain tha
he would inherit his property, and be able to pay off fift
such bills withhalf-a-day's income. But that unluck
word almost, like the proverbial slip 'twixt the cup and th
lip, marred her eloquence, and as she falteringly proceede
her heart sunk to 'see the look of incredulity that settk
down on Mr. Todson's countenance, and the sarcasti
smile that curled about the corners of his mouth.

"I wouldn't think of doubting your word, Miss," he sait
as Evelyn concluded her statement; "but you'll pardon m
for saying Ive. heard all this before. Mr. William Carylli
future prospects nIay be very good--Pve no doubt the
are, and I'm glad of it-but they have nothing whateé
to do with his present liabilities. If he's going to be s
rich, why don't he afsk the old gentleman to pay his bills?

"Ob, Uncle Roger wouldn't do that, I'm afraid, M
Tbdson, for he is very strict and particular, and my cousi
would not daré tell him he was in debt, but.if you wout
wait a little longer-"

"I can't wait any longer-I'm sorry, Miss, but I can
afford to do it. Fifty pounds is a large sum, and-"



Fftyounds /" interrupted Eve, with a lookofhorror,
you don't mean to say that WIill-owes you fifty pounds ?"
"Fifty- pounds, éleveri shillings and' threepenceP

epeated Mr. Todson iclemnly. "The account has been
nning on now for over two years, and Mr. William Carylt

new oturs to be. a ready-money establishmefrt when he
egan to deal here. I've let him off again and again,
iss. He pronised me immediate payment twelve months
o. It's nonsense of him, as of anybody-begging your

krdon, Miss-.asking me to wait, for money that mayn't
þme to him for the next twenty years, unless he can iie

ething on it now. Is it fair or just, Miss ? I pit'it to
uas a lady4"

No," replied Evelyn sadly. "It is neither fair nor
t. But I suppose at the time he really hoped he should
the )noney."

"Hoping won't pay me," observed Mr. Todson, "and
e no way of being righted exc'pt laying the case before
Caryll, senior. He is a jtst and upright gêntleman

I hear), and won't see a tradesman defrauded of his

'But you will ruin Will-I mean my cousin-if you do
t,Mr. Todson; uncle will be 'soZernangry. Perhaps,will turn himi straight out of the office, and then there
be no chance of your getting your money at all."
iscontingency seemed to have some influence on the

r. He screwed up his mouth, put his head on one
like a crow looking at a bone, and considered for aent in silence.

If you will only wait a week longer," continued Eve,ng advantage of the situation, "·I will try'and see what
be done. Give him one more week, Mr. Todson, and

f he cannot pay you, you, must do what you think

'Very well, Miss," replied the tailor ; "for your sake I
make one more concession. My letter to Mr. Caryll,ior,- shall be kept back for a week, and if I don't hear

you in that time, it will be sent in as first intended.Thank you-thank you for your kindness, Mr. Todson
d I hc4de things will be comfortably settled in the coursea few days," said Eve, as she left the shop.
But the hope ras a very faint one, and the ,arther sheft Todson's behind her, the fainter it seemed to become.
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Neither shi xmor Will had any money beyond, a few shil-
lings, and Miss Rayne would be as little likely to help in
such a cause as Mr. Caryli himself.

No; they must not even tell Miss Rayne.of what had
occurred. She had taken in Will Caryll as a boarder
because her straightened circumstances would not permit
ber to refuse such an offer, but she heartily disliked the -lad,
had done so from the beginning, and lost no opportunity
of letting him see it. So Eve went home with a heart.full
of despair.

As soon as ever Will returned in the evening, herran
iipstairs to inquire what success.she had had with the
tailor. Eve's room was- at the very top of the.house. It
was not much more than an attic, with the drap-door
(before alluded to) in the ceiling thatled out uponi thexroof,
but the girl was neat and tasteful, and had made the little
apartment look like herself: On the cheaply-papered walls
hung the photographs of her few friends, in frames of her
own manufacture, Will Caryll's holding the place of honor
as miglit be well expected. Her books and workbasket-
her flowers, and a pet canary singing in a cage-all con-
tributed to mark the little chamber as her own, and no
one *ntered it but those whom she invited there.

".What news, Eve ? " exclaimed Will, as she turned to
greet him. "What did old Todson say? "

"INot very good news, dear Will," she answered cheer-
fully, "but better pérhaps than we had a right to ex-
pect."

She then related exactly what had taken place between
ber and thé tailor. -Her story was followed by an ominous
silence.

" Don't fret, dear," she shid, with an attempt at comfort.
"Hope for the best. We have a whòle week, you see, to
think it over in. Surely we can do something in that
time.»

Hape for the bestl" he repeated bitterly; "what
best is there tb hope for?. You've bungled the business,
Eve; I was afiaid you would. You didn't lay it on thick
enough, or the old brute would have been more amen-

- able "
"Indeed, Will, I said all I could. 'I almost knelt to

h~im. But. he said he must have his money, and all the
respite I could get was a week."



"'What's:the good ofa-reek? " contiùued her cousie
Wheire's the money to come fron ai the end of a week?"

He might just as well have made it this afternoon. I have
no luck. Everything is -against me. I wish that I was
dead and buried.

And then, to Eve's infinite dismay, he laid his head-down
upon the bed, and burst into tears. She had never seen

m man cry before. Inb er innocence, she, thought they
ever dié cry-not even when they*were young and fender

nd the sight filled her with terror lest Will.should be
oing out of his mind.

"Oh> Will, Will ! don't do that. You break my heart.
bat is the matter with you ? "
' I cannot bear it," he cried.passionately; "it is tco
uch for any fellow. to bear. I will kill myself. I will
t my throat, or take poison. It would'be-a thousand
es better than living like this."

"But why should you say so, Will? Is there any fresh
uble ? Was uncle very angry with you? "
"Angryl I shouldn't mind his anger. Im used toit.
e's always as cross as two sticks. But he insulted me.
e said I was responsible for his. beastly postage stamps,
d he should deduct their value from my salary. I shal
eive nothing next Saturday, nor for several weeks to

e. They are going to cheat me out of my pay. And
am I to live ? How am I to get my dinner, I should
to know ? It is disgraceful. They ought to be

amed of themselves."
And he relapsed into weak, childish tears, for which the
ospect of his lost dinners were mostly responsible.

Never mind, dearest," whispered the soothing, woman-
voice; "I have a few shillings, you know, that- I have

ed for my Cfristmas cards, and I am owed several
ore. You shall not -go without your dinners, WiIL

see to that. And .or the rest, you must try torbe
tient and economical till this horrid business is settled.
" But there's Todson's bill-you don't think of that. If
reaches uncle's ears, hel 'ive me the sack, as sure as

" Evelyn-sighed heavily.
"I tried so'hárd to persuade ,im not to send it into

at all," she said, "but he was obdurate. A week
as all the grace I could get out of him. And it is iuch.

awful sum, Will--fifty Pounds, eleven shillings .ide
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threepence. I don't think everything Aunt -Maria
possesses would sell for as much."

"1What's the good of bothering overpounds, shillings and
pence ?" grumbled WilI impatiently. "I couldn't pay it
if it were half the sum. But what we've got to do is to
prevent its reaching Uncle Caryll's ears. You are sure he
said a week, Eve ?)"

"-Yes, quite sure. He repeated it several times. He
would wait one weekAonger, and if he did not bear from'us
by that time, he shbold send the bill straight to Water
Street."

"I wil kill myself before the end of it! " ciicd Will.
"Don't -you be surprised, Eve, if you miss me. Sbme
night I shall not turn up as usual, and the next day you
will hear that my body bas been found floating in the canal.
And then you can get another lover as soon as you like,
and walk out with h to the cemetery on Sunday even-
ings instead of with m' and put a rose on my grave as
you did last night on your mother's."

Of course she wept, womanlike, over the terrible picture
the weak- fool beside her had -ronjured up, and extracted
many a promise from him -to do nothing rash, but trust to
her love to help him out of the difficulty. Still, the days
wore away very gloomily. Evelyn ransacked ber brain to
thirik what she could do to help her cousin, but all her
endeavors only resulted in the collection of a few shillings,
which she tearfully made him accept. At last a grard
thought struck her. When first it occurred, sle put it
from her as'though it had been sacrilege, but it c..me back
again and again, until she felt compelled to listen to the
inward voice that suggested it. Evelyn had ore posses-
sion of value-a dressing-case, containing her dead mother's
jewellery; She harçlly knew what it containd, still less of
what intrinsic worth the ornaments might be. She had been
allowed, on one or two occasions, to look at the contents
of the dressing-case, but Miss Rayne always kept it in ber
own room. The jewels were Evelyn's, certainly, but they
were far too valuable (so Miss Rayne said) to be entrusted
to her- care yet, and she should not have themn until she
was iarried. So Eve had come to regard these oranents
as sacred things-as part of her dead mother, indeed-and
the idea of selling them, seemed horrible to her. And yet,
what was she to. do? Her dea mother had left them to
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r for her pleasure, not. her pain; and would not she have
rted.with them soon enough if her husband had b en in
e.same predicament as poor Will. Evelyn felt sJe she
uld.:. It made her heart sore to think of the trinkets she

regarded as too good for her own use passing into the
ds of strangers ; but if it were for Will, she would not

sitate for a moment. So, whilst Miss Rayne was busied
the kitchen on the following morning, Eve lifted down
dressing-case (of which she alwa s kept the key) from
top of the wardrobe, and carri d, it carefully into her
room. There she set it on e bed and unloclked it,revealed the contents. It as a cumbersome box-

e of the old-fashiôned rosew od cases-filled with cut-
ss scent bottles, and poma um gots with plated tops
h as used to- be much in reque as wedding presents
ongst the middle classes. This one was lined with

-blue velvet, and had the scent ofPattar of roses and
illes clinging to it as though it were a shrine. Evelyn
d the tray reverentially, and took out the bracelets
lay underneath. They were- very commonplace, and

o marketable value, but in her eyes they represented a
e fortune. There was one formed of gold links like a
e chain, with a clasp in the shape of a heart, set with
-glowing carbuncles ; and another like a snake, with
uoises in its head, and tiny ruby eyes, and several
rs.of gold, and silver, and enamel.
en the rings in the drawer beneath-the wedding ring
which she had always hoped to be married some day

elf, although pçople told her it would be unlucky, and
engraved guard her poor mother had worn above it.

d a beautiful half-hoop -of emeralds, and a little finger-
with a single diamond in it, and two mourning rings
with pearls. Beside these, thererere four or five

oches and some earrings, and a gentfeman's breast-pin
blue enamel, which she supposed had belonged to herer. They looked very grand when they were all laidon the bed, and Eve thought they must be worth quitepounds. She felt very much like crying when- sheught of selhing them. A grtat lump rose in her throat

-she remembered that, once gone, they could never bet back again, and that all her life .she would have toain without her dear mother's rings, and brooches,bracelets, which she had so looked forward to wearng
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But it was fer Will-to ease dear Will's heart and set his
ri4 at rest-and to accomplish that Eve would bave

gone through a still greater sacrifice. Bo she put back thé
wedding ring, and·a scent botle and thimble, with one or
two tri'fles of the least valué. in to the dressing-case, and
locked them up again, and the rest of the trinkets she
placed in her own drawer. She was not goirng to teil her
Aunt Maria a word about -the matter; not, at least, until
the good she contempleted had been accomplished, for,
àfter all, they were her own trinkets, and she had a right
fô do with them as she chose. 'So she put the dressing-
case on the top of Miss Rayne's wardrobe again, where it
was likely to remain undisturbed for any length of time.
And then she returned, like .a miser, to gloat over the
treasures she had amassed in her ownfroom. The greatest
difficulty appeared to be-how to dispose. of them. The
easiest way would have been to deliver them over to Will,
bue Eve had grave doubts whether her çousin was to be
entirely trusted with articles of value; besides, she wanted
to prepare a great surprise for him. If it was imperative
that she should part with the mos 'cerished treasures she
possessed, she wanted to be able to go and put the money
they realized into Will's lap, and see the look of surprise,
and pleasure, and gratitude with which he thanked ber for
the sacrifice she had made. She knew of a shop where she
had often read in passing that old gold, and silver, and
jewellery was bought or exchanged, and the first time she
could do so, without suspicion, she crept out to the place
and laid her, little packet timidly upon the counter. She
had dreamed grand dreams of the sum of money it would
bring her. One hundred-even two hundred pounds,
perhaps (for the worth of hér mother's legacy was priceless
in her eyes), and then, when she had paid Mr. Todson's
bill, how proud she would be to make dear Will a-hand-

z some present wherewith to tide over hi! difficulties.
But her hopes were soon -dissipated. - A half-grown

youth tossed over the contents of the. packet in a superci.
lious manner before he ýcarried hmt is epoe
(strange that those who live by sale and barter should
always despise and treat with contumely such unforiunates
as present anything to sell), who, having examin-ed -them
muph in the same spirit, advanced to where poor Evelyn
stogd, burning with shame and anxiety.
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cYoU wish to sell these trifles, Miss? »
" Yes, if you will buy them," replied Eve.
" Well, they ain't of much value, you know," said the

an, turning.them over, with a shake of the head, and the
tto voce remark, " pal-try, pal-try!"
"Some of them are valuable, surely ? The rings, for
stance."
"Ah, well, the rings are not so bad. Well," tossing

tem ail together in a heap, "what shall we say for the
it? Six pounds ?"

Evelyn's faèe fell.
"Six Pounds! Oh, no 1 Why, I have often heard nry

unt say the emerald ring cost twenty-five. , It was my
ncle's wedding present to my mother."
" Perhaps-a long time ago. But the fashion's past,

bu see. We pay for fashion. No one would buy that
now. It's seéond-hand."

"I will take them back, then," said Evelyn, with her
frits down at zero, but with a certain dignity in her

âanner.
"Stop a little, Miss'; don't be in such a hurry," replied

ýe pawnbroker, who did not wish to lose the chance
F making a profitable bargain; "if you really want to
rt with the trinkets, I d'on't inind stretching a point,

giving you ten pounds for them, though I'm bound to
a loser by the transaction."

eBut Evelyn's spirit was roused by that time. She was
girl with any amount of spirit, though she had a humble

>pinion of her own merits, and a heart that succumbed
b affection like a reed shaken by the wind. She saw the
iawnbroker was taking advantage of her, and she refused
o be'cheated.

"No," she replied firmly, laying her hand upon the
acket, " I will not part with them for ten pounds. I an
orry you cannot give me more, but it would be of no use
o me."

"Come, now, Miss, I don't like to see you disappointed,
-o Ilil make it fifteen, but that's the outside I can go.6
rake it or leavë it; but it's my last word."

Evelyn hesitated. Fifteen pounds .was a good lump of
noney. -If it would not defray Mr. Todson's bill, it might
t least induce him to wait a little longer for the rest. Ald

if anything terrible happened to Will,--likebeingturned
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out-of the office,-he would be sorely in need of money to
help him to live ti4 he procured another situation. I was
always a comfort to feel one had some money to fali back
upon, and-yes, she had decided. She would accept the
pawnbroker's offer.

"Very well," she said, in a trembling voice, "I will take
fifteen pounds, though I am sure they are worth a great
deal more."

"-I don't know where you'd get it, then," replied the man
somewhat insolently, as he swept the bracelets, rings, and.
brooches carelessly into a drawer, and counted out fifteen
sovereigns into Evelyn's hand.

She felt .very low-spirited as she left the shop, and
renembered that she had parted with all the reminiscences
that she possessed of her poor mother forever ; but. she
had done what she believed to be right, and she was not
going to cry over it. Rather, she looked forward to the
moment when she should lay her little cffering at her
cousin's feet, and feel repaid-for everything by his love and
gratitude. When she reached home again, she felt really
glad she had had thecourage to do as she had done, for no
one seemed to sympathize with Will's troubles but herseif.
Miss Rayne said she had no patience with him-that it
served him right .to have his salary stopped, and she
hoped it would teach him to be more careful for the future.
Mr..Gamble, too, seemed to keep up the feud in Miss
Rayne's breast against the lad, for he never spoke to him
out of office hours, nor mentioned his name without tome
indication of distaste. He was tabooed by all but Eve,
who did het utmost to make up·to him for. the coolness of
the others. It was the last day but oné of the prescribed
week, and nothing had been done towards paying Mr.
Todson's bill. Eve crept up to her cousin's side that even-
ing i silent sympathy. She had the fifteen pounds.in ber
pocket, but she.would not venture to speak of them until

ll other hope seemed over.
"To-niorrow will be Wednesday, Will," she whispered;

"what will you do?'
Young Caryll was leaning over the table, deep in the

perusal of a newspaper. At her question helooked up.
'<About old Todson's bill, do you mean ? Don't worry

yourself. It is paid."
Eve almost screamed in surprise.
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-1PaI Are you in earnest, Will? Who paid it?
w did it happen? Did uncle give you the money?"
Don't talk so loud. , I don't want the whole house to
imy private affairs. Unde!/ Not exactly. As -if it
ely ke-would pay it.' No, indeed, I paid it myself.

But, Will, fifty pounds !" gasped Evelyn; "where did
get the money ?"
e grew unaccountably red, and bent his head again
the paper. But she could see the red still, which
ted to his very forehead, and flushed the white part
f his fair hair.
Where other fellows get money when they want it,

he mumbled indistinctly. "From the money-
ers ! Fellows with expectations are always able to

a few pounds. I was a fool not to think of it before."
know that the bill was settled, and the immediateI

er over, was a great relief, and yet Evelyn did not
he manner bf her cousin's speech. 'It was too jerky.
nnatural.' It seemed as if something had been left.

which he was afraid to say. It was not like himself.
a moment she wondered if he had been drinking.
But won't you have to pay the money back again?"

emanded gravely.
ang, it all, Eve," he said irritably, " what a kill-joy
e. Yes, of course I shall, in about a hundred years
when uncle's dead, and I reign in his stead ; but not

en, at all events. Anyway, Todson's paid, which is
u need concern yourself about. And if you don't

ve me, there's the old brute's receipt."
d handing her the tailor's bill, he let her see the stamp

signature affixed to it.
velyn heaved a sigh, half of relief and half of fear. She.
most thankful the in mediate danger was over, but she

ed a worse one in e future. Will was.so thought-7
He never seemed o live beyond- the present. What

ese money-lenders should press him.for payment stiul
e hardly than Mr. Todson had done? As she handed
back the receipt in silence, he seemed to guxess at.her
icions.
What are you so grave about, Eve ? " he asked; "yoti
't look pleased even now. I thought you would be as,
as myself."

So I am, Will-vry. glad; but I hope it is all right.

i

ý 
IÎ
Î
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It seems so strange tò be able to raise such a large suaof
money so easily. Are you sure the men will wait tillyou
canpay them?"

They must, my dear. I'm not of age," he said airily
but though he laughed and professed to be at his-ease, sh<
saw that his gaiety was forced, and could not join in it a
she would otherwise have done ; and as soon as she cou
veiently could, she stole away to her own room.

There, as she was emptying the pockets of her brox
holland dress, preparatory to going to bed, she came uor
the little packet of sovereigns which she had.placed ther<
in readiness to put into Will's hand. She had almost for
gotten them tiR then. In her astonishment at hearing tha
herousin had no need of money, she had lost sight of tht
sacrifice she had made to procure him some. And it ha<
been all in vain. She had sold her dead mother's trinket
for a paltry sum of fifteen sovereigns, whilst Will ha
fbund no difficülty in raising fifty pounds. As Evelym
thou'ght of it, and that she had done that which she neve
could recall, her fortitude gave way, and she burst intI
tears.

CHAPTER VI.

IN HIDING.

NOTHING of consequence occurred during the next fei
days, except that Will Caryll took to staying out late a
night-a practice to which he had never been addicte<
since he had lived in Miss Rayne's house. Aunt Mari
grumbled considerably at the innovation., She considere
him far too young to be trusted with a latch-key, neither di
she approve of Eve sitting up to let her cousin in. In vair
did the girl represent thatWill, at twenty, was of an age t<
require more amusement than was to be found in theà
dull little. parlor, and that it -was only natural that h
should sometimes like to go to the theatre, or join a smokin
concert or a bachelor's party. Miss Rayne considered the
a chat with his cousin, or a game·of draughts with herse
ought to be sufficient recreation for any properly-coa
stitutedyotng man, and threatened more tha;n once to ba
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boit the front door, and put out the lights, and e
Caryll t sleep on the steps, if he felt so inçin4ed

somehow it always ended in Eve lettmg in the .delim-
it, and receiving him, like the prodigal son in the

with the best welcome at her command. She
ttle herself over his newly-developed love of

a late hours, yet she never told him so, but was
yady with a smile of welcome to quietly unfasten

, so that Aunt Maria should not notice the timne of
turn, and to serve him with such scraps of supper-as

Îhd been able to put aside for him. Once or twice,
ever to her horror and* consternation, Will did not
l"quite himself on returning home. He always knew
ýshewaws, but his speech was thick and altered, and he
bled about the passage, and insisted upon making a

notwithstanding all her entreaties to him to be silept.
ch times his words and manners would be more free

[usual, and he would shock her modesty instead of
Lgher compassion. Eve would hurry over her duties

'ckly as possible then, and run away to her own room
p in secret over the defalcations of her hero. Yet,

it ail, she did not love him less. What true woman
loved a man, less for the sins that are not sinued

ist herself ? There is sucb a strong tide of maternal
g welling up in every female breast, and ready to c4st

of prötection over the creature that has proved
If to be weaker than herself. The very ease with

Ptheir husbands and lovers sin, seems to be an extra
tive for compassion from the women who love them.
pity them so much for their frailty. They fancy they
pity themselves so much that they need ail the

Ouragement they can give them to heal their wound4ê
Lty. It is only men who have named women " the weaer
" In love and hate they are incoriparably the stronger
lels of the two.
b Evelyn Rayne, smarting in sympathy with Will
¡Rll's troubles, forgot to blame him for the injudicious
selfish means by which he sought to allay them.
ut one evening-it was the following Saturday-se
ndt believe he intended to come home at all. .Mi$s
ne sat nodding in her chair till' twelve o'clock,-and

n ordered her niece to-lock up the house and follew her•
ied, tlhreatening meanwhile to let Mr. Caryll knowrthe
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first thing on Mpuday ntorning how shamefully his nephew
was behavíng. Eve prepared to obey. She knéw that it
was useless to remonstrate ; besides, her aunt had right on
her side., It was ~tlioughtless and cruel Ôf Will to keep
them up like this, night after night, when he knew how
much they had to do during the day. So she fastened the
house-bolts, and put up.the chain, and extinguished the gas,
and went quickly up to her own room. • Not that she had
any. intention of going to bed. As soon as she had
undressed, she put on her wrapper, and blew out Še
candle, and, opening her casement window, sat down in
the moonlight to watch and wait till she should hear the
famil'a sound of Will's knuckles rapping against the hall
door. -'But the hours dragged on till one and two o'clock
had sounded from a neighboring steeple, and still he did
not come.

Eve was very weary. She had worked hard all day--for
much of the housekeeping and house cleaning fell to her

-share..--and at last she could keep awake no longer. Little
by little her aching eyelids closed, and her head drooped
upon her breast, and she fell fast asleep. By-and-bye--.
perhaps an hour afterwards-she waked suddenly and com-
pletely, as people are apt to wake who have fallen asleep
watching. She fancied she had heard a sound. It must
have.been Will at the.front door.

Eve started to her feet. Her first fear was that it might
have been repeated several' times, and that her aunt had
heard it too. But as she became fully conscious, she was
suddenly made aware that she was not alone. '-Before her,
in the moonlight, stood a tall figure. Eve sprang to her
feet with an exclamation of alarm. The figure grasped her
by the arm. It was her Cousin Will.

"Hush !" he said, in a warning whisper. "Hush, Eve,
for God's sake, or I am lost!"

Then Eve's sense and courage came to her assistance.
She took in the situation at a glance. Something terrible
had happened that required secrecy. She could not
imagine what it was, but discovery meant harm to Will, so
her·first impulse led her to lock her bedroom door. Then
she drew him to the farthest end of the room, and-whis-
pered,-

What is it ? Tell me quickly. How did you come
here ?"
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turned and pointed to the trap-door in the ceiling,
ishe now perceived, for the first time, to be open.
Fhrough there? By the roof?"
nodded in reply.

eut why? What is the matter?"
have been there all the afternoon, Eve. I came in

t you were at dinner, and crept up to your room. I
kling. Hasn't Gamble told you?' The officers are

at officers?"
e officers of justice. Oh, Eve, I have a dreadful
0-tell you; but it was not my fault-I assure you it

was shivering now, as.if with cold.
Il me everything," she whispered; "I must hear it."
made him sit close beside-her on the bed as she
nd placed her ear to his mouth.
on,"'she said slowly; " wat have you done?"
ouldn't tell you," he commence<;, half whimpering;
d have kept it from you before all the world, only
the only person who can save me, Eve.".
on," she repeated; " don't keep me in suspense.

,-you know aboutold Todson's bill? I told you
rrowed the money. So I did, and I fully~intended

't back some day, only I didn't get it from the
enders."

from, then ? " said Evelyn, in a strained-voice.
I-I-borrowed it from the firm. Of course I

k them, because it would have been no good; but
k I was sent into uncle's office, and his cheque.
s on the desk, and so-and so--"
forged his name 1" -cried Evelyn, in a tone of

ous horror. -
you can hardly call it 'forging,' when the money

all mine," said Will Caryll weakly; "anyway, I
the excessive sin of drawing a few weeks' salary.

ce, and so I passed the cheque into the bank, and
,have been all right if it hadn'tçbeen for the con-
interference of old Gaible."
he found it out? " cri Evelyn.

body has found it o t. The whole firm know it
e. Old Gamble's e cashier, you know, and hç
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bas a brother in the bank. What they saw about me to
raise their suspicions I can't imagine, but this morning his
brother sent for him, and they called in the passed cheques
and picked out mine at once-at least so Sam Godwin,
who's in the accountant's office, told me; and then Gamble
came back,·and had a long confab with Uncle Roger, and
they sent out for a policeman. I didn't wait to hear any
more. I ran into the backyard and climbed over the wall,
and came home as fast as I could, and got out on the of,
and have stayed there ever since, and precious hot I 9ve
been, and hungry too, I can tell you. But has any one
been after me yet, Eve?- Have the police made inquiries
here ? Does Miss Rayne know anything about it ? "

"INo, no ! no one bas been-no one bas said anything,"
she answered, in a low voice.

"Then, perhaps, ùncle is not going to prosecute me
Perhaps he will refuse on account of the family name, an
of my being his heir; eh, Eve?"

- But Eve made no reply.
. "Why don't you speak to me ? " continued Will impa

tiently. "I don't think much of your affection if you can
gi.ve a fellow a little comfort in bis trouble."

But she could not speak. She was weeping as if h
heart would break. All the misery and the danger of t
crime of which ber cousin had been guilty impressed it
so forcibly upon her mind, that in iknagination she alrea
saw him working out his sentence for felony in a convic
prison, and stamped for evermore with the indelible s
of shame ; and then the awful feeling Qf distaste towar
him which it gave her-he, whom a few short hours ago s
had been ready to regard as a model of all that was go
and lovable. She had felt herself edginig away fromi
side as he made his repulsive confession, until she reme
bered that he had said she was bis only friend,-and Io
and pity triumphed over ber first disgust. But oh!
sin and the shame of it ! She buried her face in the
pillow, and wept convulsively.

"IOh, Will !" she sobbed, "how could you do it-h
couldyou do it?"

." Hush ! don't make such a row," he exclaimed in ala
"if you 'ouse the others, Eve, as sure as I am a man
thiow myse1f from this window and smash to pieces bef
y -ea ye. Its orgel of you to make me rua such.a
this."
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eve stified her weeping by a powerful effort at once.'I won't cry any more, Will,, x'deed I won't. But tellwhat do you Mitend to do?
I don't know. I've come to you to tell*me. Oneg's certain, I must keep in hiding till the officers ared of looking for me, and then I must get away some-1re. Is the punishment very hard for-for writingther person's name, Eve?"
t's transportation," she whispered, with white lips.l Caryll turned deadly pale.

,But you'll help me-won't you, Eve? " he said trem-
;, You swore by your mother's grave that youIde"
have not forgotten it, Will; but 'you must give meto think. Do you believe the roof is safe ? If' theshould be searched, 1 should think the trap-doorbe the first place they would suspect."
,en what am I to do?"
e down on thé bed and go to sleép, and leave me toit out, Will. You will be quite safe, for I. shallby your side and wake you before the others areg. And you may not have a bed to-morrow-night,rling-there is no saying what may happen to -pre.-so take your rest whilst you can."Made him take off his boots, and lie down in hisand covered him as tenderly as though he hadninfant.
Eve 4 I don't kriow what I Jould do without you,»mpered, as she kissed the te s off his face, and bidless and keep him. And in a few minutes he hadto sleep, as if, nothing had happened to disturbbers ; whilst Eve sat by the open window, gazingto'the starry sky. with a heart full of dread and. What was to become of him ? That was the solen that filled her mind, and which she found it impos-to answer. But here the budding powers of ber braine themselves apparent. She reviewed her position,iolected her forces, and arranged her tactics asdicaly as a general about to do battle with the foe.What a foe itwas she found herself arrayed against--.wPosure, which must min ber cousin's career for everSofrld, vithout hope or chance of-remedy.: As Evelit of the crime fie had -comintted, and the weakness
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of which he had been guilty, she shuddered visibly, and feit
as if she never wished to look on him again ; but the next
moment the grand womanly compassion with which her
breast was overflowing welled to the surface, and she longed
to tàke him in her arms like a littie infant, and run far
away with him to a place of safety. But what she had to
do in this extremity was to act, and not to dream.,.

When six o'clock struck on that Sunday morning, and the
little world of Liverpool began to stir, she went up tmth
bed, and kissed the fair, flushed face of William Cary1 t
consciousness.

"Will," she whispered, as he sprung -up into a sittin
posture, and 'stared about him, "it is morning-youw
have to go into hiding again. But listen to me, dear.
have been thinking all night what is best to be done, an
I have decided to g6 and speak to Uncle Caryll."

"IYou won't tell him I am here? " he cried, clutching b
arm.

"No, no !- How can you imagine such a thing.
course I must behave as if I had heard nothing. But
will say you have not been home all night, and ask if
knows the reason. Then he will tell me the story, and
shall learn. exactly what'he means to do. Until we kn
this, Will, I don't see how we can act for the best. Perha
Sam Godwin only said it to frighten you, and uncle does
intend to prosecute after all."

A look of relief came into Will's face.
"I shouldn't wonder. I was in such a funk I har

understood what he said. What a clever girl you are, E
to think of it. 'But won't you.be afraid to encounter Un
Roger? He's an awful'old bear."

She sighed.
"Yes, I am afraid-that is, a little-but if.it is ne

sary, Will, it must be done. And now, dear, you must
back to the roof. Aunt Maria is generally stirring a
seven, and she might corne up here. But put a wet to
inside your hat, Will, to keep the sun off your head,
take a blanket to lie on. Perhaps you will be able to s
on the leads, and no one can see you from the s
because of the parapet. And I will bring you up wh
can save from breakfast without Aunt Maria seeing me.

"Will she let you go to see Uncle Caryll,-Eve?
lives at 24 Birkenhead Square,"

5¿
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f course I shall say nothing to her tbout it; but I
think -there will be any difficulty. She always lets
to church by myself if I wish it, and I can pretend
Koing wfth Louisa Marsh."
sighed again heavily.
h, Will ! how I wish there was no need of pretence.
s cut my heart so."
it there is, you see-great need-so it's no use sigh-

'it," said Will, as he prepared to mounton a chair
b through the trap-door; "and mind you bring

e breakfast, Eve, for I'm positively starving."
11-you know I will. I would go without any my-
er than you'should fast any longer. But lie close

p quiet, Will, whatever you do."
tened the inner bolt of the trap-door as soon as

disappeared through it, and washed and dressed
-a tremendous hurry. She was in such-a fright
Rayne should walk into her room and observe
unusual in its appearance. She shook up ber

re-made it, and set everything in apple-pie order,
ny a wistful glance meanwhile at the closed trap-

t hid ber lover. Her a'unt awaked, as she had
rliei- than usual. Will Caryll's-defalcations of the
re had weighed upon her mind, and cut short her

• In a very little while her voice was heard call-
stair,-
! Evelyn!' Did that boy come home- last

n't let him in,·aunt," replied Eve, over, the banis-
o one entered the house after I came to bed."
ayne mounted the staircase, as if to make sure,
ed the door of young Caryll's untebanted room.
isgraceful! " she ejaculated; "a lad of his age-
ty in May-stopping out all night in this mnanner.
as he been, I should like to know? Such dis-,
proceedings are enough to give the house a bad

But I shall*write to Mr. Caryll on the subject.
e must put a stop to it, or William Caryll must go.

Evelyn, you don't see it in the same light as I

see it in the same lightauntie,' said Eve gravely.
it is very wrong of Wilh and you are quite right
ng.it."
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"Well, Well, child, you are always good and atnnab

replied Miss Rayne mollified, " and I only wish your co
would take pattern by you. Don't worry about him
more. He's safe enough, l'Il lay. B money is su
conie back on one's hànds. But comné down; run and
the breakfast ready. l'Il talk to Mr. Gamble , about
when he's had his-"

"Aunt," said Evelyn, as they entered the kit
together, "don't you think it would be -better to leave
discussion of Will's behavior till to-morrow ? It can1
a pleasant subject to Mr. Gamble, and this is Sunday,
know, the dgy of peace and rest. Unless hé begins
wouldn't bother Mr. Gamble about our own troubles
day."'S .*

"Ior, child, you tàlk like an old woman of fifty!
ever, you're right for all that, and wé should try to p
our worries on one side on Sunday. And I think
Gamble is going over to Waterloo, so I dare say I sho
have had the opportunity. Don't take that loaf for
my dear. There's a staler one in the cupboard. A
like a little boiled b;ead and milk myself. I've h
toothache.half the n'ght! I was nearly coming up
to ask you to get mie a poultice."

Evelyn shuddered as she thought of the risk Wi
run, but'Miss Rayne saw no change in her colintenan

"I'm half afraid I sha'n't get to church this mo
she went on presently, "for they leave all the doo
windows open this warm weather, and there's alwa
fear of a draught. But you can go as usual, of
Evelyn, my dear."

"IThank you, auntie."
".And now, if the water boils, just make a cup of

me and yourself before you go>on with the breakfast.
look very white, child ; do you feel ill?"

"Oh, no; I am quite well-only a little tired with
up so late. But you shal have the tea in a few
auntie."

Miss Rayne walked away to dust the sitting-roo
superintend Sarah's operations ; and.Evelyn, having
in.her tea, poured her own shiare into a clean bot
piaced it in a drawer.

"Take a cup yourself, child i" callë4 out Miss
fromn the front.parlor; "for you look as if ii would

MNT DN



!5s really fond o( her niece, although she considered
uty to look strictly after her; and she plied her so
r. with food that.morning, that Evelyn had a good
to carry to her prisoner on the roof by the time
it up to put on her walking thinigs.
1," she cried, when she had locked the door and
d the trap; "my poor Will, here is your breakfast;
v I am going as fast as I can to Uncle Caryll's, to
pu back news of what he intends to do."
dared -not answer for fear of being heard from

1o lie only nodded his head as he received, the
food and boule of. tea, and-commenced at once

olish therm. And Evelyn put on her Sunday
d hat and mande, and set out tremblingly for her
ouse. She had hearduch terrible accounts of
llhat she pictured him to. herself as some ogre,
snap one's head off for the least word, and she
ner have faced a wild beast than dared him in
But it was no time to think of her own fears.
ty and well-doing were at stake, and it was im-
necessary that she should find out how far the

aware of his short-comings, and what they meant
cerning them. Perhaps-if he would listen to

ight persuade her'uncle to pardon him this -time,
im back into his office. But, even if he did so,
It in her heart that something had gone out of
t could never be replaced there.

CHAPTER VII.

UN ROGER.

24 Birkenhead'Square, was a large and imposing
in appearance, but very dull. Eve thought, as
in sight of it, that it looIled more like a hospital
on than a private house, it had such begrimed

windows, shaded by wire blinds, and with no
ins or bright colors to make them homelike and

As she glanced up, she wondered how any one
d Mount Eden and such a lot of money could
gloomy .a place. Many other people besids

1% ss-'
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Eve had wondered the saime, and called Mr. Roger Ca
stingy, and a miser, for sticking to commerce to am
more wealth, when he could not spend what he possess
already. But they did not understand the working of
merchant's heart. He, too, thought of Mount Eden,
how happy he had once been there, and how all the h
piness had vanished like a dream, and his soul sicken
as he remembered it. Liverpool, with, its bustling, di
streets, and the dark office for day, and the dull, emp
house for night time, suited hin better now than al
sunshine and the flowers of Mount Eden. He could
them better. They kept him brooding, but the o
would have driven him mad. For his was a sad life-histo
He had once been a poor clerk in a counting-house,
poor to dream of marryingthe woman of his choice, if
whom he had been forced to part, witli many teari&, in or
to accept a situation in the West Indies. But Fortune
unexpectedly smiled on him, and after several years' h
woik and absence, he had returned home a rich man
find his old love (contrary to the usual custom) both
ful and free, and himself in a position to re*ard her fi
ity.

They had married, and for a while were perfectly ha
Mr. Caryll's good luck continied. His shillings se
to.=have the most marvellous faculty for turning themse
into pounds, and he moved from one house to ano
until he occupied a palatial residence in Liverpool.
this time he had become the senior partner'in the fi
Caryll, Tyndal & Masters, timber merchants. There
only one thing wanting to complete his happines
heir t' inherit his wealth. At last that came glso.
they had given up all*ope of possessing such -a bles
a son was born to Mr. and Mrs. Caryll, and in the
tude of his pride and felic.ity, the father purchase
magnificent estate of Mount, Eden in Hampshire, and
the house which now stood thereon. It was to be
marriage portion-so he used to say-of his beloved
His wife and he would continue to occupy it till
happy occasion, and then they would vacate in
of their little Hugh. But when the Carylls see
have reached the zenith of their hagpiness and su
the tide of luck turned, and misfortune commenced to
in upon them instead. Is it not often so in this wo
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>ointment and trouble? The cup that is raised to
>s is too often lile the cup of Tantalus-filled,-but
Re our efforts to reacli it. Mr. Caryll's misfortunes
with the death of.his wife. The faithful4*oman who

>ved' him throughout their hopeless separation died
ing birth to a still-born child, when Hugh was about
ears old. Mr. Caryll never recovered the shock.
,st word and her last look had- been for him, but the
ibrance only added to his grief. Whyhad God taken
the light of his eyes at one stroke, and spared the

which btcame as dross in his sight without her?
ant on living, it is true, but his existence had lost its

m, and his only consolation lay in the nurture of his
pon. He was still piling up riches. Each ship he
Wed brought him hoine a golden freight, and he had

oney than he knew what to do wish. Many women
ave been glad to step into the late Mrs. Caryll's
ut the widower never dreamt of its being possible
again. Al was to be for Hugh. Hugh was to

his father as head of the mercantile firm in Liver-
t bore their name, and Mr. Caryll determined to

his son in all the duties of so responsible a position.
purpose he took the boy from school at sixteexi

d, and, moving. from Mount Eden to Liverpool,
im in his counting-house. But Hugh had been
iled. The routine, work, and close confinement
ce chafed his nervous and excitable temperament;

the free life he led in the country; and, tempted
wild companions of his own age, he ran away to
out a word of warning, and broke his father's

ot but what Mr. Caryll would have brought him
in at any cost and granted him his heart's desire
e boy lived. But, before the merchant ship in
sailed came back to port, the news arrived that

lful Hugh had been drowned by the upsetting of a
h surf in the Bay of Callao.
cond blow at his affections completely prostrated

. Caryll. - His face became lined and puckered,
bent, and his hair white as snow. His -speeçh

ner, too, were altered. He had always been a firm
ded character, but he now degenerated into being

rough, which had made Will liken him to a bear.
years ofage he looked like an old man of eighty.

§7
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Still, he retnained cognisant of thé duties dépéndalit
hitm as the owner of so vast a property. Ris wife
Éhild were gone, but others remained to benefit by-his
Sessions, and after a while he began to look about
and interest himself more in his relations than he
hitherto done. His family was a sniall one. He had
a brother and a sister,-now both dead,-but each
left a child behind without any visible means of subsiste
His nephew, Wilam ,eame Call's first
The lad's mother had married again, and moved into
country, and, after some difficulty, he found him in
obscure situation il a draper's house in London,
brought hint up to Liverpool and put him in Hugh's
in his office. And how Will Caryll had requited
uncle's kindness has already been told.

There was son*thing of heroic fortitude in the
with which Evelyn Rayne approached the door o
house in Birkenhead Square. Her uncle was a st
to her. He had never even taken the trouble to ask
her since the day when she hd paid him a visit, cli
to her mother's gown. On her own account sie
*could have ventured into his presence, but fear fo
made her as bold as a lion. So she iounted the
steps that led to the melancholy-looking mangion, an
the hall-bell. A man-servant in plain clothes answe
He was an elderly man, and nbt at all smart, but he I
eminently respectable. He seemed very much su
to see Evelyn standing there, and he asked her
sharply what she required.

"I want to see Mr. Caryll, please."
"You can't see him to-day ; it's Sunday."
"I know that, but my business is very particular.

you tell him that his niece, Miss Rayne, wishes to
to him?"

"ýI'm sure I beg your. pardon, Miss. 1Please
and l'Il tell Mr. Caryll 'you're here. But it's very
he'll see any one on a Sunday."

~k At this moment, however, a sharp, gruff voice ca
from the -dining-room,-

"IWho's that, Barnes?"
And. a sudden courage, born of despair, mad

Rárie sta-t forward to the open door, exclaiming,
"I's 1, Uncle Roger-Evelyn, youti niece. Oh,

me speak to you!"



iWyy was seated at his breakfast-tablë, looking veryid unkempt. He was unihorn ; his white hair was
out in some disorder; and he wore a dark-grey

ressig-gown. .But as he caught sight of Evelyn
e leapt from his chair and grasped her by the arm,
K her fixedly in.the-face the while.
you-" he gasped-" you.are Evelyn Rayne-

ry's child?
replied Evelyn, frightened at his manner; "but

angry with me, uncle, I have only come to speak
r a moment."
gryll relaxed bis grasp, and tottered back to his

ot angry, child," he answered, and then he coyered
PIth his hands, and muttered, "So like-so very

not know whom she was like, unless it was ber
r ; but she no longer felt afraid of her uncle.she ventured to speak again.

11,. think it very strange my coning here, I am
n you have never asked me, uncle ; but we arestress at home, and I came to youi for informa-

ht, sit down. What is it you have to say?"
ook a chair, but Mr. Caryll did not look at herstened with his head leaning on his hand.not been home since yesterday morningntie and I sat up till twelve o'clock last night'fo"but he never came, and we are frightened. Canwhere he is?"
e's not been home, hasn't he ?" remarked Mr.bn behind the shelter of his hand. "He's afraids face there, as well he may be ! Likely enough,be heard of again, and lucky for him if he isn't."what has he done ?" inquired Evelyn., with aae. Is anything wrong, that you should speakr that ? y
/ Everything's wrong. The boy's.an ungratefulI feel ashamed to havebefriended. I took himng behind the counter of a button-shop -in St.chyard, and put him in a position in my office,pight have risen to anything...-anything; and hed nygoodness by first robbing the firm, andig from the consequences of his crime."
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"Oh, uncle, he didn't rob you, surely ? "cried Evelyi
"lHe did worse, Evelyn. He stole my cheques

forged my name. He hasn't even cleverness enough to
a good thief. He did the job so clumsily that a d
might have detected the fraud. But he will meet with
deserts yet."

"Will they send the detectives after him?" asked
girl; in a low voice of horror.

"IMost certainly they will. The forged cheque was
1the hands of the police last night, and if to-day were
Sunday, Master William Caryll would be in their hand
this time. As it is, they must wait till t9-morrow.
they'll have him locked up by to-morrow night-you
depend upon that."

" But oh, uncle, will you not spare him ? " cried Ev
leaving her seat and approaching Mr. Caryll's chair.
is very young, you know, and this is' his first offence.'

"No, my dear, it is not his first offence. He has
postage stamps and loose change over and over agai
I hoped he would take warning by what was said,to
But this is far more serious. He has committed a fek

. I can't think how he can have done it," said E
with the tears in her eyes. "lHe must have been
and I am sure he is sorry for it now. Oh, sir!
uncle! won't you let him off this time, and give him
more chance ? Think how his whole future will be b
if you prosecute him for'this terrible offence."

Mr. Caryll shoved his spectacles down upon his
and peered at her curiously through them.

"-What's your interest in this young man ? " he ask
Evelyn blushed like a rose.
"lHe is my cousin,".she answered, looking down,"

has lied with us now for two years. It would be t
for both Aunt Maria ând me if Will were to be
prison-or transported. Jt would affect our name,
as yours, uncle."

"I know that; but I can't cheat the ' law for ni
convenience. Besides, the matter is out of my han
concerns the firm, and Messrs. Tyndal and Mast
resolved to prosecute him on their own account.
young miscreant must be made an example cf, or w
have all the clerks in the office embezzling and for

, Evelyn did not answer him this time. She.was w
silently.
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'm sorry for you, cild-that is, if-you like the lad,"
ned Mr. Caryll presently, "and if the matter had con-
:d myself alone, I might have granted your reqüest.
no one could save him from his just punishment now.
lave given iim up to the law, and the law must take its
se. There's no help for it."
ýnd when they find him, they will put him in prison,"
ed Evelyn.

ecidedly, and then transport him," replied Mr.
; " and, after all, I think it's the best thing they can

r he'l never be any good in England-you may take
-rd for that. Did Miss Rayne send you to me?"

, sir. I came of myself."
cause you thought I could save him?"
cause I thought you would tell me where he, is,

11, I don't know, Evelyn, and I don't want to know.
in Liverpool, he'll be in custody to-morrow, there's

t of that. And I don't think he's worh crying
er. He's a scmp that's worth no honest girl's

How old are you?"
nteen, sir."
have you-ever been to school?"
yes. Aunt Maria always sent me till last year.
I stay at home, and help her with the lodgers."
it's not very pleasant work, I expect ? "
't mind it, uncle. Auntie has been very good to
my duty to help her as far as I can."

s a good girl. Well, dry your eyes and go home,
t waste any more tears over your Cousin William.
I may see youm aunt and you, after a f2w days,
e.no more time to talk to you now.'

kig up his Sunday papers, Mr. Caryll buried his
view in them.
well, uncle. Good morning," said Evelyn meekly,

ed away.
closed the door behind her, and stepped into the

was met by Barnes.
ve quite upset the master, Miss, I can hear it in
of lis voice," he said, "by your likeness to Master
Well, you are like him, there's no denying it. i

such a likeness in my life," he continued, as he
t at the front door. But Evelyn scarcely heeded



his rémark. Her heart was t9o full of Wili. the o
wanted. to get away somewhere, and think over- what s
had heard. She wýold save him,-she kept on repeating
herself. Whatever the firm or the police might do, s
would save Will at the risk of her own life. The
public square she came to, she walked in and sat down
a bench, and put her head down between her two bat
and thought.hard-hard. What was the best thing to do
Yet, when it was time io walk home to the two o'cl
dinner, she had arrived at no satisfactory conclusion. B
when she handed up to Will the food she had managed
secrete for him, there was a little note in the parcel.

"Dear Will," it ran, "keep .up your spirits. I
turning over scheies in my mind for your escape, ard
am sure I shall succeed. I will tell you all to-night.-E

She had an extra source of annoyance that aftern
from the fact of her aunt having become acquainted

the story of Will's wickedness through Mr. Gamble.
two had spent the whole morning 'in denunciation of
lad's conduct; and Miss Rayne repeated it all as nevs
her niece on her return home. But she was not satis
w ith Evelyn's recéption of it.

"Upon my word, I have no patience with you,"
exclairaed at last. "Here am I telling you that we h
been harboring a young man no better than a murd
under our roof, and you look as stolid as if he'd d
nothing at all. Why, we might all have been murdemt
our beds. A lad who'll forge bis master's naine would
anything. But he doesn't enter my doors again, E-
Iayne. If William Caryl comes knocking for admit
here, and you let him in, you'll both go out toge
Don't'forget that. But -he's too cunning to try it.
Gamble says he's most likely hiding in some of those
places near the river, and the police will have him
enough by to-morrow eveñing. The young wretch."

"Poor Will" said Evelyn softly.
"Ah! por Will, indeed! Poor Mr. Caryll, you

who's lost fifty pounds and more by his wicked beha
but there, I believe you'd pity Will if he was hangi
the gàllows. I've no patience with you, Evelyn.
beart's a deal too soft to go through the world with
it'll bring ,you to trouble yet. Are you going to afte
church ?"

MOUNT EbnN.60-
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No, aunt. I'm tired, I'd rather stay at honie and

Ah, well; readi or do anything rather than waste yoirthinking of that scamp," said Miss Rayne, as she leftioom.
.it Evelyn thought of nothing else, and by night-timeýhad 'matured her plans. When all the house was

, and she ventured to.let Will enter her room againse trap-door, she whispered to hiin what had occurred
g her interview with their uncle. The lad's look ofess despair was a picture.
's all over," he gasped; "they will trap me, as suren, and I shall be transported for life. Oh, Eve,hall I do? What shall I do? "s
ush ! hush ! dear Will. Dpn't cry, or you will upsettitude as well. Listen to Mhe, dear. 1 am going to.ou"
u,Eve! fBut how?"
il not be an agreeable thing-to do, I know, but"-
.t do it if you want to escape. You rmust put on ay clothes."
sense; they will never fit me."
1 make them fit you. I have a dark winter suit in,and I am going to sit up all night and alter it.n you must change the color of your hair."can I do that?"
have often laughed at poor auntie for dyeing herbrown. It is lucky for you now that she does so.t the bottle out of her room, and I am going toi overyour head at once."

ut his hands up to shield his golden locks.bother, I can't have that ; you'll spoil my hair I "imed, in his conceit.
oked at him with pitiful surprise.
can you think of your hair at a moment like this?1l1, if they take you theyll shave it all off "e ygthened.
ghte then ; go ahead, and get it over. But whatdo next?"Il

proposai is this," sh'e whispered, as she began tos hair with the brown dye "there are enogrant
ing in the docks, Will, and two of themn uil to-

I bave some money for you-fifteen pounds-
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64 nother's jewellery, and I

wbich I got by selling my k o u

yourbestpl~ wil be o wl- out of the bouse boldly
your best is liand make your way down to e
soon as it is lighan arl to America.

aBut they'llassage aname," said Will in a va

amer. c" d Eve impatie

nm Oecll yourself by anyB na -e e Eoe ipat

c n oes rEln rWlîhat does it mat
"uAnn JonesOr Ellen betraY yourself. The offi

t baycoe er ard to search the vessel,--they mosti
inycome On badt er elleI t-hink you will

..-but if yol play your part Wca I th is is to

them Th grat thingi Will, in a case like ths st
them. The grea thi much for what you seem.

bod. 'People take yo)u-so u o be.in hiding neat

Ganible says they àll believe you o bwalking. àroad ina

river. They won't suspect ydj beo much afraid.

-igt. ,They think you would bto uheiafrd
light. Thy g naboard the biggest ship. Theter 1
you must go.. I walked down to the quay, There'
ready to sail. to look at them.
seenunclei theismorngNureiberg Castle.' You
' Anna Maria ban g• You know where the ti

o bylthe 'Nurebt yu more than six .pounds,
are solduIt.wo yo questions about yourself,

ifyor bone asks o New York, and sent the mone

your brothe jout hi But say as little as you need,

for you towelouttosea, for talking is dangerous, an
ti you be ael of t atongue, and.betray yoursef-

might dake 1slpd n ssed dhishair, and com

So Eve ramabled on, as she dyedh~hiadci

til it was dry.spre
" It's lucky your hair cur mlìshe cotinued pre

~'beaUs itniaes ou look More like a girl.-oul
"i because it makes you d wl and when you

a prettier girl than I do, own nd w the d

AC audput ouyour oWfl thiugs agaifled
America oad, put on air d leave it the right color

soon0 eter ff you wu things in a bundle, Eve.

"Oh uott tak oud be far too dangeros. SuP
"i Oh no thatWouBut I'il send them after you,

any one saw them ?adesdi your own- name
soon as I safely can, addresSed in you can go au

New York.Custortnight's time. And, meanwhU
them-say i a t on arrival."

muscy yourself a sui our niother's trinkets toi
ci a sef ngod of you, upon my word,

aNu -golofYu
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)on't speak of it, Will; I did it in hopes of getting
h to satisfy Mr. Todson ; and at first, when I found

ýad paid him, I felt sorry-but now I am very, very
What should we have done in this strait without

t, indeed? You have been *my savior, Eve. I
ever foret it. What can I do fo show my grati-

down on the bed, Will, and have a good sleep,
I prepa:ee your clothes. You have a trying day
you to-morrow. Get all the rest you can to-night."
y down, as he had done the night before, looking
gely unlike himself with his altered hair, and was
t asleep.
Eve drew out her work-basket and her winter
d sat down and stitchedfor several hours, lengthen-
kirt, enlarging the band, and letting out the bodice
r cousin's larger frame. By the time the day had
she had everytliing ready for him, with à few
or change -put up in a bundle, and the precious
vereigns in a purse. And then, before she waked

.bering youth, she knelt down beside him and
p a prayer from her heart for his pres@rvation.

aring up so bravely for his sake, thatshe did
how deeply his danger and their approachilg
were eating into her v&y soul.
up, Will," she whispered presently, as she gently
by the arm, "wake up. Five has just struck

clock. I am going into the next rooin till you
hed and dressed yourself, and when you want me,

softly on the wall, and I shall hear you and
again.

ped out of the room without her. shoes as she
went into Wil's empty apartment; whence she
th a heart beating with fear, for any sounds of

e aniongst the rest of the household. But all
thly. Will washed and dressed himself, and

his tap upon the intervening wall brouglit Eve
zi to find him struggling with the buttons of her
ut he was not so awkward as might have been

He had often posed as a woman for amateur
and knew something of the intricacies of a

e., When he was fully equipped, he looked
3
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very much what he professed to be. His delicatefea
lent >themselves to his disguise, and his brown hair e
tually- spoilt his likeness to Will Caryll. When he
placed a dark brown straw hat over his curls, he made
very personable girl.

"Oughtn't I to have a veil? " he asked her.
"No, Will, it would only rouse suspicion. Girls who

out as emigrants don't wear veils. But pin this sh
over your shoulders. I'm afraid it will be very warm,
it hides your figure, and yoù will find it useful on bc
ship. And hereis the money, dear, and some clean l
in this bundle. And now, Will, it must be a bold str

.for liberty. I will go down first, to make sure that aI
is still in bed, and then I will return for you." She wal
downstairs as she spoke, passing her aunt's door, and
of the lodgers, but everything was still as death.
are all asleep," she said, on' returning, "and you will
take two minutes to descend the stairs, and I shall
the hall door for you at once. Walk boldly out, Will,
get some breakfast at a coffee-house before you go do
the quay. I dare not give you any here, it woúld be
dangerous."

"Al right," said Will Caryll, "I am ready."
But lbre the girl's fortitude gave way, and she turn

piteous face towards him.
"I must say good-byg to you here," she moaned.

Will, my darling, shall we ever see one another again?
The tears rushed to his eyes=also. He folded FE

his arms, and they wept silently together.
"Of course we shall," he whispered presently; "I

be all right by-and-bye, Eve, and then I shall send
home for you to come out and join me. For you
forget that we are promised to each other-will you
that we are tô be husband and wife?"

"Never-never," she sobbed.
."You are mine-as much as if I had married you,

-I shall always consider that ; and if I don't come
for years, I shall expect to find you waiting for ne
shall for you. Will you swear to be faithful to me?'

"Oh, yes! I swear it !
And if uncle comes round (a's I daresay he will,

while) and sends for me home again, or if he dies
leaves me Mount Eden, we are to share it together,
we, Eve?7"
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es, dear, but just now you must think only of your-
nd your safety. You will be "careful, won't you,~-and when you get work in America, you will keep

very straight, for my sake as well as your own ?"
f course I -will, Eve 1 This has been al a beastly
ke, I dssure you. If it hadn't been for that interfer-
apertinent old brute Gamble, I should have paid it
d again, and no one would have been the wiser."
the last, and even in the crisis of bis danger, Will

remained the same-obstinate, foolish, and self-×d-and yet Eve loved him.
od bless you! God keep you, my darling!" she
d, as she kissed him again and again. " It would beto keep you longer-it' might imperil your safety.

a thousand moie things to say to you, but they all
o end up with God bless you. But you will write
-Will, as soon as you have arrived in New York?"

yes ; of course I will write to you."
one more kiss, and let us part."

parting kiss was exchanged very solemnly, ande opened the bedroom door again and went down-
iil Caryll treading with her, step by step, so that

cent sounded like that of one. As they passed
yne's door, they had a fright.
!" she called from ber bed, "is that you?"
aunt," Eve replied, but she did not arrest her

are you up so early for?"
ve a, headache. I couldn't sleep," returned herho,. with Will Caryll, by this time had gained the

as you are up, make me a cup of tea, my dear.e toothache again, terribly."
right, auntie. You shall have it as soon as theils, said Eve, as with a face as wbite as deathsuspense she had gone through, she unbolted ther, and threw it open to the morning air. Thewhich they lived was empty from one end to the
ointed silently to the pavement, as though tQ bidHe glanced about fearfully, on the look-out forman.

brave!" she whispered, "it is your only chance.
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Go at once, and get clear of this house as soon as p
sible.»

And then he walked away, awkwardly enough,' with
bundle in his hand, and Eve gazed after him for armorn
in agony, thinking that. every one must detect his sex
the first glance. But at last he turned the corner with
one backward look, and she closed the door upon him,a
leant her head against it in a kind of dumb and hopel
pain.

"Eve! Eve.! " called out Miss Rayne again; "M
am I to have that tea?"

Eve started from her stupor. Had she been lean
there a minute or an hour ? She could not tell. But
staggered to the kitchen and lit the fire, and put on
kettle, and made the tea, and carried it up to her a
room.

Ail the excitement and the suspense were over now
the reaction was setting in. Eve hardly knew what
thought, or hoped, or wished for as she stood by
Rayne's side, with the cup of teà in her hand.

"IWell! you have been a time," grumbled
Maria; "I began to think you were making the wood
the coals. And how white you look, too ! Have
seen a ghost downstairs, or have you 1een out of your
all night ? I expect you lie a'wake reading trashy n
and burning my candles, Evelyn Rayne, and I won't'
it, and so I warn you ! Now, tell methe truth.
have you been doing to yourself?"

"Nothing, auntie. But I have such a queer fee
my head," "said the girl faintly, and the next minut
had fallen flat down on the floor, beside Miss 1a

bed.
"1Good gracious\!" exclaimed the old lady, as she

the tea all over herself, and scrambled out of bed
assistance, "Mercy on us ! If she hasn't fainted !"
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CHAPTER VIII.

AN IMMENSE SURPRISE.

t did not hear the last of that unfortunate fainting
. long time, mingled with the subject of Will Caryll's
-dinary disappearance. It rung in her ears for days
Lrds.
ch an unheard-oftthing," Miss Rayne would exclaim,
you should faint. . You've never fainted in your life

that I ever heard of, and here, on the very day
at gpod-for-nothing fellow, Will Caryll, disappears,
.st needs tumble down by my bedside like a fine
ýth the vapors ; it is very annoying of you, Evelyn.
enow what Sarah can bave thought of 'it, 'Lor,'
y to me, 'here's Miss Eve fainted straight off,
r William hasn't been in his bed all night.' Such
fiul proceedings ! They really make me quite

very sorry, aunt," replied Evelyn, in a weak, low
but I told you the reason. I have been sitting

at night the last week, and I was over tired."
sitting up to let that young scamp in, so that I
hear of his misdoings! You encouraged him,

In all his wickedness. I consider half his crimes
laid at your door."

½don't say that," cried the girl in tears. "I would
ed him from them at any cost, but I didn't know
until it was too late."

don't cry, my dear, for he's not worth a single
idn't I always say that he reminded me of

's Idle Apprentice? ' It might have been
mWillICaryll. Adwhere can hehave hidlden
this time ? That's what beats me. Mr. Gam-

he can't be in Liverpool, for the police have
high and low, and went on board every ship in

s. But (as I said) what was the use of that, for I
hadn't any money on Saturday morning,"because
me to lend him twopence."



"What ships did they search?" asked. Evelyn breat.
lessly.

'Lor, child, how can I tell you ? They haven't found
him, more's the pity."

"Perliaps he has gone back to London, auntie."
"How could he get to London without money ? Tha

fainting fit has dazed your brain, Evelyn Rayne. Unless
indeed, he's pawned his clothes. I turned out his roo
thiP morning, and I found nothing there but a few ol
collars. He's taken his things with him-the ungrate
scamp!"

"IWell, they'd be no use to us, auntie," replied Evel
who had them safely locked away in her box.

"Perhaps not ; but it shows he had it in his mind
run away all along. He was prepared for this, the villai
But a lad who could forge his master's name would
prepared for anything. Mr. Gamble says the police
convinced he is not in Liverpool, neither can they h
anything of him, so they are going to turn their attenti
to London. Aind they'll soon catch him there. They
got a full description of him, with his fine blue eyes, a
his curly, fair hair, and they won't be long running h
down, I bet. And the sooner he's caught the better, s
I. Mr. Gamble said he'll be transported for it, and if
was hung, I shouldn't cry. He's no good in the wor
and a deal better out of it."

"Oh, aunt, aunt, you are very hard on him," exclai
Evelyn ; "can't you make some allowance for his yot

and his temptations? He bas been very wrong, I kn
that, but he will suffer bitterly for it all his life long."

"And sérve him right too," replied Miss Rayne ho
"Good gracious me, that I should live to hear my û
flesh and blood standing up for a forger! Do you un
stand what forgery is, Evelyn Rayne, and that your
cousin, William'Caryll, is no better than a common thie

"Oh, yes! I understand it only too well. But we
not judge of the extent of a sin until we know ail
circumstances attending it."

"Oh, can't we ? That's your opinion, is it ? B
happen to have my own. And I'd like to see Will C
in, prison- to-morrow for defrauding such a good,
uncle as Mr. Caryll bas been to him. And to think
should have passed you over-his own sister's child

MOUNT EDEN.70o-



MOUNT EDEN. 7

sake of an ungrateful scamp like -that. Well, I hope
I see the mistake he's made now. Better late than
er. Though, if you'regoing to take to fainting fits,
blyn Rayne, I don't know that he will gain much by the
bange. Fainting, indeed! I never heard of such non-
se. I never fainted in my life, and I don't know by
Lt right you presumed to do so."
I won't do it again, auntie, I promise you," said Eve
iestly. " And it isn't pleasant either. I felt il all day
rwards.".
,Well, if you'll prevent it for the future, I've nothing

to say on the subject. But you frightened me, my
that's the fact, and at my age such things tell."

p ran on Miss Rayne under the-excitement of young
ll's misdeeds. - And Monday, and Tuesday, and Wed-
y passed without any news being gained of him.
1's heart was singing a hymn of gratitude the while,
ch the refrain was, ".He is safe," for she had read in
1 paper of the departure of both the " Anna Maria "
e " Nuremberg Castle," so,'in whichever vessel Will
rocured a berth, he had left Liverpool,'and was on
ay to New York. The excitement and the dread of
ery kept her up for the first few days, but as the
wore to its close, and she realized that Will was
nd there was no more immediate cause for fear, the
their separation, and the uncertainty of its duration,
upon her mind, and weighed her spirits to the very

. Everything seemed over. Even the clothes he
ind him had been packed in a parcel and secretly

ed to the luggage office, and booked for New York
ms House in' his name. And then all was gone,

the remembrance of his crime, and the knowledge
must be a long time before he could venture to show
e in England again. The reaction had a visible
both on Evelyn's health and spirits. She mourned

ss of her young lover as though -he had been dead,
e burden was all the heavier to -4ear, because she
hamed to confess its weight -to anyone. But she

thinner, and sallower, and more lanky, and her big,yes looked like two burnt holes in a blanket in the
of her yellow face. She did not wtork less in the
e, but she weint about ber business languidly and

uble ; and crying half the night for her absent Will
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did not improve the 'state. of affairs., She was not
tempered, but she became very silent, and did not.
to care to leave the house ; and when her aunt insisted
her taking a walk for the sake of her health, she al
went straight to the churchyard to, weep on her moth
grave, and renew the vow which she had made there
be faithful and true to Will forever. He would come
some day-she was sure of that, however long it might
first-,-and when he came, he should find her just the
loving cousin from whom he had parted, even if the
of both of them was grey.

One afternoon, about three weeks after Will's depa
as she returned home from one of those melancholy
to the cemetery, she was met at the doorstep by her .
Maria, in a great state of flurry and excitement.

"IHere yofr are at last, Evelyn. What a time yo
been! I've been watching for you for the last half-ho

"Oh, aunt, I am sorry ! But is it late? You told
toÎ tay out till tea-timne."

'No, my dear, it's not your fault. It's quite early
but I've a surprise for you. Wko do. you think is in
parlor ?" continued Miss'Rayne, lowering her voice.

Evelyn became as white as a sheet. Could Will
been caught, or returned?

"I cannot guess. Please tell me quickly."
"Your Uncle Roger, and he wants to see you."
"ie ? " ejaculated Evelyn, her spirits sinking as

remembered the interview in Birkenhead Square.
aunt, you must be mistaken."

"INot at all. I've séen him myself, and he's do'
the honor to take a cup of tea with us. Now, run u
make yourself tidy, and come down as quickly as you

Evelyn did not expostulate further. She had
agreeably disappointed by her first view of her unc
was not afraid to meéthim again. Only she dreade
he should have core expressly to discuss poor Will's
quencies, and try. to find out more about hini an
mysterious escape. And Evelyn felt that she had
not be subjected to a cross-examination under the
those two keen grey eyes that spàrkled under Mr.
bushy brows. However, she bathed her faceand b
her hair, and descended to the little parlor. If it
be done, it would gain no improvement from delay.
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Roger Caryli, dressed in a complete suit of dark-
ieze, was occupying their solitary arn-chair, and
g a cup of tea handed him by Miss Rayne. He
very old and bent, but not so untidy as he had done
wn house, and his eyes kept on turning expectantly

the door, whilst he scarcely heard or listened to
ng list of compliments with which his hostess was
ing him. For Miss Rayne was hoping all sorts

1 things from this unexpected visit, though she had
ea in what it would really result.
yd evening, uncle," said Evelyn deferéntially, as
ered the room.
ras looking her very worst, poor child, with a pale
1 dark rims under her eyes. and clad in a stuff dress

liest shade of brown.
a! what's the matter ? Have you been ill?"
Mr. Caryll, peering at her through his spectacles.

has not been well this last week or two-farfeplied Miss Rayne; "she wants change of air, I
many things that I can't give her, Mr. Caryll,st well know, howevergood my will may be."

ught that since Mr. Caryll was there, she might
t him in remembrance that he had a niece as well
w.

e-of course-naturally," he said, in answerrk, and then he turned to Evelyn. " Well, andoor Mary's child ?"
she is ; and we've always considered kér veryr dear mother," nterposed Miss Rayne. " She'saryll, isn't she, sir?"

man s brow contracted with pain, but he forcedlook at the girl.
he said, after a pause, "you are right. She is aIryl. There was a time when I was very fondr, Miss Rayne."
rse, sir, naturally. And I am sure poor Maryd respected you to the last day of her life."
this girl had been a lad, that I might have putplace of that young rascal who has just run awayontinued Mr. Caryll. " It seems hard he shouldso, Miss Rayne, for I am a lonely-man now,ew relations left"

shameftil-disgraceful--the basest ingratitude !"



exclaimed Miss Rayne; "and I hope he'll get his deserts
sir."

"Ycs, he will repént it more than I shall, you may b
sure of that, for I never quite took to the lad. He didn'
remind me of my brother a bit. Edward had dark eye
and hair, like Mary and myself, and this girl here. Tha
lad William was the image of his mother. He didn't loo
like a Caryll to me. However, he's gone, and there's a
end of it. He will never be able to show his face in thi
country again."

"What ! Never 1" cried Evelyn, startled out of he
reserve.

"Certainly not-unless he wishes to be arrested forfa
gery. The warrant is out against him,-and will be avait
ble at any time of his existence. But don't let us speak c
him. I wish to forget that he ever lived, and if I coul
take the name of Caryll from him I would. .But I a
growing an old man now, Miss Rayne, and these 1
events have somewhat shaken me. I have been talking
my partners about quitting the firm. There is no ne
sity for my remaining in business. I have more mo
than Ishall ever need, fand I begin tofeel my infirmiti
So I have decided to live for the future at my coun
house. Perhaps you have heard ,that I have a place
Hampshire called Mount Eden-"

"Hleard, Mr. Caryll ! " exclaimed Miss Rayne enth
astically, "who has not heard of Mount Eden ? Aúid on
sir,-yearsago-I had the honor to pay you a visit th
with my poor brother,-Evelyn's father,-and I have alw
spoken of it since as a perfect little paradise. Haven't
Evelyn?"

"Yes, it's a fine place-a very fine place-but it's
shut up for a long time," said Mr. Carlyl, with a deep
"I have not had the courage to occupy it; but. I

I am stronger now that my time is so nearly crome.
am going back there very shortly; but it's too big a ho
for a lonely old man. I shall be-lost there by myself,
so I* want to take this girl with me, if you make no ob
tion. She seems a good sort of girl to me-sensible
quiet-and she'll look after me, perhaps, and keep me
pany, and make the house more cheerful. Would you
disposed to part with her?"

Miss Rayne clasped her hands, and raised her ey
gratitude.
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)h, Mr. Caryll, it's what I have prayed for ! I've
y broken my heart seeing you lavish ail your favors
that worthless Will Caryll, whilst you didn't seein to
a thought for your own sister's child. And she's a
girl, too, though I say it ; she'll never requite you
ingratitude. I've brought her up since she was eight
old, and know every bit of her. And I feel proud,

hat you should have thought of her name. Evelyn,
lear, why don't you thank your good uncle for his
tous offer?"
it Evelyn was standing before them, dazed and be-
,red. She had hardly understood Mr. Caryll's mean-
mntil her aunt replied to it. But now the truth sud-
r flashed upon her. She was tg leave the little
e-dirty and dingy, but which had been her home for

ong years, and held all the sweet memories of her
ýve and her first grief, and her kind, fidgety aunt,
id never really been harsh or unjust to her, and her
,.s grave, and the town where she had hoped to live
Il returned to her-and to go to a strange place,
st strange people, with this gruff old.uncle, of whom
ew nothing, except that he was Will's enemy--.and
a house where Will would never dare to come for
or relief. Oh, no, no ! she could not do it.
was her first impression, and she fell weeping on
t's neck and told her so.
ntie, I don't want to leave you. Let me stay here.

send me away from home."
Rayne was horrified in her turn. - She saw all Mr.

s good intentions melting into thin air beneath this
eful rejoinder, and Evelyn left on her hands for

relyn, I'm ashamed of you! What will your uncle
-of such rudeness? Home, indeed! What homeyou find like Mount Eden? And every comfort and
.into the bargain. Well, I never! I believe you're
to turn out as badly as your cousin, and ingratitude

n in the blood."
h, aunt, 'I am not ungrateful! Please, sir, turning
uncle, " don't think so ; but I have lived with auntie
I was a little child. She has been like a second

to me, and if I leave her now, who will help her
e housekeeping and the lodgers, and look after her

she grows old and feeble ?
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At this appeal Miss Rayne broke down herself, and eve
Mr. Caryll appeared moved.

"IOh, my dear, my dear," cried the former, throwi,
herself into a chair and rocking backwards and forward
"you've been a comfort and a help to me, there's no den
ing it, and I shall miss you terribly. -But it's for yoi
good, Evelyn-it's for your good! I might go any da
and I've nothing to leave behind me except these few o]
sticks, and you're too young, by a score of years, to ket
a house like this by yourself. So, though I shal feel1
separation,'especially at first, I shall be glad and happy!
think you're provided for, and I've no one but myselfi
think of."

Evelyn looked up, mystified, through her tears.
"IDo you mean you will really be happier without m

auntie ? " she said, in a voice of pain.
"Well, no, my dear-not exactly that perhaps-b

more comfortable and easy with regard to the future. A
you needn't fret about the extra work, Evelyn, because
you go to live with your un.cle, I shall be able to kee
second servant, you know, and save myself from ev
thing but the%4ousekeeping. , And then, when you co
to see me, once in a way, you will find I have all the mu
time to attend to you, and liear what you may have
say."

Evelyn stood by the table, silent and thoughtful.
saw plainly now that her place would be preferable to
company.

"1Well, what do you say ? " inquired Ler uncle presen
"Is it to be or not to be? I don't want to take yo
Mount Eden against your, will, but I think you will fi
is to your advantage. You don't look strong, and
coùntry air will do you good. Do you love the count

"Oh, dearly," exclaimed the girl, brightening up;'
I have never seen it since my mother died. I love
f&bwers, and the trees, and the birds-and everything
only wanted to stay in Liverpool because it is my ho

"But it should never have been your home, Ev
Rayne; and it isn't a fit home for you," interrupted
aunt; "nor have I been able, with my poverty, to
you proper advantages, but Mr. Caryll will unde
that, and excuse it."

"Certainly, Miss Rayne. I. have been called a

76



MOUNT EDEN.

[ know, and perhaps I deserve it (for the circum-
s of my life have been enough to harden me), but

has ever said I am injust. If Evelyn decides to
with me-"
, sir, it is decided," interrupted Miss Rayne. "I
1't let her refuse such a noble offer for all the

evertheless, she is old enough to know her own mind,
still not take her away against her will; but should
:ide to live with me, I am prepared to make it worth
le. -I will engage myself to give her the advantages.

ibing fier education, and to provide for her main-
ý after my death. In return, I ask for her compa-
p-that is all. If more follows, it must come spon-

ply. I have outlived all my natural affections, and
love can neither be purchased nor cajoled. But
nk, from what I have seen of my niece, that she

e me4er-duty."
she will love you, sir, dearly," exclaimed Miss

with ready assurance.
velyn was silent.

n is not so sure of it," remarked, Mr. Caryll

raised her soft eyes, dim with crying, to his

't, feel as if I was sure of anything, uncle," she
ly; "it is all such a wonderful surprise to nie.
grateful for your kindness,-indeed I am,-and
to Mount Eden with you if you wish -me to do

h it all the more because you. say so littie,"
r. Caryll; " I have lived long enough to lose all

protestations. And if rou will try to be happy,
I will try to make yo# so. Now, the weather is
ry warm, and I am feeling it, and am anxious to
I think of leaving Liverpool in about a week. I

yôu haven't many preparations to make ? "
sir, the poor child has next to nothing to pack up.
ever been fed noi clothed as befits one of your

ut it is not my fault. With such a limited in-

derstand that, madam," replied Mr. Caryll,
atiently; " and, of course, from this day all such
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responsibility will fall to my share. Be kind enough
get what Evelyn may require for her immediate use,"
continued, putting a small packet into her hand, "and
her be ready to accompany Me to Môunt Eden to-morr

week. When she has been there a month or two- she s

write and tell you how she likes it. And if it doesn't t
out according to her expectations, we'll think of so
other plan for her. But if she loves a country life, I t
she will find plenty of things to interest her there."

"I am sure she will," reiterated Aunt Maria.
Mr. Caryll rose with some difficult from his chair, a

prepared to leave. them.
"I'm getting yery stiff and old," he said, "and I thi

it is about time I left off work. Well, Svelyn, my dea
will you give me a kiss, and tell me you are not afraidý
me?"

"Oh, no, uncle, I am-not afraid of you,-not a bit,-anj
hope that I may be of use to you."

"Be a comfort to. me, my dear-that's what I wat

most of all-a little comfort," said Mr. Caryll sighin,

"Well, good evening, Miss Rayne, and let ber be reaù
by the appointed time. I will write you particulars concer
ing the time of starting."

Andwith these words he hobbled away. As soon as tl
door had closed after him, Miss Rayne examined the pack
he had left with her.

"Oh, my dear," shç cried, " it's twergy pounds! Twen
whole pounds to buy youfrocks, and boots, and-hats to
down to Mount Eden in! How very, very generou
Why, you'l look like a queen. Evelyn, I wishj co s
you appreciate your good luck."

"I do appreciate it, auntie, in a megsure, bu t
new and sudden. I cannot reconcile myseif e id
yet. - Yes, he is generous, certainly, butso are.y . Twe
pounds is not so much to Uncle Roger as twenty shillix
would be to you. And yet you have kept me for nine Ic
years. Oh, auntie, I cannot forget all in a minute h
good you have been to me."

And Evelyn's grateful tears overflowed again.
"Well, my dear, you've repaid me over and over; a

it's been a pleasure as well as a duty, so say no more ab
it. . My poor brother wouldn't have rested in his grave :
hadn't promised him to look after his little daughter. ]
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us such a grand opening for- you, Evelyn. If it tore
eàrt in pieces to part with you, I couldn't reconcile it

y conscience to keep yQu here. Why, your uncle
leave you Mount Eden and all his fortune. Why not?
re's no one to stand between you, and he seems to have

quite a fancy to you. And if it ever comes to pass,
won't forget your old auntie, I know."

ever ! never !" cried Evelyn, clinging to her.
ell, that'll be better for me,,you see, than ending

ays here. So you must try and look on it in that
and think of the good you may be able to do to
s as well as yourself; and you'll soon see it is your
to do all you can to pleaseand satisfy your uncle."
e did think of it. Her thoughts flew forward to the
when Will might return to England, homeless and

iless, and it might be her pride and pleasure to be
to 'say to him, " Come and share all my good things
me." Indeed, the maintenance which Mr. Caryll
romised to providefor her might prove the best and
means to bring her and her absent cousin together

is prospect, together with the beautiful elasticity of a
,thfu1 temperament, and the curiosity which she could
help feeling with respect to her new life, soon dried
lyn's tears, and when the day arrived for her to go with
Caryll, her farewell greeting to her4Aunt Maria, though
of warm affection, had no ring of despair in it.

CHAPTER IX.

A LITTLE COMFORTER.

ss RAYNE had not exaggerated when she called Mount
en a little paradise. Evelyn's first view of it made her
d her breath with surprise. She had endurçd a long
I dusty journey down from Liverpool to St. Mary Ottery,
ich even the luxury of a first-class carnage, and the -pile-
illustràted newspapers which Mr. Caryli had bought to
uilç the way, had had little power to mitigate the fatigue
I inconvenie*e of. It was far better when they reached
nearest station to Mount Eden, and found a handsome
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barouche.and pair of horses waiting for them. The cool
and bàlmy air of an August evening in the country soon
cooled Evelyn's feverish cheeks, and awakened her interest
in the scenes around her. Mr. Caryll had told her nothing
of what she might expect to see. He had been very silent
all the journey, and she had been too timid to address him
without being spoken to, or to rouse him from his semi.
sleepy condition. But now she could hardly keep her
pleasurable feelings to herself.

The road to Mount Eden lay through country lanes,
enclosed on either side by hedges that flowered with the
wild rose, and the bramble blossom, and the bind-weed.
The pasture-lands wer mkle deep in rich grass, on which
dappled cows, and sheep, and young horses were luxuriat.
ing. Every now and then a laborer going home from werl
would pass the carriage with a respectful bow, and over
the gates of the cottage gardens, gay with marigolds, and
scarlet-runners, and holly-hocks, hung the little white-
haired, sunburnt children, and 'shouted as they drove
iwiftly past. Evelyn's heart began to swell with various
emotions. The pleasure of 'the present mingled with the
indelible memory ofthe past, till she hardly knew whether
she should laugh or cry, and she wished her unclewould
speak to her, and turn her thoughts into another direction.
At last the carriage ade a bold sweep, and turned into
the park-gates of Mo t Eden.. The lodge-keeper had
heard the wheels long*before they were in sight, and was
holding open the gates in readiness fot their entrance,
making profound curtsies the while, that were never noticed
Then it was that Evelyn's breath seemed to stop with her
surprise' and that she gasped with astonishment at what
she saw. The park of Mount Eden was old, although the
house was comparatively new, for Mr. Caryll had purchased
the ground from a noble family, whose ancestral mansion
had been destroyed by fire. The ancient trees were in
their fullest glory. Oaks, chesnuts, beeches, elms, and
poplars vied with each other to form a leafy shelter that
could not be surpassed, whilst from the tall ferns that grew
about their roots, the spotted deer (startled by the.unusual
sound of wheels) rose up, and stared with their innocee
wondering eyes for a moment, before they leapt over(al
intervening obstaclesand flied to a more seluded shelt
The blue speedwell, and scarlet pimpernel, and flowtid
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fringed the way, whilst here and there a blossoming -
b made a spot of brightness amidst the pleasant

L7ncle 1 uncle !" cried Evelyn, forgetting her shyness i
elightful scene around her; "look at the little rabbits
ree-four of them-jumping out of-that yellow gorse
d oh ! what a beautiful bird! Whatever'is it ? " she
inued, as a cock pheasant rose with a loud " whirr,"
lisplayed his glistening plumage of gold, and red, and

e turned towards Mr. Caryll as she spoke, laying her
upon his arm; but his head had sunk upon his breast,

bis face was almost hidden from view. Recollection
too much for liim. The sight of Mount Eden, with
amiliar paths, through which he had wandered with
ead wife and his poor drowned boy, was cutting his
d heart like a knife. At that moment he doubted
àisdom of ever having returned to the place. Evelyn
.trmed. She feared he must be ill. t

e you not well, uncle? " she asked: "does your head

Tot my head, child-my heart. But there, I must
c it off. I have no right to bring you here to share
nelancholy. Yes, it is a lovely place, Evelyn, and
nll be able to rove through it as you choose. Nothing
garm you here. You will have plenty of room to play
id companions too. I mustn't cloud your young-life
se mine is gloomy."
3ut, uncle," said Eve timidly, " I have come to be your
union. If I may walk with you and wait on you I
fnot be dull. And I am too old to play," she con-

d, drawing herself up; "I was seventeen last birth-

eventeen, he repeated sadly, gazing at her. "Seven-
Yes, that is a great and responsible age, and I was

to speak about playing. But how about the educa-
Evelyn ? We mustn't neglect that."
;am afraid I am very ignorant, uncle, and have a lot
bn. I know nothing about, French or music. I can

lndcopk, and clean, but auntie thought if I could do
d read, and write, and cast up accounts, it would

ough for me. She never thought I should come to
r Mount Eden."
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"Never mind, my dear,",replied Mr. Caryll kindly
"You know-the most usefufthings, after al, and the res
is easily managed.. But here is the big house, as they cal
it about here. How do you like the look of your nei
home, Evelyn?"

"IOh, uncle, it is beautiful-magnificent! I never sai
any house like it in my life before. And did you build i
all yourself?"

"Yes; I built it myself," replied Mr. Caryll, with
heavy sigh.

How well he remembered what his wife-the love of h
life-had said when she first saw the completed mansioi
and what plans for future happiness within its walls the
had laid together. And now his Marian was sleeping in il
churchyard of St Mary Ottery, and his son-the pride
his old age-was food for the fishes in the Brazilian sea
Oh, it was hard-bitterly hard-to have been made ti
sport of fate in such a remorseless manner. As he steppe
from his carriage to enter the hall, where the servan
hided by Mrs. Wedderburn, the housekeeper, were wa
ing to receive him, Evelyn thought he looked much old
and more decrepid than he had done in Liverpool, b'
that riight have beeni only the effects of the long journey.

"Mrs. Wedderburn," be said, as the housekeep
advanced to assist him, "this is my niece, Miss Eveli
Rayne-my poor sister's dau'ghter, you may remember,
who will live with me for the future at Mount Êden.
seem to have forgotten the names and situations of t
rooms here-my mind is a little hazy.on that point; b
youiiee that Miss Rayne has a nice one, and every at
tion, till I can arrange matters."

"Certainly, Mr. Carylli; and for yourself, you, wo
prefer, perhaps, not-to occupy the old suite?"

"Yes, yes, yes. Where else should I go? Where
should I go ?" he reiterated, in a dazed and unce
manner.

After which, Evelyn was scarcely surpristd to hear
her uncle did not feel well enough to come downs
again that evening, but would take some. refreshment in
own room.

"Poor dear gentleman," quoth Mrs. Wedderburn, as
hovered about Evelyn's supper-table, and piled dainties
her plate, "l he must feel coming back to this p ter
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c happy as they was here, he and the mistress, and so
Lxng on their little son. It's hard for him to be left
ie after all."
Poor uncle," acquiesced Evelyn compassionately. " Yes,
ýust be a sad home-coming for him. And did you
r my aunt and my Cousin Hugh, Mrs. Wedderburn ?"
To be sure, my dear. I came to the big house when

first built, and saw your poor dear aunt carried out
But I left soon after that to be married to Mr.

:derbign, and didn't return here till the house wjs
so I hadn't seen Master Hugh since he was a baby.

h en they told me as he had been drownded, I cried
3 child myself. Such a bonnie little lad as he was.

ut me powerfully in mind of him, Miss."
uncle's sezvant, Barnes, says. I suppose that is
le took asfancy to me. I never expected to come

at Mount Ed'en."
11, it's a surpris(oÇfme, too, Miss; though who has

ight to be rememnBered by him than his own sister's
But we heard down here as Mr. Caryll had adopted

dward's boy instead of 1aster Hugh, and meant to
him all his. money, same as if he had been his son.
ou know him, Miss? and is the young gentleman
to be here as well?"
lyn blushed and stammered, but was loyal to her
t lover.
es, of course, I know him. He is my first cousin, you4 Mrs. Wedderburn, but I an sorry to say that uncle

have had a misunderstanding."
r ! that's a pity, now ; and with a place like Mount

Weighing in the balance. I hope it's nothing serious,r. Caryll's a man of his word. But these boys will
dstrong and mischievous at times, and I-daresay it
n blow over.
n was silent.
eyoung gentleman at Liverpool, Miss ?" said the

eeper nquisitively.
Mrs. Wedderburn, he has left, and I don't know~

he .may be at present. And I don't think Uncle
would like it talked about, because he never men-
e subject himself."
well ! if some lose, others will win,' replied Wedder-
cularly; é'and there's no doubt that the more one
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looks at you, the more you remind one of poor Masti
Hugh.' So I hope you'll be -a comfort to the master, Mis
for the poor gentlemarrnzeeds it."

Èut from that day, though Evelyn's life was full of ea
and luxury, it was very dull. At first she thought si
could never be tired of roaming over the beautif
Hampshire hills, and through the rich pasture ]an<
and water meadows, or sitting, lost in the recesses
the park, listening to the sounds, and inhaling the scen
by which she was surrounded. But after a while she b
came so accustomed to the monotony of her new life, th
she began to miss the variety of the old one. Cooki
dinners, and running messages, and mending clothes nu
not be interesting, but it is more suitable employment ft
a gregarious animal than solitary brooding. And M
Caryll shut himself up almost entirely in his own root
The return to the scene of all his joys and disappointmen
had brought memory back in such' a flood upon his mit

as almost to overwhelm him, and he found himself qui
unequal to the task which lýe had set himself to do. It
truc that he appeared at meals, but he was gener
absorbed and melancholy during their progression,
sought solitude as soon as they were over. The ac'
work of looking after bis mercantile interests had kept
bis health and-spirits far more than he had given it cr
for, and with its cessation they both seemed to fail.

month after he returned to Mount Eden, he looked
years older than he had done before, and had almost
the power of locomotion. He did not, however,)forget
duty to Evelyn Rayne. He engaged an admirable resi
governess to finish her education, and gave her every o
advantage which money could procure. But the girl b
to sicken in an atmosphere so artificial to her. She lo
the country, but she hated her own company, and loo
back with longing to the days when Aunt Maria had sco
her for burning the toast, or staying too long at ma
Her governess was amiable and accomplished, and
hours of study were a real pleasure ; but when they
over, Miss Middleton considered the rest of the -day
own, arid Evelyn was left to amuse herself. And
solitude came back 'the remembrance of Will,- and
wandered about the grounds, wondering where he was,
why she did not hear from him, and how long it woul
before they met again.

8'4
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day these thoughts had so overcome her, and the
at Will and she were parted for all, their lives bore

forcibly-upon-her mind, that the poor child could find
f except in tears. She had wandered to -a part of

rk which was called " The Fairy Dell," on account
way in which the trees were interlaced above it, and
ely carpet of moss and ferns that was spread beneath
There was a tiny stream of water, too, fringed with
e-nots, that ran through the "fairy dell," and. a

in the clasping branches overhead, that -let in the
of sunshine to prevent its looking gloomy. Evelyn
gled this out as her favorite spot from the first
t she had seen it, and generally sought it as soon as

d herself alone. But to-day she could not see its
. Mr. Caryll had made some remark at breakfast-
ut the impossibility of her truant cousin ever seeing
again, and the truth had pierced into her heart.
been careless and inattentive to her lessons, and

iddleton had rebuked her sharply. So everything
e wrong that morning, and poor Evelyn was long-
the dust and the grime of Liverpool, and the days
e had had Will's socks to darn, and shirts to mend,
looked forward to a future spent in work for him. »

s grateful to her uncle, and she respected her
ss, but she could not love either of them as she hadher fussy but good-natured Aunt Maria, nor her
Will. So, wvehrn she reached the fairy dell, her tears
o flow freely, until she lost all restraint over herself,
bed aloud, with her face buried in her hands.
y do you cry ? " demanded a child's voice close to

looked up in amazement.
fairy dell, with her hands full of blue forget-me-

od the loveliest little girl she had ever seen. In
een six and seven years old, her flaxen hair curled
silk about her face and shoulders, and her large
, shaded by dark lashes, looked out at Evelyn

from a complexion of milk and roses. Her dress
that she belonged to a high station in life, though

ciennes lace and silk ribbons had suffered sadly
ntact with the long grass and low bushes of the
ut Evelyn saw nothing but the face-the charming,

ike face-that beamed on her like that of a littje

,.ný ý 421 - .
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"Oh, you darling! " she exclaimed. "Where did
come from ? What is your name ? "

"II'm Aggie, and I've run away," reolied the little
with infantine glee.

Evelyn forgot her own troubles at once. From the
ment she first saw little Agnes she conceived an affec
for her.

"But where have you run from, my darling? " she s
holding out her arms. "Corme nearer-don't be afrai
me-and tell me where you live."

"II'm not afraid," replied the child, boldl# drawing c
to her new friend, and gazing up into her face.
Aggie, and I live over there," waving her hand in a va
manner about her head. "But you mustn't cry;
naughty. I'1l kiss it all away."

And, suiting the action to the word, the little one ra
her rosy lips to her new friend's tear-stained face,
kissed it .softly.

Evelyn Rayne was affectionate and impulsive.
heart was hungering for love amidst all the luxury
which she was surroiunded, and the child's sympathy tou
her deeply. She opened her arms suddenly, and cla
her to her bosom with an intuition that they would
each other. And the intuition proved to be correct,
soon found that the little girl was Agnes Featherstone
only child of a rich banker and his wife, living at Fé•
stone Hall, a place about a mile distant from Mount E
How she had strayed away from her nurses, and foun<
way into Mr. Caryll's park, was never plainly made kn<
but Evelyn, after taking her up to the big house, ha<
pleasure of restoring her to her parents, who were in t
at her loss, and never forgot the service rendered th
and from that.time scarcely a day passed that Evelyn
not contrive to meet her little friend.

Mrs. Featherstone was very pleased her daughter sh
have the advantage of an older companion to look
and play with her, and Evelyn soon loved Agnes
devotion that could scarcely have been exceeded had
been her own. Her heart was empty, and she filk
with little Agnes Featherstone.

It is unnecessary to dwell much longer on this, thee
uneventful portion of her life. Under the able dire
of Miss Middleton, she greatly improved in appea
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anners, and accomplishments ; and two years after
mt to live at Mount Eden, one would hardly have
kized her as the half-grown, half-clothed, half-educated
vho had been little better than a servant in the
of Miss Rayne at Liverpool. But her life had been
monotonous one. Her uncle had never rallied from
athetic condition into which he had fallen on return-
Mount Eden, and only changed it to become a help-
,ralytic, who was wheeled about the grounds of his
more dead than alive, and apparently took no
of anything around jhim.
all this time there had been no news received of

rt from William Caryll. From the time he had dis-
ied from Liverpool, he had been as one dead to all
à 1eft behind him, and forgotten by all into the bar-
èxcept the faithful heart of Evelyn Rayne. She had

his loss until the fountain of her tears was dry;
she would not believe but that he would return
y to claim hei as his own.

Evelyn was nineteen, Miss Mid~dleton left her.
Cnsidered her pupil's education was finished, and
ýwas time she assumed her position as head of her
9 household. But a very few weeks after this

had been made, the most unexpected event of our
M life occurred to her.

=5me down to breakfast one morning to be told by
Wedderburn that Mr. Caryll was no more. He had
tound dead in his bed when his attendant went to
him.
lyn received the news as any young girl would have
hvith a terrible sense of horror and bereavement.
;Id have sent at once for her Aunt Maria to keep
mpany, but, alas ! poor Miss Rayne (who had
forward to that day as one in which Evelyn would
get her) had joined the great majority six months
-and her niece felt utterly alone.

came the funeral, and the lawyers, and the will.
heard, to her amazement, that instead of a legacy,
ad expected, she was left (failing the refurn of her

Hugh) the sole inheritrix of that vast estate, with
thousand a year to keep it up on.
st the poor child felt anything but elated or happy
ood fortune. Whilst every one was congratulat.
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ing or envying ber, she was wondering what-she should d
with such a responsibility upon her shoulders, or how sh
could ever make up her mind to live at Mount Eden alon<
But once familiarized with the idea, another sprung up t
give her courage for the task-the remembrance of th
vow that she and Will Caryll had mutually taken on then
selves-that, whichever inherited Mount Eden, shoul
shareit-with the other. From that moment the estat
appeared to be no longer hers, but his ; and she' w
looking after its interests and increasing its value, not fo
herself, but him.

And so she lived and acted, though without a word t
token ftom the man she still believed in ; yet with full fail
that time alone was needed to restore them to each otht
-until we meet her again.

CHAPTER X.

THE CAPTAIN AND VERNON.

"I DON'T believe," said Captain Philip, as he stretcht
himself with more pleasure than prudence on the thyn
scented, moss-enamelled turf; "I don't believe, if y
were to search all England-or the world itself, for th
matter-you could find a lovelier spot than Mouit Eder

"I quite agree with you," replied John Vernon, as
inhaled a deep draught of the fresh, exhilarating air, a
his eye roved over an expanse of undulating hills a
fertile pasture lands.

It was spring. The trees had just assumed a mantle
tender green, and the lilacs and laburnums were in bl<
som. The meadows were sprinkled with buttercups a
-daisies, amongst which the young lambs skipped and ga
bolled together until recalled by a warning cry from th
mothers. By every hedgerow, and behind each me
grown boulder, peeped infant ferns and tiny lichens, whi
yellow primroses, with their wide-open, innocent eyt
were planted in the grass like gems.

John Vernon, fresh home from sea, stood by the a
tai's side, with his sunburnt face and, curly head una
ered, looking as if he could never be satiated with t
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rai beauties that surrounded him, . All breathed oflife
ung, hopeful life-vigor, health, and purity, aüd one
Lt well be forgiven for forgetting-if only for a moment
at suah ugly things as death and dishonor cast thefr
ows over a world so fair.
[t is lovely," continued Vernon presently-" exqui-
F and unmitigatedly lovely. We've knocked about a
pgether, Captain Philip, and we've seen some grand
ery in India and Australia, on the Himalaya Moun-

and-in the bush, but nothing to.beat this. Just look
ose uplands to the left. When the breeze ripples

h the young blades of grass, you might fancy you
n the sea ggain. What splendid timber there is on
te, too, and wiat rich pasturage! I counted thirty
that field yonder."

daresay," rejoined the captain carelessly; "and
ot the half of the ~milking herd. A good deal of
nues of Mount Eden are derived from its dairy and,
duce. I could hardly tell you, without reference
oks, how many head of cattle we send up to the
market annually."

ch a place must be worth thousands a year."
is worth fifteen thousand, or thereabouts."
d it all belongs to a bit of a girl! How absurd it

said Vernon, who considered the Salic law as a
jury to the stronger sex.
in Philip laughed.

ur description hardly applies to Miss Rayne. In
t place, she is a woman who has left ber girlhood
her. In the Êecond, she is a very tall and dignified

I see 1 An old maid."
rdly that either," returned the captain drily;
Rayne was twenty-seven, I believe, on her last
. But she is quite equal to managing her own

and wields her sceptre over Mount Eden royally."
tain Philip," said the younger man, after a pause,
u forgive me for saying something? This is a
i country and a charming estate. I can admire it
as you do, and after knocking about at sea for

three years, the rest and the change are but too
1. Yet I could not endure it for always. I should

excitement and active work of our professio

MOUNT EDE. r 89
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This peaceful, uneventful life would pall upon me, and
cannot enderstand your hlaving chucked up the service
suddenly, to bury yourself down here.

John Vernon was a young fellow of perimps two-an
twenty, who had had but littie experience of life. It
not, therefore, strike him as anyt:iing strange that Capti
Philip should gusy himself in filling and lighting a pi
before he answered his observation.

"My boy," he said, when he did speak, "I never ca
for the service as you do. I entered it before I knew w
I was about, or- what lay before me, and I stayed in
because there was no other opening for me. But it w
never a profession to my taste."

"dAnd yet you were always quoted to me as such an
cellent seaman, with a perfect knowledge of your dutie
replied Vernon, in a tône of disappointment.

"I tried to do my duty, Jack, whilst I remained ini
and probably, had this billet not been offered to me.
might have been in the merchant service to this day. E
-but-well, I don't mind telling you, lad, that I
brought up in a higher social 'sphere, and that the moi
atmosphere and surroundings of a seafaring life were ne'
to my taste. It is different with you, Jack. You come
a family of sailors, and, I daresay, your mother mixed.y
first pap with salt water. You are in your right elkx
at sea, and you will go on till you reach the top of the n
I shall see you, if I live, with a ship or two of. your c
by-and-bye, whilst I am still checking the farrier's abd co
chandler's accounts fpr-Mount Eden."

"And you can prefer such work,'\ exclaimed Verm
râther contemptuously, "to the glorious excitment
riding over the waves, and the substantial Lencfit
trading with foreign countries ? Captain Philip, I car
under.stand it. To live all alone in that -little cottà
pretty as it maybe, and spend one's life in looking
somebody else's money, is so tame and unvaried
existence compared to that to which we -have been ac
tomed, that it would drive me mad."

"lAnd to me it is paradise. Therein lies the differen
replied Captain Philip calmly, pulling at his pipe. "I
my own company, Vernon, and I love Mount Eden.
pipe is sufficient society for me, as a rule, and I like to
that I am directing the management of this vast es
and making it yield all the profit of which it is capable.



at is your interest in it?" demanded Vernon curtly.
s companion started.
y interest / Why, that of land-agent and overseer,
sure. What other interest could I have ? I am Miss
e's servant, but I am also her right hand and confi-
a adviser ; and I don't think she would find it easy to

ce me. I have the same interest in Mount Eden that
in my ship; I want to do my duty by it. That is

ut you knew this part of Hampshire before you cane
unt Eden, captain ?"
ho told you so ?"
guessed it from your evident familiarity with every-
about you. One does not gain such a thoropgh

edge of the soil and the idiosyncrasies of the people
welvemonth."

ell, I was in the county as a boy-in fact, I was
in Hampshire," said Captain Philip, somewhat
ntly ; " but that fact could have no power to keep
my present position, for I left it too early to have

any serviceable knowledge. And I have no
living here now-none whatever."
u have such a snug berth, and you seem so deter-
to keep it, captain," said the younger man laughing,I expect you have some fair lady in your mind's eye,
e shall hear of a wedding at Mount Eden before

back in port again."
tain Philip colored ruddily through his bronzed
he had not yet lost the capacity to blush. Although
d held the rank of captain in the merchant service

two voyages, he was not more than five-and-thirty,would have been difficult to find a better-looking
room for any girl about Mount Eden.
and muscular, with a face from which the sunburn

osure was but partially removed, and a brown beard,and crisp, that lay upon his chest, Captain Philipfine specimen of a powerful and well-built English-His nose was a trifle heavy, perhaps, and his mouth,
le luxuriance of.his moustaches, was an unknown
,but he had a pair of honest, kind, grey eyes, chathave redeemed a far plainer physiognomy. It waslndness that had made him ask this young fellown down to spend his time on shore in Hampshire.
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le had been one of his apprentices during -the last tw
voyages he had made, and Captain Philip knew that th
lad was an orphan, and had no home to go to during hi
brief holiday.

But he hardly thought that he would have brought hi
so'sternly to book for having become Miss Rayne's land
agent; a captain on board ship and a captain on shore at
two such very different things.

"Let us stroll towards-the stables, Jack," he said, as h
rose to his feet, more with a view to changing the conve
sation than any other motive: "I have a word to say t
the coachman about his corn bill It takes a man's who
time to prevent these servants cheating. Their mot
obliquity is remarkable. There are some articles,
annex which you can no more convince thent is robbel
than that they have no right to the .warmth of the sur
and others, again, they would not touch if their livt
dépended on it."

"Does Miss Rayne keep many horses ? " demand<
Vernon.

"-Thirty, or so, with the farm horses. She could <
with less ; but she is very generous, as 'well as kin
hearted, and she is devoted to her animals. She wou
no more overwork a horse than she would a fellow-creatui
And she is very decided into the bargain. It is of no u
remonstrating with her against what she considers rigl
She will have her own way."

"Well, she has nothing apparently to spend her mon
on except her whims. It does seem so strange to me,
woman having such a fortune under her control. It doesi
seem right at all. How did she come by it?"

"In the usual way. She inherited'under her late unc
will.»

"But was there no man to take it? Has she no re
tives?"

"Not in her generation-at least so I've heard-or no
at all events whom her uncle, 'Mr. Caryll, considered
worthy to inherit his property. He was a rich merchai
and she was'his sister's only child., She was mistress
Mount Eden before she came of age."

But why hasn't she married ?" asked Vernon eageri
" I don't know," replied Captain Philip laconically.

Isn't she engaged to be married 1"



" don't know," repeated the captain.
" How strange. I should have ,thought the fellows
5uld have jumped ut her, with all' that money. -Is she
âdsome'?"
"You might not call her so, Jack."
"What, with fifteen thousand a year ! Why, I should
nk her handsome if she were as black as those African
men who used to come aboard to sell us porcupine
ills and ostrich eggs off the Gold Coast. But, seriously,
ptain Philip, what is she like ? "

She is tall and fair, and I believe she is considered
iod-looking. 'She has very pleasant manners, but she is
ave and serious for so young a woman. Sometimes I
ng ehe worries herself too much about the estate, and
hls her responsibilities too deeply."
" Oh, she'll be all right when she's married," exclaimed
rnon, to whom, as to most very young people, marriage

eared a panacea for every trouble. "What she wants
a man to take all the responsibility off her hands, and

ive her nothing to do but to enjoy herself. A woman's
d is not equal to such a strain. The funny part of it is,
t she's not been hooked long ago. What a berth it
Id be to fall into," he concluded, with his eyes raised
venwards.
aptain Philip turned upon his young friend unneces-
ly sharply.
Well, it won't be your chance to fall into it, my boy,
-you needn't take the trouble to look so ecstatic.

ld Miss Rayne evér marry,'which I think sometimes
is far too sensible to do, she will probably ally her wealth

the aristocracy. But she's wedded to Mount Eden,
t for the present."

Does she live alone ? "
uite alone, except for her servants, and that cir-

tance prohibits her receiving any guests at Mount
, except an occasional lady friend, and she doesn't
much for them. Little Miss Featherstone and she
the house1 pretty well to themselves."
nd wh4 is Miss Featherstone ?"

e only daughter and heiress of Mr. Audrew Feather-
the banker, who lives in·that big house over the hill
therstone Hall, they call it. Miss Featherstone is

seventeen, and Miss Rayne has made a pet of her for

MOUNT EUEN
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the last ten years. In fact, t don't think there's.anybody
in the world that she cares so muçh for as for Agnes
Featherstone. "They are like sisters ; and when she is at
home, Miss Agnes lives as much'at'Mount Eden as at the
Hall. But the family have spent this winter in Italy, and
sometimes I fancy Miss Rayne has felt the separation
more than she will acknowledge. By Jove! here she
comes."

They had been- strolling leiurely along a breezy bit of
upland, and tþen through a green lane, on their way tò 0th
stables, and had just turied into a copse at the foot of the
lower drive. Here the ybungfir trees and larches, crowned
with dark, gummny buds, and pale-green feathery sprays
were beginning to put forth their delicate pink blossoms
and. their.fallen leaves, shorn by the winter's frost, forme
a nice warm bed for the blue and white violets, which gre
in profusion at their roots. Vernon looked up at th
captain's words, and saw a tall gracious woman advanci
slowly to meet them, with her hands full of the fragran
blossoms. She was at a sufficient distance for him to
able to scrutinize her appearance without discourtesy, an
his first feeling was one of surprise to remember how cold
Captain Philip had spoken of her charms. Evelyn Ra
was by this time seven-and-twenty, but her slight, gracef
figure made her look like, a.girl. Her dress was remai
ably plain. A grey woollen gown of some coarse, ho
spun fabric, tailor-made, but simple almost to severity,
broad-brimmed straw hat, with a black ribbon twist
round it, and a pair of tan-colored driving gloves, complet
her costume. But Vernon never looked at what she wo
Ail he saw was a snall head, crowned with a luxuriance
chestnut hair, which spoke well for the physical health
its owner ; a broad, intellectual forehead, a mouth full
firmness and sweetness combined, and a pair of lov
dark-blue eyes, large. long, and heavy-lidded, but with
very searching look in their Mediterranean depths. H
beauty burst upon John Vernon like a revelation.
thought he had never seen so truly handsome a womian
his life before. His ideas of female loveliness hitherto
been associated with the Fannies, and Lucies, and Li
of his boyish dayt, and, later on, with the Mollies,
Dollies, and Sukieg of the docks and seaport towns;
never before hatlhe been brought in contact with so no
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&king a creatttfe as Evelyn Rayne. Metaphysically
aking, he was at h'er feet in a moment; and never after- 1

rds,"during the course of a long and eventful life did
m Vernon ever, think of his fdeal of female excellce
hout recalling the vision of the mistress of Mount Eden,
she advanced to meet them with bunches of blue and
ite violets in her hands

CHAPTER XI.

BACHELOR'S HALL.

ýOOD-MORNING, Captain Philip," she said, with, a smile
I an inclination of her head, but)vithout offering him

hand; "I saw you comàing over the three-cornered
ch, and waited to speak to you hère."
F Good-aorning, Miss Rayne, I hope you, are quite
I?" responded theý captain ; "I have been showing my
mg friend, Mr. Vernon, who is staying at the cottagea few- days, the view from Fern Hill; and he is as
rmed with i. as the rest of the world."

ts Captain Philip indicated the presence and personality
John Vernon, Miss Rayne turned to him and bowed,ry slightly. There was evidently just that under-

img between her .land-agent and herself that there
d be. She was perfectly at her ease with .Captain
, but she was not familiar with him.' They com-
ted freely and confidentially, but from different

s. She never forgot that she was the owner of Mount
nor he that he was' her servant. Each felt the
tion sometimes, perhaps, to approach each other on

equal terms, but each resisted it. Some-feeling, that
till not repugnance, seemed to keep them apart.
ps they both remembered the 'old adage about fami-
breeding contempt.
am glad that Mr. Vernon admires our scenery," saidn, after a pause, " and it is a day to make everything
its best. I wonder," she continued, turning on her
o gaze at her fair domain, " I wonder if there is anyy in the world where spring is more beautiiul than
land?"



"In America," commenced Vernon, with all the ce
fidence of a very young man, before the other sex h
taken to snubbing him; "in the Western States of Amerit
Miss Rayne, the spring-"

Miss Rayne turned upon him suddenly, with an una
takable look of displeasure in her eyes.

"I know nothing of America," she said hurriedly, as
buried her face in her flowers; "Captain Philip, I
afraid we shall have to dismiss Roberts after all. Wils
tells me he was the worse for liquor again last night."

"I was on my way to the stables to inquire info it,1M
Rayne, and into a fresh error in his acéount. Just look
that bill," replied Captain Philip, producing a long slip
paper from his waistcoat pocket.

Miss Rayne ran her eye over it.
"Absurd," she exclaimed ; "forty bushels of oa

Captain Philip, it cannot beforty. It is too ridiculou
"IIt is written down forty, plain enough," he answei

"but he cannot have fairly used half the quantity. I
afraid there is nothing for it but dismissal. The man i
evidently take no warning."

"IWe must go and see about it," said Miss Ra
promptly ; "and Frodsham has corne over, too, a
Gadfly's sjrain. He says there·is no cure but fireing.
will ruin her marketable value, but anything is better t
that the poor mare should suffer."

"IWhy not turn her out to grass for a few months']r
and then sell her, Miss Rayne ? "
. "And let her pass into the hands of some one who wo

work her, ill or well, until she dropped ? No, thank y
Captain Philip. I don't want that sort of advice. Ga
shall go into the pensioners' paddock first."

"IWhy, it's crammed full already," cried Captain Ph
laughing.

At that she laughed too.
"Never mind, we'll devote a second. paddock to

dear old things, if necessary. But come to the stables
and let us get this business over at once."

She turned quickly, 'and, without another glanct
Vernon, walked by Captain Philip's side. ~4he captain
that she expected him to accompany her alone.

"Go back and .wait for me at the cottage, Jack,'
called over his shoulder to the young man, who was c
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1 unwillingly to obey. But he stopped for some
tes first, gazing after the mistress of Mount Eden, and
Ling the eager, animated manner in which she was
ssing some subject with her companion. He envied
tek of his uondam "skipper," as he saw him walking
niliarly b her side, and no longer wondered that.he
d have preferred to be her land-agent to lknocking
kamongst a lot of rough fellows at sea. At the same
Jack Vernon had an uncomfortable feeling in his own u
and a conviction, though he could not say why, that

me way or other he had been unfortunate enough.to
1 Miss Rayne by mentioning America. And yet, how
I he possibly have done so ? As he strolled back to
ain Philip's cottage, he ran over every little incident
e past interview, in order to try and account forthe
ss' curt manner towards him, but he could not think
ýingle thing in which he had transgressed the rules of
breeding; unless, indeed, unknown to himself, his

ted admiration of her had been too apparent in his
But women are not used, as a rule, to take offence

nt admiration from the other sex, however unmis-
y displayed.

minutes' walk brought him to his friend's cottage,
Miss Rayne had playfully nicknamed " Bachelor's

ain Philip might have occupied a suite ofrooms up.
ig house if he had willed it. His predecessor had
, and lived on the fat of th land ; and had thefree

the sérvants, and carriages, and horses, as he chose
r them. But Captain Philip had been too long at
said, to care to live in a crowd. He picked out an.

cottage on the estate, which had been occupied by
eeper, and asked leave to inhabit it inistead ;.and
had first laughingly remonstrated with him for
himself uncomfortable, and then called him a re-
d given him leave to do exactly as he chose. And
chose was to live there quite alone. He would

n have a servant to sleep in the house. One of the
from the farm came in each morning to set his rooms
, and cook his dinner, after'which she disappeared,
Captain Philip to wait on himself for the remainder

day. He preferred it-so he told John Vezzion.
id he want with a servant twiddling her thumbs-in-
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the kitchen for half her time. He liked to feel that he
was master in his own house. There was not much to y
master of. Four small rooms constitu¿ed the extent t
Bachelor's Hall, but they were very comfortable. Mi
Rayne had furnished them with good, substantial beds, as
chairs, and tables from the big house, and Captain Phili
had decorated them with the curiosities he had collecte

during his wanderings. The little sitting-room was
illustrated diary of his voyages. Barbaric weapons a
wildàlenimals' skins were mingled with rare shells, and e
and feathers, and gleaming bits of ore, until it looked Ji
a museum. On one side of the fireplace stood the captai
writing-table, which shut with a circular cover when not
use, and locked away his business papers from curious ey
and in the other, a wide arm-chair in which he was acc

med to sit when work was over, and commune with
pipe. This habit of thinking and smoking had grown up
Captain Philip whilst at sea. He had been noted th
for his silent and reflective dispositioh; and some peg
had gone so far as to say it was not together natural
him, but that some cloud hung over ptain's 1
which he would not even think cf '- ny companytbu
ofhis pipe.

"He was always a strange fellow," thought Jack Vern
as he gazed round at the orderly adornment of the li
room. "Who, to look at the arrangement of these tri
would imagine it had been done by a man who bas
used, for the best part of his life, to occupy a cabin,
feet by six, decorated by a sea-chest and a swinging t
Flowers, feathers and photographs. One might fang
was the work of a woman's hand. It's a sweet
place," he continued, as he turned towards the open
ment, and a hanging branch of flowering clematis bru
across his face; "a perfect romance in the shape of a
tage, but what on earth made the skipper settle hi
down here ? That's the puzzle to me. How can he
the quiet and monotony? -There's only one solution i
He's in love with Miss Rayne. Well, I don't wond
that."

Feeling satisfied with the conclusion .at which he
arrived, without taking into consideration the fact
Captain Philip had probably accepted his present
tion withou+ &ver having seen Miss Rayne, Jack V
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.w himself into the arm chair, and began to think it
;t be dinner-time.
lhe cloth was spread upon the table. A large ham, ift
a few fresh crisp lettuces, anda Stilton cheese stood 3
t; and when the captain returned, a dish of new pota-

would complete the frugal meal. He had warned
non what ie had to expect in visiting Bachelor's Hall.
ihad retained all the simple habits of seafring life. A

mèal revolted instead of pdmulating his appetite,
'he lived almost as sparingly as a hermit. But there
nothing hermit-like in the manner in which, half-an-

F later, the captain entered the cottage. His handsome
was smiling joyfully, and he flung his soft felt hat down

hie'floor like an inpetuous boy.
No more work to-day, Jack l'' he exclaimed, "and asa as we've swallowed our dinner we'l ride over to

Pton and see the retrievers I was talking to you abot
,morning. I suppose you can manage to stick n a
e, and I have alwaysthe privilege of mounting a friend
l the Mount Eden stables."

ut what's in the wind now, captain?" inquired the
er man, as they d rew their chairs up to the table. and

to attack the ham; "I thought you said this
n was to he foundation laid of a new decoy?'

it was arranged, but everything's altered
Femme souvent varie.' ,-I forgot, you don't
nd the lingo, but the English of it is that Miss

has received news that has put everything else out
head. The Featherstones have returned to the

is that circumstance of sufficient importance-to
1her plans ?"
dear fellow, you'don't understand the attachment
sts between Miss Rayne and Miss Featherstone,
wouldn't ask such a question. I never saw two
o fond ofone another in my life before ! . They are -separable, or rather they have been until this
But Mrs. Featherstone took it suddenly into her

t her daughter's education could not be completed
visiting Paris and Rome, and so they left England
ths ago, and Miss Rayne has not been the same
without them."

onder she did not-go too.



"How could she? 'She has her estate to look aftç
rejoined the captain quickly.

"She could leave it safely in your hands, surely?"
"Not entirely. - You don't know how completely s

associates herself with the management of affairs. SIy
her own bailiff and steward, and ( I was going to add )
rier, but she really knows more about doctoring the st<
than the village veterinary. She gave a ball to~a horsei
morning that the grooms dared not approach."

"I don't like to see a woman do such unfeminine thinq
said Vernon sententiousiy.

"Don't you?" replied Captain Philip, in his dry w,
"at any rate, Mount Eden would get on very badly with
Miss Rayne,"

" And now herfidus achates has returned to her?"
"Yes, and most unexpectedly-at least- to heri

Miss Feathejsone wishing, it seems, to give her' frien
surprise, concealed the fact that they were on their i
home, and the first intimation Miss Rayne received<
was by a note brought over by a groom to say Miss Ag
would be with her this afternoon. If you had only 9
her, Jack! In five minutes, pleasure had transformed
into another creature. You would hardly have recogm
her as the serioùs young lady you saw this morning.
was dimpling all over with smiles, and as soon as the n
pressing work was over, she gave every one concerm
holiday, with leave to drink Miss Agnes' health at
expense. It is pleasant to see her look so happy,»
cluded Captain Philip, in a musing way.

"Well, it is incredible to me, one woman being soh
of another," said John Vernon. "Is Miss Featherst
such a very fascinating young person? "

"Not at all, I should say, to an ordinary spectator.
is just a simple, pretty, lovable girl ; but Miss Raync
known her intimately for the last ten years, aid there
doubt she is exceedingly fond of her. Sometimes I
said Captain Philip slowly, "that if no one should s
to claim it, Miss Rayne will leave Mount Eden to
Featherstone."

" Why do you say if no one should start up to
it?" I thought the property was left to her uncon
âlly ?

"So it is-to her and her heirs after her. But
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: not marry,, or die intestate, there may be other rela-
es of the late Mr. Caryll to put in a legal claim tg the
>perty. You know how many loopholes there are in law.
ss Rayne has told me that her late uncle had a nephew
his brother, who would1ihave inherited before herself'
à he been living, and that no certain proofs have ever
mn received of his decease."
' Then he may turn 'up any day and turn her out of

>unt Eden?" exclaimed Vernon.
f Yes ; he certainly may turn up any day, but I don't'
hk he will tuln Miss Rayne out of Mount Eden," replied,
ptain Philip, after a pause.
!'But surely she will marry," urged his companion. "It
þuite unnatural to think of such a fine woman remain-

single. I can't believe she makes all this fuss for the
De of Nis Featherstone only. Come, now, isn't there a
kher, or a cousin, or'some one belonging to the fair
Éïes 'in, the background? Your description cf Miss
gne's excitement at their return home sounds so much

like the anticiDation of meeting a lover than a female

captain's brow lowered.
ou don't know whatyou're talking about," he an-

shortly ; "Miss .Rayne is above al that sort of
se. She hasn't got a lover, and I don't believe she
r had one. She is a female anchorite, wedded to

siness and the management of lier estate. She has
t Mount Eden since she was seventeen, and those
ve been with her all the time tell me it has always
e same. She never entertains, except in a hospit-
endly manner, and she never has any one to stay
house. As for young men-excepting i a she
neighbor leave. to beat the covers or to h in the

, I never see one about the place. Lover ! Non-
Miss Rayne has much more sense than you give

dit for."
right, captain,'' cried Veinon laughing, "no offence
and I hope none taken. I didn't undersand that

yne was proof against all the weaknesses of lier
ing sex. Mount Eden is rightly named. It is a
e; and she is its Eve. But a solitary unmated Eve

anoraly. Adam should, by rights, have'been here
htier."

loi
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"1Well, he.isn't here, and what's more,we don't want hirn,
replied the captain, as they rose from table and prepared
for their journey to Leighton.

CHAPTER XII.

AT THE BIG HOUSE.

MEANWHILE Evelyn-the same Evelyn we have known
and yet so unlike what she was in her girlish days-w
roaming about the-big house, restless and excited, in àni
cipation of the promised meeting with Agnes Featherston
It was not an ordinary affection which she felt for t

young girl. One could see that by the trembling eagern
with which she changed her dress ,in anticipation of
arrival of her friend; by tie nervous fingers that arrang
and re-arranged the ornaments about her sitting-room,
the repeated journeys she' made backwards and forwar
to the window to see if there were any signs of Age
approach.

How this love which had made all the happiness
Evelyn's later years V ad sprung up from a frail seedling
a tree, whose sturdy growth could resist the shcck of a
earthly storm, was best known to the great Being V
sends us the affecti of our fellow-creatures to keep o
hearts from breakin under the Lfflictions, of the wor
But no two womexf ould have been more dissimilar ei
in mind or body; p rhaps in that very fact lay the sec
of the tie between t em. Evelyn, tall, wcmanly, and co
manding, moving li e a queen amongst ber dependa
and asking for neit er advice nor support from~any o
and'Agnes, a soft, 1 ving, and somewhat simple girl,ne,
sure of her own o inion, and- ready to cling to- the
hand held out to er; But it was her very childishn
that made Agnes s dear to ber friend, who felt almost
a. taother when sh held ber in ber arms. Evelyn
neveforgotten the day she.ftrst saw the pouting cherub
the faîuy dell, and carcely realized that Agnes was n
older. now than 'sh had been when she pressed ber
baby lips against ler face, in an attempt to comfort
From thet time thé younger girl had lived between the
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use and the-lall, and looked upon Evelyn as an elder
ter. Indeed, it never seemed' to enter either òf their
ads that they were fiot relations, and perhaps it kad
tered Evelyn's (as Captain Philip had shrewdly' sug-
sted), that, in the event of her not marrying, she miglit
Lve Mount Eden to ber little friend. But at this moment
r mind was occupied solely byothe thought of theirnion; and, by the time that the carriage wheels fromatherstone Hall stopped before the portico, her cheeksre burning, and her eyes beaming with excitement and;pense. Agnes did not wait to be announced, but, ieapingm the carnage, ran straight to the morning-room, where.eknew that she should find her friend. -As soo eing women met, they flew into each o arms, anda few minutes nothmg was to be heard but the sound ofIr repeated kissing, and a few low sobs of pleasure fromnes Featherstone. They separated at last, but it wasy to fly together again with another series of embraces;•i then Evelyn drew Agnes gently towards a sofa, anddown beside-her, with her arm about-her waist. Thegs were standing on both thèir faces as they turned tok at one another.

nd so, my darling, I have got you back again atsaid Evelyn. "Oh, Agnes, this separation has been
ry tirne for me. Whilst you have been dancing, and, and going to operas and concerts, you naughtyI have been hungering and thirsting for the sight offace and the sound of your voice. I did not realizevery necessary you were to myihappiness until we, Agnes.(
younger girl ldoked troubled, and a little perplexed.do you suppose I have not felt it also, Evclyn?has not been a day that I did-'t want you, d-r.leasures would have been doubed had you been 7to share them with me. As it was there alwaysd something wanting in everything to me. Mamnmat last that she was quite sick of hearing me say so."m afraid Mrs. Featherstone must have thought youappreciate all the trouble she was taking on yourt. But she doesn't know, even after all this tine,much we love each other, darling. I have had noe to speak of,. worthy the name, since you leftnd. Howmany times havc I ionged to go aftr you!
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and if you had -not seemed to be enjoying yourself so
thorough ly without me, I might have done so. But there,
dear, I. don't mean'to reproach you. It was. right and
natural that you should enjoy new sights and places. And
you have enjoyed yourself very much, haven't you,
Agnes ?"

Very much !" replied Miss Featherstone, with a blush
that spread over her whole countenance.

"Why, what is there to blush at, you silly child ? But
let me have a good look at you, Agnes. What a pretty
dress !-Paris fashions, I suppose? You'll be turning the
heads of all the people in church next Sunday. But your
dear little face is just the same, my darling. Paris has
been unable either to spoil or to improve that."

It was'a sweet face she was- gazing into-almost to
sweet and pretty to be vcry intellectual or spiritual. Ar-cs
Featherstone had not changed so very considerably sina
she had been a child. She still possessed the child's ce
plexion-clear, delicate, and vith a peach-like bloom upo
it, with large china-blue eyes, set wide apartin her whi
forehead, apiguant nose, wvith small nostrils, a pair ofli
arched like a cupid's bow; and a dimpled chin. A face f
a parent to dote on, and a lover to rave about, but riot
face to fly tor for succor, counsel, or sympathy. H
figure was small, rounded, and rather short, and her haf
which retained the blonde tint of her childhood, curi
natlirally all over her head. • But in Evelyn's loving ey
Agies was perfection,· both physically. and mental!
Though usually far-seeing and perspicuous, she co
detect no ·flaw in the beautiful girl whom she had ma
her pet and-plaything for so many f*ears. It would ha
been a bold person indeed who would have ventured to
a word against Agnes Featherstone in the presence
Evelyn Raync.

"No; Paris nor any other place could ever spoil y
my darling," she repeated fondly; "and yet I hardly km
my little Agncs in these fine feathers. I shall not
quite happy till I see you running about Mount Eden
ii a brown holland dress and a straw hat, and feel you
all my own, as of yore. And what a lot you inust have
tell me, dear! What long evenings we will spend toge
talking over ail you have seen and heard- during
absence ! When will you come and stay with me, A



hy not remain at Mount Eden now you are here? Mrs.
atherstone will be too busy settling herself to rights to
ss you for the next few days." -
Agnes' face palpably fell. at the proposition, whicli i
-mer days she would have gladly acceded to.
" Oh, Evelyn, dear, I cannot possibly remain w'ith you *
:t least, not just yet. Mamma could not spare me,
cause-because we are not quite alone. Papa has some
nds at the Hall," she said lamely.

"Guests already ! and you only arrived last night 1
iat a nuisance for your mamma. How is that, Agnes ? "

They-at least I mean he-there is only one gentle-
n-crossed with us from Calais,"' stammered Agnes.
'Some acquaintance you made abroad,I suppose. Is
a foreigner?"
'No-that is, we did meet him abroad-in Florence, Ink-but he's not a foreigner, although he has lived.for
ang time in France and Italy, and looks very much like
Italian. And he sings, Evelyn-oh, beautifully !-andsws, and paints, and plays the violin."
'How nice ! And what is his name, dear ?"

r. Lyle-Jasper Lyle. ' Papa says it's a very good
,and he feels satisfied he comes of a good family.

his people are dead. He is the last of his- race.
t sad? "
e is like me, then, Agnes. I, too, have no livings. Mr. Lyle and I should have a fellow feeling,"ed Evelyn, smiling gravely. " Is he an old man? "h, no, not. at all! About thirty, I think. But,

eli, darling ?"
have something to tell you-something very seriousortant, and perhaps you will be angry with me be-I have not told it you before."

en have I ever been angry with you, Agnes ?" said,with fond reproach.
ut- I have always told you all ny secrets, Evelyn-first of all-but I couldn't help this, dear, becaused have seemed so silly,,before I was quite sure, andhappened a fortnight ago; though, of course, I'see from bis manner that it was coming, and itme awfully happy-and that is the reason that Mr.crossed over with us- yesterday, and. is going to stayHtal."
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is it, Arcs ? Tell it me quick," exclaimed
Evelyn a voice of pain.

es rew herself on her friend's bosom, and hid.her
bl s -face in her own curls.

Evelyn, you will never believe it, but I am engaged
to be rearried to him, and I do love him so."h

Those only-who,> have ever spent weeks or months in
vain longing for the bodily presence of a friend whose
absence took the, best part of, their lif away, and then
found that that fiend had been enjoying himself so well
without them as to have almost forgotten their existence-
can understand what Evelyn Rayne felt when Agnes
Featherstone told her she was engaged to be married.
No, there is one other who could have sympathized with
her.

The mother, whose dearly-cherished child has taken the
most important step of her existence, without asking for
either her counsel or her consent. Evelyn, knew, of
course, that she had no moral or legal right to expect to be
consulted in the matter, but the -sting of disappointment
was just the same, and with the confession of her secret
Agnes seemed suddenly to have slipped out of htr hand&
At first, she could hardly believe that she had heard
aright.

Agnes-her little sister-her child, almost-engaged t,
be married to some stranger whom sAe had never seen o
heard of before ! It was incredible, and when she
recovered from her speechless surprise she said so.

"Oh, Agnes 1 Engaged 1 Going to be narried? Au
you never told me. It is impossible."

There was such a bitter sense of not having been trzea
as her love had the right to expect in her voice, that
dullest person must have recognized it.

"Oh, Evelyn, how could I?" answered Agnes, witho
raising her head. "Jasper-that is, Mr. Lyle-oonly spo
to papa a week ago, and then I thought it would he
much nicer to surprise you by coming home and tel'
you myself. And if I had written to you about it,
shouldn't have known what to say."

"But you have never even mentioned Mr. Lyle's n
to me, Agnes. How long have you known him ?"

"About six weeks or two months. We met him in R
during the Carnival. The Spencers intro&dced him to.
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9d hé took such a. fancy -to me, Evelyný that he has
veled with us ever since. »
'And Mr. Featherstone can actually consent to giveyou
àiis only child-to a man he has known for six weeks!
>w can he tell this Mr. Lyle will make you happy?
iat can he know about his character or his disposition?"
d Evelyn, with hasty suspicion of the unwelcome
anger.
q conclude papa is satisfied," replied Agnes pouting,
h he would not have consented to my engagment. Any
t can see that Jasper is a gentleman, Evelyn, and he has
n quite open about his money matters. He is not rich

$11; but what does that signify, when we have so much
hey, and mamma says that papa will make everything
ht for ùs."
Then Mrs. Featherstone wishes it, Agnes? She is

gy to give up her ewe-lamb to a stranger's care. She
(ms in a great hurry to get rid of you, dear," said
glyn, rather bitterly. But Agnes was nott quick to

t sarcasm.
h, no. It isn't that; but mamma likes Jasper aw-

," she exclaimed, with schoolgirl slang, "and.so will
hen you see him. He is so handsome, Evelyn. Tall
ight, with lovely blue eyes and dark hair-such an

combination, mamma says-and such beautiful
and feet. And he sings splendidly-he learnt in
And he sketched all the places we stopped at for

um."7
n Admirable Crichton, evidently," said Evelyn.
all the accomplishments in the world, Agnes, are
g conpared to the 'one great question,--'Do you

s crimsoned like the heart of a rose.
lyn, I do love him. .I never loved anyone half so

in my life before. And if anything happened. to
te us now, I think that I should die."
en I will learn to love him too, for your sake,

g, though he does threaten to take my little Agnes'
me," cried Miss Raynie, as she burst into tears.

ebullition was rather an uncommon one with her
She had wept all her tears, as she thought, poor
ng ago, and had hardened herselfagainst the siocks
nnkind world. -But~ the knowledge that Agies
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Featherstone loved some one far better than she did hei-
self had come on her very suddenly indeed. Yet, even as
she wept, she held Agnes close to her heart, and kissed
her repeatedly.

"But, Evelyn dear," said the younger girl, when they
could talk calmly again, "why should you be afraid that
Mr. Lyle will not make me happy? It's the usual thing
for girls to marry, isn't it ? You don't want me to be a
old maid like AuneSophy? You will marry yourself, some
day, Evelyn."

"No, darling, never!" said Miss-Rayne vehemently.
The thought of marriage brought the remembrance

her poor outcast Will to her mind. Will, wandering about
America in want and poverty, or laid to.rest, perhaps, i
an alien grave. She never dreamed that since he had fot
returned to claim the fulfilment of the soleIn vow she ha
made,-to be his wife,-marriage-with any ther man w
possible to her. And so she repeated, with a determin
shake of the head, 'Neyer! Never!"
/" But why not? Don't you like men? Do you m

to live all your life alone at Mount Eden? Surely not
It would be so very dull. Mamma saysyou ought to ha
married years ago."

"Your mamma judges me from the usual feminine stan
point, Agnes, and I am not like other women. Sometim
I think I have much more the mind and feelings of a m

tThe care of my property is enough to occupy my life.
don't want any interference with it or myself."

"But' some one who loved you very much, Evel,
whispered Agnes, out of her new-born experience, "wo
help, and not hinder you. Wouldn't it be very sweet
have all the trouble taken off you.r hands, and to have
bother and no anxiety?"

I think marriage would be more likely to increase t
to lessen my anxiety. But please don't talk of it
more, Agnes. It will never come to pass."

"If you only knew how nice it is," persisted M
Featherstone.

Evelyn heaved a deep sigh. *

Why are you sighing ! Sometimes, I think-"
Well, my darling?"

"-Tha'- there is a reason why you have.never m
Evelyn ; 'that there is soine-one you are fond of, and
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has prevented your marrying hiLm. What is it, dear?
4e unworthy of you?"
never thought so," replied Miss Rayne.
r the first time she felt as if she must confide in her
>riend-she, who had never confided iil any one before.

influence urged her on? The announcement of
s' engagement seemed to have stirred up the memory
isages in her own life, which could only be smoothed
by unburdening her mind of its secret.
Ihen there is some one? " said Agnes eagerly.
fere-was some one," replied Evelyn. with a solemn
n her sad eyes.
s he dead? " inquired ber companion, in a tone of

[o, Agnes, no ! I am certain that he is not dead-
.hing in my heart tells me so,'but in all thewide, wide
ý,I do not know where he may be now. *My poor

s it long ago, Evelyn ?"
,is'as long ago as when I first came to Mount Eden,

years ; and you have not yet forgotten?"
and never shall forget. But, Agnes, remember I
this in the strictest confidence-as one dear friend
er. I should have told you before had I thoùght
would understand my feelings. But now that you
at loge is, you will be able to sympathize with me.
inlit-want tdrun it down, dear. It must be the
utiful thing God gives us,-when it turns out well,
so sÎ1dom turns out well. Mine has been all
m the beginning."

me about it, Evelyn," said Agnes, nestling close

s iny cousin, Will Caryll, darling. Before I came
t Eden I lived in Liverpool with my aunt, Miss

d when poor cousin Hugh was drowned at sea
fetched Will dowfi from London to fill his place

ounting-house, he put him to lodge with Aunt
He was such a dear fellow,-Agnes, and so fond of
ring those happy years we were together, we were
ble. We were very poor, you k-now, but I have
en so happy as I was then, when I prepared all

's meals for h-m and kept his clothes in order,

- zog



tsoaid -when Sun
and thought myself more than repa unr en Sun

came and he took me out I did not love a-- torked
me of love. Oh, AgUes,

Hui e wasmYathim t H esWhyislie not here?l"
Bu, Evelynwht s he trouble of My life. He

" 4 a, iiPng, that is like many other yoUug men, a
wifl n igh-spinited, Hie as so angry with himf

e offended tuncle terrb-o lie was so tugh I hgd

he turned him out of is office, oud not takeog I bea

his forgiveness on My knees, lierwic---.what chance

again. And then Willand?--andIhave wenttoever heard

there left for him u Egl ha
him since.''"rfDidnt he write to

"Never leard of tim since! Dteflor ten years th

" No, dear; he didn't even write But he wil come b

has been total silence between us. t ha awaiting for
d I feel sure of that.

to see i again before I dietSe was not aclever

Miss Featherstone was set. Sinder at her fn end

but she had sufficient.sense to wonde atig the return

dulit. Toro on waitirig for and expectill h rtr
dulity. To a ot witg for ten years, seemed .a v

sle· t had not wo d. nd Jasper had sworn that if i

simple t ed lidhe should send her a letter every

Afti paseshe said timidlyrAftea i se s dt cone back, Evelyn-f--
ifiold e ead?" C

should be dead -dear.-he is not ,dead," replied
"ayHe cnllcome, "gave I not already told you th

Rayne confidcton the subject, too deep to be unt
have a convictionay oyt..-ot for manY years.

e rIay otseet it but tey will not last for ever,
are reasons aganst
then we shall meet interposed Agnes.

"And be narried, P

Evelyn shook her head dubouy.Time wo
«"I am not so sure ofthat, dear woiarr so t

dhang5. Wernay either of us wîsli to mIarry b h
changes. We may ne But, however he nay core
we see each ohr dagamk or well, old or yo iI
to me-..poor or ncric failthful friend.
fmd me the sarettrue a aitl ? suggested

"And if lie sliold be faithleS? sugtd

Faerstonle.Fënherstoe - t , said Miss Rayne ab"
oe will not befathlm, u would not thinkitpos:

"You do not know hm ry
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)h, Evelyn, what a heart you have,» sighed AgneL
hear you talk of Mr. Caryll makes me think I don't
Mir. Lyle half enough.»
our love has not been put to the test yet, Agnes.
Id it ever -be, I am sure you will prove true as gold.
tre in the sunshine of life now, dear, and I am afraid
re been selfish in overshadowing it-even for a
mt-with the cloud that darkens mine. Let us forget
»es. 'Let us think of something else. I should have

above all things, to keep you with me; but, of
e, now that you have told me this grand piece of news,
not renew my request that you should stay."
Fut you will come to us instead, Evelyn ?" interposed
Featherstone eagerly. "I am the bearer of an es-

message from njamma to ask you to dine at the
this evening. And then you will see my Jasper," she

in a whisper, "and understand- how impossible it
>r the to help loving him."
ýut to-night, my darling," said Evelyn in a voice of

revival of her own unfortunate attachment made
nk, somehow, from witnessing the happiness of her

yes, to-night," pleaded Agnes.
iss Rayne was firm.
orrow, dear, or next day, but not to-night. I
. Featherstone sent me fhe invitation out of kind-
I am sure she must be tired, and will be glad of

ught you would be so anxious to see Mr. Lyle?"
es.

am, dear ; but after all I have got you back again4is the chief thing to me. I wilI dine with you to-
if you particularly wish it, but for to-day--well, Id confessing, my darling, that your news has

et me, and, I should like to have a few hours in
reconcile myself to it. You have.béeu so much
Agnes, and for so many years, it is hard at first to

vmg you up to any- one else."
rose from the sofa and shook out her crumpled

will make me begin to hate Mr. Lyle if you taliuld dome between us," she cried petulantly.



'However, don't let us -speak of him any more. -There
a small box in the carriagé,Evelyn, that I brought ho
for you. Only a few Inarble ornaments from Italy, but
knew you would like them for your boudoir mantleshe
Ask one of the servantsto bring them in."

And then the ýtwo young women unpacked the caseji
gether, and kissed over its contents, and intérchang
many a vow of loyal friendship. Yet, when Agnes Feath
stone drove away from Mount Eden that afternoon, Evel
Rayne felt as though she had gone from her, in the oldcswe
sense, for ever.

CHAPTER XIII.

A CHANCE RESEMBLANCE.

FoR some time after, she stood at the' window from w
she had watched Agnes' departure, wrapt in her
thoughts.

What' had induced her to mention the name of
Caryl1, and divulge the secret which she had c
patiently and silently in her breast for so many years p
Was it jealous pain at the news of Agnes' happiness
had made her speak out so openly?

She could not answer her own questions. She only
that the reunion with her little friend had distur
wound which e had believed to be closed, and bro
back the paein a flood of unhappy remembrance.
Evelyn Rayne stood there, absorbed and alone, she
the scenes of her dead Iife over again, and longed to r
them. She saw the first day on which Mr. Carll
brought Will to her aunt's house, and bargained:with
over the price of his board and lodging, and theamo
rnoney to, be allowed for his washing. She had tho
hîm a hard and stingy man then-now she knew he
only wise and prudent. But Will had -always conde
him heartily-Will, with his tall, upright figure, and
bearing and winning smile-with his handsome face
merrymanner Hov could her Aunt Maria have di
him as she did-her poor, faulty, but eminently
Will?

MO UNT EDEN.il
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b smiled-unknown to hergelf-as she recalled the
r moinents when she- had slaved for him during his
ce, and watched for his return, and been amply re-
:d by a smile and a kiss fiom his handsome, self-
ed mouth. And her brows were knit till the tears
to her eyes, as she re-lived, in imagination, that
.ble night when he had hid his face in her lap, and

;sed the crime of which he had been guilty.
had shrunk from and despised him then. Her

,and honest nature could- not but despise dishonesty,
bception, and fraud; but she had not let him see it.
Fad worked for him still, even to the moment when
uShed him out of the front door, dressed in her own.
es, and sent him forth into the w6rld to begin a new
r. How startlingly distinct appeared that moment to
:iii. As she gazed out of the-window-of Mount Eden'
afyavenue,-which led to the park, seemed toc~iange
insgnificant by-treet in Liverpool, as it looked on,

evenful morning-empty and silent from end to end;
Kt fort cat thatwas strolling homeward, and a caged
hat hkd wakened with the sun. And she, watching
tching%-with one hand shading her tear-blinded eyes
at figue which was Will, and yet not Will, dre

t yea>s things, had slunk away like a thief (as h
tom th( home that had sheltered him, on his road- to

ycofte-house and the quay. And she had, re-
from he last look-alone for ever after! Buthe hadneither communicated ,with nqr come back
his lastvords were ringing in her ears.
u are "ine, now, as much as if -1 had married

e-! I sall always consider tiat, and-if 1 don't
iackforyers, 1 shail expect tofßndyou waitingfor
1 shallfoou. Wil? you swear to befaithfu bt

.s½e answerd solemnly,-
Pwear it!"

d if uncle cdies round," her poor boy had added,leaves me Mont Eden, we are to share it together,
with-that remIder of a promise they had made tonother on the ight of their betrothal, they had
ed for ten long ars. Was her Will alive or dead?.was the thought tIt had worried Eve by night and

.mOxUNT EDEN.
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by day ever since they parted. As soon as she had <co
herself mistress of Mount Eden, she had wanted to
means to trace her cousin-to -advertize for him in
papers; or to place the matter in the hands of the dete
police; >but' her trustées ýhad warned her it would
fraught witli danger. Thougli Mr. Roger Caryll was d
the firm of .Caryll, Tyndall & Masters still survived,
either of the partners had a right to prosecute an o n
committed against #them all. So she had reluc
relinquished the idea, and waited to see what time i
bring her. And time (as yet) had brought ber-n /i
And yet Evelyn felt sure that some day she and.Wil wo
meet again. If the thouglit that ber youthful love mi
bave died ever intruded itself upon her, she pu it a
resolutely. Were Will dead, she must have own
He had loved her so well. He would have com andt
her that hope (for this world) was at an end. od wo
not have sundered them for ever on earth, withcat pe
ting them a solitary farewell glimpse of oni anoth
Will was not dead-she was sure of that; buthe was
quite so sure why he had not written to her. Her o
solution of his silence was, that he still dreaded detecti
and detention. Oh, if he only knew that hs uncle
aunt were both dead, and he might return to &4gland
impunityl1 For, after Mr. Caryll's death, ind her in
view with her trustees on the subject, Eveyn had fo
the, forged cheques locked up in an iron safe,,and
retained them eter since. The firm might prosecute
now, if they considered it worth their wlne, but with
proofs they could do nothing to harm hi 'and she wo
destroy the proofs directly there was any anger. -She
not know why she had not destroyed then already ; u
it were that she might some day hav' the pleasure
seeing Will do so with his own hand. So that he
safe from all the world but ber, and efer with þer
with all the world.

Her poor Will!1 How he must ,ve suffered.
gladly she would try to recompenseit to him as soon
he was found. Why had she noadopted some m
private measures to trace his careeand consulted pe
iho were familiar with his adopteçtotintry? He was
a man to be passed over in a crovi. This idea threw
thQughts back to Captain PhiP, and his friend
Vernon.



hey Ihve both traveled," she thought to herself
yet I have never made use of their knowledge, or
f'extract any information from them.' How stupid

been. I wonder if they are at liberty this afternoon,
ould dine with me? I will write and ask thjem. I
w and unnerved, and a little company will do me
'I suppose the captain will answer, as usual,

mless his , friend persuades him to be. sociable.
n at least try."

Iwithout, further discussion with herself, Miss Rayne
Wn and scribbled a little note in pencil to Captain
4 xhich was put into his hands as he returned with
Vtrnon from their ride to Leighton. It created
a commotion in. Bachelor's .Hall Evelyn had
ntly invited her land-agent to dine at her table
he fint came to Mount Eden, but he had been so
fent n his refusals, that she had dropped the
sy of hte and it was more than six months since he

ëceived a similar invitation. He turned the note over
ier in bit hands, hardly knowing what ta make of it.

s Rayn* asks you and me to dine at the big house
Jack," 'ae said, in a tone of surprise; "what on
r? What can she want with you or me?"

I supp se she wants to see hs. That is the
nclusioV' replied John Vernon laughing.

Philip hought he detected gratified vanity in
man's lagh, and turned upon- him with sharp

't think it'svery likely she can want to see you,he will deriîe much pleasure from listening to
sea yarns. Miss Rayne has a shuddering aver-

verything conmected with the sea. Your name is
ded in the invtation because you are staying'at
s Hall. N.or on I imagine what she can have
me. - We settlet all our business this morning.strange."

't let us go," urged\Vernon. "Indeed, captain, 'repared to appeain the presence 6f a lady. I
evening clothes to P\t on."
n Philip laughed.
ing cloth'es, you jacknapes. You would makene stare if you did iytliing of the sort. D

se I have any evenus clothes, and, if I had,
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that I would wear them? Why Miss Rayne never d
for dinner herself. I don't believe she has ,ever wo
low-cut dress, inher life. No, no; brush your uni
lad, and wash your face and hands, a d you'11 be sp
enough for dinner at the big bouse."

"But won't Miss Featherstone be ?" de
Vernon.

eNo,"-replied the captain musingly; "I feel sure
Featherstone. will not be -there. Had she 'stay<d
evening, Miss Rayne would have had too much tQ'say
her to require the presence of any third person. l'l
you what I think it must be, Jack. Sôme gentletnan
called unexpectedly at the big house who Miss wayne
felt compelled to ask to dinner, and, to avoid theawkw
ness of a tête-à-tête, she has sent down for you and me
join the paty. She has done it before now. She d
not care to sit down with, peraps, a comparaive str
alone."

" And so you are made a cat's-paw for Miss
convenience ? " observed Vernon indifferentiy.

" Did I say so, Jack? I consider it is tIating me m
like a friend than a cat's-paw. However, 'time is get'
on. Do you mean to accompany me or lot?

"Of course I mean to accompany·yoi. I am glad
the opportunity to see the inside of thR big bouse, au
little more ofits charming owrer, and ance you think
uniform will do-"

"Oh, bother your uniform !" exchemed Captain Ph
testily. " Who do you suppose is joing to look at i
you4"

After which they walked up to the big house r
silently together, the captain broodly wondering the.
if the reason 6f Miss Rayne's ineitation côuld have
connection with a latent desire 4n heTpart to see mo
the good-looking young sailor wio strolled by his side.

She received them both kidly, but without any
show of cordiality. They fotld her alone, and she
evidently been crying, for heïeyelids wereredand s
and'her face very pale. Shi alluded to the traces of
emotion, as soon as they ecountered each.other,
laughing apology.

"You will think, fro«r my -general appearance, t
have ben worrying myfif this afternoonCaptainT

1~
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iave only been having what we silly women call ' a
ry,' and which is the best remedy we know of for

ccitement; for I have had such a great surprise-a
surprise, as I am sure it will prove to be. My dear.
Miss Featherstone, is going to be married."
leed 1. Miss Rayne. I congratulate her and you.
Featherstone will doubtless make an excellent

lon't know whether it is excellent, in the ordinary
ction of the te , but it appears to be essentially a
a;tch, which is, ater all, the chief thing. And I have
ýtupid enough to let the news upset me, Captain
; I cannot bear to think of losing my little Agnes
> many years. She could not spend the evening with-
d so (as I feel wretchedly dull), I thought you two
nen would be good enough to come and cheer me
ttle. I can't tell you how pleased I am to see you

!e pleasure is all on our side, Miss Rayne. I am
érnon will agree with me-in saying so."
I Mr. Vernon," said Evelyn, turning to the younger

am half afraid I owe you an apology. , You began
soinething about America, I think, this morning,

ead was so full of my poor Gadfly and my cheat-
s, that I had no time to listen. You must let me
or my rudeness, this evening, for I should love to

bout the places you have visited."
attired in a soft, clinging dress of fawn-color'd
relieved at the throat and wrists by lace ruffi

a -small bouquet of hothouse flowers in the b t
ist, and she smiled so sweetly at the young sailo

ke, that he again thought her the most cha
n he had ever seen, and grew so rosy and confused
er glance, he could hardly stammer out an an-
r words.
ust not judge of me as you see me when I am

g business," went on the mistress of Mount Eden
"for it always makes me abrupt and irritable.

ppose women were ever meant to meddle in it,
sure it doesn't make them more arniable-does It,
hilip?"
't think you would be content to leave it insnqy
iss Rayne, or that of any maR."

~A
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"No, I should not ; no more than r could bear to
stili whilst anybody drove me. I should long to snatch
whip and reins from their hands, especially in case of'
emergency. But don't let us talk of business to-night.,
hope you admire the big house, Mr Vernon? I am r
proud of its adornment, because i1m nearly all due to
self. When I entered on its possession, it had little
but bare walls. 1M y poor uncle was so disappointed in
his expectations, he had no heart- to finish it." •

" It is very beautiful, and very tasteful," replied Ve
looking round at the walls of 'the drawing-room, w
were hung -with pictures.,

" Yes, but horribly n.ew, like myself. Yet, like m
also (if I live long enough), it will some day be old.-o
with this difference, that age will improve my house,
not me," said Evelyn, with a laugh.

." .It is difficult'to imagine anything having thé power
improve you," replied the young man gallantly, for wi
the captain looked as if he would like to give him a
of the cat-o'-nine-tails.

" Well, I had no right to expect to get Mount Eden
ail," said Miss Rayne, with a sigh,-" so I must be sati
witli it as it is. I do net-ome of an ancient family,
know, Captain Philip. I am. one of that contemned c
-a nouveau riche. My uncle, Mr. Caryll, made his mO
by the sweat of his brow, and I inherited bis earnings
no merit of my own, but only because there was no
else to do so."

" No family was ancient af the beginning. You are
tined, perhaps, to be the founder· of a long race,
Rayne," replied Captain Philip smiling.

What a sudden gloom spread over her features, as th
a cloud had overshadowed the sun.

" I don't think so," she said sadly , and then, alterming
manner, exclaimed, " but dinner is ready. Let us con
our coniversation in the dining-room. No, Captain P
I will not accept your arm-thanks-or I shoiild'be
pe11ëd to leave Mr. Vernon out in the cold. Let.us au

itoether. It is so much less formal."e And.sýhe triN
before them lightly to the dining-room.

The big house was (as its m.istress had afirmed) ra
ne.w, but it was, also very, comfoitable and.commodi
If there were no relics of the past about it, it~posses

y..



>f its inconveniences, and the room they not èntered
rné of the Iargest and best in the building. The wa,11s
ung with good. oil-paintings-several of them being
its of those that were gone-; the furniture was of
in carved oak; the heavy curtains of Utrecht velvet,
the floQr was cover€d with a Persian carpet. ·Every-
was handsome, solid, and in good taste, even to the
bowl of roses. that stood in the centre of the table,
ie neatly-attired, experienced maid-servants (for Miss,

would have né men about her house), who stood
to wait upon them. The dinner was plain, but ex-
t; and the hostess dispensed her hospitalities with
it grace. But her conversation was chiefly addressed
)tain Philip, and Jack Vernon soon found his eyes
round the apartment, scrutinizing the bronze orna-
upon the niantelshelf, and the pictures on the walls.
ese latter, one in particular attracted his attention.
g.over the fireplace, and represented a boy of about
eleven years of age, holding the bridle of his pony.

gure ivere life-size, and exquisitely painted, and Ver-
t as if he could not take his eyes off them. Miss
s soon wandered in the same direction.

Id you are looking at the portrait of my little cousin,
r.Vernon. Everyoie admires it. Is itnot beauti-
e? It is by the celebrated portrait painter, Buck-

cousin?" repeated Vernon dreamily.
.Hugh Caryil, my uncle's oly son. He was

poor fellow, during his first voyage. Wasn't it
It broke poor uncle's heart. He was never the same
erwards. I:have told you all about it, haven't I,
Philip?"

,Miss Rayne, you have told me 4out it," replied

rnon stili continued torgaze at the picture.
must have been a pretty boy, mustn't he, Mr. Ver-
remarked Miss Rayne.
. And he was drowned, you say-? Was he in the
t servic"
ink s ,suppose so-j.but, really, I am not sure,

ever knew -y Cousin Hugh, and'it happened before
to'live with\my uncle. I know he was a very head-
böy, atid awa ea, which must have be.
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selfish of him into the bargain', for bis mother
Very father had set all his .hopes -upont his

child, It was crue of him to leave him alone. I

thiIk that if Hugh had lived Inevercould have iked

though he wuuld have been master' of Mount Ed

tourse, atthe head of the family. There is another po

of hum, Mr. Vernon',over the sideboard, taken as a

aóif yu, tuVrnound, you will see a third behind

Fifs poor arents doted on him, and if he had only

half as good as he was handsome, he might have been

ting here at the head.of his atable to-day."ne.
"Fis place is far more worthity fi"led Miss Rae

shouid liardly think he was worth a regret," said.the

quietly.·so He cannot tak
"iMr. Vernon would not say .

eyes off his likeness," replied Evelyn laughing.

The young man started, and colored.
49Because-the face remnds me so powerfully of

one I have met, and I cannot remember Who it si

Rayne. It seems sa familiar to me.-Ifeel as if 1

have known your côusin..
"{How strange 1" said £velyn, looking also at the

trait-; "could it have been any one abroad? any one

have met in your anderings-, Mr. Vernon ?

a "I thiik it must be, for i seems to bring a whiff of

briny with it. I wish I could remember who itreseml

These chance likenesses haunt one sometmes."

Captait' Phiiip's voice broke in harshly upon the ca

sation. He seemed to be jealous. of .his young I

monoolizig scmuh of Miss Rayne's attention.

"Truc; and wheneafter an infinitefamount of 

trouble; you recail the owner of the fancielresernb
ouberaulY discover that memory has been cheatin

and there is n likeness whtever between them. I

think you migt fmd something better to entertai

Rayne with, Vernon, than such silly ideas."

Vernon was about toapologize, when Miss Rayn

rupted hilM.
But I don't call them silly,' Captain Philip.

interest me,for (do you know) I have often dreami

possibility of my Cousin F irh being alive, and

back to claim his property. For it is his property.

inherited Mount Eden under the codicil, and the f



eft everything to him) is stili in existence, and in
;session..
t so much waste-paper, Miss Rayne, in the face of
er wifl."
>t if Hugh were alive, surely; besides, -1 wouldn't
t under the circumstanêes. I should abnegate at
And uncle never received any certain proofs of his
He might return some day. I should never be

ed.".
t I don't think you'd be pleased, Miss 'Rayne.
ould you bear to give up Mount Eden now 1"
, Captain Philip, it won't bear thinking of ;'but if
just, it would have to be dpne. Poor Hugh, he

tave suffered enough. Do you think I would keep
it of his own property ? Not for- ten thousand
Edeïs."
11, 'poor Hugh' is not likely to trouble you, I
said Captain Philip grufiy, " and you may rest

in the possession of.your rights. It's very seldom
etain proofs are received of a sailor being drowned.
but when a fellow goes under water in the surf of

of Callao (as you have told me your cousin did),
er comes up again, it's as good proof as ever was

at he's a dead man."
e migkt have been saved," continued Miss wayne,
nan's pertinacity; " thcre's' no knowing-such
ve happened-and Mr. Vernon might have met,
where in his travels. That's why I want -him to

emember of whom the portrait reminds him. We
d my Cousin Hugh again by such simple means

Philip burst out laughing.
ve me, Miss Rayne. Don't think me rude, but
d be simple means, indeed. If you follow a clue

friend Vernon's, you may end by relinquishing
rty to some one who has no claim'upon it at ail.

.many people would like to personate ' Cousin
We should have another claimant case crowding

rts. Why, John Vernon here must have been
ôthes ihen your cousin ran away to sea." -

yne s face fell,
ottrsg IIow s«ll I am.' I forgot how young Mr.
is, att eallyimaginél I might havë gained a-clue

I y. -' 1 i - - 1 -0
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Your1drcarn !" echoed the captazin.
"Yes.. I have often dreant that my cousin was al

and came back to Mount Eden. I don't know wk.
should, exccpt .that the story of his unhappy fate impreq
ne as a child But you laugh at ny romantic ideas, û
tain Philip, so I shall not tc11 you *anything more ah
them."

"Well, I am quite sure that they will never prove a
thing more than ideas, or dreams, 'Miss Rayne, aid
your friends can afford to laugh at them. Depend o
that Cousin. Hugh will never trouble you or any one i
in this world again."

"Poor fellow," said Evelyn softly, 1-don't let us ta!
him any more. Tell me. of America, Mr. Vernon,"
her voice fell to a sadder key as she spoke the v<
"have you been there often, and-ancl-did you meet
of your countryrqien there ? ..I have heard there are n
English in America, and I have often wished to vis
myself. Tell me âll you know. It seems ,to be su
wide.-wide place, as if one might'be quite lost oùt t!
What states did you-visit? Do you know New York

"Better than, the rest of America, Miss Rayne, bec
I have made three yoyages out to it and back again.
the captain there and I once made a memorable toi
the Sontherri States, whch lasted three months. I
der he has never told you of all the adventures we
through during that trip.".

"Captain Philip has never told me anything-of his
life; he keeps all the fun to himself," exclaimçd-
Rayte, with mock reproach. "H'è is so absorx
drainage, and top-dressing, and·chemical manures, he
not stop to consider how dull I am up here at th
house al by myself."

"I have nothing to tell, I assure you, Mis.s Ra
replied the captain earnestly. "1 My past life bas be
9tupid as myself. I am only fit, for top-dressing
chemical manures. The 'fun' exists in the vivid inn
tiòn of my. young friend over there."

"Why, captain, have' you quite forgotten, ther
colored belle who followed us al .the way from Bugi
Oil City to as1Nor a lock of your hair.? ".said Jêcd
non Ïaughing; "and the lady.at St..Louis, who de
sht had been married to you in England, and you
deserted her for somebody else? "



captain reddened under his sun-burntskin, and,
rn laighed.
,,am sure that must have been a case of piistaken
ity, Mr. Vernon," she said, for Captain Philip is a
med bachelor. I don't believe he would go ten yards
rhis way to see the prettiest girl in England."
Liad I am quite sure I wouldn't," replied the captain.
outgrown'such folly long ago."
Sit's not rude, Captain Philip, might I ask what y&ur
?" said Miss Rayne.

,Prty," he answered, after a pause.
!rty /" sife echoed, looking at him fixedly. "Im-*
ele I"

y.impossible ?"
cause--because you don't look forty, or talk like it,
thing," she returned.
haps you know best," he said, with an uneasy laugh,

urned his face away- from her scrutiny.
t we are forgetting-America," continued Fvetyn,
pause.. " Is it very wild down in those, states ? Is
fôr strangers ? Do they ever get roughly handled
e-e-burt, or wounded, or-or killed 1"

n," replied Vernon, with a smile at her'ignorance;
more often . than not. The slightest -quarrel

settled with a bowie-knife or a revolver.- Thé
and I once saw a man shot down like a dog for
on another's toes in a crowd. Didn't we, captain?"
aynq closed her eyes.

w horrible !" she- sighed. "People with quick
must run a terrible risk'out there."
generally short work with them, I can assure you,
yne. It doesn't do to have a temper in the

.if any one-were stranded there, unknown aud
, would there be any chance, think you, of his

so far away from civilization as to be unable-to
cate with those at home-to be cht of (as it

England, and. lost in the wilds of America?
esitating voice and nervous manner attracted both
's atteution.

ve you lost sight of a fiiend in Amnerica, Miss
"demanded Vernon.
lored like a rose.
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"f Oh, dear,nho! Who shouldl1 know-on the c
side of the world? But a lady-an acquaintance of
-hasn't heard from her-from her son for such a long i
and she is uneasy about him, se I thought-"

But here Evelyn stopped short, unable to pro
further with a subterfuge that was foreign to her na
Captain Philip's dark eyes watched her narrowly as
pIyed with her'dessert knife and fork, and scrutinize
painted flowers on her plate.

"She must indeed be uneasy," replied John Vernt
her remark, "for there are few places out there (if, in
any) where postal communication is unknoWn. St
have heard of men getting' up into the Rocky 'Iount
and sch like districts, wheie they have been unab
write home for months together."

"But this is a case of years," said Evelyn mournfd
"Indeed! I don't think I should expect, myself,

tQ see àman again who had not w-itten home for yea
There was a painful silence after the last remark,w

Captain Philip tried to divert by saying,- - -
"Is it indiscreet, Miss Rayne, to ask you the na

Miss Featherstone's future husband? "
Evelyn started from her reverie with nervous haste
"IOh, no !- Agnesg made no secret of it. She came

here to-day, as proud as possible, to tell me all the
ticulars of her engagement. His name is' Mr. L
Jasper Lyle."

"Any profession?"
"-No; at least she didn't say so. He seems to

lived the best part of his life abroad, so I suppose hei
be a man of independent means.- But we didn't &
the prosaic part of the mattr. We left . that iO
Featherstone., All I cared to hear wàs, that Agnes i
happy, and Mr. Lyle (of course) perfection."

"You have not seen the gentleman yet, then?"
" No. Agnes coaxed me very hard to go backt

Hall with lier- to-day ; but I preferred to postpo
meeting till to-morrow. I thought it was tooc
intrude on Mrs. Featherstone's hospitality. But to-
I have pledged myself to dine there, and be introd
Mr. Lyle. Not that I feel at.all inclined to welc
for tak.ing my dear child away from me.

"Is the wedding to be soon, Miss Rayne ?"

124 '



k heard nothing of that. I don't think the day is fixed
a d I hope (for my ôwat sake) that it may not be for a
time. But if we have quite finished, I want to shoit
the marbles Miss Featherstone brought me -from

They are lovely."
e rest of the. evening was spent in looking at and

ing the merits of the various possessions of the
ss of Mount Eden; but it was quite early, when the
entlemen bade her good-night. and strolled back
er to Bachelor's Hall.
ell, what kind of an évening have you spent, Jack?"
ded Captain Philip of his young friend. " Rather

ull and quiet, I expect, for one of your excitable
rament ?"
ot at all, captan e and all the more agreeable, -
s, from the contrast to my usual life. But I can't
t picture out of my head. It is se like somebody I

I'will get at the truth, if I think 'ail night about

bother th'e picture," exclaimed the captain. "If
anybody else, what's the odds ? The boy's dead

ne, and the picture is all that remains of him. But
t strike you, jack, that Miss Rayne seemed very
for news about America ? I have seldom seen her
d before. Do you think she can have had any
interest i putting those questions to you ?"
sure I can't say, captain.' Women are riddles to
don't understand them. But I wish I could
r whosé eyes:it is, of which that picture puts me

rfully in mmd."

CHAPTER XIV.

AGNES' LOVER.

used to say that it was lucky Mr. Andrew Feather-
e banker, had only one child of his own, for thehis family was legion. Like most men who havewealth for themselves, he had a score of. poorwho swooped down periodically'like a swarm ofvultures, upon Featherstone Hall, eager-to pick up

that- f11 froi the rich' man's table. Some of
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em, indeed, had swooped to such advantage as to re
fixtures at the Hall for life; and strangers had occasio

tome difficulty in understandipg how so many people
different names came to be congr'egated under the
roof. Thus Mr. Featherstone's half-brother, by a se
marriage of his mother, ,Mr. William Rastal1,-had b
permanent visitor at his house for ten years past; w
his wife's sister, Miss Macdonald, had lived with
ever since their wedding day. It was a favorite project
Mrs. Featherstone's to marry her sister to her brother
law, and get rid of them both at the same time; butas
pair were incessantly wrahgling, there did not seem to
much hope of a speedy consummation of her wi
regarding them. Miss Macdonald had brought in
train Arthur Leyton, the deformed and orphaned son
another .sister, wbo had died in giving him birth,
though the unfortunate boy was now old enough to go
school, he spent all his holidays at the Hall, and added
the, complication of names whilst there. The Fea
stores, père et mère, were fnot refined either by birth
education. They were honest, and good, ind"bospi
to a degree, but they were very vulgar. Evelyn a
had called herself a nouveau riche, but they had far
claim to the title, fo>r, stripped of thei'r wealth, they w
haye lost al passport to society.

Their daughter was different. She, had been traind
a higher school than her parents, and received a
education, and was, in every sense of the word, a
And much of this was due to "the influence of E
Rayne, with whose refined and sensitive feelings Agnes
been brought so continually iti contact. But it must
be supposed, in consequence, that because she knew
than her parents, andpoke and acted in a superior m
to what they did, Ags Featherstone looked down
them. That was thel1st teaching she would have re
from her friend Evelyn,\Pr, indeed, from her own hea
she had inherited her father's and mother's kindly di
tion, and loved them as\dearly as they did her.
were, in fact, a most unitbdand affectionateý family
looked upon Evelyn Rayne as one of themselves.
and Mrs. Featherstone, who were perfectly aware of
own shortcomings, had bad an -ambition'ever since
birth of their daughter to marry her to a gentleman.



et care about his being rich. They had inore-thn
igh money for themselves, and Agnes into the bargain.
r they wanted to make sure that their wealth would
into the prope'r channel, and raise their children's

Iren into the society of which they only hung upon the
ers. It was this idea that had made them give so
y a consent to Agnes' engagement to Jasper Lyle.
he was a gentleman of refinement and education, no

wvho saw him could doubt, and if he was not possessed
abstantial means, Mr. Featherstone didnot intend to
p that an obstacle to the happiness- of his daughter.
tRastall and Miss Macdonald (who had kept house
lher at -the Hall during the absence of its rightful
ks) were loud in their denunciations of the new4

ate of the Featherstonc-crumbs.' Mr. Lyle was a
,. and an adventurer, and a fortune-hunter, and
hing that was bad in their eyes, and they had no
ion in saying so-behind his back.
y wondered that the banker and his wife could be so
to their own and their daughter's interests as to

n his proposals for'a minute. But Mr. Featherstone
"If it were for Agnes' happiness," he .said,

arriage should take place if MVÌr. Lyle had not a coat
ck. If it were not so, he shouldn't have her if he

millionaire." He had thrown the young people
pcrhaps a little imprudently-dnd they had

at ched to eadh other, and now nothing should
tPem except their own free will. He was not

1lreak the heart of his only child for the sake of a
nds, shillings, and pence. So the pensioned
had to beat a crestfallen retreat,· and revenge
es by pecking at each other.

Featherstone was right in onetrespect. It really
as if Agnes' heart was so bound up in Jasper-Lyle,
-u hers, that it would be a matte& of life and death

te.them. Whetlier it is due to the climate, of thesurroundings, or the greater opportunities for in-
e, is an open question; but, ccrtainly, love seems
e more decply, and grow more quickly, in theere of Italy and Spain -than in the more prosaic
turc of England. And -Jasper: Lylc was the first
intellect and culture with wvhom Agnes Feather-
d been brought iitimate communion. His'store



ofknowledge seemed in her eyes illimitable, and his metim
of imparting it irresistible. He possesse'd, too,.a faceau
figure calculated to attract the fancy of .ny womàa. B
was tall and slight, almost to thinness ; but singularly fi
of grace. His face was long-what his would-be detra
toris might-have termed a "hatchet " face-but it seemedl
barmonize perfectly with his pale complexio riand lange
eyes. He wore his hair, which was wavy,.'much long
than is usual with Englishmen, and his mo&th and cI
were completely. covered with a beard and moustaches.
dark-, silky beard, that had never known the barber's shem
but been permitted to grow untouched, as Nature will
it. Had this beard been shorn off, it would have reveai
a weak mouth and retreating chin that -augured badlyi
the happiness- of any one whose faith deperded cn i
owner; but the hair curled closely over it, like chari
and hid4 multitude of sins. .Mr. Lyle's whôle appearau(
aided by the cuit of his clothes, was much like that d
foreigner, to which a distinct accent in, his pronuncia
of English added peculiar force. He often spoke to
flancée in French or Italian-a proceedijg which outra
Miss Mlacdonald to such an extent, that, on first hear,
it, she asked her sister, in hier most sarcastic tcnes, if
Lyle had left his 'organ and monkey behind him in li
But good-natured Mrs. Fea'therstone was too háppy in
girl's'happines's·to take offence at the insult. She like
hear the yqung people talk to each other i "rench.
was not jealous, though she did not understand one
tbey uttered.' She was proud,-rather, to think her A
-was so clever as-to be able to converse with her lover
foreign language ; and considered that the French ac
imparted quite a distinguished air to the whole establ
ment.

And Mr. Lyle doted upon Agnès,* and none the
because she was thé sole heiress to her father's mon
For $e had not disguised the truth. from Mr. Feathers
that he was a poor man. He was quite frank about
matter. He had a small inconie-about three hun
year-which had been sufficientto keep him abroad,
not at home, and that was the reason he gave for ha
deserted England for so long. The good-hearted b
had admired his honesty, and promisecd him it shoul
no obstacle to his marriage. ' If Agnes lo.ved him, it
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âcient. Agnes -was to be made happy at any cost.
Lgnes.was in the seventh heaven. Al she wanted
ras to bring Mr. Lyle and her dear Evelvn together,
e them the be'st of friends.
>u must love hei," she kept on repeating, " s well
>, Jasper, for she is .the'dearest creature on the fa-ce
earth. There was never any one like her bèfore--
d, and sweet, and true-and so clever into the bar-
I shall be awfllly disappointed if you and Evelyn
the best of friends."

rns, ma petite," said Lyle, smiling at her earnestness,
s Mademoiselle Rayne is so very charining, .wouldsafe ? Eh, yoti laugli at me ? ~ You are not, then,>f any danger ? But I shall want no friend but your.
mes. My little wife must be my best friend."
, yes," acquiesced Agnes, with a blush, " I lknow
ring ; but still I could fiever be happy if ou didEvelyn. She has been sO good to me all my life
not-tell you how good-and I hope that we shall
we far apart from ome-añother. Dear, sweet Eve-

is she like, Agnes, this cAtere amie of yours?"
is she like? You stupid fellow. What is.shemean. Oh, tall and fair, with grey eyes andair. Aunt Sophy says she cannot see anything
;but she's a spiteful o'1d thing, you know, and Iperfectly beautifol."
ery clevare to manage so large a property all by.used Mr. Lyle.

as Captain Philip to help her."
ho is the Capitaine Philip, petite? A lover? "aughed immoderately in her glee. .

! I wish Evelyn could hear you. Why, he'sand-agent and overseer-the man who takes alle off her hands, you know."
e must- have lovers, this young lady who is sond clevare, and, above all things, rich," argued

d she hasn't, then," cried Agnes. " She has alwaysher little sweetheart ; but now, I stippose, sheat up. She mrght have lovers, I am sure-..anyf them if she chose-only.»."
i'hat, Agnes ? Finish the story."

5-



"No,\ PmI-ust not. It is a. secret. I projnised nc
tell."

"-But to me, chérie?"
"Not -eêr to you, Jasper. It is Evelyn's secret,

mine." ..
"Rp*ipse I guess it ? This friend of yours had a i

once-indays gone by--and she has not forgotten
But is it ossible.? Does she speak to you of these daj

Agnes looked into his face astonished.
"Of what days, Jasper? Has any one been te

you?"
"No, no. How could they ! It is mere conjec

But given à·lady-young, rich, and handsome, but wit
admirers, and what is the-inference ? A lover in the I
ground. That isall."d

"How quick you are," said Agnes admifingly."
ought to write nýovels. Bùit I .can tell you nothing.
darling Evelyn will be here this evening, and then you
see her for yourself."

"And supposing I do not like her-this charming f
of yours--what then, Agnes?"

The girl looked alarmed.
"IOh, but you must-you will-you* cannot help it,'

cried. "Ail INm afraid of, Jasoer, is, that you wil
her better than myself."

He twined his long finge'rs fondly in her soft curls.
"That would be impossible, ma bien aimée But

some peoplé, Agnes, I cannot (what, the English
'get on.' I am not -sympatica, and it is even on
cards that your Mademoiselle Evelyn will not like tw

"I amsure she will," respcnded Agnes, with n1
earnestness. "Why, it would spoil al my happin
there was the slightest coolness letween you two.
I should like best would be tliat we should all live'
same -hose together for the rest cf our lives."

Mr. Lyle laughed at her eagerness, but the laugh t
en~tirely jan easy one ;- and an unbiassed spectator
-scene-might have thought he was jealous of the in
exercised over his future wife by her female friud.
conversation left its effects upon Agnes also. - It *md
feelnérvous about the evening's introduction, ard c

ui vive to note what effect the first sight of Evelyn
have upon her lover. As the time for Miss Rayne's



oached, the lish figure, robed in some diaphanous,
material; »ttéd between the drawing-room and the
loor, anxious to secure the first word with her frinttid.
yn was true to lier time The Hall did not· keep
onable hours any more than the big house, and 'sk
ck was considered quite late enough for dinnér. A
ittle omnibus that brought her over stopped at tÉe
(she had more than one grand carriage in he.r colh-
e, but she never used them ), Agnes flew doi(n the
to receive her.

}h, darling," she exclaimed, "I have been waitidig
here for nearly- half an hour. I am so nervous,, and so excited. Suppose, after all, you shouldn't

elyn (whío was shaking out the folds of her blacc
dress and settling te lace about her throat atd
stopped short in the operation to regard the girl's
and eager face.
like him, Agnes ! Are you speaking of Mr. Lyleé?

. You love me, dear, but our tastes may not
agree; and --and-if you shouldn't think the sante
about Jasper, it will break my heart."

silly child ! What difference could it make to
piness, with your future husband ? But don't be

es," continued Evelyn gravely; " I am bouid tovery best of anyone you love, for the sake ofodur
affection."

draiIng the girl into her embrace, she kissed herAs they disengaged themselves again, they saw ading beside them in the dusky hall. It was Mr.elf, who seemed to have caught the infection ofxiety, and wished to get the introduction to Misver before they encountered the many eyes ofin the drawing-roon.
ere is Jasper," cried Agnes, with a gásp. "Jaspe,y dear friend and sister, Evelyn Rayne. . Don't1 with her. Shake hainds at once, and let mefeelare goig to be friénds."

quite willing, for»my part, t be the best of friends,"lyn cordially, as she extended her hand.
yle took it, but for a moment he did fnot spealc,answered, with more decided French accent than
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aa Inake the acquaintance of one
de am happyalso,toqi

dearto sAgnes.. Now my heart is at rest, and we
"6 That is right. Now Y.n-roo)m,") exclaimed

proceed ini state to the cirawifgrOm 
xlff

Featherstone as she pushed them gaily i fronts Ofher.

Evelyn did not know quite what to think. She had

expected Agnes fiancé to bze so like ahforeigner eithe

speech or appearance. It Puzzledu er hw an binghts

could ever so far forget wliat was due to'his birthrig
touldo e mafars ared idiosyncrasies of anotherna

and as soon as she had exchanged greetings with e
andh a n ashe turned her eyes agai upon .
of the familyest tn But he appeared to be s
with the keenest curiosity. r e igtort I

lher observation (as a lover well f to rthesi

avoid it, for he·had withdrawn hilaseti terest

tioi of the roorfi, and professed to be interested hn

pages of a book, And there Evelyn was fain (for the

pags to leave hln e for Mr and Mrs. Featherstone
being)toeeifriend after so lo

* naturallY mucli to say to their youflgnaturce, and she old not be so rude as to allow
absencelt wande c At dinner, however, she found
attention to wander. t h love-rs, ànd she feht

self placed exactly opposite the MrLyle. What

she could not keep her eyes oN atar.cted her?> h

in the man's appearance that 0eattracts verw of

not admire him--far from disappointmenrt. Jasper
lover had been a gento suit her taste. He eaoked
was not manly enoughtouitr tat g le lofe

like a poet or a troubadour than a gentleman ofn

teenth centurY. And then lis hybrid anni

talking rather repulsed her. She liked an EegSh

ook and speak like one, and she fancied there was

affectatin s 4. yl' p-n1l atone and that it
affectation in Mr. yle's pWi gnes had at last dr

holly c i hlm, Fvelyn found her th

mnto a couvera
runifg in the sanie cliannel.runiin muthsave ld a long time abroad, Mr. LI

have acquiredso deçded an accent," she. sad.

yoù boru there?' confuse him.
The simple question seened to

mered as e repedy mother was
«Yes-no. That is to say, oy he nglish.

Mil Raue; s, yu ee, i amn only haif Engih
is Rayne ;.so e ducted abroad?"
"And you were dct ard?



have lived there nearly all my life," he answered, with
ce bent down upon his plate.
rell, you've got to turn into an Englishman again now,
>oy," exclaimed Mr. Featherstone cheerily, "for
na and I don't mean to let our little Agnes cross the
tel without us. She's all we've got, you know, and
i't spare her ont of our sight."
fen you shouldn't have consented to her marriage

gentleman that's half a foreigner," snapped Miss
aid.

t Mr. Ly.e nas promised not to separate us from
terposed Mrs. Featherstone.
ely," replied Mr. Lyle, " Agnes is English, and
main in her own country."
d you must become English too, you naughty boy,"
ed his fiancé. ". Do you know, Jasper, your pro-
on grows worse instead of better. ý I really think
more French to-day than ever. Evelyn is staring
her eyes at your accent. She never heard any-.
ak so badly before. Did you, Evelyn? "

Rayne was indeed staring in the most unacçount-
ner at the stranger. Her eyes seemed fixed in
tion, and when Agies'laughing, question recalled

elf, she turned them in a dazed manner upon

friend does not like -me. I had an intuition it
so," whispered Mr. Lyle to his betrothed, under
e general conversation.
nse,- Jasper," replied Agnes with a look of pain.

e fancies into your head. When you know
tter, you will acknowledge she is the last person
hasty judgment upon anyone. It is only your
t amuses her a little."1
ether it was due to the presence of Mr. Lyle at
dinner-table. or not, Miss Rayne had become
bly silent. There she sat, with her f4ir head

with its wealth of chesnut hair, bent down upo
holding commune with herself, or raising it only
a furtive glance across the. table to where the
side by side, talking in a low voice to one another.
talk, Evelyn !", cried Agnes gaily, after a little

"What has corne to you this evening, darling?
are generally so full of life. Have you nothing

.us after s~o log an absence?"
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"What shall I say? " exclaimed Evelyn,-rousing he
at the challenge of her friend. "You are the queeon c
feast, Agnes, and should lead the conversation.
really very embarrassing to be ordered to say somet1

May- I make it a question ? Have you ever bec
America, Mr. Lyle?"

The query came as unexpectedly as a pistol shot
spemed to startle everybody at table, and especially
man to whom it was addressed.

"What a funny idea," cried:Agnes, elevating her bri
"'of course he hasn't."

"But why 'of course?'" persisted Miss Ray'ne,
journey is. nothing now-a-days, ·and a traveler like
Lyle hasprobably made it more than once. And Ia
terested in the tates. I have relations there. He
have met them. ave your wanderings led you s<
Mr. Lyle?"

There was a tone in her voice that made Jasper
dread he knew not what, and forced him to raise hi
against his will. It was the first time Evelyn had
met his gaze, and the room secmed to go round wii
as she encountered it.

"I-have-not-b.een-to-America, mademoisell
answered slowly.

"Have you not?" she asked again, without rem
her eyes from his.

As they regarded each other thus, Mrs. Feathei
saw all the ,color die outof Miss Rayne's fresh c
leaving them of an ashy paleness.

"Evelyn, my dear girl," she cried, rising and y
round the table to her assistance, "what is the à
Are yrou ill?"

"I don't feel very well,".said Evelyn, in a strange
"It is this suddea spring heat that always upsel
With your permission, Mrs. Featherstone, I will 1es
table and await your return in the drawing-room."

"Let. me go with you, darling?" exclaimed
rising from her seat.

But Miss Rayne repulsed her attention with a
gesture, that was almost one of djslike.

"No, Agnes, don't worry me. I would rather be
she said, and then, quickly aware of her injustic
more sweetly. "Don't make a fuss about it, ple
I am only a little faint. I shall be al, right in a
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they insisted upon making a fuss over hei, even
to^Aunt Sophy, for Evelyn was a general favorte
Hall. They had not the tact to perceive that she

iffering from a'mental, rather than a physical -cause*;
iey opened the widows and ran for smelling-salts
gu-de-cologne, and hovered o'ver her until every ser-
n the establishment knew that Miss Rayne from the
use was " taken worse." How our friends, with well-
ng stupidity, torture us from time to time in like
7r. They will not let us fight our own battles in
.silence, and earn the right to say, " Alone I did it."
>ull the weapons we have unsheathed out of our very
the visor from our features, the chain armor off ourand leave us, stripped and defenceless, in the face
enemy. They cannot read the dumb, beseeching

ýnd 'the clasped hands we turn upon them ; but
, and comment, and advise, until the last poor
is -pulled down, and we stand revealed in all our

prayed and protested against the interference .of
s until she could resist no loiger, and then pride
her assistance, and she sat down in her chair
claring she was perfectly recovered, and deter-
bear everythiug sooner than break up the family

,time Mr. Lyle had never once raised his eyes to
ut kept them directed towards the, window orrd. 'Whilst every one else was hovering over
oing all in heir power to relieve her evident

he kept his seat, and Tooked the picturepf dis-
But they were too.busy with her to no ide his
Although she insisted upon keeping er place

e, the incident that had occurred was so unusual,
being anything but of the fainting order ofd,-that it cast a certain gloom over the re-

the meal, and Mrs. Featherstone gave earlya retreat to the drawing-room. As soon as shee dining-room behind her, Miss Rayne's lassitude
to an eager excitement, which accorded strangely
ale face and-lustreless eyesi

Mrs. Featherstone, do lct'me go home before the-leave their wine. Indeed, I arn not well. It is
that I can sit out the remainder of the evening.e order my carriage, and go at once."
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She was trembling all over as she spoke, as if she had
the ague, and Mrs. Featherstone feared she was goin
be seriously ili.

"Of course you shall do as you like, my dear; b
wish I could persuade you to stay here for the n
instead. The blue room*is quite ready for your recept
Evelyn, and I don't think I ought td let you leave the]1
until you are better, or have seen a doctor."

"A doctor!" laughed Miss Rayne. "Oh, nonse

it's not a case for a doctor. I am only over-tired and o
wrought. Spring is such a busy season on the farm,
know; and I should not have come out at all this evei
except for Agnes, and-and-for you."

" Well, well, dear, I won't try to gainsay your wis
though your return will break up our pleasaht ever
But you will come again soon, won't you, Evelyn? Ai
will never be satisfied till you have made the acquainta
of Mr. Lyle, and I don't think you have-exchanged a à
words with him as yet."

"Oh, yes, of course I must make the acquaintant
Mr. Lyle," cried Evelyn hysterically. It would neve
for him and me not to be friends-the very best of frie
But if you love me, let me go now-for I am really-
well."

"Jasper shall call your carnage and see you into
said Agnes, ready to propose anything that should tak
back into the presence of her lover. But Evelyn laid
hand upon her arm.

"'o,"she replied firmly, "I will have no one distur
I shall walk down·to the stables and get into it myse

They did not oppose her decision, though Agnes ini
upon walking down alsô, with her arm fondly thrown ai
her friend's waist. Evelyn kissed her mechanically,

bade her good-night as she mounted into her vehicle:
as soon 'as she had passed. through the drive gates
Featherstone Hall was left behind her, all her enfo
caimness gave way, and she sunk back upon the cush
in a storm of grief.
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CHAPTER XV.

THE PHOTOGRAPH.

x blank feeling fel upon the party at the Hall after
n's departure.
ies was almost in tears (soý concerned was she at the
ior of her friend), and Miss Macdonald declared
ad no belief in the statement that Evelyn was ill.
had known her now for ten years, and when had she
>een taken ill in this mysterious and affected manner
? No ; her firm :onviction was, that the poor girl

een so upset by the first view of Mr. Lyle, that she
not restrain her feelings. This assertion made Agnes
r tears, and fire up with indignation. How dared
Sophy say such a thing ! She was always making
orrid insinuation against Jasper ; and -it was only

because she had never been married herself, that
d her words.
ousy, indeed !?' snorted Miss MaÈdonald. " If an

oman has plenty of money to give away she can
pick up a needy foreigner to accept it. For my

te and distrust foreigners, and always have done
I have no doubt that Evelyn shares my opinion,

,terribly disappointed in your choice. That is my
of her refusal to spend the evening here."
ma,' Yappealed Agnes to her mother, " don't let

phy insult Jasper behind his back in this manner.
0w that he is as much English as we are, and it is
she should take a prejudice against him because he

ght French accent. My darling Evelyn would
so unjust ; I arn quite sure of that."

lyn bas always been the soul of honor," replied
therstone, tring to smoothe matters; " and, since
she felt ill, áàdii certain she did so. And really,

you are too sweeping in your strictures on Mr.
I like bis accent; I think it is most distingué, and
has no objection to it, no one else has any right ta
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complain. Come, my dear, kiss your aunt, and let me
you pleasant together, can't abear to have-quarre
in the house."

"l'Il tell you what 1-hink," said Agnes, after a pa
"and that is, that it was the sight of my happiness

upset poor Evelyn. Of course she couldn't say so,
darling, but I saw her watching us at dinner with su
look of pain in her eyes, and then I remembered somet
she told me yesterday about her past life, which musti
made the contrast almost too hard to bear."

What was it, Agnes ? " asked her mother curiously
"I can't tell you, mamma;- I promised Evelyn I w

tell no one. But you can understand it was the story
disappoin~tment in love ; and that is the reason she haç
married all these years. Poor, darling Evelyn ! it i
have raked it all up to see~me so happy and prou
Jasper."

"I dare say you're right, Agnes ; but I should
thouQht Evelyn -would have had more cômmand of
feelings. She has always appeared such a brave, determ
woman to me. I can hardly imagine her giving wa
love-sick fancies. But here come the gentlemen."

Mr. Featherstone's first inquiry entering the room
for his favorite, Evelyn.

"Oh, papa, shb.has actually gone home. She felt
she couldn't stay any longer. Isn't it a disappointme:
cried Agnes.

"I think it is more serious than that," said Mr. Fea
stone anxiously. " Evelyn Rayne is not a person to
plain without cause. She must be seriously ill. 01
you should have gone home with her."

"I wanted'her to stay here, but she wouldn't hear c
replied Mrs. Featherstone. "li fact, she was so m
herself that we hardly knew her. She seemed to me à
point of bursting into tears, so I thought it kinder I
her have her own way."

"You must send the first thing -to-morrow m'orni
hear how she is," said her husband; "or I vill ride
after breakfast, and make the inquiriesmyseilf. I sh
be easy till I hear she is all right again. What shoui
do without the niistress of Mount Eden?"

Jasper Lyle had not joined in the general lamentat
but,-as a stranger, it -was, of course, not expected of
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contrary, he seemed rather bored by the fuss made
he visitor's departure. But as Mr. Featherst6ne
l the last remark, he raised his head.
this Mademoiselle Rayne the real owner of the,

you call Mount Eden, then ?" he asked of his
ed father-in-law.
s. She owns the entire property under the will of
D uncle, Mr. Caryll. It was an immense responsi-.
b lay upon the shoulders of so young a woman ; -but

Sh;s proved herself to be quite equal to it. She is
gqueen amongst her tenants and farm laborers, and
nk there is no one -like* ber. And they are right.

,sure you I have asked for, and thankfully received,
Vhint from Evelyn Rayne with respect to the man-

of my own acres. What do you say to the Women's
ill after that ? "b
she is clever, then?" said Lyle.
is more than cever. She has a deep-thinking,
'head, worth two of that of most men, and she
ted -all ber energies to her estate. Sometimes I
dered-"
, papa ?" demanded Agnes.
her she has not had some latent hope or idea in

ound to- urge ber to make such exertions. It
ost unnatural a wQman should do it for herself

..what'her hope has been," whispered Agnes to
but. he turned .his attention again to Mr.
e.
vp consulted this yoting lady about your own

" he said ; "is hers, then, the most valuable of
Has she the larger experience ?"
ker laughed.
r Lyle, if you na~- ever seen Mount Eden, you

ask such a question. You might put my groundser of it. It is a agnificent estate, and was.
I believe, by the late Mr. Caryll from the Earl
e. It is worth fifteen thousand a year. Why,lace is a pigmy beside it. And Miss Rayne has

te and -unconditional control of her' property.
of the richest heiresses in Great Britain."

here were no males in the family? ">
Mr. Caryll lost his only son at'sea, and this

Igg)
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girl ws the sole comfort of'his declining years. She i
deserved all he could give her, and he could not
found one to fulfil the trust more nobly. She is a pe
angel of a woman, and we all love -- r dearly."

Agnes and Mr. Lyle had withdrawn themselves to
distant sofa by this time, where their conversation
not be overheard by the rest of the party.

f' I know what dear Evelyn is hoping for," reiterated
girl in his ear-" the return -of some one who was
dear to her-a cousin whom she was engaged to, ands
went to America. I mustn't tell you any more, becau
is a secret, but she says she knows he is alive, and
come back to her some day, and then-"

"And then w/at?" demanded her lover.
*She will marry him of'course, and give him M

E en, and they will be very, very happy. At least I
so," sighed Agnes, "because I am afraid she will never
happy until he does return."

"Do you really think a woman could remember a
for as long as that-ten or eleven years ? '? questioned
Lyle.

"Oh, yes, Evelyn éould. She is not like other wc
Bèsides, she told me so herself only yesterday. Wh
was telling her all about you, and how happy I am
made ber think of Will-poor darling; and she told nie
whole story."

"Ah ! he will be a lucky fellow when he does re
remarked Mr. Lyle, as he rose from the sofa and went
of the room. a'

Presently he came back with a photograph.
"Can you tell me who that is, Agnes? Have you

seen the person before?" h'e said, as he placed itin
hand.

She took it under the gas chandelier to examine it
perly. It represented a tall lad of eighteen or nin
with eyes that looked dark, set in a beardless facé,
general.look of extreme juvenility.

"No," she replied, shaking her head, "never."
'Are you sure?"
'Quite sure. Who is it? Any one about. her

some one I met abroad?"
"Some one about here, and some one, also, whom

met abroad," he answered,'smiling, as he took it
again. "It represents myself."
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u /" exclaimed Agnes, making a dash at the photo-
1. Oh, Jasper, it is impossible. It is not a bit like

DÔ let me see it agat' ."
o,'' replied Mr. Lyle, iolding it beyond her reach,

s not worth a -second glancê. I was only making a
experiment on you. An old friend who met me

id declared I had altered so little he should have
,n me anywhere, whilst I flatter myself I am n'ot the
man I was a few years ago. I have made you the

re, and I am satisfied. I am right, and my friend is
g. 'I am very glad of it."
But let me keep the photograph," urged Agnes; " it is
esting to me, Jasper. ' I like to know what you looked
so many years before I knewyou. -I am jealous of

years, dear. It seems as if I had been shut out from

o. no,'' replied Lyle, "it is of no use. I do not wish
>t ;- it is too ugly. I don't know why it was not

oycd long ago. I should be sorry to look like that

kfeupon ensued an amicable quarrel between the
Agnes Featherstone trying to regain possession of
tograph by force or strategem, and Jasper Lyle to

t from her. At last she gave up the contest almost
y.
s too bad of you," she pouted ; "you might let me
when I tell you it is of value to me. Why, Evelyn
portraits of her cousins-especially Hugh-since

re little babies, and she wouldn't part from them for
world."

as she shown then, then, to you?" exclaimed Jasper
ickly.

ot all, perhaps-but the oil paintings hang in the
room. Oh! why did you do that?" she :ried,

'ng off suddenly, as she saw him tear ýhe photograph
in two, and fling the pieces int6 the fire, which

illy spring evenings still renderéd necessary; "and
I told you I wished to keep it'
d I said I did not wish you to do so," returned

r Lyle.
is little episode; éombined with Evelyn's departure,
d to break up all the harmony of the evening, and

y retired to resta'at an earlier hour than usual.
r. Lyle reached his room, he rang the bell.
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" Di < you ring, s? " inquired the servant w
answered the sumniont (By the way, why do servant
invariably ask if 'you rtimg, when they have come upstai
because they heard the bell ? It appears to be "servants'
hall" etiquette to do so, but it is very unnecessary.)

"Yes," replied Lyle, " I want you to call me early to
morrow mornmg-quite early-at six o'clock. I am goingfor a long walk."

"Very good, sir," said the man, who proved true to hi
trust, and brought up the boots and the warm water punt.
tually to the time desired.

Lyle dressed quickly, and went downstairs. It was a
loyely morning-the precursor of one of the first wann
days in May-and all Nature seemed to be alive. The
flower-beds of Featherstone Hall had just been laid out foi
the season, and the rows of varionsly-tinted foliage-plants
from the palest velvety green to deep claret color, contrast
ed vividly with the white and red geraniums, and yelki
calceolarias, and purple heliotrope with which they inter.
-mixed. Evérything about the hall was perfectly organize&
and bore the stamp of wealth; but it was more for show
than use. It swallowed money, but it yielded none. Ye
it impressed mç st people with its magnificence, and non
more so than thé needy man who now surveyed it.

"And all this," he thought, as he looked around him and
saw the glass of the hot-.houses and conservatories glisten
ing in the distance, and heard the " hissing " of the groom
as they. attended to their charges.in the 'stable-yard, "a
this is as nothing compared to the riches of Mount Eden
It would only occupy a little corner of it. That is wha
Mr. Featherstone said. And it is actually all hers. Wha
a fool I was to be in such a hurry !"

He turned and walked on rapidly, for he did not wis]
his morning stroll to be patent to all the world. Whenh
had traversed about half a mile, he met a laborer, an
stopped him.

" How far is it, my friend, from here to Mount Eden?
"Not know Mount Eden ? " grinned * the rustic. "Y

mun-be a stranger in thèse parts. Whoy, ye're on Mour
Eden ground now."

!'Indeed! But where's the -house ?'"
uThe big house? That's a ýmatter o' a mile further on.

A mile? And do these fields belong to the estate
then?"



Aye, aye; on either soide, and as fur as ye loike to
and further than ye'll care to walk. It's a foine

te, Mount Eden-the foinest in all Hampshire,"
And will this road lead me to the house ? " 4
Aye, aye ! -Go on straight till yer come to the cross
s, and the left 'ull' take ye up the drive gates. That's
iaster.''
Thank you, my man," said Lyle,'as he commenced. to

briskly on.
he rustic looked at his empty paltn, and scratched his

Ykny 'un could tell 'e was a furriner," hé soliloquized,
i trudged on again. " An English gentleman would ha'
6rn that a feller would feel dry arter all that talking."
eanwhile Jasper Lyle pressed forward till he reached
Mrive gates of Mount Eden, which were guarded by a
!y Gothic lodge. A woman egne out whilst he was loi-

there, and asked him if he wanted to see any one up
big house. '-

Vshould like to walk through the grounds," he said,
fou think Miss Rayne would have no objection. I

e honor of her acquaintance," he added. -
woman smiled pleasantly.
, I am- sure,. sir, if you're a friend of Miss Rayne's,
uld have no objection in the world. It's a good
to the house, but you can't miss it if you go straight-

she held the gate open for him to pas ugh as
e.

approach to Mouút Eden lay through wooded and
e grounds, where the thick carpet of ferns served

vert for the fallow deer that sprung up every now
en at- the sound of the stranger's step. This was the
pRroach. The back entrance lay through thatnigri
firs and larches, where John Vernon had frrst mét--
ayne, with her hands full of violets.
yn preferred trees and ferns tof flowers. She had a
ds laid out close to the house, but when she wished

nder by herself, and think over the business that en.
d heri mind, she invariably chose the park, with its
g shade-the sound of the singing of birds, and the

of the freshly-tranpled ferns-in preference to hêr
garden. Ev.erything seemed too bright and gaudy

1' 1-



there to be in sympathy with sombre thoughts, and
lyn's thoughts had always been more serious than gay,

As Jásper Lyle walked through the park road, the
den boupd of a fawn, or the rush of a rabbit, would

him-start, and look furtively around. He did not wat
nieet the mistress of Mount Eden until she invited him
do so. ~ Curiosity had drawn him to view her lestate
he did not wish Miss Rayne to think him either im
nent or obtrusive. So he picked his way cautiously,
he came in sight of the big house, when he slipped be
a tree, and surveyed it at his leisure. In his eyes it see
to be the most beautiful place he had ever seen. It
long, low building of grey stone, supported by white
ticos and pillars, somewhat in the Italian style of arch
ture, and ornamented on the southern side with a
orangery, which gave it an un-English-like-appearance.
circular lawn, shaded by cedar and mulberry treds, lay
the front; whilst from the back, a wide terrace, with
trades, led down to the flower garden. On one side st
the stables and coach-houses, well concealed from vieî
spreading horse-chestnut trees, now in full blossom; w
on the other, the walled-in fruit and vegetable ga
with its long-line of forcing-houses, served as a boun
for the dairy and poultry farm, which 'was situated
beyond. Bacheloi's Hall was not to -be seen from
point of view. It lay a quarter of a mile in the rear,
to the pheasant preserves, and was as secluded as if no
house were in existence.. Mr. Lyle stood behind the fi
ly tree fora long time, surveying the evidences of I
and comfort by which he was surrounded.

"Fifteeù thousand a year, and this estate," he tho
as he drew a long breath, "and all in her own hands

makes me sick to think of it. I deserve to be killed
having thrown away my chances in this manner/XShe r
nized me-I am certain of -it.- I knew it directly I

her eyes, and it was on that account that she re
home. Now, the question is, Iow did my presence
her? I should have had no dou1g: on the subject if it
not been for what Agnes told nie. I never dr'eamt
Evelyn could have remembered such a boy and girl
-the veriest shadow of.a courtship. But if she does,
then?- I think I know what women are by this time.
can pretty well calculate-the effects of an interview.

-m--OUNT ED EN.IAA



rents L'll try it. And in any case it would be neces-
for- I must secure her friendship and'good services

the Featherstones. • SupposQ she should betray me?
Tat is impossible!"

this moment, a kind of vision seemed to pkss before
ental eyes, and silently repeat the woeF :mrrassible /"
the picture of a yóung girl dressing him in her own

es, and pressing her money to the last faithing upon
þceptance, and parting from him with straining eyes
uivering lips, but brave to the last, for fear of a be-

It made him shudder as he -recalled it, and feel as
ad been guilty of treachery, but,'it relieved his mind.

fvelyn who had been hie salvation in the years gone
'Id not turn against him now. And- he resolved to
r courage and determination once more to the test.

his hiding-place ( when he had satisfied himself
e extent of the property had not been exaggerated
, and began to take his way back to Featherstone

'How small and mean everything about it appeared,
arison with the statelier grandeur of Mount Eden.

as if he despised the "ribbon " floriculture, and the
g trees and bushes, and all the signs of a newly-
wealth that lay about the Hall. He had thought
cent on his first arrival. Now, side by side with
estate-the estate which should have been his.--
d superficial and tricky. He curled his lip with
as he passed through the elaborately laid-out
en, with its white statues and urns, and itswire-

es of roses and clematis, into-the breakfast-room
e o'clock by this time, and all the family were
there, wondering why he, did not join them,,

Jasper !" cried Agnes, rising to receive- him,
iave you been ? We have sent up twice to your

Il you that breakfast was ready."
could have told you that I had gone for a.walk
ing, Agnes. Your. English hours rather upset
. In Italy we rise early, and seek the morning

the sun becomes too hot, and I do not know
o with myself after the day breaks."
me," said Mrs. Featherstone, "if/you had only
r. Lyle, I would have ordered breakfast to -be

earlier on your account. You must not go out
rning-fasting."

14SMOUNT EDEN.



"And if:you had told me, Jasper," added Agnes reproach-
fully,. " I would have gone too. I should love to take a
morning walk withyou. Shall yoit go out evéry morning ?"

'I do not know, chérie, but I am at your service when.
ever you command it. But suppose (now T am here) that

ou give me some breakfast. The air has made me,
hungry.

"But where have you been ?" urged Agnes.
Lyle shrugged his shoulders after the French fashion.
"JHow can I tell you? Every road is strange to me

about here, and they all look the samie. I-walked through
beautiful green fields, and by hedges of wild flowers, such
as are to be found nowhere but in your happy England--
that is all I know."

"But did you go to the right or the left after you turned
out of the drive gates ? " persisted Agnes.

"Well, really," interposed Miss-Macdonald, "-think it
becomes quite indelicate, Agnes, to question'a gentleman
in that pertinacious manner. How do you know that Mr.
Lyle has not his own reasons for keeping silence- on the
subject? If he had wished for your interference he yvould
have acquainted you with his design."

"Oh, rubbish!" cried Agnes irreverently; "what can
you know about it, Aunt Sophy. As if Jasper would ever
have- any secrets from me. 'As if it can be of any conse-
quence where he walked-excepting that I wish to know."

You should go over to Mount Eden if you want a nice
imorning walk," said Mrs. Featherst8ne ; " the approach
through the park is beautiful, and there is a charming del
in the middle of it."
. "Fairy dell t Oh, it's the loveliest little spot," said

Agnes. "Jasper,"you must let me take you there. It was
there I first met my darling Evelyn, and she was crying."

"Can the owner of Mount Eden possibly'bave anything
to cry for? " demandèd Mr. Lyle.

"Indeed she had ; though Iwas only a little child at the
time, and. knew nothing about it. But she was very
unhappy when she first came to live with her uncle, and I
don't think she ever liked him much. Who could? He
was such a nasty, grumpy old- man."

You shouldn't say that, Agnes," remarked Mr. Feather-
stone reprovitrgly. "Mr. Caryll-was a very unhappy and
disappointed man, and that is enough to make people
seem (what you call) 'grumpy."
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« Wèll, papa;, he nevermade Evelyn happy; and- she
couldn't love him because he had been so unjust and
unkind to her Cousin Will."

"A good-for-nothing'rascal, who first forged his uncle's
lname and embezzled his money, and then bolted to
America, or somewhere. I don't think Evelyn can have
any sympathy with a fellow like that. Shg is too good and
upright herself.

" Evelyn never told me that her cousin had done anything
wrong," said Agnes, with solemn eyes. -"She has nèver.
said a word 'against him, so perhaps she doesn't know it4
or it may not be true."

" It is trte," replied her father. "All Liverpool knew
the story ; and if the-young rascal hadn't got away, the
firm would have prosecuted him for the offence. And I.
expect that Evelyn knows all about it-into the bargain, but-
the boy was of her own blood, and so she hides his delin-
quencies from the world. Quite right, too-Evelyn all
over. She is nothing if she is not loyal."

"Did you evex see the young man you speak of, Mr.
Featherstone ?" demanded Lyle quietly.

"Never, my dear Lyle, nor did I want- to do so. -He
as only a junior clerk in Caryll's office,-a boy who ran'

errands and swept out the place,-and my wonder is how
e ever had the assurance to coiùmit such a crime. How
ver, it has long since been forgotten, and Agnes sliould'
ot rake up such unpleasant subjects."
No one continued, the conversation, and, as soon as

reakfast:was over, Lyle escaped to bis own room.
" It is growing too warm for me," he thought. "My exist-.
ce is not forgotten, and Evelyn still speaks of me -to-

trangers. I must find out at once if she means to be my
end or my-çnemy."
And so he sat down and wrote a-few lines to themistress
Mount Eden, which he bribed a groom to carry overto
r in the course of the day.
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CHAPTER XVI.

A HOPE'S FRUITION.

MEANWHILE, Evelyn Rayne had passed through a night
full of restless and variable emotion. She hardly knew if
she were miserable or happy. She felt as if she were
being-torn in pieces with the-contention of her frelings, and
the shock she had experienced had unsettled her reason.
To have hoped, and prayed, and·remembered, and trusted
for ten long years, and then to have realized the fruition
of her prayers in so startling and unexpected amanner. It
was enough Io make any woman feel as if she were going
out of her mind. She sat on the side of ber bed, with both
hands pressed tightly against her throbbing head as she
tried to disentangle and arrange her thou'ghts, and revicw
the situation in .which sh found herself, with some degree
qf calmness. Will wás ive-that was.the first truth with
which she had to beconie familiar. He had not died (as
she had so often feared) alone and friendless in some far
off jungle, with no familiar face near him to soothe his last
moments. He had lived, and apparently prosperéd, *and
he bad-forgotten /ber / What had he been doing all this
while? .Where had he been hiding? How came he fo
appear before her without a word of warning, in the garb
of a gentleman-honored, flattered, and received as .one
of themselves into the bosom. of the family of her most
intimate friends ?

Here a sudden revulsion of feeling took hold of ber,
and she was ready to reverse all her former opinions, and
to declare that she -had been utteçly mistaken. She
must have been mistaken. She had been led away
by a chance resemblance. It couldn't be Will. Mr.
Jasper Lyle-who had been reared in Italy until
had nearly forgotten bis mother tongue, whi was a ma
of means and education, who was engaged to be: marri
to Agnes Featherstone, and who had placed himselfi
Evelyn's path without a shadow of distrust or fear-'-t

MS
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same pérson as. her Cousin Will who had absconded from-
England, branded with felony? /t was impossible. Why
poor Will would have been afraid to put his foot within
twenty miles of Mount Eden, until he knew it would be
sife to do so. The.idea was too wild to be entertained for
a moment. Then what was it that had so upset her, ançi
filled her mind with sick misgivings. that appeared
incontrovertible ? One look from Mr. Lyle's eyes across
the dinner-table. One look, during which his soul and
hers had seemed to gaze at one another through open
windows, and to reveal everything which. the convention-
alities of the worl had hitherto concealed. One look,
during which her little friend's fiancé and the stranger-
guest. had-entirely disappeared, and she stood alone with
Will Caryll and the unforgotten past. That was what h
made frr head whirl and her brain spin, and sent her bèk
.to Mount Eden in a state boridering on delirium. ut
when 'she came seriously to review her feelings and their
cause, her calmer reasdn made, her doubt the justness
Qf her decision. Perhaps the sight of Agnes' happiness,
and the fact that it had made her speak of Will, may have
conjured up a likeness that existed only in her own imagin-
ation. . For (when she came to consider it) Mr. Lyle was
not a bit like her missing cousin--except in the eyes and
-nose. It was true that she couldn't see his mouth, and
his forehead.,was pretty well concealed by the fashion in
which he wore his long, wavy hair, and his figure would
(under any circumstances) have altered with the interven-
ing years ; but would Will even have ventured toreturn
to England without giving her warning of his intention?
Evelyn had always believed he would come back some
day. She had pictured receiving a letter written from some
distant, foreign place telling how he had prospered (or
therwise), and asking if it would be safe for him to show

bis face in Hampshire, and if he were sure of a welcome
there. And she had meant to write him back..-oh, such
a lovingly reproachful letter, telling him of all .that had
occurred during his absence, and begging him to' hasten
-home and share Mount Eden with her, for there was no
fear-of his crime being brought home to him then. Mr.
,Caryl ha& bèen the head of the firm whose .monies the
young·miscreant had embezzled, and the forged cheques
had been returned to his hands. He had retained them,
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intending to hold them in terroem ove-the head of bis
nephew in case he ever presumed to ask assistance of him
again ; and when he died Evelyn had found them (as had
been- said) amongst his private papers. She bad not
destroyed them even then. She had dreamt-silly woman
-wof a happy moment when she might see her hu>sband
destroy them with his own hand, and fold her ina grateful
embrace directly afterwards. 1 As she recaled'it, the bot
tears trickled from her eyes and ran through her clasped·
fingers. It was. of no use fighting against her interbal con-
viction. If Mr. Lyle were not her Cousin Will, he was
so like him that she felt as if she could never be easy i
his presence again. Yet, though she had passed theènight
in arguing with herself, aiíd trying to account for the
delusion which seemed to have fastened on,her, Evelyn
rose as puzzled what to believe as when she retired to
rést, and ill and harassed by the uncertainty. It was her
usual custom to have her saddle horse brought to the door
at nine o'clock each morning, and to ride round-the farm
and the prergises in company with Captain Philip. These
rides were a source of both pleasure and profit to ber.
They enabled ber to become acquainted with every rood
either estate-to superintend the agricultural operations to
the farthest extent of it, and to let her farm.laborers and-
tenantry know that the eye of a master was over them at
all times. And she greatly enjoyed the conversations -she
held with Captain Philip the while. Although -her senses
were keen, and she possessed remarkable powers of com-
prehension and judgment, Evelyn was not too proud to
learn, nor too conceited to be aware, that her land-agent
knew a great deal more than herself. So that these morn-
ing rides, which took place with scarcely any interrniission-
throughout the year, were lpoked forward to. by both of
them, 'and it -was quite a subject of wonder- when Miss>
Rayne sent her horse round to the stables agaifr on -this-
particùl3r morning, with'a message to Captain 1>hilip that
she was tired, and did not intend to .accompany him.
The Captain's face fell -a couple of inches when the
message was delivered.

"Not going out ?" he'repeated blankly to the room-in
attendance; " why, what's the matter with her ?el

"I don't'knòw as there's anythink the ràatteiWth:the -
n Éiissus, si,' was the ~reply. "Only the maid seps sh6
feels tired-like, and don't want to ride on horseback."
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<'It's irery strange-very unlike her," muttered the èap-
tain, pulling his moustaches. "Why we were to have ,seen
the men digging the new decoy this morning.' Well," with
a quickly-checked sigh, "I· suppose I must go by my-
self."

And he turned his horse's head, and went very slowly
and thoughtfully down the long drive.

When he had quite disappeared, Evelyn was half sorry
,she had refused to accompany him.

"After all," she thouight, as she commenced to busy
herself about the house, "-thinking won't solve the mystery.
I mus't wait the course of events. Most probably I have
been frightening myself with a bogie of my own creation.
I should have gone out with Captain Philip, and blown my
absurd fancies away."
- Shewalked up to her private sitting-room, and, unlocking

the drawer of an old marquetrie cabinet, tiirned out its
contents into her lap. They were not very numerous, but
they had been her dearest treasures for many years past.
There were a dozen letters, perhaps, scrawled in an.
unformed, boyish handwriting, a battered fusee-box, a pair
of soilëd kid gloves, several bunches of dried flowers,·and
a coup.le of photographs. it was these last mementos of
her·cousin that'Evelyn was in search of. One of them was
a duplicate of the picture that Jasper Lyle had thrown
into the fire at Featherstone Hall, and was as totaly-
unlike his present appearance as anything could wedl be.
Taken by a third-rate photographer, and at at age when a
lad seldom displays any of the characteristics of feature
and expression that change with his groiyth, and individu-
alize -his fuller manhood, it bore no resemblance .whatever
to Mr. Lyle, and Evelyn smiled as she held it in her han&

"Yes, that is my own dear Will," she thought, "jiist-as
he looked-before he yielded to that terrible temptation, and
drove al the courage and manliness out of his face. But
how could I have ever imagined thàt Mr. Lyle resembled
him? I have been .dreaming. They are not-in the least
alike."

The smile actually came back to her lips, and the light
tohe e yes, as she scanned the photograph, and after she
had regared.it earnestly for several minutes, she kissed it
andeveything else in the. drawer.

S'lHis dear gloves 1" she murmured. "I -remember the



very day he put them on, and how Iscolded him for buying
such an extravagant color as lavender. ' And his poor,
little, battered fuseescase, which he forgot to take with him!
Poôr darling, lie was too frightened to think of anything
but his chances of escape on that terrible night. Ah, Will,"
with a heavy sigh, " how happy we might have been for
all these. years, had you only been more strong."

She took up the other photograph, which represented
her cousin at an earlier age, with his head held down, and
his eyes looking up, but threw it from her quickly. Some-
thing in the attitude and expression (though taken some
years before the other) reminded her of Mr. Lyle,'when
they had gazed in each other's eyes the night before.

"I am growing nervous again," she said, with a faint
laugh. "'This is too mch of a good -thing. I shall fancy.
I see uncle's ghost walk into lhe rooin next, or something
equally sensible. I must shake myself together, and repress
my too vivid imagination with some hardwörk."

She locked the drawer, with its contents, as she spoke,
and rose to leave the room. But on the threshold her
maid, Anna, confronted her with a sealed letter.

"From the 'All, Miss," she said,,with Arcadian simpli-
city, as she delivered it.

Evelyn turned it over with a trembling' hançi. It was
not from Agnes, nor from any one with whose writing she
was familiar.

"Who brought this ?," she demanded nervously.
"One of the Featherstone helpers, Miss. The foreign

gentleman, Mr. Lyle, gave it to him, and he was to wait
for an answer."

"Very good, Anna. You can leave me. I will ring
when my answer is ready," replied Evelyn, in jerky, discon-
netted sentences, as she-walked awayfrom the servant's
observation.

But as soon as the door had closed upon Anna, she tore
the letter open vehemently. What did-it contain òf good
or il! for her ? Here was, at least, she felt, the contradic-
tion or confirmation of her suspicions, and she must know
the truth at once. The first word told her all.

"I see that you have recognized me, and feel thatmy
future lies in your hands. 'When can I see you,,and explain
everything ? Grant me an early interview, and; for the
sake of the past, keep silence until we have met ave
so rnuch to tell you and to ask your pity for?

MOUNT EDEN.
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- That was all-no address and no signature, but he knew
she would·need neither to convince her of bis individuality
As Evelyn read the words and saw the arguments with
which:spe had triedto combat her own conviction of-the
truth crumble into dust before them, she was conscious of
only one thing-that she must see him face to face, and
learn everything he had to tell her. She stumbled like a
woman walking in her sleep to her writing-table, and scrib-
bling on a sheet of paper," This afternoon, at three o'clock,"
she put it in an envelope, sealed and addressed it to Mr.
Jasper Lyle, and rang the bell for Anna.

" Here is my answer," she said calmly ; "send the groom
back to the Hall with it at once, and tell him to deliver it
without delay to Mr. Lyle. And should any one else ask
for me, Anna, this morning say that I am busy, and cannot
be disturbed ; and do not come back yourself unless I ring
for you."

She watched the maid take the no,ti$ and when she had
disappeared, she rose and deliberàtely locked the door
afterher, and then, flinging herself down, upon thesofa, she
fell into an abandonment of grief. /Alli er sophistries, her
irguments, her self-deception were of no avail now. She
lknew for a fact that she had not been mistaken, and that
her lover, William Caryll, and she had actually stood face
to face again\; that the trembling criminal whom·she had
assisted to evade the law had ventured to return into the
very jaws of the lion-no longer trembling nor dependent,
but holding up 'his head as though he were entitled to
universal respect, as the future husband of Agnes Feather-
stone. Evelyn was a faithful and loving woman, but she
*as also a very proud one, and Agnes was one of the
deepest affections of her life. She possessed the courage
îþich would have made her spurn all the-conventionalities
of\the world, to unite.her dwn lot with that of a man who
wâs known to be guilty, so long as he had remained true to
her. But when she thought of her pure and innocent
Agnes, who was' almost a child in years and experience,
lieimg linked for life (unknowingly) to a forger, all-her sense
of right and justice rose up to prevent it. Will Caryli
creeping back to her feet for forgiveness (however long the
silence and separation that lay between them), would:have
bëenwelciomed like the prodigal son in the Scriptures, and
laden with the:best gifts her means could afford him. -BEit
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jasper Lyle, taking advantage of the ignorance of her
friends- to become the betrothed of their daughter.; pre-
suning (with that disgraceful past behindl him) to link his
pretended name with one that had nev'er been dishonored,
and to flaunt his undeserved happiness and prospeiity im
h'er face-that was quite another fhing. Every wcman
will understand the feelings of burning indignation and
mortified pride with which Evelyn recalled sucli facts.
They dried up her tears to their very source, and made
her ashamed that she had given way to them. Wh~at was
needed now was courage and action; not weak sentiment
for an unworthy past. , She had thought she should need
hours of solitude to brâce herself for the proposeil inter-
view, but as the truth forced itself on ber consideration,
she deternined that Will Caryll, or Jasper Lyle, oi what-
ever he chose to call hiniself, should never guess now bow a
xiany tears she had shed dufing his absence, but meet her
as a judge to whom he was bound to give an account of
himself. Anna, who had informed the parlor-maid that
the mistress's head " seemed very bad, and she didnt think
as how she'd come 'down to luncheon," was surprised to
see her descend at the sound of the gong, serene and com-
posed usual, and attired with more than the attention
she ordi arily bestowed upon her toilet. It is trùe that
she didn make a hearty meal, and that more than once,
as her r lious thoughts flew backward, her lip quivered,
and she* as forced to swallow some obstacle thatieemed
tê have n in her throat, but she sfernly repressed al
sPlnptom of emotion, and compelled herself to take what
she consi ered necessary to maintain her fortitude.ý Wheîi
the meal as over she returned to the room that held the
marquetri cabinet, and directed Anna, when Mr. Lyle
arrived,.to show him up there. And then she stood, a tall,
graceful fi re, robed in black silk, gazing from the window
that looke out upon the park, watching for the advent-of
Will Caryl.

When she saw him from a long distance off, riding slowly
up the avenue, .she turned very white, and sliuddered.
The shock of discovery that Will had actually returned
was over, but now came -the pain of standing face to.face,
with-him, with the full knowledge that it was Ae: For a
moment, a spark of the old tenderness revived in Eyelyn's
lasty, -and she felt as if she were about:to meet herlever;
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but with the next recollection poured back upon her like a
flood, and she was conscious only of the fact that Jasper
Lyle had dared to aspire to the hand of Agnes Featherstone.
At-that thought she commenced to walk rapidly, up and
down the room, as though to try and walk off her indigna'
tion, lest, before bis mouth was opened, she should have
said words she could never recall. She was still in rapid
motion when Anna announced Mr. Lyle, and -her cousit
entered the room. He looked very humble and crestfallen
as she first caught sight of him, but as soon as the door
had closed behind him and they were alone, he plucked up
courage and advanced towards her.

"Eve !" he exclaimed, holding out both his hands,
"my dear cousin Eve, and so you actually knew me 1
You found me out-"

But. Eve1yn bid not make any attempt to grasp the prof-
fered hànds. - She stood still where she had been when he
entered-her handsome face and figure relieved by the
darkbaèkground of the marquetrie cabinet.

"Yes," she answered, looking him full in the face, "I
have found you out, Will; and my only wonder is, hoit you
can ever have expeêted to hide yourself from me under
the fiimsy veil of dyed hair, an assumed name, and false
antecedents.".

" I nèver thotfght we should be brought in contact, Eve.
It was not till I arrived in Hartipshire that I learned that
Featherstone Hall and Mount Eden were within a stone's
throw of each other, and that my friends were.so-intimate
with you. When I did hear it, I hoped that the length of
time we have been separated, and the'alteration in, my
speech and -appearance, were sufficient to permit me to
pass as a stranger with you until the tirne came for a con-
fession of the truth, for I had no intention of contealing
my identity from you for ever, Eve. I should have made
myself known to you, by-and-bye, but 1 did not imagine
your sight would be so keen."

"Or qpy memory so retentive," she replied sarcastically;
"I can understand that. You judged me by yourself, but
you were mistaken, Will, and now that further disguise
between.·us is useless,; I must have an explanation from
you. How long is it.since you returned from'America, and
why do I find you masquerading under an assumed name at
Featherstone Hall? "
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William Caryll began tq resent his cousin's manner
towards him. He had always been of a weak and irritable
disposition, that carped against authority or fault-finding,
and, half forgetful of the past, he was<fool enough to lose
sight of his danger in thé present, so he asked her, sulkily,
what business it was. of hers.

"It is my business, as I will soon prove to you," returned
Evelyn spiritedly. "Do you suppose I am going to be a
party to your deception? To meet my cousin, knowing
who he is, and what he is-in the house of my most inti.
mate friends, day after day, and pretend, to think he is a
stranger? You don't know me yet, Will Caryll, or you
would not have as1;éd me that question."

"Do you mean to say you *ill betray me? " he cried
in alari.

"I do not know yet what I shall do, Will. I have not
inade up my.mind. I am waiting to h'ear, first, what-
account you can give me of yourself. For ten years you
have kept total silence between us. Now, I must know
ail-all!"

And Evelyn clenched her teeth together as she spoke.
"I will tel you all-everything," he rejoined deprecat-

ingly; ",I will not conceal a single fact from you, if you
will only stand my friend. You. ought to be my friend,
Evelyn, not only for the sake of the past, but because you
can afford to be so, for, if it hadn't been for that cursed
piece of boyish stupidity of mine, you would not be the
owner of this magnificent place to-daf. You must know
that, and I think you owe me something for having helped
you to it."

"I am- not aware that I have ever proved less than your
friend," replied Evelyn, as she bit her quivering lip. "Had
I not done so, you would not be standing before me now."

"That is- just it ! " he exclaimed, taking advantage of
her evident emotion. "You were so fond of me, dear, and
y eiped me so kindly in the days gone by, that Ifeel sure you

11 not do less for me in the present,"
Evelyn cast hiin one look ofdisdain from her superb eyes;

and motioned him to a seat.
"Sit down," she said, " and tell me ail the truth. We

can settle nothing till I am in full possession of it."
"But may I not tell you first," he pleaded, " how glad

I am to see you? You-mastn't think I had forgotten you,



Eve, or anything you did for me; but I little thought we
should ever meet again, and I hardly recognized you at the
first glance. You have altered tremendously. You are so
-so very much improved. You are quite a handsome
woman, Eve, but I always prophesied you would be, didn't
I ?"

Her lip curled.
"I really don't remember, Will, and iteis 'of little conse-

quence if you did. But this has nothing to do with the
matter in hand. How is it that I have found you at Fea-
thersione Hall?"

"You-want to know," he replied, looking and feeling
very small, "why and how I am here, and call myself
Jasper Lyle instead of William Carylli? It is yery simple,
and easily told. When I went out to Amnerica, ten years
ago, I workeî at anything and everything, so long as it.put
bread in my mouth. I was a porter, a bootblack, and a
waiter by turns. I sold tickets. at a skating rink, and
chopped wood for the winter, until, after a year or so,
chance took 'me down to the Southern States, wherp I be-
came the personal attendant of a planter called Lyle.. He
was very rich--ery old, and .a great invalid. He found I
had been born and brought up to be something better
than*a servant, and he took a fancy for me, and treated me
as a friend and companion.- I lived with him for three
years, and then he died, and left me five thousand pounds.
I purchased an annuity with it-adopted his name-and
went to Italy, whêre I have lived ever since, not knowing
how far it might be safe for me to return to-Englard. That
is the whole oS the story.

"And yoit never wrote me one Une," said Evëlyn
reproachfully. "You. left me to suppose that you were
dead, or in want and poverty, whilst you were living the
life of a gentleman in Italy. You have ot shown -much
consideration for My feelings, Will."

"Well, 1 'he answered uneasily, "what would you have
had me do? How was I to know you would care to hear
from me? I had left England.under a cloud, and I thought
the best thing was to let the matter die out. Letters ai'e
very dangerous, you know. I could never tell into whose
hands they might fall, nor (with so vindictive an old fellow'
as Uncle Roger) what might not be the consequence of
their miriscarriage. I believe, if I had*escaped to heaven
he would have tried to hunt me out of it again."

MO UNT EDE N.
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Yu are wrong,! " cried Evelyn; "Uncle Roger was
ither mean nor revengeful. I think he -behaved most

generously to you, Will. It was the firm that decided to
prosecute you, and the firm still exists. Poor uncle ne'ver
said an unjust word against you to the day of his death.
I am witness to that."

"Buthe never left me anything," said Will Caryll. "He
gave you the whole of this valuable estate without a thought
of me, who was just as much related to him as you were.
He might have halved it whilst he was about -it. I consider
it was a great injustice, and that I have every right to
-execrate his memory."

Evelyn bit her lip again to prevent uttering the retort
that rose to her tongue.

"He had a right to do what he thought fit with his own,"
she said, after a pause, " and he did it of hig free will. I
had no idea, till the will was read, tbat I should inherit
more than a mere maintenance. But to return to the old
subject. If you wished to preserve your incognito, what
on earth made you venture so near to Mount Eden?
Surely you had heard of Uncle Roger's death, and that I
reigned here in his stead?"

"You know the reason," he'replied- moodily. "I met
the Featherstones in Rome, and became engaged to Agnes.
For some time no allusion was made to you or Mount
Eden. When it was, it was too late for me to draw back
on that account; or to refuse to accompany therm to the
HalL So. I trusted to your not recognizing me, or at £ir
events, till my position should be assured amo'ngst them,
as it soon will be now."

"What do you meah by your position being assured
amongst them ? " demanded Evelyn -coldly.

"I mean until after my- marriage, which will take place
in ,a few weeks. Agnçs ard, I are much attached to one
another, and love will not brook much delay, so we expect
to be able to coax the old people to let the wedding take
-place in July. And after that, you see,. all danger will be
over for me, for Mr. Featherstone would do anything
sooner than let a shadow of blame rest on his daughter's
husband."

He spoke lightly of his approaching happine.ss, as. if no
-word or:thought of love had ever passed between him and
the woman he was addressing. But Evelyn's -mind was
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fixed on the scared criminal she had helped at the risk ofber own safetY to escape the hands of justice, anid biseffrontery (pr bis forgyetfuîness> fanned the desire forrevenge that had arisen iiherbreast.

"And do you suppose," she exclaimed, advancing uponbim with ees ot fire, "do you imagine for a moment thatI intend to stand by quietly and see you marry AgnesFeatherstone withoutmaking one sigui-ske, who is nydearest friend-the creature I love best in ail the wordmyand you--a forger?"
"Hushi h !sh!" he cried in alarm, "it is not true. Itwas ail a •istake. I told you so. I never did it. It wasa malicious lie. There are no proofs."

Thereare proofs, Will Caryll, and Z hold thcheques to which you forg.d Uncle Roger's nae werelreturned to him after yourgdeparture, and he retainedthem. The firm wishedtoprosecuteyou, but in defèrenceto his name (and perbaps to bis wishes, I cannot tell) th.ygave up their inten~tibn. But be kept the proofs of- yourfelony, and, after his death, they fell into ey boands, and rhave tbem stili. I bave but to send thein to Messrs. Tyn-dal & Masters, with tbe informiation of your return, to have.you arrested fôr forgery. And before you shailtnarry,Agrnes Featherstone, Z wzYt do so."
William Caryll turned white with fear."But yQu will not," he pleaded •yc could neer beso cruel, Eve."
rHow could I justify myself in acting otherwise?" sheretorted. "WilI, you don't know what Agnes is to ne.For years past (ever since you left me) she has been my.greatest comfort and my greatest pleasure. 'I havé loved7lier above every earthy thing. I do si still. Shé hasbeen like an idolized cild or younger sister to me. I havethought of her, and worked for ber.I have evè'ndearatsometimes (since there seems no chance now of our Cousinough ever turning upagain) of making her the inheritressof tbis property, when I have to leave it behind me. Anddo you think I will see erthrown away upon you; leaveMount Eden to her ch-ldren and yours? Never. I wilburn it to the ground with my own hands first."- She was grand in her o4traged love and her care for her,Young friend, and the -man cowered beforeq ~ier. H eaw-.tit his fate lay in her haids, and he eoulçd nl t thikt<
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first what arguments to use in order to avert it. Then
suddenly he thought of her former love for him-of her
present love- for Agnes. Surel these were weapons that
should not miss their marks a he was cowardly enough
to use them.

"You have forgotten, then," he said slowly, "the protes-
tawiois=of affection you made for me in the days gone by,
Eve; the vows you registered to stand my friend forever?
If I remember rightly, you sealed that promise by an
appeal toGod over your dead mother's grave. You seem
to think very lightly of such things. And we even agreed,
I think, that whichever of us came into Mount Eden was
to share it with the other. You have got it all, Eve, and
yet you are not satisfied-yet you would grudge me my
little prospect of comfort. You are sadly altered from
*hat you were in the olden days."

"Don't speak of them," she answered, in a muffled voice.
"But F must speak of them," he said, thinking he had

gained an advantage over her. "You have blamed me for
not having written to you. It was not from want of
affection, Eve. I know that, in the hurry of departure, I
promised to do so, but when I came to reflect, I recognized
the danger I should run, and saw that the indulgence of
myinclinations might cast me back- upon your hands-a
criminal-and then you would suffer as well as myself.
And so I determined to bear my burdçn alone, and leave
you to a happier existence. And my plan bas succeeded,
Eve. You are wealthy and prosperous, and can afford to
be generous. Leave me that which can neither barm nor
benefit you-my benefactor's name, and the hand of Agnes
Featherstone."

Iever!" sl# repeated vehemently; "I grudge you
nothing except that, Will. If you are independentrand
(comparatively speaking) able to hold up your'-head
amongst your fellqw-men, I am glad df it. for your sake.
But I will be no party to deception. I will not be called
upon to extend the hand of fellowship to Jasper Lyle,
when I know him to be William Caryll. You must give
up .Agnes. It is my sole condition of silence."

"I cannot give her up," he replied despondently¿ what
excuse can I offer for breaking off my engagemerit ? The
girl loves me, and ber family approve of the marriage. To
draw back now would be an act of dishonor."
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It would b more dishonorable te Mr ler with.uttling he 1 detruth. And if you teil lier thetruthshfib e rst te dismiss you. Take your choice, Willbut My isrmade up."
" u 11 betray my secret?"
not let Agnes Featherstone marry my cousinÏ1,ihim to be an honorable and upright man. I sealready td i you so. I should be as bad as you are4f I

CT i all my hopes of happiness are over,» said WillCaryll tterly ; "and it is your hand that has crsishedthem, ve. Oh, how altered you have become since theold dos, when we were friends together ! Is it possibleyou the same girl whose éhief aim in life was to securemy h piness ? )o you rem'èmber the scoldings you usedto fronm your aunt -for working and Watching for me;
a W yo used to brave her anger to make. me com-fortab ýs? Have you forgotten the Sunday evenings wespent , king about the cemetery and 'talking of the timewhen w should live together? And those last miserabledays, , when you were so good and kind to mé, anddressed in,your own clothes, and we were too frightenedand unha y even to laugh at the figure offun I cut inthem? e you forgotten ail this ? "

Ah! she \ud not forgotten it--far frorn it. She hadbeen keepin up bravely' until then,-indignation andresentment h ng given her courage,-but when Willspoke of the o days, and she remembered how she hadvalued his affection, and how much she had counted on itsendurance, her fortitude broke down, and she burst sud-denly into tears.
The sound was as grateful to Will Caryll's ears as that,of ram after drought. Ije saw she had not ceased to.jowe.hn, and that her opposition had arisen from wounded

feeling. What if he wielded the weapon so unexpectedlyput into his iands ? If ail hope of winning Agnes Feather-
stone was to be wrested from him, why should he not takeadvantage of his cousin's evident fidelity, and claim theold promise of her hand in. marriage ? Thoughts of the'Mount Eden property fiashed through his mind at thesaine moment, and made the transfer'of his affections seeuJto be the most natural thing in the worldand as soon as
Evelyn began to cry he rushed to. her and seized her hand



"Ah!" he exclaimed, with all his old fervor, " you
remember as well as myself ? You can still weep (as I do)
for the happy days in which we were all in all to one
another. Ah, Eve, is it possible your love has lived like
this-through silence, and separation, and despair? My
dear, dear Eve! How often have I pictured our re-union;
and blamed my folly for thinking it possible you could be
faithful to me for so long. But it is actually true. You
love me still. Do you think that if I had believed so, I
should ever have engaged myself to Agnes Featherstone-
that any woman could have taken the place of my first

young love? Oh, no, no! I thought you must be mar-
ried long ago, and I flew to the first arms that opened to
comfort me. -But now that I know the happy truth-that
I can assure you that my heart beats in unison with yours,
and you have never been forgotten by rpe-let us renew
those youthful vows, Eve, and pledge ourselves to a life-
long constancy."

He had'poured this speech out so rapidly, kneeling by
the side of the chair on which she had thrown herself,
that Eve listened for awhile in silent astonishmènt, too
thunderstruck to stem the torrent of his words. But as

he concluded, and looked up into her face for.sympathy,
she rose from her seat, and gazed at him with unspeakable
contempt.

"You ask me tMat," she cried; "lnot only to become
a participator in your deceit, but to break my dari±fg's
heart into the bargain-to be untrue to her whonî (I have
told you) I love better than myself ? Why you must be
màd, or think me so. Take you back-you, who have
been false to me-who would be false now to Agnes
Featherstone, and separate myself from her and from my
own esteem for ever ? My God\! what can men think
thamwomenareinade of? But you waste your time, Wil
Caryll. You are no longer mine, and you shall never be
hers. Make what excuse you like for it, but break off
your engagement with Agnes, and leave the Hall within a
reasonable time,' or I shall inform Mr. Featherstone of
your true name and history."

"You never loved me. It has all been a mistake," he
said sulkily. "No woman who had ever cared for a man
could deliberately effect his ruin."

"1 did love you," she answered mournfully, "and I am

MOUyNT EDEN.suât
%



MOUNT EDEN £

not sure that I do not love you still, but no affection can
live that is not founded on esteem. And if I do not effect
your ruin (as you call it), -I must prevent that of my
dearest friend. And there is no choice, in my eyes,
between the two. So now yoù know my final decision."

"I.'will defy you yet," he returned angrily. "I don't
believe you have any proofs against me. You only said
so to make me succumb to your wishes."

" I will show yoù whether I have spoken the truth or
not," said Evelyn, as she unlocked a drawer of the mar-
quetrie cabinet, and took out a packet of papers. , "There
are your forged cheques," she continued, holding them
towards him--" one for tn pounds, one for fifteen, and
one for.twenty-fi-ve ; and all of them endorsed in Uncle
Roger's handwriting, with the word 'forgery.' Now, do
you believe me ?"

He made a snatch at the papers, butshe was too quick
for him.

" I thought you would try that game," she said quietly,
as she re-locked them into the drawer,, " and I was pre-
pared for it, you see. But it would have done you no
good, Will. I shall never use those proofs against you;
but you shall not marry Agnes Featherstone."

" Curse you," he muttered between his teeth, "it will
be war to the knife between us now. But I will deny my
own identity. I will swear that you are -utterly mistaken
-that you are a mad woman, and it will rest with you to
prove your sanity. Not a soul in England could iecognize
me but yourself."

"I have your photographs and your haiidwriting, and
I know that your hair is dyed. I don't think there would
be much trouble in proving you to be William Caryll," said
Evelyn, as she moved away again to the window.

He saw that the game was played out between them now.
He had entreated, aid*denied, and dared her, and it had
ended in a signal defeat. Theie was nothing left but to
accept what terms- she might choose to dictate to him.

"Very well," he said, with assumed humility, "I am iin
your hands, Eve, and if you are determined to rob my
iniserable life of its last chance of happiness, you must do
so. But give me a few days' respite. I. can't go and
blurt out the wretched- truth. without any pqeparation.
Will you give me a week to think what will be st to do
for Agnes and myself? "

r6



"Yes," she answered slowly, " I will give you a week,
and at the end of that time you must speak, or I shall."

He bowed his head and approached the door, and she
rung the bell for him to be shown out of her house.

And so these two met and parted, who had once thought
to pass their lives together..

CHAPTER XVII.

COUNSELLOR PHILIP.

EvEN when Will Caryll was fairly gone, Evelyn Rayne
managed to preserve her equanimity. Naturally she was
a soft-hearted and yieJiding woman in matters of the affec-
tions, but- in this instance she seemed turned to stone.
Directly her spirit showed the least sign of relenting-when
she recalled the terrible blight of sin that had fallen on
her cousin's boyhood, and the abject look of misery and'
humiliation with which he had left her presence-then the
remembrance of her love for him, and of the mutual vows
which they had exchanged, rose up to crush her feelings
of compassion, and make her judge him only as an
impostor, who aspired to become the husband of Agnes
Featherstone.

Her dear, sweet Agnes !-her innocent, unsuspecting
child, with the pouting lips and the golden hair! Could
she stand quietly by and see her married to a criminal
whom she believed to be an honorable man ? It was
impossible ! Duty, as well as affection, urged her on to
the task she had set herself, and she was determined to

perform it to the bitter end. How far jealousy and disap-
pointment biased her decision, Evelyn did not stop to
inquire of herself. She was but a woman after all-a very
admirable and lovable woman with more than the average
powers of her sex, but still with many of its weaknesses.

Had Will Cary11 returned to England faithful to herself,
and eager to consimmate their love by marriage (even
though under an assumed personality), his former de-
linquencies would have proved no obstacle in her eyes.
He would have appeared a martyr;intead of a felon. She
would have shielded and guarded him as she had done in

1;½

MOUNTEDEN.



MOUNT EDE.

the days gone by, and made terms for him with his former,
employers, if she had lost every farthing she possessed to
accomplish her object. She would have burned the proofs
she held of his forgery on a bonfire of congratulation and
rejoicing, and stood by his sid with her strong hand
clasped in his, and defied the world to blame her or to
accuse him.

Will Caryll little knew, what he had lost in l'osing Eve-
lyn Rayne. But, under present circumstances, it would
have been impossible to make her believe that she would
have acted otherwise. All her faith in her own species
was shaken to the centre. - She hardly thought of Will
Caryll as untrue to herself. She remembered only that he
was false to Agnes and the world, and, as Agnes' friend,
it was her bounden duty to expose him. She did not in-
dulge in any more sentiment. Will Caryll's appeal to their
former affection for each other (which proved how little
he really cared for hisfiancéê) had dried her tears at their
source, and left her hardened, miserable, and reckless.

She even seemed more cheerful during the remainder of
the day than usual. She was not still one moment. She
ran when she need only have walked, and she laughed
when a smile would have answered the purpose equally
well.

She rode out with Captain Philip in the afternoon, and'
stood, utitil the hour for labor was over, watching the ex-
cavation of a decoy. The captain hardly recognized her
under this new aspect. He had always considered her to
be too grave .for so young a woman. But she might have
been seventeen again that day, instead of twenty-seven, by
the rapidity with which she chattered, and the irrelevance
of her remarks. He found his own thoughts wandering

-from the business they had in lgand, whilst he tried to puz-
zle out the meaning of this sudden transformation. Evelyn,
with an intuition ihat was natural to her, and especially
where Captain Philip was concerned, guessed what he was
thinking of, and the discovery seemed to make her spirits
flag. Without warning sb3e drooped, and became silent;
and, after a few vain efforts to resume her former cheerful-
ness, confessed herself to be tired, and turned her horse's
head in the direction of home. But neither one phase of
leeling nor the other deceived her companion.

"Now,what is wong with her? " he thought, as, with
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ýknittéd birows and rapid step, he took bis own way bâck tg
Bachelor's Hall. "This is not her ordinary equable beha,
vior. Something must have occurred to worry ber. Can
it be the projected. w#dding of Agnes Featherstone? I
heard that foreign-loolng fellow had 'called on ber this
afternoon. Perhaps she-fears he will not make ber little-
friend happy. And yet-and yet-much as I believe in
ber powers of affection, Evelyn's evident disturbancewent
even beyond the interests of friendship. How I wish she
would confide in me. How I wish I could -console her."

Captain Philip had no one but his pipe to trust bis
secrets to by that time, for John Vernon had been obliged
to rejoin his ship, and once more he reigned alone in
Bachelor's Hall. So much the better, he said tor himself,
for bis life was a sealed book, into which he desired no

- one to pry. As he settled himself in bis arm-chair that
evening, with bis books on the table beside him, and his
beloved pipe in his mouth, he unlocked his desk, and drew
thence two or three photographs of Miss Rayne, with
'which, from time to time, she had presented-him. No one
who had seen C tain Philip at that moment would have
believed he was te same practical, hardworking, and appa-
rently stolid agent of Mount. Eden, who had made -himself
known, for miles round, as the possessor of one of the

longest heads and the coolest brains in the country. His
muscular frame positively trerabled as he took the pieces
of cardboard in his hands, and his grey eyés were dimmed
with moisture.

"Evelyn," he whispered softly, two or three times in re-
petition, as though he loved to hear bis own voice speak
ber name; "Evelyn, if you only knew how I long to fil

up the void I can' discern in your life. But I bave put it
out of my reach for everTo tell ber now what I should
have told her long ago, would seer ilke taking an unfair
advantage of my power. No! I must win you first, my
darling," he continued,.pressing the picture to bis bearded
mouth, ",if I can do so-and then-4and then:-if that

happy day should ever come- But, bah ! what a fool I
am !" he'exclaimed finally, as be'locked ber photographs
away again. "Wbat should êver make her think of me '
any other light but that in which I lave placed myself-s
her land-agent and overseér ? Sbe bas never given me a
word -or 1qpk to .say. tiat she regaxds -me .otherwtse. No
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God bless her! whatever may happen she will never be toa
blame. Only.--bow much I should like to know what dis-
turbed her this afternoon, and.whether it was connected
with the visit of Mr. Jasper Lyle. But, after aU, it is no
business of mine, and I am.only indulging in idle curiosity.
by thinking of it ; and, in.any, other man, I should call it
d-d impertinence."

But though he took up a book of new travels, and tried
hard-to fix his mind upon it, Captain Philip found it waste
time to read that evening, and, opening the door of his.
little cottage, he strode out into the balmy night air, with
bis pipe between his teeth, and his head bare, and waii-
dered away as far as the plantation of larch and fir-trees,
which he was traversing with young Vernon when they
first-met Evelyn Rayne. The nightwas still as death---so
still that even the nightingales, that began to sing a few

te-like notes every now and then, stoppeç short as
though alarmed at the so'und of their own voices, and the
fainVcrying of the speckled frogs, and the whizz and whirr
of tlie night moths, could be heard distinctly. Captain
Philip paced on thoughtfully-the soft moss and summer
herbage yielding like a carpet beneath his feet, and giving
no notice of his advance. But his quick ear, ever on the
alert for poachers and trespassers on Mount Eden, pre-.
sently detected the sound of a footstep down -the lower
drive; and auick as lightning, he flew after and overtook
it.

Oh ! Captain Philip!" cried thq voice of Evelyn
Rayne. " How you startled me!" "

"IMiss Rayne 1" he exclaimed in astcinishment. "You
here, and alone !" t>

"And why not, Captain Philip? " she replied, in a
would-be lively tone ; but he detected the sound oe*tears
in her voice, nevertheless. " Surely I·cai take a stroll in
my own grounds without attendance? Suppose I were to
accuse you of the same impropriety-what then ? You
seem to enjoy the night-air as much as I do, and you have
not even a hat on, so you are worse than I am."

But for all her assumed levity, he could hear she had
been weeping, and her f ame trembled as she leant against
a trem.

"You must eknow whiat I mean " he answered gravely ;
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"<the dew is falling heavily-your dress is quite damp, and
although these are your own grounds, they are too exten-
sive to be traversed by a young lady, unprotected, at ten
o'clock at night. Do you know, when I first detected your
footstep, I thought it might be that of a poacher ?"

"It is lucky you were not carrying a gun, Captain Philip.
You might have shot me down."

" I hope I am not quite so rash as that, Miss Rayne;
but I wish that, for your part, you would be more prudent.
Do let me persuade you to return to the house."

"I shall get -no harm," she said fretfully, for he was
touching her wound, though unaware to himself.

"But you will get no good, Miss Rayne. Forgive me
for saying that I think I understand something of the feel-
ing.that led you abroad to-night (although I have no notion
whence it arises). I have felt it myself-that restlessness
of spirit-and can sympathize with it. But you are too
delicate to attempt to walk it off."

"I am not delicate," she returned defiantly. "I am as
hard as nails. Nothing will ever kill me but old age. I
suppose it is due to my bringing up. It has been all hard
throughout. I have had no friends, no advisers, mo guides.
I have been thrown on myself for'sympathy and counsel,
and-"

And here, as though to prove her hardness, Miss Rayne
.broke down, and began to cry.

Captain Philip took her hand (but tmost respectfully),
and placed it on his arm.

"Come home," he said soothingly.; "you have been
overwrought to-day. Let me take- you back to the big
house.".

His allusion seemed to bring back some remembrance
that btaced her up. She let her'hand rest where he had
placed it;and began to step out firmly towards,-home. Her
tears dried up again, and her proud spirit began to ques-
tion how she could have been so weak as to betray herself.

"How very foolish you must think me," she said, when
she could conmand her voice. "It is not often I am so
weak, is it? But I am over tired to-day, and a little
worried, and-and-Z am a woman, which accoùnts for
everything."

"I could see you were not yourself this a4ernoon.- You
should have gone straight to bed, and sought relif ini rest,"



said Captain-Philip gently. "You know you need never
attend to business unless you feel inclined. I am always
ready and willing to take the whole responsibility of it on
my own shoulders."

" I believe you would work yourself to death if I would
allow you,'" replied Evelyn, and then she asked suddenly,-

"Captain Philip, have you a mother or sisters?"
The captain seemed quite taken aback. ' The mistress

of Mount Eden had never asked him a single question
concerning his family affairs before.
-c No, Miss Rayne," he stammered, IlI am not so

fortunate. My poor mother died when I was quite an
infant, and I.never had any sisters."

" Neither had I. It is sad to feel so much alone, isn't
it ?"

"It is sad. But what made you ask me that question ?
"I will answer you frankly. You are so good and kind,

Cap tain Philip, I thought that if you had sisters like your-
self, I should like-tknow them-to make them my friends.
I have so few female friends," said Evelyn, with a sigh; "I
seem to have no one to go to for advice in a dilemma."

" Pardon me for saying so, but do you consider women
are the best friends for women-as a rule?"

"Unless one is married,,yes. But I shall never Nbe
married," replied Evelyn.

" It is early days to determine that, Miss Rayne. -We
shall see-you-following Miss Featherstone's example yet2"

She started-violently.
"Ah! don't mention it, please. I cannot tell you how

hateful the notion is to me."
And then. she seemed to take a sudden resolve, such a

resolve as comes to one sometimes in solitude and dark-
ness, and loqks quite different then fr.oni what it would do,
in the glare of day. She resolved to make Captain Philip

lher friend, and ask his advice, without confessing she was
doing so-Captain Philip, to whom she had never shown
anything but bare politeness yet. But then she had needed
nothing more herself.

" Captain Philip," she commenced, without further pre-
amble, "how far do you consider the privileges of friend--
slip should go.?"

"I shoul4, consider the privileges of a true friendship
illimitable, Miss Rayne.»
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"Even to the wrecking-of your friend's happiness ? ".
"If it were for your friend's good, yes. - But which of us

can determine what is for good or for evil in this world?
The very tlzing which looks the worst thing possible in our
eyes may be tWe pre-destined means to a right e~i. That
is where the diffidulty conies in. Too many of us are apt
to arrogate to ourselves the privileges of the Creator
under the name of duty, which only stands for self-grati-
fication."

"On those grounds one should never interfere in any-
thing, Captain Philip. One should stand by and see a
fellow-creature down without hôlding out a hand ?"

"Oh, no. The opportunity to save is there, therefore it
should be taken advantage of."

"Then if one of my acquaintances had engaged a servant
'whom I knew to be a thief, should I not be justifid in
telling the truth about him ?"

"Certainly,-if he had not left off being.a thief."
The spontaneous twitch upon his arm made Captain.

Philip aware that s'omething in bis reply had touched ber.
'-If he had not left of being a thief," she repeated

.slowly. " Bût surely he might relapse?" 1
" He might. But isn't it a part of our duty to hope the

best for our fellow-creatur, Miss Rayne, and does any
one stand firmly without having had a few falls ? A con-
.frxied thief is a different thing. But I should be sorry to
-place an obstacle in the way of the teformation of any man
who had sinned once-or even twice. We cannot measure
-the temptation any more than the repentance. The
Almighty, who weighs both, will not condemn us for erring
bn the side of.mercy."
. " Thank you," replied Evelyn, after a pause. "Youare
a good man, Captain Philip, and you have gWyen me some-
.thing to think of: the-the servant I spoke of tells ine he
has repented, and .perhaps I am bound to believe him."

"If you refuse to believe him on your cwn authoity,
and he never regains the position he bas lost, bis downfall
will certainly be laid (in a measure) at your door."

"But if he robs my friend ? " suggested Evelyn, in a
.trembling voice.

"Cannot you caution your friend without betraying the
dependence-placed on ydurself? - Cannot you open bel
eyes (of course it is a lady-a man would never dô such.à
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stupid thing as:to engage a servant without good references)tp the advisabiity. of. inquiring into his 'past life, and,character, and leave.-her to judge- for herself ? . If, after-that, she wilfully shuts her eyes to his possible short-
comings, I should consider your responsibility in the matterhad ceased. Has the lady applied to you for the man'scharacter ?

" Oh, no. I have nothing to do with it. She does not.know I ever knew him."
" Then take my advice and leave them alone, MissRayne. No good ever came in this world of interfering-and it generally ends by both parties turning round againstyou. Your friend won't be. in the least bit .obliged,youmay depend on that,-an'd the man fill probably take topoaching your preserves. Time enough to speak whenyou're asked to do so."
"I believe you're right," said Evelyn, as th eached aside door of the 'big house, " and I have bee orryingmyself too much about a trifle."
"You' have too sensitive a conscien'ce, he replied, asshe shook hands with him. .
"Nothing of the sort, Captain Philip; but I. have. beenworried.
" I know you have been worried," he replied sympatheti-cally, as he left her. " But alil the same," he said to him-self, as he walked back to Bachelor's Hall, you havenotdeceived me, Evelyn Rayne. No man-servant's peccadilloes

have had, the power to shake your proud spirit in this way.It had something to do with Miss Featherstone's marriage.I am sure of that ; else, why should her question have soimmediately followed her expression of distaste .at mymention ofit? Can she have met this Jasper LPle bef'ore,.and underdifferent circumstances ?' It is hardly probable.Re is not the sort of man, with his hay-foreign ways, to beeasily forgotten ; ·and he is evidently)a stranger to every-body about here. And whilst at Liverpool, living inobscurity with her aunt, she was not in a position to makeacquaintances. but therW's a mystery somewhere, thoughI haven't got to the bottom of it yet. But if it is *to worryher, or make her unhappy, I will-I wiZl
Meanwhile, Evelyn was repeating to herself the wordswhich- he had. said to her. "If Ihe had not left.of beia thief!" Had Will left off being a thief?. The question.
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ruig in her ears all 'night, and throughout the following
day., She had no reason to doubt it. . He could-hardly
haye attained the position he held unless he had- lived -in
a respectable and honorable manner. *And for hat one
terriblè blot upôn his boyhood-for that one fierce temp-
tation weakly yielded to, was she to condemn him to a
life-loing punishment, 'to thrust the happiness he was about
to grasp from his hand, and turn him out upon the world
again with the criminaVs brand upon his brow? She
dared not to it. She shuddered at the idea of what might
befall him-abandoned and outcast for the second time;
and yet, to think of Agnes, her trusting, unsuspecting
Agnes, linked to a forger. ,Oh, it was terrible. She did
not know whàt to do, nor how to decide. Yet, through all
her uncertainty, iang the echo of Captain Philip's words:
".If he never regains the position he has lost, his'downfall
will certainly lie in a measure at -your door."

Her first jealous anger was over bythis time. EVelyn's
strong heart could not love where it despised; and Will's
conduct had been thoroughly despicable. But she was
still sadly confused and uncertain how sbe ought to act,
when the smart Featherstone liveries came gleaming.up
the avenue,-and Mrs. Featherstone, all furbelows, flounces,
and flurry, rushed info her presence. Her agitated
appearance made Evelyn's heart quake with fear for what
she might have to' say.

"Oh, my dear gir," she commenced excitedly, " 1 have
cóme to take you back to the .Hall with me. Now, no
excuses. Evelyn. I know how busy you are, and wLat a
lot you have to do ; but Agnes is ill,, and I am sure you
will not refuse to go to her, for she is crying out for you
every moment."

"Agnes ill ! Oh, what is the matter? " exclaimed Evcly
forgetting all about her interview with Will Caryll in
anxiety for her favorite friend.

"Don't ask me, my dear, for I'm sure I can't tell you,
no more than nothing," replied Mrs. Featherstone; "only
the whole house is. topsy-turvy, and heaven only knows
what will happen to us next, and Agnes has locked herself
into her bedroom, and won't come out for her Aunt Sophy
nor me, nor anybody."
S" But why-why?" cried Elvelyn, in palpable dis-
tress.
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Why, all on account of Mr. Jasper Lyle, of course.
Haven't I told you? . Dear, dear ! my poor brain is
whirling so, I hardly know if I'm on-·my head or my heels.
Well, my dear Evelyn, you k.now how we ail liked him
(and do, fpr the matter of that), and how the wedding day
was almost fixed, as you may say, and now he's going
away.

Evelyn became silent.
"Do you hear me, my dear ? Actually going back to

Italy without any-warning or reasonable excuse, and without
fixing any time for lis return. Of course Mr. Featherstone
he's quite put out about it, and says the engagement had
better be broken off altogether, and poor Agnes is in
hysterics, and I feel so ill you might knock me down with
a feather."

"IBut, dear Mrs, Featherstone, I don'tquite understand.
Surely Mr.-Mr.-Lyle nust have given some reason for
his'abrupt departure? Itmust be family matters, ormoney
matters, or something of importance that takes him from
England at such*a mòment. He must .have told Mr. Fea-
therstone something about it. It would be so extraordinary
-so uncalled for else."

"My dear, he. told papa nothing; except that it was
imperative he should leave us, and when he was asked why
and (or how long, he stuttered and stammered, and said
lie would write and téll us everything on getting back to
Italy. And Ibelieve he has told our poor Agnes that his
health won't permit him to live in England, or some such
rubbish, and she is breaking her heart over it. Such
a shock for the poor child, you know, when she was just
thinking abotit ordering her trousseau." .

"It would be a terrible shock, but we must hope te
avert it," replied Evelyn, as she hurried away to put on
her walking costume; and all the time she was doing it
lier heart.kept on asking, "What shall I do? What shall
I do?"

"Dear Mrs. Featherstone," she said when they fo'und
s themselves driving to the Hall together, "do tell me'the
f truth. Does Mr. Featherstone know anything of Mr. Lyle's
Y antecedents ? Did he ascertain how he had been living

during his résidence in Italy ? Agnes is such a prize, you
knoW, in every respect, that ope cannot be too careful that
her prospective husband should have none but the most
honorable motives in seeking her hand in marriage."



"Oh, you're quite right, my dear, and very sensible, and
see things just as you should do. We always say at the
Hall, 'If you want real sound advice, go to Evelyn Rayne.
for it.' But we weren't guite so careless as you seem to
think. We met Mr. Jasper Lyle first at the bouse of our
mutual friends, the Spencers, and you know how very
particular Mrs. Spencer (being second> cousin, once re-
moved, to Lord Courtley) is concerning whom she admits
th her eveting parties. And when we saw how takeil Mr.
Lyle became with our Agùes, papa made all sorts of
inquiries about him of Mr. Spencer, and he told us that'
his friends, Sir Andrew and Lady Marsden, had known
Mr. Lylefor years, and that he was a most estimable
young man, who, though poor, had lived a thoroughly
respectable and quiet life, never gambling, or drinking or
running into debt, but behaving like a gentleman in every
respect. Andj papa thinks nothing of his want of money,
you know, Evelyn, since we have plenty for them both,
and only want our Agnes to be happy in her own way.
And then-when we thought everything was going so
smooth-to have this terrible upset. It's most trying, My
dear, I can assure you."

"There is no need of assurance, dear Mrs. Featherstone,
I can understand your feelings thoroughly," said Evelyn.
"But may there not be some mistake in the igatter? Mr.
Lyle is so mùch of a foreigner, he may not have been able
to explain himself properly to Mr. Featherstone. It may
be his health, or his private affairs, that compel him to
return to Italy for a while, and he may have every intention
of a speedy return. Don't jyou think you are all looking at
the matter in rather too serious a light? "

"There now 1" exclaimed Mrs. Featherstone, with the
intensest admiration, " I said to papa that it was ten to
one but what you'd put. everything^right for us. You're a
wonderful young woman, Evelyn Rayne. Talk of grey
"heds on green shoulders! Why, you might be sixty to

hear you talk. I shouldn't wonder (as you say) if-we've all
niade a mess of it. Papa's no hand at French, no more
than myself; 'and Agnes has been in such a state ever since,
she heard that Mr. Lyle is going away, that I don't believe
she's been able to understand anything. But you must
get at the truth pf it for us, Evelyn, and then, if the young
man only wants. to run home for a while to settle his affairs
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why, we must put the wedding off for a month, and nobody
will be the worse for that.",

"No, indeed," replied Evelyn, with affected cheerfulness,
,as the carriage stopped at Featherstone Hall, and she ran
upstairs to Agnes' bedroom.

-If (she kept on repeating to herself), if Agnes' affections
were really so.deeply involved, and Wili had tried to live
down the evil past by a virtuous and honorable manhood
-why, she would bid him stay on and fear nothing more
from her. Captain Philip had said that we should never
be condemned for erring on the side of mercy.

When she reached Agnes' room, she found the silly
little girl as despairing as though her lover had been
stretched out in his coffin, and ready for the grave. She
sobbed in Evelyn's arms for some time so bitterly as to be
quitie unable t"opeak, and.when the passionate outburst
had somewhat subsided, her wordswere scarcely coherent.

"But what is all this terrible fuss about, my Agnes?"
inquired Evelyn, in her soft, rich voice. "Has Mr. Lyle
deserted you for some other woman, or is he so ill that the
doctors bave given up ail hope of his recovery?"

"No, no," sobbed Agnes, from the shelter of hei friend's
bosom.; "but he is going back to Italy at once, and I feel
certain I shall never see him again."

"But surely that is rating your lover's fidelity at a very
low standard, Agnes. Has Mr. Lyle intimated in any way
that he bas no intention of returning?"

"Oh, no. He has said nothing about that. Only it is
imperative that he should go away for a while. Nothing
that we can say or do will alter his determination. And,
Evelyn, I have a premonition that it is for ever. Some-
thing will happen to prevent our meeting again. It was
too good -to last. No one is permitted long to be so happy
in this world as I bavé been."

She had been so happy, poor child, and it was the hand
of her dearest friend that had pulled that h~appiness down.

"e4 ear, sweet Agnes,' criçd Evelyn, "do you love
Mj.'yle so much as 'all that? Would parting from him,
ow destroy all your happiness in this world ?"

"Oh, Evelyn, how can you ask me such a question Y7.
y happiness is bound up in him. If we are to part for

ver I shall die. If he were to prove faithless to me, I
shouldtake my own life."

11



"It is wrong to speak like that, Agnes. No man is
worthy of so much confidence.- They are all faulty, remem-
ber, and apt to succumb to temptation. Don't think too
much of Mr. Lyle, or anye man, or you may live to be
bitterly disappointed."

"And yet you think of and trust your Cousin Will!" re-
turned Agnes innocently. "You told me, Evelyn, that
you were sure he would never be untrue to you, and you
were waiting in perfect faith and confidence for him to come
back again and claim you. Didn't you, now ? And mayn't
I think as much of Jasper as you do of Will?"

Evelyn's sweet blue eyes were suddenly dimmed with

tears. Yes, it was.true. How much she had thought ofWill!
And now- But pride drove her'tears back to their
source, and Agnes never saw them fall.

"Yes, dear," said her friend gently, " you can think just
as much of Jasper as I do of Will. I will not dispute that.
Only, if this separation is to give you so much pain, and
fill you >with such mournful forebodings, can it not be
avoided?"

" Jasper says not, Evelyn. He told papa that the most
important business called him abroad, and that it was
impossible to say how long it might keep him there. That
is the miserable part of it."

"Suppose I were to speak to Mr. Lyle, Agnes ? I have
a good business head, and may be able to âdvise him. He
is so ignorant of English laws and customs, he may not be
aware that his business (whatever it may be) can be exe-

cuted quite as well by writing as by word of mouth."
Agnes brightened up immediately.
"Oh yes, Evelyn, do. You always set everything right.

The first thing I did when I heard this horrible news was
to ask them to send for you. And you can tell Jasper
what I can't,"' she added blushing, " that if he must go to
Italy, it would be much better for him to wait, and take me
with him; and then we should have a happy trip together,
instead of a miserable separation."

"And you are quite sure, then, my darling, that your
heart will never change?" said Evelyn anxiously, '. and
that, if after your marriage you found out that Mr. Lyle
was not all you had believed him to be-if you heard he
had been wild anc reckless, and even wicked, in his youth
-still you think that you could continue to love him, and

MOVUNT EDEN.
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pity him, an&console him for all he may have gone through,
and never remember that he was less a hero than you
believe him to be now?"

She was so thoroughly in earnest, she made the shallower
nature earnest too.

"Indeed-indeed I would, Evelyn," replied Agrres, her
big eyes full of solemn truth. "I love him so dearly, that
if I heard he had been a murderer, it could only make me
love him more. Nothing ,could hurt me now, except to
part from him"

"Then yoJ shan't part from him, my darling," said
Evelyn determinedly ; but then, seeing the look of surprise
which Agnet fixed upon her, she mitigated the force of her
words. "I mean that I will speak to Mr. Lyle myself, and
point out to him thathe has incurred a duty, by engaging
himself to you, which, forbids his leaving England, if itis,
to be the cause of so much unhappiness. His Italian
business can doubtless nged quite as well after.
marriage as before. An. ow, darling, you will not cry
any more, will you? I don't know my pretty Agnes with

t -. these -red eyes and swollen features. Get up and bathe
your face, and change your dress, and let Mr. Lyle see you

t fresh and smiling when yo.u meet again. Where .shall I
find him, Agnes ? I want to put you out of your suspense
at once."

e "I don't know, dear Evelyn. He has seemed -very
e miserable all yesterday and to-day, and I think, after his

talk with papa, he went out into the garden."
"IThen I will go and look for him there," said Evelyn,

as she left the room.
But her heart beat very fast as she did so.

s "Never mind, never mind," she said to herself, as she
r trampled down her feelings, "it must be done. It Ougkt
o to be done (I am sure Captain Philip would say so), and- *
e the sooner it is over the better. Matters have gone too
r, far with-my poor little Agnes. I hardly thought she cared

so much, and at all costs she shal be happy. And he toq
r -this may be the turning point of his existence. Have I
d the right (as Captain Phiip said) to arrogate to myself the
le .aprivilege of the Almighty, and decide when, and to what

limit, apardoni should be extended to the guilty ? He has
h . suffered enough, perhaps, and if he has been untrue to me,
d how could I hope (after all) to cope against the fascinations



of my little-Agnes? But if-if it had only been s o'
else than ber!"

She went all round the garden, with her brave firm Land
pressed tightly against her aching heart, before she found
him, and then the faint perfume of his cigar alone directed
hei to the sequestered seat where he had thrown himaself, full
length, in the plenitude of bis disappointment.

As her apparition burst u'pon his view, Will Caryll sprung
from his seat with an expression almost of fear,

"Eve ! " he exclaimed, "I.have kept my promise ; indeed
I have. I amgoing to leave England again, and for ever."

"Hush, Will," she answered warningly, " we must learn
to addrçss each other more formally, for some one might
overhear us."

." What does it signify?" he said, in a tone of despair, as
he sunk back upon the garden seat. " I have told youù am
going. If they knew everything now, it would not make
much difference."

"Yes, it would," said Evelyn, biting her lip, as his
attitude recalled the weak-minded youth of old to her, " for
I have come to tell you that you must remain and marry
Agnes Featherstone. It is too late to draw back now. I g
see that. plainly, and that her health and happiness will
suffer if her engagement to you is broken off."

"But if you are determined to betray me-" he began
sheepishly.

"Did I ever betray you yet, Will? "she answered, with
calm reproach. " Can you recall one instance in which I 0
playec you false, or did not do my uttermost, to further fr1
your purpose ? se

"But you said you would yesterday, Eve. You swore
that if Z did not speak, you would. And so I thought that
the easiest plan for me would be to clear out altogether." by

She stood before'him, with ber haud still pressed against
her throbbing heart, and her sad zyes turned resolutely tu
away.

"You must make some allowanees for yesterday," she th
answered slowly; "you took me by surprise, and I spoke
hastily. Agnes is very, very dear to me, and I rank ber
happiness above my own. When I thought that you would
wreck it, I told you to go. Now that I see that it is bound
up in yours, I tell you to stay, and, from this moment, you
shall be Jasper Lyle to me, and I will do my utmost to
forget that you were ever-Will Caryll."



He leapt up then, and tried to seize her hand, but she
prevented him sternly.

"Remember who you are," she said,-" the afanced
husband of my friend. Have I not just warned you that
we must not only forget, but utterly erase the past?
Therein lies your only safety, for I have spoken of my
cousin Will Caryll to Agnes, and a very little want of care
might raise her suspicions of you. Your future is in your
own hands now. ~Make it as noble and free from blame as
the past should have been."

"But what excuse can I offer Mr. Featherstone for
changing my intentions? ",asked Will Caryll, involuntarily
leaning on her, as of old.

" Surely Agnes' misery at the idea of parting with you
would be sufficient excuse for anything. Say you have
given up the idea of leaving England on her account. It
will.be perfectly true. And go now, Will, as quickly as
you can, and tell the poor girl of your decision, or she will
make herself ill with weeping."

"Eve!" he e *med, "how can I thank you fo/r yod
generosity-your for arance ? . I have always loved you
-no time, nor distanc nor silence could tear my heart
or memory from those u orgotten days, when-"

"Oh, hush, hush!" sh s.aid, in a voice of the keenest
pain, "never speak of the again. They are dead and
gone days. The cousin I k w then has vanished for
ever. From this day, you must to me Mr. Jasper Lyle
only, and I to you your wife's nea st and most faithful
friend. Go to her, Mr. Lyle, go at nce, and-depend
securety ipon me!"

"You will come with me? " he said.
"No ; she will not need me now. I wi see her by-and-

bye," replied Evelyn, as she waved him fr m her presence.
But when she had watched him ent the Hall, she

turned her footsteps resolutcly away, an walked across
the fields to the big house again.
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CHAPTER XVIII

BY THE SAD SEA WAVWS.

% TaWris twelve hours of this interview, peace and content-
ment once more reigned at Featherstpne Hall. Mr. Lyle
had informed his future father-in-law that (in con idera-
tion of Agnes' objection to his departure) he ha given
up the idea of re-visiting Italy (at all events for t e pre- t
"sent), and the old man had expressed himself s well
pleaed with his decision.

Mr. Feather9tone had not been looking well lately-age,
tombined with the cares of business,-and the c nstant
journeys he was obliged to make backwards and forwards
to his bank, was beginning to tell upon a naturall . weak
constitution, and he had grown greyer and more w inkled i
than his years would justify. The little annoyanc which s
had arisen consequent on Jasper Lyle's proposal h d.wor- y
ried him, far more than it was worth, and he haild the li
announcement that his Agnes would have no mor need n
to make herself unhappy.

"That is right, that is right," he said, when th news e
was conveyed to him ; " what is the u e cf causi g more S
anxiety and misery in this world than h e naturall biings Si
us? Let the wedding go on, my boy. The day tha Agnes
is married, I shall settle twenty thousand pounds on her, d
and I want to see her comfortably provided for, an happy
with the man she loves, as soon as possible. Ev rything "
itù this world is so -uncertain. It is folly not to grasp at h
the goods the gods provide us before they pass bey nd our t
reach." is

"I trust Agnes will never pass beyond mine, Ivr. Fea- h
therstone," said Jasper Lyle.

"No, no, I have no fear of it. She is good, and true as u
steel, and will make you a loving and faithful wif1e. But n
I should like the wedding to take place as soon as possible, is
and then you can takç her to Itqly if you se t to do al
so.
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fhe welcome intelligence soon spread through the
i susehold, delighting evërybody ( cxcept the birds of prey,
wno had almost hoped that something was going to occur
,o prevent the invasion of a foreign elenent to the family),
:Cd Agnes came down to dinner. wreathed in smiles and

àlushes, and only disposed to grumble at the fact that lier
darling Evelyn had not remained at the -Halkt&be a par-
taker of her renewed happiness.

"It is just like Evelyn," she pouted, "to corne like a
good.fairy and set everything right, and then to walk off
and take no part in it. You don't know her yet, Jasper,"
she continued to lher fiancé. "When you do, you'll
acknowledge there never was another such - woman in
the world as Evelyn Rayne."

" Always excepting Agnes Featherstone," he answered
playfully.

Bat Agnes shook her head.
"'No,,no. I am not a bit like her. I could not be if I

lived for a hundred years. Evelyn never cants or preaches,
but she does just the right thing at the right time,,and she
never spares herself if it is for the good of others. Just
see how interested she is about me and my marriage-and
yet she has been so disappointed in her own-poor, dar-
ling Evelyn! Some women who have missed their happi-
ness,' said Agnes, with a glance in the direction of her
Aunt Sophy, "become spiteful and ill-natured towards
every one who is likely to attain it; but that is not Evelyn.
She is-only anxious that, if she can .help it, no ond shaU
suffer as she has done."

" Do you think, then, tnat she Ïhas suffered very>much ?"
demanded Jasper Lyle, in a low tone.

" Very, very much. I am sure of it," answered Agnes,
" for she told me so herseilf. She said that she worshipped
her cousin,-that he was her a//,-and the loss of him was
the great trouble of her life. So you see how unselfish it
is of her to work for the happiness of others. I ' ish she
had been here to-night, to reap the reward of her'labors.
Mamma, will you write to tell Evelyn that all our plans are
upset agahi, and the wedding-day is fixed for the tenth of
next month ? Of course she will be my bridesmaid-thére
is no need to ask her that. I should not feel married at
all if Evelyriwere not there."

"She appears to be more necessary to your nappinesq
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than the bridegroom," observed Jasper, with a toich of
jealousy.

"Of course she is, sir," replied Agnes, renewed confidence
making her saucy. "Bridegrooms are as common as black-
berries, but a friend like Evelyn is only met once in a life-'
timé."

She expected him tocontradict her, if only for the fun' of
the thing; but he took her just in a very sober fashion.

" You are quite right, and I perfectly agree, with you,"
he said thoughtfully, as he turned away.

By the next day, Evelyn heard that her efforts on Agnes'
behalfhad been successful, and that the wedding -day was
fiued for a much earlier date than had been previously
intended; and then she did what to those who knew her
seemed a very funny thing-she sent for her doctor. Now,
during the ten years that she had lived at Mount Eden, Dr.
Wilton had ever-entered the house on her account, except
once or twice. Healthy, vigorous, and with an eminently
pure constitution, what should she need from medicine?
She was always either on horseback or on foot, taking an
abundance of exercise that would have made most women
shudder. She'rose early, and she went early to rest, living
by choice on the plainest viands, and taking the least pos-
sible amounr of spirituous liquor. Her clear eyes, cool
lands, and elastic frame evidenced her enjoyment of perfect
health, and if in the course of nature she sometimes felt a
littile languid or uneasy, she had her own simple remedies
for such trifles, and would have laughed at the idea öf con.
sulting a medical man. She had, therefore, not seen Dr.
Wilton for some time past, although he had been in con-
stant attendance on her Uncle Roger for the two last
years of his life, and she looked upon him as an intimate,
friend. He was very much concerned, therefore, when he
received her note, asking him to call at Mount Eden, and
posted off to answer it as quickly as his numerous engage-
ments would. permit. But as she came forward to greet
him, with an outstretched hand, Dr. Wilton could not dis-
cern anything wxong in'her appearance. .

" Why, how is this ? " he exclaimed cheerily. " You're
not ill. I'd take my oath of that. Then who is it? Le
brave Capitaine Philip ? "

" Not that Z know of," replied Evelyn smiliig; " but I
did not send for. you to talk, but to listen.. Now sit dbin

isä



there, like 'a goocl man, and let me explain my little dilem-
ma to you."

She. had been battling hard with her memory, and her
doubts, and her scruples during the last few days, but she
was not going to let him see it. She forced hlerself to
smile, and to speak lightly, and to carry things off with,a
high hand whilst he was there ; and she managed to deceive
him completely. Dr. Wilton was a clever practitioner,
and coul4 have detected a feverish eye or a failing pulse
in a minute. But he had no- power to discern the symp-
toms of an aching heart against the determination of the
woinan who bore it.

",ITreally am suffering from a disease, doctor," she went
on merrily but it is such an uncommon one, that perhaps
-it has never come under your notice before."

"And what is it ? " inquired the doctor.
"A plethora of friends."
" That is indeed a very uncommon complaint. What

are- the symptoms, Miss Rayne ? "
" An inability to do things as I like ;a superabundance

of good-natured attempts to deprive me of my liberty of
action, and to substitute what they think is best, for what
Z know I want. In short, doctor, I am anxiouseto get
away from Mount Eden for a little change, and if you don't
give me a certificate. to say that I require it, I feel I shal
never be able to go."

." Will they detain ybu by force? I thought you were
lady paramount here."

"So I am; but I am alluding to my gret and best
friends, the Featherstones. They have only 'ust returned
from abroad themselves ; but if they heard t t I wished for
.change, they would either insist upon m going there, or
upon accompanying me elsewhere. d I want to be
alone," said Evelyn, hér voice uncon. iously falling to a
lower key; '-and so will you order me way to the seaside,
·th:at I may have a reasonable excus to offer them for a
hurried departure ? "

"You want to go away-alone," repeated the doctor
slowly,'as he feit her pulse. "Why, what's the reason?
Uiave you had any bad news lately ? Failed in your
-speculations, or overdrawn your account at your bankers ?
·Your pulse is rather irrçgular, and, now I come to look at
.you, your face is flushed. Why are you so anxious tio run
away from Mount Eden?"
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Evelynblushed låneath-bis scrutiny like a rose, but stif
maitained an affectation of;indifference.

" I should bave thought you would have expressed more
curiosity to learn why I have not run away from it before,
Dr..Wilton. Do you know that I have been living for ten
years at Mount Eden, without once having a change?
That, with my'ample means and opportunities, I have never
visited London or Paris, but lived on here from year's end
to year's end like a vegetable? "

"True ; it must be a very dull life for a young woman,"
observed the doctor thoughtfully.

But she would not admit that.
Oh, no, no; it is not! It is everything that is most

delightful to watch the change of the seasons-the sowing.
of the seed, the reaping of the harvest, the young animals
growing up around me, the, trees, the flowers, the birds,
above all, to feel the power for good that has been be-
queathed to me, and to care for my tenantry and laborers
and their children ; I think these are the greatest pleasures
and the pyrest satisfaction that are attainable upon earth."

"Then thy do you want to leave them? " said the doctor.
Her enthusiasm was quenched* in a moment. A bitter

remembrance rose to dim her eye, and make her tongue
falter, and she paúýsed to regain her courage.

"IAnd you will have plenty of gaiety, by-and-by," con-
tinued Dr. Wilton, "if what I hear is true, and your friend
Miss Featherstone is to be married next month. Do you
know the gentleman? Does he meet with your approval?
Is it what is termìed a good match for her ? "

"COh, I think to,"replied Evelyn hurriedly; "everybody
approves of her choice, which is the main thing. But,
doctor, about my going away. I only want you to order it,
and I can manage the rest for nyself."

"Of course I order it, and now I come to examine you
more closcly, Miss Rayne, there is a want of tone about
you~that will be all the better for a little sea air. Where
will you go? Choose some bracing, lively place, like
Brighton, or Ramsgate, for instance."

But she shrank from his suggestions as we shrink from
the light that pains us.

"Oh, no; not Brighton, nor any place like that. I hate
the glare, and the noise, and the publicity. I would rather
go fo the, coast of Cornwall or Devonshire. I want to be
quiteÀalone."
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" That is rather a strange i a cf change from Moitnt
Eden, Miss Rayne. I shou have thought you had
enough iet and solitude at home; however, you must
hVe y ur own way, I suppose, though -I should' have
thou t a biight, cheerful place was more suitable to so
yo a woman."

' 6w often am I to tell you, Dr. Wilton, that I am not
a oung woman, and never have been ? " replied- Evelyn,

ith a sigh ; sometimes I think that I was.born old--"
"Well, well, my dear," said the doctor, who hadguessed

from the first that her restlessness was due'to some mental
disturbance, "please yourself, and come back to us r.
freshed in mind and body.. And -now, how is my friend
Captain Philip?"

"I did not know he was a friend, of yours, doctor.
I wish I might have the privilege .of calling him so. I con-
sider Cantain Philip a most remarkable, as well as estimable,
man.

" If you are the head of Mount Eden Miss Rayne. he is
the very soul of it."

"I quite agree with you. No one knows better than
myself how hard he has worked to improve the property-.
nor how well he hâ succeeded."

"IHas it never struck you as strange that so gifted a man
should occupy so laborious a position? for CaptainPhilip's
conversation has sometimes positively startled me. He
has seen .so much, and observed so keenly, that hle is a
perfect encyclopædia of knowledge; but, doubtless, you
have remarked·it as well as myself." e

"'No," she answered musingly; "he scldom talks to me
cxcept upon farm matters, and even about those he is not
very communicative. I have always looked upon Captain
Philip as a reserved and silent man."

"lIndeedi1 that is strange. But. you can see he is a
gentleman, and, I should say, a man cf family."

"1Oh, yes. But he is only my land-agent, you see. We
seldom meet, except on business.'

"His mode of life, too, is so uncommon," pursued the
doctor-" to .shut himself up in that tiny cottage, with his
books and his pipe. It is like no one else. I'd lay any-
thing I possess that that iran has a secret in his past life
that lhas made him turn hermit from the world."

" But not a disgraceful one. I would Pledge my life on
that," exclaimed Evelyn with sudden energy.
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"Dear mc, no-! I hope ' didn't intimate it,'' replied Dr.
Wilton, "for it is the very furthest thing from my thoughts.
The secrct may be connected with others, perhaps,-wth
a scandal, or a misfortune, or a loss,-but still it is there,
and if I heard to-morrow that Philip w a duke, I shouldn't
be in,the least degree.surprised." -

''"More likely a martyr," said Evelyn. "His is just the
nature, I should imagine, to sacrifice itself. But I hope he
is happy now."

" I am sure it would make him happy to listen to your
championship, Miss Rayne, for he has a very high opinion
of you. But I think you might draw him à little more out
of his shell, and, perhaps, infuse a little more brighlness
into his existence. . He is a devourer of books, -and an
occasional loan from your library woufd doubtless be very
acceptable to him."

"I am sure Captain Philip is welcome to borrow any-
thing from Mount Eden; he ought to know that by this
time," replied Evelyn, with some dignity, as though she
did not quite like Dr. Wilton teaching her her duty tcw ards
her lhnd-agent.

" True, but he is (as you observed just now) a rcscrved
and silent man, and not likely to intrude his wishcs on
your consideration. From what his present mcde of living
may.be a change, of course I cannot say, butI arm sure
that it is a change, and 4zn unexpected one, and that Cap-
tain Philip's reserve covers, perhaps, a great sorrow. He,
is not of a subdued and silent disposition by nature; I could
swear to that. Those grey eyes of his could spark.e with
merriment, and I should like to see them do so."

" So should I," replied Miss Rayne.
And from that day she evinced a much greater interest

and curiosity in Captain Philip, and oftcn fcund Ihersclf
speculating on his probable perplexities, and wordring,
in a vague manner, ifanything happened to Leisclf. what
would become of him in the future, and if he would ever
take as much interest in another property as he did in
Mount Eden.

When she told him, in confidence, that she was Zbcut to
leave home for a time, and wished her departure to be kept
a secret till.she was gone, it would not have been extraor-
dinary, even on a land-agent's part,-to have displayed a
little surprise for, in all the time that they had worked
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together, Miss Råyne had nev.er slept a night away frorn
Mount Eden before. Yet Captain Philip did nothing of
the kind. He listened with respectful attention to all she
hadc to say, and then he asked her quietly,-

"Shall you remain away till after harvest ?"
"Tilt after harvest," stammered Evelyn, taken aback

-" I don't know-I am not sure-it will depend entirely
upon circumstances."

" I hope you will feel that you are entirely at liberty, and
that Mount Eden is as safe in my hands as it would be in
your own," replied Captain Philip. "Of course I shall
send you daily reports of all that is going on hére, and you
will be able to judge how far, or for what length of time,
we may be able to get on without you."

"I have no fear of that, Captain Philip, and my absence
niay be a very short one. But I want change sadly,-Dr.
Wilton agreed with me at once on that score,-and as a
stitch in time saves nine, the sooner I am off the better.
And you understand, Captain Philip, why I do, not confide
my intention to the Featherstones beforehand. They, are
so good, and so fond of me, they would make such a fuss
to fend out the why and the wherefore, that they would
torture me to death."

She spoke so petulantly, and she looked so harassed, that
Captain Philip's heart for once got the better of his head:

"You are not ill ?" ne cried, in a tone of anxiety.
Evelyn's eyes tùrned on him with grave surprise. He

misinterpreted the look for one of offence.
"Forgive me, Miss Rayne," he continued, coloring

scarlet, " but you must know that your health and life are
dear to all your-your-dependants. What would Mount
Eden do without its mistress ? "

But his words, instead of offending her, appeared to have
raised her spirits.

" Very well, indeed," she answered brightly, " if it could
only retain its overseer. Frankly, my dear friend, I ani
n'ot ill in body, but I am very much harassed in my mind,
and I am going away. in order to have, a little fight all by
myseiLf. Now, are you satisfied ? Believe me that I have
told this to no one but you-that I don't think (somehow)
that I could tell it to any one but you. But I know that it
is safe, and that you will respect my confidence."

He raised the hand she extended to him to his lips, but



he did not answer her. Both felt that no answer was needed.
A few days after, Evelyn left Mount Eden, accompanied

only by her maid Anna, and took her way to London,whence
she despatched a letter, with a magnificent wedding present,
to her dea- little friend Agnes. The present-a Jarure

of pearls-excited general admiration, but the contents of

the letter raised a hue and cry. Th a velyn Rayne should
have left home without giving the any intimation of the,

fact, was incredible to the Featherstones, who had shared

her every thought for so many years past, and'the enclosed
note from Dr. Wilton, advising the step which she had

taken, only increased their consternation. The first thing

they did was to summon and question the doctor ; the next

to drive over to Mount Eden and see if they could get any
satisfaction out of Captain Philip. But neither interview
left them much the wiser. Dr. Wilton reiterated his sifhple
statement that be considered Miss Rayne would be aIL the

better fcr a little sea-air, and Captain Philip professed to

know nothing of the matter. They had not even the con-

solation of writing Evelyn crossed sheets of reproach or

entreaty, forshe had said in her letter that she would be

moving about for some time, but would let them know as

soon as she was settled. Agnes wept copiously' at the idea

of being married without her bosom friend, and even wanted

to put off her wedding on that account, but Mr. Feather-

stone would not allow of any postponement. One would

have thought, to hear the banker talk of it, that he was al-

most anxious to get rid of his only child. Any way,-the pre-

parations went on, and but one person of them all guessed
the real reason that the mistress of Mount Eden had found

her strength unequal to the ceremony. That one was Jasper

Lyle ; and as he wandered about the gardens of Feather-
stone Hall, puffing at his cigarette, and remembered the

grander beauties of Mount Eden. and the love of Evelyn

Rayne, he gnawed his silky moustaches with rage against
himself for having been such a blind fool as to let the

woman and the acres slip out of his hands.as he had done.

Meanwhile- Evelyn, having found her way down to the

Cornish coast, and settled herself and Anna in a weird-
looking house, hanging over a cliff at Penzance, set to

work determinedly to root that image from her heart,

which (more from custom than from her knowledge of its

worth) seemed to have' imbedded itself there. Day after
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day she wandered on the lonely beach, or sat on the rocks,
watching the grand'and restless ocean,-nowhere more
grand or more restless than on the coast of Cornwall,-and
arguing herself out of any remnant of feeling she might en-
tertain for William Caryll. And to a woman of Evelyn's
temperament, this was an easier task than some might
imagine, for she could not love where she did not esteem.
For years past she had been cherishing the memory of-
-fot Will Caryl-but an ideal raised by her fancy from a
half-forgotten dream, and now, when she saw him as he
was,-fickle, shallow, and avaricious,-she sIrunk from
herself for having been so weak as to have bent her soul
before him. It was herself whom she despised, not him.

"' Is that the thing," she asked her heart, "which you
have been cherishing and weeping over, and remaining
faithful to, through good report and Iv il report, for ten long
years-to which you would -have given Mount Eden to be
squandered, or neglected, or made ducks and drakes of-
this false-tongued, effeminate sham, who can be content to

arry an honest girl under an assumed name,'and without
telling her of his disgraceful antecedents? Oh, my poor
Agnes ! God grant that, whatever he is, he may have the
grace to imake you happy, to whom he will owe everything
he possesses.

"I wonder if I have done right or wrong in following
Captain Philip's advice, and would he have advised me as
he did had he known the whole truth? I wish I had con-
fided everything to him. I am sure he would have beeh
true to the trust; and yet, how could I have betrayed poor
Will? That would have made me almost as bad as him-
self. He may be truly repentant,-heaven grant he is,-
and my- denunciation of his past might have cast him on
the world aain-hardened and reckless. But I wish he
had not professed to love me still. I could have forgiven
his infidelity to me mtích sooner thaii that. For how can
he loveus both at the same time? - And who could help
loving my sweet,,pure-hearted Agnes? He would indeed
be a villain if he*could be untrue to her. No; I will not
believe-so badly of poor Will. He is weak and foolish,
and not entirely sincere,-a contemptible character viewed
by the light of my experience,-and one which I feel
amazed to think I can ever have considered worthy of my
affection. Still, .I did love him, and love is sacred even
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when in ashes. But I thank God, who has opened ny
eyes ta see him as he is, and giveni tne strength to battle
with myself, and cast him out of my heart for ever. Only
-for Agnes' sake-I must make the best of him I ean
and, for the sake-of the past, I must try and secure his
future. And the first step must be ta annihilate the memory
of Will Caryll for ever. That is why I feel I have done
wisely ta come down here and commune with myself. I
should have been afraid ta attend the wedding. A thou-
sand impulses and fears might have upset me and made
me betray myself, not one of which is love. The barb may
be extracted, but the wound is sore still, and, until itis
quite healed, it is better not ta make too sure of myself.
So, whatever my darling girl may think, I shall remain
here till it is all over, and then, whilst they are on their
honeymoon trip, I shall have time ta grow strong and brave
again, and be able ta thank God for my deliverance."

She was strong and brave ta be able to argue with her-
self on her weakness, and resolutely stamp it out ; but the
strongest natures are ever the most diffident of their own
powers, and their modesty is the very weapon with which
they conquer. Perhaps the part of the trial she was under-
going that Evelyn felt the most, was having ta break the
news to Agnes that it was impossible for her to be one of
her bridesmaids, or even ta be present at her wedding.
She was compelled to excuse herself on the score of ill
health, although she felt very guilty in doing so; but in
reality it was not a falsehood, for doubt, and anxiety, and
suspense had left her far -from well. The marriage was
fixed for the tenth of August, and on that morning Evelyn
wandered far away upon the cliffs, walking fast, and won-
dering why her heart should be beating in such an irregu-
lar, jerky manner all the while. She would not look at her
watch for fear of ascertaining just when the. ceremony was
taking place, but as she saw the boatmen and fishermen
returning from their work, and knew that it must have
struck t e reso'clock, she threw herself down on the thyme-
scentetg, and dedicated a few tears td the for-ever-van-
ished memory of the past.

She could'not know (strong-hearted woman as she was)
how hard it is ta detach one's self from an old-lo've, until
she had passed through the ordeal.

The knowledge of the wort1ilessness of the object of our
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affections does not always accômplish it. We may despise
ourselves for having loved so poor a creature, but still we
can weep for our own folly and degradation ; in fact, people
weep for tkemselves far oftener -than they do for others.-
How intensely, seifish is our mourning for the dead. It is
invariably on Iccount of the pleasure we have lost, of the
solace we miss, of the happiness they afforded us; never
because they have éhanged for the worse, or because we
think they riourn and grieve for what they have left behind.
So with an unfaithful love ;-the sorest wound inflicted is to
our mortified vanity, which cannot bear to see itself sup-
planted; therefore, to a sensible man or woman, it should
be the lightest affliction of all.

Those few tears completed Evelyn's cure. They watered
the grave of her early attichment, from which the ghQst of
Will Caryll, as ke had been, never rose again. -

When she had risen from her prostrate attitude and dried
.her tears, through which a little prayer of gratitude had
found its way to heaven, she walked back to her temporary
home with a light step, although she knew that the lls.
of St. Mary Ottery must be clashing out the announcement
that Jasper Lyle and Agnes Featherstone were one. And '
her heart was light as well as lier step. The suspense was
over. The insurmountable barrier hadbeen raised between
them, and she felt that her cure was complete. Thence-
forward, whatever she might be called upon to do to for-
ward the interests of Jasper %yýe, she could never again
associate him with the piti lover of her girlish days, Will
Caryll. Indeed, she earnestly wished, for the man's own
sake, to be able to dissever them. She wanted to respect
Agnes' husband, and know that he was worthy of her. And
now Evelyn felt that she could sit down, with a clear con-
science, and try to find out the best points about him.

She quite astonished her maid Anna by the volubility
with which shè discussed the grand qvent of the day, and
the eagerness with which she announced her intention of
returning to Mount Eden during the following week. o

She ad seemed so listless and mclancholy up to that
period,?Anna could not imagine what had worked such a
change in her mistress-puzzlc hersClf as she would.

But our maids do not know everythirig about us, though
they would fain persuade thcmselves that they do, and

a
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often make strange blunders, and work incalculable mis.
chief, by piecing the wrong ends of the puzzle together.

Still, there are some things, thank God, which remain
secrets between ourselves and fim.

CHAPTER XIX.

A GREAT, SHOCK.

EVELYN descended to breakfast on the following morning,
animated and cheerful. With the knowledge that Jaspei
Lyle and his wife had left Hampshire, she experienced
a great longing to return to it. Mount Eden, with its-
fields golden unto harvest, and its orchards laden with
ripe fruit, appeared fairer in her eyes than it had ever done
before, and she knew she should be testless until she was
once more on the spot to superintend everything.

"How wicked I have been," she thought to herself, as
she stood at the window of her sitting-room, and looked
out upon the foaming waves that dashed incessantly against
the crag-bound coast-"how wrong to cherish su-ch a
rebellious- spirit when I have so many mercies and so much
pleasure left to me still. 1, who was only a penniless
orphan, without friends or prospects, hardly better than a
maid-of-all-work Àthough that wasn't pcor Aunt Marias
fault), the possessor of Mount Eden, with such a variety
of interests to keep me occupied and happy from .ear's
end to year's end. And how I love every stone upon the
place. - My beautiful Mount Eden ! It would break ny
heart, I think, to give it up now even to a man I carcd
for. I love it from January to December-when it is laden
with hoar-frost, or heavy with 'verdure-from the moment
the first pale green buds break out upon the trees, to
when they lie, brown and shrivelled, on the garden path.
Every tender lamb and tiny chick that comes with the
spring seem to appeal to my heart as if it 'was part of

myself, and I am obliged to steel that heart against loving
them for fear the pain of their unnatural fate should be
too much for me. And then my darling horses, and my
lovely lun and dappled milkers ; my wealth of summer
flowers and autumn fruits ; my fair pasture lands. and my

19z.



'1OV1 T EDEN. 193

noble paik. 1ow can I be sufficientlythankful for all the
benefits which have been showered on me-for all the
interêsts my life contains? I am an ungrateful beast to
have forgotten it for so long. Arras' for poor Will, it must
b'e almost puiiishment enough for him to see what he*has
lost without making him suffer m.orc. I am glad-yes, I
am glad now that I did not prevent his marrying Agnes.
She will raise and purify his life, an wash the bitterness
from his mremory ; and I shall be'always -within reach to
warn hin should he show any signs of relapse. But he
will not -I am sure of -that. He would not run so
terrible a risk again. - Captain Philip's advice was sound,
and good, and merciful. -How I wish I were competerit to

d attain his standard."
tS She finished off her reverie with a deep sigh, in the midst
h of which she was startled by*hearing Anna exclairm, in
e rather an agitated voice,-
S " If you please, Miss, Captain Philip is here, and wants

to speak to you."
as Evelyn came down îrom cloudland at once. A thousand
ed t2:rors rushed into her min.d. Mount Eden had been
St destroyed by fire- her favorite hunter had dropped down
a dead-burglars had broken into the big house, and stolen,

ch all her property-anything and everything but the right
SB ihing, combined to make her face turn grey with fright.
a . ".Captain Philip, Anna! What on earth can bring

as Captain Philip down to Cornwall?"
ty "Oh, don't look like that Miss, please. It's nothing

r's particular, you may be sure. Perhaps the Captain's come
the to tell you about the wedding yesterday."
My The color returned to Evelyn's face, and a smile broke
rcd over it.
en "Why, of course, Anna, that must be it. Show the
ent captain up at once, please."

to And in her relief from the greater dread, she overlooked
th. the fact of how improbable it was that her ov.erseer should.
the forsake h1  trust in order to give her the details of Miss
t of Featherstone's wedding.
ig She had hardly known hoiv glad she should be to see
be Captain \Philip ag.n, but as he entered the room and

my advanced to greet lhr, she flushed to the roots of her liair
mer with pleasue, and he colored almost as much as she did.
my "Oh, Captain Philip, this-is most unexpected," she said,



as they shook hands; ." adn, I was just thinking of you.
and dear old Mount Eden. When did you arrive?"

"I have only just arrived, Miss Rayne. I have been
traveling all night."

She arched her eyebrows.
"Indeed ! You have come to tell me about my darling

child's wedding, of course. Well, how did it go off? Was
everything right, and did you send over ail the-white
flowers to be found in our conservatories ? "

"I executed all your orders, Miss Rayne, to the letter.
.Both the-Hall and the church were a mass of flowers, and
everybody said it was the prettiest wedding that had evet
been seen in St. Mary Ottery. I need not tell you that
the bride loolged lovely."

"Ah, my sweet Agnes," interposed Evelyn, her eyes
over-brimming with tears of affection; "she could not fail
to do that."

"IAnd after the breakfast, at which there were upwards
of a hundred guests, Mr. and Mrs. Jasper Lyle left for
Teignmouth, in Devonshire, where they are to spend the
honeymoon."

" But, Captain Philip," cried Evelyn suddenly, laying
her hand upon his arm, "you did not come all the way
down here to tell me this? "

"INo, Miss Rayne, I have a graver motive for seeking
you."

' Oh, tell it me quickly, for mercy's sake. Something is
wrong at Mount Eden ? "

"cYou are mistaken. Everything at Mount Eden is as
right as it can be."

Evelyn turned deathly pale.
"It isn't Agnes," she muttered,--' or-or-him."
"No; but it concerns them nearly. Miss Rayne, you

inust.prepare yourself for a shock. It is in order to save
you as far as possible that I star ted off at once to anticipate
the newspapers."

"Tell it me at once," she whispered.
"Mr. Featherstone has left us."-

"Mr..-Featherstone!/ and on his daughter's wedding
day! How terrible. Who will-break it to her?"

*l I promised Mrs. Featherstone to see Mrs. Lyle before
I returned. I shall go on to Teignmouth with as littIe
delay as possible."

MOUNT EDEN.194
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" But, Captain-Philip, it must have been awfully sudden.
When did it occur?" -

" It was awfully sudden. He appeared quite well at
the breakfast, but after the bride and bridegroom had left
the Hall, he locked himself up in his room in order (as he
said) to answer some important letters, and by. six o'clock
it was al] over."

"Heart disease? " said Evelyn, in a low voice.
'A No, Miss Rayne."
"What, then?"
"You will hardly believe it, but le destroyedhimself?"
Evelyn gave vent to a loud ejaculation, and leant heavily

against the table.
"Are *you faint ? Shall I call your maid ? " said Cap-

tain Philip anxiously.
" No, no;3shall be all right in a minuté," gasped Evelyn,

with wide-open, horror-strickeh eyes. 'Destroyed kim-
ref/ It is incredible. Mr. Featherstone destroyed him-
self! Oh, Captain, Philip, are you sure you are not
mistaken?"

"I wish I were, Miss Rayne; but it is, unfortunately,
too true. I was the first person out of the house that poor
Mrs. Fcatherstone sent for.' I had not returned home
half-an-hour. Of course I went back at once, and

spatched the carriage for Dr. Wilton. But it was a mere
matter of form. I knew that as soon as I saw the corpse.
He had shot himselt right through the brain. The roof
of his head was blown off."

"°Ah !- Captain Philip, how horrible !-how hôrrible!"
exclaimed Evelyn, closing her eyes at the sight her
imagination had conjured up. "But what motive can he
have had for such an act?"

' That is about the saddest pait of the stoey, Miss
Rayne. Mr. Featherstone left a letter behind him to
explain his motives. It appears that the bank in which
all his'interests were placed has approached a crisis which
it cannot possibly tide over, and everything will be
swanped with it. Poor Mrs Featherstone is left without
a farthing, and the Hall (with the property on which it
stands) is already mortgaged up to the elbow."

"Oh, how selfish, how cruel, how cowardly of him!"
cried Evelyn, with flashirig eyes, "to leave a helpless
woman to struggle alone against the tide which has over-
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whelmedhimself. If everything is gone, there was nothing
else' to lose. Why did he cast. his courage and his honor
after it ? T/s was the moment to have buckled on his
armor, and gone to work afresh to keep bread in the mouth
of the wife who was dependent on hiii. I have always
respected Mr. Featherstone-I can respect him no longer.
How I wish that heaven had taken him long ago."

"Can, you make no allowance, Miss Rayne, for a wcak
brain, turned by the shock pf such a discovery? "

. "I don't know. I think that true and disinterested love
would keep the brain cool and the courage strong for the
sake of those who trusted to it. Could you do such' a
cowardly thing, under any circumstances, as to take your
own, life, Captain Philip ? " ,

"I think not, for I have had more than one t mptation
to do so, Miss Rayne. But neither could you. We pcssess
energy of character, and an incentive tp action is like a
trumpet call to arms with us. But all people are not con-
stituted alike, and God only knows how our poor friend
may have struggled and fought before he was overccrr.e."

Evelyn went up to her overseer, and clasped his hand.
" You are a good man, Captain Philip," she said, with

moist eyes, "and I thank you for the lessons that you teach
me. And now, you must take lunch with me before you
start."

"No, thank you, Miss Rayne. ,I breakfasted as I came
along, and must make my journey home by way of Teign-
mouth as soon ai possible."

"But you cannot go till the train does, and I don't think
there is another' before two o'clock. That will just give
Anna time to pack my things."

" Are you coming with me? " he asked quickly, in a
tone of pleasurable anticipation.

"Not to Teignmouth," she answered, with a slight shud-
der. "No, I couldn't go there. It vould seem like iirud-
ing on their privacy; and dear Agnes would not feel the
sàd news less from my lips than she will do from yours. I
couldn't stay with her, you' see. But I shall go at once
to poor Mrs. Featherstone. .,She loves me, and I shall be a
comfort to her, I know-and her only one. Agnes has
her husband."

I''Mrs. Featherstone will welcome you as an angel of
nercy. Your name-was the first she called upon when she

understood the extent of her misfortune."

156



MZOUNT EDEIV

" Ah! why didn't you tell me that before ? " said Eve-
lyn reproachfully. "But there-you knew, of course, that
my first act wouId- be to return to her."

" I knew that you would do exactly what seemed best to
you, and that, therefore, it would be best," replied Captain
Philip, as he turned away.

Early<in the afternoon they were both in the train again,
though bound in different directions, and before nightfall
Evelyn was in the arns of Mrs. Featherstone. Their
meeting was necessarily a very painful one. The mistress
of the Hall had been used to regard Evelyn as, a second
daughter, and to lean on her counsel and advice. In one
sense it was a comfort to see her, but the occasion made
all comfort seem void. The Hall looked more mournful
than houses usually do under the influence of the shadow
of death. The signs of the late wedding festivities, still
hanging about it, formed a melancholy contrast to thé
shuttered windows and the subdued voices, whilst'the
knowledge (which seemed to have permeated the house-
hold ) that all the luxury around them would pas§away as
soon as the corpse was carried over the threshold, served
to increase the gloom. Mr. Rastall and Miss Macdonald,
and the unfortunate little nephew ( who happened to be
home for his holidays ) moved about like criminals doomed
to die. They were indeed down in their luck. Under
ordinary circumstances, they might have hoped to be
remembered ( if ever so slightly) in their brother-in-law's
will, but they knew that the bankrupt suicide had had no
power to leave them anything. They were so hopeless and^
so forlorn during that week of waiting, that they were
almost driven to feel kindly. towards çach other, and tc'
wonder whether their combined forces might not result in
a successful effort to keep the wolf from thie door.

Captain Philip returned to Mount Eden the following

day. The bride had naturally been terribly upset, and the

e bridegroom had looked aghast at the dreadful news of
which h'had been the unwilling bearer; but, according to

e Mrs. Featherstone's express wishes, they had decided not
a to return to the IjIall till the inquest was over.

as "I did not break the whole extent of the misfortune to
them," said Captain Philip, in relating the story to Evelyn

oi Rayne, "because it, seerhed too terrible to blight the first
e days of their married life with the prospect of poverty,'as
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well as the certainty of death. But Mr. Jasper Lyle will
have to 'jump around' a bit now, if he wishes to keep
his wife in the position of a lady. I'm afraid three hundred
a year-won't go far towards it. Mr. Featherstone has
behaved cruelly all round, Miss Rayne. I couldn't help
agreeing with you on that score when I saw those two
young people. Why did he let the marriage go on-the
ràarriage on which he had promised Mr. Lyle to settle
twenty thousand pounds-vyhen he must have· known he
had no more power of doing so than I have?"

"Perhaps he was anxious (knowing what was before
them) to secure his daughter's happiness at any'cost,"
replied Evelyn gravely. "He loved Agnes devotedly.
She was his idol. He must have suffered terribly in think-
ing of her."

"IWell, married people have been " happy on three
hundred a year before now, and doubtless may be again.
But I should be sorry to try the experiment with Mr. Lyle.
Why didn't Mr. Featherstone leave it to his honor? Then
we should have known what stuff he is made of. As it is
ndw, he bas a right to consider he has been cheated.'

"Oh, I don't think W- I mean, I don't think-at least,
I sincerely hope Mr. Lyle would never prove so ungrateful
as that," said Evelyn lamely; " you don't allow bis love
for my darling Agnes to weigh in tie scale at all, Captain
Philip."

"Oh, doubtless he loves her.-I don't see how he could
well help doing-so just at present, Miss Rayne,-but you
don't need me to remind you that courtship andmarriage
are two very different things, and that no man likes tô lose
twenty thousand pounds. It will put Mr. Lyle's love for
his wife to the test,-there's no doubt of that,-and I for
one shall be very glad to see it turn up trumps."

Evelyn -had expected that the poor little bride would
return home in a very grave and melancholy mocd, but she
was quite unprepared to see how white and drawn her face
had become in one short week (which should have been
so happy), and to hear the cry of despair with which she
threw herself ihto her arms.

"Agnes, Agnes !" she exclaimed, "try to control your-
self for your poor mother's sake. She bas so much to bear,
remember. You have your husband's.love to support you,
but she is left alone in the world. This is the time when
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you must prove your affection for her by teaching -ber how
to be brave."

"But, Evelyn," exclaimed Agnes, gazing Up into lier
friend's face with terror-stricken eyes, "what does mamma
mean by saying we are'beggars ? Surely papa was very
rich. He said he should 'settle twenty thousand pounds
on me on my wedJding day. Shall I have to give it'up to
mamma?"

A faint feeling of disappointment passed through Evelyn's
mind. She'*could not believe that Agnes was mercenary,
and yet, what test had the poor child ever had till now by
which to try the metal that she was made of ? Evelyn
would have kept the news of her father's bankruptcy from
lier till after the funeral, but Mrs. Featherstone had evidently
disclosed it, and there was no use in attempting further
deception.

" You can never be a beggar, my darling," she said, as
she stroked the girl's sunny hair; "Mr. Lyle hqsáh income
of his own, and, though it is small, it is enough to live
upon."

But Agnes pushed the loving hand away almost
brusquely, as she looked up again.

à " Three huridged a year !" she exclaimed contemptuously.
"'As if àny one could live upon that ! Evelyn, you must
tcUl me the truth. Where is papa's, money gone? Where
is my twenty thousand pounds ? How are we going to
live in the future? "

" Agnes, darling! I would like to have kept this
extra trouble from you for a little while, but perhaps it is

ge better you should know the worst -at once. Your father's
fo bank failed, dear, and every shilling he possessed went wifth

r it. It was because he could not bear the shame and thefo misery of it all that he was rash enough to take his own

uid life. ' Don't blame him, dear. Pity him and.pray for him ;
he must.have suffered so nuch before he acted as he did."

she 1 But Agnes was silent as though she had been turned to
ace stone.
een "\We are beggars," she muttered at last-" poor mamma
she and I-beggars indeed."

" Mrs. Featherstone has received a very kind letter from
out- a sister of hers in Edinburgh," said Evelyn, trying to speak
eat' more cheerfully.
yhl "Frorn Aunt Graham, I suppose ? " interposed Agnes.
hien
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"Yes, from rs. Graham,-that was the name,-asking
her and Js}acdonald to go and make their home at
Langbr as on as the funeral is over, and I think your
mammadaccepted the offer. She must leave the Hall,
you know, Agnes dear, arid everything in it ; and to find
herself arnongst her own relations will be the greatest solace
she could receive."

"And we shall have nothing, then-nothing," repeated
Agnes.

"Oh, my darling, don't say that. You will have your
husband, and if his income is not sufficient for your need,
he has two strong arms to work for you. Indeed, Agnes,
except for the terrible loss of your poor father, I don't think
you are to be pitied."

"Let me go and tell Jasper," said Mrs. L'le, as sheiun-
twined herself in an indifferent manner from Evelyn's arms.
"lHe knows no more of this than I did, and I dread to
think what he will say when he hears it."

And she left the room with such a pitiful and woe-begone
expression on her countenance, as made Evelyn fear that
she cared more for the loss of the money than she did for
the death of her father. As soon as the funeral was over,
there was obligced to be a discussion of ways and means
(for the creditors would not permit the unfortunate family
to remain at Featherstone Hall cne day looger thrn was
necessary), and then the truth came out. Mrs. R ather-
stone and Miss Macdonald were to seek an asylum with
their sister, who had also invited the invalid nephew to her
house until some arrangement could be made for him, and
Mr. Rastall was to go to a distant relative, who ;içmised
him employment on his farm, but the bride and bridegiocm
seemed unable to form any plans for themselves. Jasper
Lyle, whose brow was lowering and gloomy, confessed
himself unable to meet any present expenses. He had
anticipated a considerable portion of his annual allowance
to pay for his wedding journey, and h'f.lly expected to
receive the fulfilment of his father-in-law's promise on his
return.

" He told me " (he said) "before ever I proposed for
Agnes, that he was prepared to settle twenty thousand
pounds on her. He repeated it - afterwards. I never
could have afforded to marry her otherwise, ard I consider
that I have been shamefully taken in and defrauded, and
any other man would say the same.»



lZOUNT EDLEv. 201

"That may be, sir," exclaimed Capt4in Philip, stepping
hastily forward, "but you must not, and you shal not,
speak of -thé late Mr. Featherstone in such terms in the
presence of his widow and his daughter and his friends.
Whatever your disappointment may bc, you will please to
keep it to yourself here and now !"

"IThank you, Captain Philip ; that is just what I should
have wished to say," added Evelyn, for the cruel circum-
stances under which she had met him again had robbed her-
of all nervousness in the presence of lier cousin.

Lyle tumed and looked at her as she spoke, and for a
moment she saw Will Caryll before her, with the ugly frown
he was wont to bestow on her outspoken candor.

"I don't know," he said. addressing Captain Philip,
"what right you have, sir, to call me to order. I believe
you are Miss Rayne's overseer-"

"And her friend'and adviser," interposed Evelyn.
"Perhaps, but not mine, and as I happen to be related

to the family, I consider I may choose my own words.
This unfortunate affair has put me in a hole as well as
everybody else, and I should like to ascertain from the
solicitors whether Mr. Featherstone's daughter has not
(under the circumstances) some claim upon her late father's

r property."
S "Not the slightest, sir," replied one of the lawyers in

attendance ; "no one has any claim except the creditors.
h Mr. Featherstone not having (unfortunately) made any
r separate settlement upon his wife."
d "And I should have given it up if he had,'<sobbed the
d good-hearted widow. "I would have gone o n charring
Mn sooner than have kept money that was due to others."
er "Oh, Evelyn, darling, isn't it all miserable ?'" cried Agnes,
d clinging tó her friend.

ad But Evelyn's only reply was to clasp her still closer to
her bosom.

to -"Well, then, it's a deuced awkward confession," said
is Jasper Lyle, with a glance round the room as if he wanted

to escape ; "but I've nowhere to take my wife to, and no
fol money to pay for her expenses. The only plan I can think
ud of is to return to Italy. (as I wished to do before the wed-

vet ding topk place, and if I had been allowed to carry out my
der itentions, I should have been saved all thisbother), and
and see about re-investing my capital in England. I am doing
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nothing with it there, and meanwhile, Mrs. Featherstone,
I suppose there is no objection to your daughter remaining
with you?"

"But she can't remain with me, Mr. Lyle. How can
you ask such a thing, when you have h ard that I myseif

have to live upon charity? It is unrea onable of you."
"Oh, Jasper, darling, take me to Italy with you. Don't

leave me behind," cried Agnes, as she flew to her husband's
arms.

But his threatened perplexities.had driven the lover Êra
tem. from Jasper Lyle's mind. He had always been more
ready to be- made love to than to make love, and he put
his young wife's arms away almost roughly.

"Don't worry me, Agnes, just now, when every nerve is
.on the rack. Give me time to think, for God's sake. How
can I afford to take you on such an expensive journ y ? I
have barely enough coin to land myself there. I wa never
placed in such an awkward dilemma before."

Agnes began to sob bitterly, when Evelyn approached
them.

"Mr. Lyle," she began, in her soft rich voice, "do not
perplex yourself further. Leave Agnes with me. You
know how vey dear she is to'me-of the care I shall take
of her, and that she has been almost as much at home at
Mount Eden as she has been here. Agnes, darling, will it
not be best ? Trust yourself to me, and leave your hus-
band.unencumbered. He will not be absent -very long,
and when he has settled bis money matters, and returned
to England, we can arrange 'something for your future.
My dear little sister,-my almost child,-come back to
Mount Eden with me, and see what we can do to make
the time pass until Mr. Lyle rejoins you."

"dOh, Evelyn, that is just Jike you. It will be the very
thing," said Mrs. Featherstone.

"I shal be at ease now. I could trust her with youfor
ever," added Jasper Lyle, as he clasped Miss Rayne's hand
with rather too palpable a pressure.

"And what does -Agnes say ? " inquired Evelyn gently.
"Oji take me home, Evelyn-take me home. I don't

know what to say or think. E erything a-round me
seems as black as ink, and I feel as f I should never be
happy again. 'But let me go with you.' I shall have rest
there. Let me go with you."
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So the next day, Mr. Jasper Lyle (though not without
having received a suspiciously thick envelope, without the
cognizance of the others, from Miss Rayne's hands) took
his departure for Italy, and the poor little mourning bride
returned to Mount Eden with her friend. Exhausted as
she was with grief at parting from ber husband and her
home, she was thankful to seek repose, and, as soon as she
knew that she had fallen to sleep, like a tired child, with
the tears yet undried upon her rose-leaf cheeks, Evelyn
crept downstairs, and stood at the open French window of
her library,Jooking out upon the night. How different
was this home coming from the one she had anticipated!

But a few days back she , hàd been revelling in the
thought of seeing Mount Eden again. And now she could
think of nothing but the sad scenes she had passed through,
and the change that had fallen on the fortunes of her
friends. And yet how peaceful it all looked. . The dark-
blue sky was studded with stars, the moon sailed like a
queen above the tree tops, and everything .was as- still as
the poor suicide sleeping in the graveyiazd/ Evelyn
rested ber cheek upon the lintel of the door-post, and gave
herself up to thought. Presently the perfume of a cigar
was wafted on the night air, and then the illuminated tip
could be seen approaching though the darkness.

" Captain Philip," she exclained, "is that you? I was
feeling so lonely all by mysesl."

"l Has Mrs. Lyle left you? " he said, stopping beside
her.

" I have left ber, dear child, for she has cried herself to
sleep. This is a sad ending to ber honeymoon, Captain

e Philip."
"Sadder than one can express. I told you this would

prove the test of Mr. Jasper Lyle's affection for his wife.
What do you think of it now, Miss Rayne !"

r "Don't ask me. I want so much to hope the best."'
d "For her, or for-him ?"

Evelyn stafted.
" For her, of course. Hasn't she been my dearest

friend for years past ? Why should you suspect me of
e Seing interested in-hirn ?"

be "Only as her husband ; and, as matters are now, it is
est difficult to separate their interests. Do you believe he

will return ?"
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"Capte.in Philip, what are you dreaming of? Not
return to Agnes-to my poor child! le could not'be so
base. I am quite angry with you for the suspicion."

"I am sorry to have made you angry but I only asked
for your opinion. I don't think.he will."

CHAPTER XX.

SETTLED AT MOUNT EDEN.

EVELYN RAYNE had affected to ridicule Captain Iilip's
belief concerning Jasper Lyle, and yet,.as the days went on,
her mind recurred to it again and again. His behvior was
certainly not that of an ardent lover, nor did he seem in
any particular hurry to return to England. His first letter,
announcing his arrival in Florence, was followed by the
silence of a week, during which Agnes moped and refused
to eat, and nearly fretted herself to death wondering what
could be the reason she heard nothing further from her
recreant bridegrodm. But the answers to her imploing and
impassioned letters were few and far between, and seldom
contained any reference to bis money affairs, or to the
subject that - lay nearest his wife's heart. At last,
indignant for Agnes' sake, and dreading she scarcely
knew what from her former experience of ber cousin's
shifty character, Evelyn took it upon herseif to
write to Lyle, and upbraid him for his prolonged
absence. She said nothing of her intention to
others, but she used ber pen freely in Agnes' cause. It
was by her own forbearance (and, perhaps, guilty silence)
that Jasper Lyle stood in the position of husband to her
dearest friend, and she would not stand by quietly and see
her heart broken by his palpable neglect. Besides, all the
neighbors were commenting on bis extraordinary behavior,
and she almost comnanded him, by the pcwer she held
over him, to come tc Mount Eden without any further
delay. She wound up ber letter in ~tTe :

"If you have deceived us with regard to your supposed
income, and have no money with which to pay your
journey back again, you must know.you have but to apply
to me to get what is-necessary. i. would sooner part with
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thousands than see my darling girl fret as she is doing now.
I enclose you notes for twenty pounds, and beg you will
return as soon as you -receive it, or I will not answer for
the consequences to her health. All arrangements with
r'egard to your futurcan be made on your arrival."

The consequencé of this epistle,- with the promises it'
contained, was that in another week Mr.- Jasper Lyle,
apparently as affectionate as any wife could desire, was
holding Agnes in his arms again, and raising the poor
foolish girl to a seventh J1eaven of delight. It had not been
difficult for him to read between the lines of his cousin's
letter.

" It's all right," he thought, with a sneer at her supposed
s . weakness; " Eve cares for me still,-there's no doubt of

that,-and it's the best consolation I could have forhaving
s let her and Mount Eden slip through my fingers. 'You
n must know you have but to appZy toa me to get what is
r, necessary.' That's it. A little judicious treatment, and I
e shall as good as share- her incone, and certainly come in
d for half the cdeaforts of Mount Eden. And so I ought,
at for EVe is standing in my shoes, and she knows it. I
er don't think it will be difficult to persuade her to let us stay
nd on there-what with her love for Agnes, and ber oldpen-
>m chant for my unworthy self, and if I can get her to give me
he the place of that fellow Philip, I don't see why we shouldn't
St, turn into a regular happy family."
ely And so he came back post-haste to try his chance. His
n's wife was naturally delighted to welcome him. She loved

to him with all a girl's first infatuation,- and had no suspicion
ed that he had deceived her upon any- point. His poverty
to she had known before she married him. It was7 only her
It poor father who had been to blame in the transaction, and

ce) his part in it they had best not remember. Her husband
her had- returned to her. That was enough, and (for the first
see few days) all that she-knew or cared for.
the But the mistress of Mount Eden, though perfectly cour-
,or, teous and kind, did rot welcome him with thé same enthu-
eld siasm, and 'Jasper Lyle soon perceived it. The best suit

ther of rooms was prepared for his wife and himself, the ser-
vants treated them with the utmost deference, and all the

>sed dluries with which Mount Eden abounded were placed at
Our their disposal. But yet Evelyn, while she lavished ca-
ply resses and wordà of endearment on Agnes, seemed always

with
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grave when she addressed her husband. Mr. Lyle felt he
must put this right. His wife's affection was nothing to
him compared to Evelyn's good-will. The one meant
money ; the other was rather a nuisance than otherwise.
So, one evening, when Agnes was safe in bed, he descended
to the library, where he knew that Evelyn was in the habit
of siiting up and reading long after the household had
retired to rest. She started slightly as she saw him enter
the room, but her thoughts flew immediately to Agnes.

"Anything the matter ? Does Agnes want me?" she~
exclaimed.

" Agies is fast asleep," replied Jasper Lyle, taking the
chair next her; "so, I believe, is everybody else, except
you and me."

"And why have you come here, then ?"

He-regarded her with a smile of incredu
"My dear Eve, is it necessary to as Are we not

cousins-almost brother and sister? Is it not natural I
should like sometimes to speak to you out of earshot of the
prying and curious?"

Evelyn bit her-lip, and looked annoyed.
"I thought," she answered, "that we had come to an

agreement to drop the subject.of our relationship-that,
from the moment of your marriage, you were to be to me
only Jasper Lyle, and I-your wife's most intimate friend?"

"IAnd so we are-before strangers. But blood is thicker
than water, Eve, and surely we need not keep up the farce
when we are alone."

"9Excepting that every lapse from our self-imposed for-
mality is another risk for you. You cannot be too careful,
Will. Your being my poor Agnes' husband will have no
power to save you from the consequences of your crime if
you lay yourself open to discovery. It will only drag her,
down with yourself."

"IDon't be hard, Eve. I have lost soý much (take it

altogether) that .I don't seem to mnd-what happens to me
next.".

"Surely you care for your wife ?" cried -Eve indig-
nantly.

"Yes, yes, of course ; but you care for her far more
than ~do, and.that is-her best safeguard. You know I
couldn't have married her, or any one who had not a set-
tement. Say what you will, Eve, this marriage has been
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a cruel disappointment to me, as well as an injury, to her.
How am I to suipport her? That-s the question."

"You must work, as other men have, done before you,
replied Evelyn; "my Agnes is well worth working for."1

"But in what capacity? When it comes to baptismal
certificates, and credenAials, and all that sort of flummery,
where shall I.stand?"

Will," said Eve presently, " since you are here, teil
me the truth. Have you any income at all? You told me
when first we met, that your employer had left you five
thousand pounds, and that you had bought an annuity
Vith it, -but somehow I never quite believed the story.
Have you three hundred a year or not?"

He fidgeted about his chair for some minutes before he
could find an answer. Then he said:

"It was three thousand pounds * I mentioned, was it
not?"

"No; it was five thousand," replied Evelyn determin-
ately, "and you declared you drew three hundred a year
from it. Is it the case? I insist upon hearing the truth
from you."-

"Well, Eve, whatever you may have imagined," he said
at last, "it was not as much as five thousand. It was
deposited in the bank of Florence, and at the time I pro-
posed to Agnes I fully intended to get a good investment
for it. But, what with the expenses antecedent to my
marriage, and the trip to Teignmouth, and-and---subse-
quent necessity for ready cash, I-I-'

Evelyn-ose suddenly from her seat, and walked up to
the mantelpiece.

"You mean," she' said indignantly,"that you have
nothing?"

"My dear Eve, you were, always good at guessing, and
that is really the truth. Unfottunate devil that I amr-I
have nothing. I trusted to the fine promises of my father-
in-law, and this is the end of it. Agnes and I are penni-
less."

"My poor Agnes. My poor darling. Reared in every
luxury," murmured Evelyn, "how will she bear the life
before her?"

And if I hadn't been a poor weak fool, listening to evil
counsel and unable to resist the first temptation offered
to me, I might have had' Mount Eden te lay at her feettoi
day," continued Jasper Lyle.
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But it was-doubtful if Miss Rayne heard him.
"Will," she exclaimed, turning round upon him, "you

must work. It is imperative."
"I know that, Eve, and I am willing enough, but what

can I do? You know the obstacles that lie in my path."
"«We will overcome theým," she hastily replied. "You

are still young. You must begin life afresh, and I will
exert my influence to the uttermost to procure you employ-
ment suited to your ability. And till I am successful, you
and Agnes must look upon Mount Eden as your hcme.
I cannot-I will not let my darling girl go forth into a
world she has never yet encountered till you bave prepared
a home for her."'.

This was just what he had wished for-board and lodging
free at Mount Eden until the day he could get something
equivalent. And he resolved that day should be long in
coming. 'I

"My dear Eve," he .ventured to say, as he drew near to
her, and tried to take her hand, "how good you are- You
have not quite forgotten your poor, graceless cousin, what-
ever you may think, no more than he has ever forgotten you.
Agnes and I will accept your hospitality for a little while,
till I havre had time to look around me, and consider what
is best to be done. I have, been thinking ever since .I .

ascertained the miserably low state of my exchequer, that
-that-

"IWell?" said Evelyn, in a voice that was almost harsh,
and certainly constrained.

." That perhaps you might find, me work to do upon
Mount Eden. I an not proud, you know, and you seem
to employ-a good many fellows of different sorts on the
estate. That chap Philips (or whatever his name is), for
instance. I dare say you pay him a big salary. Why
shouldn't you let me do his work for you ? ,l'il be'bound
I could do it.just as well,. and at about half the expénse."

.Evelyn turned eyes of calm contempt upon him
"Are you suggesting .that I should send Captain Philip

away, Will, and put you in his vacant shoes? Do you
know what Captain Philip does for me-that he is my right
hand (or rather, I should say, my ,head), and not only
directs the whole of the farming operations, but receives
my rents and pays my laborers, and is, in fact, the osten-
sible landlord of Mount Eden?"

208



"'And why shouldn't Z be so ?" demanded Jasper Lyle.
But he had gone.a step too far.
"IYouforget," said Evelyn coldly, "that'such a situation

can only be held by a man who bears a strictly upright
character. I am sorry for you," she contined, seeing his
look of shame. "I know such truths are hard to bear,
but you should be wiser than to ·provoke them. And I
have not the least intention of parting with Captain Philip's
services, even for you."

"I suppose you will always "throw it in my teeth," he
murmured, and then she feared she had been cruel.

"No, Will; don't say that. But you would not be
ocompetent to fill Captain Philip's place under any circum-

stances ; besides, my people are all used to him. But I will
think about giving you employment où Mount Eden. I will

.consult Captain Philip on the subject, and see what I can
dfo. Meanwhile, you must make yourself and Agnes happy
here, and believe how heartily welcome you are to âny-
thing I may possess."

"I knew you would say that if ever we came together

. again," he said, with an attempt to fondle her; "I felt, Eve,
that you would never quite forget the time when we swore

t that, whichever got Mount Eden should share it with the
I %?. other-the time when we fully believed we should enjoy it
t tQgether as man and wife. These were happy days. I

would to God they could come over again.".
"Mr. Lyle," said Evelyn calmly, "'I have been betrayed

once or twice this evening into addressing you by the old
n name, because-.itfis very difficult to shake off the habits of

one's youth, but it must be for the last time-indeed, after
le to-night, I must decline to speak to you alone. We
r entered into that compact, you may remember, when I
y consented you should marry Agnes. The time you speak
d of is as dead as you wish your identity to be, and I have

nothing in common with Jasper Lyle, except asit relates
to my dearest friend. If I can do anything for you in the

iP future, it will be done for her sake, not for yours ; and the
u return I exact from you is, that you shall never again
t attempt to speak to me alone, nor to call me by my Chris-

ly tian name, nor to betray, in any way, that you have ever
es known me, except as Miss Rayne of Môunt Eden."
n- "You are cruel to me," he whispered.

"I am not cruel-I am only just. Nothing should, nor
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will pass between us but what Agnes may hear ; and I put
it to you if you will improve your position by forcing me
to let her know who you are, and what you are."

"I know that I am at your mercy, Eve-I mean Miss
Rayne," he answered bitterly; "and that you can dictate
what terms-you choose."

".I am glad you know it, and those are' the only terms
on which you can remain at Mount Eden. You must de-
cide whether they are worth your-acceptance ; and now, Iam going to bed. I am glad youhave been open with me,
and if I can ameliorate your condition, I will. Good-night."

She passed from the room without even touching his
hand as she spoke, and notwithstanding his effrontery,
Jasper Lye felt small.

The next day, when Evelyn and Captain Philip had
ridden round the farm and outlying cattle sheds, she turned
to hirm somewhat abruptly, and said,-

"Have we any particular work to do this morning, Cap-
tain Philip?"

"I think not, Miss Rayne, unless you wish to superin-tend the drainage of the Long Acre."
"But the men are only excavating to-day. It will be

time enough to look them up in the afternoon-and I have
something particular to talk to you about. Can you spare
an hour to ride along the St. Ottery Road with me?"

Captain Philip flushed up to -his bronzed forehead with
pleasure.

"You know, Miss Rayne, that my time is yours."
"All right, then. ,.Let us be off. I am going to consult

you, Captain Philip, as a friend, and as-a friend I trust you
will set me right where I am wrong. I had a most unplea-
sant conversation with Mr. Lyle last night. His prolonged
absence in Italy rather raised my suspièions, and in answer
to a point blank question which I put to him regarding his
means of keeping Agnes, he was obliged'to confess that.he
has nothing!"

An adventurer-I thought as much," said her com-
pamion.

"1 admirehim for one thing," resumed Evelyn? "I
don't think he married his wife under false pretences. I
remember Agnes tellirig me, when she announced her
engagement, that her lover had no fortune, but -that her
fathrer had said that should make no difference, as he had
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plenty for both. He also promised to settle twenty thou-
sand pounds on her on her wedding day, and the-deed was
actually drawn up, and ready for signature, when Mr.
Featherstone destroyed himself. So that, then Mr. Lyle
talks as if he were the injured party, I cannot quite disagree
with him."

"Perhaps not. At the same time, no man of spirit
would consent to be entirely dependent on his wife. He
would follow a profession of his own, however small the
proceeds of it might be. Under the circumstances, I can-
not understand Mr. Featherstone giving his daughter to
a man without a farthing."

"Mr. Featherstone believed Mr. Lyle to have three
hunadred a year. 'I think I have told you the same story."

"And has he not, theri, Miss Rayne ? '
"I am afraid so. He stammered and stuttered a great

deal over the confession last night; but finally admitted
that his money is all gone. I suppose that, in the prospect
of his marriage, and relying on Mr. Featherstone's promises,
he has been entreiching on his principal."

'- It must have been a grand principal," laughed Captain
Philip..

"Iexpect it was only a thousand or two," replied Eve-
lyn ; "but that is nothing to the purpose now. The ques-
tion is, Captain Philip, how is he to support his wife ? It
is cruelly hard on her, who has' never known what it is to
have a wish ungratified since she was born. But Mr. Lyle
seems willing to work, and has, indeed, applied to 'me for
employment. Can we give him anything to do on Mount
Eden?"

Captain Philip turned his whole body round in his saddlei
to regard her.

"You mean, Miss Rayne, can we make anything for Mr.
Lyle to do?"

"Well, yes. But it'lcomes to the same thing."
"Not quite. In the first place, what can he do?"
"I don't know. Anvthing, I suppose, than an ordinary

man could, do."
"Would you like him to take my place ? Shall I turn

out? " demanded Captain Philip.
Evelyn -flashed one look at him from her speaking eyes,

but answered quickly,-
" You are not an ordinary man, Captain Philip, andj
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don't know. what I said to call for your rerbark. But, of
course, you were only jesting. But could not Mr. Lyle
relieve you of some of your work,-you do far too much,
you know,-and so give you more time for yourself? "

" Miss Rayne," said the overseer, " you honored mé, on
commencing this conversation, by saying you wished to
consult me as - a friend. As a friend, then, may I ask if
yôu know anything more of Mr. Lyle than that he is Miss
Featherstone's husband? . Do you know anything of his
former life or antecedents ?"

Evelyn changed color. She was not used to telling false-
hoods, and this was a difficult thrust to parry. She was
compelled to resort to evasion.

"Isn't it enough for me to ·know that he is Agnes' hus-
band, and wants morey to support her ?"

"Not quite-if you intend to trust him with money of
your own. Forgive me for speaking plainly, but you must
consider the interests of Mount Eden.' Honestly, I have
never quite liked. or trusted Mr. Lyle. He does not ap-
pear to me- open or at his ease; and I strongly suspect
there is something in the background he does not care to
allude to. Sometimes I have even thoiight that he does
not go by his own name."

Evelyn started, and Captain Pfiilip noticed it.
" What makes you think so ? " she demanded breath-

lessly ; " has he ever betrayed himself-I mean, has he
ever said anything to justify your opinion? "

" No ; it is only an idea, and j may be wrong, but I have
seen all sorts of people in my time, Miss Rayne, aUd have
become very 'cute. I notice- that Mr. Lyle never refers to
his family or his past life. He seems to be an unit in the
world, and that is unusual in a bridegroom."

" Oh, never mind his family nor his past life," cried Eve-
lyn, almost fretfully. " He is Agnes' husband-nothing
can undo that, nor the necessity that he should work for
her. Do try and make a place for him, Captain Philip-.wa
mere honorary appointment, if you like. I have promisèd
they shall stay on at Mount Eder> till he has a home to
take my dear girl to, and-"

"You have fromised they shall live at Mount Eden ?"
exclaimed the overseer interrupting her in his .surprise.

" Yes. . Why not? How could I have acted otherwise?
Oh, Captain -Philip, you dop't understand me IL care
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nothing about Mr. Lyle. I don't trust him, perhaps, any
more than you do. I-I-wish, in fact, he had never come
here. But-think of my Agnes, and how long she »as
been my most loving friend. There is nothing in this world
I care for as I do for her. How can I let her leave me
for a man who has no money to support her on-who has
not, as'I believe, the-capability to make money? He was
always shifty-I mean," said Evelyn, quickly correcting
herself,."I can'see his has been an unreliable' character
from bôyhood."

"Oh-!" replied Captain Philip dubiously, "you're
'cuter' than I am, Miss Rayne."

'' Never mind what I am; but tell me if ( loving my
darling girl as I do) I could let fier leave Mount Eden
now ? Wien I first came here with Uncle Roger, a heart-
sick-, friendless girl,-as penniless as she is now,-her
parents were like a father and mother to me, and gave me
thèir daughter for a sister. That is ten years ago, and
never once, till this terrible calamity fell ortheir house,
did they fail to show me sympathy, and kindness, and hos-
pitality. Tell me, Captain Philip, cordd I do less for their
child now-could I refuse to share my plenty with her, or
to afford her the shelter of my roof ?\"

"No; you could not. I fully' adr#it $hat," replied. Cap-
tain Philip.

" And how can I do so without admitting her husband to
the same advantages? So-for Agnes' sake-you see we
must find something to employ him at Mount Eden."

" Very well, Miss Rayne, it shall be done. You had
better give him a *place under me, and I can employ him
to overlook the mechanical labor-such as draining, and
stacking, and storing-whilst I am busy with the building
leases and landlord's rents."

" Thank you, Captain Philip. You always help me out
of a difficulty. There are other reasons, which I cannot
tell you, which make me glad to be able to oblige Mr.
Lyle. And,- indeed, I consider it part of my responsibility
as. a landowner to help those who are less fortunate than
myself."

" Then you act up to your pridciples nobly, Miss'Rayne.
No one can complain of your being backward to help the
needy. Your tenantry Say they neyer had'so generous a
landlord before."
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"-I am glad of it," replied Evelyn. "I onlyhope, if my

Cousin Hugh ever comes back to claim Mount Eden, that
h wilk-not call me to account for wasting the property."

"·HoNcurious it seems.to hear you.so often allude to
the idea of this fabulous cousin turning up again, Miss
Rayne. . One would think you wanted himn te do so."

"Well, I couldn't be sorry-it would be too unnatural;
and I daresay he would let me live in a little corner of
Mount Eden still. Uncle used to say he was such.a dear,
generous-hearted boy."

"I think it is great waste of time even speculating on
the chances of a ,drowned man appearing tobother you,"
said Captain Philip, with a shrug of the shoulder.

"But do you know I often do," replied Evelyn eagerly.
I dream, sometimes, that he has come back, and that I

am so pleased. Perhaps I shouldn't be in reality, but still
I should be thankful that the real heir had come into his

birthright, and I think poor dear uncle would see it, and
be thankful too."

"1jad you no other cousins, beside Hugh Caryll, Miss
Raynb? " asked Captain Philip.

Evelyn started again. Was it possible that her over-
seer could suspect the truth ? But she managed to laugh

-as she replied,-
" Several ; but they mostly died young, and I lived at

Liverpool, away from the rest of the family."
"I have heard your late uncle's clerk, Mr. Gamble, men-

tion a William Caryll, who once expected to inherit Mount
Eden."

"Oh, yes," replied Evelyn hurriedly, with a face of
scarlet,." I had a cousin William, but he was unfortunate,
and-and-we never speak of him. Captain Philip, this

is a lovely bit of turf. Let us have a canter, and blow all
our disagreeable thoughts away."

And so she broke off the conversation, and gave him no
furtier opportunity to refer to her Cousin William.

That evening she disclosed to Mr. Lyle,in the presence
IQf biswife, what sht intended to do for them both. You

may be sure she made no favor of her benefits. • On the
contrary, she mentioned the situation-as one that reqired
filling, and- the handsome salary she had decided to give

rwith it as a mere nominal rerineration for Mr. Lyle's
services.. Both husband and wife were very. grateful to
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her-he, perhaps, the more so of the two, as he knew how
little he deserved her kindness, and how much he stood in
need ofher assistance.* Agnes, who knew nothing of the
value of money, nor the difficulty of making it, thought
much more of the pleasure of livixig with her friend than of
anything else.

"IOh, my darling Evelyn," she cried, as she flung herself
into her arms, "-to live always with you, and at Mount
Eden! Could anything be more delightful? Isn't it
what I have always longed for? Used 1 -not to cry,
when a child, every time the servant appeared to *fetch
me home; and wasn't it the greatest treat in the world
to be allowed to stop and -sleep Çith you? And now
I shall be able to see you every day. Oh, I am pleased !
And, Jasper, you are a darling clever thing to be able to
look after Mount Eden for her. I declare I feel almost
glad we were cheatèd out of that settlement."

"INot quite that, my darling," said Evelyn, as she pressed
the syreet face against her bosom and thanked God silently
for giiing her the power to-shield it from the sharp sting of
poverty ; "I would make -you independent of me.to-mor-
row if I could ; but since that cannotbe, we will be thank-
ful that ( whatever has been taken from us ) we still have
eac other.

And Jasper Lyle, regarding them, wondered if, when
Evelyn alluded to her losses, she was thinking of him.

CHAPTER XXI.

THE MARQUETRIE CABINET.

JAsF LYLE was duly established in theposition that had
been madé. for him, and the weeks went on. But before
the harvest had been garnered in, Evelyn was forced to
acknowledge that she had taken a responsibility on herself
that bid fair to. yiéld more pain than pleasure. All her
love for Agnes, and her strong desire to shield her fromthe
hardLknocks of the world, could ilot shut her eyes to the fact
that Mr.* Lyle was an element of discord, hitherto unknown
on her peaceful and well-ordered estate. , Complaint after
complai'nt reached ber ears, not only of his: indoienoc, bt
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his insolence, which neither tenants nor laborers would put-
up with. He walked about Mount Eden, indeed, as if he
were the lord of the soil, and people were beginning to ask
who-was this -insolent upstart, and what Miss Rayne was
about to allow him to usurp her rightful authority.

If he were set to supèrintend the excavation of a drain,
he walked away before the work was half over, leaving the
men to their own devices. If he sauntered for an hour
into the harvest-field, he found the heat and the fatigue too

mu4ch for him, and finished the afternoon upon the sofa, in
company with his cigar and a novel. Evelyp had gener-
ously told him to select which animal he liked best in her
stables, to.be kept for his especial use ; but he chose to
ride all of them by turn, and,, being no horseman, he
usually lamed or over-heated them, and once he was thrown,
tothe stablemen's intense delight.

" It's wicked, Miss, the way Mr. Lyle 'ammers 'em along
the road, as if 'osses was made of iron,' the heaj groom
remarked deprecatingly to Evelyn, who loved her horses
like friends, and would indignantly resolve to tell Jasper he
should never ride any of them again.

But> somehow,when the opportunity occurred, she never
seemed to have the courage to do so. She could -not for-
get who he was, nor that they had sworn to share Mount
Eden together. That was' the secret of her forbearance.

But Captain Philip never carried any stories of Jasper
Lyle to Miss Rayne. He knew she heard them, but he
would not be the one to tell them to her. In the first
place, he did not quite feel as'if he could trust himself-he
hatetd the man too much. In the second, he was sure the
arrangement would never ast, bVt he preferred it should
come to a close through the means of others. So he stood
aloof, and held his tongue when the subject of Mr. Lyle
caine on the tapis. He admired Evelyn's motives for
befriending him, and he did not think she whould like the
person any the better who opened her eyes to his short-
commgs.

-But Evelyn could not fail to see it all for herself, and
another thing with it, -namely, that Jasper Ly-le was in
every respect the same man that Will Caryll had been,
only with his vices and weaknesses- strengthened, instead
of destroyed, by time. She T'ould remem ber her cousin's
selfishness in the days gone by, his want of truth, his airy.
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method of treating advice, the unconcerned way in-which
heslurred his duty.- She ·had not thought-so much of it
then. She had been a child in ignorance of the world and
the men who lived in it, and if Will's carelessness shocked
her, she felt sure he had never intended it to do so. -But
now she regarded.him by the light of experience. She had
met with -honest and true, and industrious men, and
knew their value, and she could see plainly. what a frivolous,
useless butterfly Will Caryll had become.
- To an energetic nature like Evelyn Rayne's, the sight

was-a sickening one,.but beyond a few mild remonstrances,
she never rebuked him for his laziness or his presumption.
She. was so terribly afraid of what he might say or do if
he lost his temper with her or himself. And it was because
he had guessed her feelings on the subject that Jasper
Lyle went on his way uublushingly, and pleased hirnself in
everything. He knew that Evelyn could not strike at hirn
without hurting Agnes, and that she would bear anything,
sooner than see her turnéd out of Mount Eden. .Hiswife
was his strong weapon, and, since þe had missed marry-
ing Evelyn, he blessed his stars for having guided him to
her. He could hardly have extracted more pleasure fronm
Mount Eden'if the estate had been literally his own, and
he would (as he told himself) have had 4 deuced deal more
trouble.' The handsome salary that Evelyn paid him for
his:supposed services was ample to provide his wife and
himself with pocket money, and, for the rest, they were
provided for.

As the time went on, he became more and more indolent
and presuming. He gave tip even the appearance of
doing work, and lounged about the property all day, with
a velveteen coat on, and a cigår between his lips, whilst he
numefd some men amongst his friends who were anything
but desirable acquaintances foi one who called himself a
gentleman. His old proclivity for making companions of
those beneath him in station showed itself again, and Eve-
lyn was vexed by hearing that her steward (as Lyle was
supposed to be) had been seen in the village alehouse,
cohorting with her own tenantry, and even with discharged
servants.. She spoke to Jasper on that occasion, a~nd tather
shàrply, telling him that 'he was going too far, and that
she would not allow him to bring disgrace on her or on
Mount Eden. ·'He knew the tool to use against her, and
he used it.

• I
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"Al right," he answered sullenly; "I am not aware that
rve done anything tò call forth such a show of temper on
your part, but if you don't approve of my conduct, wehad-
better go."

"Go / Where can you go ? "she exclaimed.
"Anywhere. What does it signify-? Agnes has cast

in her lot with mine, and she must abide by it. l'Il take
her to London, and we can live in a single room till I find
work, and, -if I don't find it, we can starve.- You havc not,
at least, the power to prevent that."

"Oh, Will,- don't speak so stupidly. You know I
wouldn't allow you to do any such thing. You know that
I am only too ready and willing to share everything I
possess .with you and my sweet Agnes. You shall not
take her away from me until you can do >so with comfort
to herself. Only, be more careful. These stories rech
-me from all sides, and they are not creditable. I don't
like to hear of my cousin-I mean my steward-being
seen in the village alehouse. You must keep up appear-
ances for Mount Ecen's sake."

"eI suppose it is that fellow Philip who retails these lies
abo'ut me?" returned Lyle gloomily. "I know bé hates
me, and would be pleased to do me an . injury. I think
he'd better look to himself-a double-dealing, foul-moutl.ed
cad."
. Evelyn flew at-him like a fury. No remembrance of the
old love rose to'soften her speech then. Indeed, the old
love was so thoroughly dead and buried by that time, tlat
it is doubtful if the recollection would have not intensed
her more. .

"1Do not presume to speak.in such terms of Captain
Philip to me," she exclaimed. "He is an upright -and
honorable gentleman, above suspicion in every possible
way, and you should consider it an honor t» be permitted
to work under him. If you abuse and insult him, you will
lose my favor for ever. Understand me plainly, Mr. Lyle,
Captain Philip is the real head of this estate, and those
who cannot submit to his authority may leave it. He has
-never repeated any tales of you to me. He is too .gener-
Ous to try and injure his fellow-creatures. They have
been told me by my servants, more accidentally than with
otalice prepense, but you should never have given cause
oer the repetiticm,"
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Jasper Lyle shrugged his shoulders.
" I really think I had better adhere to my proposition,

and take my wife away from Mount Eden. I had no idea -
that Captain Philip's name would raise such a storm of
opposition on your part, or that he was king of the estate.
Perhaps -you have some intention of making him so in right
carnest. 'In that case, let me wish you joy."

The insulting tone and words stung Evelyn to the quick.
Had he been unmarried then, she would have reversed all
h'er former concessions in his favor, and publicly denounced
him as a forger and an imposter.

But he was not unmarried. Agnes' lot must for ever-
more he linked with his. So she turned from him with
a look of irrepressible scorn, and entered the house in
silence.

But Jasper Lyle cared very little about her anger.
Since he had lived at Mount Eden, and seen the evident
alteration in her manner towards him, the feelings of grati-
tude which had first possessed him had entirely evaporated,
and been replaced by a great desire for retaliation and
revenge. His weak, self-satisfied nature could not recognize
the justice of hcr possessing Mount Eden. He looked
upon it as an i::j::ry to himself, and ·one which (if possible)
he should resent. And one of his low companions-a certain
brewer named Mullins-had put an idea in his head a short
time before, whichhad settled, and was fermenting there.
Lyle had grown very bold in going about Mount Eden and
St. Mary Ottery, and discussing the affairs.of Miss Rayne,
andthe antecedents of the Caryll family. He was satisfied
there was no further chance of his detection; he would
have walked into the presence of Mr. Gamble himself with-
out fear, and he wanted to find out exactly how the land
lay concerning himself. Villagers are always ready enough
to discuss the histories of theý families who rule over their
domain, and repeat all the rumors, scandalous or other-
wisc, concerning thm. Consequently, Jasper Lyle was
not long before be had heard the whole story of bis uncle's
bereavement and· his own delinquency, and how that was
the reason that a woman reigned at Mount Eden.

" I wonder," he said musingly, one afternoon, to his
friend Mullins the brewer-" I wonder how the estate is
left to Maiss-Rayne."

" Well, i can't tell you for certain, sir, but I've heard the

ig



old gentleman was rather queer on one point, and that was
the possibility of the son that was drownded turning up
again. You see, he'd never seen the body, and he couldn't
believe it, like, and he wouldn't have the will destroyed in
which he'd left this son everything, in case he came home.
So Miss Rayne holds the estate, as it were, in trust for him;
but, bless you, he couldn't never come back now. He's
been dead, poor chap, years and years ago."

"But Mr. Caryll had another son, or a cousin, hadn't he,
that he wished to make his heir ? " inquired Lyle cautiously.

"Oh, a nevy! yes, but bless you, the poor young fellow
went wrong. Forged a bill, or summat, and -bolted to
America, and has never been heard of since. Dead like
the otfier, most likely. I've never been to America myself,
but I've heard people mostly dies there."

"It is to be hoped he is. It might be awkward for
Miss Rayne -if he came home again."

"I don't see that, sir. What harm could he do ? You
see he's a forger. The police would have him as soon as
he set foot in England."

"But who holds the proofs of his forgery, M.ullins?"
"Ah! I don't know that, sir. They've got them in

Scotland Yard, perhaps. They wouldn't let such things
be destroyed."

"I wonder," said Jasper Lyle, " if they were destroyed,
by accident or otherwise, and the runaway nephew returned,
he would have any chance of getting a share of the pro-
perty ?"

Nothing more was said on the subject at that moment,
but a few days after, as Lyle was again enjoying the company
of. his friend the brewer, Mullins said suddenly to him,-

" By the way, Mr. Lyle, you was a-speculating last time
as we sat here, whether that nevy of the late Mr. Caryll's,
if.he was to come to Englandý would have any chance of
getting Mount Eden ?"

"Provided the proofs of his crime had not been kept
against him. It was mere curiosity on my part, .The law
is so intricate,'and a man would not be likely to let a place
like Mount Eden slip through his- hands if there was any
chance of claiming it."

"Well, sir; here's a friend of mine here, as could put it
all .plain before you¯--Mr. Dickson,- as is head c'lerk to -the
solicitors at St. Mary Ottery. Mr. Dickson, sir," continued



Mullins, bawling across the tap-room, "come this way and
have a glass of summat with me and this gentleman, Mr.
Lyle, one of the stewards of Mount'Eden."

• "It's really not worth troubling Mr. Dickson about,"
said Jasper Lyle carelessly. "It is a matter of no conse-
quence. Merely a discussion whether, in case- of there
being no peoofs against this runaway nephew of Mr. Caryll's,
he might not come home some day and claim the estates."

"-Oh, the. Mount Eden scandal," replied the clerk
laughing. "I don't know, I'm sure; I believe it's a moot
question. It depends entirely- upon the wording of the
will I have heard it said that the late Mr. Caryli was sa
certain. that his, nephew could never visit England, on
account of the forgery, that he merely left his'property to
his niece as next-of-kin, and not.to thé entire exclusion of
all other beirs. Indeed, the old gentleman believed so
fully to the' day of his death that his son might sotne day
return, that Miss Rayne only holds Mou t Eden contingent
to that very improbable event. In whfh case, if a nearer
relation (as of course the nephew wo ube} came forward
to dispute her claim, I should think it would make a pretty
question of law whether he would not be entitled to, at
least, a'part of the estate. But then, you see, this nephew
was a forger, and could never show himself in a court of
law, so there's an end of it. Whoever holds the forged
cheques would only have to produce them to squash the
whole concern." $

"We were supposing the proofs to belost, or destroyed."
"Peoplç don't destroy such things. They are sure to be

in the possession of the firm."
"-But for the sake of argument, Mr.-Dickson, let us

suppose they are lost, and the man came back. Could the
firm convict him upon hearsay evidence only?"

" No, nor likely to take the trouble to do so. What good
would they get of it ? "'

"They might wish to taige their revenge."
"Then they'd have to produce their proofs. You can

do nothing in law without proof. And the nephew would
have to prove he was the nephew into the bargain."

"Surely that would be easy enough?,"
'Easy, but not agreeable. Such gentlemen don't care,

5s a rule4 tôpush themsclves too m::ch forward. However,
if all parties·were -good naturcd, I don't say it isn't to be
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çone. Good afternoon, gentlemen. I must be going,"
and Mr. Dickson made bis w'ay back to-St. Ottery.

His conversation had a strong effect ùpon Lyle's mind.
He ruminated on it for hours before he returned to Mount
Eden.

"There is one thing I must do," he decided,I" -and that
is to gèt hold of those forged cheques. It is a shame that
Evelyn should have kept then by ber for so long. What
could have been ber motive but to keep me in her power,
and have a life-loug hold over me? And that is what
women'call love. Bah! It is the first step to be taken,
and I shall not be easy till it is accomplished. In her
nasty state of mind she might change their hiding-place, or
deposit them with her -solicitors, and blight all my hopes
for ever." -

From that day Jasper Lyle took every opportunity of
examining the marquetrie cabinet, in which he bad seen
Evelyn place the records of bis crime. It stood in ber
private sitting-room, but she-spent miny bours out 'of the
house each day, and the window commanded the approach
by which she must needs come home again. So ,when
Anna (who was the only servant privileged to enter ber
mistress' room) was out of the way, Jasper pursued bis
research with comparative safety. But the cabinet resisted
all his efforts. It was one of 'these old-fashioned, sub-
stantially-built pieces of furniture that have not be.en knock-
ed together in a day. It consisted of two beautifully-ini
panedoors, which locked securely over a secretary desk
and nest of drawers, which closed with a different key.
The lock was a Bramah. Mr. Lyle could not pick it, though
he was clever at such artifices, neither could he interfere
(unnioticed) with the hinges of the panel doors. His only
chance was to open it with its own keys. The question
was how to -get at thentm? Evelyne Rayne was very
practical, not at all the sort of woman to have her
keys lying. about for any one to meddle with. Bùt he
did not think she always carried them about with ber
either. There was 'toô large a bunch of them for that.
He ventured into the adjoining bedroom once or twice,
and with one ear.open for an approaching footstep, looked
round carefully for a key-basket, and peeped into the little
boxes on the-toilet-table, and the vases on the mantelshelf
without finding what he -wanted. But he was not dis-

a



couraged. He had 1earned more of the ways of womankind
during his ten yoars' cxpatriation than he would have

- cared bis wife to know of, and he was up to many of their
little feminine devices. And a favorite trick of~the sex is
(as he well knew) to bide their keys in a different place each
day-sometimes under their handkerchiefs or veils, siome-
times in the crown of their best bonnet, sometimes in such
a cai-eful place that they can't find then themsèlves-when the
next occasion demands it. And so Mr. Lyle commenced
a regular search each morning in Evelyn's wardrobe
drawers; and one day he lit upon the bunch of keys (as
he had ant:tipated) inside the folds of a necktie. He
grasped them eagerly. It was f~ot an opportunity to be
lost-itwas one that might never occur again. With.the
keys in his hand, he entered the adjoining room, and
listened from the landing. Not a sound was to be heard.

-The servantshad finished all the upstairs work, and were
busy preparing for their iter in the servants' halL
Evelyn and Agnes, had driven out together to St. Mary
Ottery, and could not be home for another hour. Fate
had thrown the chance straight into his lap. He returned
to the sitting-room, and hastily unlocking the marquetrie
cabinet began to search each drawer in tûrn. They were
ill locked, but the two keys were togéther, and easily

distinguished from the rest. In bis agitation dufing their
first interview, he had forgotten to note in which drawer
Evolyn had replaced the forged cheques ; but he soon
found them sealed up in an envelope, and endorsedwith
his uncle's signature. They lay in company with his pho-
tographs, and letters, and the soiled gloves and battered
fusce-case before alluded to.

" I wonder if I had better take them all," he thought to
himself; "that fellow Dickson said the c]aimant'might
have some trouble to prove his identity, but I don't see
how these articles would he.lp me. No one but a womau
would keep such rubbish, but if Eve opened the drawer by
chance, its complete emþpiness would at once betray me.
No; I will only take these beastly cheques and the
photographs. Thank goodness, I have been-successful at
last, and that worry, at least, is off my mind."

He hastily tore open the envelope to make sure he had
got hold of the right papers, and then, thrusting them and
the photographs,-into his coat pocket, he locked the drawers
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and the cabinet, and replaced the bunch of keys where he
had found them-between the folds of the necktie. He
examined the two rooms carefully before he left them, to .
see that every article of furniture was in its accustorned
place, and then, with a sigh of;relief, he carried his stolen
goods to his own< chamber. It was a sumptuous apart-
nent that Evelyn h'ad given over for the use of Mr. and
Mrs. Lyle. The bed and window hangings were of rich
damask, and the floor was carpeted with velvet pile. In
the deep bay window stood a couch and awriting table,
laden with every convenience for Agnes' private corres-
pondence. The wax taper and the box of vestas were
conveniently néar each other. -Jasper lighted the candle,
and deliberately burned the forged cheques to tinder. As
the last spark died out of them, and they lay in black
nothingness before him, he laughed aloud.

"IThere's one link of my fetters broken," he said, -s. he
blew the ashes out of the window ; "I don't think any one
will be able to bring up the forged cheques against Will
Caiyll now. And if Eve finds out her loss before the time
is ripe, and accuses me of it, why,_ I shall defy her-that
is all-coûte que coûte."

He had hardly re-arranged the writiing-table and changed
his coat, and walked out into the grounds, before he
encountered the carriage returning from St. Mary Ottery
with the ladies.

"IOh, Jasper, dear," exclaimed Agnes, "how I wish you
had been with us. It is the most heavenly day, and I saw
exactly the sort of flannel coat you want for the moining,
only I didn't like to buy it without your sanction. Blue
and white stripes-so pretty. And they have ties and
socks to match. Where have you been, Jasper? In the
house ? "

"In the house ?" repeated Mr. Lyle, with nagnificent
scorÈ. "I ·.have. been miles away, looking after my
business."

• Indeed," remarked Evelyn; ,I didn't know we had
any business to be done to day-miles away."

You're tòo hard on me, Miss Rayne. ~You make me
no excuse for a façon de parler. I should have said
simply that I've spent my morning in the Three Bottom
Acre, superintending the' carrying of the corn. They've
got it all in by this -tiu 1 expect,"
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"Yes, they have, "replied Evelyn coolly. "We have.
been watching them for the last hour."

Lyle bit his lip and turned away.
"But where were you, darling?" asked Agnes innocently.

'-'1Ve never saw him, did we, Evelyn?"
" No, Agnes, we did not. But let us move on now, fori

I want my luncheon."
And she started her ponies so unceremoniously,- that

Jasper Lyle had to jump out of the way, with an oath, to
avoid the wheet passing over his feet. This episode made
him too sulky, or too shy to jòin them at luncheon, so he
strolled down to his favorite public-house, and ordered
what he required there instead, and then made a pretence
of superintending the harvest until five o'clock, when he
returned homne to prepare himself for the dinner-table.

As -he entered his dressing-room, he glanced into the
adjoining bed-chamber with the expeptation of seeiiig his
wife ready to go downstairs, intead of which she was
sitting on the sofa in a loose wrapper, with red eyes and
stained cheeks, and her gaze eagerly directed towards the
door.

" Why, whatever's the matter? " he exclaimed, as he
advanced towards her.

" Oh, Jasper, I have been longing for you to come back.
I am in such distress. I don't know what to do."

And here- Mrs. Lyle began to weep afresh.
" Look, look," she continued, as she,held out her hand to

him, "what is the meaning of this ? Who wrote it ? Where
did you know her? Can it be really true that you gave.
them to her?"

"I don't kn6w what the d-1 you're talking about," said
Jasper irritably, as she sobbed out her string of questionks;
"be more explicit, or I cannot answer you."

" These-these," replied Agnes, holding out her, band
again, and then he perceived-it held the photographs.be
had taken from themaxquetrie cabinet. He had left then.
in his pocket when he had changed his coat, and Agnes had
been exercising her marital-right to put away his, things.
He swore under bis breath as he.took thee from. her, but
it was too late to preveit mischief. -frthie back of one
was written, in his hand, " To eusin Eigy.,from Ceusin
W/ill;" on the back of the other, in E 'From my
own darling Will" with an append:edte. .As Jasper
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looked at the inscriptions, and remenibered that Agnes had
heard the story of her early attachaient from Evelyn's own
lips, his color came and went, and he realized that he
must either brave the matter out by lying, or make.his wife
his confidant.

"Speak to me," exclaimed Agnes hysterically; "tell me
the meaning of it, for God's sake. That is the same photo-
graph you showed me at Featherstone Hall, and threw in
the fire sooner than I should keep. Is it possible you are.
not Jasper Lyle-that you have deceived me-that you
are Evelyn's Cousin Will? Speak, or I shall go mad."

She was so fearfully agitated, that he was-afraid to deceive
her further. And after all, he thought, she was his wife,
their interests were the same, and it would be wiser to take
her into bis confidence. But first he must do a little bit of
love-making, at which, when he chose, Mr. William Caryll
Jasper Lyle was paiticularly happy. So lie went and sat
down on the couch, and threw his arms about Agnes, and
kissed her warmly.

"I will tell you everything," he-whispered, "if you won't
cry. And first, you must know.how I love.you, Agnes."

"Oh, yes, oh, yes," she said, nestling to him; "and that
nothing can loosen the closé tie between us."

"You <are my .wife, Agnes,-my very self,-and I will
keep nothing from you. My name is not Jasper Lyle. It
is William Caryll, and I am Evelyn Rayne's cousin."

She lifted her big blue eyes, wide opened, to bis face.
Her mouth had fallen apart like that of a frightened child.
Her breath came in short gasps from her laboring breast.

William Caryll," she repeated at length. "Oh,
Jasper, and--she loved you !"

Then the poor child broke down again, as the remetn-
brance of Evelyn's words in-speaking of that love, mingled.
with the thought that they were'living under the same -oof,
overwhelmed her with a terrible dread of-she knew not
what.

"Hush, Agnes, my -darling. If you make your distress
patent tolthe household, and this news gets about, you will
lose me altogether. I will go back to. America to-night,
and you shall never see me again. Be patient, and you

shall know everything, and confess I am not so much to
b uame."

" But she loved you," moaned Agnes
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"Years and years ago, but what of that ? You can see
very plainly that Mi\ss Evelyn doesn't love me to-day.
Why, she is positively rude sometimes. It was a boy and
girl attachment, which never would have come to anything.
We were too young even to know what love meant. It was
all rubbish, and forgotten long ago."

"IEvelyn hadn't forgotten it. She told me (before she'
saw you) that all she was waiting for before she died was
to sce her Cousin Will again, that she was sure that he
would come back to her, and that when he did, whether he
was rich or poor, sick or well, he would find her as she had
ever been-his'true and faithful friend. Oh, is it possible
that you can be him ?"

"IIt is possible, my'dear. It is thé fact. But you mustn't
think any more of anything Eve may have said about me.
It was all talk. You see I did come back, and she doesn't
love me-in fact, I think she has grôwn rather to dislike
me now than otherwise."

"Oh, no; she is always kind and good. See how she
jets us live with her at Mount Eden. Jasper, does she
know you are her cousin? When did she find it out?"

"Directly she saw met, you little goose. Don't you
reinember her leaving the Hall the first evening we met-
there ? And then I paid hera visit at WIount Eden, and
we had it out; and she promised to respect my incognito,
and keep my secret. But something has haDpened lately,
Agnes, which is likely to make me throw off my disguise,
and then I should.have been obliged to tell you everything."

"Oh, tell it me now-I am so anxious to hear it," said
his wife. "It is'incomprehensible to me. Why did you
drop your real name, and pretend you had never known
Eî velyn before ? I should have thought the first place you

d. would have rushed to would have 'been Mount Eden, to see
f, such a darling cousin, and tell her youwere alive and well.

How could you pretend you had never even heaid her
name.? "

s " Agnres, my dear, that is a very long story, that cannot
be told -in a minute, and the first dinner bell .as rung.

t, Dress yourself now and come downstairs, and you shall
u hear everything this evening, I promise you."
o "Oh,.Jasper, as if I could go down to dinner with this

dreadful news half told. Why, I am shaking all over with
anxiety and fear. - How could I look my darling Evelyn in
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the face? Her Cousin Will rny hrsbaüd!/ I cannot believe
it. It is too awful to be true."

"And would you have me hfers, then, instead? Don't
you love me, Agnes? " asked Lyle, in his tenderest voice.

" Oh, Jasper, you know I do, and I could not give you
up to any woman-not even her."

" Nor would she take me as a gift, Agnes.. She has got
all over that long ago. Now, lie down on lhe sofa, my
darling, and I will send you up your dinner, and join you
as soon as ever I can afterwards ; and then, Agnes, you
shahl kntow all"

" Don't let Evelyn come to me," cried Agnes, hiding
her face. "Not yet, I could not bear it."

" No one shall come but myself.. I will bring up your
dinner. And remember, Agnes, this is a profound secret,
and you must not breathqa word of what I have told you
to any one."

"Not even to Evelyn?"
"Not till I give you leave. You promise me, Agnes?"
" Ipromise-you," she said, as she hid her face from

view again.

CHAPTER XXII.

THE RIGHTFUL HEIR.

JASPER LYLE had a motive for deferring the relation of
his adventures till after dinner. He wanted time to decide
how much of them he had better tel], and how much leave
,untold.~ Je didn't want to startle- Agnes too much at
·first, and forgery is an ugly word. If he made her shrink
from him, she would fly to Evelyn for consolation, and it
-was his object to detach her as much as possible from her
early friend. There was no doubt that war was brewing
in the distance between his cousin and himself, and his
wife must be on his side. An4(if he was ever to bring
forward a claim to Mount Eden, it must be by a daring
and completedenial of*having committed the- forgery, and
by defying his -opponents to produce any proofs of it.
Therefore, the only plan was to commence from that
moment, and present hirnself to Agnes as a martyr instead
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of a. eriminal. He was thinking so deeply all dinner time
that he was very silent, and Evelyn was glad rhen the
meal was concluded. She had proposed to go up to Agnes
directly she heard she was not well enough to corne down-
stairs, but Jasper had declined the offer. His wife was a
little overtired and hysterical, he said, and -particularly
wished to sée no one but himself. And he had taken the
dinner tray from the servant's hands, and carried it up to
the bedroom, whilst Evelyn sat still at the table, with feel-
ings of imortified pride ànd resentment. How different it
had been a short time ago. Tzen she would have been
the first person whom Agnes would have asked for in trou-
ble orsickness. But everything in her life seemed changed,
and she realized (as so many have done before her)
that where a husband's authority steps in (however new
and untried it may be), all other affections and interests
have to take'a back seat. Mt. Lyle returned to the dinner-
table, but it was only to ask his hostess to excuse him for
the remainder of the meal, and she was too glad to let him
go. His company was it all times more pain than pleasure
to her.

He sauntered back ijito his wife's room as if he had been
a hero about to relate the story of his victories, rather than
a crimidal to confess his crime. He had gained a lot of
effrontery since 'he had lived at Mount Eden, and the
destruction of the forgéd cheques had made himtustand two
inches taller.' He felt so safe that he had begun to believe
he was an injured man, and would experience no difficulty
in saying so.. He,-was not so handsorfe at this eperiod as
he had promised to be. Doubtless the change in the -co1or
of his hair had sonmething to do with it. The fair curls
with which he had started in life had accorded well with
bis blue eyes and delicate complexion. It will generally
be found a dangerous experiment, with regard to beauty,
to alter the natural coloring matter of the hair.- But it
may be remenibered that when Evelyn Rayne, actuated by
love, contrived so cleverly for -her cousi's -es ape from
Liverpool, she dyed his hair brown, and- Wilk Caryll had
continued the practice, from a sense of prudence, until his
locks were nearly black. This unnatural combination made
his face look very pale, and his eyes washed out, and
strangers seldom found the charms in him that Agnes did.
They pronounced him "foreign," and "queer-looking,"and
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considered he was unhealthy. But he had a finely-devel-
oped, tall, and upright figure, as indeed ail the Carylls had,
and his little wife thought him perfection. She was stili
gazing at his photographs as he re-entered her room.

"Jasper, if you hadn't told me it was so, I never ,should
have imagined these portraits were taken of you. How
you must have altered since you were a boy."

"I have altered in more ways than one, Agnes. I was
a happy, ,hopeful youth when I sat for these photographs,
and now I am a broken down and disappoin ted man-
more than that, darling, a most wronged and injured
-man."

"Oh, my dearest," cried the girl, clasping her arms
about him, "who is it that has wronged you? I have
always felt you were unhappy, Jasper. It was my great
wish to comfort you that first drew me to you. But I
thought it might be perhaps because you had lost ail your
friends, and had no companionship to cheer you. But
injury, darling! I never dreamt of that."

"And.I would.not have told you of it, Agnes, even now.,
excepting that, for the first time, there seems .a glimmer of
hope that my wrongs .may be redressed. You see how
poor I am, my darling. Even the miserable pittance I
married you on has slipped out of my hands, and I am
compelled to work almost like a laborer in order to pro-
vide you with a home. You consider it very generous of
my Cousin Evelyn to let us live at Mount Eden, Agnes-"

"Oh, so it is, Jasper. What .should we have done
without her help ? - Poor mamma could not assis-t us. I
believe we should have starved."

"I know those are your sentiments, and it is because I
have been so loath to destroy them, and to hurt your feel-
ings, that I have not set -you right before.. What would
you say, Agnes, if I told you that, instead of being pen-
sioners can Evelyn Rayne's bounty, she should be living
upon ours-that I am the rightful owneriof-Mount Eden,
and my cousin is only an usurper?"

Agnes didn't know -what to say. - She·stared.at her hus-
band for a minute, as if she thought he had gone mad,-and
then she grew deadly pale, and murmured -

"It cannot be true !'
"It is true," repjied Jasper fiercely-' true as there is a

God -in heaven. You and I are the rightful possessors of
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this estate, Agnes, and before long I will prove to the
world that it is so."

"But Evdyn /" gasped his wife. flOh, Jasper, you
frighten me. Think of' Evelyn. She cannot know it. She
would be the 'last person in the world to do any one an
.injury. Mr. Caryll left Mount Eden to her. I know he
did. How could she hold it else ? Ànd since he did so,
how can you.or 1, or anybody, take it from her? You
must be dreaming. Evelyn is the only mistress of}JMount
Eden."

"Oh, very well," said -Jasper, in an offended tone; "if
you know better than I do, we will drop the conversation.
Only, you might, have waited till you had heard, your hus-
band's side bf the story."

"Jasper, I am waiting to hear it. You must tell me
everythng now, from the very beginning," replied Agnes,
slightly shivering, à she nestled in.his arms.

It's a sad story, Agnes. I Must p'repare you for that.
I was a fhoughtless and disobedient boy ( I admit so far),
but I was not the criminal they tried to make me out to be.
And.if, whilst I"'am telling it to you, I appear to throw any
blame upon yoir bosom friend, Evelyn Rayne, you must
remember that you have only seen.,one side (and the best
side ) of her character, -whilst I have had to suffer for her
faults. She may well seem sunny, and bright, and good-
tempered; when she has gained the desire of her heart in
Mount Eden."

." Jasper, tell me the sfory quickly. I feel as if I.could
not bear the suspense."

"IWell, it it just like this. My uncle, Roger Caryll, was
a rich Liverpool merchagt. His ýyife and son were dead,
.and he had only two near relatives, Eve and myself. I
was the son, of his brother, Edward, and -she was the
.aaughter of his sister, Mary, but uncle never took any no-
tiçe of. Eve-he had never even seen her, I believe. She
.:ived-with her aunt, Miss Rayne, in a dirty little house in
Liverpool; and I lodged with them. Uncle Roger put me
.there. I was his a nowledged heir. As soon as'he heárd
my Cousin H gh as drowned, he fetche me hirnself from
London, where I was serving behind a counter- (because
,my mother, whc had married again after my father's death,
behaved very cruelly. to me ), and put me in his son's place
-in his office, That was: about. the time that photograph

231



was taken, Agnes. I was as smart a young fellow as there
was in Liverpool,---always well-dressed and well-looking,
-and. there were never any complaints of my want of
morals or industry. And that was the time, too, that Eve
took her unfortunate liking for me.f &ve took a likingfor you 1'' repeated Agnes; "didn't
you like her,,Jasper ?"

"IYes, I liked her, of course. She was.'my cousin, and
was always running about after me, and paying me compli-
.ments. Nobody is quite proof against such things, you
know, Agnes, and most young men are conceited. But
Eve mistook my feelings for her. She was very much in
love -ith me,--I suppose I needn't mind telling you that,
my darling,-and she was always worrying me to take her
out to theatres, and concerts, and places of amusement,
and I was thoughtless,[and in order to gratify her, I spent
more money than I could afford. i don't wish to make
myself out better~thn I was, you see, Agnes."

"I know you don't," she returùed, squeezing him to her
bosom; "and as for poor Evelyn, how could she help
loving you? I'm sure Ican't."

"Ah, you're my silly little wife," said Lyle, accepting
the homage laid at his feet as if it were entirely his due;
"btit I'm afraid,. as I go on, you will have to acknow-
ledge, Agnes, that Evelyn has not so strong a claim to
youradmiration-as , retofore. This is the painful part of my
task, dearest,.to be obliged to say anything derogatory to
her, because I know -how you have loved her; but I will
fmish-my.story, and.you must judge, for yourself. I was
then the acknowledged heir to my uncle's fortune and
est:te. Every one -knew it. Uncle Roger made no secret

.of it, and always treated me as-his son. But the old gentle-
man was.very stingy, and when he found I had outrun the
constable,. he eut off my allowànçe,- and left me without a
farthing. Of course I wanted inoney for Eve, andi other
things, and a fellow-clerk of mine suggested we should
raise some. -I was a youngfool,.and didn't know anything
about such things, so left it all to him. He raised-as he
called it-a hundred pounds, and lent fifty to me, with
which to pay a tailor's bill. One day there was a row in
the office, and'I was questioned about getting the money,
and told the truth, but uncle wouldn't'believe me, and then
I fouad that the other fellow had been forging--actually
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fogig tLncles name to a cheque, and declaring I was his
accomplice, though I needn't tell you I would have hadL
nothing to do with such a dirty trick. But I was só
frightened at the accusation, that .I ran home to tell Eve,
and consult·with her what I h4d best do to prove my inno-
cence. aid here the unhappy part of the story comes in,
Agnes."

"'Why ! -didn'tEvelyn help you ? She, who is always so
ready to help others."

"Well, sihe posted off to se Uncle Roger (whom she
had never met before, mind you), and what passed betyeen
thenm heavenonly knows ;.but it changed the whole'cur-
ient of:ny life.: She. came back only to tell me-that'my
uncle was resolved to prosecute me with the other felow,
though I was as innocent as the babe unborn, and that
iny only .safety. lay in flight. She- dycd my liair bro
(perhaps youwill be surprised to hear that, naturally, m
hair is almost as golden as your own, Agnes), and-dressed
me in a suit of girl's clothes, and ,persuaded me to go to
New York on board an enigranit ship. And I was -so
frightened, and she gave me* so little time for reflet4ion,
that I actually did as she advised me. And then, when I
had left Englandl beyond iecall, she made up to îthe old
gentleman tô such an extent that he brought her ta live
here with him, and left her all he had., Doubtless she per-
suaded him that I was dead or guilty, aid trusted to my
never turning up again. But (failingmy Cousin Hugh) I
was. my uncle's next male heir, and Evélyn Rayne is
usurping my·legal right to-day by callipg herself lnistress
of Mount Eden. And thit's your unfctunate husband's
story, Agnes."
- Mrs. Lyle was not clever, but she was not quite a-foo.1,
and the. narrative (although glibly repeated) appeared. to
ber to have more than one flaw in it.

But why, Jasper," she asked timidly-" why did you
suffer such- a horrible wrong? Why didn't you tell your
uncle at once that you had had nothing to do with the
forgery? Surely the police could have found'out who pre-
sented the cheque?"

Jasper Lyle did not appear to be at all proud of his
wife's sagacity.

"You're a foo," he said curtly. " Ail women #r¢
where business matters are concerned. .What would ha
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been -the -use of ñmy denying my complicity when I hâd
received fifty pounds of the, money ? But Eve could have
put it straight with the old man if she had che n ; but she
did not choose. She preferred to have me sent out of the
way, and the only obstacle removed from*her path. She
may be very sweet to you, and all that, but she's an arch
plotter, or she wouldn't he in her present position."

"Still, if Mr. Caryll did leave Mount Eden to her, it is
hers," persiste'1 Agnes.

"I'm-not so sure of th9t, my dear, nor are the lawyer$
either. -The.estate was left to Eve as next-of-kin, suppos-
ing me to be dead, or outlawed. But I'tn not dead, you
see; ançi I can defy them- to prove I -was guilty; and,
therefQre, if I take this case into court, I. stand a very good
chance of ,regaining a part, if not ail, of my legal rights."

"But you would never go to law-against ,Evdyn?" cried
Agnes, horrified.

" And why noýt, my darling? ·Which do you suppose I
lovebest-Evelyn or you ? For whose rights should J
fight? · Evelyn's or yours ? You are the real inistress of
Mount Eden. Why shouldn't I put you in your proper
place?'

:Bat'Agnes had burst into a flood of tears.
".Oh, Jasper," she sobbed, "I don't want it. I should

be -miserable. I should be always thinking of Evelyn, and
that I.h.ad tur:ned her out of.her home. I couldn't do it.
We are very hâppy %s we are. Why can't everything go
on the same:?"

"It's very evident that you love Eve better tha'n you do
me," said.her husband, with an offended air.

"INo, deairest, no. Don't say that. I love you more
than all th~e world put tògethér. But Evelyn has been my
frend so long-ever since I was a tiny.child, and it seems
terrible that-1 should be the one to deprive her of Mount
Éden."

"You will have nothing to do with it, Agnes. All the
blame (if there is any blame) will i.est on me. But I am a
nian,-and I cannot stand tamely by and see myself de-
frauded of my-inheritance. This: position of dependence
is one of agony, to me, especially when I remember that
my cousin only put me in it probably as a salve to her con-
science.- Why, she gives that fellowi Philip double the
salary she does me."
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"But he does twice the work," remonstrated Agpós.
"That's nothing to the purpose," rejoined Jasper testily4

"The wholepf the money should be mine, and I won't put
up with a part. And there are other reasons why you
should be glad to think that this 'state of tbingsrill not go
on for ever, Agnes."

What other reasons? " she demanded innocently.
"Well, they're rather difficult to syecify, and a man gets

credit for being conceited if he even alludès to them ; bùt
it is impossible to keep one's eyes -quite shut, Agnes, and
it isn't every wife who would care to see her husband
thrown into daily and hourly contact with a woman who
is very much in -love with him."

Mrs. Jyle grew as red as à rose.
" But that happened soi. loig ago, Jasper. Sure y

Evelyn must have got over it by this-time?"
-'Did it appear to you as if she had got over it when

.she 'told you the story of her ea-ly attachment in thisvery
house ? What have you repeated to me on.the subject
yourself this evening?"

Agnes was silent, though her bosom heavéd violeùtly,
and her color came· and went in sudden rushes. Jasper
had hit the right nail on the head this time, and-touched
the spring that would make his wife see all things~through
the medium of his interpretation.

"But-but," she said, with- dry lips-" Evelyn wouild
neyer do me such a w-rong as to show anything more than
an orginary interest in mny husband#

," I am afraid yon ·don't quite- know Evelyn yet, my
dear. -She is ,fnot likely to evince her feelings in, your
presence, naturally,-no woman would be quite so simple
as that,-but there are a hundred and one ways by which
she makes me understand that the past is not forgotten

.or forgiven. I suppose she expected me to come home
and marry her ; as if I cou/d when you stood in the way.
But if you had seen wha.t took place between us when I
visited Mount Eden, and discovered my identity to her,

*you would havé been horrified. She was like a fury. She
declared I should neyer marry you, and that, if I attempteç
it, she-would denounce me as an imposter and a forger,
and have me turned out of Featherstone Halt. But I was
firm in resisting. her entreaties, and laughing at her threats,
and what was the result? All her grand intentions ended
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in smoke ; and,-as soon as we were married, she was glad
enough te get us to come and live at Mount Eden, where
she could see me every day But I'm pretty welltired of
it."y

" And .I am more than tired," exclaimed -his wife
angrily. "I am disgusted and shocked to hear of such
wickedness, and I wilI not stay here another day. Let me
pack up my things, Jasper, and take.me from this horrid
place; at once. Oh, I never could have believed "that
Evelyn would be false to me !"

But this vas swinging the pendulum .a little too far in
the opposite direction. To leave Mount Eden without>
any warning would be not only inconvenient, but im-
possible, and Mr. Lyle. bad to resort once more to
endeaiments to enforce his arguments.

" Now, my darling," he exclaimed, "youmwust be patient..
and look at the matter in a sensible light. I canlot take
you away from Mount Eden directly. I never mean -o
take you away at all. It is because I have no money, my
dearest, with which to gratify all your little whims and
w.ishes, that i1 am thirsting tó -claim my rights, and place
yoa in th€-position you are entitlcd to as my wife. If we
offend: Eve-before ry plans are ripe, we ray never be able
to carry them out, for I amn rfraid she is capable of beirg
very revengeful where her inclinations are thwarted. -o
m engel must make up her mind toi-et things go on
justas they have.done for a-few weeks Icnger, and then she
shal do exactly as sheAikes."

But to live'in the sarr.e house with ber, and to think
whenever we are separate, that she may be making love to
you-oh, it -will be *too horrible !" Said Agnes.

"Stop, dear," interposed Jasper. "I never told you
that mv cousin made love to me now. Do you imagine I
would allow it? Evelyn knows me too well. I have
satisfied her too fully of my allegiance to my little wife for
ber.tottempt to interfere with it.'

, But if-she would like to do so, it coines to the sarre
thing," replied. Agns fretfully. " You men are so fright-
fuly weak with regard to women, one can never tell when
yçu wil givein. I know I shall never have another happy
moment whilst T'an at Mount Eden."

"Well, as* to whether· my cousin would ike to rene w
our former itercourse, I really cannot say," replied Lyle
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conceitedly, "but I am quite s'ure she will never have the
chance. I don't care for your big, strapping women, and
never did. Besides, I have not forgiven ber the trick shç
played in carting me off to America, and it will be a long
time before I do. If I show ber any forbearance when I
have established my claim to the property, it will be out of
respect to my uncle's memory and not for her own sake.
I can tell you that."

Agnes did not plead fr her early friend this time.
Nothing changes the current of a woman's feelings towards
one of her own sex so effectually, as the knowledge that
she has tried to come between ber and the man she loves.
For the first time in her life, Agnes Lyle felt bard and cold
when.she thought of Evelyn Rayne.

" Jasper," she said presently, in a weary little voice, as
if all the surprise and pain she4.had gone through had timd
her, "why did you change your name ?" ' -

"For the same reason that I wènt abroad-because
Evelyn persuaded me that I stood in danger of the law."

" But when you saw the mistake you had made,-when
you met me,-why didn't you marry me under your own
name?"

"It was too late then, Agnes. To have resumed the
name of William Caryll would have excited so -much
curiosity that I could not have satisfied. Besides, I was
not aware of the position in which I stood with regard to
Mount Eden. I did not know I had any legal claim to
the property."

"And howdo you know now?"
"I have consulted a lawyer on the subject, and-.and

-I have ascertained also that the forged cheques which
the clerk I told you of uttered have been destroyed, so
that it is quite impossible that mj cousin' can put a spoke
in my Wbeel by bringing of that old shoulder against me."

" Then you will call .yourself by your own name now,
surely? -

"'Very soon 1- shall, dea-. And till that time, I must
beg of you, Agnes, to-be completely silent on this subject.
Not aýword or a hint, miùd, to Evelyn or any one. We
must ,work in the dark awhile before we can bring avery-
thing to the light. And I hope you will not let what I
have told you make any difference in your behavior towards
ny cousin, or I shall be sorry that I confided in you.. Let
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everything go on the same whilst I carry out my plans,
and some day you will see yourself the mistress. of Mount

Eden."
"I will try," said Agnes, in a low voice.
"And now, my dariing, will you go to bed ? You look

very weary, and I want to go out and have my cigar--an'd
Eve'will be thinking it strange if I remain away from her
much longer."

"She will be trying to make love to you again," said
Agnes, in a tone of injury, as she buried her face in the
sofa cushion.

"-But she will fail," answered her husband gaily, as he
kissed her and left the room.

"But though she . was wounded, and jealous, and
unhappy, the last words the poor girl kept repeating before
she:cried herself to sleep, were, "Oh, Evelyn, Evelyn. I
never thought Evelyn could be untrue to me. However
am-I to meet her again?"

CHAPTER XXIII.

THE STOLEN PROOFS.

BUT though Jasper Lyle .made every excuse, for his wife
on the score of ill-health and fatigue, and though Agnes
herself tried hard to bèhave in all things as "she had done
before, it was impossible, as the days went on, that Evelyn
Rayne-should not distinguish a visible alteration in her
little friend's manner towards her. Had she not known
Agnes all her life ? You might as well expect a tender
mother not to perceive when her child's kiss becomes less
frequent and less fond, or when her confidence is with-
drawn from her, and stilted questions and answers take the
place of free and spontaneous intercours-e. eThere were
moments; indeed, when Agnes was.hersèlf-again, when she
forgot everything except that Evclyn had never been other-
wise than good and true to her. • But thén the remembrance
of Jasper's' story would intervene to cioud her.brow and
check~her flow of wor.ds. - It was inipossible that such a
stor-~hould not exert a powerful influence over his wife's
mind; •Ife had blended truth and falsehood together so
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çunningly, that Evelyn herself would have been astonished
to hear his version of the -past, and puzzled to say which
facts he had perverted, and which related as they had
occurred. And to Agnes-who still loved hirx and believed
in him-it had naturally-made him appear as a victim of
circumstances who called for her deepest commiseration
anid sympathy. The idea of turning Evelyn from her home
had been a terrible one to her until she heard that Evelyn
-had poached on her preserves, and tried to alienate her-
hIsband's affections from her. That is a crime that no
woman will forgive-even in ber best and dearest friend.
And so it came to pass that these two-who had been. all
the world to one another, until Jasper' Lyle stepped-in be-
iween them-drifted imperceptibly but surely apart, until
they hardly exchanged anything but the merest common-
places. To Evelyn, this change came as a very bitter.
:trouble. Agnes had been her idol; and'to see her tura
from ber to the company of others, or seek refuge in silence.
when they were thrown together,-made ber heart ache with
pain. She guessed that it wasdue to Jasper Lyle's influ-
ence, but that made it all the harder tobear,-as under no
circumstances would she have dreamt ofinerfeing between
a husband and his wife. She tried to ,ovei-cpme it at first
by increased caresses and sundry little votive oferings.
But when she found that Agnes stirred uneasily when she
kissed her, and·left ber presents lying about the drawing-
room, she dropped all further attempts to alter the existing
state of affairs. Evelyn Rayne was a very proud woman
in the best sense of the word. She was not too proud'to
do the rûeanest office.on earth in exchange for a kind smile
or a grateful word, but she was far too proud to lay herself
down as a door-mat for people to wipe their feet upon.
She would not stoop to ask Agnes (who had never kept
anything from her'before) for the reason of her coldness.
She'knew:it was undeserved, as far as she was concerned,
end she trusted to time to make her friend see the truth for
-herself. But meanwhile, her heart was very heavy, and the
color seemed to have faded from ber life.

Captain Philip knew she .was in trouble. Often when
he was talking to her of reaping, or carrying, or stacking,
he could see that her thoughts were far away ; and some-
times such a heavy sigh would burst from her bosom, as he
had seldom heard her give vent to before. Had he cared
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for her less, he might have spoken to her on the suoject,
but his great love made him timid, and he did niot dare to
mention it, far less to express the deep sympathy which he
felt. But he showed it, nevertheless, by becoming absent-
minded as well as herself, and being obliged to bring back
his thoughts, with a jerk, to the matterin hand.

"You have never spoken to me, Captain Philip," she
said one day, abruptly, "of Mr. Lyle. What do you think
of him from a' business point of view ? Is he perfectly
satisfactory? Does he carry out your orders efficiently ?"
- "I wish you w'ouldn't ask me Miss. Rayne. I know
that Mr. Lyle is a friend of yours, and vou place me in a
very unpleasant position."

" But I consider it necessary that I should know. I
wish to befriend Mr. Lyle and his wife, but not to the
detrinent of Mount Eden. You must be aware of that.
Please tell me plainly if Mr. Lyle is injuring my property,
-- by neglect or otherwise,-bécause a great many con.
plaints have reached me concerning him."

"If you compel me to speak, Miss Rayne, I am afraid
you will find that I corroborate most of the complaints. I
not only find Mr. Lyle very unsatisfactory from a business
point of view -(in fact, worse than useless), but I consider
him to be a dangerous factor on the estate. His indolence
sets a bad·example to. his inferiors, and his conversation is
likely to end by inciting them to discontent and rebellion."

"IDoes ie associate, then, on terms of equalitywiU mny
tepants and laborers ?»

"Very nearly so. He is constantly to be seen in the tap--
room of the 'Green Man,' hob-nobbing with such men as
Mullins and Barker-neither of them bearing too good a
character in their own class."

"I must put a stop to it. It is going too far," said
Evelyn, with knitted brows.

" There is another thing, Miss Rayne, that I hardly know
if I have a right to mention to you, and yet I feel I should
not be acting as your friend, or rather, I should say, as your
faithful servant-"

Evelyn turned her eyes upon him.
i Why should you try to amend*that sentence, Captain

Philip ? You are Vny friend. I am well-aware of it. Some-
times I think," she added sadly, "you are the only friend
I have."
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He coloréd like a boy. Captain Philip (notwithstanding-
his thirty years) had not lost a habit of blushing that was
very becoming to him.

"If I only thought-" he commenced, there stopped
short.

"Well ?." said Evelyn, softly.
"Oh, Mjss Rayne, your kindness puts everything I was

going to say out of my hbead. I so much fear that yoemy -
think me presumptuous-that---that-Only -believe M
shall be too much honored by being your friend, andyour
faithful servant both, to my life'- "

Neither of them spoke for a minute er that, and then
Evelyn said,

"And what is this information which you tubius
about the propriety of repeating to me, Captain Pi'

"It seems too far-fetched and absurd, Miss Rayge-to
much like'the outcome of a drunken jest. And yet it has
gained credence ampngst your people, and they declare it
emanated from Mr. Lyle.

"But what is it ? " she asked impatiently.
"A foolish report that you have not an entirely legal

hold on Mount Eden, and that before long a claimant will
start up to dispute the property with you. It is too. ridi-
culous an idea even to be contradicted, but if it is oe of
Mr. Lyle's jokes, the sooner he stops thea the better, fpr
you, know what the ignorant classes are-ready to believe'

Sng to the detriment or discomfiture of their supe-

r.,Lyle l4s dared to say that," murmured Evelyn,
W~clenlched teeth.

1éonestly bieve it cormmenced with him. When it
reachedmy ears;'Imade strict inquiries for its origin,and
eveeybody attribufed it to the same source-Mr. Lyle's
druiken.friend, Mullins the brew-er. Of course you know
how suach stories.grow by repetition. Still, there was never
a hint of'such a scandai before Mr. Lyle appeared amongst

N Thanks, Captain Philip, thanks. Please say no more,
It shàll be stopped, and at once."

"it is such a silly fabrication," said the overseer ; "it
bears absurdity upon, the face of it. F5r there is noone
who coud dispute your claim, is there 7"

"No one, except my Cousin Hugh. Oh, Captain Phii4;
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vou can't*think how much I wish sometimes that he had
never died.- It is a cruel kindness to leave so much respon-
sibility on the shoulders of a woman. The back is not
fitted for the burden."

"Yours bas-proved itself to be -eminently fdea, Miss
Rayne. You mustn't lose.heart because an ungrateful fool
does fnot knowhow to value your kindness to him."

'.éBut this involves more than you think for, Captain
Philip. It is a éase on.whiëh i should have sound advice
-and yet-.-itis so hard' to'know what to do for the best"

"If I can help you-" he began, but she shook her
head.

" No one can help me just now. But if I find. that I
cannothiranage matters by. myself,* I promise that I will
app'y to.no friend before you.

" I thank yog so much," he answered, in a low voice,
and then Evelyn left:him to return to the big house.
- She was burning with indignation at what she had heard,
and determined to let Will Caryl plainly undérstand the
only conditions on which he could retain -bis position at
Mount. Eden. To spread such.a scandal about her and
sow disaffection and distrust amongst her tenantry !
What could he be thinking of ? Had he suddenly gone
mad? 'To depose her could not reinstate himself
whilst she retained the forged -cheques -to hold' over his
head. It was.all a puzzle to her. 'She could make neither
head nor tail of it. But she.was resolved to come to an
explanation with her cousin at the earliest opportunity.
When dinner was ·'ended, and she found herself. in' the
drawing-room with Agnes and her husband, it -seemed a
favorable timé. 'They had sat through an uncomfortable
mea,.zione of.them appearing to have -mnuch to say to-the
other, and it was a ielief to Evelyn to be able to take-up
her needlework, and feel. that she was free to-talk.

" Mr. Lyle," she commenced gravely, " I must'ask you
toIisten to me for a few minutes. I understand. you are
still in the habit of spending you'r afternoons at the 'Green
,Man,' and that it deteriorates (as it inevitablynuàt -do)
fromyour dignity as my steward. I must beg you to discon-
tùiue-the custorù.: It is not the first time (as you know)
that I have been'obliged to speak to you on the subject."

Jasper Lyle's manner to the mistress ef-Mount Eden had
become far more jaunty and familiar of late, and now there
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-seemed a ring of actual insolence in the tone in which he
replied,-
. " I was really not aware that your benefrts to me included

the supervision of my morals."
Evelyn looked straight at him, but her gaze had no

power to make him avert his eyes.
" I have, at least, the right, as. your employer," she-said,

"A'to see that you do not lower the tone of my estate. No
gentleman working uder me before has ever condescended
to- cross- the threshold of a .low public-house like the
Green Man,' nor to associate with the boors and drun-

kards who find their pleàsure there, and you must be go d
nough to follow their example." .
" Which, being translated, means that I am to trea in

the footsteps of your model overseer, Captain Ihilip, and
to regulate all rny actions by his. But I am a gentleman,
and I decline to be ordered about by my inferior."

" Whether you are more or less of a gentleman than
Captain Philip," replied Evelyn haughtily,." is,,I should
imagine, quite an open question; but I have not started
this conversation with you to-night in order to decide it.
I speak simply as the owner of Mount Fden.. Whilst you
remain with me, you must conform to my rules, and that is
one of them. I hope you fully understand?"

" Oh, yes; I fully- understand," replied Jasper Lyle,
furtively smiling, as lie played with a paper knife, whilst
Agnes crept up to his side,-and slipped her hand in his.
f From this unworthy habit of yours," continued Evelyn,

in:the same grave tone, "has sprung up a great annoyance
tobmie. I cannot believe it emanated * from yourself,-I
credit you with a little more sense,-but it is attribùted;to

ýyou. on all sides, and it .doubtless had its rise. in. your
chattering."

" And-what may this be?" inquired Lyle. ,
.f' A rumor that I hold Mount Eden on an uncertain
tenure, and that there are other claimants to the'.estate."
:g ~Well?" he said carelessly
1 Well!" repeated Evelyn- indignantly, "if you have

said so, sir, you know it to be untrué. You know-that I
amthe legal owner of the property, and that none has the
faintest shadow of a claim to it but myself.»

"But supposing I don't know it? 'What then?"
"Do you wish to insult me? Whaf would you insin-

uate?"
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She spoke more cautiously than she would have done
otherwise, because she had no idea that Jasper had confided
the secret of his identity to his wife, and she feared to raise
her curiosity.

"That. you hold the estate only as next-of-kin, Miss
Rayne, and that there is a nearer relative to the late Mr.
Cà;yll still in the land of the living."

Evelyn could not believe her ears. Was it possible he
could have the audacity to advance a forgers claim to the
estate ? But she remembered the presence of his wife, and
answered calmly,-

"You are mistaken. My late uncle had only two male
heirs, and they are both dead-one in reality ; the other in
law.

' Tha.is what I have my doubts about," said Lyle.
. "Then your doubts shall soon be 'cleared -up," she
answered, rising. "I will go and write to my solicitorat
once to come down here to-morrow and convince you of
the truth of my assertion. I will not permit such hurtful
rumors to be spread about Mount Eden without being
refuted. There is not a soul on earth to dare to dispute
my right to it."

"Not even your cousin, Will Caryll " .he exclaimed
impudently.

His impudence made Evelyn forget. everything but
itself.

"ciy Cousin Will/!" she repeated. "What! a forger "
- . But now it was Agnes' turn to exhibit her prowess, and

she sprung forward in her husband's defence like a bantam
hen with ruffled feathers.

"How dare you call him a forger?" she cried
indignantly. "You know it is not true. You know it was
the other fellow did it, and the blame was falsely put on
Jasper. And now you would keep his estate: from hin,
and everything. Oh! it is too bad."

Evelyn turned to, thespeaker in unmitigated surprise.
"What are you talking of, Agnes ? " she said. "What

can you·know about all this ? We were speaking ~of my
cousin,- Will Caryll."

"And I know that Jasper is Will Caryll," replied Agnes.
'My husband has told me everything-how you made bim
go *out to America, so that you might get 14ount'Edein,
andiiow angry yer were when you heard he was.going to
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marry me, and how you got him lhere, so that you mightmake love to hi, and-"
"S top 1" criedEvely in a voice of ster authority...."stop at onces Agnes. 1 refuse to listen ta another w>rd.If Your husband has been base enouh toa give y thisversion of his unhap aestry ougt ive yor t

as you choose. BU Is ry you must believe him.or not,as it tos. But I will not hear it repeated, and keknows it to be untrue"
"I knowno sc thing," interposedjasper bravigitotIf I comitted forgery (as you assert>, where .re theproofs?"enwhererthe
"You know where they are. You have see them.""Irknoe you showed me some papers, which y. dgwerethe forged cheques' but I had anly yix~q~ oit. onlyyour werd for
"On/Y MY Word ?"Y said Evelyn, with a loa>k of &Cor=n.'Just so; which proves nothing.""Do you wish your wife ta, see them, thlen ? Di Yrouwant her to be a participator inyour shane?"

. If you have them, by al means pro'duce -,hem. Is*because I know you canna, have them that I dèsjri.eârword to be put to the test."t"Very good, then. Agnes shall be convinced that 1have spoken the truth C • e coninc t.room.,, te trh. Corne with nme to myr private
appeale the e g ing there together, she turnjed ad

" Oh; Wil! have pity upon her. She i*ssaYouaigSaimnocent. I would have hidden the whole story frong soefor ever if I could. Think how foolish you are how tisproceeding will ruin' the prôspects of bot-h of y.tu..hiewarned in time. Corne back and Jet ushtal.k quiey erthe matter, and take up the position I have accorded yovein Mount Eden."p
"No, it is too late for such flunrery now. Yeubaieheard what Agnes says. You told hera o.t aoutaeurformr history, and I-have supplied the rest. Now oemust judge for herself which is right and which is w1Ng.Lead on, please, to your sittinghrootn and etu see wtese.famous forgeries that are to min me for ever.""As you will, then," she said, with a sigh, as she openedthe door of ber roorn.

It was night, but a tall silver larp on the cene tp>I
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cast a soft light upon all the surrounding objects. Evelyn
fetched her keys from the bedroom, and going up to the
marquetrie cabinet, unlocked the drawer in which she had
deposited the, dishonored cheques. It contained only the
soiled gloves and battered fusee-case. She turned the
articles over several times, as though searching. for some-
thing else, and then, with a look of consternation, she
unlocked all.the drawers in succession, and ransacked
them thoroughly, whilst -Will Caryll stood by with a smile
upon his face.

I" Well1" he ejaculated presently, "how much longer
do you indend ·to keep us waiting? Where are these
evidences of my criminality?"

"Gone!" she gasped. "It seems inciedible, but they
are gone !"

"You mean they never were there?" he sneered.
She turned upon him furiously.
"How dare you doubt my word, wnen you know, as well

as I do, thatf they were there, and that you saw them?
But I have guessed the truth. You are a thief Will Caryll,
à w.ell as a forger, and you have stolen them 1

"Oh, Jasper," exclaimed \Agnes, flying to his arms,
how can you let her speak to youlike that ? How dare

you say he is a thief,". she continued,. stamping her foot
with impotent rage at Evelyn; "this is your mean revenge
because he didn't marry.you instead of me! !:And I loved
you so, Evelyn-I loved you so." .

Here she began to sob violently, but . Evelyn only
showe her emotion by her 'trembling lips and quivering
hostris.

And I have loved you too, Agnes, God knows!" she
replid solemnly, "but you cannot hold by this man and
by me at the sarne time. One of us you must let.:go.

nd that one must not be your husband, so 1 suppose that
we naust part. But .I do not think» I have;deserved-this
treatment from either of you."
1 She -rose as* she - spoke, and, locking .her' -cabinet,
prépared to leave the roon. But as she movédin sad and
dignified silence towards the door, a great sense'broke on

Agnes' Lyle of all the years of love during which Evelyn
at treated ber like-a spoiled and petted-child. Who else

not even her father and mother, nor yet -het husband
-had been so long-s-uffering and patient with her-so true
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and faithful-as this dear friend of 'her childhood?- The
idea of separation from her was terrible, and -on the
impulse of the moment she ran after her, crying.

"Oh, Evelyn, Eveýyn, do not go! We cannot do
without you."

But Evelyn's powers of endurance for that ·evening
were at an.end.

Don't touch me ! Don't speak tt> me !" she exclaimed,
as she flew down the staircase, "for I feel -as if'I was
going mad.-

-She rushed through the hall; ánd out into'the open-air
as she spoke, whilst the sobs wiich she could no longe
restrain, burst from. ber laboring bosom. Se- had.
recovered from the first shock of learning Will Caryll's
infidelity, and schooled herself to believe they must pass
through life as acquaintances only ; for the man who was,
not worthy -to become her . husband Evelyn would
nevcr make her friend. But that Agnes could- turn
against. ,er, and suspect her of sùich unworthy motives
for efriending them in their -inisfortune, was ·a trouble
she had never contemplated being called üpon to·bear.

I t ws 'the end of September, and, though the days
continued bright and warm, and the harvest moon:rode
like a.queen in heaven, the nights were too chilly for any
prudent person to venture out in them without an-extra
wrap. But Evelyn walked on unheedingly, whilst the·win
blew lier chestniut hair into *disôrder. and ruffled it like an
aureole about ber burning and excited&face.

" Agnes to think me so base, so wick"ed, so mean,." she
thought, "as to offer them Mount Eden. for a home as a
cover for my own .unwortly- designs ! How cou/J she
think so ? How could·Will have the heart to lead her to
believe it, when he knows what she. au4. I have beep -to
ene another ? Oh, I hate him !" she cried suddenly, "I
hätekim I He must be bad all through. Wasn't it'enough to
spoil my life without spoiling my darling's also, and,.
grudging ,us the cdnsolation we found in oneanother's
love? And ·those cheques, too. He must have stolen
them. He has -destroyed them, and- on his success -has
built up a groundless hope of ousting mefrom Mount-Eden.
Can he do .it, I wonder? " she went on feverishly, with
both bands pressed to ber burning head. ·" I don't beliéve
it-; and yet the law has so many loopholes. :I ouglitto.



have advice; but if Will's ideas are erroneous, and he is
stili in jeepardy, my confiding his design to a solicitor
might bring transportation down upon his luckless head.
And ho>w terrible -that -would be for my poor girl, who
never would bave spoken to me as she did. to-night if he
had not instigated her to do so. How I wish I had a-true
and sensible friend to whom I could go, without a shadow
of feár; and tell everything.'

Her steps had carried her in the direction of Bachelor's
Hall, and her heart told her that here was a friend.whom she
might trust, if need be, without stint, but some unaccount-
able feeling made her shrink from consulting him. How
pretty and cosy the little cottage looked as she came in
sight of it. The latticed windows were thrown wide open
to the air, and the light of the lamp within threw the de}i-
cate tracery of hanging leaf, and bud, and blossom, that
fell over them like veils of verdure, into strong significance.
The air was redolent with the odor of late mignonette and
roeps, still shedding their perfume around, and carnations
and geraniums, of which Captain Philip always planted a
deep border to encirclehis little domicile.

Evelyn looked up, and heaved a long breath as she drew
neår to Bachelor's Hall. For many months past, her over-
séër had interested her far more than she had acknow-
ledged to herself, though she had been conscious of a feel-
ing of fear lest he should become more necessary to her than
was convenient. For he might leave her any day (she had
%ed), and then, how difficult she should fmd it to replace
hit.

She-did fiot intend to pass the cottage. When she had
reached a certain point, she thought she would turn
back, and walk 'the other way. But as she came within
hail of the lighted windows, she glanced at them for one
sight-of Captain Philip. She expècted to see him (as she
hadàfteiidone before) bent over his books by the lamplight,
or nminating in his arm-chair, with his pipe in his mouth.
Bet v!wke shte had drawn sufficiently near to command
the inte'rior, she perceived the captain (to her amazement)
stretched over the table in an attitude of despair, with his
fae.e hidden in his hands. In a moment Evelyn Rayne had
forgotten her own.trouble, and thought only of his. Hur-
ryiig n with noiseless footstep, and without reflecting that
she might intrude upon a sacred sorrow, she stood upon
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the threshold of the cottage door, and said softly, but.in
a voice of the deepest conéern,-

"Captain Philip! Captain Philip ! What ès the
matter?'

The oyerseer, whose thoughts had been far awayia some
cloudland of hopeless conjecture, started to his feet as
heard the words; and stared at the vision in bis doorway.
Then remembrapce poured back upon him, and heealized
w/o it was who had come like an angel to cheer bis dark-
ness, and glowed scarlet with the recognition. -

"Miss Rayne!" he exclaimed; "what has brought you
here ? Do ycnr requirk me? on't you walk in ?"

Evelyn had always a strong sense of the ridiculous ready
to be roused in ber.

"Do you think I may.walk in," she answered, " withont
the whole: parish scandalizing me to-morrow, Captain
Philip ? c Well, I'Il risk it, if only to learn what made me
find you thus. Don't tell me you are in trouble too, for the
air reeks with it," and she sunk down upon a chair iR a
despondent attitude as she spoke.

"If the air reeks with it," he, said gently, "I canot
expect to miss my share, but I am sorry you caught me in
a discontented mood, Miss Pyayne. You may be sure I
thought that I was quite alone."

"And I had no- intention of disturbmg your privacy,
believe me. But why are you discontented, Captain Phiip ?
Is -it anything- to do with Mount Eden?" she asked
anxiously.

" Indeed, it has nothing to do with Mount Eden ; and
yet, as I sat here. this evening, I was thinking whether I
should not be wiser to ask you to look out for another
overseer."

She turned pale in a moment.
"Another overseer 1 Then you wish to leave us-to---

Her voice faltered. She could not proceed.
"Indeed, and indeed I do not," he replied earnestly;

"I love Mount Eden andeverything connected with it-in
fact, I love it all so much, it tears my heart to thinkof
parting, and yet, Miss Rayne-"

" I understand you," she said; "you have had the o#er
of a better situation-a position more fitted to your gbRi-
ties and education; but if there is anything I can de o
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induce you to remain-if can increase your salary, or
make you more comfor« e, or-"

"Do not mention it, Miss Rayne. Your kind heart is
leading you astray. I have had no such offer as you refer
'to. 1·want no- more money tihan I reéeive. I am quite
comfortabe-and happy hereI.

.Then why do you want to leave us ?".
"Bécause-because-there is such a thing as being too

happyin a situation-of becon-ng so--niuch at home'that
it is death to tear one's self away, and if the end ccmes,
'what thén?" he said, ina low Voice

Evelyn -was gazing up at him as he spoke, .with eyesof
entreaty. · , -

"If that is ail," she exclairmed, do't leave me, for
God's sake, for I am so unhapp"v

And with that, she lowered her face in her hands, and
'burst into tears.

Captain Philip bent over her, and said hurriedly,-
Don't. do:that, Miss Rayne, You torture me.. 1 will

never leave you if ypu do not wish, it. I will live and die
here if I can be of any service to you. If the thought of
ny going distresses you, dismiss. it from your mind at
oníce. I will remain if my own heart dies under the pro-
cess." -

But she was weeping so unrestrainedly that she did not
notice his words.

" Will you not tell -me, in your turn," he continued,
" what is. the reason of your grief? I-have seen, for some
time past, that you are' far more unhappy than circm-
stances waranted you to be ; and I strongly suspect that
it is coiùnected with the presence of Mr. and Mrs. Lyle at
Mount Eden. - Don't look so astonished. Do you- thiak
I have so little interest in you¯as not ta no:tice' the varia
tion-in your-wofds and looks ? You do -me à great injus-
tice if that is the case." 
-1"I know that you have been always kind- and ',good,
aâptain Philip, and I believe yoti to be .a true friend. -A5

1 walked along to-night, I was longing to be àble to con-
fide my troubles to just such a friend as you could bei'

"AnI is that impossible? Do not think me presump-
uous, MisRayne, but ifthe counsel or assistance of aman

an'help you out of your-difficulty, trust meD»without-fear.
I*wili respect your confidence as if it were my own. Has



this man been insulting you? Has he presuimed, on yoitr
-affection for his wife, to overstep the limits of your forbear-
ance ?"

"Something very like it," she said hesitatingly,;'" and
you niay suppose how unhappy it niade me,; for Agnes'
sake. . Oh, Captain Philip, I am afraid tbat will turn out a
most unfortunate marriage. I woidd do anything to save
my poor girl from the consequences of her imprudence,,
but Mr. Lyle will end by setting her against me also."

"You mean he has begun to do so?"
"I mean hë has begun to do so," she repeated, relapsing

into ,tears.
Captain Philip paced up and down the little room.
" Villain ! scoundrel ! co.ward !" he muttered. ' Anc

to what purpôse? He only cuts his own throat by doing
so.. Miss Rayne," hé continued, turring suddenly towards
her, "you have honored me by calling me yo4r'friend. Let
me prove myself'to'be só by speaking to you without reser-
vation. You h'ave known this man Lyle before..I guessed
it the first time I:*saw you together. What is the secret
between yQu? I know it can be nothing dishonoi;ing to
yourself, but it may be the means of ultimate -injury sto you.
Why .do you keep him at Mount Eden.? Is it. entirelylÇ
for -Mrs. Lyle's sake, or for his own?"

Evelyn looked up at him with an expression of alarm.
"How did you find it out? How much do you know?"

..l Nothing but what I have- told you, and that is only
guess work. But I am certain there is more behind, and
if it is turned into a means .of. annoyance to you, you-
shculd not keep it to yourself.

His hand was grasping the armof-her chair as he spoke,
and she laid hers gently upon it. The contact thrilled him
throtigh and through.

If I dared confide in you," she whispered, " yo.i don't
know how. gladly I would shaie the burden which is~-
becoming. too heavy fdr me to bear alone. I am dis.tiacted
with doubt and suspense. I cannot sleep for féar and-
anxiéty, and I feel so completely and utterly alon. In alk
the wide word, I don't know one creature towhom I forna
the centre of existence."
- " Yes, thei-e is ône, Evêlyn, for whout you are the ed

and aim of everythinig, and that is mysef,' -cried'Captaini
Philip passiônately. "Oh, forgive me'if I aintoo pre-
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sumptuous in saying this ; but use me as you will, for I
shaR be your servant only to the last day of my life."

" You-you-" gasped Evelyn, with a face of crinson;
é you care fr me like tis, Captain Philip ?"

" i care for you like that-just like that. I would be
content to die if I might only see you happy and at rest
without me-content to live, even without hope, if my dying
would camse you any pain."

" You love me like-like that ? " she reiterated, as if the
idea were too astonishing for her to grasp.

"Yes, I love you, Evelyn ; and if to say it is to part us
for ever, I must say it just this once. I have loved you from
the first day we met. But don't imagine I have cherished
any wild hopes concerning you. I know my love is hope-

"But how do you know it ? " she interrupted him, with
a tender smile.

Captain Philip sprtng back as if he had been shot.
" My God ! it is not possible," he ex'claimed, "that

you have conceived any interest in me ? Speak, Evelyn,
in mercy. Do not keep me in this miserable suspense."

She -clasped his hand 'tighter, and drew him nearer to
her·ehair.

"Don't go," she whispered. "Stay on and take care of
Moumt Eden and of me."

CHAPTER XXIV.

PHILTP THE COMFORTE.

HE sunk on his knees beside her, and threw his arms about
her iaist, and gazed in her glowing face for a few moments
M silence, and then he said, in an agitated voice,-

" Dear woman,-so trusting, because you are yourself
se worthy of all trust,-how can you say those sweet words
toî xoe, ofwhom you know;nothing, except that I have been
a lionest and.faithful ste(ward."

'And is that nothing?"
"A great deal for Mount Eden, perhaps, but nothing,

Evelyn, for yeur husband. I hold the position of your
inferior-zof one of the people. I may have risen from the
gutter. How can you tell ?"

mi
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"Since you have risen, that is all that concèrns me. I
think people make far too much fuss about the differences
of birth and station. Besides, I am of no birth myself.
My family were all merchants. That i only one grade
above tradesmen in the social scale."

« But you are rich, dearest. You e Mount Eden.
And I have nothing-I am a beggar."

"You have me," said Evelyn shyly; "and Mount Eden
and I are one.."

"But what will the world say to your marrying your
overseer-your servant? Will it not be of opinion that
you have lowered yourself by raising me? "

Evelyn laughed merrily at the idea.
" Of course it will, Captain Philip. . When did the wo«ld

ever say anything that was kind, or generous, or soothing
to.one's feeling? It would not be the world if it did. But
surely you and I are above its petty malice-its, sneers
and its sarcasm. It is not happy itsélf, and it cannot bear -
to see others happy. But if you think that I can make-you
so "-she ad4ed timidly.

"IfZthink/ Do I think," he exclaimed fervently,
•that God is truth, or heaven happiness? It would be

heaven to me to call you wife, Evelyn."
" Then yor shall do so," she said quietly, ,and Captain

Philip stooped over her and took her. hands in his, and
bent his head down till his mouth rested on her own, aind
they had excharnged theirfirst kiss. Neither of them spoke
for some minutes afterwards. They felt that their newly;
confessed love had received its baptism.

"I have so little to tell you of myself," he said, when that
long pause was broken, "except what you already know.
My 1iaJc birth is not inferior to your own,-I can vouch
for soômûch,-but my early life passed at'sea laid the
foundation of a rough-and-ready manhood.. I need not tell
you, my dearest, who have known me so intimatelyý that 1
am .anything but a courtier. A rather sad.and lonely boy-
hood soured mé too soon, and a sea life thrcw me on %my
own resources for cpmpanionship. So I grew reserved and
somewhat morose, and looked for ftiends only in my books
and my pipe, until I met your own sweet self, and you
changed earth into a paradise for me."

" What made you leave the sea ? " asked Evelyn.
" Ithad always been an uncongenial life to me,-although
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I prospered -in.it. And then certaii news concerning my
family reached me from England, and I determined to
return homé and test-the truth of it, and one thing grew
from another, till I resolved to -settlezon land again, and
applied fir the vacant situation on Mount Eden. Do you
reminebet th*e day I came down from London to see you,
Evelyn, and the conversation we held in the library?"

"IQuite*well. I thought you very nice, though rather
brusqde, and I made you. stay to dinner. And in the
evéning we rode over the estàte together, and--'

" ;ell-in love with you."
" ot so soon as that, surely?"

"Qtiite as soon as that, I think. I thought you the most
practicalsénsible, clear-headed woman I had ever met in
my life,"

"Oh, that doesn't sound nice at all. Was that ait you
thought?"

"No, indeed. I thought a great deal more than I dare
idl you, even now. If you think all my.admiration of you is
f6unded on your businiess qualities, you are very much mis-
taken. But you are a woman above the incense of flattery.
You will not need to be toid everything. ,You will see it
for yourself, as you will read my love for you, darling, from
dayto dày.

"And you mine," she murmured, with her hand in his.
"IAnd-now, dear Evelyri, since we have settled this happy

matter (ah, how-little I thought a few hoifrs back, darling,
that.life would ever look so bright to me again!), won't
you tell me what it is concerning *this .fellow Lyle that so
distresses you ?- Is. it in consequence of the rumors I told
you of this afternoon? You are·surely not so foolish as-to
bejieve it -possible that your claim to these estates could
ever be disputed. If yoù are, you may take my word for
it that the man lies. Your footing here is as secure as if
you had -purchased the land with your own monéy."

EveJyn began.to look perturbedagain.. The allusion to
Jasper Lyle had revived ber former doubts and -fears-
doubts and fears which she felt now that she was bound
to communicate to the man she had accepted for her·hus-
band, and who. would share her disappointment if she lost
her fortune and estates.

"I quite forgot that, Captain Philip," she said, "and you
should have heard it first. I ought fnot to have accepted
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your offer until I had told you of the risk I run of having
to resign Mount Eden."

"Let me hear it now, then," he replied with an amused
snile "it might make a serious change in my opinions."

" Ah, now you are laughing at me, but Iam in earnest ;
were I not an independent woman, how.could I be so sel-
fish as to hamper you with the burden of my support--you,
who live like an anchorite yourself?"

. " Oh, we should do very well, depend upon it. Perhaps
the new owner of Mount Eden (is it to be Mr. Jasper Lyle
)4mself, by the way ?) would retain my services as-overseer,
and let us live on in Bachelor's Hall. How would you
like, that, Evelyn? Only we sbould have to.change its
name, and call it Honeymoon Cot, or sonething equally
appropriate."

His nonsense inade her smile.
" I don't suppose there really is much risk," she answered,

" but it is right that you should know all. - But before I
begin my story, will it hurt you very much to hear that you
are not the first man to whom I have been engaged ?"

" It would hurt me much more to think. you kept back
any portion of your life from me,.Evelyn."

"It happened a long time .ago," she said, slipping her
hand in his-" when I was a girl of seventeen. - You have
heard me mention I had two cousins. I was engaged to
the younger of the two, William Caryll."

--.The one who went to America?
"Yes, but I have never told you the reason he went

there."
"I have heard it, my dear, from Mr. Gamble and others.

He. tried to embezzle by forging your uncle's name, but the
cheques weie stopped at the bank. And then William:
Caryll disappeared, and has-never been heard of since."

"I helped him to escape justice, Captain Philip."
"You did! How?"
"He came back to me in his terror at hearing the police

were on his track, and I hid him on the roof o(f the house
for three days (the trap door . to it opened from my bed-
room), and at the end of that time I dyed his. hair and
dressed him in a suit of my clothes, and got him off to
New York on board an emigrant ship."

"Where did he get the moncy for his passage ?"
"I had a little money. I sold a few articlesyof jeweey

and realized sufficient fôr his need.
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. eOh, you plucky girl. And it was all for nothing. You
have nevér heard from him again? "

" No, I never heard from him again," she echoed mourn-
fully.

"I suppose he died out there, poor fellow."
"No, Captain Philip, he did not die. He is in England.

He is Jasper Lyle," she said, in a low voice.
" Jasper Lyle ! Good heavens !" cried Captain Philip,

Ieaping from his seat; "William Caryll at Mount Eden-
William Caryll the husband of Agnes Featherstone! and,
Evelyn," in a tone of the deepest distress, "do you love
him still?"

"Oh, no, no. What can you think of me to ask such a
question-I, who have just plighted my troth to yourself ?
Captain Philip, I did not believe you could do me such an
injustice."

"Forgive me,-dearest. It was only a momentary,
jealous fear. Of course you do not love him. But wlien
did you find him out?"

" Directly I met him at the Featherstones. He has con-
tin.ued to dye his hair, and acquired a foreign accent, but
I detected him through it all. I was very angry at first,
Captain Philip. I rebuked him sharply for his infidelity
to me, and threatened him with exposure. Bur when I
came to reflect, I resolved, for Agnes' sake, to let the past
bury itself."

" But how did he dare to show his face (disguised or
not) in England ? Are there no proofs of his criminality ?
What became of the forged cheques ?"

"1hold theni-no, I mean I held them, and when I
met Will Caryll, I showed them to him in proof of my
assertion."

"And then you destroyed them, I suppose? That
would be just like you."

"For once you are wrong, Captain Philip. -I did not
destroy them, but-he has stolen~them from ."

"Stolen theml1 Is it.possible? "
"It is the fact- I know they wère in My possession.when

Will and his wifè came to Iive: at MouiW E4en, fôr I had
been looling at them but a few days dbforé, and- my ieys
are always, put away in my wardrobe. lg5 cousin must
have abst'racted those keys and rifled ihe·- cabinet.. Then
he considerd himself safe, Don't you see, Captain Philip,

I
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that all these rumors he bas spread about Mount Eden
refer to himself? fHe is the claimant who is about to
spring up and dispute my legal ownership of my pro-
perty."

" Impossible, impossible !" repeated Captain Philip.
"He could not be such a fool. Why, if the forgeries had
never been retained, do you suppose there are not a dozen
members of youi-uncle's *firm ready to swearto-his identity
as the forger-M. Gamble among the number, who bates
William Caryll like poison.

" But it is so fir possible," asserted Evelyn, "that he
has dared to threaten me with it only this afternoon. He
bas grown so bold, that he has disclosed his identity .to
Agnes, and made her believe he is the rightful owner of
Mount Eden, and I am.an impostor, keeping him out of bis
estate. He has told her worse things than that," she con-
tinued, in a faltering voice; "he bas insulted me and n'y
past love for him, by declaring that it still exists, and that
I asked them here only that I might have had the oppor-
tunity of gratifying it."

"Ill soon put a stop to that," criedfaptain Philip, *ith
clenched teeth; "I'll see if the brute dares to insult you
again. And this, Evelyn, is the man you loved 1

"'This is the man I tlought I lkved, CaptairrPhilip, but
as sdon as I met him again my liking faded like a dream.
It was my belief in him that I loved-not Will Caryll. He
is not worth the love of any honest woman. How.'I wish
my poor Agnes had never met hitn."

"Mrs. Lyle will not suffer under the infliction as you-
would have done, Evelyn., Thank God that 'you were
reserved for me, all unworthy of you as I am. But I think
you will agree wîth me that your cousin must at once leave
Mount Eden. After what has happened, he should not be
suffered to pollute your presence for another day."

"IBut Pm afraid he will refuse to go. He spoke this
afternoon as if he had every right to remain-as if he dared
ume to turn him out."

"4We will soon see about that. Evelyn,- will you trust
this matter to your future husband? Will you let me act
for you, and bring this insolent preterdertoihis bea'iis ? '

"Yes,.Captain Philip ; 1 it'iall'into your hanids. Do
as yoe think best. Only remember how dear Agnes is to

9
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me, and that, for the sake of the past, I have no wish to
revenge myself upon her husband."

"I will respect your wishes to the smallest particular,
and observe the utmost secrecy with regard to what you
have told me. But William Caryll can only be effectually
convinced of the impudence of his pretensions through a
legal opinion, therefore you must let me confide the case
to a solicitor. Shall it be yours-or mine ?''

Have you a solicitor ? ' she asked innoce.ntly.
"I have. One who knows me well, aid has been such

a.friend to me for years that I shall lose no time in intro-
ducing him to you. , I will run up to town and see him
the first thing in the morning-that is, if I can be spared.»

"INo, you can't be spared," she said affectionately.
:He pressed her closely to him as he answered,-
'4"9You cannot think how my blood boils to think of the

outrage to which your feelings have been subjected, nor
how I long to chastise the offender. . But you loved him
once, Evelyn, and so ve will deal as lèiently with him as
we can."

"We can affor< to do,ýit," she said, "because we are so
happy."

"Are you.happy? "
"So much so, that I don't believe I ever knew the

. meaning of the word until this evening. But it is growing
late. It is past nine o'clock, Captain Philip, you must let
me go."

"INot until you.call me sômething better than Captain
Philip," he answered, as they passed out into the night, and
stood in the shadow of the cottage eaves together.

He was holding her in bis arms, and shé, turned her
head and laid her soft cheek against his own.

"CLove, let me'go," she-whispered, and then he loosed
bis hold reluctantly, and watehed her figure flitting
through the semi-darkness till it was lost to view.
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CHAPTER XXV.

THE OWNER OF MOUNT EDEN.

WHEN Jasper Lyle saw his Cousin Evelyn fly from his
wife's caress and his own presence, and heard the unrmistak-
able anguish with which she exclaimed, "Don't touch me !
Don't speak to me ! for I feel as if I was going mad,"
he smiled with inward satisfaction, and thought that the
game was won.

He mistook ber borror at his ingratitude for fear, her
pain at Agnes' unexpected accusation, for sorrow at the
idea of losmg ber property. He had no more power of
gauging the dcpths of ber affections or feelings now, than
he had had in the days gone by.

AR the women from whom he had gathered his expe-
rience cf the sex put together, had not possesséd one-half
the love or virtue of the woman he had deserted and tried
to injure. But his selfish, shallow nature was unable to
.appreciate it. As he had been blind to the greatness of
ber heart, and the amount of the sacrifices she had made
for him in the d.tys of their youth, so was ber nature a
.sealed book to him in the present. Even Agnes, with ber
small mind, understood it better than he did.-

She was awed by Evelyn's sudden departure and
agonized cry. It sounded like a wail of despair to her-.
like the last farewell of some poor soul ben; on self-
destruction, and she crept up to ber husband's side with a
face full cf fear, and said,-

"IOh, Jasper, what will she do to herself? 'Hadn't you
better go after her and bring ber back again ? Suppose-
.suppose, she should really be going mad?"

Mr. Lyle laughed at his wife's simplicity..
"I should rather think she is, my dear-madas thehare

of March. The prospect of losing Mónnt Eden is énough
to drive any one out of their senses. But don't yousee,
Agnes, that the way in which Evelyn bas taken the news
only proves that I am right? The non-production of
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those blessed proqfs clears every obstacle from my path..
She sees it for herself."

" But, Jasper, "said -Agnes timidly, "you didn't rcally
take therm---did you?"

Mr. Lyle's indignation was sublime to witness.
" I am surprised at your asking such a question, Agnes.

You rnust be aware that no gentleman would be capable'ofr
doirng such a thing. I very much doubt if the forged
c eques were ever in ber possession.

"But Evelyn seemed so sure of it."
" It was her policy to seem sure. When she saw that

my suspicions had been roused with~regard to the legality
ofher claims, she had no resource but to brave it out. Do
yoù suppose that, if she had thought me in the wrong, she
would have given way to that burst of temper and rtin off
in that extraordinary fashion. She is a very clever woman,
mind you, and has not been in possession of Mount Eden
for ten years without ascertaining the exact grounds on
which she holds er property. I heard that fellow Philip
say, the other dy, that her solicitor declares she is almost
as good a lawyer as himself. Had she been sure that I
could, by no possibility, dispute the possession of Mount
Eden with her, she would have done battle to the end.
Her rapid disappearance off the field has pleasedAne more
than anything else could have done. We are all right
now, little woman, and I shall see you the nistress of
Mount Eden before many months are over your head."

But Agnes seemed anything but "al right." The
influence of the old days was qpon her again, the remem-
brance of Evelyn's love was overbalancing every other
consideration, and she hated herself for the words she
had said, for the wicked accusation she had -made against
her dearest friend. That jasper had' asserted it was true
was nothing to her now. Even if it were true, :she was
ready to forgive it. She' felt in.hie extremity that what
she wanted, aborve al other, things, ivas the assurance of
Evelyn's affection.

Oh, Jasper, please don't spk of it. If it ever co*nes t

pass (which I hope itneve will), it will only make mestil
more miserable than. I arn I told 'you so before. How
could I bear to take Asr piace,.-my darling Evelyn.-and
reign in ber stead. I< would be impossible. Nothing
should make meconsent to it.
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Jasper Lyle regarded his wife with looks of astonishment,
-mingled with contempt.

" Here's a pretty thing," he exclaimed. "After having
been the most unlucky devil in the world for the last ten
years, my fortune seems about to change,.and my wife
(the woman who will benefit by it most) is the one to turn
.round and say she wouldn't accept it. Why, you must
?be mad. Right is right, and if it's my right to own Mount
Eden, you ought to rejoice at it. Hasn't Eve enjoyed it
for ten years ? . Isn't it fair I should have my turn? And'
now you want to pose as a martyr instead of going down
on your knees and thanking God He ever put it into my
-head to marry you. Pshaw, it is positively sickening."

But Agnes seemed quite indifferent to his sarcasm.
"If this really comes to pass," she pleaded, " wouldn't

it be possible to share the monéy and estate with Evelyn
-- that we should have half, and she half ? It seems so
hard that, when she has considered it her own for so many
years, and taken such trouble to improve it, she should be
'called upon to give it ail up. Half is more than we have
ever expected to get, Jaspr. Surely we cari do so much."

" No such thing," he responded angrily. " If the place
is mine, it's mine altogether. Indeed, I am not sure that
I couldn't call upon my cousin to refund what she has
spent during her period of possession. I have heard of
suçh things. At any rate, I am sure I could claim the
interest."

Agnes' blue eyes dilated with dismay.
"But I thought Evelyn and you had agreed that which-

ever inherited Mount Eden was to share it with the other?
Didn't you tell me so yesterday, when I said it was
Ienerous of her to let us live'here ?

:)Lyle look.ed awkwardly conscious.
'. Well, yes, " he. answered, "there was an agreement

pf that, sort between .us, in case we married each other.
I think yEve was the one to propose. it. • I fancy she
,apted4t. bind me down to marry her. But you see I

'<dig andso it b çcones iull and void. Don't loÔk so
v ,cwrestfalle'n, Agnes. I'mÉ,t obing t turi my cousin out

t stare, fthi;at s what youiiitagine. I should makW-her
a Iowanc of iourse; a she could g& and livewith

your motIher, or-"
"IOh, couldn't she liv W i4th-s,", interruptedAgnes,
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".and let everything go on as it has done? Mount Eden
wo ' seem the same place without Evelyn ; in fact, all
the pleasur f my life would go with her."

"That's not ry complilnentary to me, I must say,"
replied her husban "however, don't cry about it, for
nothing's settled yet, re ber. I'm rather sorry, now I
core to think of it, Agnes, at I showed my hand so-
openly to Eve to-night, because is sure to lead to un-
pleasantness between us; and if th case is a long time
settling (as these disputed will cases gen ,ly are), it may
be awkward our remaining here during i rogression.
However, there's one thing to be said for it. have a
good case, I shali find no difficulty in raising mon and.
we can go abroad whilst it is pending, and enjoy ourse s
a great deal more than we can do whilst I have to work
like a laborer on the estate.'"

But no prospect seemed fair in Agnes' eyes.
"IHow I wish you had never mentioned anything about

it," she said, with a heavy sigh; "and stili more, that I
had kept silence on the subject. Will Evelyn ever forgive
me, I wonder ? And the worst bf it is, that 1 don't bélieve
it. I only said it out of temper. If Evelyn has- shown you
attention since we came here, it has only been out of kind-
ness. I am sure she would never be so false to me as to
make love to my husband."

"IVery well, have it .your own way," replied Jasper
carelessly. "You appear to me to be all on the opposite
side, but understand me plainly, Agnes, your feelings will
never stand in the way of my getting my rights. But there
is no need for you to plead Evelyn's cause in this ridicu-
lous fashion to me. It is not likely I-should ever let my
own cousin want the necessaries of life ; indeed, I am not
at all sure that I should not keep her at Mount Eden.
But-it's a great deal too soon to discuss the advisability of
such a scheme. Most likely Eve will marry, and havea,
home of her own. I fancy she would have done so long
ago if it hadn't been for-my unworthy self. And noir, as
my lady does not seeni inclined to honor us with her com-
pany again this evening, I think we had better retire to our
own room."

"I wonder where she is, and what she is doing," said
Agnes, as she walked to the window, and gazed out upon
the night. "It is so dark, Jasper, and so chilly, and sheé
had nothing over her head or shoulders."
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"How can you tell ? She most likely picked up a wrap
in the hall. Eve is used to take these late rambles about
the park. I hav'e met her out as late as ten o'clock."

"IHow shall we meet her to-morrow? What will she
say to us ? " murmured Agnes.

"Nothing at all, if she is a wise woman," replied Jasper;
"but if there is any renewal of the discussion, I shait go
over to St. Mary Ottery at once, and sec Dickson on the
subjecj. Otherwise, there is -no hurry about the mattefr
and next week, when I go to town, will-do."

"IOh, put it off a little while, Jasper, darl:ng," said Agnes
coaxingly,~as she hung about her huband; "there is so
littile happiness in this world. Don't disturib it until it is
absolutely necessary."

"Ali right, little one; but it must depend upon the way
Eve takes it," returned Lyle, who, like most shallow-pated
people, was absurdly sanguine of success in, éverything,

nd seemed to make quite sure that Môunt Eden would
ev ually be his own.

He eut the remainder of the evening ini his wife's
room, tel her how he should alter this, and b-uild up
that, and irnp ve the other, when the estatè came into his
hands, and espe ly how the very first thing he should
do would be to kic - -he overseer out of the place.

"I hate that brute ilip," he said, "and have done so
from the beginning. I b ieve he has what they call'in
Italy 'the evil èye.' He ah s looks as if he -suspected
one of being a thief, or a murde r, or something. I can't
understand what makes Eve thin so much of the cad.
She trusts everything in his hands a. Tf it were his own.
She can't* have got up a flirtation with er overseer, eh,
Agnesý? What a lark if she had! It wou greatly sim-
plify'matters for us, though, for there would be o question
then of either of them staying at Mount.Eden. n't you
agree with me, dear ? "

But poor little tired-out Agnes was past agreeing v h
anybody. She had wept till her.eyes were inflamed,
her head ached, and was still catching her breath,.as she
lay on her pillow, like a' child that has sobbed itself to
sleep. So, after another cigar or two, Jasper Lyle thought
fit to -follow her example. Both husband and. wife felt
rather sheepish as they descended to the breakfast-táble
the following morning. Agnes (who had never met Eve-
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lyn yet without a hearty embrace) hardly knew whether
she dared approach ber, and was agreeably surprised when
her friend came forward and saluted her just as usual, and
spoke in' a cheerful voice, as if nothing had happened
between them. She was a little cool to Jasper, it is true,
but stili it was nothing remarkable ; and as the meal pro-
ceeded. both the Lyles regarded her with furtive amaze-
ment, for Evelyn was not only cheerful-she was positively
radiant-although, with her native kind-heartedness, ber'
spirits were occasionally toned down by the thought of the
disappointment in store for her companions. For Cap-
tain Philip had assured ber that her position was safe, and,
she knew he would not have said so without good cause.

Agnes glanced up at ber timidly every now and then,
intil she began to question if the scene of the night befôre
had not been a horrid dream. She thought Evelyn
looked younger and handsomer than she had ever seen ber
do before.- Her soft cheeks were tinged with pink-;-her
eyes were deep and glowing-in everything she did was a
kind of fluttering joy, as if she were not quite certain ber-
self if it were real or assuied.

"\Will you drive this morning, Agnes ? " she inquired, as
they rose from table.

"IYes-if you are going," replied:Agnes, overcome by
her kindness.

"I am not going to-day, -my dear, but that need make
no difference to you. I have some important matters to
arrange and think over, and I wish to be alone. Will you·
go? "

Agnes longed to tell ber what was in ber heart, and to
implore her forgiveness fou what had occurred ; but, with
all Evelyn's courtesy, there was the slightest infusion of
formality that made the words die upon Mrs. Lyle's tongue,
whilst she stammere1 out an affirmative instead.

"And for myself,' Miss Rayne, I suppose I had- better
beat up the stackers at the Lower Farm? " said Jasppr,
with an assumption of being completely at his ease.

"IAs you please, Mr. Lyle," replied Evelyn gravely, and
then she returned to Agnes. "I suppose I had better tell
you that there will be a couple of gentlemen to dinner this
evening, as you may like to make a little difference in your
toilet."

At another time Agnes would lnw been all eagerness to
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the right to some one to direct ber actions for the future..
The warm blood rushed to her face as she rememberecI
wi hat had passed between them the night b.fore, and
changed the current of her whole life.

Captain Philip had started for London by the first train
that morning to see his solicitor, Mr. Greville, and had
promised to bring him back to. Mount Éden in time for
dinner. He was not a man to let the grass grow under bis
feet. Once convinced jhat Jasper Lyle was persecuting
Evelyn Rayne, and he would not let him stay under her
roof one hour longer than.was necessary. To think that
any one should presume to speak slightingly of or to the
woman for whom he would consider it too little to lay

,/ down- his life, had stung Philip's brave heart to te quick.
Evelyn was brave, too, but he~knew well how mucbr df a
woman's love of protection lay beneath that bravery. He
had watched the anxious eyes droop, and the sweet lips
quiser, and the whole face grow fearful and .discomposed
when some difficulty presented itself with which a.woman's
moral strength was hardly fit to cope, and he had longed at
such moments to fold ber in his arms, and promise to
shie{d her from all annoyarces in the future. And now he
had won the right to share ber troubles and battle with-her
difficulties, and bis heart was dancing with irrepressible
gladness as he journeyed to-London in her cause,-and bers
was glowing with' satisfied content at home. Nothing
'could ever seeni hard, or a subject for anxiety to ber again,
for le would' be by her' side to relieve ber of all trouble,
and take the burden on bis own shoulders. -She felt almost
as shy asa giçl of eighteen as she dressed herself that-
afternoon to meet ber lover and bis friend. Yet somethi
in her nature made ber shrink from making an alteratid
ber usual dinner dress of black cashmere, lest he s
think that she imagined tbat ber appearance could make
any-difference in her to bis eyes. So she descended to her
drawing-room a little before the usual tine, looking justas.
she did every day, excepting for some extra color in her .
glowing face, and a bunch of Malmaison carnations at- her
breast.

The travelers were very punctual. She had sent the
-arriage to meet them at St. Mary Ottery, and before~she
had been down three minutes, they were in tne room beside
her, Captain Philip grasping her hands with a pressure that

I
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said, "You are mine !-you are mine /" whilst he strove
coherently to introduce the white-haired stranger who-
accompanied him as his " best friend, Mr. Greville." Mr.
Greville regarded his blushing hostess with greater earnest
ness than is usually accorded on a first introduction, and it
made her blush the more.

"Forgive rhe, my dear young lady," he said, as he ob-
served her embarrassment, "if I gaze at your features wjth
more interest than is consistent with our slight acquaint-
anceship. But I have heard so much and so often of Miss
Rayne of Mount Edeñ, from this boy here," laying his hand
on Philip's shoulder, "that-I feel as if I already were your
frierd. Will you be vexed if I say that he has told me
everything, and that I have come down prepared to offei
you both my heartiest congratulations?"

" Thank you," she said softly ; "we feel that they are
due."

"More so*thàn you think for now, Miss Rayne. I have
known Ph ilip ever since he was in knickerbockers ; I have
watched his' career during the- period he has served at
Mount Eden, and he is worthy of your highest esteem. I-
can say no more."

"And thàt is too much, Mr. Greville," cried Captain
Philip laughing. "Hold hard, do! You are making me
blush now."

"Well, I will say no more at present, but before -Iiss-
Rayne wishes me good-night, she will acknowledge I have
said less than the truth."

But here the conversation was interrupted by the entrance
of Mr. and Mrs. Lyle, further introductions were gone
through, Jarper scowled when he saw that\the overseer was
to be one of the dinner guests, and his manner towards that
gentleman was hardly civil, but Captain Philip took no
notice of it. Evelyn perceived, from the keen glance which
he th'rew at her-cousin, that Mr. Greville h'as been iade
acquainted with the family history, and she wondered what
decision he and her future husband had arrived at concérn-
ing Jasper, and what measures they intended to take with
regard to him. But she made up her mind that she must
possess her soul in patience until the morning. Dinner
was on the table. This was no time for'business, and,
indeed, she felt glad fo think that poor Jasper would have
a few hours' respite. The.disappointment would be hard
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enough for him when it came. Meanwhile, she would be
happy. She could not fail to be so. She had got her
handsome lover back again. sitting next to her at the table,
.and she need trouble her head about nothing further.
The matter was off her hands. Had he not said he would
settle it all for her ? They were a merry party that evening,
.notwithstanding that Mr. Lyle felt himself lowered by sit-
ting down to dinner with the overseer. Mr. Greville proved
to be a most agreeable anc talkative companion. Captain
Philip was brimming over with happiness, Evelyn was
softly and genuinely content, and poor little penitent Agnes,
seeing her friend's evident pleasure,.took heart of grace to
believe herself forgiven, and looked pleased as well. They
were dining in the same room in which Vernon and Captain
Philip had once sat with Evelyn, and which held so many
portraits of her dead Cousin Hugh. The little lawyer-
seemed very inquisitive upon the subject, and would have
the history of each separate.picture in turn.

"IA fine, handsome boy, evidently," he observed; "what
a pithc was lost--what an affliction for his parents, and
yet, ad he survived, you wouldn't be sitting at the head of
the table at this moment, Miss Rayne. and dispensing your
hospitalities in such a graceful manner. I wonder what
you would say if the door were to open at this moment and
Cousin Hugh walk in to claim his own ?"

At this question Jasper Lyle smiled sarcastically, as much
as to say, "Her (ortitude may be put to a similar'test before
long;" and Captain Philip gazed eagerly in Evelyn's face,
as though he would read there if she valued her property
above himself.

"What should I say, Mr. Greville?" she answered
smiling ; "I should welcome him back with all the warmth
of which I am capable, for the sake of his dear father, who
was0so good to me. 1 have often said (haven't I, Captain
Philip ? ) that I should never be surprised to see Cousin
Hugh turn up again."

".You have, indeed; and I have often replied- that I
couldn't -imagine how a sensible ,woman could entertain
such an absurd. idea."

11 But all your protestations have not knocked it ou, of
my head," she answered merrily.

"Vet Pm afraid it would be the cause of serious annoy-
ance. to: you,,.Miss Rayne, all the same," persisted, Mr.
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Greville. "Cousin Hugh's company would hardly prove
a compensation for the loss of Mount Eden."

"Well, I don't mean to say that I shouldn't feel it a little
-for other people's sake as well as my own, Mr. Greville,e
said Evelyn with a heightened color; "still, I am so happy
in other ways that I don't think I should grieve long. I
am a bit of a philosopher, as perhaps Captain Philip has
told you."

"I am glad to hear that you are, Miss Rayne, for (do yoit
know) I came down here to-day to put your philosophy to
the test."

"Indeed!" she said, with an incredulous smile.
Yes, and I would have you prepare yourself for à.

shock. I am an old and intimate friend of the Caryll
family. I knew your late uncle and his wife well, and
stood godfather to their only son, ind I have received
credible information, Miss Rayne, that your Cousin Hugh
is actually alive, and about tp lay.a claim to his father's
pjperty."

"I don't believe it' c' exclaimed Jasper Lyle, springing
to his feet with an oath. '

"You may not believe my statement, sir," said Mr.
Greville, turning to him, "but that doesn't excuse you-
want of manners at the dihner-table ; besides, -the matte:
concerns Miss Rayne, and not yourself."

Everybody else had anxiously turned towards the mis-
tress of Mount Eden. She had grown very pale, and her
lips twitched nervoûsly, but the first trembling words sh*
uttered, as she laid her hand on that of Captain Philip,
were, "I shall not mind, if you still care for me."

"Bravo!" cried Mr. Greville, jumping to his feet.
" My dear.young lady, forgive me for breaking the news to
you so lamely,- but your Cousin Hugh has really returned
to England, and to prove my words; there he sits by your
side at the present moment, in the person of your over-
seer, Captain Philip."

Evelyn turned suddenry to Philip,: who was gazing at
lier with all bis eyes.; 1She: could not speak. > The revul-
sion of feeling was too great for ber. * But she grew as
crimson -as she had 11eenf white before, and her hand
grasped his like a vice.

" Cousin Hugh /" at last she murmured icredulously.
"Yes, darling, your Cousin.Hugh. You won't love me
e less for that, will you, Evelyn?"
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"But how-when-I cannot understand,"- she faltered,
in a low voice.

"Let me explain for him," said Mr. Greville. "When
Hugh was picked up after that accident at Callao -by a
Spanish vessel, he did nôt care to let his father know that
he was alive. He never intended to return home again,'
and he was afraid of being fetched home if he disclosed
his whereabouts. So he went on serving in the merchant
service until the news reached him accidentally that Mr.
Caryll was dead, and had left the estate behiind him.
Then Hugh came home to me, and proved his identity,
and I told him how the land lay, and that Mount Eden (in
default of his existence) was in the hands of one of his
cousins. He meant to put in his claim for it, but he
thought he'd èome down first and have a look about him ;
and after that I heard no more of his pretensions, nor
would he let me mention bis name."

"IHow could I have had the heart to turn you out,
Evelyn ? " said Captain Philip. "Besides, I was very
soon presumptuous enough to conceive a hope that some
day you might take me in instead."

"And you are my Cousin Hugh ? " said Evelyn won-
deringly. "How strange it seems. I shall have to begin
to know you all over again."

"I am your cousin, Hugh Philip Caryll, Evelyn, and
sometimes I have wondered that you did not guess it; we
have seemed, whilst talking, to sail so very close to thes
wind."

"Oh, no. It never crossed my mind, although'we so
often spoke of him. How should it, when I believed that
he was dead ? But now I know what it is that has always,
made your face seem half familiar to me-perhaps too,
what has made my Cousin Hugh come to me so often in my
dreams. Oh, how happy poor uncle would have been to
see this day."

"IAnd so Mount Eden will not change bands after all,"
-exclaimed Mr. Greville gleefully. "A charming arrange-
ment, Mr. Lyle, is it not, sir? "

"IOh, charming, charming !" replied Jasper Lyle, who
was glaring with dismay at the sudden' disappearance of
.all lis prospects ; "nothing could be more so, and, from
what I.hear and see, I conclude I amn to congratulate
Miss Rlayne on-her engagement to her cousin?"

"Exactly so," said Hugh Carylli; "lbut Miss' Rayne had
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ùilready engaged herself to marry her overseer, Captain
Pliiip."

' Oh, Evelyn, Evelyn, can you forgive me?" sobbed
Agnes, on the other side. "I am so glad for you, darling,
and so miserable for myself."

Evelyn turned at once to fold the weeping girl in her
arms.

" My qwn dear sister," she whispered, " there is nothing
to forgive. They were not your own words. I felt that
as poon as they were uttered; and when you cease to
believe them, they cease to pain me."

" Hugh," she said that evening, as they sat together,
holding sweet converse in her private room, "there is
only one drop of bitter in my cup to-night, and that.is the
prospect oftarting with Agnes. If she gocs with Will to
Italy, shall I ever see lier again?"

" 1 don't sec why you shouldn't, my darling, just as
often as you please. Italy is. not at the other end of the
world, neither shall we be tied to one spot. What obstacle
will there be to your visiting one another ? Greville and I
have been talking the matter over to-day, Evelyn, and
what I propose is, that we should settle five hundred a
year on Mrs. Lyle, to revert tQ lier husband at 'her death
if he survives lier. This income will be sùfficient fo keep
them very comfortably in the land of his adoption; and
honestly, Evelyn, I believe they will be happier in Italy
than in England. Will is a lazy, indolent.fellow, who will
prefer to lounge his life away, and after:a while, when this
unpleasantness has blown over, I daresay we shail al be
able to ieet on friendly terms,."

"Oh, Hugh, how good you are. Not one man in a
thousand would forgive the slights he bas put upon you âs
you do."

"4My dearest, you forget lie is my cousin as well as
yours, and it is our duty to do something for him., There
is one tomfort-his wife loves him whatever he is, and so
they-can neither of them be quite unhappy."

Evelyn moved a little closer to ber lover.
"INo; fnot whilst they have love," - she murmured.

"Love is the greatest happiness in all the world."
"In all the world," he repeated, as he pressed ber

closely to his heart.
THE END.
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