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MOUNT EDEN.

CHAPTER 1.
EVELYN.

SHE was not a pretty girl by any manner of means, at all -
events at that-period of her life. Her most striking features
i were a large and somewhat heavy nose, and a wide mouth.
‘But her chin was firm and well moulded, and she had a,
fpair 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
g-unbecoming fashion, and her plain, black dress was relieved
'by nothing more ornamental than a frill of common lace
‘about the throat. Yet there was nothing ordinary about
Fher, unléss it were the look of extreme “weariness with
which she surveyed the scene before her. It was evening,
at the close of one of the hottest days in July, and she was
Jeaning with both elbows on the §ill of her bedroom .
Fwindow, trying to inhale a breath of fresh air, and looking
Fexpectantly up the street as she did so. Such a bedroom
-as itwas, too ! An attic at the very top of a dingy lodging-
bhouse in a back street of Liverpool, with a sloping roof
fthat concentrated all the sun’s rays, and made it like an
B oven at that time of the year. Whitewashed walls that
: offered no relief to the wearied eye ; a small iron bedstead,
£ a strip of carpet, a common deal washstand and table—
 these composed the luxuries of Evelyn’s sleeping apart-
e ment. In the ceiling was a trap-door that led out upon
? the roof of the house, and had been placed there in case of
E 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 her. 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 her, from venturing further, and she
had never tried to open it again. As she looked out of her
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 her, was °
_the most horrible place in all the world, and she would shut
her 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
her 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
her window-sill there stood three stunted, unhappy-looking
little plants—a verbena, a scarlet geranium, and a musk. g
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 her fingers over j
the leaves of the verbena, or bury her nose in the scarlet &
geranium, and try and bring back some recollection of the §
place in which she had delighted long ago. The stream j
where the large blue forget-me-nots grew, and the fieldsj
laden witH 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 her present 3
surroundings, and be (if it were only a servant) in the
fresh, cool country again. That is, she wou/d have so
longed, had it not been for-one thing that bound her tof
Liverpool.= As the remembrance of it arose, a faint color
came into the girl’s cheeks, and she hid her face in'the
musk plant and geranium, that, like herself, were struggling
for existence in the close, murky air of her 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, pothing in particular.” )
“ Good gracious me ! ” cried Miss'Rayne,“‘you ought to
% be ashamed of yourself,. Here am I, toiling morning, noon
and night to keep a decent home above our heads, and
you can sit down and do ¢ nothing in particulag! I,
¢ Itis only for the moment. I have béen working, too,”
replied Evelyn, . with a quiet dignity that always made$ier -
seem older than her aunt when it came to an argument
3 between them. “1I have made the pastry for to-morrow,
fand 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
fsniff.  ““ Let Will find some one else to mend his shirts.”
¢ Oh, aunt, how can he, with the miserable salary that
ncle Caryll gives him ? ”
. % Well, he must ask for more pay, then. When Mr.
Caryll begged me, as a favor, to take the lad into my
house, and board and lodge him for a pound a week, he
didn’t say anything about the mending of his linen. = Will
ftakes quite enough advantage of my kindness as it is.
Hie’s not my nephew, you must remember.”
< ¢No, aunt, but he’s my cousin.”
b “Rubbish! That doesn’t oblige you to turn into his
Mactotum. You are my own brother’s child, and as such
'm bound to take an interest in you; but except that
Four poor mother was one of them, these Carylls have no
zlaim on me. Indeed, I often wish'I had kept out of their
vay altogether.” - :
- “ Uncle Caryll doesn’t trouble us much,” said Evelyn, in
h low voice. )
¢ ¢ No, my dear ; that’s just where it is. A man rolling in’
money, without kith or kin, as you may say (except this
Bad and yourself). and he barely keeps him, and ‘takes no
Imore notice of you than if you were so much dirt. Why
jare all his favors (such as they are) to be conferred upon
William Caryll? WHhat have you done that you should be
deft out? , You're quite as much his flesh and-blood as
Eyour cousin. His sister’s daughter is as near to him any
day as his brother’s son. And youre a Caryll, too, all
‘over, whilst Will takes after his mother’s family.”
k ““He hasn’t done so much for Will, either,” said the
girl, as she folded up ‘the shirts, preparatory to putting

’
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them away. ¢ He has made him a clerk in his countihg-
house, and glves him a pound a week for his clothes and
pocket-money.” -

“ And pays me precisely the same sum for keeping him Y

in food and lodging. It's disgraceful !” interposed Miss

Rayne excitedly ; “and some one ought to tell -the old

' man so. Partlcularly—lf what folks say is true—and he
means to leave Mount Eden to Will.”

" “Aunt!” 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 33
a boat in the surf in the Bay of Callao. His body was
never found again. They say the boat must have hit 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 g
us can take our money away with us, it is only natural g
Mr. Caryll should think of those who ’have a claim upon i
him.” )

“Iam so glad! I hope itis 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 worlt/Hle would always be miserable as a poor
man.’

“Well, I've no patience with you, Evelyn,” replied her
aunt tesuly “Instead of being angry with your uncle forf
his injustice to yourself, you can only think of the benefit§
that will accrue to four cousin. And what has he done
to deserve it more thzn you, I should like to know? ”

* “Oh, he is a man. or he will be,” said Evelyn, with her
grave smile. “ He will help Uncle Caryll in his business,
and, I daresay, take a deal of trouble off his hands.
couldn’t do that, you know ; and it is only fair that Wil
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.apprenticeship-to serve before he comes
into Mount Eden.” ’

" *Mount Eden, indeed,” snorted Miss Rayne. “ It’s sick-
ening to think of that boy coming into Mount Eden. Why,
e porter’s lodge would be too good for him.” A
. “Is it such a beautiful place as all that, Aunt Maria

$BIIave you ever been there? ” ’
“ Once—in your father’s lifetime, and then only for a day.
@But it’s the most beautiful place-you exer saw, Evelyn.
More like Paradise than anything else: It rightly named.
But it should have come to you (or, at the\least, the half
of it), and T'll maintain that to my dying da
k ““To me/ O aunt, what nonsense }’ cried E¥elyn, with
. blush~that deepened as she heard the rattle of Yhe front
floor lock ; “ there’s Will,” she added, taking a step Ypwards
fhe stairs. But her aunt barred the way. ]
| «“ Now, Evelyn,” she said, “I am not going to le) you
pwer yourself by fussing over that boy till you've
our duty. Mr. Gamble is going to the theatre to-night,
nd wants a nice little supper fetched against he comes
ome. And Miss Fletcher says she can’t eat Sarah’s’
fbast, so you must make it for her yourself. I can’t afford
b lose my lodgers through your running about after Will
faryll.” ' L
BN T.velyn sighed, but made no remonstrance.
f What am I to fetch for Mr. Gamble’s supper, aunt?”
F ¢ 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
gkes. Mr. Gamble likes fish for his supper, I know.”
“Eve!” shouted a youthful voice from the dining-room
por ; ““ Eve, where are you? Come down ‘and give me
by tea; I’'m in a hurry.”
¥ The girl made for the door.
| “Now, Evelyn, remember' I depend on you for Mr.
pPamble’s supper and Miss Fletcher’s toast.”
E I will attend to them both, auntie.”
t ““And no bacon for that boy’s‘tea, mind. He’s eaten
hore than a pound of bacon in a couple of days. I-never
zreed, when I took him in for twenty shillings a week, to
ind him in more than bread and butter.”
¢ “But he is so hungry,” remonstrated Evelyn, with her
fand on the door. .
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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 would think
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 o 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 meuth, 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 partly in the shifting !
glance of the eyes, which neverseemed to look one straight
in the face, and partly in the weakness of the mouth; 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 feelmg %
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 9
there.

“1 say, Eve, thisq's too bad !” exclaimed young Caryl, §
as she ehtered the room. * Here am I waiting for my tea, §
and in a deuce of'a hurry to get out again, and there’s not

a sign of it. Wheré’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 half -past. Itshall be on the table in five
" minutes. Why are you in such a hurry to-night?”

“I'm going out.” ?
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Evelyn’s face fell. It was evident the news was a dis-
appointment to her.

““Oh! Then the best 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 more ” S

“Onlya clean white tie. And I think there’s a button off

i my new gloves.” .

K “Your ties are in the left-hand drawer, and I sewed the
fbutton on your gloves last week.” : - )
" “Thanks, that’s a good girl. And now, do let me have
gmy tea. And, I say, Eve, is there anything to eat in the
house,—somiething substantial, I mean,—cold meat or

bacon ? ”’ o -

j- “I will manage it,” she answered cheerfully, as she left
he room. o .

- It was more of an effort than some might imagine for her
0 answer cheerfully at that moment. = She had been look-
ing forward all day to her cousin’s return, and to a pleasant

pvening spent with him. For it was Saturday, and on
Baturday Will Caryll received his weekly- stipend, and
ilways seemed in better spirits for it. He had not to get

D so_early on the following morning, either, so it did not

ignify how late he stayed up-at night, and on Saturdays

e had been used to take his cousin Evelyn for long strolls,

iding on the omnibus or street tram, into the surrounding |

ountry, leaving dingy, smoky Liverpool far behind, and

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

- These were the girl’s happiest moments,—would prove,
perhaps, to be the happiest moments of all her life,—
glthough she was unconscious why théy were so. And
how, Will was going out somewhere by himself, and she
Iust find her Saturday evening’s recreation in toasting -

iss Fletcher’s bread, or catering-for Mr. Gamble’s sup-
fper. But she did not grumble, even to herself. She heaved
more than one sigh as she prepared her cousin’s tea-tray,
but even then she felt a certain pleasure in producing cop-
fpers from her own pocket and running round the corner to

gbuy a few shrimps to make his meal mo-e palatable to him. .

EAnd she sat down afterwards to peel them, whilst he ate,
fand would have asked no. better fate than thus to minister
to his wants for the remainder of her life.
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CHAPTER 1L -

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 28

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 one-says. 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
te-about a stupid thing like that!”

¢ O Will)\that is horrible ! ” said Evelyn, her grave eyes
dilated with jndignation. “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 wouldn’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 T 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 ¥.

“¢<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 2

yow're worth=>_____

———-—__ week—one hundred and four pounds a year,—double what

«I suggested he sﬁﬁa‘payfhe_tmo_po\und\s into my own
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thands,. and let me provide for myself, but he woulds’t hear
of it. He said I shouldn’t pay for my keep at all, thén,
land the bills would come back into his hands. Did you
ever hear of such an ogre, Eve? I'm sick to death of it
fall. Sometimes I think I’ll give him notice, and look out
Hfor a situation for myself. I'd like to see his face when 1
sent in my resignation.”

«No, no, Will! you musn’t do that,” exclaimed Evelyn,
remembering what her aunt had told her. ‘Try and be
fpatient, there’s. a dear boy. Uncle Roger can do so much
for you if you keep good friends. It would be folly to
lquarrel with him.”

“Of course he must do something for me. I am quite
Biware of that. Since Hugh is dead, I am the next heir,

BEnd ought to come in for everything when the old man

icks. So Pitman says.” -

i «“Who is Pitman?” | . ’
“The chief clerk. I believe he knows more than he will
fell me, for he’s very close. But, anyway, it seems a
beastly shame, if I'm to have all that money some day,—
fifteen thousand a year, Pitman says, if it’s a penny,—
that I can’t handle a little more of it now. A pound a
week | Why, it-hardly pays for my dinner! And I have
 tailor’s bill three yards long.”
¥ ¢ Oh, Will, however will you pay it?”
- <1 must leave it to pay itself, Eve. There’s no way out
pf it. And to see the piles of money that go through
ancle’s office every day!”
. “But that has nothing to do with you, Will, no more
fhan if it were through the office of anybody else. Itisn’t
yours.” .
¥ «I know that as well as you do, but it’s a great tempta-
fion.”

Evelyn looked at him wonderingly. Such a thing could
mever prove a temptation to Zer. ‘

E < Well, I must be off,” cried Will Caryll, as he bolted
the last shrimp. “Is there any hot water in my room?”
= «I will fetch it for you at once,” she answered, as she
fwent downstairs. .

- In a few minutes he was out of the house, banging the
Ehall door after him as if he were glad to get free.

¢ He had good reascn to keep his intentions a secret from
phis cousin. He knew _that s4e would have reason to dis-




and he wanted to take a pretty milliner’s girl
m he had scraped up a questionable acquaintance
e’street) to the play. He was lookmg 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 teeth when 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 them. 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, his cousin Evelyn came into his mind. The
pretty milliner had failed him, 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 Wlll Caryll on the door-
ste

‘?Wlll !1” she exclaimed, w1th pleased surprise ; ¢ what
brings you home so early 27

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 least modicum of admiration from any one of the
sex. Sohe temporised by asking her, with one of his sunny
smiles,—

“ Cannot you guess ? ”

“Indeed, 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 locked confounded. -

“Q Will, why didn’t you tell me of it before ? ”

. Visions, of tuckers she migkt have tacked in, and rib-




— .. MOUNT EDEN.

bons she mlght 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 Asm.

“ What's up now, Eve?” he dema.nded

“ O Will, do you think Ishall look niceenough? 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 half afraid she willsay no 1"

- ¢ 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
L them.”

“But did he? I thought you said you bought them ? "
- returned Evelyn, regarding him .with her grave, question-
fing eyes. '
“So I did ; but uncle gave me the money, so it comes to
| the same thmg
¢ 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
L without you.”
Evelyn flew on the wings of the wind into the presence
:of 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?”
© «J don’t know, but it’s to see ¢ Human . Nature.’ Ma.y
. Igo?” . .
“ Have you got Mr Gamble’s supper?”
f “Yes, yes. Such anice little lobster. Quite fresh, and
. only ninepence. And a beautiful iettuce 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. Caryll sending yox a ticket! He may be going to
remember his duty to you after all. Who knows?”




14 . MOUNT EDEN.

. 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. Do you 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 pleasure. 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 came downstairs again, in her best dress and
hat, and a muslin £k« tied carelessly about her throat,
Will Caryll was, pleased to approve of her appearance.

“ You 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.”

“Don’t say that, Will,” she answered, as they turned out

*of the hall door and hurried on their way. “ Auntie 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 loak 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.”

A crimson wave of color surged up into Evelyn’s face.

“ Marry! Oh, I never shall do that, Will. I can’t
Aunt Maria has kept me ever since I was a little child.
My father died, and left nothing behind him,—absolutely
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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 ! .

E «Here you are, sir,” replied the cabman, wheeling his

38 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
k' 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
L forget what friends we have been—the very best of friends,
- 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,
E nor looked more handsome than he did that night, and she
K 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 attentive. 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
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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 which he wished to throw
about so freely. But when the evening’s amusement was
concluded—when the lights. were 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 meanf8 recurred
to her. They had left the noisy traffic of the principal
streets behind them-by that time, and were treading the
(comparatively speaking) quiet road which led to their
home.

“ Will, dear,” she said, a little timidly, “Iam so much
obliged to you for taking me out to-night. I have enjoyed 3§
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?” :

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

¢« O Will ! ” she cried, blushing all over, ¢ what nonsense
you do talk. I can never be #4a#, and you must know it.

... _ . Butif you think I am—nice, it is all I care for.”

" 77" ‘The-words-came out with a burst, from the very bottom
of her heart, but they conveyed no néws to Will' Caryll: -
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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E' young man, and likely to make him say a great deal more
* than he intended. )
‘ Think you #ice /"’ he repeated, with a fervent pressure
P of the arm which was slipped within his own. “I should
 think I Jid think you nice. Why, Eve, you're the very
E best girlin all the world tome! What should I do without
tyou? Who is it mends my linen, and looks after my
E'meals, ‘and makes me comfortable in every possible way, -
Funless 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
'me, Eve. But you shall have your reward some day.
fSome .day, when I am rich and prosperous, and the owner
'of Mount Eden, you shall see that I have not forgotten-
fwhat you have done for me.”

CHAPTER IIIL

A FALLING STAR.

% Bur I don’t wantany reward,” said the girl shyly; “Ido
it because—because—because—"

, “Becausewrky ?” he demanded, looking down upon her
friumphantly. : ‘
. - Because you are my cousin,” she answered more firmly;

g and it is pleasant to wait on you. If relations eannot

help each other, who will? ” ’ .
- Young Caryll did not like this general way of putting it.

B “ That’s all very fine, Eve, but you don’t mean-it. Uncle.
Roger is your relation as well as myself, but I'm sure you
pouldn’t care to wait upon him.” : -

E “But I have never seen him, Will, except once—long
Rgo—when poor mother took me to his house, and then I
was only a little thing of four. I can’t even remember

fwhat he is like. Do tell me. I am anxious to know.”

¢ He's as ugly as sin,” replied Will, knitting his handsome’
brows, ¢ and just as unpleasant. He’s got a long, sallow

face, with bushy grey eyebrows, and eyes that seem to look

you straight through, like a hawk, and a mouth that snaps .
ogether like a rat-trap. However, if he’s going to leave
ine Mount Eden I suppose I must put up with it all.”
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“Will, dear,” interposed the girl timidly, I wouldni’t
make Z00 sure of that, if I were you. You would be so
disappointed if it never came true ; and if uncle is so dis-
agreeable and unpleasant, he mxaht change his mind, and
leave his money to some one élse. Besides, Aunt Mana
says it is not impossible he might marry agdin. 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.” i

“Eve! you have the most unpleasant way of looking at §
things sometimes. You-generally manege to dash all a §
fellow’s hopes to the ground.” :

“Oh, no, Will; don’t say that. I only want to make §
you practlcal For, supposing neither of these things §

came to pass, still Uncle Roger may live for a long, long F

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 untll it 3
is really yours.’ :

“ Why, in heaven’s name? ” he asked her, in an irr
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 Well, Wil
already.” . )

“Youareright. Thateit. Butlook here, Eve."‘ What'
the use of telling me not to think about it? ~Who coul
help thinking of it? There is no one else in all the world {3

“for the old miser to leave it to—except yox.”

Eve burst out laughing. :

“O Will! what nonsense. As if he wox/d. 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 musl
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 shadow of a leafy
square, “ and that is by marrying each other. Will yo
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romise to marry me, Eve ?—ifot just directly, of course,
because we are both too young, butby-and-b)fe, when I
parn a decent salary, and my prospects are a little ‘more
gettled.” -
= Under the shade of the leafy lime trees, Eve blushed a
jivid red from brow to bosom. In the quiet of its shut-
fered houses, Will Caryll could hear the rapid beating of .
jer heart. - This was what she had been dreaming of for
. year past, but never hoped to gain—the bright vision
if happiness that had danced before her waking eyes, but
jurst like a bubble with the sigh that dispersed it. What:
as she—unformed, uncultivated, ill-favored, and ill-
ressed—that /Ze, the very incarnation of youthful manhood
fd beauty, should stoop to woo her for his wife? Is not
jis the way that all true, good women receive a declaration
E.love from the man they secretly adore? Are not mo--
Bsty and a want of self-esteem the chief ¢ istics of -
érit as they are of talent? No true genius was ever self-
tisfied oraffected. No woman, presuming on her natural
ffts to consider herself superior to the rest of her sex, ever-
s out satisfactory in domestic life. The more we have
IR this world the less we think of it. As for poor Evelyn,
e was so overpowered by the idea of her cousin’s conde-
nsion, that she could not answer him for her tears.
f¥ Won't you say ¢ Yes?’” whispered Will, as his arm
jle round her waist : “ or don’t you think you like me
il enough,?”
“ Like you ! O Will! my darling Will, you know—you _
st Itlmdersta,l:ld. But are you sure that I am good
pugh ? ” .
¥ Why, of course I am sure. - You don’t suppose I want
wife with nothing but a pretty face to recommend her,
tyou? That might be all very well for some fellows, but
ouldn’t suit me. I should hdve all the men running
jer her.  No, no; women are meant to be useful, and
pk after their homes and their husbands, and make them
PPy and comfortable, and no one could ever take such
ge of me as you, Eve. I feel more sure of. that
ery day ; and so, when I can afford to set up house-
eping, you must marry me and keep me in order, and
21l be as happy as the day is long. Turn your face this
fy, Eve, there’s no one looking, and give me a kiss to
the bargain.”
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What was 1t 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 his proposal must be flattering, couched in

however careless terms, had overlooked one of the surest |

inroads to a wondan’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 aver it daily. L She thought she was the very |
pool, 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 §

plainest girl in all Live

him all the more for his folly, and cannot bear to think
that this idol of her imagination should view her with the
same eyes she does hérself.

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 marrages 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. "Butthey are wrong. Itis 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 guilty 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 had been ex;
changed between the cousins, but it was the first that Will
had ever given her 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 theji

R R S T
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_irest of the way home by his side in a species of silent,
“delirious delight, and more than once he stooped his head
yagain to renew the caress. Butas they stood on the door-
Pstep of Miss Rayhne’s house, they awoke from their dream

‘of future bliss. .

.. “I hope your aunt will have gone to ‘bed,” whispered

LWill, as he fumbled with the latch-key ; “and then ; can

thave a few minutes in the parlor to ourselves.”

> But Miss Rayne was not in bed. As soon as they

istepped into the hall, she confronted them.

> “Dear, dear !” she said testily, “ how late you are. Do

tyou know that it’s past twelve ? T've been expgcting you

g for the last hour.”

. ““ I'm very sorry, Aunt Mana,” replied Evelyn, on whose
icheek and in whose eyes the glow of her new-born happi-

mess was still apparent; “but the play was not over till

past eleven, and we walked home.”

' ¢ Then you should have taken an omnibus. Mr. Gamble
as been in for a long time, and asking to see Wili Caryll.

Hie’s waiting for him in the front room now.”

- “Let him wait, then, It’s past working hours. He’s
got na right to bother me now,” cried Will who was some- -
ha.t elevated with love and wine.

: Mr. Gamble was the cashier in his- uncle’s counting-

e use, in the firm of Caryll, Tyndal & Masters, timber
herchants. He had lodged with Miss Rayne for some
fears before the lad had ever been taken into the business.
He was an extremely strict and somewhat stern monitor,

and anything but a favorite with the ybungsters in the
pffice, but he was. at the same time, a perfectly just and

onovable man. ™~

.. Let old'Gamble wait,” repeated Will Caryll recklessly.
He has nothing to de with me #ill onday-morning.”.

“ Perhaps not, Mr. William,” said/the; cashier, opening

the door of his sitting-room, but/you will acknowledge

fthat Mr. Caryll has.  On my return this evening, I found
la note from him that demands’ your immediate attention.

EBe good enough to step in here.” ! .

. The lad tyrned red, but was compelled to obey. He

thad only just time to give Evelyn a significant glance
tbefore Mr. Gamble’s door had swallowed him up and

_losed upon him, as she was left alone with Miss Rayne.

“ Now, Evelyn, you had better go to bed at once, or I
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.never\ shall get you up in the morning,” exclaimed her
aunt briskly. ; ¢ you are looking quite fagged out.”

She was~“ihdeed looking tired. All the beautiful, rosy
flush hadifaded from her face, and her eyes were strained_
and anxipus. .

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 ? ”

“Wrong? Nonsense! Of course not; unless Will’s
been inking the desks, or cutting up the stools, or doing

some other stupid, boyish trick. Your uncle’s not 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.” .

“QO 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 skowl/d like to hear -

what uncle can have written to Mr. Gamble about.”

“Then 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 dpon the
stairs. She felt that she could not sleep until she had

seen her cousin and learned the result of his interview with
. the cashier, for she felt frightened and neryous—she hardly
knew why. She loved Will dearly, but she had not much
faith in him. He seemed to carry off all his duties with
such a high and- careless hand. His step was long in
- coming. The voices in the little parlor below seemed to
wax louder and louder, till they rose to an altercation, and
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P then Mr. Gamble seemed to say something that appa-
E rently left him master of the field, for his hard, incisive
' tones continued to sound alone for some time afterwa.rds,
- whilst WiH listened in silence.
Evelyn’s heart began to ache for him.
What was that horrid Mr. Gamble saying to her da.rlmg
£ to humble him like that? How she longed to be able to
f go down and be present at the interview, of which her
F betrothal of that evening seemed to give her the right to
-be an auditor. But she knew that was impossible. All
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 over again of that happy.
-hour she had passed with him whilst coming home, and
.wondering, with all the humility of her loving heart, how
Lsuch a blessing could have fallen to her share.
Meanwhile, Mr. Gamble was saying to her piece of
Fperfection below—
} «It’s 2 mysterious business altogether, Mr. William, and
‘one that we don’t like.”
“Well, 7 know nothing of the matter, sir.’
-« That is where the fault lies. You s/zoula’ know some-
thing of it. It is your business to know. The stamp and
bpaper outlay is in your department, and Mr. Caryll ex- -
Ipects a strict account to be kept of both. It is only right
it should be so. No business can be properly conducted
Fwithout every expenditure being accurately checked. We
‘have never had any error of this kind'in the ofﬁce before,
Land it reflects on everybody employed there.” -
. “ That’s just it,” cried young Cary°]1 “ everybody is
‘asking for them each minute of the. day, and |it is
F-impossible to note down every postage stamp that 1s/used
b They don’t leave me alone two minutes together, either.
f I'm in and out of my desk like a Jack-in-the-box._ How
L on earth can I be responsible for the clerks taking. the
E stamps and papers when I am not there ? ”
i’ “We are not accustomed terrobbery in Water Street,
E Mr. William,” replied Mr. Gamble drily ; * all our clerks
are tried and honest men who have mostly been with us
i for years.”
. “Every man is honest till he’s proved to be a thief,”
8 said Will msolently. -
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“Do you miean to accuse anybody, sir?”

“No ; but I mean to excuse myself. My uncle charges
me mth carelessness in keeping my books. I worn’t
acknowledge it. I have entered- all my own transactions
carefully, but I can’t be answerable for what other people
may do.”

“Well, Slr, you'll have to be more careful for the future,”
replied the cashier, “for it has come to Mr. Caryll’s ears,
and lie seldom passes over a fault for the second time.”

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

“You seem to forget that T am Mr. Caryll’s nephew and
‘nearest relation,” he said haughtily. “You are talkmg to
me, Mr. Gamble, as if I was the office-boy.”

“No, Mr. William, I forget .nothing ; but nexther, will

you ﬁnd does Mr. Caryll even though you a7e¢ his nearest
relatxon He is a just employer, but a very strict one.

-So.1 advise you to keep your books more accurately for' 2

the future. And thatisall!”

«] 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 his 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 sofily 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 he 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

a_reproach to him, and he attempted-to pass her w1th an
ordma.ry good-night.

“Q 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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about? How has it ended? -It made me so nervous

fo hear Mr. Gamble speak to you in such a tone. Whyis

be angry?”

E “ NVervous !” he repeated irritably ; * what should you

be nervous about? It was only a matter of business.

Bo to bed, like a good girl, and don’t make a fool of your-
felf, or we shall have Aunt Maria and Miss Fletcher up in
§ minute to know if there are burglars in the house.”

. Evelyn shrunk back disappointed.

E ““ But won’t you tell me what it is, Will? I have been
litting up all this time only to hear.” - .

L “ Woman’s fatal curiosity,” he said, with an uneasy
augh. ¢ And you’ve been listening with all your might, I
juppose, trying to find out?” S
. ¢“Oh, no; don’t think ‘me so mean as that. I would
father never know than listen. But is it a secret?” she
bdded, more timidly. T :
- It’s nothing that concerns .you, my dear, and so good~
fight,” he said turnihig the handle of his door.

g  Will,” whispered Evelyn, starting forward, “you’re not
orry, are you, for what happened this evening? I've
been thinking of it whilst you were “‘downstairs, and:
pondering if it can really be true. It has made me so
lappy. Are you sure—gquite sure—you will be so too? ”
(¢ Oh, don’t worry me now,” he answered impatiently..
I cannot answer you. I have other things to think of. .
gappy? Of course I shall be happy, but just at this’
toment I am too tired to think of anything but bed.”
¢ Then, seeing her earnest face, with its two big eyes
hining upon him, and a wistful expression in them that
boked like the forerunner of tears; he somewhat repented-
f his curtness, and turned towards her again. . '
F “ Good-night, my darling,” he said, with a hasty kiss;
£g0 to sleep now, or you will be tired to death to-morrow:
horning.” o : . ‘
¥ But Evelyn could not go to sleep. The kiss was buri-
g on her face, and the fond name ringing in her ears, and"
et there was a void somewhere in her heart which
,emembrance could not fill. Everything had seemed so
bright and easy-a short hour ago, and now a falli z
jeemed to have shot across her sky and left it dark again.
What was the reason ? -
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CHAPTER IV:
THE OATH.

Bur, 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:redew 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 his room instead. ¢
She would not confess it to herself, but she wished he had

been as anxidus 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 Rayne was loud in her

denunciation of his indolence, and declared that Will

Caryll always reminded her forcibly of 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 Sunday morning, just §
for all the world as if he were the Prince qf Wales ! ” she &
wrathfully exclaimed. - “ What next, I wobnder? As if 4
Sarah hadn’t enough to do with getting ready the Sunday §
dinners, without running up and down stairs after him. §
You shouldn’t have sent his tea up, Evelyn. If Mr. Will §
Caryll is too fine to come down to breakfast, let him go
without.it: I only wish his uncle could see him now.”

« Tet us be thankful he can’t,” replied Evelyn, with a &
faint laugh. ‘ .

« Ah! 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

* hisboard 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 arms round her aunt’s
-‘neck. : :

« T know you could, auntie, but I'm sure you won’t,” she
said coaxingly. - “ Will won't do it again, if you ask him;

-




®

MOUNT EDEN. ' 2

nd he is not fit to live by himself. He would get into all
kinds of scrapes without you and me.”
£ «Ah! there I believe you, Evelyn Rayne ; but'I won’t
Btand his airs for all that. And you must leave off spoiling
him in the way you do. He would .be a thousand times
petter if you didn’t coddle him. You make yourself a per-
fect slave to him, and he thinks the whole household is to
fpllow suit ; but he’s mistaken.”

E «I won't send up. his breakfast another time, auntie.
But it was only a cup of tea, and Mr. Gamble kept him up
fte last night, and I thought perhaps his head, ached.”

'+ “ What did Mr. Gamble want with him, Evelyn?”

- « T don’t know ; he didn’t tell me.”

"#¢ He’s been up to some mischief in the office, I'll warrant.
Well, I'm glad they’ve found him out, and I hope they’ll
unish him. A sound whipping would do him all the good

B the world. But, bless me, it’s past ten! Goand put on

pur things at once, Evelyn, or we shall be late for church.”

|- And so the storm in a tea-cup blew over. But Evelyn’s

fart was not quite satisfied, even whilst praying for her

bsent young lover in the quiet church. Itwas very.sweet
be able to pray for him as her own possession, and her =

kce glowed as she thought that some day. they would be
neeling thus together side by side, and all the world would

pow that they belonged to one another. But there was

icloud hanging over her spirits, even whilst-she prayed—

g undefinable shadow of caming evil, engendered. partly
B the mysterious interview with Mr. Gamble, and partly
om Will's own secrecy concerning it. . L

i But when they returned from church to partake of their
prly dinner of cold beef, and salad, and red-currant tart
By the way, why does every British householder consider
Fa point of religious etiquette to make himself miserable,
bt to say unchristian, by eating cold beef on the first day
f the week ?), her, slight fit of despondency evapogated, -
pr Will was in the parlor, ready to. receive them, looking
Fesh and handsome in his Sunday suit. -
£ It is true that-he still seemed a little gloomy—some.
gould have said sulky. He kept somewhat apart from his
fonsin and Miss Rayne, apparently occupied in the perusal
i 2 Sunday paper, but in reality chafing over the temem-
prance of the night before. Evelyn felt his altered manner,
ind was unhappy, but dared not attempt to comfort him. -

y o, - <
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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 pa.ssed very unsociably, and the early part of the
afternoon ; and it was a relief to all concerned whexn 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 Rayne, as they
left the house together. ¢ As if any one cox/d make him-
self agreeable, sitting opposité 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 perturbation of Will’s 3
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 into 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 8
around it, he flung himself down on the ground by her side, 3
and commenced suddenly and passionately,—

“How I wish I was dead and buried, Eve, thh the @&
""w\hole 1ot of them ! ”

His 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 ofs me, nor of what I should feel if your
wish came true.”

“ Well, I'don’t suppose T shall ever be of much good to
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bou, Eve. It will be a jolly long time before I make an
ndependence at this rate. And then;to think of Uncle.

Roger being so mean as to set that old beast Gamble to haul -
he over the coals in that fa.sfnon, for a thing “that wasn’t
hy fault any more than it was yours.” a

_She knew the confidence was coming ‘now, and, hke a
frise woman (as her after life proved bér to be) she would
Bot disturb it by a single word. She only drew nearer the

ot where he had flung himself 1mpetuously~‘down, and

ssed her hand firmly and softly over his ‘sunny hair. -
ith that touch his courage seemed to return to him. It
fontained a power and reliability unknown to his weaker
emperament, and he turned his-cheek foward it grate-
yLly.
b ““You may as well know the whole truth, Eve,” hé con-
gnued, though half-unwillingly, as though the tale were
jeing drawn magnetically from him, and against his will,
a or I know you are game, and won't tell. I have told you
ow stingy Uncle Rogeris. I believe he counts every

pafer and steel pen that comes into the office. The beastly *
hings are kept in my department—I mean the stationry
iInd stamps, and such like ; and I have to give them out to
fie other fellows as they're requlred and keep an account

f them. Well, I believe T’ve been robbed. Somebody’s .

. prigging. the paper ind stamps when my back was
ed, and my books don’t tally thh the expendlture—-
pw can they ?—and so there’s a row.”

F < But why didn’t you lock them up? Is there no con-
enience for such a purpos€ ?” demanded Eve practically.
tHas your desk no key ? ”

E'The idea of fraud was so foreign to her own nature,
phich was as frank and open as the day, that she could
Pnceive no-other reason than carelessness for such an
gror.  Her questions—simple as they were—seemed to

e her cousin impatient.

How can I be always locking up?” he exclaimed, i
f tone of annoyance: “do you lmagme we walk about the
pounting-house with the keys jingling in our pockets like a-
ot of old women? It's uncle’s business to look after his
n erks, and keep them in better order. What right have
fhey to enter my desk? Not that’any one else would ever
have dl,scovered the loss of a dozen miserable postage

ita ll 4




. MOUNT EDEN.

“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.”

“Will, dear,” said the girl coaxingly, “you are sure
you have not been careless with them yourself? »

* For she remembered to have felt surprised a féw 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-have-bought them for, for Will had 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 her
hand had stung him, and turned round upon her in a regular §
fury. :

“ How dare you say such a thingas that? Do you take §
me for a thief? ” he exclaimed. His angry face and voice §
frightened her, and she burst into tears. o

“No, no, of course not. O Will, how cox/d you think §
so, even for a moment? Obh, forgive me, dear. I onlyf
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 g
sounded very strange, and so would any one say who heard
them. I have told you that I know nothing about it, and
it's very hard if yox won’t believe me.” <

‘“But I do believe you, dear—dearest Will. I believe
you-as Idoinheaven. 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 her tears away. ‘I love to receive the assurance
of your faith in me, Eve, for I may want your help to get|
me out of this scrape—indeed, I do. want it, even now.”

“Then you have it, Will, before you ask for it,”- said:
Evelyn, as she dried her wet face. “Surely you knoW
that. But what can I do for you?”

- % First, give me another kiss. That’s right. . Husbands
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nd wives should never quarrel, and you are almost my
Hife, you know, Eve, and anything I may ask you to do
pu must remember is for vour husband that is to be.
ill you, darling? ” - .
£ Eve pressed closer to him, and laid her cheek upon his
Boulder. Her heart was too full to speak.
f “I'm in an awful mess, my dear, and that’s the fact.
fow, don’t look so frightened. It’s nothing out of the way,
Bd only what was to be expected with the wretched salary
breceive. What fellow could dress and live on a pounda
ek ? It's impossible. Go where I will, I can’t geta
fner-under two shillings ; and this suit I have on cost
Sree pounds. And then there are my boots, and collars,
id shirts, and a dozen small expenses. The man must
- a fool who éxpects a pound a week to do all that. I
Bd you yesterday, you know, that I've got a pressing
plor’s bill. They’ve threatened to send it in to my uncle
7 thg last six weeks, and I've kept them off and off,
Iping 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
k the top of i, it will settle my hash to a cértainty.”
(‘I don’t quite understand,” said Eve, with knitted
DWS. . -
i I mean that I shall get my dismissal, and then, perhaps,
hall lose Mount Eden, and the money, and everything—
Ju into the bargain, Eve, for what chance shall we ever
fve of being married if I am thrown out into the world
jain? © You smust help me, darling. You are such a
ver girl. I am sure that you can manage it.” :
¢ But Zow, dear Will? What can I do?” - .
* Go and see Todson for me to-morrow morning,—I'll
Me you his address,—and coax him to let the bill stand
fer till I'm a little straight- again. -Tell him I'm Uncle
gryll’s heir,—he’ll believe yoxr word, though he won’t
gne,—and that I'm bound to have lots of money before
mg, and if they’ll wait my time, I'll get everything I want
bm them.” | : oo
b“‘But suppose they wor’t wait, Will?” : :
£ They must, Eve, or I shall be ruined. They wait
fher fellows’ convenience ; why shouldn’t they mine ?
ely you can make up a tale to satisfy them. They
ink T'm hoaxing them just to put off payment, but if you
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corroborate my story, they will see there is truth in it.
You can tell them we're engaged, if you like, too, Just to
prove you know all about me.”

“Oh, no, Will! I couldn’t do #a#,” replied Eve,
shrinking from the idea, ¢ and I don’t think it would do
any good either ; but I can only tell them we #2ink you
will be Uncle Caryll s heir, dear, because it’s not certain,
you know.”

Tt 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 brothers
only son—have nothing. But it can’t be helped, at all
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 w111 listen to
what a girl like myself may have to.say.’

“You must make them listen! 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! T’ll intercept every letter that
comes to the office till .I get hold- of theirs, for it shall
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 mind to rebuke
his design, not just ‘now at least, when he was in such
trouble, and had come to her for comfort. She would 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 time being, they were
perfectly happy, and forgot everything but their mutual
affection. As the lengthemng shadows warped them that
it-was time to go home again, Evé took the rose from her
belt, and laid it on her mother’s grave.

“Poor, dear mother,” she said softly ; ¢ L.wonder if she
was ever as happy-as I am now?”




«¥ou were very fond of yoir mothés, Eve?..

“Oh; yés; as fond as 2 littl¢ child who knows nothing
fdeath afid separation cin'possibly be. . I can remember:
pv, how I saw her lie on: her couch, and grow weakerand * -
aker day by day, and nevér thought that she was going

eave me. How should I? If any one had told me she’

s dying; I shouldn’t have known what the word. meant.

id then the last ‘day came, and I was carried to her -

fiside to kiss her for the last time, and.she kept on whis-

ing, ¢ Come to me, my little Eve, come soon !’ ¥ shall.

fer, never forget it.” = o B
® And you want to see her again, I suppose?” = . .
$ Want it, Will?” cried Evelyn, with eyes flashing
fugh . her tears; “never a day passes butI think- of

ther and pray for our meeting. I didn’t appreciate her

fIst she was here—my dear, sweet mother. I was too

g to -know how sad and lonely my life would be
t her ; but when I meét her again I will tell her how

ved and missed her after she was gone. . Sometimes, .

B,” continiied the girl, dropping her voice to a whisper,
ncy—don’t think me foolish or superstitious, dear, for
not.that—but sometimes, when youare all in bed and -

P, I fancy I hear my mother’s voice, and feel her.
lth- upon my cheek. Do you think it can be only

gy ? It has come so often, and it makes me so glad to

Ik she may be there.. Jf she can-come-back to earth,

5 who should she come to but myself? ”

Ah, if /7 replied the lad incredulously ; «but, you see,
le don’t come back, Eve ; and all the stories you hear

gut ghosts.and apparitions are nonsensical lies.” - .- )
Evelyn’s face lowered. - LT
B 1 shouldn’t like to beliéve that,” she said } *it would.
gme-of one of my greatest comforts.” . -. N
X IE am afraid you love. your mother better than you dg -

 Eve” T - . A

he suggestion roused her at once from her reverie. *

'Oh, no, no! How.can-you-say such a thing 2
 such different loves! I cannot even.compare them.
fd mother lived she would have been my comforter, and ° .
nsellor, and friend ; but you, Will—you are my worid /7 -
The fervor and solernity of her tone, the bright, glow————"

face, that swam in excited tears, and the grasp she laid "~ .
bn his. arm, alk showed what. Evelyn Rayne. was made °




of, -and sfaftled Will. Caryll, it spite of his' selfscoficeit]

Hete was a character-of which 4is had not even the power
to sound the depths, far less to. understand and value. K
was a loving woman,notwithstanding her seventeen years,
that clung to his arm and pledged a life’s faith fo hilin

" pledge she would amply redeem. Will Caryll could ndy
quite understand her enthusiasm, nor had be the least ide
of the solemn. vow her heart registered as her lips. pro
nounced the words, but he fully sympathized with the ou
ward tokens of her affection’ which ministered to hislowy
of self. - So he placed his hand firmly over hers, and looke
her full ini the eyes. ’ - )

. -] believe you do love me, Eves Ther kneel . dows
here and swear; by your mother’s memory, and all. you
hopes of meeting her-again, that you will be faithfuf to.me

-and help me all your life long.” .

«Oh! that is easy.” cried the girl, as she sank upon hef

knees and. clasped her hands together. I swear it so
lemnly, by all my hopes of salvation.”
" He knew that she was his now—his to the very end
Evelyn Rayne was not the so.: of girl to swear arl oath an
break it... His shallow nature could admire and lean upor
hers, even while he had no desire to emulate its virtues.

«7 think-we had better go home now,” he said, as I
raised her and dfew her arm within his own. “I seemf
have leariit more about you, Eve, during these last fe
days, than I ever did in my life before. I feelfcan depent
upon you. I am sure that you will never‘desert me, n
turn against me, nor betray me, whatever I'may do.”

«T am glad of that,” she answered simply. “It is juy
what I should.wish you to-feel.” R
They had a peaceful evening after that, and apparerit]

a happy one, but neither.of them was at ease.
brooded over his otning interview with his uncle (for, ¢
course, he had never carried out his bragging determinatio

. 7

to visit him with an explanation), and Eve pondered fe:

" fully over her visit to the tailor. She had promised to g
and she should fulfil her promise, but she had no ideat
what she should say when she got there. - She wis
&arly; as usual, the following morning- to see Will off to b
Jnele’s office; but the cousins had no -opportunity. for

‘privagé conferende.  All he could say, as Eve followed his
o the passage,-under pretencé of brushing the dust ¢




b coat, was, “"Don’t forget Todson, whatever yog
d'ske, looking up into the lad’s perturbed counteng
wered, ¢ No, darling: no.” B . S
She found great difficulty, however, in leaving the house
thout informing Miss Rayne of her destination. . She
5 usually-so frank and open in all her actions (having
Bhing to conceal), that she lingered about for seme
e, wondering what valid excuse  she ¢ould mpke
Egoing out. Luckily, however, for her enterprise, Miss
gne required somg knitting yarn from a particular shop
iverpool, and told Evelyn, if she had nothing better to
kthat she might go and fetch it. By which meins she
id herself, before the clock had struck twelve, standing
fthe .threshold of the tailor’s shop, and inquiring, in a
¥ shaky voice, if she could speak to Mr. Todson. An

brentice ushered her into a back room, where a pursy -
£ man, with a stout figure and a bland countenance, -

smiling and rubbing his hands together.
nd what can we do for.you to-day, Miss?” he com-
¢d deferentially; “ladies’ ulsters—walking suits—
habits—" ‘

por Eve, attired in a brown holland dress, that had
nearly washed white, with a little black cape of the
pron of five years before, and a.straw hat of no fashion
k, looked a very unlikely customer for any of the articles
ntioned, unless, indeed, it were for. an ulster to cover

r other’ deficiencies.

jNo, thank you. I have not come to give an order,” .

freplied, blushing and stammering. I wish to speak
ou, Mr. Todson, about a bill—Mr. William Caryli’s

f-that you have told him you will send in to his uncle,

fRoger Caryll, of Water Street.”
he tailor’s face chinged immediately. From a round,

b,-swiling countenance, it seemed to become elongated, .

pw, and sour. o ,
OR, yes, indeed,” he answered, in a dry, acrid voics,
if: William Caryll hds been on our books for along time
hd a 7e7y long time—it is quite essential:we should

some steps to recover our money.-, It is altogether
st our rules to give credit. - We have. been indulgent

Ar. William Caryll; hitherto, on account of his ‘youth, |

 there ‘is 4 imit, even to our patience. But perhaps
K have,cq,mg to pay the account, Miss? ”

N
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. ¢%'Oh, no. Iwish I had,” said Eve, deeply- blushing;
“but I am sure you will get the money if you will be s
good as to wait a littlé longer. I-am Mr. William Carylls
‘cousin, and I know all about my yncle’s intentions respect
ing him. Will youlet me tell you something-about them?
I think you will sée the' matter in a different light whey
you-have heard what I have to say.” S

Her voice was so sweet and earnest, and she looked so

. interesting as she stood there, pleading her cousin’s cause
that Mr. Todson’s sour face relaxed a little. and, thougy
he still retained an expression of Spartan-like firmness, hil
fetched a chair, and, begging her to be seated, prepared t

. listen to her story. .

CHAPTER V.
THE BILL.IS PAID..

WitH some confusion and a great many blushes, Ev
entered in details, telling the tailor that Will Caryll was hil
- uncle’s nearest relation, and that it was almost certain tha
he would inherit his property, and be able to pay off fif
such bills withyhalf-a-day’s income. " But that unluck@
word a/most, like the proverbial slip *twixt the cup and th
lip, marred her eloguence, and as she falteringly praceededi
-, 'her heart sunk to “see the look of incredulity that settld
down on Mr. Todson’s countenance, and the sarcast
smile that curled about the corners of his mouth. .
“T wouldn’t think of doubting your word, Miss,” he said
as Evelyn concluded her statement ; ¢ but you’ll pardon nf
for saying I've heard all this before. Mr. William Caryll
futire prospects miay be very good—I've no doubt the
are, and I'm glad of it—but they have nothing whatev
to do with his present liabilities. Ifhe’s going to be §
. rich, why don’the ask the old gentleman to pay his bills?
C ¢ Oh, Uncle Roger wouldn’t do that, I'm_afraid, M
" 7 Todson, for he is very strict and particular, and my cousi
_would not dare tell iim he was in debt, but if you woul
- wait a little longer—" o -
#7 can’t wait any longer—I'm sorry, Miss, but I caz
~ afford to do it. _Fifty pounds is a large sum, and—"
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-« Eﬁy'}}dnds I in'ter;upted Eve, with 2 lookof hotror ; .
¥ you don’t mean to say that Will-owes you fifty pounds ?

E “Fifty pounds, elever shillings ‘and ‘threepence,? - .

epeated Mr. Todson sclemnly. “The account has been
: nning on now for over two years, and Mr. William Caryll
new: ours to be.a ready-money establishment when he
Pegan to deal here. "I've let him off again and again,

fiss. ' He promised me immediate payment twelve months) - .

go.  It’s nonsense of him, as of anybody—begging your *
Jardon, Miss—asking me to wait, for money that mayn’t
pme to him for the next twenty years, unless. he can iaise
pmething on it now. Is it fair or just, Miss? Ipytitto .
u as a lady 1” o ) AR
“No,” replied Evelyn sadly. ‘It is neither fair nor
t. -But I suppose at the time he really hoped he should -
the money.”- A .
k Hoping won’t pay me,” observed Mr. Todson,” “and ._
fsee no way of being righted except laying the case before’
Caryll, senior. He is a just and upright gentleman’
I hear), and ‘won’t see a tradesman defrauded of his

‘ But you will ruin Will—I mean my?ous_in—if you do

>

» Mr. Todson ; uncle will be sa-veryiangry. Perhaps

E will turn himn straight out of the office, and then there -

i be no chance of your getting your money at all.”

iis contingency seemed to have some influence on the

He screwed up his mouth, put his head on one

like a crow looking at a bone, and considered for a
jpment in silence. ' ST

B If you will only wait a week longer,” continued Eve,

Eing advantage of the situation, ““I will try and see what

i be done. Give him one more week, Mr. Todson, and

n, if ‘he cannot pay you, you must do what you think
\

ght.” ‘ :

* Very well, Miss,” replied the tailor ; “for your sake I
Bl make one more concession. My letter to Mr. Caryll,

ior, shall be kept back for a week, and if I don’t hear

pm you in that time, it will be sent in as first intended.”
 Thank you—thank you for your kindness, Mr. Todson,

Bd I hoge things will be comfortably settled in the course _
Ea few days,” said Eve, as she left the shop, - -~~~

f But the hope was a very faint one, and the .arther she
t Todson’s behind her, the fainter it seemed to become,
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Nﬂthe: she nor Will had a.ny money beyond- a few shxl-
lings, and Miss Rayne would be as little likely to help in
such a cause as Mr. Caryll 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
her to refuse such an offer, but she heartily disliked the lad, .
had done so from the beginning, and lost no opportumty
of letting him see it. So Eve went home with a heart full
of despair.

As soon as ever Will returned in the evening, heé ran
upstairs 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 upon the roaf,
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 might 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? ”

“Not 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
- her and the tailor. - Her story was followed by an ominous
-silence.

¢ Don't fret, dear,” she sald with anattempt at comfort
. “ Hope for the best. We have a whole week, you see, to
thlnk’ it over in. Surely we can do somethmg m that
time.”

. “ Hope for the best!” he repeated bitterly ; ¢ what
best is there to hope for?, You’'ve bungled the business, |
~ Eve; I'was afraid 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. T almost knelt to
. him. But 'be said he must have his money, and all the
resinte I could get was a week.” -
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;e What 5: the good - of aweek?” oentlnued her cousui.
Whete’s the money to come fromat the end of a2 week? ” .
‘He might just as well have made it this afternoon. Ihave"
o luck. Everything is ‘against me. 1 wish that I was
fEdead and buried.”
t  And then, to Eve’s infinite dismay, he laid his head- down
jupon the bed, and burst into tears. She had never seen °
¥ man cry before In her innocence, she thought _they .
ever did cry—not éven when they were young and tender
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.
What is the matter with you?”
l < I cannot bear it,” he cried .passmnately, “it is too
fhuch for any fellow to bear. I will kill myself. I with-
fut my throat, or take poison. It would”bea 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? ”
Angry ! 1 shouldn’t mind his anger. I'm used to it
’s always as cross as two sticks. But he insulted me.
e said I was responsible for his. beastly postage stamps, .
d hKe should deduct their value from my salary. I shall
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 dlsgraceful They ought to be
hamed of themselves.”

nd he relapsed into weak, clildish tears, for which the ~ - .

ospect of his lost dinners were mostly responsible.
¢ Never mind, dearest,” whispered the soothing, woman-
rvoice; ‘I have a few shillings, you know, that I have
arned for ‘my Christmas cards, and I am owed several
pore. You shall not go without your dinners, Wilk
fill see to that. And for the rest, you must try to-be
fatient and economical till this horrid business is settled.”
E “ But there’s Todson’s bill—you don't think of that. . If
g reaches uncle’s ears, hell give me the sack, as sure as. .,
n.” Evelyn sighed heavily.
k1 tried so hird to persuade .im not to send it into
Incle at all,” -she said, “ but he was obdurate. A week
Fas all the grace I could get out of him. And it is Such.
n awful sum, Will—fifty pounds, eleven shxllmgs .and
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threepence. 1 don’t think everything Aunt -~Maria
possesses would sell for as much.” . -

“ What’s the good of bothering ever pounds, shillings and
pence ? ” grumbled Will impatiently. “I couldn’t pay it
if it were half the sum. But what we’ve got to dois to
prevent its reaching Uncle Caryll’s ears. You are sure he
said a week, Eve?” : S

“Yes, quite sure. He repeated it several times. He
would wait one week,longer, and if he did not hear from'us
i . by that time, he shoild send the bill straight to Water

Street.” ) : )

« I will kill myself before the end of it!” ciicd Will

“Don’t you be surprised, Eve, if you miss me. Some

night I shall not turn up as usual, and the next day you

~will hear that my body has been found floating in the canal.

And then you can get another lover as soon as you like,

. and walk out with lzi:)xtVo the cemetery on Sunday even-

ings instead of with me; 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 <onjured 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 her brain to
think 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 grand
thought struck her. When first it occurred, she put it
from her as though it had been sacrilege, but it came 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 hardly knew what it contained, stiil 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 her
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 them until sheji
was married. So Eve had come to regard these ornaments
as sacred things—as part of her dead mother, indeed—znd
the idea of selling them seemed horrible to her. Ard yet,
what was she to. do? Her dear meother had left them to
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ger for her pleasure, not her pain, and would not ske have
Jarted with them soon enough if her husband had been in * .
fhe same predicament as poor Will. Evelyn felt sute she
Jould. - It made her heart sore to think of the trinkets she
pd regarded as too good for her own use passing into the
jands of strangers ; but if it were for Will, she would not
gesitate for a moment. So, whilst Miss Rayne was busied
the kitchen on the following morning, Eve lifted down
e dressing-case (of which she always kept the key) from
top of the wardrobe, and carrigd. it carefully into her
room. There she set it on the bed and unlocked it,
revealed the contents. It as a cumbersome box—
of the old-fashioned rosewpod cases—filled with cut-
s scent bottles, and pomatum pots with plated tops
as used to'be much in reque$t as wedding presents
ngst the middle classes. This one was lined with
blue velvet, and had the scent of‘attar of roses and
stilles clinging to it as though it were a shrine. Evelyn
fed the tray reverentially, and took out the bracelets
gt lay underneath. They were- very commonplace, and
pno marketable value, but in her eyes they represented a
gle 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
ers.of gold, and silver, and enamel. ’ -
fFhen the rings in the drawer beneath—the wedding ring
fth which she had always hoped to be married some day
grself, although people told her it would be unlucky, and
¢ engraved guard her poor mother had worn above it.
a beautiful half-hoop - of emeralds, and a little finger- .
with a single diamond in it, and two mourning rings -
with pearls. Beside these, there, were four or five
fpoches and some earrings, and ‘a gentleman’s breast-pin .
-blue enamel, which she supposed had belonged to her
ther.  They looked very grand when they were -all laid
t on the bed, and Eve thought they must be worth quite
ly pounds. She felt very much like' crying when she "
ought of selling them. A great lump rose in her throat
-she remembered that, once gone, they could never be -
pt back again, and that all her life she would have to
fmain without her dear mother’s rings, and brooches,
d bracelets, which she had so looked forward to wearing,
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“ But it was for Will—to ease dear Will's heart and set his
- mipd at rest—and to accomplish that Eve would have
gone through a still greater sacrifice. So she put back thé
wedding ring, and-a scent bLotile and thimble, with one or
two trifles of the least value into the dressing-case, and
locked them up again, and the rest of the trinkets she
placed in her own drawer. She was not going to tell her
Aunt Maria a word about -the matter ; not, at least, until
the good she contemplated had been accomplished, for,
- after all, they were her own trinkets, and she had a right
td 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 owntroom.  The greatest
difficulty appeared to be-how to dispose. of them. The
easiest way would have been to deliver them over to Will,
but Eve had grave doubts whether her cousin 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 most cherished 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 her for
the sacrifice she had made. She knew of a shop where she
had often read in passing that old gold, and silver, and
Jjewellery 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 her-mother’s legacy was priceless
in her eyes), and thén, when she had paid Mr. Todson’s
hill, how preud she would be to make dear Will a-hand-
some present wherewith to tide over his difficulties. ~
~ But her hopes were soon ‘dissipated. . A half-grown
youth tossed over the contents of the. packet in a superci-
lous manner before he carried them to his employer
(strange. that those who livé by sale and barter should
- always despise and treat with contumely such unfortunates
_ as present anything to sell), who, having examined .them
mugh in the same spirit, advanced to where poor Evelyn

stoed, burning with shame and anxiety.




. MoUNT EDEN.

. «You wish to sell these trifles, Miss? ” _

“ Yes, if you will buy them,” replied Eve. p
“Well, they ain’t of much value, you know,” said the.

nan, turning.them over, with a shake of the head, and the:

otto voce remark, ¢ pal—try, pal—try !” : .

. «Some of them are valuable, surely? ' The rings, for

Enstance.” : : . .

« Ah, well, the rings are not so bad. Well,” tossing -

hem all together in a heap, “ what shall we say for the

pt? Six pounds?”
& Evelyn’s face fell. -

“ Six pounds! -Oh, no!. Why, I have often heard my
nt say the emerald ring cost twenty-five. , It was my

ncle’s wedding present to my mother.” L
« Perhaps—a long time ago. But the fashion’s past,

pu see. We pay for fashion. No one would buy that

ng now. It’s sedond-hand.” .

2« ] will take them back, then,” said Evelyn, with her
rits down at zero, but with a certain dignity in her
nner.

i« Stop a little, Miss'; don’t be in such a hurry,” replied - -
fhe pawnbroker, who did not wish to lose the chance
making a profitable bargain; “if you really want to

art with the trinkets, I don’t mind stretching a point,

lid giving you ten pounds for them; though I'm bound to
a loser by the transaction.” - Co

k= But Evelyn’s spirit was roused by that time. She was

B girl with any amount of spirit, though she had a humble

ppinion of her own merits, and a heart that succumbed

€0 affection like a reed shaken by the wind. She saw the
awnbroker was taking advantage of her, and she refused -

o be'cheated. - N
«“No,” she replied firmly, laying her hand upon the .

acket, “I will not part with them for ten pounds. I am

orry you cannot give me more, but it would be of no use- -

0 me.” A : -

“ Come, now, Miss, I don’t like to see you disappointed,
ps0 I'll make it fifteen, but that’s the outside I can go.. .
gETake it or leavé it; but it’s my last word.” - -
i Evelyn hesitated. Fifteen pounds was a good lump of .
gmoney. - If it would not defray Mr. Todson’s bill, it might . -
fat-least induce him to wait a little longer for the rest. And-
if anything terrible happened to Will,~like being-turned -
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~ out-of the office,—he would be sorely in need of money to
help him to live til] he procured another situation. It was
always a comfort to feel one had some money to fall 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 msolemly, 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
remembered 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 the courage to do as she had done, for no
one seemed to sympathize with Will’s troubles but herself.
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 mentloned his name without some
indication of distaste. He was tabooed by all but Eve,

. who did her 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 in silent sympathy. She had the fifteen pounds jn her
pocket; but she would not venture to speak of them until
.3l other hope seemed over. -
« To-morrow will be Wednesday, Will,” she whlspered
~ ““what will you do?” - .

Young Caryll was leaning- over the table, deep in the
_perusal of a newspaper. At her question he. looked up.

« About old Todson’s bill, do you mean? -Don't worry

. yoursel. /% is paid.”
Eve almost screamed in surpnse
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Pzid! Are you in eamest, Will? . Who paid it?’
w did it happen? Did uncle give you the money?” -
F Don’t talk so loud. - I don’t want the whole house to.
r my private affairs. Uncle/ Not exactly. As.if it
kely Ae-would pay it.” No, indeed, I paid it myself.” .
$ But, Will, fifty pounds !” gasped Evelyn; “ where did
§ get the money?” : R L
$ie grew unaccountably red, and bent his head again
¢ the paper. But she could see the red still, which -
Bnted to:his very forehead, and flushed the white part-’
i6f his fair hair. ) ‘
EWhere other fellows get money when they want it,.
£” he mumbled indistinctly. “From the money-
flers ! 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 immediate
er over, was a great relief; and yet Evelyn did not
e manner of 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.
ut won’t you have to pay the ‘money back again?”
emanded gravely. ’ i )
ang, it all, Eve,” he said irritably, ¢ what a kill-joy
fare.  Yes, of course I shall, in about a hundred years
Ee, when uncle’s dead, and I reign in his stead ; butnot
fthen, at all events. Anyway, Todson’s paid, which is
fyou need concern yourself about. And if you don't
feve me, there’s the old brute’s receipt.”
knd handing her the tailor’s bill, he lether see the stamp
i signature affixed to it. : - )
Evelyn heaved a sigh, half of relief and half of fear. She.
& most thankfyl the immediate danger was over, but she
faded a worse one in éme future. Will was.so thought-
k! He never seemed Yo live beyond the present. What
fhese money-lenders should press him.for payment still -
e hardly than Mr: Todson had done? As she handed
back the receipt in silence, he seemed to guess at her
Bpicions. ! .
¢ What are you so grave about, Eve?” he asked ; “you .-
't look pleased even'now. I-thought you would be as, *---
id as myselfl.” 1 . : -
b So I am, Will—very.glad; but I hope it is all right.
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“It Seems so strange to be able to raise such a latge sum of

money so easily. Are you sure the men will walt till you
chn pay them?”

%'They must, my dear. I’'m not of age,” h'e said airily;
but though he laughed and professed to be at his-ease, she
saw that his gaiety was forced, and couid not join im it as
she would otherwise have done and as soon as she con-§
vemiently could, she stole away to her own room.

+ There, as she was emptying the pockets of_ her brown
holland dress, preparatory to going to bed, she came upon
the little packet of sovereigns which she had placed there
in readiness to put into Will's hand. She had almost for|
gotten them til then. In her astonishment at hearing that§
hergbusin had no need of money, she had lost sight of the
sacrifice she had made to procure him some. And it had

-been all in vain. She had sold her dead mother’s trinkets

for a paltry sum of fifteen sovereigns, whilst Will had
found no diffictlty in raising fifty pounds. As Evelp
thought of it, and that she had done that which she never
could recall, her fortitude gave way, and she burst into|
tears.

CHAPTER VI

IN HIDING.
NorHING of consequence occurred during the next ferf
days, except that Will Caryll took to staying out late 2
night—a practice to which he had never been addicteigl
since he had lived in Miss Rayne’s house. Aunt Ma
grumbled considerably at the innovation:, She considerei
him far too young to be trusted with a latch- -key, neither dilg
she approve of Eve sitting up to let her cousin in. Invan
- did the girl represent that Will, at twenty, was of an age t
reqmre more amusement than was to be found in theil

- dull little. parlor, and that it ‘was only natural that k

should sometimes like {o go to the theatre, or join a smoking
concert or a bachelor’s party. Miss Rayne considered tha
a chat with his cousin, or a game of draughts with hersel
ought to be sufficient recreation for any properly- ot
stituted young man, and threatened more than.once to b
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i bolt the front door, and put out the lights, and leave
Bt Caryll to sleep on the steps, if he felt-so inclined.
§ somehow it always ended in Eve letting in the delin- - .
knt, and receiving him, like the prodigal son in the
iptures, with the best welcome at her command. She
aVlittle herself over his newly-developed. love of
ing aifd late hours, yet she never told him so, but was
ys #eady with a smile of welcome to quietly unfasten
dogdy, so that Aunt Maria should not notice the time of
turn, and to serve him with such scraps of supper-as
d been able to put aside for him. Once or twice,
er, to her horror and consternation, Will did not
quite himself on returning home. He always knew.
B she wis, but his speech was thick and altered, and he-
bied about the passage, and insisted upon making a
e, notwithstanding all her entreaties to him to be silent..
ch times his words and manners would be more free
sual, and he would shock her modesty instead of
fing her compassion. Eve would hurry over her duties
Hickly as possible then, and run away to her own room
feep in secret over the defalcations of her hero. Yet,
¥ it all, she did not love him less. What true woman
g loved a man, less for the sins that are not sinned
st herself ? There is such a strong tide of maternat
welling up in every female breast, and ready to cast-
k of protection over the creature that has proved
If to be weaker than herself. The very ease with
their husbands and lovers sin, seems to be an extra
ntive for compassion from the women who love them.
pity them so much for their frailty. They fancy they: -
pity thémselves so much that they need al the
ement they can give them to heal their wounded
fity. It is only men who have named women * the weaker' -
£” In love and hate they are incomparably the stronger
j5els of the two. : :
Evelyn Rayne, smarting in sympathy with Will
Eyll's troubles, forgot to blame him for the injudicious
¥ selfish means by which he sought to allay them.. -
But one evening—it was the following Saturday—she
¥ not believe he intended to come home at all. Miss
fyne ‘sat nodding in her chair till twelve o'clock, and’
fn ordered her niece to-lock up the house and follow her
foed, threatening meanwhile to let Mr. Caryll know the -
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first t]nng on fpnday mommg how shamefully hls nephew
was behaving”~ Eve prepared to obey. ~She knew that it
.'was useless to remonstrate ; besides, her aunt had right on
her .side.. It was thoughtless and cruel of Will to keep
them up like this, night after night, when he knew how
. muck they had to do during the day. So she fastened the
house-bolts, and put up the chain, and extmgmshed the gas,
and went qmckly 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 #he
candle, and, opening her casement window, sat down in
the moonlight to watch and wait till she should hear the
familiax 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 aré 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 mlght
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 assxstance.
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-
ered,— .
‘p «What is. it ? Tell me qmckly How did you come
here?” : - :

S

e
e
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Qe turned and pointed to the trap-door in the ceiling,
kh she now perceived, for. the first time, to be open.
EThrough there? By the roof?”
§e nodded in reply. ,
iBut w4y ? What is the matter? ” .
i have been there all the afternoon, Eve. I came in
Bt you were at dinner, and crept up to your room. I
jding. Hasn't Gamble told you?  The officers are
me. »
Vhat officers?” __— .
he officers of justice. Oh, Eve, I have a dreadft_ﬂ
to-tell you ; but it was not my fault—TI assure you it

¢ was shivering now, as.if with cold. .

£ll me everything,” she whispered ; ¢ I mus? hear it.”

made him sit close beside-her ‘on the bed as she
nd placed her ear to his mouth. | ’

B on,” she said slowly ; “ what have you done 8"
prouldn’t tell you,” he commenced, half whimpering ;
sild have kept it from you before all the world, only
fe the only person who can save me, Eve.” .

B on,” she repeated ; “ don’t keep me in suspense.

gll, you know about old Todson’s bill? I told you
orrowed the money. .So I did, and I fully intended
back some day, only I didn't get it from the
nders.” )
Bo from, then ? ” said Evelyn, in a strained-voice.
gll, I —I—borrowed it from the firm. Of course I
fsk them, because it would have been no good ; but
k I was sent into uncle’s office, and his cheque-
on the desk, and so—and so—”"
i forged his name!” cried Evelyn, in a tone of
flous horror. - : LN .
Ell, you can hardly call it ‘forging,’ when the money
all mine,” said Will Caryll weakly ; « anyway, I
pe the excessive sin of drawing a few weeks’ salary.
fnce, and so I passed the cheque into the bank, and
fl have been all right if it hadn’tcbeen for the con-
f initerference of old Gawmble.” L
s /¢ found it out?” cried Evelyn. . :
ry body has found it git. The whole firm know it
time. Old Gamble’s the cashier, you know, and he
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has 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 raninto the backyard and climbed over the walj,
and came home as fast as I could, and got out on the f
and have stayed there ever since, and precious hot I

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 ? ”

% No, no! no one has been—no one has said anything,’
she answered in a low voice.

“Then, perha.ps, iincle is not going to prosecute me]
Perhaps he will refuse on account of the famlly name, and

- of my being his heir; eh, Eve?”
- But Eve made no reply
¢ Why don’t you speak to me ? " continued Will impz
) tlently «T don’t think much of your affection if you canf
give a fellow a little comfort in his trouble.”

But she could not speak. She was weeping as if h
heart would break. All the misery and the danger of
crime of which her cousin had been guilty impressed itsd
so forcibly upen her mind, that in imagination she alread
saw him working out his sentence for felony in a convic
prison, and stamped for evermore with the indelible se
of shame ; and then the awful feeling of distaste toward
him which it gave her—%e, whom a few short hours agossh
had been ready to regard as a model of all that was goo
and lovable. She had felt herself edging away from h
side as he made his repulsive confession, until she reme:
bered that he had sid she was his only friend,-and lo
and pity triumphed over her first disgust. But oh!
sip and the shame of it! She buried her face in the bd
pillow, and wept convulsively.

¢ Oh, Will | ” she sobbed, “ how could you do jt—ho
could you do it?” ,

.“ Hush ! don’t make such a row,” he exclaimed in alan
“ 1f you rouse the others, Eve, as sure as I am a man |
thirow myself from this window and smash to pieces bt

é . 1¢'s.eruel of you to make me run such a risy
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ve stifled her weeping by a powerful effort at once. .
‘I won’t cry any more, Will,%%deed Iwon't. But tell
f. what do you intend to do? ?

I don’t know. I've come ‘to you to_tellPme: One
fhg’s certain, I must keep in hiding till the officers are
Bd of looking for me, and then I must get away some-
fre. Is the punishment very hard for—for writing
her person’s name, Eve? ” - )
lit's transportation,” she whispered, with white lips.

Fill Caryll turned deadly pale. - - .

FBut you'll help me—won’t you, Eve? ” he said trem-
ly. “You swore by your mother’s grave that you

[ have not forgotten it, Will ; but you must give me

g to think. Do you believe the roof is safe? If the
should be searched, 1 should think the trap-door
be the first place they would suspect.”

then what am I to do? ” .

ic down on the bed and g0 to sleep, and leave me to

de it out, Will. You will be quite safe, for I. shall

th by your side’ and wake you. before the others are
- .And you may not have a bed to-morrow-night,

rling—there is no sayl

what I should do without you,”
mpered, as she kissed the teafs off his face, and bid
ess and keep him. And .in a few minutes he had
to sleep, as if, nothing had happened to disturb
@mbers ; whilst Eve sat by the open window, gazing
kto the starry sky, with a heart full of dread and
What was to become of him ? Thatwas the sole
on that filled her mind, and which she found it impos-
answer. But here the buddi g powers of her brain -
hemselves apparent. She reviewed her Pposition,
Eollected her forces, anged her tactics as
pdically as a general a
What a foe it 'was she f,

KD sure,'w}iich must ruin her cousin’s career for ever
b world, without hope or chance of Temedy.” As Eve
it of the crime e had committed, and the weakness
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of which he had been guilty, she shuddered visibly, and felt
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 take him in her arms like a little infant, and run far
away with him to a place of safety. But what she had ty
do in this extremity was to act, and not to dream. . -

When six o’clock struck on that Sunday morning, and th
little world of Liverpool began to stir, she went up tggthe
bed, and kissed the fair, flushed face of William Caryllnt
consciousness. ‘

¢ Will,” she whispered, as he sprung up into’ a sittin
posture, and ‘stared about him, “it is morning—you wij
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 gé and speak to Uncle Caryll.”

“You won't tell him I am here? ” he cried, clutching hd

‘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 kno
this, Will, I don’t see how we can act for the best. Perhg
Sam Godwin only said it to frighten you, and uncle doess
intend to prosecute after all.”

A look of relief came into Will’s face. o

«T shouldn’t wonder. I was in such a funk I hard
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 ned
_sary, Will, it must be done. And now, dear, you must
back to the roof. Aunt Maria is generally stirring al
seven, and she might come 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 sk
on the leads, and no one can see you from the st
because of the parapet. And I will bring you up wh
can save from breakfast without Aunt Mana seeing me.

“Will she let you go to see Uncle Caryll, Eve?
lives at 24 Birkenhead Square,” - . - -
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eourse I shall say nothing to her about it ; but I
think - there will be any difficulty. She always lets
B to church by myself if I wish it, and I can pretend
going :imh Louisa Marsh.”
E sighe n heavily.
,ngll 'alg::w I wxsh there was no neéd of pretence.
s cut my heart so.”
pt there is, you see—great need—so it’s no use sigh-
prit,” said Will, as he prepared to mounton a chair
Bmb through the trap-door ; * and mind you bnng
e breakfast, Eve, for I'm positively starving.”
¥ill—you know I will. I would go without any my-
oner 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
§n-a tremendous hurry. She was in such-a fright
Rayne should walk into her room and observe
unusual 1n its appearance. She shook up her
re-made it, and set everything in apple-pie order,
any a wistful glance meanwhile at the closed trap-
jat hid her lover. Her aunt awaked, as she had
karlier than usual. Will Caryll’sdefalcauons of the
fore had weighed upon her mind, and cut short her
B. - In a very little while her voice was heard call-
e stairs,—
‘yn ! Evelyn!' Did that boy come home last

n't let bim in, aunt,” replied Eve, over the banis-
Eno one entered the house after I came to bed.”
R ayne mounted the staircase, as if to make sure, -
gned the door of young Caryll’s untehanted room.
disgraceful ! ” she ejaculated ; “a lad of his age—
oty in May-—stopping out all night in this manner.
has he been, I should like to know? Such dis-,
fle proceedings are enough to give the house a bad
EBut I shall write to Mr. Caryll on the subject.
Be 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 hgh{'aunt)e,” said Eve gravely.

: d:t is very wrong ‘of Wlll‘ and 'you are quite right
pding: 1t.
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« Well, well, child, you are always good and amenal
replied Miss Rayne mollified, “ and I only wish your coy
would take pattern by you. Don’t worry about him
more. He's safe enough, I'll lay. Bpd-money is sur
come back on one’s hands. But comé down ; run andj
the breakfast ready. I’ll talk to Mr. Gamble . about}
when he’s had his—" |
“ Aunt,” said Evelyn, as they entered the kitd
together, “don’t you think it would be better to_leave
. discussion of Will’s behavior till to-morrow ? It canf

a pleasant subject to Mr. Gamble, and this is Sunday,
. know, the day of peace and rest. Unless he begins
wouldn’t bother Mr.'Gamble about our own troubles

y.nn ”\ ' .. ' .

& Lor,child, you talk like an old woman of fifty! B
ever, you're right for all that, and we should try to py
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 fort
my dear. There’s a staler one in the cupboard. An
like a little boiled bread and milk myself. I've ha
toothache half the night! I was nearly coming ups
to ask you to get me a poultice.” .

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

«T'm half afraid I sha’'n’t get to church this mon
she went on presently, ¢ for they leave all the doo
windows open this warm weather, and there’s alw
fear of a draught. But you can go as usual, of d
Evelyn, my dear.” . i

% Thank you, auntie.” .

# And now, if the water boils, just make a cup of f
me and yourself before you go-on with the breakfast.
look very white, child ; do you feel ill?”

. “QOh, no; Iam quite well—only a little tired with§
.. ‘up so late.  But you shall have the tea in a few mj
auntie.”

Miss Rayne walkéd away to dust the sitting-roon
superintend Sarah’s operations ; and Evelyn, baving{

. in her tea, poured her own share into a clean bot!
placed it in a drawer. o '

“Take a cup yourself, childi” called out Miss

.- .from the front parlor ; “for you look as if it would

good.”
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really fond of her niece, although shie considered
duty to look strictly after her ; and she plied her so
Bly. with food that.morning, that Evelyn had a good
f to carry to her prisoner on the roof by the time
Int up to put on her walking thinfgs.
§l1,” she cried, when she had locked the door and
ged the trap ; “ my poor Will, here is your breakfast ;
@w I am going as fast as I can to Uncle Caryll’s, to
gou back news of what he intends to do.”
f dared ‘not answer for fear of being heard from
he only nodded his head as he received' the
food and bottle of* tea, and'commenced at once
ish them. And Evelyn put on her Sunday
d hat and mantle, and set out tremblingly for her
ouse. She had heard%uch terrible accounts of
11.that she pictured him to. herself as some ogre,
snap one’s head off for the least word, and she
oner have faced a wild beast than dared him in
But it was no time to'think of her own fears.
ety and well-doing were at stake, and it was im-
Bly necessary that she should find out how far the
ke aware of his short-comings, and what they meant
ncerning them. Perhaps—if he would listen to
night persuade her'uncle to pardon him this time,
#him back into his office. But, even if he'did so,
gelt in her heart that something had gone out of
Hhat could never be replaced there.

CHAPTER VIL
’ h

9 . Iiyi ROGER.

4

¥ 24 Birkenhea Squzre «was a large and imposing
b-in appearance, but very dull. Eve thought, as
g in sight of it, that it looked more like a hospital
son than a private house, it had such begrimed
by windows, shaded by wire blinds, and with no
ains or bright colors to make them homelike and

[ As she glanced up, she wondered how any one
ped Mount Eden and such a lot of money. could
p gloomy .a place. Many other people besides
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. Eve had wondered the same, and called Mr. Roger Carl
stingy, and a miser, for sticking to commerce to am:
more wealth, when he could not spend what he possessq
already. But they did not understand the working of
merchant’s heart.  He, too, thought of Mount Eden, a
how happy he had once been there, and how all the hy
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 him better now than all{
sunshine and the flowers of Mount Eden. He could bs
them better. They kept him brooding, but the ofh
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 marrying the woman of his choice, fi
whom he had been forced to part, with many tears, in od
to accept a situation in the West Indies. But Fortune
unexpectedly smiled on him, and after several years’
work and absence, he had returned home a rich man
find his old love (contrary to the usual customn) both fi
ful and free, and himself in a position to reward her fi§
1ty. ’

They had married, and for a while were perfectly haj
Mr. Caryll’s good luck continded. His shillings see
to:have the most marvellous faculty for turning themse
into pounds, and he moved from one house to anof]
until he occupied a palatial residence in Liverpool.
this time he had become the senior partner in the fin
Caryll, Tyndal & Masters, timber merchants. There
only one thing wanting to complete his happines
heir to inherit his wealth. At last that came also. ¥
they had given up all dope of possessing such -a ble
a son was born to Mr. and Mrs. Caryll, and in the
tude of his pride and feligity, the father purchased
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 wvacate in |
.of their little Hugh. But when the Carylls seeme
have reached the zenith of their hagpiness and suo
the tide of luck turned, and misfortune commenced to
in upon them instead. Is it not often so in this wol
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ippointment and trouble? The cup that is raised to
ips is too often like the cup of Tantalus—filled, but
e our efforts to reach it. Mr. Caryll's misfortunes
n with the death of his wife. The faithful-woman who
oved him throughout their hopeless separation died
ing birth to a still-born child, when Hugh was about
fears old. Mr. Caryll never recovered the shock.
Jast word and her last look had been for him, but the
brance only added to his grief. Why had God taken
fthe light of his eyes at one stroke, and spared the
8 which became as dross in his sight without her?
fent on living, it is true, but his existence had lost its
, and his only consolation lay in the nurture of his
. He was still piling up riches. Each ship he -
fed brought him home a golden freight, and he had
ney than he knew what to do wish. Many women
ve been glad to step into the late Mrs. Caryll’s
but the widower never dreamt of its being possible
Ey again. All was to be for Hugh. Hugh was to
g his father as head of the mercantile firm in Liver-
gat bore their name, and Mr. Caryll determined to
his son in all the duties of so responsible a position.
g5 purpose he took the boy from school at sixteer
, and, moving, from Mount Eden to Liverpool,
bim in his counting-house. But Hugh had been
poiled. The routine, work, and close confinement
ice chafed his nervous and excitable temperament ;
ed the free life he led in the country ; and, tempted
e wild companions of his own age, he ran away to
thout a word of warning, and broke his fathers
ot but what Mr. Caryll would have brought him
gain at any cost and granted him his heart’s desire
the boy lived. But, before the merchant ship in
ge sailed came back to port, the news arrived that
Filful Hugh had been drowned by the upsetting of a
fthe surf in the Bay of Callao. : . =
Esccond blow at his affections completely prostrated
br. Caryll. - His face became lined and puckered,
ke bent, and his hair white as snow. His speech’
mner, too, were altered. He had always been a irm
gided character, but he now degenerated into being
d rough, which had made Will liken him to a bear.
. years of age he looked like an old man of eighty.
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-8till, hié remained cognisant 6f the duties dépéndant
Rim as the owner of so vast a property. His Wwife
&kild 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 relatioris than he
hitherto done. His family was a small one. He had
a brother and a sister,—now both dead,—but each
--Jeft a child behind without any visible means of subsiste
His nephew, William Caryll; beeame Mr. Caryll’s firsto
The lad’s mother had married again, and moved into
country, and, after some difficulty, he found him ins
obscure situation in a draper’s house in London,
brought him up to Liverpool and put him in Hugh’s]
in his office. And how Will Caryll had reqmted
uncle'’s kindness has already been told.

There was son®thing of heroic fortitude in the fo
with which Evelyn Rayne approached the door ¢
house in Birkenhead Square. Her uncle was a st
to her. He had never even taken the trouble to askf
her since the day when she had paid him a visit, cli
to her mother’s gown. On her own account she
‘could have ventured into his presence, but fear for
made her as bold as a lion. So she mounted the
steps that led to the melancholy-looking mang8ion, and
the hall-bell. A man-servant in plain clothes answe
_He was an elderly man, and not at all smart, but he |
eminently respectable. He seemed very much suy
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 ; 1t's Sunday.”

« I know that, but my business is very particular.
you tell him that his niece, Miss Rayne, wishes to
"to him?”

‘“T'm sure I beg your- pardon, Miss. Please
and Y1l tell Mr. Caryll ‘you're here. But it’s very §
he’ll see any one on a Sunday.

~ At this moment, however, a sharp, gru.ﬂ' voice calf
from the dmmg-room,

“ Who’s that, Barnes? ”

‘And a sudden courage, born of despaxr, made |
Rajme staft forward to the open door, exclaiming,

“1¢'s 1,.Uncle Roger—Evelyn, your mece. Ob,
me speak to you!”
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yll was seated at his breakfast-table, looking very
pnd unkempt. He was unshorn ; his white hair was
bout in some disorder ; and he wore a dark-grey’

essing-gown.  But as he caught sight of Evelyn
he leapt from his chair and grasped her by the arm,
g her fixedly in.the face the while.
f—you—" he gasped—¢you are Evelyn Rayne—
fary’s child ? »
B’ replied Evelyn, frightened at his manner 5 “but
f angry with me, uncle, I have only come to speak
gor 2 moment.” oo

1yl relaxed his grasp, and tottered Jback to his

t angry, child,” he answered, and then he coyered
with his hands, and muttered, “So like—so very .

Pl not know whom she was like, unless it was her

er ; but she no longer felt afraid of her uncle.
e she ventured to speak again.

Will think it very strange my coming here, I am
n you have never asked me, uncle ; but we are
tress at home, and I came to you for informa-

ght, sit down. What is it you have to say?”
0ok a chair, but Mr. Caryll did not look at her
istened with his head leaning on his hand.
not been home since yesterday morning,
untie and I sat up till twelve o’clock last night to
' but he never came, and we are frightened. Can
where he 13?7
€’s not been home, hasn’t he ?” remarked Mr.
gm behind the shelter of his hand. He’s afraid
ps face there, as well he may be ! ° Likely enough
i be heard of again, and lucky for him if he isn’t.”
fir, what has he done?” inquired Evelyn, with a
el.1 ‘?‘ Is anything wrong, that you should speak
that? ” ’
'/ Everything’s wrong. The boy’s an ungrateful
gt I feel ashamed to have befriended. I took him
g behind the counter of a button-shop in St.
grchyard, and put himin a position in'my office,
ight have risen to anything—anything; and he .
£d my goodness by first robbing the firm, and
g from the consequences of his crime,”
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- % Oh, uncle, he didn’t 704 you, surely ? ” cried Evelyn

.“He did worse, Evelyn. He stole my cheques 8
forged my name. He hasn’t even cleverness enough to
a good thief. He did the job so clumsily that a
mxght 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.

“ Most certainly they will. The forged cheque wa

< -the hands of the police last night, and if to-day were
Sunday, Master William Caryll would be in their hands
this time. As it is, they must wait till to-morrow.
they’ll have him locked up by to-morrow night—you
depend upon that.”

“ But oh, uncle, will you not spare him ? ” cried Evd
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 again}
T hoped he would take warning by what was said.to
But this is far more serious. He has committed a fely

%1 can’t think how he can have done it,” said Ed
with the tears in her eyes. “ He must have been1
and I am sure he is sorry for it now. Oh, sir!
uncle! won’t you let him off this time, and give hin
more chance? Think how his whole future will be bl
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 hke a rose.

« He is my cousin,” she answered, lookmg down,“ 8
has lived with us now for two years. 1t would be o
for both Aunt Maria ind me if Will were to be
prison—-—or transported. gt’ would affect our name, a
as yours, uncle.”.

“1 know that ; but I can’t cheat the law for m
eonvenience. Besxdes, the matter is out of my han
concerns the firm, and Messrs. Tyndal and Maste
resolved to prosecute him on their own account. §
young miscreant must be made an example cf, or ¥
have all the clerks in the office embezzhng and for 1

« XEvelyn did not answer him this txme She was ¥
stently.
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E'm sorry for you, child—that is, if you like the lad,”
kmed Mr. Caryll presently, *“ and if the matter had con-
ied myself alone, I might have granted your request.
fno one could save him from his just punishment now.
fhave given Him up to the law, and the law must take its
ise.  There’s no help for it. »
A nd when they find him. they will put him in pnson ?
bed Evelyn.
@ecidedly, and then transport him,” replied Mr.
fll ; ¢ and, after all, I think it’s the best thing they can
for "he’ll never be any good in England—you may take
ord for that. Did Miss Rayne send you to me?”
¥o, sir. I came of myself.”
ccause you thought I could save him ? ”
Because I thought you would tell me where he s,
ell, I don’t know, Evelyn, and Idon’t want to know.
n Liverpool, he'll be in custody to-morrow, there’s
fibt of that. And I don’t think he’s worth crying
ither. He’s a scygmp that’s worth no honest girl’s
‘“How old are you ?”
,a enteen, sir.”
d have youever been to school?”
l§, yes. Aunt Maria always sent me till last year.
fw 1 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
is my duty to help her as far as I can.”
fat’s 2 good girl. Well, dry your eyes and go home,
't waste any more tears over your Cousin William.
5 I may see your aunt and you, after a faw’ days,
jave no more time to talk to you now.”

king up his Sunday papers, Mr. Caryll buried his
pm view in them.
Fy well, uncle. Good mormng,” said Evelyn meekly,
purned away.
e closed the door behind her, and stepped into the
’f was met by Barnes.
ve qmte upsct the master, Miss, I can hear it in
of his voice,” he said, ¢ by your likeness to Master '
s Well, you are like him, there’s no denying it. 7
gen such a likeness in my life,” he continued, as he
put at the front door. But Evelyn scarcely heeded
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his rémark. Her heart was tpo full of Will. She on
wanted. to get away somewhere, and think over what sif
had heard. She wo%¥4 save him,-she kept on repeating
herself. Whatever the firm or the police might do, sk
would save Will at the risk of her own life. The fiy
public square she came to, she walked in and sat down o
a bench, and put her head down between her two hand
and thought -hard—Z%ard. What was the best thing to dof
Yet, when it was time fo walk home to the two o’clod
dinner, she had arrived at no satisfactory conclusion. B
when she handed up to Will the food she had manpaged
secrete for him, there was a little note in the parcel.

“Dear Will,” it ran, “keep up your spirits. I
‘turning over schemes in my mind for your escafpe, ard
am sure I shall succeed. Iwill tell you all to-night.—Ew

She had an extra source of annoyance that aftern
from the fact of her aunt having become acquainted v
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 news
her niece on her return home. But she was not satis
with Evelyn’s reception of it.

“Upon my word, I have no patience with you,”s
exclaimed at last. “ Here am I telling you that we b
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 murderc
our beds. A lad who’ll forge his master’s name would
anything. But he doesn’t enter my doors again, Evis
Rayne. If William Caryll comes knocking for admitt
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 himJ}
enough by to-morrow evening. The young wretch.” §
¢ Poor Will,” said Evelyn softly. -

«“Ah! poor Will, indeed! Poor Mr. Caryll, youn
who's lost fifty pounds and more by his wicked behaj
but there, I believe you'd pity Will if he was hangin
the gallows. I've no patience with you, Evelyn.
heart’s a deal too soft to go through the world with,
it'll bring you to trouble yet. Are you going to afte:
church ?” , . < e
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k No, aunt.. I'm- tired, I'd rather stay at homie and

: Ah, well ; read; or do anything rather than waste your.
¢ thinking of that scamp,” said Miss Rayne, as she left .
proom. -:
But Evelyn thought of nothing else, and by night-time
flbad ‘matured her plans. When all the house was
Bp, and she ventured to let Will enter her room again
e trap-door, she whispered to hit what had occurred
g her interview with their uncle. The lad’s look of
fess despair was a picture. L
gt's all over,” he gasped ; « they will trap me, as sure
n, and I shall be transported for life. Oh, Eve,
hall I do? What s#e27 1 do?
ush ! hush! dear Will. Don’t cry, or you will upset
titude as well. Listen to tne, dear. 7am going to.
rou ! ” . ’
fou, Eve! But how?” . .
ill not be an agreeable thing to do, I know, but*-
st do it if you want to escape. You mustput on 3
fny clothes.” .
onsense ; they will never fit me.” .
will make them fit you. I-have a dark winter suit in
X, and I am going to sit up all night and alter it.
S0 you must change the color of your hair.”
#w can I do that?” .
Ju have often laughed at poor auntie for dyeing her
jir brown. It is lucky for you now that she does s0.
ot the bottle out of her room, and I am going to
over-your head at once.”
ut his hands up to shield his golden locks.
bother, I can’t have that 5 you'll spoil my hair!”
med, in his conceit. A
oked at him with pitiful surprise.
can you think of your hairat a moment like this ?

l, if they take you they’ll shave it all off.”

e lengthened. : .
Iright, then ; go ahead, and getit over. But what
fdo next?” CoL
pProposal is this,” she whispered, as she began to
s hair with the brown dye ; “there are emigrant -
ping 1n the docks, Will, and two of them siil to-

- 1 have some money for you—fifteen pounds—

= R
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which I got by selling my mother’s jewellery, and 1 thi
your best plan will be to walk out of the house boldly
-soon as it is light, and make your way down to the dock
_and take your passage as a gir}, to America.”
“But they'll ask’ my name,” said Will in a vaa
- manner. ) :
« Oh, call yourself by any name,” cried Eve jmpatie
__« Ann Jones, Ellen Brown—what does it mattd
~careful not to betray ¥ . The offig
e on board to search the vessel,—they most]
yoﬁ play your part well, 1 think you willd
them. The great thing, Will, in a case like this is t0
bold. People take y much for what ¥
Gamble says they all believe you to be in hiding near
river. They won't suspect you of walkidg abroad in{
" light. .They think you woul ch afraid.
ou must go,,aboard the bigges ex
_ready to il I walked dowd to the
seen uncle this morning, to look at them. There’s
¢ Anna Maria’ and the Castle. Your
o by the ' You know where the tig
are sold? It won’t cost than six pounds;
if ‘any one asks you any uestions about yourseli
our brother’s out in New York, and sent the MODEY
for you to join him. But say as little as you need,
till you be well out to sea, for talking is dangerous, and
might make 2 slip of the tongue, an betray yourself
So Eve rambled on, as she dyed his hair, and com
till it was dry-
«Ip's lucky your hair curls,” she continued Prey
i more like a girl- ou'll
ill; and when Yyoug
! ‘own things again, the dy
soon wear off your hair, and leave it the right color
«1'd better take mY own things in 2 bundle, Eve.
«Ohno! that would be far too dangerous. Supy
,any one Saw them? ButI'll send them after you V
soon as I safely can, addressed in your own. name |
New York Customs House, and you can go an
_them—say in a fortnight's time. And, ‘meanwhil
> must buy yourself 2 suit on arrival.”
< «Fancy your selling your mother’s trinkets 10 il
on! Itwasa ally good of you, upon my word,’

.
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pon’t speak of it, Will ; T did it in hopes of getting
1 to satisfy Mr. Todson ; and at first; when I found
d paid him, I felt sorry—but now I am very, very .
What should we have done in this strait without - ° .
'y ? 2 -
1 hat, indeed? You have been my savior, Eve. I
Enever forget it. What can I do fo show my grati-

be down on the bed, Will, and have a good sleep,
b T prepare your clothes. You have a trying day
ou to-morrow. Get all the rest you can to-night.”

y down, as he had done the night before, looking
lngely unlike himself with his altered hair, and was
#st asleep.

Eve drew out her work-basket and her winter

d sat down and stitched for several hours, lengthen-

skirt, enlarging the band, and letting out the bodice

r cousin’s Jarger frame. By the time the day had -

she had everything ready for him, with a few

r change -put up in a bundle, and the precious

ereigns.in a purse. And then, before she waked
mbering youth, she knelt down beside him and |
pp a prayer from her- heart for his presgrvation.

bearing up so bravely for his sake, that*she did

how deeply his danger and their approachidg
were eating into her vdry soul.
up, Will,” she whispered presently, as she gently
n by the arm, “wake up. Five has just struck
wn clock. I am going into the next roomtill you
hed and dressed yourself, and when you want me,
y softly on the wall, and I shall hear you and
k again.” -
pped out of the room without her, shoes as she
d went into Will's empty apartment, whence she
th a heart beating with fear, for any sounds of
)ce amongst the rest of the household.. But all
fpothly.  Will washed and dressed himself, and
f his tap upon the intervening wall brought Eve
n to find him struggling with the buttons of her

But he was not so awkward as might have been

. - He had often posed as a woman for amateur

§s, and. knew something of the intricacies of a

grdrobe, When he ;vas fully equipped, he looked
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very rouch what he ptofessed tobe. His delicate featu
lent -themselves to his disguise, and his brown hair eff
tually' spoilt his likeness to Will Caryll. When he k
placed a dark brown straw hat over his curls, he made
very personable girl.
“Qughtn’t I to have a veil? ” he asked her.
¢ No, Will, it would only rouse suspxcwn. Girls who

out as emigrants don’t wear veils.” But pin this shi
over your shoulders. I'm afraid it will be very warm,}
it hides your figure, and you will find it useful on bo
Shlp And herg, is the money, dear, and some clean ln
in this bundle. ~“And now, Will, it must be a bold st
.for libexjty. I will go down ﬁrst, to make sure that aw
is still in bed, and then I will return for you.” She walj
downstairs as she spoke, passing her aunt’s door, and th
of the lodgers, but everything was still as death. “Ti
are all asleep,” she said, on returning, “and you will
take two minutes to descend the stairs, and I shall g
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 would be
dangerous.”

« All right,” said Will Caryll, * I am ready.”

But I?ere the girl’s fortitude gave way, and she turn
piteous face towards him.

¢ T 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 Ex
his arms, and they wept silently together.

“ Of course we shall,” he whispered presently ; «Is
be all right by-and- bye, Eve, and then I shall Send m

_home for you to come out and join me. For yous
forget that we are promised to each other—will you
Jthat we are td be husband and wife?”

“ Never—-never," she sobbed.

“ You are mine—as much as if I had married you,
—1I shall always consider that ; and if I don’t comel
for years, I shall expect to find you waiting for me.
shall for you. Will you swear to be falthful to me?”

¢ Oh, yes! I swearit!”

And if uncle comes round (as I daresa.y he will,
while) and sends for me home again, or if he dles
leaves me Mount Eden, we are to share 1t together, 4
we, Eve "

|
3
|
5
[
:
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Wes, dear, bul just now you must think only of your-
and your safety. You will be ‘careful, won’t you,
#2—and when you get work in America, you will keep
§ very straight, for my sake as well as your own?”
course I-will, Eve! This has been all a beastly
ike, I dssure you. If it hadn’t been for that interfer-
finpertinent old brute Gamble, I should have paid it
Bck again, and no one would have been the wiser.”
the last, and even in the crisis of his danger, Will
remained the same—obstinate, foolish, and self-
d—and yet Eve loved him.
#od bless you! God keep you, my darling!” she
» as she kissed him again and again. “ Itwould be
to keep you loriger—it* might imperil your safety.
£ a thousand mote 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, and
opened the bedroom door again and went down-
iil Caryll treading with her, step by step, so that
lescent sounded like that of ome. As they passed
Rayne’s door, they had a fright.
!” she called from her bed, “is that you?”
b aunt,” Eve replied, but she did not arrest her

are you up so early for? ”
jave a headache. I couldn’t sleep,” returned her
BWho, with Will Caryll, by this time had gained the
Bl as you are up, make me a cup of tea, my dear.
tthe toothache again, terribly.”
P right, auntie.  You shall have
poils,” said Eve,
e suspense she h
or, and threw it
i which they live

it as soon as the
as with a face as white as death
ad gone through, she unbolted the
open to the moring air. The
d was empty from one end to the

pointed silently to the Pavement, as thou

gh tq bid
p. He glanced about fearfully, on the look-out for
Pman. -

{brave !” she whispered,

“it is your only chance,




Go at once, and get clear of this house as soon as
sible.”

And then he wa.lked away, awkwardly enough with
bundle in his hand, and Eve gazed after him for a momg
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, 3
leant her head against it in a kind of dumb and hopej
pain.

“Eve! Eve!” called out Miss Rayne again; “u
am I to have that tea?”

Eve started from her stupor. Had she been leay
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 herag
room.

All 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 tea in her hand.

“Well! you /ave 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 been out of youw
all night? I expect you lie awake reading trashy n
and burning my candles, Evelyn Rayne, and I won't]
it, and so I warn you! Now, tell me-.the truth. ¥
have you been doing to yourself? ” -

¢ Nothing, auntie. But I have such a queer feels
my head,” *said the girl faintly, and the next minuy
ha.d fa.llen flat down on the floor, beside Miss Ra
bed. ’

“ Good gracious'! ” exclaimed the old lady, as she1
the tea all over herself, and scrambled out of bed
assistance, “Mercy on us! If she hasn’t fainted !”

1

v




CHAPTER VIIL

AN IMMENSE SURPRISE. .

did not hear the last of that unfortunate fainting

# 2 long time, mingled with the subject of Will Caryll’s
rdinary disappearance. It rung in her ears for days
o ds. g : ‘e
h anunheard-of-thing,” Miss Rayne would exclaim,
ou should faint. You’ve never fainted in your life
that I ever heard of, and here, on the very day

t gpod-for-nothing fellow, Will Caryll, disappears,
st needs tumble déwn by my bedside like a fine
fith the vapors ; it is very annoying of you, Evelyn.
kknow what Sarah can have thought of 'it, ¢ Lor,’
s to me, ‘here’s Miss Eve fainted straight off,
. William hasn’t been in his bed all night.” Such
pful proceedings! They really make me quite

ery sorry, aunt,” replied Evelyn, in a weak, low
ut 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
¥t hear of his misdoings! You encouraged him,
all his wickedness. I consider half his crimes
ibe laid at your door.” o -
pdon’t say that,” cried the girl in tears.  * I would
¥ed him from them at any cost, but I didn’t know
pantil it was too late.”
don’t ¢ry, 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 .
m Will Caryll. And where can he have hidden
this time? That's what beats me. Mr. Gam- -
B he can’t be in Liverpool, for the police have
il high and low, and went on board every ship in
ks. But (asI said) what was the use of that, for I
hadn’t any money on Saturday morning, because
i me to lend him twopence.” : .

2,
“a
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“What shlps did they search?” asked Evelyn bream
lessly.

“Lor, child, how can I tell you? They haven’t foung
him, more’s the pity.”

¢ Perhaps he has gone back to London, auntie.”

“ How could he get to London without money ?  Tha
- fainting fit has dazed your brain, Evelyn Rayne. Unles
indeed, he’s pawned his clothes. I turned out his roon
thi& moming, and I found nothing there but a few
collars. He’s taken his things with him—the ungratefy
scamp !”

“ Well, 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 mind1
run away all along. He was prepared for this, the villay
But a lad who could forge his master’s name wouldb
prepared for anything. Mr. Gamble says the police 4
convinced he is not in Liverpool, neither can they he
anything of him, so they are going to turn their attenti
to London. And they’ll soon catch him #%ere. . Theyy
got a full description of him, with his fine blue eyes, a
his curly, fair hair, and they won’t be long running hj
down, / bet. And the sooner he’s caught the better,
I. Mr. Gamble said he’ll be transported for it, and if}
was hung, I shouldn’t cry. He’s no good in the worl
and a deal better out of it.”

“ Oh, aunt, aunt, you are very hard on him,” exclain
Evelyn ; “can’t you make some allowance for his you
and his temptations? He has 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 hotj
“Good gracious me, that I should live to hear my o
flesh and blood standing up for a forger! Do you und
stand what forgery is, Evelyn Rayne, and that your
cousin, William Caryl], is no better than a common thie

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

“Oh, can’t we? That’s your opinion, is it? Bf
happen to have my own. And I'd like to see Will Ca
in , prison- to-morrow for defrauding such a good, &
uncle as Mr. Caryll has been to him. And to think
should have passed yox over—his own sister’s child

N
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sake of an ungrateful scamp like that. Well, I hope
fll see the mistake he’s made now. Better late than
Wer. Though, if you're. going to take to fainting fits,
felyn Rayne, I don’t know that he will gain much by the .
hange.  Fainting, indeed! I never heard of such non-
fise. /7 never fainted in my life, and I don't know by
k.t right you presumed to do so.” . :
1 won't do it again, auntie, I promise you,” said Eve
estly. ““ And it isn’t pleasant either. I felt ill all day
ards.”. ‘
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.” i
ran on Miss Rayne under the-excitement of young
By1l's misdeeds. - And Monday, and Tuesday, and Wed-
Hay passed without any news being gained of him.
#yn’s heart was singing a hymn of gratitude the while,
fhich the refrain was, “ He is safe,” for she had read in
Fal paper of the departure of both the * Anna Maria ”
the “ Nuremberg Castle,” so, in whichever vessel Will
rocured a berth, he had left Liverpool, and was on
vay to New York. The excitement and the dread of A
pvery kept her up for the first few days, but as the
@ wore to its close, and she realized that Will was
f:and there was no more immediate cause for fear, the
¥ their scparation, and the uncertainty of its duration,
#n upon her mind, and weighed her spirits to the very
pd. Everything seemed over. Even the clothes he
Behind him had been packed in a parcel and secretly
eyed to the luggage office, and booked for New York
bms House in his name. And then all was gone,
pt 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
s of her young lover as though he had been dead,
he burden was all the heavier to -bear, because she
fshamed to confess its weight to anyone. But she
thinner, and sallower, and more lanky, and her big,
reyes looked like two burnt holes in a blanket in the
of her yellow face. She did not work less in the
me, but she went about her business languidly and
grouble ; and crying half the night for her absent Will
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did not 1mprove 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 msxsted
her taking a walk for the "sake of her health, she alv
went straight to the churchyard to, weep on her mothd
grave, and renew the vow which she had made there
be faithful and true to Will forever. He would come b
some day—she was sure of that, however long it might
first—and when he came, he should find her just the sz
loving cousin from whom he had parted, even if the}
of both of them was grey. -

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

. ‘““Here yom are at last, Evelyn. What a time yof
been! I've been watching for you for the last halfhe

«“Qh, aunt, I @m sorry! Butisitlate? You told
to étay out till tea-time.”

““No, my dear, it’s not your faull. It's quite early
but I've a surprise for you. W%oe do_you think isn
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 yox.”

“ Me?” ejaculated Evelyn, her spirits sinking asi
remembered the interview in Birkenhead Square.
aunt, you must be mistaken.”

“Not at all. I've seen him myself; and he's doi
the honor to take a cup of tea with us. Now, run u
make yourself tidy, and come down as quickly as you{

Evclyn did not expostulate further. She had
agreeably dlsappomted by her first view of her uncl
was not afraid to meet him again. Only she dreadd
he should have come expressly to discuss poor Wills
quencies, and’ try. to find out more about him anf
mysterious escape. And Evelyn felt that she hadj
not be subjected to a cross-examination under thei

those two keen grey eyes that sparkled under Mr.
bushy brows. ‘However, she bathed her face and b
her hair, and descended to the little parlor. Ifit
be done, it would gain no improvement from delay.

.
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i Roger Caryll, dressed in a complete suit of dark-
Biriczc, was occupying their solitary arm-chair, and’
Bz a cup of tea handed him by Miss Rayne. He
i very old and bent, but not so untidy as he had done
Bown house, and his eyes kept on turning expectantly
s the door, whilst he scarcely heard or listened to
ghning list of compliments with which his hostess was
fining him. For Miss Rayne was hoping all sorts
Jl things from this unexpected visit, though she had
a in what it would really result. -
d evening, uncle,” said Evelyn deferéntially, as
ed the room. .
as looking her very worst, poor child, with a pale
dark rims under her eyes. and clad in a stuff dress
est shade of brown.
oa! what's the matter? Have you been ill?” °
Mr. Caryll, peering at her through his spectacles.
has 7ot been well this last week or two—far
plied Miss Rayne ; “she wants change of air, I
od many things that I can’t give her, Mr. Caryll,
fiust well know, however-good my will may be.”
Bought that since Mr. Caryll was there, she might
it him in remembrance that he had a niece as well
w.
e—of course—naturally,” he said, in answer
rk, and then he turned to Evelyn. “Well, and
oor Mary’s child ?”
she is ; and we've always considered ge'r very
t dear mother,” interposed Miss Rayne.® « She’s
pCaryll, isn’t she, sir?”
Q¢ man’s brow contracted with pain, but he forced
P look at the girl. '
he said, after a pause, “you are right. Sheisa
tyll.  There was a timé when I was very fond
T, Miss Rayne.” e '
Ise, sir, naturally. And I am sure poor Mary
Ind respected you to the last day of her life.”
$h this girl had been a lad, that I might have put
¥ Place of that young rascal who has just run away
fcontinued Mr. Caryll. “ It seems bard he should
E so, Miss Rayne, for I am a lonely ‘man now, .
few relations left.”
shamefiil—disgraceful—the basest ingratitude 1




" MOUNT EDEN.

exclanned Miss Rayne ; “and I hope he’ll get his deserts
“sir.”
“Yes, he will repent 1t more than I shall, you may i
* sure of that, for I never quite took to the lad. He dide
remind me of my brother a bit. Edward had dark ey
and hair, like Mary and myself, and this girl here. Tha
lad William was the image of his mother. He didn’t looj
like a Caryll to me. However, he’s gone, and there’s
end of it. He w1ll never be able to show his face in thy
country again.”

“What! Never 7” cried Evelyn, ‘startled out of he
reserve.

« Certainly not—unless he wishes to be arrested for fo

- gery. The warrant is out against him,-and will be avai
ble at any time of his existence. But don’tlet us speak
him. I wish to forget that he ever lived, and if I cou
take the name of Caryll from him I would. But I 4
growing an old man now, Miss Rayne, and these I
events have somewhat shaken me. T have been talking
my partners about quitting the firm.” There is no neq
sity for my remaining in business. I have more mon
than I shall ever need, and I begin to feel my infirmitd
So I have decided to live for the future at my count
house. Perhaps you have heard ‘that I have a place
Hampshire called Mount Eden—"

«“ Heard, Mr. Caryll!” exclaimed Miss Rayne enth ‘
astically, “ who has 7ot heard of Mount Eden? Aad ol
sir,—years,ago—I had the honor to pay you a visit i
with my poor brother,—Evelyn’s father,—and I have alw
spoken of it since as a perfect little paradise. Haven!
Evelyn?”

“Yes, it's a fine place—a very fine place—but it’s b

» shut up fora long time,” said Mr. Carlyl, with a deep st
«“I have not had the courage to occupy it; but I th

- 1 am stronger now that my time is so nearly come.
am going back there very shortly ; but it’s too big a hos
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 2
quiet—and she’ll look after me, perhaps, and keep med
pany, and make the house more cheerful. Would you
disposed to part with her?”

Miss Rayne clasped her hands, and Traised her eys
gratitude.

%

;
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EOh, Mr. Caryll, it's what I have prayed for! I've
#ly broken my heart seeing you lavish ail your favors -
jp-that worthless Will Caryll, whilst you didn’t seem to
f a thought for your own sister’s child. And she’s a
Bl girl, too, though / say it ; s4¢'2/ never requite you
B ingratitude. I've brought her up since she was eight
s old, and know every bit of her. And I feel proud,
fghat you should have thought of her name. Evelyn,
filear, why don’t you thank your good uncle for his
grous offer?” -
it Evelyn was standing before them, dazed and be- -
fered.  She had hardly understood Mr. Caryll’s mean-
gantil her aunt replied to it. But now the truth sud-
Y flashed upon her. She was dgg leave the little
j¢—dirty and dingy, but which hadbeen her home for
flong years, and held all the sweet memories of her
fove and her first grief, and her kind, fidgety aunt,
fiad never really been harsh or unjust to her, and her’,
Br's grave, and the town where she had hoped to live :
Will returned to her—and to go to a strange place,
Bigst strange people, with this gruff old.uncle, of whom .
fnew nothing, except that he was Will’s enemy—and
2 hotse where Will would never dare to come for
e or relief. Oh, no, no ! she could not do it.
gt was her first impression, and she fell weeping on
nt’s neck and told her so.
puntie, I don’t want to leave you. Let me stay here.
send me away from home.” .
jis Rayne was horrified in her turn. - She saw all Mr.
I’s good intentions melting into thin air beneath this
p eful rejoinder, and Evelyn left on her hands for

pvelyn, I'm ashamed of you! What will your uncle
g= of such rudeness? Home, indeed! What home
syou find like Mount Eden? And every comfort and
into the bargain. Well, I never! Ibelieve you're
fto turn out as badly as your cousin, and ingratitude
frun in the blood.” .
h, aunt, T am not ungrateful | Please, sir, turning
f uncle, “don’t think so ; but I have lived with auntie
i1 was a little child. She has been like a second
to me, and if I leave her now, wko will help her -
the 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
1+ Mr. Caryll appeared moved. .

“QOh, my dear, my dear,” cried the former, throwiy
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 yo
good, Evelyn—it’s for your good! I might go any dy
and I've nothing to leave behind me except these few d
sticks, and you're too young, by a score of years, to ke
a house like this by yourself. So, though I shall feel
separation, ‘especially at first, I shall be glad and happy
think you're provided for, and I’ve no one but myself
think of.”

- Evelyn looked up, mystified, through her tears.

“ Do you mean you will 7ea/ly be happier without
auntie ? ” she said, in a voice of pain. :

“Well, no, my dear—not exactly z%iaf perhaps—y
more comfortable and easy with regard to the future. !
you needn’t fret about the extra work, Evelyn, becau
you go ta live with your uncle, I shall be able to keey
second servant, you know, and save myself from evg

- thing but theé*housekeeping. . And then, when you cd
to see me, once in a way, you will find I have all the m
time to attend to you, and hear what you may have

”

say o o~ .
‘Evelyn stood by the table, silent and thoughtful. §
saw plainly now that her place would be preferable toi
company.

« Well, what do you say?” inquired Ler uncle preser
¢Js it to be or not to be? I don’t want to take you
Mount Eden against your will, but I think you will fin
is to your advantage. You don’t look strong, and
country air will do you good. Do you love the countr

% Oh, dearly,” exclaimed the girl, brightening up;

I have never seen it since my mother died. I love
flowers, and the trees, and the birds—and everything
only wanted to stay in Liverpool because it is my hor

«But it should never have been your home, E
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 al
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€1 know, and perhaps I deserve it (for the circum-
s of my life have been enough to harden me), but
Be has ever said I am injust. If Evelyn decides to
Bwith me—"
#h, sir, it 7s decided,” interrupted Miss Rayne. “«I
fin’t let her refuse such a noble offer for all the
ertheless, she is old enough t6 know her own mind,
11 not take her away against her will ; but should
de to live with me, I am prepared to make it worth
e. I will engage myself to give her the advantages.
ng her education, and to provide for her main-
e after my death. In return, I ask for her compa-
—that is all. If more follows, it must come spon-
y. I have outlived all my natural affections, and
at love can neither be purchased nor cajoled. But
fthink, from what I have seen of my niece, that she
jrse meﬁer,duty.” ) X
- she will Jove you, sir, dearly,” exclaimed Miss
S'with ready assurance, -

pEvelyn was silent.
Y

yn is not so sure of it,” remarked. Mr. Caryll

, 1 raised her soft eyes, dim with crying, to his
7 . .

Bn’'t feel as if I was sure of anything, uncle,” she
aply ; “it is all such a wonderful surprise to me.
th grateful for your kindness,—indeed I am,—and

o to Mount Eden with you if you wish-me to do _

pish it all the more because you. say so little,”
EMr. Caryll; 1 have lived long enough to lose all
i protestations.  And if you will try to be happy,
. I will try to make yox{ so. Now, the weather is
¥ery warm, and I am feeling it, and am anxious to
o 1 think of leaving Liverpool in about a week. I
Eyou haven’t many preparations to make ? ”
f sir, the poor child has next to nothing to pack up.
Enever been fed notr- clothed as befits one of your
but it is not my fault. With such a limited in--

Inderstand that, madam,” replied Mr. Caryll,
hpatiently ; “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 Mount Eden to-morr
week. When she has been there a month or two she sh;
write and tell you how she likes it. And if it doesn’t tug
out according to her expectations, we’ll think of son
other plan for her. But if she loves a country hfe, I thiy
she will find plenty of things to interest her there.”

«I am sure she will,” reiterated Aunt Maria.

Mr. Caryll rose with some dlfﬁcu}ty from his chair, a
prepared to leave them. L

“I'm getting very stiff and old,” he said, “and I thi
it is about time I left off work. ~Well, }j‘velyn, my dey
will you give me a kiss, and tell me you are not afraidg
me?”

¢« Qh, no, uncle, I amnotafraid of you,—not a bit,—and
hope that I may be of use to you.”

“Be a comfort to me, my dear—that’s what I waj
most of all—a little comfort,” said Mr. Caryll sighiy
“Well, good evening, Miss Rayne, and let her be read
by the appomted time. I will write you particulars concen
ing the time of starting.”

And with these words he hobbled away. As soon asith
door had closed after him, Miss Rayne examined the paci
he had left with her. )

“ Oh, my dear,” she cried, “it’s twergty pounds! Twen
whole pounds to buy. you,frocks, and boots, and hats tog
down to Mount Eden in! How very, wery generoi
Why, you’ll look like a queen. Evelyn,I wish I co
you appreciate your good luck.”

«“1 do appreciate 1t, auntie, in a measure, ‘bu
new and sudden. I cannot reconcile myseif
yet.. Yes, he és generous, certainly, butsoareyd
pounds is not so much to Uncle Roger as twenty shillig
would be to you.  And yet you have kept me for nine lox
years. Oh, auntje, I cannot forget all in a ‘minute hot
. ‘good you have been to me.’ .

And Evelyn’s grateful tears overflowed again.

“ Well, my dear, you've repaid me over and over ; au
it's been a pleasure as well as a duty, so say no more abod
it. | My poor brother wouldn’t have rested in his grave if
hadn’t promised him to look after his little daughter. Bu
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Ris such 4 grind opening for you, Evelyn. If it tore

fhedrt in pie%:i to part with you, I couldn’t reconcile it

fi'my conscience to keep you here. Why, your uncle

¥ leave you Mount Eden and all his fortune. Why not?

Ere’s no one to stand between you, and he seems to have

en quite a fancy to you. And if it ever comes to pass, -

j won’t forget your old auntie, I know.” - Ty

ENever ! never !”" cried Evelyn, clinging to her. -

Well, that'll be better for me,.you see, than ending
ys here. So you must try and look on itin that

g, and think of the good you may be able to do to-

ers as well as yourself; and you’ll soon-see it is your -

by to do all you can to please  and satisfy your uncle.”

fhe 2id think of it. Her thoughts flew forward to the

e when Will might return to England, homeless and

piless, and it might be her pride and pleasure to be

b 'to say to him, “ Come and share all my good things

2

me.” Indeed, the maintenance  which Mr. Caryll
promised to provide for her might prove the best and
 means to bring her and her absent cousin together :
Fhis prospect, together with the beautiful elasticity of a
pthful temperament, and the curiosity which she could
E help feeling with respect to her new life, soon dried
elyn’s tears, and when the day arrived for her to go with . -
k- Caryll, her farewell gréeting to her:Aunt Maria, though
| of warm affection, had no ring of despair in it.

———

CHAPTER IX.
j " A LITTLE COMFORTER.

Iss RAYNE had not exaggerated when she called Mount

fen a little paradise. Evelyn’s first view of it made her

id her breath with surprise. She had endured a long
ki dusty journey down from Liverpool to St. Mary Ottery,

Rich even the luxury of a first-class carriage, and the pile
illustrated newspapers which Mr. Caryll had bought to
guilg the way, had had little power to mitigate the fatigue

d inconvenierkce of. It was far better when they reached

p nearest station to Mount Eden, and found a handsome
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barouche and pair of horses waiting for them. The coql
and balmy 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 wereankle deep in rich grass, on which
dappled cows, and sheep, and young horses were luxuriat-
ing. Everynow and then a laborer going hcme from werk
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
swiftly past. Evelyn’s heart began to swell with various]
emotions. The pleasure of the present mingled with the
indelible memory of the past, till she hardly knew whether
she should laugh or cry, and she wished her uncle would
speak to her, and turn her thoughts into another direction.
At last the carriage\made a bold sweep, and turned into
the park-gates of Mount Eden. The lodge-keeper had
heard the wheels long"before they were in sight, and was
holding open the gates in readiness for 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 wete 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 roats, the spotted deer (startled by the.unusual
sound of wheels) rose up, and stared with their innocent;
wondering eyes for a moment, before they leapt overal
intervening obstacles, and fled to a more segluded sheltﬁ,
The blue speedwell, aiid scarlet pimpernel, and ﬂovyxi;i
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ks fringed the way, whilst here and there a blossoming
jb made a spot of brightness amidst the pleasant

FUncle ! uncle!” cried Evelyn, forgetting her shyness in
Adelightful scene around her; “look at the little rabbits
jree—four of them—jumping out of *that yellow gorse
bd oh! what a beautiful bird! Whatever is it? ” she
Binued, as a cock pheasant rose with a loud “ whirr,”
Edisplayed his glistening plumage of gold, and red, and

Bie turned towards Mr. Caryll as she spoke, laying her
B upon his arm ; but his head had sunk upon his breast,
Phis face was almost hidden from view. Recollection
Etoo much for him. The sight of Mount Eden, with
familiar paths, through which he had wandered with
fead wife and his poor drowned boy, was cutting his
Bd heart like a knife. At that moment he doubted
fisdom of ever having returned to the pla‘ce. Evelyn

flarmed. She feared he must be ill. .
Are you not well, uncle? ” she asked : “does your hea.d.

Not my head, child—my heart. But there, I must
je it off. I have no right to bring you here to share
melancholy. Yes, it is a lovely place, Evelyn, and
Wwill be able to rove through it as you choose. Nothing
harm you here. You will have plenty of room to play
ind companions too. I mustn’t cloud your young-life
fuse mine is gloomy.” -
But, uncle,” said Eve timidly, “I have come to be your
panion. If I may walk with you and wait on you I
Fnot be dull. And I am too old to plzy,” she con-
kd, drawing herself up; “I was seventeen last birth-

Beventeen, he repeated sadly, gazing at her. ¢ Seven-
Yes, that is a great and responsible age, and I was
if to speak about playing. But how about the educa-
velyn? We mustn’t neglect that.”
am afraid I am very ignorant, uncle, and have a lot
hrn. I know nothing about. French or music. I can
nd.cook, and clean, but auntie thought if I could do
bund’ read, and write, and cast up accounts, it would
Jough for me. She never thought I should come to
R Mount Eden.”

[
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© «Never ‘mind, my dear,” teplied Mr. Caryll kindly.
«“You know the most useful things, after all, and the rest
is easily managed.. But here is the big house, as they cal
it about here. How do you like the look of your ney
home, Evelyn?”

« Oh, uncle, it is beautiful—magnificcnt! 1 never say
any house like it in my life before. And did you buildj
all yourself?” :

“Yes; I built it myself,” replied Mr. Caryll, with

" heavy sigh. )

How well he remembered what his wife—the love of by
life—had said when she first saw the completed mansia
and what plans for future happiness within its walls the
had laid together. And now his Marian was sleeping in i
churchyard of St Mary Ottery, and his son—the prided
his old age—was food for the fishes in the Brazilian sez
Oh, it was hard—bitterly hard—to have been made t
sport of fate in such a remorseless manner. As he stepps
from his carriage to enter the hall, where the servan
heéaded by Mrs. Wedderburn, the housekeeper, were wa
ing to receive him, Evelyn thought he looked much ol&
and more decrepid than he had done in Liverpool, iy

. that might have been only the effects of the long journey.

- «Mrs. Wedderburn,” he said, as the housekeep
advanced to assist him, “this is my niece, Miss Eveij
* Rayne—my poor sister’s daughter, you.may remember
who will live with me for the future at Mount Eden.
seem to have forgotten the names and situations of 4
rooms_here—my mind is a little hazy on that point;
you'll sée that Miss Rayne has a nice one, and every atf
tion, till I can arrange matters.” )

“Certainly, Mr. Caryll; and for yourself, you- wa
prefer, perhaps, not-to occupy the old suite?”

“Yes, yes, yes. Where else should I go? Whered
should I go?” he reiterated, in a dazed and uncer
manner. o .

_After which, Evelyn was scarcely surprised to hear
her uncle did not feel well enough to come downst
"again that evening, but would take some. refreshment it
own room. % . 7

“Poor dear gentleman,” quoth Mrs. Wedderburn, as
hovered about Evelyn's supper-table, and piled daintie
her plate, “ ke must feel coming back to this plage tert
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happy as they was here, he and the mistress, and so
ging gtl:ytheir li}t,tlg son. It's hard for him to be left

e after all.” ' .
¥ Poor uncle,” acquiesced Evelyn compassionately.  Yes,
fhust be a sad home-coming for him. And did you
w my aunt and my Cousin Hugh, Mrs. Wedderburn ?”
o 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.
Kiderbysn, and didn’t return here till the house was

bty, so’'T hadn’t seen Master Hugh since he was a baby. - l

t'when they told me as he had been drownded, I cried
ka child myself. Such a bonnie little lad as he was.
F:put me powerfully in mind of him, Miss.”

IS0 uncle’s setvant, Barnes, says. I suppose that is
ancle took asfancy to me. I never expected to come
kg at Mount Lden.” .

yell, it's a surpris?e, too, Miss ; though who has
-right to be remembered by him than his own sister’s
But we heard down here as Mr. Caryll had adopted
iEdward’s boy instead of Master Hugh, and meant to
. him all his. money, same as if he had been his son. .
Jou know him, Miss? and is the young gentleman
. to be here as well?”

felyn blushed and stammered, but was loyal to her
ot lover. . ' ‘
es, of course; I know him. He'is my first cousin, you

i, Mrs. Wedderburn, but I am sorry to say that uncle
e have had a misunderstanding.”

or ! 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

padstrong and mischievous at times, and I-daresay it
jpon blow over.”. ’

elyn was silent.
Ethe young gentleman at Liverpool, Miss ? ” said the
geeper inquisitively.
P, Mrs. Wedderburn, he has left, and I don’t know:
ghe may be at present. And I don’t think Uncle
gwould like it talked about, because he never men-
e subject himself.” .

- well lif some lose, others will win,” replied Wedder-
Facularly; ¢ and there’s no deubt that the more one
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looks at you, the more you remind one of poor Masty
Hugh.- So I hope you'll be-a comfort to the master, Mig;
for the poor gentlemamneeds it.”
ut from that day, though Evelyn’s life was full of eas
and luxury, it was very dull. At first she thought sh
could never be tired of roaming over the beautify
Hampshire hills, and through the rich pasture lang
and water meadows, or sitting, lost in the recesses ¢
the park, listening to the sounds, and inhaling the scent
by which she was surrounded. But after a while she by
' came so accustomed to the monotony of her new life, thd
she began to miss the variety of the old one. Cooki
dinners, and running messages, and mending clothes m
not be interesting, but it is more suitable employment f
a gregarious animal than solitary brooding. And M
Caryll shut himself up almost entirely in his own roof
The return to the scene of all his joys and disappointmeng
had brought memory back in such a flood upon his mi
as almost to overwhelm him, and he found himself quj
unequal to the task which he had set himself to do. It
true 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 his mercantile interests had keptJ8
his health and spirits far more than he had given it crd
for, and with its cessation they both seemed to fail. i
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 resid
governess to finish her education, and gave her every o
advantage which money could procure. But the girl by
to sicken in an atmosphere so artificial to her. Shelo
the country, but she hated her own company, and loof
back with longing to the days when Aunt Maria had scolf
her for burning the toast, or staying too long at mad
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, and 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.
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day these thoughts had so overcome her, and the
hat Will and she were parted for all their lives bore
forcibly-upen her mind, that the poor child could find

Rlief except in tears. She had wandered to.a part of

Bark which was called “ The Fairy Dell,” on account

g way in which the trees were interlaced above it, and

vely carpet of moss and ferns that was spread beneath

f There was a tiny stream of water, too; fringed with

B-me-nots, that ran through the “fairy dell,” and.a

pin the clasping branches overhead, that.let in the

ks of sunshine to prevent its looking gloomy. Evelyn
ingled this out as her favorite spot from the first
ent she had seen it, and generally sought it as soon as
mnd herself alone. But to-day she could not see its
3 Mr. Caryll had made some remark at breakfast-
Pout the impossibility of her truant cousin ever seeing
8d again, and the truth had pierced into her heart.
id been careless and inattentive to her lessons, and
fiddleton had rebuked her sharply. So everything
bne wrong that morning, and poor Evelyn was long-
¥ the dust and the grime of Liverpool, and the days
ishe had had Will’s socks to darn, and shirts to mend,
Bd looked forward to a future spent in work for him.
as grateful to her uncle, and she respected her
ess, but she could not love either of them as she had’
her fussy but good-natured Aunt Maria, nor her
jg Will. So, wl(egn she reached the fairy dell, her tears
:to flow freely, until she lost all restraint over herself,
bbbed aloud, with her face buried in her-hands.
Fhy do you cry?” demanded a child’s voice close to
yn looked up in amazement.

@he fairy dell, with her hands full of blue forget-me-
jood the loveliest little girl she had ever seen. In
fween six and seven years old, her flaxen hair curled
jin silk about her face and shouldets, and her large
yes, shaded by dark lashes, looked out at Evelyn
¥y from a complexion of milk and roses. Her dress
B that she belonged to a high station in life, though

enciennes lace and silk ribbons had suffered sadly
pntact with the long grass and low bushes of the
gBut Evelyn saw nothing but the face—the charming,
like face—that beamed on her like that of a little
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“ Oh, you darling ! ” she exclaimed. ¢ Where did y
come from? What is your name? ”

“I'm Aggie, and I've run away,” replied the little o
with infantine glee.

Evelyn forgot her own troubles at once. From the ny
ment she first saw little Agnes she concelved an affectis
for her.

¢“ But where have you run from, my da.rhng? ” she sa
holding out her arms. ¢ Come nearer—don’t be afraid
me—and tell me where you live.”

“I'm not afraid,” replied the child, boldlf drawing cly
to her new fnend and gazing up into her face. ¢
Aggie, and I live over there,” waving her hand in a vag
manner about her head. « But you mustn’t cry; {
naughty. I'll kiss it all away.”

And, suiting the action to the word, the little one rai
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 s
which she was surrounded, and the child’s sympathy touc
her deeply. She opened her arms suddenly, and clasy
her to her bosom with an intuition that they would If
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 Feat
stone Hall, a place about a mile distant from Mount E
How she had strayed away from her nurses, and found
way into Mr. Caryll’s park, was never plainly made kno
but Evelyn, after taking her up to the big house, hal
. pleasure of restoring her to her parents, who were in t4

at her loss, and never forgot the service rendered ti¢
and from that time scarcely a day passed that Evely
not contrive to meet her little friend.

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

It is unnecessary to dwell much longer on this, thes
uneventful portion of her life. Under the able direfg

_ of Miss Middleton, she greatly improved in appear
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hanners, anid accomplishments ; and two years after
jent to live at Mount Eden, one would hardly have
Bnized her as the half-grown, half-clothed, half-educated
Pavho 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
thetic condition into which he had fallen on return-
5 Mount Eden, and only changed it to become a help-
aralytic, who was wheeled about the grounds of his
- more dead than alive, and apparently took no
E of anything around him.
[ all this time there had been no news received of
61t from Wilkiam Caryll. From the time he had dis-
gted from Liverpool, he had been as one dead to all
left behind him, and forgotten by all into the bar-
fexcept the faithful heart of Evelyn Rayne. She had
for his loss until the fountain of her ‘tears was dry;
Bl she would not believe but that he would return
Hay to claim her as his own. .
kn Evelyn was nineteen, Miss Middleton left her.
bonsidered her pupil’s education was finished, and
:was time she assumed her position as head of her
I8 household. But a very few weeks after this
be had been made, the most unexpected event of our
life occurred to her. .
fcame down to breakfast one morning to be told by
IWedderburn that Mr. Caryll was no more. He had
found dead in his bed when his attendant went to
him. ma
yn received the news as any young girl would have
f-with a terrible sense of horror and bereavement.
ould have sent at once for her Aunt Maria to keep
fompany, but, alas! poor Miss Rayne (who had
f: forward to that day as one in which Evelyn would
Pget her) had joined the great majority six months
y.and her niece felt utterly alone. »
came the funeral, and the lawyers, and the will ;
e heard, to her amazement, that instead of a legacy,
ghad expected, she was left (failing the return of her
g Hugh) the sole inheritrix of .that vast estate, with
Lthousand a year to keep it up on. .
irst the poor child felt anything but elated or happy
jgood fortune. Whilst every one was congratulat- -
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ing or envying her, she was wondering what she should d
with such a responsibility upon her shoulders, or how she
could ever make up her mind to live at Mount Eden alone,
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’ wx
looking after its interests and increasing its value, not fu
herself, but him.

And so she lived 'and acted, though without a word a
.token from the man she still believed in ; yet with full faith
that time alone was needed to restore them to each othe
—auntil we meet her again.

CHAPTER X.
' THE CAPTAIN AND VERNON.

« I poN’T believe,” said Captain Philip, as he stretch
" himself with more pleasure than prudence on the thym
scented, moss-enamelled turf; “ 1 don’t believe, if yo
were to search all England—or the world itself, for th]
matter—you could find a lovelier spot than Mourt Eden
«1 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 az
fertile pasture lands. . . )

It was spring. ‘The trees had just assumesd a mantled
tender green, and the lilacs and laburnums were in bl
som. The meadows were sprinkled with buttercups @
daisies, amongst which the young lambs skipped and ga

, bolled together until recalled by a warning cry from thiie
mothers: By every hedgerow, and behind each meg
" grown boulder, peeped infant ferns and tiny lichens, whi
yellow primroses, with their wide-open, innocent ey
were planted in the grass like gems.
John Vernon, fresh home from sea, stood by the ¢
tain’s side, with his sunburnt face and, curly head unc
ered, looking as if he could never be satiated withd
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kral beauties that surrounded him. . All breathed of life
®ung, hopeful life—vigor, health, and purity, and one
&t well be forgiven for forgetting—if only for 2 moment
Bat such ugly things as death and dishonor cast their
@ows over a world so fair. .
is lovely,” continued Vernon presently— exqui-
and unmitigatedly lovely. We’'ve knocked about a
fogether, Captain Philip, and we've seen some grand
jery in India and Australia, on the Himalaya Moun-
§, and in the bush, but nothing to beat this. Just look

Bose uplands to the left. When the brceze ripples

figh the young blades of grass, you might fancy you

on the sea ggain. What splendid timber there is on

Bstate, too, and what rich pasturage ! I counted thirty
-in that field yonder.” .

k- daresay,” rejoined the captain carelessly ; “and
xot the half of the milking herd. A good deal of
'venues of Mount Eden are derived from its dairy and
broduce. I could hardly tell you, without reference
books, how many head of cattle we send up to the
fon market annually.”
tich a place must be worth thousands a year.”

R is worth fifteen thousand, or thereabouts.”
ind it all belongs to a bit of a girl! How absurd it

" said Vernon, who considered the Salic law as a
finjury to the stronger sex. '
ptain Philip laughed. - ’
our description hardly applies to Miss Rayne. In
pst place, she is a woman who has left her girlhood
id her. In the second, she is a very tall and dignified

h, I see! An old maid.”
fardly that either,” returned the captain drily;
& Rayne was twenty-seven, I believe, on her last
jay. But she is quite equal to managing her own
.and wields her sceptre over Mount Eden royally.”
fptain Philip,” said the younger man, after a pause,
fou forgive me for saying something? This is a
ful country and a charming estate. I can admire it
th as you do, and after knocking about at sea fot
g three years, the rest and the change are but too.

ful. Yet I could not endure it for always. Ishould - .-
he excitement and active work of our professi’on.-/
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This peaceful, uneventful life would pall upon me, and
cannot inderstand your having chucked up the services
suddenly, to bury yourself down here.

John Vernon was a young fellow of perlmps two-an
twenty, who had had but little experience of life. It
not, therefore, strike him as anyting strange that Capia
Phlhp should busy himselfin filling and lighting a pip
before he answered his observation.

“ My boy,” he said, when he did speak, “I never can
for the service as you do 1 entered it before I knew wh
I was about, or' what lay before me, and I stayed in
because there was no other opening for me. But it v
never a profession to my taste.”

« And yet you were always quoted to me as suchana
cellent seaman, with a perfect knowledge of your dutie
replied Vernon, in a tone of disappointment.

«T tried to do my duty, Jack, whilst I remained inj
and probably, had this billet not been offered to me§
"might have been in the merchant service to this day. B
—but—well, I don’t mind telling you, lad, that I«
brought up in a higher social 'sphere, and that the mo
atmosphere and surroundings of a seafaring life were nex
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 elemd
at sea, and you'will go on till you reach the top of the 't
1 shall see you, if I live, with a ship or two of - your ¢
by-and-hye, whilst I am still checking the farrief’s ahd cof
chandler’s accounts for ' Mount Eden.”

“ Anid you can prefer such work,™ exclaimed Ver
rither contemptuously, ¢ to the glonous excitcment
riding over the waves, and the substantial tencfi
trading with foreign countries? Captain Philip, I can
understand it. To live all alone in that little coty
pretty as it may-be, and spend one’s life in looking s
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.”

““ And to me it is paradise. Therein lies the differend
replied Captain Philip calmly, puiling at his pipe. 1}
my own company, Vernon, and I love Mount Eden.
pipe is sufficient society for me, as a rule, and I like tof
that I am directing the management of this vast .es
and making it yield all the profit of whxch itis capable.
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What is your interest init?” demanded Vernon curtly.
companion started. o
Wy interest ! Why, that of land-agent and overseer,

sure. What otherinterest could Thave? I am Miss
me’s servant, but I am also her right hand and confi-
fial adviser ; and I don’t think she would find it easy to
ce me. I have the same interest in Mount Eden that
kd in my ship; I want to do my duty by it. That is

But you knew this part of Hampshire before you came
gount Eden, captain?”
PVho told you so? ” .
& guessed it from your evident familiarity with every-
g about you. One does not gain ‘such a thorough
fledge of the soil and the idiosyncrasies of the people
gwelvemonth.” _
Well, I was in the county as a boy—in fact, I was
f.in Hampshire,” said Captain Philip, somewhat
fantly ; “but that fact could have no power to keep
: my present position, for I left it too early to have
bed any serviceable knowledge. And I have no
fiving here now—none whatever.”
u have such a snug berth, and you seem so deter-
f to keep it, captain,” said the younger man laughing,
it I expect you have soine fair lady in your mind’s eye,
fwe shall hear of a wedding at Mount Eden before
-back in port again.” .
fptain  Philip colored ruddily through his bronzed
5 he had not yet lost the capacity to blush. ~ Although~
@d held the rank of captain in the merchant service
bg two voyages, he was not more than five-and-thirty,
it would have been difficult to find a better-looking
igroom for any girl about Mount Eden.
gl and muscular, with a face from which the sunburn
posure was but partially removed, and a brown beard,
gand crisp, that lay upon his chest, Captain Philip
g fine specimen of a powerful and well-built English-
- His nose wasa trifle heavy, perhaps, and his mouth,
the luxuriance of,his moustaches, was an unknown
%, but he had a pair of honest, kind, grey eyes, that
F have redeemed a far plainer physiognomy. It was
kindness that had made him ask this young fellow
jn down to spend his time on shore in Hampshire.
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He 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 hj
brief holiday.

But he hardly thought that he would have brought hig
so'sternly to book for having become Miss Rayne’s lang
agent ; a captain on board ship and a captain on shore ar
two such very different things.

“ Let us stroll towards the stables, Jack, ”'he said, as
rose to his feet, more with a view to changing the conve
sation than any other motive: I have a word to say
the coachman about his corn bill. It takes a man’s whol
time to prevent these servants cheating. Their mor
obliquity is remarkable. There are some articles,
annex which you can no more convince theni is robbey
than that they have no right to the .warmth of the su
and others, aga.m, they would not touch if their live
depended on it.”

“Does Miss Rayne keep many horses?” demande
Vernon.

“Thirty, or so, with the farm horses. She could d
with less; but she is very generous, as ‘well as kind
hearted, and she is devoted to her animals. She woulj
* no more overwork a horse than she would a fellow-creatur
And she is very decided into the bargain. Itis of no uy
remonstrating with her against what she considers righ
She wil/ have her own way.”

- % Well, she has nothing apparently to spend her mone
on except her whims. It does seem so strange to me,
woman having such a fortune under her control. It does
seem right at all. How did she come by it?”

“In the usual way. She inherited under her late uncle!
will.”

“But was there no man to take it? Has she no rél4
tives? ”

“ Not in her generatlon—-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 merchay
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 eagerl

¢ I don’t know,” replied Captain Philip lacomcally

“Isn’t she engaged to be married?”




« I don’t know,” repea.ted the captam. S
# « How strange. I' should have .thought the fellows
uld have jumped ut her, with all‘that money. -Is she
andsome
¢ You might not call her so, Jack.”
¢ What, with fifteen thousand a year! Why, 7 should
her handsome if she were as black as those African
omen who used to come aboard to sell us porcupine
pills and ostrich eggs off the Gold Coast. But, senously,
wptain Philip, what 7s she like?” ‘
£+ She is tall and fair, and I believe she is considered
, d looking. ‘She has very pleasant manners, but she is
gave and serious for so young a woman. Sometimes 1
ling she worries herself too much about the estate, and .
els her responsibilities too deeply.”
£ Oh, she’ll be all right when she’s married,” exclalmed :
e non; to whom, as to most very young people, marriage
ppeared a panacea for every trouble. ¢ What sZe wants
Fa man to take all the responsibility off her hands, and
ive her nothing to do but to enjoy herself. A woman’s
ind is not equal to such a strain. The funny part of itis, -
fat she’s not been hooked long ago. What a berth it
buld be to fall into,” he concluded, with his eyes raised
Bavenwards.
{Captain Philip turned upon his young friend unneces-
gily sharply.
 Well, it won’t be yoxr chance to fall into it, my boy,
E you ‘needn’t take the trouble to look so ‘ecstatic.
ould Miss Rayne ever marry, which I think sometimes
Eis far too sensible to do, she will probably ally her wealth

the aristocracy. But she’s wedded to Mount Eden,
ast for the present.”

oes she live alone ? ” .
Quite alone, except for her servants, and that cir- -
stance prohibits her receiving any guests at Mount

3;- except an occasional lady friend, and she doesw’t’
f much for them. Little Miss Featherstone and she
the house pretty well to themselves.”

And whd is Miss Featherstone ?”

e only daughter and heiress of Mr. Andrew Feather-

e, the banker, who lives in-that big house over the hill
ed therstone Hall, they call it. Miss Featherstone is
seventeen, and Miss Rayne has made a pet of her for

Ry -
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‘the last ten years. In fact, I'don’t think there’s .anybody
in the world “that she cares so mugh for as for Agne
Featherstone. They are like sisters ; and when she isa
home, Miss Agnes lives as much’at Mount Eden as at th
Hall. But the family havé spent this winter in Italy, and
sometimes I fancy Miss Rayne has felt the séparatin
more than she will acknowledge. By Jove! here sh
comes.” g
They had been. strolling leiSurely along a breezy bit
upland, and then through a green lane, on their way t6 th
stables, and had just turfled into a copse at the foot of th
* lower drive. Here the ybung fir irees and larches, crowned
with dark, gummy buds, and pale-green feathery spray
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 gres
in profusion at their toots. Vernon looked up at th
captain’s words, and saw a tall gracious woman advancing
slowly to meet them, With her hands full of the fragra
blossoms. , She was at a sufficient distance for him to
able to scrutinize her appearance without discourtesy, an
his first feeling was oné of surprise to remember how cold
Captain Philip had spoken of her charms. Evelyn Rayn
was by this time seven-and-twenty, but her slight, gracef
figure made her look like a girl. Her dress was remar
ably plain. A grey woollen gown of some coarse; homji
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, complets
her costume. But Vernon never looked at what she wor
Al he saw was a small head, crowned with a luxuriance{
chestnut hair, which spoke well for the physical healths
-its owner ; a broad, intellectual forehead, a mouth fulli
firmness and sweetness combined, and a pair of lov
dark-blue eyes, large. Iong, 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 woman
_his life before. His ideas of female loveliness hitherto !
been associated with the Fannies, and Lucies, and L
of his boyish days, and, later on, with the Mollies,
Dollies, and Sukies of the docks and seaport towns ;!
never before hatl hie been brought in contact with so nob

e
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pking a createfe as Evelyn ‘Rayne. Metaphysically
aking, he was at her fcet in 2 moment ; and never after-
ds,'during the course of a long and eventful life, did
phn Vernon ever. think of his ideal of female excellefce
fithout recalling the vision of the mistress of Mount Eden,
he advanced to meet them with bunches of blue and
te violets in her hands

CHAPTER XI.
BACHELOR’S HALL. o

500D-MORNING, Captain Philip,” she said, with, a smile

[d an inclination of her head, but’yvithout'oﬂ'ering him

it hand ; “I saw you coming over the three-cornered

fich, and waited to speak to you héere.” K

¥ Good-morning, Miss Rayne, I hope you, are quite
1?” responded the. captain ; « I have been showing my

ing friend, Mr. Vernon, who is staying at the cottage

-a few days, the view from Fern Hill, and he is as

atined with it as the rest of the world.” .

As Captain Philip indicated the presence and personality
tlohn Vernon, Miss Rayne turned to him and bowed,
yery slightly. There was evidently just that under-
Hding between her land-agent and herself that there
uld be. She was perfectly at her ease with Captain
, but she was not familiar with him. They com-
ated freely and confidentially, but from different
s. She never forgot that she was the owner of Mount

8, nor he that he was her servant. Each felt the

ptation sometimes, perhaps, to approach each other on
equal terms, but each resisted it. Somefeeling, that
till not repugnince, seemed to keep them apart.
ps' they both remembered the old adage about fami-

ky breeding contempt. )

' am glad that Mr. Vernon admires our scenery,” said
n, after a pause, “and it is a day to make everything
its best. I wonder,” she continued, turning on her

B0 gaze at her fair domain, “ I wonder if there is any,

fry in the world where spring is more beaufiful than
gland?”
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¢In America,” commenced Vernon, with all the ¢y
fidence of a very young man, before the other sex I
taken to snubbing him ; ¢ in the Western States of Amerig
Miss Rayne, the spring—" :

Miss Rayne turned upon him suddenly, with an unm
takable look of displeasure in her eyes. .

] know nothing of America,” she said hurriedly, as g
buried her face in her flowers; ¢ Captain Philip, I
afraid we shall have to dismiss Roberts after all. Wil
tclls me he was the worse for liquor again last night.”

« ] was on my way to the stables to inquire into it,
Rayne, and into a fresh error in his acdount. 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 oz
Captain Philip, it carnot be forty. It is too ridiculous

¢ It is written down forty, plain enough,” he answer
«but he cannot have fairly used half the quantity. I8
afraid there is nothing for it but dismissal. The man s
evidently take no warning.”

«“ We must go and see aboutit,” said Miss Ray
promptly ; “and Frodsham has come over, too, ab
Gadfly’s strain. He says there is no cure but fireing.
will ruin her marketable value, but anything is better ti
that the poor mare should suffer.”

“ Why not turn her out to grass for a few months’ r4
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
Captain Philip. I don’t want that sort of advice. Gal
shall go into the pensioners’ paddock first.”

“ Why, it’s crammed full already,” cried Captain Phij
laughing.

At that she laughed too.

« Never mind, we’ll devote a second- paddock to t
dezr old things, if necessary. But come to the stables
and let us get this business over at once.”

She turned quickly, and, without another glance
Vernon, walked by Captain Philip’s side. “The captaing
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 d
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id unwillingly to obey.” But he stopped for some
Kites first, gazing after the mistress of Mount Eden, and
ing the eager, animated manner in which she was
sing some subject with her companion. He envied -
Buck of his guondam “skipper,” as he saw him walking
Bmiliarly byl her side, and no longer wondered that.he . -
f1d have preferred to be her land-agent to knocking * -
t-amongst a lot of rough fellows at sea. At the same
E Jack Vernon had an uncomfortable feeling in his own
i and a conviction, though he could mot say why, that
pme way or other he had been unfortunate enough to
id Miss Rayne by mentioning America. And yet, how
Bl he possibly have done so? As he strolled back to
fain Philip’s cottage, he ran over every little incident
e past interview, in order to try and account for the
sss’ curt manner towards him, but he could not think
kingle thing in which he had transgressed the rules of
f:breeding ; unless, indeed, unknown to himself, his
fubted admiration of her had been too apparent in his
", But women are not used, as a rule, to take offence
Hent admiration from the other sex, however unmis-
bly displayed.
few minutes’ walk brought him to his friend’s cottage,
b Miss Rayne had playfully nicknamed * Bachelor’s

tain Philip might have occupied a suite of rooms up.
:'big house if he had willed it. His predecessor had
0, and lived on the fat of the land ; and had the free
f the sérvants, and carriages, and horses, as he chose
fer them. But Captain Philip had been too long at
¢ said, to care to live in a crowd. He picked outan .
§ cottage on the estate, which had been occupied by
Bekeeper, and asked leave to inhabit it instead ; and
had first laughingly remonstrated with- him for .
fg himself uncomfortable, and then called him a re-
Fand 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
g from the farm came in each morning to set his rooms
fits, and cook his dinner, after' which she disappeared,
g Captain Philip to wait on himself for the remainder .
iday. He preferred it—so he told Jolin Vernon.
flid he want with a servant twiddling her thumb3 in.
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the kitchen for half her time. He liked to feel that}
was master in his own house. There was not much to by
master of. Four small rooms constituted the extent ¢
Bachelor’s Hall, but they were very comfortable. Mi
Rayne had furnished them with good, substantial beds, an
chairs, and tables from the big house, and Captain Phil)
had decorated them with the curiosities he had collect
during his wanderings. The little sitting-room was g
illustrated diary of his voyages. Barbaric weapons ay
wild dhimals’ skins were mingled with rare shells, and egg
and feathers, and gleaming bits of ore, until it looked lj
amuseum. On one side cf the fireplace stood the capta
writing-table, which shut with a circular cover when notf
use, and locked away his business papers from curious eyy
and in the other, a wide arm-chair in which he was aca

omed to sit when work was over, and commune with¥}
pipe. is habit of thinking and smoking had grown uy
Captain Philip whilst at sea. He had been noted ti
for his silent and reflective disposition ; and some peq
had gone so far as to say it was not altogether naturil
him, but that some cloud hung over { aptain’s |
which he would not cven think cf ia-dhy company buté

of his pipe. g ,

“ He was always a strange fellow,” thought Jack Ver
as he gazed round at the orderly adornment of the lif§
room. ¢ Who, to look at the arrangement of these trif
would imagine it had been done by a man who has iy
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 opend
ment, and a hanging branch of flowering clematis bru
across his face ; “a perfect romance in the shape of 3

_tage, but what on earth made the skipper settle hin
down here? That’s the puzzle to me. How canhe
thé quiet and monotony? " There’s only one solution
He’s in love with Miss Rayne. Well, I don’t wonds
that.” _ ‘

Feeling satisfied with the conclusion .at which he

» arrived, without taking into consideration the fact
-Captain Philip had probably accepted his present s
tion without* gver having seen Miss Rayne, Jack V4
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¥
ew himself into the arm chair, and began to think it
st be dinner-time. .
e cloth was spread upon the table. A large ham, in:-
a few fresh crisp lettuces, and'a Stilton cheese stood’
at ; and when the captain returned, a dish of new pota+%
% - would complete the frugal meal. He had warned
mon what he had to expect in visiting Bachelor’s Hall.
zhad retained all the simple habits of seafaring life. A
#vy meal revolted instead of %mulaﬁng his appetite,
¥he lived almost as sparingly as a hermit. But there
nothing hermit-like in the manner in which, half-an-
BI later, the captain entered the cottage. His handsome
was smiling joyfully, and he flung his soft felt hat down
e floor like an impetuous boy. .
o more work to-day, Jack!” he exclaimed, “ and as
b as we’ve swallowed our dinner we'll ride over.to
Ehton and see the retrievers I was talking to you about
F:morning. I suppose you can manage to stick ¢n a
be, and I have alwaysthe privilege of mounting a friend
‘the Mount Eden stables.” .
iBut what's in the wind now, captain? ” inquired the
fger man, as they drew their chairs up to the table.and
penced 1o attack the ham ; “T thought you said this
e foundation laid of a new decoy ? #
it was arranged, ; but everything’s altered
Femme souvent varie. -1 forgot, you don’t
and the lingo, but the English of it is that Miss
has received news that has put everything else out
head. The Featherstones have raturned to the

d is that circumstance of sufficient importance: to
1 her plans?”
dear fellow, you'don’t understand the attachment
fists between Miss Rayne and Miss Featherstone,
; wouldn’t ask such a question. I never saw two
50 fond of one another in my life before ! They are
nseparable, or rather they have been until this
§8 But Mrs. Featherstone took it suddenly into her
Bt her daughter’s education could not be completed
B visiting Paris and Rome, .and so they left England

hths ago, and Miss Rayne has not been the same
e without them.” . :

fonder she did not go too.”
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«“ How could she? She has her estate to look afig,
rejoined the captain quickly.

% She could leave it safely in your hands, surely? ”

¢« Not entirely. ~ You don’t know how .completely sj
‘associates herself with the management of affairs.- Shej
her own bailiff and steward, and ( I was going to add )&
rier, but she really knows more about doctoring the sty
than the village vetérinary. She gave a ball toa horsety
morning that the grooms dared not approach.”

«T don't like to see a woman do such unfeminine thing
"said Vernon sententiously.

“Don’t you? ” replied Captain Philip, in his dry w
“at any rate, Mount Eden would get on very badly witho
Miss Rayne,”

« And now her fidus ackates has returned to her?”

“Yes, and most unexpectedly—at least to hem
Miss Feathersone wishing, it seems, to give her frien
surprise, concealed the fact that they were on theirs
home, and the first intimation Miss Rayne receivedd
was by a note brought over by a groom to say Miss Ag
‘would be with her this afternoon. If you had only
" her, Jack! In five minutes, pleasure had transformed
into another creature. You would hardly have recogu:
_her as the serious young lady you saw this morning.
was dimpling all over with smiles, and as soon as the nf
pressing work was over, she gave every one concers
holiday, with leave to drink Miss Agnes’ health at
expense. It is pleasant to see her look so happy,”s
cluded Captain Philip, in a musing way.

«Well, it is incredible to me, one woman being sof
‘of another,” said John Vernon. “Is Miss Feathersg
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 Rayn
known her intimately for the last ten years, and therei
doubt she is exceedingly fond of her.  Sometimes I
said Captain Philip slowly, ¢ that if no one should st
to claim it, Miss Rayne will leave Mount Eden to

Featherstone.” K :

“ Why do you say if no one should start up to§
ﬁ' I  thought the property was left to her uncond
ally ?

“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 t¢ the
operty. You know how many loopholes there are in law.
fiss Rayne has told me that her late uncle had a nephew _
¢ his brother, who would shave inherited before herself .
d he been living, and that no certain proofs have ever
en received of his decease.”
Then he may turn up any day and turn her out of
nt Eden?” exclaimed Vernon.
¥ Yes ; he certainly may turn up any day, but I don’t’
nk he will turn Miss Rayne out of Mount Eden,” replied .
¥ptain Philip, after a pause.
But surely she will marry,” urged his companion. It
ite unnatural to think of such a fine woman remain-
p:single. I can’t believe she makes all this fuss for the
e of Mi¢s Feathérstone only. Come, now, isn’t therea . .
er, or a cousin, or some one belonging to the fair
fes In, the background? Your description of Miss
jyne’s excitement at their return home sounds so much
jre like the anticipation of meeting a lover than a female
had.” M N
captain’s brow lowered. )
ou don't know what you're talking about,” he an-
shortly ; “Miss Rayne is above all that sort of
nse.  She hasn’t got a lover, and I don’t believe she
r had one. She is a female anchorite, wedded to
ness and the management of her estate. She has
t Mount Eden since she was seventeen, and those
ave been with her all the time tell me it has always
he same. She never entertains, except in a hospit-
iendly manner, and she never has any one to stay
house. As for young men—excepting W she .
neighbor leave to beat the covers or to $#h in the. ..
, I never see one about the place. Lover! Non-
}Ifiss ”Rayne has much more sense than you give
t for. o
right, captain,” cried Veinon laughing, “no offence
and I hope none taken. I didn’t undersand that
*Rayne was proof against all the weaknesses of her
jaing sex. Mount Eden is rightly named. It is a
ise ; and she is its Eve. Bt a solitary unmated Eve
& gma’}y. Adam should, by rights, have been. here .
et her. . : ’
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“ Well, he isn't here, and what’s more,we don’t want him,”
replied the ‘captain, as they rose from table and prepared
for their journey to Leighton.

CHAPTER XIIL
AT THE BIG HOUSE.

.MeaNwHILE Evelyn—the same Evelyn we have know,
and yet so unlike what she was in her gitlish days—w
roaming about the big house, restless and excited, in ant
cipation of the promised meeting with Agnes Featherston
It was not an ordinary affection which she felt for ti

_young girl. One could see that by the trembling eagerneg
with which she changed her dress ,in anticipation of t
arrival of her friend ; by the nervous fingers that arrangd
and re-arranged the ornaments about her sitting-room, ay
the repeated journeys| she’ made backwards and forward
to the window to seq if there were any signs of Agnd
approach.

How this love whlch had made all the happiness
Evelyn’s later years had sprung up from a frail seedlings
a tree, whose sturdy ‘growth could resist the shcek of af
ea.rth]y storm, was best known to the great Being Wil
sends us the affection of our fellow-creatures to keep of§
hearts from breaking under the afflictions of the worl
But no two women could have been more dissimilar eitlg
in mind or body ; perhaps in that very fact lay the secs
of the tie between them. Evelyn, tall, wcmanly, and co
manding, moving like a queen amongst her dependan
and asking for neither advice nor support from any o
and ‘Agnes, a soft, loving, and somewhat simple girl, ned
sure of her own opinion, and -ready to cling to- the
hand held out to ther: But it was her, very childishi
that made Agnes sg dear to her friend, who felt almost )
a. mother when she held her in her arms. Evelyn
nevehforgotten the|day she first saw the pouting cheru
the fairy dell, and scarcely realized that Agnes was m

& older, nbw than ’shé had been when she pressed, herm
" baby lips against her face, in an attempt to comfort b
From that time the younger girl had lived between the
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buse and the-Hall, and looked upon Evelyn as an elder 4
ster. Indeed, it never seemed to enter either of their
eads that they were not relations, and perhaps it ked
tered Evelyn’s (as Captain_Philip had shrewdly ‘sug-
ted), that, in the event of her not marrying, she might
ve Mount Eden to her little friend. But at this moment,
mind was occupied solely bygthe thought of their
ion ; and, by the time that the carriage wheels from
Batherstone Hall stopped before the portico, her cheeks
bre burning, and her eyes beaming with excitement and
Spense. Agnes did not wait to be announced, but, leaping
the carriage, ran straight to the morning-room, where.
knew that she should find her friend. -As soo e
Bung women met, they flew into each othe arms, and
¥ a few minutes nothing was to be heard but the sound of
ir repeated kissing, and a few low sobs of pleasure from
es Featherstone. They separated at last, but it was
to fly together again with another series of embraccs;
d then Evelyn drew Agnes gently towards a sofa, and ;
vdown beside-her, with her arm about-her waist. The
irs were standing on both théir faces as they turned to ;-
X at one another. - . .
nd so, my darling, I have got you back again at
”said Evelyn. “Oh, Agnes, this separation has been
y time for me. Whilst you have been dancing, and -
,» and going to operas and ' concerts, you naughty |
I have been hungering and thirsting for the sizht of
¥ face and the sound of your voice. I did not realize
f very necessary you were to my~happiness until we
ked, Agnes.” ¢ e
3¢ younger girl looked troubled, and a little perplexed.
do you suppose I have not felt it also, Evclyn ?
e has not been a day that I did~’t want you, dear.
leasures would have been doubled had you been
to share them with me. As jt was, there always ;
ed something wanting in everything to me. Mamma
last that she was quite sick of hearing me say so.”
'm afraid Mrs. Featherstone must have thought you
Et appreciate all the trouble she was taking on your _
unt. But she doesn’t know, even after all this time,
‘much we love each other, darling. I have had no
Bure to speak of, worthy. the name, since you.left , -
fand.  Howmany times have I longed to go aficr you!
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and if you had not seemed to be enjoying yourself so
therouzhly without me, I might have done so. But there,

" -dear, I don’t mean~to reproach you. It was. right and

_ natoral that you should enjoy new sights and places. And
_you have cnjoyed yourself very much, haven’t you
“Agaes?” ) ’
. % 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 prety
dress !—Paris fashions, I suppose? You'll be turning the
heads of all the people in church next Sunday. Dut you
dear little faée is just the same, my darling. Paris ha
been unable either to spoil or to improve that.”

It was a sweet face she was gazing into—almost 7
sweet and pretty to be very intellectual or spiritual. Agng
Featherstone had not changed so very considerably sinc
she had been a child. She still possessed the child’s cen
plexton—clear, dclicate, and with a peach-like bloom up
it, with large china-blue eycs, set wide apart_in her whit
forehead, a piguant nose, with small nostrils, a pair of Ii
arched like a cupid’s bow; and a dimpled chin. A facef
a parent to dote on, and a lover to rave about, but ot
face to fly to for succor, counsel, or sympathy. K4
figure was $mall, rounded, and rather short, and her hui g
which retained the blonde tint of her childhood, curld
natdrally all over her head. - But in Evelyn’s loving ey
Agﬁ_es was perfection, both physically, and mental;
Though usually far-seeing and perspicuous, she coul
detect no flaw in the beautiful girl whom she had mag
her pet and -plaything for so many years. It would h
been a bold person indeed who would have ventured tos
a word against Agnes Featherstone in the presence {
Evclyn Rayne. -

“No ; Paris nor any other place could ever spoil yd
my darling,” she repeated fondly ; “ and yct I hardly kne
my little Agncs in these fine feathers. I shall not!

" quite happy till I see you running about Mount Eden ag
_in a brown holland dress and a straw hat, and feel you:
all my own, as of yore. And what alot you fust have
tcll me,dear! What long evenings we will spend togeth

. talking over all you have seen and heard- during y
absence ! When will you come and stay with me, Agnd
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Fhy not remain at Mount Eden now you are here? Mrs.
atherstone will be too busy settling herself to rights to .
iss you for the next few days.” . oL T
g Agnes’ face palpably fell- at the proposition, which in
Brmer days she would have gladly acceded to.
¢Oh, Evelyn, dear, I cannot possibly remain with you®
fat least, not just yet. Mamma could not spare me,
Ecause—because we are not quite alone. Papa has some
pends at the Hall,” she said lamely.
# Guests already! and you only arrived last night !
fhat a nuisance for your mamma. How is that, Agnes?”
They—at least I mean he—there is only one gentle-
’ stammered Agnes.
broad, I suppose. - Is :

a foreigner?”
‘ No—that is, we did meet him abroad—in Florence, I
—but he’s not a foreigner, although he has lived for
ong time in France and Italy, and looks very much like -
Atalian.  And he sings, Evelyn—oh, beautifully !—and
gws, 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. Tace.
it sad? ” '
fle is like me, then, Agnes. I, too, have no living
bions. Mr. Lyle and I should have a fellow feeling,””
tned Evelyn, smiling gravely. “Ts he an old man?”
b, no, not at all! About thirty, I think. But,

Vell, darling?” - ) .
i have something to tell you—something very serious
mportant, and perhaps you will be angry with me be-’

I have not told it you before.” )
hen have I ever been angry with you, Agnes?” said
n, with fond reproach. C e
ut- I have always told you all my secrets, Evelyn—
the first of all—but I couldn’t help this, dear, because
Buld have seemed so silly, before I was quite sure, and
bly happened a fortnight ago ; though, of course, I’
il see from his manner that it was coming, and it
-me awfully happy—and that is the reason that Mr.

cﬁosifd over with us yesterday, and is going to stay
e Hall.” ’ :
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is it, Asnes? Tell it me quick,” exclaimed
a vcice of pain.
rew hersclf on her friend’s bosom, and hid her
¢ face in her own curls. 3
,» Evelyn, you will never believe it, but I am engaged
to be mrarried to him, and I do love him so.” .

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 life away, and then
found that that friend 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 marred
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, d
course, that she had no moral or legal right to expect to b
consulted in the matter, but the sting of disappointmenf
was just the same, and with the confession of her secr
Agnes seemed suddenly to have slipped out of her hands
At first, she could hardly believe that she had hear
aright. = °

Agnes—her little sister—her child, almost—engaged 38
be marricd to some stranger whom ske had never seen off
heard of before! It was incredible, and when she hf
recovered from her speechless surprise she said so.

“Oh, Agnes! Engaged! Going to be marred? Ady
you never told me. It is impossible.”

There was such a bitter sense of not having been treat
as her love had the right to expect in her voice, that t
dullest person must have recognized it.

‘“Oh, Evelyn, how could I?” answered Agnes, withod
raising her head. ¢ Jasper—that is, Mr. Lyle—only spod
to papa a week ago, and then I thought it would bes
much nicer to surprise you by coming home and telln
you.myself. And if I bad written to you .about i,
shouldn’t have known what to say.” 3
" ¢“But you have never even mentioned Mr. Lyle’s nan
to me, Agnes. How long have you known him?”
©_ “ About six weeks or two months. We met him in Rod
- during the Carnival. The Spencers introduced him to ™
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Bid he took such a fancy to me, Evelyn; that he has
Mveled with us ever since.” o
g« And Mr. Featherstone can actually consent to give {osu
Ehis only child—to a man he has known for six weeks |
Jow can he tell this Mr. Lyle will make you happy?
Bhat can he know about his character or his disposition? ”
fjd Evelyn, with hasty suspicion of the unwelcome -
er. - '
gcorxclucle papa is satisfied,” replied Agnes pouting,
gr he would not have consented to my engagment. Any-
¢ can see that Jasper is a gentleman, Evelyn, and he has”
%n quite open about his money matters. He is not rich-
1'; but what does that signify, when we have so much.
iiey, and mamma says that papa will make everything
fht for us.”
® Then Mrs. Featherstone wishes it, Agnes? She is
y to give up her ewe-lamb to a stranger’s care. She °
s in a great hurry to get rid of you, dear,” said
pelyn, rather bitterly. But Agnes was not: quick to
féct sarcasm. .
®0Oh, no. Itisn’t that; but’mamma likes Jasper aw-
,” she exclaimed, with schoolgirl slang, ¢“and.so will
vhen you see him. He is so handsome, Evelyn. Tall
slight, with lovely blue eyes and dark hair—such an
1 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.”
Admirable Crichton, evidently,” said Evelyn.'
it all the accomplishments in the world, Agnes, are -
ihg compared to the ‘one great question,—¢Do you
lm ? *»” .
es crimsoned like the heart of a rose.
Bovelyn, I do love him. I neverloved anyone half so
8 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 Joes threaten to take my little Agnes:
kme,” cried Miss Rayne, as she burst into tears. -
fie ebullition was rather an uncommon one with her
f . She had wept all her tears, as she thought, poor
flong ago, and had hardened herself against the shocks -
i unkind “world. -‘But the knowledge that Agnes
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Featheistone loved some one far better than she did her
self had come on her very suddenly indeed.  Yet, evenas
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 thin
for girls to marry, isn’t it? You don’t want me to bea
old maid like Aunt‘Sophy? You will marry yourself, som
day, Evelyn.” .

% No, darling, never!” said Miss-Rayne vehemently.

The thought of marriage brought the remembrance o
her poor outcast Will to her mind. Will, wandering abou
America in want and poverty, or-laid to rest, perhaps, i

- an alien grave. She never dreamed that since /e had n
returned to claim the fulfilment of the solemn vow she hai
made,—to be his wife,—marriage with any other man ws
possible to her. And so she repeated, with a determine
shake of the head, “ Never | Never!” ’

/¢ But why not? Don't you like men? Do you mex
to live all your life alone at Mount Eden? Surely no
It would be so very dull. Mamma says you ought to hax
married years ago.”

“Your mamma judges me from the usual feminine stanf§
point, Agnes, and I am not like other women. Somctin
I think I have much more the mind and feelings of a muy

«The 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, Evcing
- 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 your hands, and to have g
- bother and no anxiety?” ’

1 think marriage would be more likely to increase tig
to lessen my anxiety. But please don’t talk of it 3

- more, Agnes. It will never come to pass.”

“If you only knew how nice it is,” persisted
Featherstone.

. Evelyn heaved a deep sigh. .

“ Why are you sighing'! Sometimes, I think—"

“ Well, my darling?” ' .

“That there is a reason why you have.never marm
Evclyn ;that there is some one you are fond of, and s
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g has prevented your mairying him. What isit, dear? |
fhe unworthy of you?” : .
M never thought so,” replied Miss Rayne. i
for the first time she felt as if she must confide in her -
gfriend—she, who had never confided iy any one before.
gt influence urged her on? The announcement of
es’ engagement seemed to have stirred up the memory
fissages 1n her own life, which could only be smoothed
by unburdening her mind of its secret.
en there 7s some one?” said Agnes eagerly.
fhere was some one,” replied Evelyn. with a solemn
m her sad eyes.
he dead?” inquired her companion, in a tone of .’

, Agnes, no! I am certain that he is not¥dead—
ing in my heart tells me so,but in all the wide, wide
, I do not know where he may be now. "My poor
s it long ago, Evelyn? ” ‘
ft-is'as long ago as when I first came to Mount Eden, -

€n years ; and you have not yet forgotten? ” .
0, and never shall forget. But, Agnes, remember 1
9 ithis in the strictest confidence—as one dear friend
er. I should have told you before had I thought
ould understand my feelings. But now that you
at Jode is, you will be able to sympathize with me.
ink-I'want to'run it down, dear. = It must be the
utiful thing God gives us,—when it turns out well,
so s¢ldom turns out well. Mine has becn all
om the beginning.” . C
me about it, Evelyn,” said Agnes, nestling close

. +

was ‘my cousin, Will Caryll, darling. * Before I came

t Eden I lived in Liverpool with my aunt, Miss

nd when poor cousin Hugh was drowned at sea

e fetched Will down 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

ng those happy years we were together, we were

Bble. We were very poor, you know, but I have

een so happy as I was then, when I prepared all
pan’s meals for him. and kept his clothes in order,

\
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and thought myself more than repaid when Sund

came and he took me out into the country and talked t

me of love. Ob Agnes, 1 did not love —I worshippd
my all.” )

« Ah, darling, th:
wilful and high-spirited, like many
he offended uncle terribly. He was SO angry with him tha
he turned him out of his office, and though 1 begged
his forgiveness on My knees, b t take him bad
ain. then Will went t0 America—what chance ¥
_-there left for him in England ?_and 1 have never hearda
“him -since.” &
"« Never heard of, him since! Didn't he write to you!

«No, dear ; he didn’t even write. For ten years thes

has been total silence between us. _But he wil} come bad
some day-. 1 feel sure of that. Ttisalllam waiting for
to see Will again before I die.”

Miss Featherstone was silent. She was not aclever g

_but she had sufficient sense t0 wonder at_her friend’s
dulity. Togoon waiting for and expecting the retur
a lover-who had ears, seemed 2 v
simple thing to do. Jasper had sworn that if 4
were Aseparated, he should send her 2 letter every @
Aftef a pause she said timidly,—

"« And if he shouldn’t come back, Evelyn—if—if
should be dead?”

« He will come, dear—he is 7o? ‘dead,” replied \
Rayne confidently. Have I not already told you i
have a conviction on the subject, too deep to be untm
But I may not se€ him yet—not for many years. X
are reasons against it, but they will not last for ever,
then we shall meet.” . ‘

¢« And be married,” interposed Agnes-

Evelyn shook her head dubiously. ~

«7 am not so sure of that, dear. Time works so M
changes. We may neither of us wish t0 marry by the

we see each other again. But, however he may come i
~ to me—poor or rich, sick or well, old or yonng——-Will
find me the same—his true and faithful friend.”
«And if he should be faithless 2" suggested ]
Featherstone. - - -
sw He will not be faithless,” said Miss Rayne abry
«You do not know him, or you would not think it possi
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Oh, Evelyn, what a heart you have,” sighed Agnes:
Pprhear you talk of Mr. Caryll makes me think I don’t -
pMr. Lyle half enough.” . )
grour love has not been put to the test yet, Agnes.-
fild it ever -be, I am sure you will prove true as gold.
fare in the sunshine of life now, dear, and I am afraid -
five been selfish in overshadowing it—even for a
Bent—with the cloud that darkens mine. Letus forget
PBnes. ‘ Let us think of something else. I should have
g 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.”
ut you will come to us instead, Evelyn?” interposed -
Featherstone eagerly. “Iam the bearer of an es-
message from mamma to ask you to dine at the
is evening. And then you will see my Jasper,” she
M in a whisper, “and understand- how impossible it
for rhe to help loving him.”
Yot to-night, my darling,” said Evelyn in a'voice of

evival of Ler own unfortunate attachment made
nk, somehow, from witnessing the happiness of her

yes, to-night,” pleaded Agnes.
ss Rayne was firm.
#norrow, dear, or next day, but not to-night. I
- Featherstone sent me the invitation out of kind-
t I am sure she must be tired, and will be glad of

bought you would be so anxious to see Mr. Lyle?”
enes. I L
am, dear ; but after all Thave got yox back again,
is the chief thing to me. I wi%l dx{ne with you to-\
if you particularly wish it, but for to-day—well, I
d 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 béen so much
F Agnes, and for so many years, it is hard at first te
Feiving 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 talk
Ecould dome between us,” she cried petulantly;.
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« However, don’t let Us speak of him any more. - Therej
a small boxin the carriagé; Evelyn, that I brought ha
for you. Only a few marble ornaments from Ttaly, but
knew you would like them for your boudoir mantleshd
Ask one of the servants'to bring them in.” | )

And then the “two young women unpacked the case
gether, and kissed over its contents, and interchang
many a vow of loyal friendship. Yet, when Agnes Feaths
stone drove away from Mount Eden that afternoon, Evel
Rayne felt as though she had gone from her, in the oldsw
sense, for ever. :

v

CHAPTER XIIL
A CHANC]::. RESEMBLANCE.

For some time after, she stood at the window from whi

she had watched Agnes’ departure, wrapt in her o

* thoughts. .
* What had induced her to mention the name of §
Caryll, and divulge the secret which she had can
patiently and silently in her breast for so many years p
Was it jealous pain at the news of Agnes’ happiness i§
had made her speak out so openly? )

- She could not answer her own questions. She only
that the reunion with her little friend had disturbe
wound which ghe had believed to be closed, and broy
back the pastlin a flood of unhappy remembrance.
Evelyn Rayne stood there, absorbed and alone, shel
the scenes of her dead life over again, and longed to rej§
them. She saw the first day on which Mr. Carylll
brought Will to her aunt’s house, and bargained.with
over the price of his board and lodging, and the amou
money ta be allowed for his washing. She had tho
him a hard and stingy man then—znow she knew he

" only wise and prudent. But Will had -always conden
him heartily—Will, with his tall, upright figure, and s
bearing and winning smile—with his handsome fact
‘merry manner ! - How could her Aunt Maria have dil
}{lexlgs she did—her poor, faulty, but eminently chan
Wi -~ - ‘ ,




. MOUNT EDEN. Cmy

fe smiled—unknown to hergelf——as she recalled . the
y moments when she” had slaved for him during his
Ince, and watched for his return, and been amply re-
Bed by 2 smile and a kiss from his handsome, self-
fied mouth. And, her brows were knit till the tears .-
o her eyes, as“she re-lived, i1 Imagination, that
ble night when he had hid his face in her lap, and
Essed the crime of which he had been guilty. )
B had shrunk from and despised him then. Her
i and honest nature could-not but despise dishonesty, -
eception, and fraud ; but she had not let him see it.
ld worked for him still, even to the moment when
whed him out of the front door, dressed in her own.
s;and sent him forth into the world to begin a new
. . How startlingly distinct appeared that moment to
. "As she gazed out of the-window of Mount Eden’
afyavenue,-which led to the park, seemed to change
insgnificant by-street in Liverpool, as it looked on,
beventul morning—empty and silent from end to end;
for cat that was strolling homeward, and a caged

t hid wakened with the sun. And se, watching - :

ching.—with one hand shading her tear-blinded eyes
t figue which was Will, and yet zo# Will, dresSed.in:
+yea’s things, had slunk away like a thief. (as hg]
om thchome that had sheltered him, on his road to
ly cofte-house and the quay. And she had.re- -
Bt from he last look—alone for ever after! But
he hadneither communicated _with nor come back
gr, his lastwvords were ringing in her ears.

u are nine, now, as muck as if-I had married
¢! X sall always consider that, and-if I don'?
ck for yees, I shall expect to find you waiting for

L skall foxpou. Will you swear to be Saithful to

> her poor boy had added,
we are to share it together,

pd with.that remider of a promise they had made to
panother on the jght of their betrothal, they had
pited for ten long 2ars.  Was her Will alive or dead ?.
jwas the thought tht had worried Eve by night and




MOUNT EDEN.

by day éver since they pgrted. As soon as she had fop
herself mistress of Mount Eden, she had wanted to ts
means to trace her cousin—to advertize for him in
papers, or to place the matter in the hands of the detectj
police ; but” her trustées had warned her it would §

- fraught with danger. Though Mr. Roger Caryll was d¢d
the firm of Caryll, Tyndall & Masters still survived k
either of the partners had a right to prosecute an offny
committed against ‘them all. ~ So she had reluctu
relinquished the idea, and waited to see what time g
bring her. And time (as yet) had brought her—nghy
-And yet Evelyn felt sure that some day she and WilJwoy
meet again. If the thought that her youthful love] mij
have dicd ever intruded itself upon her, she putfit ay
resolutely. Were Will dead, she must have kiowni
‘He had loved her so well. He would have comg and ti
her that hope (for this world) wasatanend. (od wou
not have sundered them for ever on earth, withdit pem
ting them a solitary farcwell glimpse cf on/ anoth
Will was not dead—she was sure of #Za#; but.he wasy
quite so sure why he had not written to her, Her o
solution of his silence was, that he still dread:d detect
and detention. Oh, if he only knew that hs unclex
aunt were both dead, and he might return to £ngland wi
impunity ! For, after Mr. Caryll’s death, nd her in
view with her trustees on the subject, Eveyn had fouy
the. forged cheques locked up in an iron safe,.and
retained them eter since. The firm mightprosecute
now, if they considered it worth their wile, but withd
proofs they could do nothing to harm hins and she woj
destroy the proofs directly there was any janger. .Shed
not know why she had notdestroyed then already ; unk
it were that she might some day havj’ the pleasure
seeing Will do so with his own hand. So that hey
.safe from all the world but her, and gfer with her th
with all the world. o .

Her poor Will! How he must Bve suffered. - H

gladly she would try to recomperis;/lt to him as soon

. he was found. Why had she notadopted some m
private measures to trace his careerand consulted peg
who were familiar with his adoptegcotntry? Hewas
a man to be passed over in a crow. This idea threwl

--thaughts back ta Captain. PhiP, and his friend Ji
Vernon. i ‘ '




Bhey have both traveled,” she thought to herself,
B yet I have never made use of their knowledge, or
f €6 extract any information from them. * How stupid-
been. Iwonder if they are at liberty this afternoon,
uld dine with me? I will write and ask them. I
w and unnerved, and a little company will do me
E T suppose the captain will answer, as usual,
nless his . friend persuades him to be sociable.
an at least try.” .
ithout. further discussion with herself, Miss Rayne
wn .and scribbled a little note in pencil to Captain-
8, which was put into his hands as he returned with
g Vanon from' their ride to Leighton. It created
#a commotion in- Bachelor’s Hall. Evelyn had
tly invited her land-agent to dine at her table
e fint came to Mount Eden, but he had been so
ent m his refusals, that she had dropped the
y of hte and it was more than six months since he
eived : similar invitation. He turned the note over
r in bit hands, hardly knowing what to make of it.
s Rayne asks you and me to dine at the big house
Jack,” Qe said, in a tone of surprise; “what on
Pr?  What can she want with yoy or me?” - .
I suppsse she wants to see us. That is th
conclusion,” replied John Vernon laughing.
in Philip hought he detected gratified vanity in
man’s lagh, and turned upon: him with sharp

n’t think it’syery likely she can want to see you,
he will derive much pleasure from listening to
Pep-sea yarns. Miss Rayne has a shuddering aver-
B everything comected with thesea. Your name is
uded in the invtation because you are staying at
s Hall. Nor on I imagine what she can Have .
me. - We settlel all our business this morning, . "
strange.” - " he
't let us go,” urgedVernon. “Indeed, captain, I
kprepared to appeaiin the presence of a lady. I
¢ evening clothes to p\t on.” I
jin Philip laughed. ' ‘
ning clothes, you jacknapes. You would make
yne stare if you did mything of the'sort. Do
ppose -/ -have any: evenity clothes, and, if I had, -
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that I would wear them? Why Miss Rayne never dresy
for dinner herself, I.don’t believe she has.ever wom
low-cut dress.in;her life. No, no; brush your unifo

lad; and wash your face and hands, and you'll be spny
enough for dinner at the big house.” j

“ But won’t Miss Featherstone be fhyre?” demants
Vernon. : |

« No,” replied the captain musingly; “I feel sureM;
Featherstone. ‘'will 70 be ‘there. Had she stayed
evening, Miss Rayne would have had too much tq'say
her to require the presence of any third person. ;Ilit
you  what I-think it must be, Jack. Some gentleman ly
called unexpectedly at the big house who Miss Raynek
felt compelled to ask to dinner, and, to avoid theawkwa
ness of a #éte-d-téte, she has sent down for youand mef
join the paty. She has done it before now. She d
not care to sit down with, periaps, a comparafive strang
alone.” ’

“ And so you are made a cat’s-paw for Miss Rayy
convenience? ” observed Vernon indifferenty.

“Did I say so, Jatk ? 7 consider it is tieating me m

( like a friend than a cat’s-paw. However, time is get
on. Do you mean to accompany me or w0t? "

“Of course I mean to accompany yod. I am gl
the opportunity to see the inside of th: big house, aijg
little more of its charming owrer, and dnce you think:
uniform will do—" : ‘ -

“ Oh, bother your uniform !” exclamed Captain Pii
testily. “ Who do you suppose is f0ing to look atil
you 27 " 7

After which they walked up tc¢ the big house
silently together, the captain broodly wondering the-vi
if the reason of Miss Rayne’s invitation could have
connection with a latent desire / her part to see moy
the good-looking young sailor wio strolled by this side

She received them both kirdly, bt without any¢
show of cordiality. They foiad her alone, and she)
evidently been crying, for hereyelids werered and swo
and her face verypale. Sk alluded to the. traces of
emotion, as soon as they exountered ‘each.other, ®
laughing apology. _ . Coe

¢ You will 'think, fron’ my "general appearance, t
haye been worrying mys¥f this afternoon, Captain Tl
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Ehave only been having what we silly women call ‘a
bcry, and which is the best remedy we know of for
kxcitement ; for I have had such a great surprise—a:
f surprise, as I am sure it will prove to be. My dear.
Miss Featherstone, is going to be married.”
Mdeed ! Miss Rayne. I congratulate her and you.

Featherstone will doubtless make an excellent
Edon’t know whether it 7s excellent, in the ordinary
kation of the term, but it appears to be essentially a
Batch, whichis, after all, the chief thing. And I have «
gstupid enough to let the news upset me, Captain
5 I cannot bear to think of losing my little Agnes
jo many years. She could not spend the evening with- _ -
lid so-(as I feel wretchedly dull), I thought you two
gmen would be good enough to come and cheer me"
httle. 1 can’t tell you how pleased I am to see you

pleasure is all on our side, Miss Rayne. I am
rnon will agree with me-in saying so.” .

Mr. Vernon,” said Evelyn, turning to the younger
am half afraid Iowe you an apology. . You began;

e something about America, I think, this morning,
head was so full of my poor Gadfly and my cheat-

s, that I had no time to listen. You mustlet me
sfor my rudeness, this evening, for I should loveto
about the places you have visited.” .

attired in a soft, clinging dress of fawn-colorgd.
e, relieved at the throat and wrists by lace ruffiés, -

a “small bouquet of hothouse flowers in the belt

st, and she smiled so sweetly at the young sailor .

ke, that he again thought her the most charm-’
an he had ever seen, and grew so rosy and confused .
her glance, he could hardly stammer out an an-

r words. : . _

ust not judge of me as you see me when Iam - -
Ing business,” went on the mistress of Mount Eden
¥, “for it always makes me abrupt and irritable..

Suppose women were ever meant to meddle in it,

sure it doesn’t make them more amiable—does it,

tPhilip ? 7 .

't think .you would be content to leave it in'my
iss Rayne, or that of any. maa.” -

*
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¢« No, I should not ; no more than I could bear to
still whilst anybody drove me. I should long to snatch f
whip and reins from their hands, especw.lly in ‘ease of
emergency. But don’t let us talk of business to-night,
hope you admire the big house, Mr,Vernon? I am ray
proud of its adornment, because iR nearly all due top
self. When I entered on its possession, it had little
but bare walls. My poor uncle was so disappointed in
his expecta.tlons, he had no heart to finish it.” :

« It is very beautiful, and very tasteful,” replied Ve
looking round at the ‘walls of ‘the drawmg-room,
were hung with pictures..

-¢Yes, but horribly new, like myself. Yet, like mp
also (if I live long enough), it will some day be old—on
with this difference, that age will improve my house,}
not me,” said Evelyn, with a laugh.

¢ It 1s difficult to imagine anything havmg the power
improve you,” replied the young man gallantly, for whi
the captain looked as if he would like to give hlm aty
of the cat-o™-nine-tails.

¢ Well, I had no right to expect to get Mount Eder
all,” said Miss Rayne, with a sigh,-“so I must be satish

with it as itis. I do not-come of an ancient family,
know, Captain Philip. I am one of that contemned ¢
—a nouveau riche. My uncle, Mr. Caryll, made hjs mafg
-by the sweat of his brow, and I inherited his earnmgs
no merit of my own, but only because there-was no
elseto do so.” -
" “No family was ancient at the beginning. You are
tined, perhaps, to be the founder of a long race, M
Rayne," replied Captain Philip smiling.

What a sudden gloom spread over her features, as tho
‘a cloud had overshadowed the sun.

¢1 don’t think so,” she said sadly , and then, a.ltermg
manner, exclaimed, but dinner is ready. Let us confs

: our conversation in the dining-room. No, Captain Phij
I will not accept your arm—thanks—or I should be ¢
pelled to leave Mr. Vernon out in the cold. Let-us all
in together. Ifis so much less formal.” And she tripy
‘before them lightly to the dmmg-room.

The blg house was (as its mjstress had aﬂ"xrmed) ra
new, but it was also ver y, comfortable -and.commodi
If there were no relics of' the past about it, it posse
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its inconveniences, and the room they not. éntered
Bné of the largest and best in the building. The walls
hung with good oil-paintings—several of them being
Bits of those that were gone; the furniture was of
irn. carved oak ; the heavy curtains of Utrecht velvet,
f the floor was coveré&d with a Persian carpet. Every-
Fwas handsome, solid, and in good taste, even to the
. bowl of roses. that stood in the centre of the table,
he neatly-attired, experienced maid-servants {for Miss,
e would have no men about her house), who stood
0 wait upon them. The dinner was plain, but ex-

; and the hostess dispensed her hospitalities with'

g grace. Buther conversation was chiefly addressed
tain Philip, and Jack Vernon soon found his eyes
round the apartment, scrutinizing the bronze orna-
upon the mantelshelf, and the pictures on the walls.
se latter, one in particular attracted his attention.
hg over the fireplace, and represented a hoy of about
“eleven years of age, holding the bridle of his pony.
re§ were 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.

! you are looking at the portrait of my little cousin,

r. Vernon. Everyone admiresit.” Isitnot beauti-
pe? Itis by the celebrated portrait painter, Buck-

cousin?” repeated Vernon dreamily. ~ ‘
Hugh Caryll, my uncle’s only son. He was -
d, poor fellow, during his first voyage. Wasn't it
I It broke poor uncle’s heart. He was never the same
erwards. I.have told yoz all about it, haven’t I,
Philip?” - i o
, Miss Rayne, you have told me about it,” replied
: Vernon still continued tor gaze at the picture.
must have been a pretty boy, mustn’t he, Mr. Ver-
&2 remarked Miss Rayne, -
S.  And he was drowed, you say? " Was he in the

D

: suppose -so—but, really, I am not sure;
ever knew xny Cousin Hugh, and it happened before
f tolive withjmy uncle. ; I know he was a very head-

‘:b_oy,_ai{d Y away gf/sea, which must have been

. Q".'- < /
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yvery selfish of him into the bargain, for bis mother

-dead, and bis father had set all his_hopes ‘upon his g
child, - It was cruel of him to leave him alone: Lz
think that if Hugh had lived, Fnever could have likedi
though he weuld have been master of Mount Ede
course, at the head of the family. Thereis another port
of him, Mr. Vernon, over the sideboard, taken as a b
and if you_turn round, you will see a third behind y
His poor parents doted on him, and if he had oniy's

half as good as he was handsome, he might have been
ting here at the head .of his table to-day.”

« His place is far more worthily filled, Miss Rayne.
shouid hardly think he was worth a regret,” said the cap
quietly. <

¢« Mr. Vernon would not say SO He cannot takg
eycs off his likeness,” replicd Evelyn laughing.

-" The young man started, and colored. .

«¢ Because-the face reminds me SO pOWerfully of s
one I have met, and I cannot remember who it i
Rayne. It seems 0 familiar to me. 1 feel asif I
have known your cousin.” . )

« How strange !” said Evelyn, looking also at the
trait; “could it have been any one abroad? any om
have met in your wanderings; Mr. Vernon?”

«1 think it must be, for it seems to bring a whiff o8
briny with it. I wish I could remcmber w/o it resem
These chance likenesses haunt one sometimes.”

Captain Philip’s voice broke in harshly upon the cor
sation. . He seemed to be jealous. of -his young I

_ monopolizing so much of Miss Rayne’s attention.

- . «TPrye; and when, after an infinite amount of
trouble, you recall the owner of the fancied resembld
you generally discover that memery ‘has been cheating
- ‘and there is no likeness whatever between them. Ish
think you might find something better to entertain
Rayne with, Vernon, than such silly ideas.”

Vernon was about to apologize, when Miss Raynei
“rupted him.

« But 1 don’t call them’ silly,’ Captain Philip.
intercst me, for (do you know) I have often dreamt
“possibility of my Cousin Hugh being alive, and «
back to claim his property. For it #s his property-
inherited Mount Eden under the codicil, and the fi

<
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everythmg to him) is still in exlstence, and in
¥ssession.”
kit so much waste-paper, Miss Rayne, in the face of
fter will.”
ot if Hugh were alive, surely ; besides, T wouldn’l
8t under the circumstances. I should a.bnegate at
And uncle never received any certain proofs of his.
- He might return some day. I should never be
d ”
I don’t think youwd be pleased, Miss 'Rayne.
\. ould you bear to give up Mount Eden 7ow ?”
h, Captain Philip, it won’t bear thinking of ; but if
e just, it would have to be dpne. Poor Hugh he
thave suffered enough. Do you think I would keep
gut of his own property’ Not for ten thousand
2 Edens.”
1, ‘poor Hugh’ is not likely to trouble you, I
saud Captam Philip grufily, “and you may rést
in the possession of . your rights., It’s very seldom
tain proofs are received of a sailor being drowned.
but when a fellow gogs under water in the surf of
of Callao (as you have told me your cousin did),
BYer comes up again, 1t’s as good proof as ever was
at he’s a dead man.”
he ng/ ¢ have been saved,” contxnued Miss Rayne,
man’s pertinacity ; « there’s' no knowing—such
zoe happened—and Mr. Vernon might have met.
wélere in his travels. That’s why I want him to
emémber of whom the portrait reminds him. We
d my Cousm Hugh agzun by such simple means-

in Philip bnrst out laughmg -
ive me, Miss Rayne Don’t think me rude, but -
d be simple means, indeed. If you follow a ¢lue’
‘friend Vernon’s, you' may end by rehnqulshmg
perty to some one who hasno claim upon it at all.
many people’ would like to personate ¢ Cousin
We should have another claimant case crowding
dtts. " Why, John Verrion here must have been -
hes when your cousm ran away to sea' ”
yné's face fell, -
" How silw Iam.' I forgot how young Mr.

» and really 1magmeﬂ Thight havé gained a.clue
eam.”

v
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"¢ Your-‘drcar ! > echoed e captam

“Yes.. I have often dreamt that my cousin was a
‘and camc back to Mount Eden. I don’t know why
should, except that the story of his unhappy fate imprey
me as a child. DBut you laugh at my romantic ideas,
tain Phlhp, so I shail not tcll you "anything more aby
them.”

“ Well, I am quite sure that they will never provea
thing more than ideas, or dreams, Miss Rayne, and
your friends can afford to laugh at them. Depend o
that Cousin_Hugh wxll never trouble you or any one 4
in this world again.”

“ Poor fellow,” said Evelyn softly, “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 wa
“ have you been there often, and—and—did you meetm
" of your countrymen theré ? :I have heard there arem

English in America, and I have often wished to vi
myself. Tell me all you know. It seems to be sif
wide—wide place, as if one might be quite lost out ti
What states did you-visit? Do you know New Yorki

.« Better than the rest of America, Miss Rayne, bea
I have made three yoyages out to it and back again.
the captain there and I once made a memorable tou
the Southern States, which lasted three months. I+
der he has never told you of all the adventures wen
through during that trip.”

“Captain Philip has never told me anythmg of hisp
life; he keeps all the fun to himself,” exclaimed:)
Rayte, with mock reproach. “He is so absorbd
drainage, and top-dressing, and chemical manures, hed
_not stop to consader how dull T am up here at the
- house all by myself.”

“I have nothing to tell, 1 assure you, Miss R
replied the captain earnestIy “ My past life has bes
Stupxd as myself. T am only’ fit for top-dressmg
chemical manures. The ‘fun’ exxsts in the vivid ime
tion of my. young friend over there.”

“Why, captain, have' you .quite forgotten then,
colored belle who followed. us all .the way from Bufi
Oil City to ask>for a lock.of your hair?” said Jack
non laughing; “and the lady.at St.-Louis, who ded
she had been married to you in England, and you
deserted her for somebody else? »
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e captain reddened under his sun-bumt skm, and,
I langhed
fam sure #2af must have been a case of mlsm.ken
fity, Mr. Vernon,” she said, for Captain Philip is a
med bachelor. Idon’t believe he would go ten yards
i hiis way to see the prettiest girl in England.”
And I am quite sure I wouldn’t,” replied the captmm
g outgrown such folly long ago.’
BF it’s not rude, Captain Philip, mxght I ask what your
B ” said Miss Rayne.
forty,” he answered, after a pause. .
orty /7 shie echoed looking at him ﬁxedly ¢ Im-
ble 17
Fhy impossible ?

us_e-—-because you don’t look forty, or talk llke it,
ing,” she returned.

i fmps you know best,” he sald with an uneasy laugh
Sturned his face away- from her scrutiny.

‘we are forgettmg—Amenca,” continued E,velyn,
pause.. “Is it very wild down in those states? Is
for strangers? ‘Do they ever get roughly handled
ere—burt or wounded, or—or killed /" -

'én,” replied Vernon, with a smile at her’i ignorance 3
§d, more often than not. The slightest *quarrel
settled with a bowie-knife or a revolver. The
and I once saw a man shot down like a dog for

y on another’s toes in a crowd. Didn’twe, ca.ptam? ”
Rayne closed her eyes.

w horrible !” she sighed. “ People w1th quxcli
g must run a terrible nisk out there.”

generally short work with them, I can assure you,

ayne. It doesn’t do to have a temper in the

if any one-were stra.nded there, unknown and

».would there be any chance, think you; of his

50 far away from civilization as to be unable to

cate with those at home—to be cut off (as it

jom England, and lost in the wilds of America? "
. esxtatmg voice and nervous manner attracted both
h’s attention. .
fve you lost sight of a friend in America, Miss
¥’ decmanded chon .
bolored like a rose.
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, 7?7 Oh,dear,no! .Who should 7 know on the of
side of the world? But a lady—an acquaintance of y

+ —hasn’t heard from her—from her soz for such a long i
and she is uneasy about him, se I thought—

But here Evelyn stopped short, unable to prog
further with a subterfuge that was foreign to her na
Captain Philip's dark eyes watched her narrowly as
played with her'dessert knife and fork, and scrutinized
painted flowers on her plate.

«She must indeed be uneasy,” replied John Verng
her remark, “for there are few places out there (if, inds
any) where postal communication is unknown. i
kave heard of men getting up into the Racky Mouny
and such like districts, where they have been unaby
write home for months together

« But this is a case of years,” said Evelyn moumf

“Indeed! Idon’t think I should expect, myselfs
to see asman again who had not written home for yea

. There was a painful silence after the last remark,
Captain Philip tried to divert by saying,— - -

¥Is it indiscreet, Miss Rayne, to ask you the Dan
Miss Featherstone’s future husband? ”

Evelyn started from her reverie with nervous hast

“Oh, no! Agnes‘made no secret of it. She camef
here to—day, as proud as possible, to tell me all the
ticulars of her engagement. His name is Mr. L8
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 he
be a man of independent means.: But we didn’t di
the prosaic part of the mattér. We left. that b
Featherstone.. All I cared to hear wis, that Agnes
" 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 her- to-day ; but I preferred to postpod
meeting till to-morrow. I. thought it was too s
intrude on Mrs. Featherstone’s hospitality. But ton
I have pledged myself to dine there, and be introdu
Mr. Lyle. Not that I feel at.all inclined to welcon
for taking my-dear child away from me.” -

“Is the wedding to be soon, Miss Rayne?” -
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i heard nothing of that. Idon’t think the day is fixed *
jand I hope (for my own sake) that it may not be fora -
ftime.  But if we have quite finished, I want to shows
the marbles Miss Featherstone brought me -from
e. They are lovely.” - ‘ T
be rest of the evening was spent in looking at and
Pissing the merits of the various possessions of the -
fess of Mount Eden ; but it was quite early, when the
fgentlemen bade her good-night. and strolled back
her to Bachelor’'s Hall. - s
Well, what kind of an évening have you spent, Jack?”
inded Captain Philip of his young friend. * Rather
full and quiet, I expect, for one of your excitable
ferament ? - -
¥ot at all, captain;” 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 so like somebody I
I'will get at the truth, if I think ‘all night about

, bother the picture,” exclaimed the captain. - *If
e anybody else, what's the odds? The boy’s dead
ne, and the picture is all that remains of him. But
it strike you, Jack, that Miss Rayne seemed very
B for news about America? I have seldom seen her
: before. Do you think she can have had any’
B interest in putting those questions to you ?” '
bt sure I can’t say, captain.' Women are riddles to
= don’t understand them. But I wish I..could
I whose' eyes'it is, of which that picture puts me
erfully in mind.” : '

. -

CHAPTER XIV.
AGNES’ LOVER.

used to say that it was lucky Mr. Andrew Feather-
ghe banker, had only one child of his own, for the

Bf his family was legion. Like most men who have

gl wealth for themselves, he had a score of poor

s, who swooped down periodically;like a swarm of )
¢ vultures, upon Featherstone Hall, eager to pickup. .
mbs that-feil from the rich man’s table. Some of
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em,.indeed, had swooped to such advantage as to rem

fixtures at the Hall for life ; and strangers had occasio

- gsome difficulty in understanding how so many people v
different names came to be congregated under the sa
roof. Thus Mr. Featherstone’s half-brother, by a seq
marriage of his mother, Mr. William Rastall,-had bea
permanent visitor at his house for ten -years past ; wh
his wife’s sister, Miss Macdonald, had lived with tiy
ever since their wedding day. It was a favorite projeq
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 wrangling, 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 sm

" another .sister, who had died in giving him birth, 2
though the unfortunate boy was now old enough to g
school, he spent all his holidays at the Hall, and adds
the complication of names whilst there. The Feat
stones, pére et mére, were not refined either by birh
education. They were honest, and good, and ‘hospij
to a degree, but they were very vulgar. Evelyn R
had called herself a nowveau ricke, but they had farn
claim to the title, for, stripped of their wealth, they w
have lost all passport to society. .

Their daughter was different. Shes had been traing

a higher school than her parents, and received a b
education, and was, in every sense of the word, a
And much of this was due to‘the influence of Eif
Rayne, with whose refined and sensitive feelings Agnes
been brought so continually in contact. But it must
be supposed, in consequence, that because she knewn
than her parents, andispoke and acted in a superior m
to what they did, Agnes Featherstone looked downt
them. Z%a¢ was the last teaching she would have re
from her friend Evelyn, \or, indeed, from her own heat
she had inherited her father’s'and mother’s kindly di

~ tion, and loved them asidearly as they did her. 1
were, in fact, a most united and affectionate: family,
looked upon Evelyn Rayne as-one of themselves.
and Mrs. Featherstone, who were perfectly aware of
‘own shortcomings, -had-had. an .ambition -ever sinc;
birth of their daughter to marry her to a-gentleman. 1




't care about his being rich. They had more than =~
bgh money for themselves, and Agnes into the bargain.
ly they wanted to make sure that their wealth would
§ into the proper channel, and raise their children’s
firen into the society of which they only hung upon the
Bers. It was this 1dea that had made them give so . .
ly a consent to Agnes’ engagement to Jasper Lyle.
‘he was a gentleman of refinement and education, no
pwho saw him could doubt, and if he was not possessed
bstantial means, Mr. Featherstone did,not intend to
 that an obstacle to the happiness- of his daughter. .
ERastall and Miss Macdonald (who bad kept house
pther at-the Hall during the absence of its rightful
Brs) were loud in their denunciations of the new*
te of the Featherstonc' crumbs.” Mr. Lyle was a
#r, 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
rin his proposals fora minute.  But Mr. Featherstone
“If it were for Agnes’ happiness,” he said,"
arriage should take place if MT. Lyle had not a coat
back. If it were zof so, he shouldn’t have her if he
@ millionairc.” IHe had thrown the young people °*
perhaps a little imprudently—dnd they had
ttached to each other, and now nothing should
tgm except their own free will. He was not
ak the heart of his only child for the sake of a
nds, shillings, and pencc. So the pensioned -
had to beat a crestfallen retreat, and revenge .
es Dy pecking at cach other. .
fFeatherstone was right in one.respect. It really
as if Agnes’ heart was so bound up in Jasper Lyle,
that it would be a matté? of life and death
te-them. Whetkerit is due to the climate, of the
e surroundings, or the greater opportunitics for in-
¢, 1S an open question ; but, certainly, love seems
ke more decply, and grow more quickly, in the
fhere of Italy and Spain than in the more prosaic
pture of England. And :Jasper Lylc was the first
F intellect and culture with whom Agnes Feather- .
fad been brought in intimate communion.  Hisstore




"MOUNT EDEN.

: of knowledge seemed in her eyes illimitable, and his mety
of imparting it irresistible. He possessed, too,a faceq
figure calculated to attract the fancy of any woman. H
was tall and slight, almost to thinness ; but singularly f3
of grace. His face was long—what his would-be detrf

« tors might-have termed a “ hatchet ” face—but it seemedy
harmonize perfectly with his pale complexion and langy
eyes. He wore his hair, which was wavy,. much long
‘than is usual with Englishmen, and his moiith and diy
were completely. covered with a beard and moustaches
dark; silky beard, that had never known the barber’s she

* but been permitted to grow untouched, as Nature wily
it. Had this beard been shomn off, it would have revedy
a weak mouth and retreating chin that-augured badlyf
the happiness- of any one whose faith deperded cn {
owner ; but the hair curled closely over it, like chari
and hid% multitude of sins. .Mr. Lyle’s whole appearan
aided by the cut of his clothes, was much like that(
foreigner, to which a distinct accent in. his pronunciat
of English added peculiar force. He often spoke toj
fiancée in French or Italian—a proceedigg which outrg
Miss Macdonald to such dn_extent, that, on first hean
it, she asked her sister, in her most sarcastic tones, if
Lyle had left his ‘organ and monkey behind him in I
_ But good-natured Mrs. Featherstone was too hdppy inl
. girl’s happiness to take offence at the insult. _She like
hear the yqung people talk to each other iziPrench. §
was not jealous, though she did not understand onew
they uttered. She was proud,yather, to think her Ag
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 estab
ment. ©.

And Mr. Lyle doted upon -Agnés, afid none the
because she was the sole heiress to her father’s ma
For he had not disguised the truth. from Mr. Featherst
that he was a poor man. He was quite frank aboutf
matter. He had a small incomie—about three hundr
year—which had been sufficient,to keep him abroad,

- mot at home, and that was the reason he gave for has
deserted England for so long. The good-hearted ba
had admired his honesty, and promised him it shoul
no obstacle to his. marriage.  If Agnes loved him, it

¥
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ient. Agnes was to be made happy at any cost.
gnes-was in the seventh heaven. All she wanted .
fwas to bring Mr. Lyle and her dear Evelvn together, *
fee them the best of friends. . <
kou must love het,” she kept on repeating, “3s well
o, Jasper, for she is the dearest creature on the fice
- earth.  There was never any one like her before—
bd, and sweet, and true—and so clever into the bar- o
¢ 1 shall be awfilly disappointed if you and Evelyn
Bt the best of friends.”
s, ma petite,” said Lyle, smiling at her earnestness,
Mademoiselle Rayne is so very charming, would
safe? Eh, you laugh at me? *“You are not, then,
f any danger? But I shall want no friend but your-
nes. My little wife must be my best friend.” .

B, yes,” acquiesced Agnes, with a blush, “ I know
ling ; but still I could never be happy if you did
Evelyn. She has been so good to me all my life

not"tell you how good—and I hope that we shall
wve far apart from gpe-another. Dear, sweet Eve-
is she like, Agnes, this chere amie of yours?”
By is she like? You stupid fellow. Wiat is.she
8 mean. O, tall and fair, with grey eyes and-
hair.  Aunt Sophy says she cannot see anything
15 but she’s a spiteful old thing, you know, and 7
Perfectly beautifal.” ) o
ery clevare to manage so large a property all by.
nused Mr. Lyle. : S
as Captain Philip to help her.” .
vho is the Capitaine Philip, petite? A lover?”
aughed immoderately in her glee. . .
i €ar you. Why, he’s. -
; he man who takes all*
e off her hands, you know.” ) . :
kshe must have lovers, this young lady who is so
nd clevare, and, above all things, rich,” argued

d she hasn’t, then,” cried Agnes. “She has always
f her little sweetheart ; but 7w, I stppose, she
jthat up.  She might have lovérs, I am sure—any
bf them if she chose—only—" . : T
220/af, Agnes? Tinish the story.”

1 5
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“No,| b~ must not. It is a secret. I promised ng
tell.” \ \ - ' .
" “But to me, chéric?” . :

“ Not ewen“ to you, Jasper. It is Evelyn’s secret,
mine.” | L#

“ %&sa Iguessit? This friend of yours had aly
once—indays gone by—and she has not forgotten };
But isit- p@ssﬂ)leP Does she speak to you of these day

Agnes looked into his face astonished.

“Of what days, Jasper? Has any one been tef
you?” .

T« No no. How could they! It is mere conjecy
But givena lady—-young, rich, and handsome, but wi
admirers, and what is the- mference ? A loverin the
ground. That is all.”

“ How qulck you are,” said Agnes admiringly. ©J
ought to write movels. But I can tell you nothing.
darling Evelyn will be here this evening, and then youl
see her for yourself.”

¢ And supposing I do not like her—this charming f
of yours—what then, Agnes?”

The girl looked a}armed
- “Oh, bdt you must—you will—you cannot help it,
cried. “All I'am afraid of, Jasver, is, that you wil
her better than myself.”

He twined his long fingets fondly in her soft curls.

. “ That would be nnpossxble, ma bien aimée Bu
some people, Agnes, I cannot (what the Englishd
‘get on’! I am not ‘sympatica, and it is even o
cards that your Mademoiselle Evelyn will not like m|

“I1 am sure she will,” respcided Agnes, with i
eamestness. “ Why, it would spoil all my happirg
there was the slightest coolness tetween you two. |
I should like best would be that we should all lived
same house together for the rest cf our lives.”

Mr. Lyle laughed at her eagerness, but the laugh v3
entirely | jan easy oue; and an unbiassed spectatord
‘scene’ might have thought he was jealous of the infs
exercised over lhis future wife by her female fricrd.
conversation left its effects upon Agnes also. - Tt m:d
fee] nérvous about the evening’s introduction, atds

- ‘qui viveé to note what effect the first sight of Evelyn?

have upon her lover. As the time for Miss Rayne’s 2




»

-

3 . . . . . %
Foached, the giflish figurc, robed in some diaphanous,
material; flittéd between the drawing-room and ‘the
fdoor, anxious to secure the first word with her friend.

was true to her time The Hall did not keep

pnable hours any more than the big house, and si

bck was considered quite late enough for dinner. Ag
Bittle omnibus that brought her over stopped at the
('she had more than one grand carriage in her cg4ch-
» but she never used them ), Agnes flew down the
to receive her. i ’ ’ )
h, darling,” she exclaimed, “I have been’ waitirig
B -here for nearly- half an hour. I am so nervous,
n, and so excited. Suppese, after all, you shouldn’t
m? ” — T . ) R .
lyn (who was shaking out the folds of her black
- dress and settling the lace about her throat and
stopped short in the operation to regard the girl’s
| and eager face. s )
like him, Agnes ! Are you speaking of Mr. Lyle?”
You love me, dear, but our tastes may not
gree ; and —and—if you shouldn’t think the same
about Jasper, it will break my heart.”
silly child! What difference could it make to
ppiness, with your future husband ? But don’t be
es,” continued Evelyn gravely ; “ I am bouhd to .
e very best of anyone you love, for the sake of our
d affection.” .
drawing the girl into her embrace, she kissed her
ji As they disengaged themselves again, they saw-a
pfanding beside them in the dusky hall. It was Mr.
finself, who seemed to have caught the infection of
nxiety, and wished to get the introduction to Miss
ver before they encountered the many eyes: of
In the drawing-room. - C

here /s Jasper,” cried Agnes, with agasp. “Jas;

y ‘dear friend and 'sisg', Evelyn’ lgéaas)?ne. JD{:&
g1 with her. Shake hands at once, and let me feel
B are going to be friénds.” . -
R quite willing, fopmy part, to'be the best of friends,”
Elyn cordially, as she extended her hand. .
Eyle took it, but for 4 moment he did fiot speak,

Y

more decided French accent than -

<

f answered, with

-~




132 MOUNT EDEN.

« T am happy, also, to make the acquaintance of oneg
. dear to Agnes.” S0
“« That is right. Now my heart is at rest, and wed
roceed in state 1O the drawing-room,” exclaimed M
Featherstone as she pu ily in front of her.
Evelyn did not know quite what t0 think. She hads
expected Agnés’ fiancé 10 be so like 2 foreigner either
speech or appearance. It puzzled her how an Englisty
could ever so far forget what was due to his birthrigh
to adopt the manners >nd idiosyncrasies of another natt
and as soon as she had exchanged greetings with thes
of the family, d her eyes again upon Mr.
with the keenes i he appeared tO be sy
her -observation (2 1 or to Wi
avoid it, for he- the farthest]
iof interested it
pages of 2 book. Evelyn was fain (for thel
) to leave him, d Mrs. Featherstor
ay to their young friend after 0 loi
d not be sO rude as to allo¥
attention 10 wander. At dinner, however, she found
self placed exactly opposite the lovers, and she fel
she could not keep her eyes off Mr. Lyle. What}
in the man’s appearance that so attracted her? Skl
not admire him—far from it. “Her first view of &
lover had been 2 genuine disappointment. Jasper
was not manly enough to suit her taste. He lookeds
like a poet or a troubadour than a gentleman of the
teenth century. And then his hybrid dress and man
talking rather repulsed her. She liked an Englishn
look and speak like one, and she fancied there was
affectationin Mr. jon, and that it vy
wholly natural to him. Agnes had at last dra¥
into a conversation with him, Evelyn found her thd
running in the same channel. o
«You must have lived a long time abroad, Mr.
have acquired sO decided an accent,” she- said. *
jou born there?” P L h
The simple question seemed to confuse him. He
mered as he replied,— : :
«Yes—no. That is to_says my mother was Ji
Mi¢s Rayne ; 50, yoUu €€ 1 am only half English”
« And you were educated abroad? » .
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f have lived there nearly all my life,” he answered, with .
fice bent down upon his plate. . ) )
Well, you’ve got to turninto an Englishman again now,
y,” exclaimed Mr. Featherstone cheerily, *for
a and I don’t mean to let our little Agnes cross the
1 without us. She’s all we’ve got, you know, and
’t spare her out of our sight.” .
en you shouldn’t have consented to her marriage
gentleman that’s half a foreigner,” snapped Miss
Bonald. :
fat Mr. Ly.e nas promised not to separate us from
anterposed Mrs. Featherstone. )
mrely,” replied Mr. Lyle, “ Agnes is English, and
emain in her own couniry.”
3d you must become English too, you naughty boy,”
ped his fiancé. Do you know, Jasper, your pro-
ition grows worse instead of better. . I really think
more French to-day than ever. Evelyn is staring
her eyes at your accent. She never heard any-.
speak so badly before. Did you, Evelyn?” ‘
Rayne was indeed staring in the most unacgounte
nner at the stranger. Her eyes seemed fixed in
tion, and when Agnes’laughing question recalled
gerself, 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, unde
e general conversation. ; :
ense,- Jasper,” replied Agnes with a look.of pain.
ake 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.” . S
ether it was due to the presence of Mr. Lyle 4t
_dinner-table or not, Miss Rayne had become
tably silent. There she sat, with her fair head
with its wealth of chesnut hair, bent down upon
E, holding commune with herself, or raising it only
L 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 come to you this evening, darling ?
o are generally so full of life. Have you nothing
b.us after so long an absence ?” : o
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¢« What shall I say? ” exclaimed Evelyn, rousing hey
at the challenge of her friend. “You are the queen o
feast, Agnes, and should lead the conversation. }
really very embarrassing to he ordered to say somety
May- I make it a question? Have you ever bey
America, Mr. Lyle? ”

The query came as unexpectedly as a pistol shot,

emed to startle everybody at table, and especially
man to whom it was addresscd.

“What a funny idea,” cried;Agnes, elevating her br
“ of course he hasn’t.”

" «But why ¢of course?’” persisted Miss Rayne,
journey is. nothing now-a-days, and a traveler like
Lyle has probably made it more than once. And la
terested in the S@ées. I have relations there. He
have met them. HNave your wanderings led you %
Mr. Lyle?” .

There was a tone in her voice that made Jasper
dread he knew not what, and forced him to raise his
against his will. It was the first time Evelyn had
'met his gaze, and the room secmed to go round wif
as she encountered it.

¢« I__have—not—been—to—America, mademoiselj
answered slowly.

« Have you nof?” she asked again, without rens
her eyes from his. . , '

As they regarded each other thus, Mrs. Feathen
saw all the ,color die out,of Miss Rayne’s fresh
leaving them of an ashy paleness. .

«Evelyn, my dear girl,” she cried, rising and H
round the table to her assistance, “ what is the m
Are you ill?” . - .

«J don’t feel very well,” said Evelyn, in a strang
«“Jt is this suddem spring heat that always upsi
With your permission, Mrs. Featherstone, I will les
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 with3
gesture, that was almost one of djslike.

“ No, Agnes, don’t worry me. I would ratherbe
she said, and then, quickly aware of her injustic
more sweelly. * Don’t make a fuss about it, pleasd

I am only a little faint. I shall be all.-right-in a®
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t they -insisted upon making a fuss over her, even
B to"Aunt Sophy, for Evelyn was a general favoge
e Hall. They had not the tact to perceive that she
flering from a'mental, rather than a physical cause ;-
they opened the windows and ran for smelling-salts
fau-de-cologne, and hovered over her until every ser-’
gn the establishment knew that Miss Rayne from the
se was “ taken worse.” How our friends, with well-
gng stupidity, torture us from time to time in like
i ey will not let us fight our own battles in
f:silence, and earn the right to say, ¢ Alone I didit.”
ull the weapons we have unsheathed out of our very

E; the visor from our features, the chain armor off our
b and leave us, stripped and defenceless, in the face
enemy. They cannot read the dumb, beseeching
nd “the clasped hands we turn upon them ; but
and comment, and advise, until the last poor
-pulled down, and we stand revealed in all our

n prayed and protested against the interference .of
ds-until she could resist no longer, and then pride

® her assistance, and she sat down in her chair
eclaring she was perfectly recovered, and _deter-
bear everything sooner than break up the family

time Mr. Lyle had never once raised his eyes to
ut kept them directed towards the. window or i
oard. *Whilst every one else was hovering over
(doing all intheir power to relieve her evident
i he kept his seat, and looked the picture of dis-
But they were too busy with her to nl;)ﬁe his
Although she insisted upon keeping Her place
, the incident that had occurred was so unusual,
k being anything but of the fainting order of
od,—that it cast a certain gloom over the Te-
of the meal, and Mrs. Featherstone gave early
$ 2 retreat to the drawing-room. As soon as she |
e dining-room behind her, Miss Rayne’s lassitude
fe to an cager excitement, which accorded strangely
kpale face and:lustreless eyes.
i Mrs. Featherstone, 4o lct'me go home before the
h-leave their wine. Indeed, I am not well. Itis
ke that I can sit out the remainder of the evening.
fne order my carriage, and go at once.,”
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She was trembling all over as she spoke, as if she hady
the ague, and Mrs. Featherstone feared she was going
be seriously ill. -

“ Of course you shall do as you hke, my dear ; by
wish I .could persuade you to stay here for the g
instead. The blue room’is quite ready for your recepty
Evelyn, and I don’t think I ought to.let you leave the §
until you are better, or have seen a doctor.”

“A doctor!” laughed Miss Rayne. ‘Oh, nonsey
it's not acase fora doctor. Iam only over-tired and oy
" wrought. Spring is such a busy season on the farm,y
know ; and I should not have come out at all this eveny
except for Agnes, and—and—for you.”

“Well, well, dear, I won’t try to gainsay your wisy
though your return will break up our pleasant even
- But you will come again soon, won’t you, Evelyn? Ag
will never be satisfied till you have made the acquainta

of Mr. Lyle, and I don’t think you have-exchanged a dy
" words with him as yet.”

“Oh, yes, of course I must make the acquaintanc
Mr. Lyle,” cried Evelyn hysterically. It would never
for %im 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 carriage and see you into}
- said Agnes, ready to propose anything that should take#

back into the presence of her lover. But _Evelyn Jaidk
hand upon her arm. . :

“Np,” she replied firmly, I will have no one disturh
I shall walk down'to the stables and get into it mysel!

.They did not oppose her decision, though Agnes ins
upon walking down also, with her arm fondly throwna
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 enfn
caimness gave way, and she sunk back upon the cush
in a storm of grief.
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CHAPTER XV.
THE PHOTOGRAPH.

Ry blank feeling fell upon the party at the Hall after
n’s departure. .
es was almost in tears (so concerned was she at the -
or 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
en taken ill in this mysterious and affected manner
e? No; ker firm conviction was, that the poor girl
en so upset by the first view of Mr. Lyle, that she
ot restrain her feelings. This assertion made Agnes
tears, and fire up with indignation. How dared
ophy say such a thing! She was always making
orrid insinuation against Jasper ; and-it was only
By, because she had never been married herself, that
d her words. o "
usy, indeed !” snorted Miss Maddonald. “If an
voman has plenty of money to give away she can
ick up a needy foreigner to accept it. For my
Fhate and distrust foreigners, and always have done
4d I have no doubt that Evelyn shares my opinion,
erribly disappointed in your choice. That is my
of her refusal to spend the evening here.”

”

nma,” appealed Agnes to her mother, “don’t let A

ophy insult Jasper behind his back in this manner. - ‘

how that he is as much English as we are, and it is
kshe should take a prejudice against him because he
ght French accent. My darling Evelyn would

so unjust ; Iam quite sure of that.” '
yn has always been the soul of honor,” replied
therstoug, trI%ing to smoothe matters ; *and, since
Nd she felt ill, I'am certain she did so. And really,
j you are too sweeping in your strictures on Mr.-
I like his accent ; I think it is most distingué, and
8 has no objection to ityno one else has any right to:
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" comphin. Come, my dear, kiss your aunt, and let megq
you pleasant together. can’t abear to have_quarre]
in the house.” )

“ Tl tell you what I/)h'ink,” said Agnes, after a pay
—<and that is, that it was the sight of my happiness t
upset poor Evelyn. ~Of course she couldn’t say so, §

- darling, but I saw her watching us at dinner with sug
look of pain in her eyes, and then I remembered someth
she told me yesterday about her past life, which must by
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 wg
tell no one. Butyou can understand it was the story g
disappointment in love ; and that is the reason she has
married all these years. Poor, darling Evelyn! it m
have raked it all up to see me so happy and proul
Jasper.” .

“T dare say you’re right, Agnes; but I should k
thought Evelyn ‘would have had more command of
feelings. She has always appeared such a brave, determ
woman to me. I can hardly imagine her giving w
.love-sick fancies. But here come the gentlemen.”

Mr. Featherstone’s first inquiry entering the room
for his favorite, Evelyn. __—

“ Oh, papa, sh®.has actually gone home. She felts

" she couldn’t stay any longer. Isn’tita disappointmen

cried Agnes.

T think it is more serious than that,” said Mr. Feal
stone anxiously. ¢ Evelyn Rayne is not a person toq
. plain without cause. She must be seriously ill. O
" you should have gone home with her.”

- «T wanted her to stay here, but she wouldn’t heard

-replied Mrs. Featherstone. *Im fact, she was soul
herself that we hardly knew her. She seemed to mea
point of bursting into tears, so L thought it kinder
her have her own way.” L

“You must send the first thing.to-morrow morni

" hear how she is,” said her husband ; “ or I, will ridet
after breakfast, and make the inquiries myself. I shal
be easy till I hear she is all right again. What shoul
do without the mistress 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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Be contrary, he seemed rather bored by the fuss made
Bhe visitor’s departure. But as Mr. Featherstone
the last remark, he raised his head.
t this Mademoiselle Rayne the real owner of the .
you call Mount Eden, then?” he asked of his
ed father-in-law. . Co :
. She owns the entire property under the will of
uncle, Mr. Caryll. It was an immense responsi-
lay upon the shoulders of so young a woman ; -but
has proved herself to be quite equal to it. She is
ueen amongst her tenants and farm laborers, and
fink there is no one-like®her. And they are right. .
fssure you I have asked for, and thankfully received,
j8 hint from Evelyn Rayne with respect to the man-
Bt of my own acres. What do you say to the Women’s
1l after that?” *
she is clever, then? ” said Lyle.
1is more than clever. She has a deep-thinking,
‘head, worth two of that of most men, and she
bted ‘all her energies to her estate. Sometimes I
ndered—" -
, papa ? ” demanded Agnes.
her she has not had some latent hope or idea in
ound to' urge her to make such exertions. It
nost unnatural a woman should do it for herself

~

W. what her hope has been,” whispered Agnes to
; but he turned his attention again to Mr.
ne. ‘s T
have consulted this young lady about your own
” he said ; “is hers, then, the most valuable of
Has she the larger experience ? »
ker laughed. )
ar Lyle,.if you nad ever seen Mount Eden, you
ask such a question.\ You might put my grounds
ner of it. It is a fnagnificent estate, and was.
I believe, by the late Mr. Caryll from the Earl
e. Itis worth fifteen thousand a year. Why,
lace is a pigmy beside it. And Miss Rayne has
flute and -unconditional control of her' property.
e of the richest heiresses in Great Britain.” .
frhere were no males in the family ? ”
- Mr. CaryH lost his only son at sea, and this _

4
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girl was the sole comfort of his declining years. She rig
deserved all he could give her, and he could not I
found one to fulfil the trust more nobly. Sbe is a periy
angel of a woman, and we all love &§r dearly.”

Agnes- and Mr. Lyle had withdrawn themselves y
distant sofa by this time, where their conversation cy
not be overheard by the rest of the party.

«T know what dear Evelyn is hoping for,” reiterated
girl in his ear—¢ the return of some one who wasy
dear to her—a cousin whom she was engaged to, and
went to America. I mustn’t tell you any more, becaiy
is a secret, but she says slfe Zzows he is alive, and
come back to her some day, and then—"

- “ And then w/at ?2” demanded her lover.
he will marry him of  course, and give him Mg
Eden, and they will be very, very happy. At least Ik
so,’ 51ghed Agnes, ¢ because’I am afraid she will never
" happy until he does return.” ¢

“ Do you really think a woman could remember au
for as long as that—ten or eleven years ? * questioned)
Lyle.

“ Qh, yes, Evelyn could. She is not like other won
Basides, she told me so herself only yesterday. Wig

. was telling her all about you, and how happy I anj
made her thmk of Will—poor darlmg ; and she told me
whole story.”

“Ah! he will be a lucky fellow when he does ret
remarked Mr. Lyle, as he rose from the sofa and went{
of the room.

Presently he came back with a photograph

“Can you tell me who that is, Agnes? Have you
seen the person before?” he said, as he placed iti

" hand. ) ’

“She took it under the gas chandelier to examine it
perly. It represented a tall lad of eighteen or ninef
with eyes that looked dark, set in a beardless face,
general look of extreme ]uvemhty /

% No,” she rephed 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.” T
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Wou /7 exclaimed Agﬁes, making a dash at the photo- E
Bh. ' Oh, Jasper, it is impossible. It 1is not abit like -

E Do letme see it ag:m\'x o i
INo,” replied Mr: Lyle, holding it beyond her reach,
not worth a ‘second glancé. I was only making a
j¢ cxperiment on you. An old friend who met me
Bad declared I had altered so little he should have
n me anywhere, whilst I flatter myself I am not the
man I was a few years ago. I have made you the
e,;and I am satisfied. I am right, and my friend is
"I.am very glad of it.” < S
ut lct me keep the photograph,” urged Agnes; “itis .
esting to me, Jasper. ~ I like to know what you looked |
many years before I knew you. -1 am jealous of
years, dear. It seems as if 1had been shut out from -
Vo, no,” replied Lyle, “ it is of no use. I do not wish
bt ;- it is too ugly. I don’t know why it was not
foycd long ago. I should be sorry to look like that

ereupon ensued an amicable quarrel between the
; Agnes Featherstone trying to regain possession of
otograph by force or strategem, and Jasper Lyle to
it from her. At last she gave up the contest almost .
v, .
is too bad of you,” she pouted ;  you might let me
when I tell you itis of value to me. Why, Evelyn
o portraits of her cousins—especially Hugh—since
ere llictltle babies; and she wouldn't part from them for
world.” ’ . S
..s{x]e shown therd, then, to you?” exclaimed Jasper-
nickly. : .
ot all, perhaps—but the oil paintings hang in the
oom. Oh! why did you do that?” she .cried,
ing off suddenly, as she saw him tear the photograph ’
in two, and fling the pieces into the fire, which
illy spring evenings still rendered necessary ; “and
I told you I wished to keep it.” o
d I said I did not wish you to do so,” returned
fer Lyle. . ’ i o

i , combined with Evelyn’s departure,

*

is little episode,
ed to break up all the harmony of the evening, and

party retired to rest'at an earlier hour than usual.
Mr. Lyle reached his room, he rang the bell.

3




: “MQUNT EDEN. "

“Did- you ring, sir?”. inquired the servant wy

" answered the sumtong. (By the way, why do servamg
invariably ask #/ you rufig, when they have come upstaiy
because they heard thebell? It appears to be ¢ servanty

. hall” etiquette to do so, but it is very unnecessary.)

“Yes,” replied Lyle, “ I want you to call me early
morrow morning—quite early—at six o’clock. I am going
for a long walk.” _ )

“Very good, sir,” said the man, who proved true to b
tfust, and brought up the boots and the warm water pug,
‘tually to the time desired. ’

Lyle dressed quickly, and went downstairs. It was§
lovely morning—the precursor of one of the first wag
days in May—and all Nature seemed to be alive. Tk
flower-beds of Featherstone Hall had justbeen laid outfy
the season, and the rows of variously-tinted foliage-plant;
from the palest velvety green to deép claret color, contras:
ed vividly with the white and red geraniums, and yelky
calceolarias, and purple heliotrope with which they inte
‘mixed. Everything about the hall was perfectly organized
and bore the stamp of wealth ; but it was more for she
than use. It swallowed money, but it yielded none. V¢
it impressed most people with 1ts magnificence, and non,
more so than the needy man who now surveyed it. * |

‘ And all this,” he thought, as he looked around him ani§§
saw the glass of the hot-houses and conservatories glister§
ing in the distance, and heard the * hissing ” of the groom§
as they_attended to their charges.in the stable-yard, “l
this is as nothing compared to the riches of Mount Eda
It would only occupy a little corner of it. That is what
Mr. Featherstone said. And it is actually all zers. Wia
‘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. Whenke
had traversed about half a mile, he met a laborer, an

" stopped him. c

“ How far is it, my friend, from here to Mount Eden?’

‘“Not know Mount Eden?” grinned'the rustic. “¥
mun-be a stranger in thése parts. Whoy, ye’re on Moun
Eden ground now.” : :

#Indeed! But where’s the house?”

““The big house? That’s a matter o’ a mile furtheron.’
th-“‘_A‘ mile? And do: these fields belong to the estate,
en?”- . T .
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"Aye, aye ; on either soide, and as fur as ye loike to
f, and further than ye’ll care to wak. It's a foine
, Mount Eden—the foinest in all Hampshire.”
nd will this road lead me to the house?”
ye, aye ! ‘Go on straight till yer come to the cross
, and the left 'ull take ye up the drive gates. That's
ter.”
Thank you, my man,” said Lyle,'as he commenced.to
briskly on. _ . .
the rustic looked at his empty palin, and scratched his

ny 'un could tell ’e was a furriner,” he soliloquized,
trudged on again. “ An English gentleman would ha’
n that a feller would feel dry arter all that talking.” ~
anwhile Jasper Lyle pressed forward till he reached
rive gates of Mount Eden, which were guarded by a
Gothic lodge., A woman came out whilst he was loi-
there, and asked himif he wanted to seeany one up . ™
big house. . - ST
should like to walk through the grounds,” he said, .
ou think Miss Rayne would have no objection. I
he honor of her acquaintance,” he added. -
e woman smiled pleasantly. g
h, 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 pass ugh as
ke.
approach to Mount Eden lay through'wooded and
e grounds, where the thick carpet of ferns served )
vert for the fallow deer that sprung up every now -
hen at- the sound of the stranger’sstep. This wasthe -
approach. The back entrance lay through that nyr=
of firs and larches, where John Vernon had first mét
ayne; with her hands full of violets. )
yn preferred trees and ferns to flowers. She had a
eds laid out close to the house, but when she wished
pinder by herself, and think over the business that en-
Bed her mind, she invariably chose the park, with its
hing shade—the sound of the singing of birds, and the -
& of the freshly-tramipled ferns—in preference to her
et garden.  Everytliing seemed too bright and gawdy ~
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‘there to be in sympathy with sombre thoughts, and ¥
lyn’s thoughts had always been more serious than gay,
As Jisper Lyle walked through the park road, the g
den boupd of a fawn, or the rush of a rabbit, would mg
him-start, and look furtively around. He did not wap
mieet the mistress of Mount Eden until she invited hin
do so. ~Curiosity had drawn him to view her ‘estate;}
he did not wish Miss Rayne to think him either impy
nent or obtrusive. So he picked his way cautiously, n
he came in sight of the big house, when he slipped bel;
atree, and surveyed it at his leisure. In his eyes it seen
to be the most beautiful place he had ever seen. Ity
long, low building of grey stone, supported by whitep
ticos and pillars, somewhat in the Italian style of archy
ture, and ornamented on the southern side with -alg
orangery, which gave it an un-English-like appearance.
“circular lawn, shaded by cedar and mulberry trees, I
- the front; whilst from the back, a wide terrace, with b
trades, led down to the flower garden.  On one side st
the stables and coach-houses, well concealed from viex
spreading horse-chestnut trees, now in full blossom ; vk
on the other, the walled-in fruit and vegetable gard
with its long: line of forcing-houses, served as a boun
for the dairy and poultry farm, which was situated §
beyond. ‘Bachelor’s Hall was not to -be seen from
point of view. It lay a quarter of a mile in the rear, d
to the pheasant preserves, and was as secluded as ifno
house were in existence. Mr. Lyle stood behind thefris
ly tree for.a long time, surveying the evidences of lug
and comfort by which he was surrounded.
<« Fifteen thousand a year, and this estate,” he thoy
as he drew a long breath, ““and all in her own hands-
makes me sick to think of it. I deserve to be killel
having thrown away my chances in this manner.~She 1o
nized me—I am certain of .it- I knew it directly I
her eyes, and it was on that account that she rem
-home. Now, the question is, sow did my presence
her? I should have had no douht on the subject ifi
not been for what Agnes told me. I never dreamt!
Evelyn could have remembered such a boy and girl4
—the veriest shadow of a courtship. But if she does,
. then?_ I think I know what women ate by this time,
. can'pretty well calculatethe effects of an interviev.
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vents I'll try it. And in any case it would be neces-

8 for- I must secure her friendship and ‘good services
f the Featherstones. * Suppose she should betray me?
T#at is impossible ! ” . ’ ’
this moment, a kind of vision seemed to pass before
ental eyes, and silently repeat the womossible ”
the picture of a young girl dressing him in her own
es, and pressing her money to the last farthing upon
ceptance, and parting from him with straining eyes
guivering lips, but brave to the last, for fear of a be-
It made him shudder as he Tecalled it, and feel as
had been guilty of treachery, but it relieved his mind.
Evelyn who had been his salvation in the years gone
guld not turn against him now. And- he resolved to
Ber 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
i ), and began to take his way back to Featherstone
How small and mean everything about it appeared,
fharison 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 thatlay about the Hall. He had thought .
ficent 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
t as he passed through' the elaborately laid-out
grden, with ils white statues and urns, and its wire-
ches of roses and clematis, intothe 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,
ave you been? We have sent up twice to your
ell you that breakfast was ready.” i -
could have told you that I had gone for a walk
gning, Agnes. Your. English hours rather upset
#s. In Italy we rise early, and seek the morning "
e the sun becomes too hot, and I do not know -
#do with myself after the day breaks.” .
I me,” said Mrs. Featherstone, “if/you had only
r. Lyle, I would have ordered breakfast to be
jeatlier on your account. You must not go out.
norning-fasting.” ‘ o T
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¢ And if you had told me, Jasper,”added Agnes reproach- )
fully “f wou]d have gone too. I should love to take a
morning walk with yox. Shall yoit go out every morning?”

“I do not know, ckérie, but I am at your service when-
ever you command it. But suppose (now I am here) that
you gwe me some breakfast. The air' has made me. ;
hungry.”

“ But where have you been ?” urged Agnes

Lyle shrugged his shoulders after the French fashion.

“ How can I teli you? Every road is strange to me
about here, and they all look the same. Iwalked 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 T know.” ,

“ But did you go to the right qr the left after you turned
out of the drive gates? ” persisted Agnes.

“ Well, really,” interposed Miss-Macdonald, “ I"think it ]
becomes quite mdehcaf:e, 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 mterference he would
have acquainted you with his design.”

-#Oh, rubbish!” cried Agnes irreverently ; * what can
you know about it, Aunt Sophy. As if ]asper would ever
have any secrets from me. ~As if it can be of any conse-
guence whkere he walked—excepting that I wish to know.”

¢ “You should go over to Mount Eden if you want a nice
morning walk,” said Mrs. Featherst8ne; ¢ the approach
through the park is beautiful, and there is a charming dell
in the middle of it.”

. “Fairy dell! 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 have anything
“to cry for? ” demanded Mr. Lyle.

“Indeed she had ; though Iwas onlya little chlld at the’
time, and knew nothmg 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 reprovingly. “ Mr. Caryll was a very unhappy and

., disappointed man, and that is enough to make people
2 'seem (wha.t you call) ¢ grumpy o
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« Well, papa, he never, made Evelyn happy ; and she-
couldn’t love him because he had been so unjust and
unkind to her Cousin Will.” o

« A good-for-nothing rascal, who first forged his uncle’s
pame and embezzled his money, and then bolted to
America, or somewhere. I'don’t think Evelyn ‘can have
any sympathy with a fellow hke that. Shgis too good and
uprigh( herself.” —~

“ Evelyn never told me tha.t her cousin bad done anything
wrmg, ’ said Agnes, with solemn eyes. ““She has néver.

said a word ‘against hm, so perhaps she doesn’t know it;’
or it may not be true.”

“1t s trie,” 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. Qulte right, too—Evelyn all’
over. She is nothing if she is not loyal.”

-“Did you evep see the young man you spea.k of, Mt
Featherstone ?” demanded Lyle quietly.

“Never, my dear Lyle, nor did I want to do so. -He
was only a jupior clerk in Caryll’s office,—a boy who ran-
errands and swept out the place,—and my wonder is how
he ever had the assurance to commit such a crime. How-’

ever, it has long since been forgotten, and -Agnes sﬁould‘
ot rake up such unpleasant subjects.” -

- No one continued, the conversation, and, as soon as-
breakfast 'was over, Lyle escaped to his own room. - i’

“Itis growing too warm for me,” he thought. * My exist-

pnce is not forgotten, and Evelyn still speaks of me-to-

trangers. I must ﬁnd out at once if she means to be- my

riend or my-enemy.” .
And so he sat down and wrote a-few lines to the ~xmstress :
f Mount Eden, which he bribed a groom to carry over- to«
er in the course of the day. , .

,e
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. CHAPTER XVI. ./
(‘.‘

‘A HOPE'S FRUITION.

MEeANWHILE, 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 feelings, 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 o make any woman feel as if she were going
out of her mind. She sat on the side of her bed, with both
hands pressed tightly against her throbping head as she
tried to disentangle and arrange her thoughts, and revicw
the situation in.which she found herself, with some degree
of calmness. Will was g/?ive—that was the first truth with
which she had to become 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 had—forgotten her ! 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 her]
and she was ready to reverse all her former opinions, and
to declare that she had been uttesly mistaken. She
must have been mistaken. She had been led away
‘by a chance resemblance. It couwldn’s be Will. Mr
Jasper Lyle—who had been reared in' Italy until
had ‘nearly forgotten his mother tongue, whe was a may
-:of means and education, who was engaged to be marmnej
to Agnes Featherstone, and who had placed himself B
- Evelyn’s path without a shadow of distrust or fear—thq
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same person as her Cousim Will who had absconded from
England, branded with felony? 7? 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

safe to doso. The ideawas too wild to be entertained for .

a moment. Then w/kat was it that had so upset her, and
filled her mind with sick misgivings. that appeared
incontrovertible? One look from Mr. Lyle’s eyes across
the dinner-table. Ozne 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 world had hitherto concealed. One look,
during which her little friend’s #ancé and the stranger-
" guest-had entirely disappeared, and she stood alone with

Will Caryll and the unforgotten past. Z%a? waswhathad |
made #€r head whirl and her brain spin, and sent her back’
to Mount Eden in a state bordering on delirium. But
when she came seriously to review her feelings and their ..
cause, her calmeér reasdn made, her doubt the justness --

of 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 aliered with the interven-
ing years ; but would Will even have ventured to-retyrn
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 -
otherwise), and asking if it would besafe for him to show:
his 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.
Caryll had:been. 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,

TR s
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mtendmg to hold them ‘in terrorem ovef-the head:of his

o nephew in case he ever presumed to ask assistance of him.

again ; and when he died Evelyn had found them (ashad
been- sald) amongst his private papers. She had not
destroyed them even then. -She had dreamt—silly woman
-zof a happy moment when she might see %er kusband
destroy them with his own hand, and fold her in a grateful
embrace directly afterwards. - As she recalled” it, the hot
tears trickled from her eyes and ran through her clasped
fingers. It was of no use fighting against her internal 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 ih
his presence again. Yet, though she had passed the night
. in arguing with herself and 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 premises in company with C?.ptain Philip. These
rides were a source of both pleasure and profit to her.
. They enabled her to become acquainted with every rood
of her estate—to supenntend the agricultural operations to
the farthest-extent of it, and to let her farm laborers and:
tehantry 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 het land-agent
knew a gredt déal more than herself. So that these;morn-
ing rides; which took place with scarcely any mterrmssmn’
’ Jchroughout 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 ‘again ‘on -this
particular mornirg, with'a message to Captain- Phxhp that
she was tired, and did not intend to.accompany him.
The Captain’s face- f'ell ‘a couple of mches when the
messdge was delivered.: -
“Not.going out?” he repeated blankly to the _groom'in
a.the'ndance ; “ why, what's the matter- with her ?’” :
“Idon't know as there’s anythink the mattet with:the -
- missus, ‘5ir,” was_the Teply. . “Only the maid says she
feels tired-like, and don’t want to nde on horseback.”
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- Tt's very strange—-very unhke her,” muttered the cap-
tain, pulling his moustaches. ‘ Why we were to have seea.
the men digging the new decoy this morning.~ Well,” with
a qulckly-checked s1gh “ 1 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 thought, as she commenced to busy
herself about the house, ““thinking won't solve the mystery. -
I must wait the course of events. 'Most probably I have
been frightening myself with a bogle of my own creation.
I should have gone out with Captain Philip, and blown my
absurd fancies 2 away.” .

- She walked up to her private sitting-room, and unlockmg x
" the drawer of an old marquetrie cabinet, turned 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 soiled kxd gloves, several bunches of dried flowers, and . -

a couple of photographs. It was these last mementos of,
her-cousin that'Ev**lyn 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 totally-
unlike his present appearance as anythmg could well be.

Taken by a third-rate photographer, and at anh age when a
lad seldom displays any of the characteristics of feature
and expression that change with his growth, and individu-

alize ‘his fuller manhood, it bore no resemblance whatever
to Mr: Lyle, and Evelyn smiled as she held it in her hand.

- “Yes, that is my own dear Will,” she thought,  just-as
he looked before he yielded to that terrible temptation, and
drove all the courage and manliness out of his face. But
how could I have ever imagined thdt Mr. Lyle resembled
him?: I have been dreammg They are not- in the least
alike.”

The smile actual]y came back to her hps, and the hght‘
tohm: eyes, as she scanned the photograph, and after she
had regarded.it earnestly for several mmutes, she kissed it
and.everything else in the. drawer.

8 Hls dear gloves. l” she murmured. “I rememberthe




MOUNT EDEN.

very day he put them on, and how I scolded him for buying
such an extravagant color as lavender.. ' And his poor,
little, battered fusee-case, which he forgot to take with him!
Poor darling, he 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.

%1 am growing nervous again,” she said, with a faint
laugh. “This is too much of a good -thing. I shall fancy.
I see uncle’s ghost walk into the room next, or something
equally sensible. Imust shake myself together, and repress
my too vivid imagination with some hard'work.”

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 deliveredit. L

Evelyn turned it over with a trembling’ hand. 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:
-nected sentences, as she-walked away.from the servant’s
observation. ’ . .

But as soon as the door had closed upon Anna, she tore
the letter open vehemently. What did-it contain of good
" .orill 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

“T see that you have recognized me, and feel that.my
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...I have
so much to tell you and to ask your pity for.” - - - - - -
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- That was all—no address and no signature, but he knew
she would need neither to conviace her of his individuality." .
As Evelyn read the words and_saw the arguments with
which’she had tried-to combat her own conviction of the
truth crumble into dust before them, sheé 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
s be disturbed ; and do not come back yourself unless I ring
for you.” [
'She watched the maid take the ng&efg and when she had-
disappeared, she rose and deliberately locked the door
after her, and then, flinging herself down upon the sofa, she
fell into an abandonment of grief. /AN her sophistries, her
drguments, her self-deception were of no avail now. She
knew for a fact that she had not been mistaken, and that
*iher lover, William Caryll, and she had actually stood face
. |to face againl; 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
was also a very proud one, and Agnes was one of the
deepest affections of her life. She possessed the courage -
which would have made her spurn all the conventionalities
ofithe world, to unite her dwn lot with that of a man who
“was Znown to be guilty, so long as he had remained true to
her. - But when she thought of her pure and innmocent
Agnes, who was almost a child in years and experience,
being linked for life (unknowingly) to a forger, all'her sense
of nght and justice rose up to prevent it. Will Caryll
ereeping back to her feet for forgiveness (however long the
silence and separation that lay between them), would-have
been'welcomed like the prodigal son in the Scriptures, and
laden ‘with the best gifts her means could afford him: ~ But
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Jasper Lyle, taking advantage of the ignorance of her

_- - frignds.to become - the betrothed of their daughter.; pre-

suming (with that disgraceful past behind him) to link his
pretended name with one that had never been dishonored,
and to flaunt his indeserved happiness and prospetity in
her face—tkat was quite another fhing. Every-wcman
will understand the feelings of burning indignation and
mortified pride with which Evelyn recalled such facts
They dried up her tears to their very source, and made
" her ashamed that she had given way to them. What was
needed now was courage and action ; not weak $efitiment
for an unworthy past. , She had thought she should need
hours of solitude to brace herself for the proposed inter- -
view, but as the truth forced itself on her consideration,
she determined that Will Caryll, or Jasper Lyle, or what-
ever he chose to call himself, should never guess now how
many tears she had shed during his absence, but meet her
as a judge to whom he was bound to give an account of
himself. Anna, who had informed: the parlor-maid that
the mistress’s head “ seemed very bad, and she didn’t think
as how she’d come down to luncheon,” was surprised to
see her descend at the sound of the gong, serene and com-
usual, and attired with more than the aftention
_ arily bestowed upon her toilet. It is true that °
‘she didnlt make a hearty meal, and that more than once,
ebellious thoughts flew backward, her lip quivered,
and she was forced to swallow some obstacle that&eemed
fisen in her throat, but she sternly repressed all
-Symptoms$ of emotion, and compelled herself to take what
she considered necessary to maintain her fortitude.” Wheg
the meal was over she returned to the room that held the
marquetrie cabinet, and directed Anna, when Mr. Lyle
arrived, to| show him up there. And then she stood, a tall,
graceful figure, robed in black silk, gazing from the window
* ¢ that looked out upon the park, watching for the advent-of
Will Caryll. o
“When she saw him from a long distance off, riding slowly
" up the avenue, she turned very white, and shuddered.
Fhe 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 %#e. Fora
. motnent, a spark of the old tenderness revived'in Evelyn’s
~_Breast; and she felt as if she were aboutto meet Aer lover;
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but with the next recollection poured back upon her like a
flood, 2and 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 his 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 cousin
entered the room. Helooked very humble and crestfallen
as she first caught sight of him, but as soon as the doer
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!

You found me out—" . . . o

But Evélyn bid not make any attempt to grasp the prof-
fered hands. - She stood still where she had been when he
- entered—her handsome face and figure relieved by the
dark background of the marquetrie cabinet. .

“Yes,” she answered, looking him full in the face, “I
kave found you out, Will ; and my only wonder is, hoy you -
can ever have expected to hide yourself from me under
the flimsy veil of dyed hair, an assumed name, and false
‘antecedents.” ‘ :

“I never thought we should be brought in contact, Eve.
‘It was not till I arrived in Hampshire .that I learned that
Featherstone Hall and Mount Eden were within a stone’s
throw of each othdr, and that my friends were so’ intimate
with you. When I #id 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 time came for a con-
fession of the truth, for I had no intention of concealing
my identity from you for ever, Eve. I should have made
myself known to you, by-and-bye, but 1 did not fmagine
your sight would be so keen.” . .
“ Or my 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? 7 L e
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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 wasfool enough to lose
sight of his danger in thé present, so he asked her, sulkily, ™"
what business it was.of hers. , - ‘

« It 7s 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
awho 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 askéd me that question.”

“Do you mean to say you will betray me?” he cried
in alarm. ' . - :

«T do not know yet what I shall do, Will. I have not
made up my.mind. I am waiting to hear, first, what’
account you can give me of yourself. For ten years you
have kept total silence between us. Now, I must know
all—all 1” . : :

And Evelyn clenched her teeth toggther as she spoke.

« T will tell 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-day. You must know
that, and I think you owe me something for having helped
you to it.” ) S

«T am-not aware that I have ever proved /Zess than your °
friend,” replied Evelyn, as she bit her quivering lip.” “Had .
1 not done so, you would not be standing before me now.”

«That is- just it!” he exclaimed, taking advantage of
her evident emotion. “ Youwere so fond of me, dear, and
‘helped me so kindly in the days gone by, that Ifeel sure you
“will not do less for me in the present.” g

Evelyn cast him one look of disdain 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
Iam to seeyou? You-mustn’t think I had forgotten you,
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-~ 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 areso
—s0 very much improved. You are quite a handsome
woman, Eve, but I always prophesied you would be, didn’t
I p ”° f

Her lip curled. - '

“T really don’t remember, Will, and itds 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-
therstone 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 Caryll? It is very simple, -
and easily told. When I went out to Amerxca, ten years
ago, I workeg 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 rmk and
chopped wood for the winter, until, after a year or so,
chance took ‘'me down to the Southern States, where I be-
came the personal attendant of a planter called Lyle. "He
was very richyvery 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, where I have lived ever since, not_knowing
how far it might be safe for me to return to England. That
is the whole. of the story.” )

“ And you" never wrote me one line,” said Evélyn
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 n&shown much
consideration for my feelings, Will.”

“Well,” “he answered uneasily, * what would you have
had me do? How was I to know you would care to hear
from me? Ihadleft England under a cloud, and I thought
the best thing was to let the matter die out. Letters are .
very dangerous, you know. I could never tell into whose
hands they might fall, nor (with so vindictive an old fellow
as Uncle Roggr) what might not be the consequence of
their- mhiscarriage. I believe, if I had’ escaped to heaven;
he would have tried to hunt me out of it again.”
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‘Ypu are wrong"’ cned 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 never

/" said an unjust word against you to the day of his death.
‘ I am witness to that.”

¢ But-he 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. 1 consider
it was a great m]usnce, and that I have every right to -
-execrate his memory.’ /
. Eyelyn 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 hlS own,”

she said, after a pause, “and he did it of hig free will. I
/had no 1dea, till ‘the will was read, that 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 néar 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 ‘rephed— 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 them to the
‘Hall. So-I trusted to °your not recognizing me, or at il
‘events, till my posmon should be assured amongst them,
as it soon will be now.”
. “What do you meah by your position being assured
amongst them ? ¥ demanded Evélyn-coldly.

“T mean until after my marriage, which will take place
in a few weeks. Agnes and,I are much attached to one
another, and love wilt not brook much delay, so we expect
:to be able to coax the old people to let the wedding také
-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 5poke lightly of his approachmg happmess, 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 of
her own safety to escape the hands 05 justice, and his
effrontery (or " his forgetfulness) fanned the desire for
revenge that had arisen ifher.breast. ‘

“And do you suppose,” she exclai
him with eyes of fi

“Hush! hush !” he cried in alarm, “jt is not true. It
was all a mistake, I told you so. Ineverdidit. It was,
a malicious lie. There are no proofs.” y .

1 There_(‘zre proofs, Will Caryll, and 7 hold them. The
cheques to ‘which you forged Uncle Roger’s name were,-
returned to him after. your. departure, and he-retaine@®
them. The firm wished to prosecute you, but in deference
to his name (and Perhaps to his’ wishes, I
gave up their intention.
felony, and, after his death, they fell into : c
have them still. I have but to send them to Messrs. Tyn-
dal & Masters, with the information of your return, to have

before you shall marry .

Agnes Featherstone, 7 wil/ dp so.” . ‘

William Caryll turned white with fear. ’

“But you will not,” he Pleaded ; “yon could never be

- 50 cruel, Eve.” - ’ .-

- “How could I- justify myself in acting otherwise? ” she
retorted.  “Will, you don’t know what Agnes is to me.
For years past (ever ‘since you left me) she has been my -
greatest comfort .and my greatest pleasure. 'I have loved:
her above every earthly thing. I do s#-still. She' has -
been like an idolized child Or younger sister to me. I have -
thought of her, and worked for her. I have even.dreamt -

- sometimes (since there seems no chance now of.our Cousin .
Hugh ever turning up again) of making her the inheritress _
of this property, when T have to leave it behind me. And’
do you think I will see her thrown away upon Yyou; leave -
Mount Eden to her children and yours? Never. I will
burn it to the ground with my own hands first.”

- She was grand in her outraged love and her care for her, '

young friend, and the.man cowered before her. He saw..
that his fate lay in her halids,_ and he could not think at;;
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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. Surely these were weapons that
should not miss their mark; an& he was cowardly enough
to use them. '
“You have forgotten, then,” he said slowly, * the protes-
tationts- 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 to-God 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
what you were in the olden days.” '
“Don’t speak of them,” she answered, in 2 muffled voice.
© “But Ismust 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, 1
promised to do so, but when I came to reflect, I recognized
the danger 1 should run, and saw that the indulgence of
my,inclinations 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 burden alone, and leave
you to a happier existence. And my plan has succeeded,
Eve. You are wealthy and prosperous, and can afford to
be generous. Leave me that which can neither harm nor
benefit you—my benefactor’s name, and the hand of Agnes
Featherstone.” . .
“ Never!” si# repeated vehemently ; “1 grudge you
nothing except #a#, Will. If you are independent,-and
" (comparatively speaking) able to hold up -your.-head
amongst your fellow-men, I am glad of it, for your sake.
But I will be no party to deception. I will not e called
..upon to extend the hand of fellowship to Jasper Lyle,
“wheni I'know him to be William Caryll. You must give
up.Agnes. It is my sole condition of silence.” '
1 cannot give her up,” he replied despondently ; what
excuse can I offer for. breaking off my engagement?’ The
. girl loves me, and her family approve of the marriage. To
draw back now would be an act of dishonor.” * .
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more dishonorable to marry her with-
the truth.  And if you tell her the.truth she
“rst to dismiss you. ~ Take your choice, Will,
i but my mp4d is made up.” :
“ You/iill betray my secret ?” .
“I not let Agnes Featherstone marry my cousin,
f believing thim to be an honorable and upright man. I;nge
already t)‘P'Id you so. I should be as bad as you are“if I
(1t .
7/ all my hopes of happiness are over,” said Will
/pitterly ; ““and it is Yyour hand that has crished
them, /Ave. Oh, how altered you have become since the
- old d7ys, when we were friends together ! Ts it possible
you ¥'e the same girl whose ¢hief aim in life was to secure
my hippiness? Do you remember the scoldings you used
to getifrom your aunt for working and watching for me H
.and h| w you usdd to brave her anger to make me com-
i fortab Have you forgotten the Sunda .
#iking about the cemetery and talking of the time
- when w\\ should live together? And those last miserable
days, E¥}, when you were so good and kind to me, and
dressed inyour own clothes, and we were too frightened
and unha)py even to laugh at the figure of fun I cut in
them ? € you forgotten all this? ” :
‘ad not forgotten it—far from it. She had
been keepin). up bravely" until then,—indignation and
\{ng given her courage,—but when Wwill
spoke of the oN gays, and she remembered how she had
valued his affection, and how much she had counted on its
endurance, her fortitude broke down, and she burst sud-
denly into tears. .
The sound was as grateful to Will Caryll’s ears as that.
He saw she had not ceased to_lowe
position had arisen from wounded
elded the weapon so unexpectedly
If all hope of winning Agnes Feather-
stone was to be wrested from him, why should he not take
advantage of his cousin’s evident fidelity, and claim the
old promise of her. hand in marriage > “Thoughts of the
Mount Eden property flashed through his mind at the
r of his affections seem .
imost natural thing in the world, and as soon as
began to cry; he rush;d to. her and seized her hand, -
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"¢« Aht” 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 thinkjng it possible you could be
faithful to me for so long. Butitis actually true. You
love mestill. 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 ¢onstancy.”

He hadpoured 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 astonishment, too
thunderstruck to stem the torrent of his words. Butas
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 #%at,” she cried; “not only to become
a participator in your deceit, but to break my darlihg’s
heartinto the bargain—to be untrue to her whoni (I'have
told you) I love better than myself? Why you must be
mad, or think me so. Take you back—yox, 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 ;

hat women are made of? But you waste your time, Will |
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
teasonable time, or I shall inform Mr. Featherstone of
your true naree 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.”

“ I did love you,” she answered mournfully, “and I am
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not sure that I do not love you still, but no affection can '~

‘live that is not founded on esteem. And if I do noteffect
your tuin (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 you know my final decision.”

s 1.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 you 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 tgn pounds, one for fifteen, and
one for twenty-five ;.and all of them endorsed in Uncle
Roger’s handwntmg, with t'he word ¢forgery.” Now, do
. you believe me ?.”

He made a snatch at the papers, but-she was too quick
for him.

1 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 agamst 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 recognize
me but yourself.”

“T have your photographs and your handwriting, and
I know that your hair is dyed. I don’t think there would
be much trouble in proving you to be William Caryll,” sald
Evelyn, as she moved away again to the window.

He saw that the game was played out between them now.
He had entreated, and denied, and dared her, and it had
ended in a sxgnal defeat. There was nothing left but to
" accept what terms- she might choose to dictate to him.

“Very well,” he said, with assumed humility, “I am in
your hands, Eve, and if you are determined to rob my
miserable 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 preparation.
Will you give me a week to thmk what wxll be best to do’
for Agnes and myse'lf? ” :
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«Yes,” she answered slowly, «1I 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 XVIL -
COUNSELLOR PHILIP.

EvEN when Will Caryll was fairly gone, Evelyn Rayne
managed to preserve her equanimity. Naturally she was
a soft-hearted and yielding 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 toa 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 Caryll returned to England faithful to herself,
and eager to consummate 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

.
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" 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 sides 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 losing Eve-
lyn Rayne. But, under present circumstances, it would
have been impossible to make her believe that she would
have acted otherwise. All Ker 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 -
b former affection for each other (which proved how little
he really cared for his fiancé ) had dried her tears at their
t 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. . ‘ s

She rode out with Captain Philip in the afternoon, and™ =~ .
stood, until 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 gand, whilst he tried to puz-
zle out the meaning of this sudden transformation. Evelyn,
vith an intuition that 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 she 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
feeling nor the other deceived her companion. ,

“ Now, what is wrong with her? ” he thought, as, with
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- Jknittéd brows and rapid step, he took his own way back tq
. Bachelor’s Hall. ¢ This is not her ordinary equable beha. -
vior. Something must have occurred to worry her. Can
it be the projected. wedding of Agnes Featherstone? 1
heard that foreign-looM#ng fellow had called on her this
afternoon. Perhaps shefears he will not make her little-
friend bappy. And yet—and yet—much as I believe in
her powers of affection, Evelyn’s evident disturbance went
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 his
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 to himself,-
for his life was a sealed book, into which he desired no
one to pry. As he seitled himself in his arm-chair that
evening, with his 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 timeito time, she had presented him. No one
who had seen Captain Philip at that moment would have
believed he was tlie same practical, hardworking, and appa-
rently stolid agent of Mount, Eden, who had. made himself
known, for miles round, as’the possessor of ane of the_
longest heads and the coolest-brains in the country. His
muscular frame positively trembled as he took the Ppieces
of cardboard in his hands, and his grey eyés were dimmed
with moisture. ’ " : o
« Evelyn,” he whispered softly, two or three times in re-
petition, as though he loved to hear his own voice speak
her name ; “ Evelyn, if you only knew how I long to fill
up the void I can discern in your life. But I have putit
out of my reach for-ever.. To tell her now what I should
have told her long ago, would seem like taking an unfair
advantage of my power. No! I must win you first, my
darling,” he continued, pressing the picture to his bearded
mouth, “if I can do so—and then—-and then—if that
happy day should ever come— But, bah! what.a fool I
am !” he exclaimed finally, as'he locked her photographs
away again. “What should éver. make her think of me in
‘any other light but that in which I Rave placed myself—as
her land-agent and overseer? She hasnever given mea
sword or look to say.that she regards me otherwise. No;
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- God bless her! whatever may happen she wxn never be to-

[ blame. Only—how much ¥ should like to know what dis-,
E. turbed her this afternoon, and .whether it was connected
- with the visit of Mr. Jasper Lyle. But, after all, itis 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. 1mpert1nence.

But though he took up a book of new travels ‘and tried
bard 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.
 his pipe between his teeth, and his head bare, and wat--
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 night'was still as death—so’
E still that even the nightingales, that began to sing a few

flute-like notes every now and then, stopped short as.
though alarmed at the sound of their own voices, and the
‘ famffkryma of the speckled frogs, and the whizz and whirr’
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
10 notice of his advance. But his quick ear, ever on the
alert for poachers and trespassers on Mouht Eden, pre-.
sently detected the sound of a footstep down ‘the lower -
drive; and aquick as lightning, he flew after and overtook
it.

“Qh! Captain Philip!” cried the v01ce of Evelyn
Rayne. “How you startled me!” < '
" % Miss Rayne !” he exclaimed in astomshment. “You
here, and alone !” . o

«And why not, Captain Philip?” she replied, in a
would-be lively tone ; but he detected the sound of® tears
in her voice, nevertheless « Surely I-can 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 mght.alras 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 frame trembled as she leant against
3 tree. M

“ You must gknow whaE I mean” he answered gravely 3

s e
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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 1s lucky you were not carrying a gun, Captain Philip.
You might have shot me down.” .

“Y 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.”

“T 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.”

“T am not delicate,” she returned defiantly. “Iamas
hard as nails. Nothing will ever kill me but old age. 1
suppose it is due to my bringing up. It has been all hard _
throughout. Ihave had no friends, no advisers,no guides.
I have been thrown on myself for sympathy and counsel,
and—" .

And here, as though to prove her hardness, Miss Rayne
Jbroke down, and began to cry.

Captain Philip took her hand (but most 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.
Louse.”.

His allusion s€emed 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 command her voice. * Itis not often I am so
weak, is it? . But I am over tired to-day, and a little

® worried, and—and—7 am @ woman, which accounts for
- everything.” : . ©

+ I could see you were not yourself this afgernoon.. You

should have gone straight to bed, and soughi relief in rest,’
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‘said Captain- Pluhp gently “You Lnow you need never
attend to business unless you feel inclined. 7 am always
ready and willing to take the whole responsibility of it on
my own shoulders.”

S | beheve 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. -

-“No, Miss Rayne,” he stammered, “I am not so
fortunate. My poor mother died when I was quite an
infant, and I .never had any sisters.”

b “ Neither had I. It is sad to feel so much alone, isn’t
f it?”

“Jt 7s sad. Butwhat made you ask me that question ?”

“Iwill answer you frankly. You are so good and kind,

Ptam Philip, I thought that if you had sisters like your-
self, I should like-te know them—to make them my friends. -
Iha.ve 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 ‘be
married,” replied Evelyn.

«Tt is early days to determine #%a?, Miss Rayne.- We
shall see” you following Miss Featherstone S example yet.”
- 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 logks quite different then from what it would do.

in the glare of day. She resolved to make Captain Philip
 her friend, and ask his advice, without confessing she was
f doing so-—-Ca.ptam Philip, to whom she had never shown
anything but bare pohteness yet. But then she had needed
nothing more herself:
" % Captain Philip,” she commenced, without further pre-
amble, ““ how far do you consider the prm]eges of friend-
ship should gop ™ ;

“T should consider the prmlegs of a true friendship
i!ﬁmmble, 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 s for good or for evil in this world?
The very thing which looks the worst thing possible in our
‘eyes may be the pre-destined means to a right eénd. That
.is where the difficulty condes in. Too many of us are apt
to arrggate 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 holding 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 justifred 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 something in his reply had touched her.

“[f ke had not left off being a thief,” she repeated
slowly. ¢ But surely he might relapse?” -

‘“ He might. Butisn’t it a part of our duty to hope the
best for our fellow-creaturés, Miss Rayne, and does any
one stand firmly without having had a few falls? A con-
firmed 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
on the side of mercy.” ‘, .

¢ Thank you,” replied Evelyn, after a pause. ¢ Youare
a good man, Captain Philip, and you have giyen me some-
thing to think of. The—the servantI spoke of tells me he
has repented, and perhaps I am bound to believe him.”

 If you refuse to believe him on your cwn authority,
and he never regains the position he has lost, his downfall
will certainly be laid (in a measure) at your door.”

. “But if he robs my friend?” suggested "Evelyn, in a
“trembling voice. - T

¢« Cannot you caution your friend without betraying the
«dependence- placed on ydurself-? - Cannot you open he
eyes (of course it is a lady—a man would never do such
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stupid thing as.to engage a servant without good references)-
to the advisability. 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-
t  comings, I should consider yourresponsibility in the matter
had ceased. Has the lady applied to you for the man’s
' character ?

“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, Miss °
Rayne. No good ever came in this world of interfering,

b and it generally ends by both parties turning round against -
you. Your friend won't be. in the least bit .obliged,—you.

. may depend on that,—and the man il probably take to -
poaching your preserves. Time enough to speak. when
you're asked to do so.” . . :

“I believe you’re right,” said Evelyn, as they-yeached a-
side door of the ‘big house; “and I have bem'orrying ,
myself too much about a trifle.” . :

| “You-have too sensitive a conscience,” he replied, as
she shook hands with him. CoLL T -

- “ Nothing of the sort, Caprain Philip ; but I.have.been -

- worried.” ‘ T

“I know you have been worried,” he replied sympactheti-
cally, as he left her. « But all the same,” he said to him-
self, as he walked back to Bachelor’s Hall, you havé™not .

 deceived me, Evelyn Rayne. Noman-servant’s Peccadilloes
have had, the power to skake your proud spirit in this way. .
It had something to do with Miss Featherstone’s marriage. .
Iam sure of that ; else, why should her question have so
immediately followed her expression of distaste at my -

' mention of it? Can she have met this Jasper Lyle before, . -
and underdifferent circumstances > It is hardly probable.
He is not the sort of man, with his ha -foreign ways, to be
easily forgotten ; -and he is evidentlyA stranger to every- .
body about here. And whilst at Liverpool, living in

* obscurity with her aunt, she was not in a position to make - °
acquaintances. But theré’s a mystery somewhere, though
I haven’t got to the bottom of it yet. Butifit is to worry
ber, or make her unhappy, I will—7 awill. - ) ,

Meaniwhile, Evelyn was repeating to herself the words :
which- he had said to her. “If ke had not. left.off being .

6lthigf/” Had Will left off being a thief?. The question © ~ T
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" the whole house is. topsy-turvy, and heaven only knows

rutig in her ears all ‘night, and throughout the following
day.. She had no reason to doubt it.. He could hardly
have attained the position he held unless he had lived in
a respectable and honorable manner. "And for that one
terrible blot upon his boyhood—for that one fierce temp-
tation weakly yielded to, was she to condemn him toa
life-long punishment, 'to thrust the happiness he was about
to grasp from his hand, and turn him out upon the world
again with the criminal’s 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 vet, to think of Agnes, her trusting, unsuspecting
Agnes, linked to a forger.  Oh, it was terrible. She did
not.know whit to do, nor how to'decide. Yet, through all
her uncertainty, rang 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 by this 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 she ought to act,
when the smart Featherstone liveries came gleaming up
the avénue,-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. _— o
« Oh, my dear gitl,” she commenced excitedly, “1have
c6éme to take you back to the.Hall with me. Now, no
excuses, Evelyn. I know how busy you are, and wlata
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.” ) . .
«Agnesill! Oh, whatis the matter? ” cxclaimed Evelyng
forgetting all about her interview with Will Caryll in ki
anxiety for her favorite friend. = &
“Don’t ask me, my dear, for I'm sure 7 can't tell you,
no more than nothing,” replied Mrs. Featherstone ;  only

L bt e o

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.”
v:~%But why—why?” cried Elvelyn, in palpable dis-
._tress, - ’ ,

g et byad SN P ol e
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“Why, all on account of Mr. ]a.sper 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 know how we all liked him

f (and do, for thé matter of that), and how the wedding day -
was almOst fixed, as you may say, and now he’s going
away.”

Evelyn became sxlent

“Do you hear me, my dear? Actually going back to
Italy without any-warning or reasonable excuse, and without
fixing any time for kisreturn. Of course Mr. Featherstone
he’s quite put out about it, and says the engagement had

i better be broken off altogether, and poor Agnes is in

* hysterics, and I feel so ill you might knock me down with
a feather.”

‘ But, dear Mrs, Featherstone, I don’t qmte understand.

- Surely Mr.—Mr.—Lyle must have given some reason for
his’abrupt departure? Itmust be family matters, or money
matters, or, something of importance that takes him from
England atsucha moment. He must have told Mr. Fea-
therstone something aboutit. It would be so extraordinary
—s0 uncalled for else.”

“My dear, he.told papa nothing; except that it was

} imperative he should leave us, and when he was asked w4y
and for how long, he stuttered- and stammered; and said

.he would write and téll us everything on getting back to
Italy. And I'believe 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

shock for the poor child, you know, when she was Just

A thinking about ordering her trousseau.” .

# <« It would be a terrible shock, but we must hope to .-
avert it,” replied Evelyn, as she humed away to put on
her walking costume ; and all the time she was doing it
her heart Lepi on askmg, ““What shall I do? at shall

t Ido?”

“Dear Mrs. F eatherstone,” she said when they found

b themselves driving to the Hall together, ¢“do tell me the
truth. Does Mr. Featherstone know anything of Mr. Lyle’s
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
hongrable motives in secking her hand in marnage.

\
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- % 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 guife so careless as you seem to
think. We met Mr. Jasper Lyle first at the house of our
mutual friends, the Spencers, and you know how wvery

_ particular Mrs. Spencer (being second-cousin, once re-
moved, to Lord Courtley) is concerning whom she admits
to her evehing parties. And when we saw how taked Mr.
Lyle became with our Agnes, 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. Lyle for years, and that he was a most estimable
young man, who, though poor, had lived g thoroughly
respectable and quiet life, never gambling, or drinking or

" running into debt, but behaving like a gentleman in every
respect. And) 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 matter? Mr.
Lyle is so much 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 you think you are all looking at
the matter in rather too serious a light? ™. -

“There now !” exclaimed Mrs. Féatherstone, with the
intensest admiration, “ I said to papa that it was ten to
one but what yowd put_everything right for us. You'rea
wonderful young woman, Evelyn Rayne. Talk of grey
hedds on green shoulders! Why, you might be sixty to
hear you talk. I shouldn’t wonder (as you say) if ' we've all
made 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 of 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), zf Agnes’ affections
were really so deeply involved, and Will 4ed 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 Phiiip had said that we should never
be condemned for erring on the side of mercy.
When she reached Agnes’ room, she found the sxlly
little girl as despairing as though her lover had been
stretched out in his coffin, and ready for the grave. Slie
sobbed in Evelyn’s arms for some time so bitterly as to be
quite unable to speak, and when the passionate outburst
had somewhaf subsided, her words were 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 all hope of his recovery? ”’
‘ No,no,” sobbed Agnes, from the shelter of her 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 has no intention of returning ? ”
% QOh, no. He has said nothing about that. Only itis
dmperanve 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 eur meeting again. It was
too good to last. Nooneis penmtted long to be so happy
in this world as I have been.”
She had been so Zappy, poor child, and it was the hand
of her dearest friend that had pulled that Happiness down.
“ My dear, sweet Agnes,” cried Evelyn, “do you love
MfLyle so much as all that? Would parting from lnm
now destroy all your happiness in this world ? ”
“ Oh, Evelyn, how can you ask me such a question® ™"
fy ha.ppmess is bound up in him. If we are to part for
<ver I shall die. If he were to prove faithless tome, I .

should take my own life.” el
-~

X
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“1It 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 any man, or you may live to be
bitterly disappointed.”. - - " T

% And yet you think of and trust your Cousin Will!” re-

turned ' Agpes 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 of Will!
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 nof, 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 £ were to speak to Mr. Lyle, Agnes? I have
a good business head, and may be able to ddvise 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 mews was
to ask them to send for you. And you can tell Jasper
what 7 can’t,” she added blushing, ¢ that if he must go to
Ttaly, 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 guite sure, then, my darling, that your®

heart will never change?” said Evelyn anxiously, “and
* ahat; 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 and reckless, and even wicked, in his youth
—still you think that you could continue to love him, and
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pity him, andconsole 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 1 would, Evelyn,” replied Agmes, 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 ym{ skan’t part from him, my darling;” said
Evelyn determinedly ; but then, seeing the look of surprise
which Agnes 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 that.he 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. And now, darling, you will not cry
any more, will you? I don’t know my pretty Agnes with
-..these -red eyes and swollen features. Get up and bathe
~ your face, and change your dress, and let Mr. Lyle see you
fresh and smiling when you meet again. Where shall I
find him, Agnes? I want to putyou out of your suspense
at once.” s - :
“I don’t know, dear Evelyn. He has seemed very
miserable all yesterday and to-day, and I think, after his
- talk with papa, he went out into the garden.” .
“ Then 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. . .
¢ Never mind, never mind,” she said to herself, as she
trampled down her feelings, ¢ it must be done. It ought
to be done (I am sure Captain Philip would say so), and™
the sooner itis over the better. Matters have gone too
far with-my poor little Agnes. I hardly thought she cared
so much, and at all costs she ska// be happy. And 4e¢ tog -
—this may be the turning point of his existence. Have I’
the right (as Captain Philip said) to arrogate to myself the
aprivilege of the Almighty, and decide when, and to what
limit, a pardon should be extended to the guilty? He has
. suffered enough, perhaps, and if he has been untrue to me,
how could I hope (after.all) to cope against the fascinations
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o of my little Agnes? But if—if it had only been sows¢ 0,
else than her !”
She went all round the garden, with her brave firm hand
- pressed tightly against her aching heart, before she found
him, and then the faint perfume of his cigar alone directed
- hef to the sequestered seat where he had thrown himself, full
length, in the plenitude of his disappointment.

As her apparitiorn. burst upon 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. Iam goingto leave England again, and for ever.”

« Hush, Will,” she answered warningly, “ we must learn
to a.ddrcss ea.ch other more formally, for some one mlght ]
overhear us.”

“ What does itsignify? ” he said, in a tone of despair, as
he sunk back upon the garden seat. “I have told you I am

_going. If they knew everythmg now, it would not make
much difference.”

“Yes, it would,” sa:d Evelyn, biting her hp, as his

.attitude recalled the weak-minded youth of old to her, ¢ for

I have come to tell you that you must vemain and marry
Agnes Featherstone. It is too late to draw back now. I
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
played you false, or did not do my uttermost. to further
your purpose ? ”

¢ But you said you would yesterday, Eve. You swore
that if 7 did not speak, you would. Andso I thought that
the easiest plan for me would.be to clear out altogether.” b

She stood before® him, with her hawd still pressed against )
her throbbing heart, and her sad ryes turned resolutely
away.

“You must make some allowances 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 her

. happiness abovemy own. When I thought that you would
wreck it, I told you to go. Now that I see thatitis bound
up in yours, I tell you to stay, and, from this moment, you
.shall be Jasper Lyle to me, and I #ill do my utmost to
forget that you weré ever—Will Caryll.” .

. .
e e e
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He leapt up then, and tried to sexze her ha.nd hut she
" prevented him sternly.

¢« Remember wko you are,” she said,— « the affianced
husband of my friend. Have I not just warned you that
we must not only forget, but utterly erase the past?
Therem 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 a.nd free from blame as
the past should have been.”

«But what excuse can I offer Mr. Fcatherstone for
changing my intentions? ”.asked Will Caryll, mvoluntanly
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 gu'l of your dec1sxon, or she will

make herself ill with weeping.’
“Eve !” he exclaimed, “how can I thank you for yo(’f
generosity—your forbearance? . I have always loved you L

—no tlme, nor distancd, nor silence could tear my heart
or memory from those unforgotten days, when—

¢ Oh, hush, hush!” she\ said, in a voice of the keenest
pain, “never speak of thet again. They are dead and
gone days. The cousin I kirew then has vanished for -
ever. ' From this day, you must be to me Mr. Jasper Lyle

- only, and I to you your wife’s neadest and most faithful

-\friend. Go to her, Mr. Lyle, go at Qnce, and—depmd
securely upon me!”

“You will come with me? ” he said.

% No ; she will not need me now. I wil see her by-and-
bye,” replied Evelyn, as she waved him frqm her presence.

But when she had watched him enter the Hall, she
turned her footsteps resolutcly away, anfl walked across
the fields to the big house again.

3
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CHAPTER XVIIL |

~

' BY THE SAD SEA WAVES.

—_ WrrHIN twelve hours of this interview, peace and content-
', ment once more reigned at Featherstone Hall. Mr. Lyle
" had informed his future father-in-law’ that (in considera-

tion of Agnes’ objzction to his departure ) he had given
up the idea of re-visiting Italy (at all events for the pre-
sent), and the old man had expressed himself as well
Ppleased with his decision. ‘

" Mr. Featherstone had not been looking well lately—age,
tombined with the cares of business,”and the constant
journeys he was obliged to make backwards and forwards
to his bank, was beginning to tell upon a naturally. weak
constitution, and he had grown greyer and more wrinkled
than his years would justify. The little annoyance which
had arisen consequent on Jasper Lyle’s proposal had-wor-
ried him far more than it was worth, and he bailkd the
announcement that his Agnes would have no more need
to make herself unhappy.

“That is right; that 1s right,” he said, when the news
was conveyed to him; “what is' the use cf causing more
anxiety and misery in this world than hfe naturally brings
us? Let the wedding go on, my boy. The day that Agnes
is married, I shall settle twenty thousand pounds jon her,
and I want to see her comfortably provided for, and happy
with the man she loves, as soon as possible. Everything
ih this world is so -uncertain. Itis folly not to grasp at
the goods the gods provide us before they pass beyond our
reach.” :

T trust Agnes will never pass beyond mine, Mr. Fea-
therstone,” said Jasper Lyle. N

“No, no, I have no fear of it. She is good, and true as
steel, and will make you a loving and faithful wife. But
1 should like the wedding to take place as soon as possible,
and then you can take her to Italy if you see fit to da
so.” . .

f
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Che 'welcome intelligence soon spread' through the -

hausehold, delighting everybody ( cxcept the birds of prey,
“no had almost hoped that something was going to occur
0 prevent the invasion of a foreign element to the family),
«ad Agnes came down to dinner. wreathed in smiles and
slushes, and only disposed to grumble at the fact that her
darling Evelyn had not remained at the ¥all to.be a par-
taker of her renewed happiness.
- ¢ It is just like Evelyn,” she pouted, * to come 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 .her fancé. “ When you do, youwll
acknowledge there never was another such-woman in
the world as Evelyn Rayne.”

“ Always excepting Agnes Featherstone,” he answered
playfully.

But Agnes shook her head. 7

‘“ No,.no. I am not a bit like her. I could not be if 1
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 1s-only anxious that, if she can help it, no oné shall
suffer as she has done.” ,

“ Do you think, then, tnat she thas suffered ey much?”
demanded Jasper Lyle, in a low tone.

“Very, very much. I am sure of it,” answered Agnes,
“for she told me so herself. She said that she worshipped
her cousin,—that he was %er 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. \wiish she
had been' here to-night, to reap the reward of her‘labors.
Mamma, will you write to tell Evelyn that all oyr plans are
upset again, and the wedding-day is fixed for the tenth of -
next month? Of course she will be my bridesmaid—theére
is no need to ask her that. I should not feel married at
all if Evelyn were not there.” '

“She appears to be more necessary to your nappinesg

\
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than the bndegroom," observed ]asper, with a touch of

_ jealousy.

-~ «“Of course shei xs, sir,” replied Agnes, renewed confidence
making hersaucy. ¢ Bridegrooms are as common as black-
berries, but a friend like Evelyn is only met once in a life-"
ﬁme 1]

She expected him to: contradlct 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 o
he said thoughtfully, as he turned away.

" By the next day, Evelyn heard that her efforts on Agnes
behalf had been successful, and that the wedding .day was
fixed 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 emmently
" 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 amount of spirituous liquor. Her clear eyes, cool

* hands, and elastic frame evidenced her enjoyment of perfect
health, and if in the course of nature she sometimes felt a
little languld or uneasy, she had her own simple remedies
for such trifles, and would have laughed at the idea of 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 wiong in her appearance. | ‘

““Why, how is this ? ” he exclaimed cheerily. ¢ You're

. mot ill. T'd take my oath of that. Then'who is it? Le
' brave Capitaine Philip? ” )

“ . ¢ Nof that 7 know of,” replied Evelyn smiling ; ¢ but I
dld notsend for. you to talk but to listen. . Now sit down
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‘there, hkea good man, and let me explain my little chlem- :
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 herself to
smile, and to speak lightly, and to carry things off with a
hlgh hand vg&hllst he was there ; and she managed to deceive
him completely. Dr. leton was a clever practmoner,
and could 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
wotnan who bore it.

“I really am suffering from a disease, doctor,” she went.
.on memly ; “butit is such an uncommon one, that perhaps
it has néver come under your notice before.”

« And what is it?” mquxred the doctor.

¢ A plethora of friends.”

. “That is indced a wery uncommon complzunt 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 #%¢y think is best, for what
"7 know I want. In short, doctor, I am anxiouseto get
away from Mount Eden for a little ch:mgc, and if you don’t
give me a certlﬁcate to say that I require it, I feel I shall
never be able to go.”

“Will they detain you by force? I thought you were
lady paramount herc.” -,

“So I am; but I am alluding to my gre t and best .
friends, the F catherstones. Thcy have only just returned °
from abroad themselves ; but if they heard that I wished for
.change, they would cither insist upon my/going there, or
upon accompanying me elsewhere. d I want to be.
alone,” sald Evelyn, hér voice unconsfiously falling to a
lower key ; “and so will you order me/away to the seaside,
‘that-I may have a rcasonable excusé to offer them for a
hurricd departure?”

“You want to go away—alone,” repeated the doctor
slowly,'as he felt her pulse. “Why, what’s the reason?”
Have you had any bad news latcly? Failed in your
‘speculations, or overdrawn your account at your bankers ?
“Your pulse is rather irregular, and, now I come to look at
.you, your.face is flushed. Wky are you so anxious to mn -
away from Mount Eden?”
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“Evelyn blushed beneathhis scrutiny like a rose, but still
. maintained an affectation of indifference.

“T should have thought you would have expressed more
curiosity to learn why I have not run away from it defore,
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 nmor / 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 purest satisfaction that are attainable upon earth.”

“Then grhy 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 paused to regain her courage. -

““ And 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 mect with your approval?
Is it what is termed a good match for her?”

¢ Oh, I think %0,” replied Evelyn hurriedly ; ‘ everybody
approves of her choice, which is the main thing. But,
,doctor, about my going away. I only want you to ¢rder it,

‘and 1 can manage the rest for myself.”

I« Of course I order it, and now I come to examine you
! more closcly, Miss Rayne, there #s 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. 1 hate
, the glare, and the noise, and the publicity. I would rather

"1 go fo the coast of Cornwall or Devonshire. I want to be
\ Quite alone.” : .
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“That is rather a strange idga cf change. from Modnt
Eden, Miss Raync. I should have thought you had
enough quiet and solitude at home ; however, you must
Wave ydur own way, I suppose, though -I should’ have.
thought a bright, cheerful place was more suitable to so
young a woman.” .

“/How often am I to tell you, Dr. Wilton, that I am no#
a young woman, and never have been? ” replied Evelyn,

yith a sigh; & sometimes I think that I was born old—"

“ Well, well my dear,” said the doctor, who had guessed
from the "first that her restlessness was due'to some mental
disturBance, “please yourself, and come back to us re-
freshed in mind and body.. And- now, how is my friend
Captain Philip?”

“I did not know he was a friend. of yours, doctor.
Iwish I 'might have the privilege of calling him so: I con-
sider Ca'vtam Philip a most remarkable, as well as estimable,
man.’

“If you are the head of Mount Eden Miss Rayne. he i 1s
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 has succeeded.” -

‘‘ Has it never struck you as strange thatso glfted aman
should occupy so laborious a position ? for Captain Philip’s
conversation has sometimes positively startled me. He
has seen so much, and observed so keenly, that he is a
perfect encyclopaadxa of knowledge ; but, doubtless, you
have remarked it as well as myself.” . ®

“No,” she answered musingly ; “ he scldom talks to me
cxceptupon farm matters, and even about those he is not
very communicative. I have alw. ays looked upon Captain
Philip as a reserved and silent man.’

“Indeed ! that is strange. But.you can see he is a -
gentleman, and, I should say, a man cf family.”

* Oh, 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. Itis like no one else. I'd lay any-
thing I possess that that mjan has a secret in his past life -
that has made him turn hermit from the world.”

" “But not a disgraceful one. I would pledge my life on
that,” exclauned 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,—with
a scandal, or a misfortune, or a loss,—but still it is there,
and if T heard to-morrow that Philip x:f 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.” .

7 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 & little more out
of his shell, and, perhaps, infuse a little more brightness
into his existence. . He is a devourer of books, and an
occasional loan from your library would doubtless be very
acceptable to him.” : :

“1 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 tcwards
her kind-agent. : o

“True, but he is (as you observed just now) a rcserved
and silent man, and not likely to intrude his wishes on
your consideration. From what his present mcde of living
may be a change, of course I cannotsay, butT am sure
that it 7s a change, and gn 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 sparkle 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 gieater interest
and curiosity in Captain Philip, and oftcn fcund hersclf
speculating on his probable perplexities, and wordcring,
in a vague manner, if ,anything happened to Lerself. 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 abcut to
leave home for a time, and wished her departure to be kept
a secret till.she was gone, it would not have been extraoi-
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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ovether Miss Rayne had never slept a mght away from
Moun; Eden before. Yet Captam Philip did nothm of @
the kind. He listened with respectful attention to all she
had to say, and then he asked her quietly,—

¢ Shall you remain away till after harvest?”

“ Till after harvest,” stammered Evelyn, taken aback

—“1 don’t know—I am not sure—it will depend entirely
upon circumstances.’

“T 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 here, and you
will be able to judge how far, or for what length of time,
we may be able to get on without you.”

“T have no fear of that, Captain Philip, and my absence
may 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 find 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 z//?” ne cried, in a tone of anxiety.

Evelyn’s eyes turned 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 wards, instead of offendmo' 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 am
not 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
myself. Now, are you satisfied ? Believe me that I have
told this to no one but you—that I don’t think (somehow)
that I cou/d 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
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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 deat little friend Agnes. The present—a parure
of pearls—excited general admiration, but the contents of
the letter raised a hue and cry. That-Evelyn Rayne should
have left home without giving thex 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 sithple
statement that he considered Miss Rayne would be all the
better for 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, for she 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 hisonly 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. Thatone 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 restl;ss 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 Evelyns
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—
not Will Caryll—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 shrunk from
herself for having been so weak as to have bent her soul
before him. It was herself whom she despised, not him.

“Is tkat the thing,” she asked her heart, *which you
have been cherishing and weeping over, and remaining
faithful to, through good report and gvil report, for ten long
years—to which you would have given Mount Eden to be
squandered, or neglected, or made ducks and drakes of—

%IS false-tongued, effeminate sZam, 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 make 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?  7%at 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 aénin-’—hardened and reckless. But I wish he
had not professed to love me still. I could have forgiven
his infidelity to me mdch sooner thau #2af. For how can
he love*us 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 5 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
aﬂéctlon Still) I Zid love him, and love is sacred even
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when in ashes. ButI thank God, who has opened my
eyes to see him as he is, and given e strength to battle
with myself, and cast him out of my heart for ever. OQnly
—for Agnes’ sake—I must make the best of him I can,
and, for the sake of the past, I must try and secure his
future. And the first step must be to annihilate the memory
of Wiil Caryll for ever. That is why I feel I have done
wisely to come down here and commune with myself. I
should have been afraid to 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 it is
quite healed, it is better not to 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 to grow strong and brave
again, and be able to thank God for my deliverance.”
She was strong and brave to 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
powerss, and their modesty is the very weapon with which
they conquer. Perhaps the patt of the trial she was under-
- going that Evelyn felt the most, was having to break the
news to Agnes that it was impossible for her to be one of
her bridesmaids, or even to be present at her wedding.
She was compelled to excuse herself on the score ofill
health, although she felt very guilty in doing so; butin
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 woen-
dering why her heart should be beating in such an irregu-
lar, jerky manner all the while. She would not lcok at her
watch for fear of ascertaining just w/exn the ceremony was
taking place, but as she saw the boatmen and fishermen
returning from their work, and knew that it must have
struck twelveto'clcck, she threw herself down on the thyme-
scented turf, and dedicated afew 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 to detach one’s self from an old-léve, until
she had passed through the ordeal. .
. The knowledge of the wortlilessness of the object of our

™~
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affections does not always accomplish 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 themselves far oftener than they do for others.:
How intensely, seifish is our mourning for the dead. 1itis
invariably on a!ccount of the pleasure we have lost, of the
solace we miss, of the happiness they afforded us,; never
because they have changed for the worse, or because we
think they mourn 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 hghtest affliction of all. )

Those few tears completed Evelyn’s cure. They watered
the grave of her early attachment, from which the ghest of
Will Caryll, as %e %ad 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 Bells.
of St. Mary Ottery must be clashing out the announcement

" that Jasper Lyle and Agnes Featherstone were oze. And
her heart was light as well as her step. The suspense was
over. The insurmountable barrier had.been 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 Lyje, she could never again
associate him with the pitifd] 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 shé discussed the grand gvent of the day, and

- the eagemess with which she announced her intention of
returning to Mount Eden during the following week.

She had seemed so listless and mclar;ch'oly up to that
period, Anna could not imagine what had worked such a
change in her mistress—puzzle hersclf as she would.

But our maids do not know everything about us, though
they would fain persuade themseclves that they do, and
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-often make strange blunders, and work incalculabie mis-
chief, by piecing the wrong ends of the puzzle together.

Still, there are some things, thank God, which remain
secrets between ourselves and Him. T

CHAPTER XIX.

~

v

A GREAT, SHOCK:

EveLyN descended to breakfast on the following morning,
- animated and cheerful. With the knowledge that Jaspe:
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 such a
rebellious spirit when I have so many mercies and so much
pleasure left to me still’ I, who was only a penniless
orphan, without friends or prospects, hardly better than a
maid-of-all-work xXthough that wasn’t pcor Aunt Maria's

“fault), the possessor of Mount Eden, with such a variety
‘of interests to keep me occupied and happy from jear's
" end to'year’send. And how I love every stone upon the
place. - My beautiful Mount Eden! It would break my
heart, I think, to give it.up now even to a man I cared
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 T 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 dun and dappled milkers ; my wealth of summer
flowers and autumn fruits ; my fair pasture lands. and my |
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noble paik. IIow can I be sufiiciently thankful for all the
benefits which have been showered on me—for all the
interésts my life contains? I am an ungrateful beast to
have forgotten it for so long. Arras for poor Will, it must
be almost punishment enough for him to see what he has
lost without making him suffer morc. I am glad—yes, I
am g/ad now that I did not prevent his marrying Agnes.
She will raise and purify his life, and wash the bitterness

. from his mremory ; and I shall be“always within reach to
warn him 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 competert to
attain his standard.” ’ )

She finished off her reverie with a deep sigh, in the midst
of which she was startled by hearing Anna exclaim, in
rather an agitated voice,— - C

“If you please, Miss, Captain Philip is here, and wants
to speak to you.” L

Evelyn came down rrom cloudland at once. A thousand
errors rushed into her mind. Mount Eden had been
destroyed by fire— her favorite hunter had dropped down

' dead—burglars had broken into the big house, and stolen.

all her property—anything and everything-but the right

thing, combined to make her face turn grey with fright.
_“Captain Philip, Anna! What on earth can bring
Captain Philip down to Cornwall? ” o

“Oh, don’t look like that Miss, please. It's nothing
particular, you may be sure. Perhaps the Captain’s come
to tell you about the wedding yesterday.”

The color returned to Evelyn’s face, and a smile broke
over 1t. :

“ Why, of course, Anna, that must be it. Show the
captain up at once, please.” -

- And in ber relief from the greater dread, she overlooked
the fact of how improbable it was that her overseer should.
forsake hjs- trust in order to give her the details of Miss
Featherstone’s wedding.

She had hardly known how glad she should be to see
Captain ‘Philip again, but as he entered the room and
advanced ‘to greet her, she flushed to the roots of her hair
with pleasuxe, and he colored almost as much as she did.

“ Oh, Captain Philip, this'is most unexpected,” she said,

’ 7
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as they shook hands ; “and. I was just thmkmg of you,
and dear old Mount Eden When did you arrive?” - ™

¢“T have only ]ust 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 all the.white |
flowers to be found in our conservatories? ”

«T 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 ever

_ been seen in St. Mary Ottery. I need not tell you that
the bride looked lovely.”

“Ah, my sweet Agnes,” interposed Evelyn, her eyes
over-brimming with tears of affection ; “ she could not fail
to do 2Aat.” )

¢« And 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 lhe
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?” )

“ No, Miss Rayne, I have a graver motive for seeking

ou.”

“ Oh, tell it me quickly, for mercy’s sake. Somethingis
wrong at Mount Eden?”

“You 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—-hxm

“No; but it concerns them nearly Miss Rayne, you
must. prepare yourself for a shock. Itis in order to save
you as far as possxble that I started 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?”

- - . &1 promised Mrs. Featherstone to see Mrs. Lyle before

Ireturned. I shall go on to Teignmouth thh as little
delay as possxble
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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 bnde 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 all over.”

“ Heart disease? ” said Evelyn, in a low voice.

“No, Miss Rayne.”

“ What then?” . ‘

“ You will hardly believe it, but /Ze destroyed /zzmse{f 7

Evelyn gave vent toa loud eJaculatxon and leant heavily
against the table.

“Are you faint? Shall I call your maid?” said Cap-
tain Philip anxiously.

“ No, no, ¥ shall be all rightin 2 minuté,” gasped Evelyn,
with wide-open, horror-stricken eyes. **Destroyed him-
self I It is incredible. Mr. Featherstone destroyed him-
self! - Oh, Captain. Philip, are you szre you are not
mistaken ? 7 i

“I wish I were, Miss Rayne; but it is, unfortunately,
too true. I was the first person out of the house that poor
Mrs. Featherstone sent for. 1 had not returned home
%ag-an—hour Of course I went back at once, and

spatched the carriage for Dr. Wilton. But it was a mere
matfer 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 hérrible ! ”
exclaimed Evelyn, closing her eyes at the sight her
imagination had conjured up. ¢ But what motive can he

have had for such an act?” ya

¢That is about the saddest pait of the story, 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
swamped 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 flashing eyes, “to leave a helpless
voman to struggle alone against the tide which has over-

.
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whelmed himself.  If everything is gone, there was nothing
else to lose. Why did he cast. his courage and his honor
after it? Z%is was the moment to have buckled on his
armor, and gone to work afresh to keep bread iz the mouth
of the wife who was dependent on him. 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 Ra)ne, for a weak
brain, turned by the shock of such a discovery?”

.“I don’t know. I think thattrue and disinterested love
would keep the brain cool and the courage streng for the
sake of those who trusted to it. Could yex do such'a
cowardly thing, under azy circumstances, as to take your
own life, Captain Philip? "

think not, for I have had more than one t¢mptation
to do so, Miss Rayne. But neither could you. We possess
energy of character, and an incentive to 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 overccme.”

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 Joumey home by way of Teign-
mouth as soon as possible.”

" “ But you cannot go till the train does, and I don’t think
there is another before two o’clock. That will just gne
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 #Zzere. It would seem like irfbrud
ing on their privacy; and dear Agnes would not feel the
sad 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. . Sheloves me, and I shall bea
comfort to her, I know—-and her only one. Agnes has
her husband.”

“Mrs. Featherstone will welcome you as an angel of
mercy Your name.was the first she called upon when she
understood the extent of her misfortune.”
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“’Ah! why didn't you tell me that before? ” said Eve-
lyn reproachfully. ¢ But there—vou knew, of course, that
my first act would: 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 tram again,
though beund in different directions, and before nightfall
* Evelyn was in the arms 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 the’
shuttered wmdows 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 each other, and to’
wonder whether their combined forces might not result in
a successful effort to keep the wolf from the door.

Captain Philip returned to Mount Eden the following
day. The bride had naturally been terribly upset, and the
bndegroom had looked aghast at the dreadful news of
which he'had been the unwilling bearer ; ‘but, according to -
Mrs. Featherstone’s express wishes, they had decided not
to return to the Hall till the inquest was over.

T did not break the whole extent of the misfortune to
them,” said Captain Philip, in relating the story to Evelyn
Rayne, “because it seemed too terrible to blight the first
days of their married life with the prospect of poverty,sas
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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 1 saw those two
- young people. Why ;did he let the marriage go on—the
marriage on which he had promised Mr. Lyle to settle
_twenty thousand pounds—when 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 daughters happiness at any cost,”
replied Evelyn gravely. ¢ He loved Agnes devotedly
She was hlS idol. He must have suffered tembly in think-
ing of her.”

“ Well, 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. Asitis

. now, he has 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 his love
for my darling Agnes to weigh in the 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 and marriage

_are two very different things, and that no man likes to 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 into her arms. .

“ Agnes, Agnes!” she exclaimed,  try to control your-
self for your poor mother’s sake. She hasso 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-her how
to be brave.” ) .

“But, Evelyn,” exclaimed Agnes, gazing dp into her
friend’s face with terror-stricken eyes, ““ what does mamma
mean by saying we are begvars?‘ Surely papa was very
rich. He said he should settle twenty thousand pounds
on me on my wedding 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
her till after the funeral, but Mrs. Featherstone had evidently
disclosed it, and there was no use in attempting further
decepticn.

“ You can never be a beggar, my darling,” she said, as
she stroked the girl’s sunny hair ; “ Mr. Lyle hq:s—a?n income -
of his own, and, though it is_smal], it is enough to live
upomn.”

But Agnes pushed the loving hand away almost
brusquely, as she looked up again.

“Threehundred a year | ” she exclaimed contemptuously.
“ As if dny one could live upon t/zat ! Evelyn, you must
tc!l me the truth. Where is papals money gone? Where
is my twenty thousand pounds? How are we going to
live 12 the future?” A

*“QOh, Agnes, darling! I would like to have kept this
extra trouble from you for a little while, but perhaps it is
better you should know the worst at once. Your father’s
-bank failed, dear, and every shilling he possessed went with
it. It was because he could not bear the shame and the
misery of it all that he was rash enough to take his own
life. “Don’t blame him, dear. Pity him and pray for him ;
he must have suffered so much before he acted as he did.”

But Agnes was silent as though she had been turned to
stone.

“We gre beggars,” she muttered at last—* poor mamma
and I—beggars indeed.”

“ Mrs. Feathcrstone has received a very kind letter from
a sister of hersin Emeurgh ? saxd Evelyn, trying to speak
‘morc checrfully.

“From Aunt Graham, I suppose?” interposed Agnes.
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rs. Graham,—that was the name,—asking
acdonald to go and make their home at
on as the funeral is over, and I think your"
accepted the offer. She must leave the Hall,-
you know, Agnes dear, and everything in it ; and to find
herself amongst her own relations will be the greatest solace
she could receive.”

“ And we shall have nothing, then—notking,” 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. Lyle, as shewun-
twined herself in an indifferent manner from Evelyn’s arms.
“ He 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 thc money than she did for
the death of her father. As soon as the funeral was over,
there was obliged to be a discussion of ways and means
(for the creditors would not permit the unfortunate family
to remain at Featherstone Hall cne day loager thin was
necessary), and then the truth came out. Mrs. Fcather-
stone and Miss Macdonald were to seek an asylum with
their sister, who had also invited the invalid nephew 10 her
house until some arrangement could be made for him, and
Mr. Rastall was to go to a distant relative, who pi1cmised
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 mcet any present expenses. He had
anticipated a considerzble portion of his annual allowance
to pay for his wedding journey, and fully exgected to
receive the fulfilment of his father-in-law’s promise on his
return. . - -

-“He told me” (he said) “ before ever I prcposed 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 T have been shamefully taken in and defrauded, and
any other man would say the same.” J
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“That may be, sir,” exclaimed Capt:kin Philip, stepping
hastily forward, “but you must not, and you skal/ not,
speak of ‘the late Mr. Featherstone in such terms in the
presence of his widow and his daughter and his friends.
Whatever your disappointment may be, you will please to
keep it to yourself Zere and now 17 : i

“ Thank 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 her cousin. ‘

Lyle turned 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 yox have, sir, to call me to order. I believe
you are Miss Rayne’s overseer—"

‘“ And her friend and adviser,” intcrposed 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. Featherstonc’s daughter has not
(under thie circumstances) some claim upon her late father's
property.”

“Not the slightest, sir,” replied one of the lawyers in
attendance ; “no one has any claim except the creditors.
Mr. Featherstone not having (unfortunately) made any
separate settlement upon his wife.” /

““And I should have given it up if he had,’<§>bbed the
good-hearted widow. ‘I would have gone out charring
sooner than have kept money that was due to others.”

“Oh, Evelyn, darling, isn’t it all miserable? ” cried Agnes,
clinging t¢ her friend. :

But Evelyn’s only reply was to clasp her still closer to
her bosom.

- “ Well, then, it's a deuced awkward confession,” said
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
money to pay for her expenses. The only plan I can think
of is to return to Italy (as I wished to do before the wed-
ding topk place, and if I had been allowed to carry out my
mtentions, I should have been saved all this bother), and
see about re-investing my capital in England. Iam 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 heard that I myself
have to live upon charity? It is unreasonable 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 pro
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 journey? I
have barely enough coin to land myself there. I wasnever
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 very 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 Las 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 his 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.”

“ Oh, Evelyn, that is just like you. It will be the very
thing,” said Mrs. Featherstone.

“1 shall be at ease now. I could trust her with you for
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.

«“Qh take me home, Evelyn—take me home. I don't
know what to say or think. Ederything around me
"seems as black as ink, and I feel as\if I should never be
-happy again. ‘But iet 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
avmg received a suspiciously thick envelope, without the
cognizance of the others, from Miss Rayne’s hands) took .
his departure for Italy, and the poor iittle mourning bride
returned to Mount Eden with her friend. Exhausted as
she was with grief at parting from her 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, looking out upon the night. How different
was this home coming from the one she had anticipated !
But a few days back she had 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 salled like a
queen above the tree tops, and everything was as still as
the ‘poor suicide sleeping in the graveyazd” Evelyn
rested her 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 approachmg though the darkness.

¢ Captain Philip,” she exclaimed, “is that you? I was -
feeling so lonely all by myself.”

“ Has Mrs. Lyle left you?” he said, stopping beside

her.
’ “ I have left her, dear child, for she has cried herself to
sleep. This is a sad ending to her honeymoon, Captain
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 !”

“ Don’task me. I want so much to hope the best.”

“For her, or for—Aim 7”

Evelyn started:

. “For fker, of course. Hasn’t she been my dearest
friend for years past? Why should you suspect me of
being interested in—/%ém 2 ”

“ On]y as her husband ; ’and, as matters are now, it is

difficult to separate their interests. Do you believe he
will return?” gt
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“ Captain Philip, what are you dreaming of? Not
return to Agnes—to my poor child! He cou/d 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. ./ don’t think he wi//.”

CHAPTER XX.
SETTLED AT MOUNT EDEN.

EvELYN RAYNE had affected to ridicule Captain I%ilips
belief concerning Jasper Lyle, and yet,.as the days went on, -
her mind recurred to it againand again. His behavior 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 bridegroom. But the answers to her implo.ing and
impassioned letters were few and far between,and seldom
contained any reference to his money affairs, or to the
subject that-lay nearest his wife’s heart. At last,
indignant for Agnes’ sake, and dreading she sc'-lcely
knew what from her former experience of her cousin’s
shifty character, Evelyn took it upon herscif to
write to Lyle, and upbraid him for his prolonged
absence.  She said nothing of her intention to
others, but she used her 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 his extraordinary behavior,
and she almost commanded him, by the pcwer she held
over him, to come to -Mount Eden without any further
delay. She wound up her letter in these Wordst—

¢« 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. 1 would sooner part with
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thousands than see my darling girl fret as she is doing now.

[ 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
regard to your future-€an 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 heaven ofdelight. Ithad not been
difficult for him to read between the lines of his cousin’s
letter.
¢ It's all right,” he thought, Wlth a sneer ather supposed
weakness; ‘ Eve cares for me still,—there’s no doubt of
» that,—and it’s the best consolation I could have for having

let her and Mount Eden slip through my fingers. ¢ You
" must krzow you kawve but to apply to me to get whatis
necessary.” That’s it. A little judicious treatment, and I
shall as good as share her income, and certainly come in
for half the cesaforts of Mount Eden. And so I ought,
for Eve is standing in my shoes, and she knowsit. I
don’t think it will be difficult to persuade her to let us stay
on there—what with her love for Agnes, and her old pez-
chant for my unworthy self, and if I can get her to give me
the place of that fellow Phxhp, I don t see why we shouldn’t
turn into a regular happy family.”

And so he came back post-haste to try his chance. His
wife was naturally delighted to welcome him. She loved
him with all a girl’s first infatuation,-and had no suspicion
that he had deceived her upon any point. His poverty
she had known before she married him. It was only her
poor father who had been to blame in the transaction, and
his part in it they had best not remember. Her husband
had. returned to her.- That was enough, and (for the ﬁrst
few days) all that she.knew or cared for.

But the mistress of Mount Eden, though perfectly cour-
teous and kind, did not welcome him with thé same enthu-
siasm, and "Jasper Lyle soon perceived it. The best suit
_of rooms was prepared for his wife and himself, the ser-
vants treated them with the utmost deference, and all the
likuries with which Mount Eden abounded were placed at -
their disposal. But yet Evelyn, while she lavished ca-
resses and words of endearment on Agnes, seemed always

.
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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 -sitting 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. -

« Agues 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 22_5

He regarded her with a smile of incredulig

%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.

«1 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?”

« And 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.”

« Excepting 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 haye 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.”

“Don't be hard, Eve. I have lost so' much (take it .
altogether) that I don’t seem to ‘mind-what happens to me
next.”

“Surely you care for your wife?” cried «Eve indig-
nantly. o
. “Yes, yes, of course; but you care for her far more’
than I"do, and_that is-her best safeguard. You know I

- couldn’t have married her, or any one who had not a set-
tlement. 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 support her? That.is the question.”

“ You must wor%, as other men Have done before you,”
replied Evelyn ; “ my Agnes is we]l worth working for.”

“ But in what capacjty? When it comes to baptismal -
certificates, and creden‘txals, and all that sort of flummery,
where shall I stand?”

“ Will,” zud Eve presently, * since you are here, tell

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
with 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 thrce 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 i1t the case? I insist upon hearing the fruth
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 thé bank of Florence, and at the time I pro-
posed to Agnes I fully intended to get a goed investment
for it. But, what with the expenses antecedent to my
marriage, and the trip to Telgnmouth and—and—subse-
quent necessity for ready cash, I—I—

Evelyn/rose suddenly from her seat, and walked up to

_ the mantelpiece. .

“You mean,” she” “said 1nd1gnantly, “that you have
nothing 2

“ My dear Eve, you were always good at guessing, and
that is really the truth. Unfortunate devil that I am—JF
have notking. 1trusted 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 T 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 to lay at her feet tos -
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. 1t is imperative.” ‘

“1 know that, Eve, and I am willing enough, but what
can I do? Yox know th® obstacles that lie in my path.”

“ We will overcome them,” 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 wi// not let my darling girl go forth into a
world she has never yet encountered till you have 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.

“ My dear Eve,” he ventured to say, as he drew near to
her, and tried to take her hand, “ how gcod 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 have had time to look around me, and consider what
is best to be done. 1 have been thinking ever since I
ascertained the miserably low state of my exchequer, that
—that—"" ’

“ Well ?” said Evelyn, in a voice that was almost harsh,
and certainly constrained. o
~ XThat_ perhaps you might find, me work to do upon

Mount Eden. I am 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? - I'll be bound

1 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? ” :
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¢ And why shouldn’t 7 be so?” demanded Jasper Lyle.

But he had gone a step too far.

“You forget,” said Evelyn coldly, ¢ that sucha situation
can only be held by a man who bears a strictly upright
character. Iam sorry for you,” she continued, seeing his
look of shame. ¢I know such truths are hard to bear,
but you should be wiser than to provoke them. And 1
have not the least 1ntent10n of parting with Captain Philip’s
services, even for you.” ,

“1 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
scompetent 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 oh Mount Eden. Iwill

.consult Captain Philip on the subject, and see what I can
do. Mecanwhile, you must make yourself and Agnes happy
here, and believe how heartily welcome you are to 4ny-
thing I may possess.”

“] knew you would say that if ever we came together
again,” he said, withan attempt to fondle her ; “1 felt, Eve,
that you would never quite forget the time when we swore
that, whichever got Mount Eden should share it with the
other—the time when we fully believed we should enjoy 1t
together as man and wife. These were happy days.
would to God they could come over again.’

“ Mr. Lyle,” said Evelyn calmly, “ 1 have been betrayed
once or twice this evening into addressing you by the old
name, because-it'is very difficult to shake off the habits of
one’s youth, but it must be for the last time—indeed, after
to-night, I must decline to speak to you alone. We
entered into that compact, you may remember, when I
consented you should marry Agnes. The time you speak
of is as dead as.you wish your identity to be, and I-have,
nothing in common with Jasper Lyle, except asJt re relates
to my dearest friend. If I can do anything for you in the -
future, it will be done for e sake; not for yours ; and the
return I exact from you is, that you shall never again
attempt to speak to me alone, nor to call me by my Chris-
tian name, nor to betray, in any way, that you have ever
known me, except as MISS Rayne of Mount Eden.”

“ You are cruel to me,” ke whispered.

“T am not cruel—I am only just. Nothmg 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 forcmg me
to let her know w#o you are, and what you are.’

1 know that I am at your mercy, Eve—I mean AMiss
Rayne,” he answered bltterly 5 “and that you can dictate
what terms-you choose.”

“Iam glad you know it, and those afe’ the only terms ~
on which you can remain at Mount Eden. ¥ou must de-
cide whether they are worth your-acceptance ; and now, I
am 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 thhout even touching his
hand as she spoke, and noththstandmg his effrontery,
Jasper Lyle felt small.

The next day, when Evelyn and Captain Philip had
ridden round the farm and outlying cattle sheds, she turned
to him 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 dramage 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 suspicions, 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 I

“¢ An adventurer—I thought as much, ” said her com-
Ppanion. :

"1 admire him for one thing,” resumed Evelyn “1
don’t think he married his wife under false pretences: I
remember Agnes telling me, when she announced her
engagement, that her lover had no fortune, but-that her
father 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, %hen Mr. Lyle

talks as if Ze 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
weuld 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
hundred a year. I think I have told you the same story

¢ And has he zo¢, then, Miss Rayne? " \ K

“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 entrenchmg on his principal. »

¢ It must have been a grand principal,” laughed Captain
Phili

“ Ipexpect 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 saddle’
to regard her.

“You mean, Miss Rayne, can we make anything for Mr.
Lyle to do?” )

“Well, yes. But it comes to the same thing

“«Not quite. In the first place, what caz 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 Phlhp—, and.J
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don’t know. what I'said to call for your rethark. But, of
course, you were only jesting. But could not Mr. Ly]e
relieve you of some of your work,—you do far too much,
you know,—and so give you more time for yourseif? ”

“ Miss Rayne,” said the overseer, ‘ you honored me, on
commencing this conversation, by saying' you wished to
consult me as-a friend. As a friend, then, may I ask if
you know anything more of Mr. Lyle than that he is Miss
Featherstone’s ‘husband? . Do you know anythmg 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 money 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 thought that he does
not go by his own name.’

Evelyn started, and Captain Phxhp 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 I may be wrong, but I ha.ve
seen all ‘sorts of people in my time, Miss Rayne, agd 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-:a
mere honorary appointment, if you like. I have promiséd
they shall stay on at Mount Eden. till he has a home ;o
take my dear girl to, and—"

- “You have gromised they shall live at Mount. Eden P
-exclaimed the overseer interrupting her in his surprise. -

“Yes. Why not? How could Ihave acted otherwise ?

Qh, Captain -Philip, you don’t ynderstand me! I’ 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 Mas
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 a2 man who has no money to support her on—who has
not, as'T believe, the-capability to make money? He was
always shifty—I mean,” said Evelyn, quickly cérrecting

<herself, I can see his has been an unreliable” character
from boyhood.” .

“Oh!” replied Captain Philip dubiously, “you’re
‘cuter’ than I am, Miss Rayne.” S
“ Never mind what I am; but tell me if (loving my
darling girl as I do) I could let her leave Mount Eden
now? When 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 -
their daughter fora sister. That is ten years ago, and
never once, till this terriblé calamity fell ontheir house,
did they fail to show me sympathy, and kindness, and hos- -
pitality. Tell me, Captain Philip, cez/d 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; yox could not. I fully adnit that,” replied Cap-" ;
tain Philip. o : ]
 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 othér reasons, which I cannot
-tell you, which make me glad to be able to oblige Mr.
iLyle. And, indeed, I consider it part of my responsibility
.as-a landowner to help those who are less fortunate than
myself.” i
“ Then you act up to your pririciples nobly, Miss Rayne.
No one can complain of your being backward to help the
needy. Your tenantry say they never had so generous a

landlord before.” e

-~
>

A
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‘I am glad of it,” rephed Evelyn. I only hope, if my
Cousin Hugh ever comes back to claim Mount Eden, that
he will not call me to account for wasting the property.”

“ Howygurious 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 him te do so.”
. “Well, I couldn’t be so»ry—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.”

« T think it is great waste of time even speculating on
the chances of a drowned man appearing to,bother you,”
said Captain Philip, with a shrug of the shoulder.

“ But do you know I often do,” replied Evelyn eagerly.
«] dream, sometimes, that he has come back, and that I
* am so pleased. Pethaps I shouldn’t be in reahty, but still
.1 should be thankful that the real heir had come into his

birthright, and T think poor dear uncle would see it, and
.be thankful too.”
I-Lad you no, other cousins, beside Hugh Caryll, Miss
Ray ? " 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,” rephed Evelyn hurriedly, witha face of
. scarlet “1 Aad 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 conversatxon, and gave hnn no
further opportunity to refer to her Cousin Willlam.

. That evening she disclosed to Mr. Lyle, in the presence
.of his-wife, what shé 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 required
. filling, and- the handsome salary she had decided to give
.with it, as' a mere nominal remuneration 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 ke knew how
little he deserved her kindness, and how much he stoodin
need of her assistance. Agnes, who knew nothing of the -
value of money, nor the difficulty -of making it, thought
much more of the pleasure of living with her friend than of
anything else:

¢ Oh, 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 T ‘not to cry,
when a child, every time the servant appeared to fetch
me home; and waso't it the greatest treat in the world -
to be allowed to stop and-sleep with you? Andnow
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 cheated out of that settlement.”

" “Notquite #2at, my darling,” said Evelyn, as she pressed

" the sweet face against her bosom and thanked God silently
for giving her the power toshield 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 *
eack other.”

And Jasper Lyle, rega,rdmg them, wondered if, when
Evelyn alluded to her losses, she was thinking of im.

CHAPTER XXI.

'mE MARQUETRIE CABINET. |
]Asrmz LvLE 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.yield more pain than pleasure. All her
love for Agnes, and her strong desire to shield her from the -
hard knocks of the world, could not 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 -
«complaint reached her ears, not only of his indolence; bat

[}

o
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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 begmnmg toask
who-was this -insolent upstart, and what Miss Rayne was

- about to allow him to usurp her rightful authority.

If he were set to supérintend 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
muych for him, and ﬁmshed the afternoon upon' the sofa, in
company with his cigar and a novel. Evelyn 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,

to.the 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 head groom
remarked deptecatingly 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 coxZd not for-
get who he was, nor that they had sworn to share Meunt
Eden together. 7Zat wds 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

. hated the man too much. In the second, he was sure the

arrangement would never last, but he preferred it should
come to a close through the means of others. So hestood
aloof, and held his tongue when the subject of Mr. Lyle .
came 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 hxs short- -
coinings.

-But Evelyn could not fail to see it all for herself and
another thing ‘with it, ‘namely, that Jasper Lyle 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 Tould remember 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
he slurred 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. Shehad
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 s:ght
was.a sickening one, but beyond a few mild remonstrances,
she never rebuked him for his laziness or his presumptlon
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 unblushingly, arid pleased himself in
everything. He knew that Evelyn could not strike at him
without hurting Agnes, and that she would bear anything,
sooner than see her turned out of Mount Eden. . His'wife
was his strong weapon, and, since he had missed marry-
ing Evelyn, he blessed his stars for having guided him to
her. He could hardly have extracted more pleasure from
Mount Eden’if the estate had been literally his own, and
he would (as he tald himself) have had 3 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 up even the appearance of
doing work, and lounged about the property all day, with
a velveteen coat on, and a c1gar between his lips, whilst he
numhg{ed some men amongst his friends who were anything
but desirable acquaintances fof 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, and rather
sharply, 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.
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 All right,” he answered sullenly ; ‘I am not aware that
T've done anything t0 call forth such a show of temper on
your part, but if you don’t approve of my conduct, we ha

- better go.” . . /fd)

“ Go !t Where can you go? ” she exclaimed. R

‘“ Anywhere. What does it signify.? Agnes has cast

-in her lot with mine, and she must abide by it. Il take
-her.to London, and we can live in a single room till Ifind
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 skall not
take her away from me until you can do *so with comfort
-to herself. Only, be more careful. These stories reach
‘'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 Eden’s sake.” :

“ 1 suppose it is that fellow Philip who retails these lies
about me?” returned Lyle gloomily. I know hé hates
me, and would be pleased to do me an.injury. I think
he’d better look to himself—a double-dealing, foul-moutted
cad.” -

_ Evelyn flew at-him like a fury. No remembrance of the
old love rose to soften her speech then. Indeed, the ald
love was so thoroughly dead and buried by that time, tkat
itis doubtful if the recollection would have not intersed
her more. . E : :

“ Do 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 to 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
malice prepense, but you should never have . given cause

-+ - - for the repetition,” - .
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" 4 Jasper Lyle shrugged his shoulders :

1 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 makmg him so in right
carnest. ‘In that case, let me wish you joy.”

The insulting tone and words stung Evelyn to the qmck
Had he been unmarned then, she would have reversed all
her 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 be 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 anget.
Since he had lived at Mount Eden, and seen the evident -
altcration 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 her possessing Mount Eden. He looked
upon it as an izjury to himself, and one which (if possible) .
he should resent. And one of hlS low companions—a certain
brewer named Mullins—had put an idea in his head a short
time before, which.had 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,
and-the 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 the “families who rule over their
domam, and repeat all the rumors, scandalous or other-
wise, concerning th Consequently, Jasper Lyle was
not long before he had heard the whole story of his 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 hls
friend Mullins the brewer—* I wonder /%ow the estate is
left to Miss' Rnyne ” .

« Well, 1 can’t tell you for certain, sir, but I’ve heard the -
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old gentleman was mther 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 othier, most likely. I've never been to America myself
but I've heard people mostly dies there.”

“JItis to be hoped he is. _It mlght be awkward for
‘Miss Raynef 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, Mullms? ”

- “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 sa1d 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 Englandy would have any chance of
getting Mount Eden?”

“Provided the proofs of his crime had not been kept
against him. It was mere curjosity on my part, .The law
is so intricate, and a man would net 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 fnend of miue here as. cou]d put it
all plain before you—Mr. Dickson, as is head clerk to the
solicitors at St. Mary Ottery. Mr. Dxckson, sir,” continued
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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.”
- “Its 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 proofs against this runaway nephew of Mr. Carylls,
he might not come home some day and claim the estates.”
. ¢“-Oh; the Mount Eden scandal,” replied the clerk
laughmg “1 don’t know, I'm sure ; I believe it’s 2 moot
question. It depends entirely upon the wording of the
willl I Zaye heard it said that the late Mr. Caryll was so
certdin. 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 soie day
return, that Miss Rayne only holds Mouhyt Eden’ contingent
* to that very improbable event. In wi\xgh case, if a nearer
relation (as of course the nephew would, be) 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 squa.sh the
whole concern.”
“ We were supposing the proofs to be.lost, or destroyed.”
¢ People 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 a7e lost, and the man came back. Could the
firm convict him upon hearsay evidence only?” . .
-, “ No, nor likely to take the trouble to do $o. What good
would they getof it? "’
- “They might wish to taxe 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 hé was the nephew into the bargain.”
" ¢ Surely that would be easy enough?.” :
. ¢ Easy, but not agreeable. Such gentlemen don’t care,
as a rule, to-push themsclves too muchforward. However,
if- all parties were good naturcd, I don’t say il isn’t to be
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done. Good afternoon, gentlemen. I must be going,”
and Mr. Dickson made his way back to-St. Ottery. :

His conversation had a strong effect tpon Lyle's mind.
He ruminated on it for hours before he returned to Mount
Eden.

“ There is one thing I must do,” he decxded ¢ -and that
is to get hold of those forged cheques. It is a shame that
Evelyn should have kept thent by her for so long. What
could have been her motive but to keep me in her power,
and have a life-long hold over me? And that is what
women call Jove. Bah! It is the first step to be taken,
and I shall not be easy till it is accomphished. In her
nasty state of mind she might change their hiding-place, or
deposit them with her soucn:ors, and blight all my hopes
for ever.”

From that day Jasper Lyle took every opportunity of
examining the marquetrie cabinet, in which he had seen
Evelyn place the records of his crime. It stood in her
private sitting-room, but she spent .many hours 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 her
mistress’ room) was out of the way, Jasper pursued his
research with comparative safety But the cabinet resisted
all his efforts. It was omne of ‘these old-fashioned, sub-

. stantially-built pieces of furniture that have not been knock-
ed together in a day. It consisted of two beautifu]ly-inlfa-ig
paneRdoors, which locked securely over a secretary des
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.’
(unnoticed) 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 them? Evelyne Rayne was very
,practical, not “at all the sort of woman to have her

- “keys lying about for.any one to meddle with. But he

~did not think she always carried them about with her
either. There was too 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-

< -
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couraged. He had L.a.rn"d more of the ways of woma.nkmd
during his ten ycars’ cxpatriation than he would have
- cared his wifc 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 hide their keys in a different place each
day—sometimes under their handkerchiefs or veils, “some-
times in the crown of their best bonnet, sometimes in such
a careful place that they can’t find then themsélves-when the
next occasion demands it. Axd so Mr. Lyle commenced
a regular search each morning in Evelyn’s wardrobe
drawers ; arid one day he lit upon the bunch of keys (as
he had antitipated) inside the folds ‘of a necktie. He
grasped them eagerly. It was fot an opportumty to be
lost—it'was one that might never occur again. With the
keys in his hand, he entered the adjoining room, and
listened from the landmg Not a sound was to be heard.
" The servants,had finished all the upstairs work, and were
busy preparing for their.:dihfier 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 tirn. They were
all locked, but the two keys were together, and easily
dxstmaulshed from the rest. In his agitation during their -
first 1nterv1ew he had forgotten to note in which drawer
Evclyn had replac=d the forged cheques; but he soon ' -
found them sealed up in an envelope, and endorsed\vvlth
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 claimant'might
have some trouble to prove his identity, but I don’t see
"how thesé articles would help me. No one but a woman
would keep such ‘rubbish, but if Eve opened the drawer by
chance, its complete empsiness 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 toré open the envelope to make sure he had .
got hold of the right papers, and then, thrusting them and
the photographsJnto 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 accustomed
-place, and then, with a sigh of relief, he carried his stolen
goods to his own' chamber. It was a sumptuous apart-
ment that Evelyn had 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 a.writing table,
laden with every convenience for Agnes’ private corres-
pondence. The wax taper and the box of vestas were
conveniently near 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. .
¢ There’s one link of . my fetters broken,” he said, zs.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
Catyllnow. And if Eve finds out her loss beforeithe time
is ripe, and accuses me of it, why, I shall defy her—that
is all—co#té gue coiite.”

He had hardly re-arranged the writing-table and changed
his coat, and walked out into the grounds, before he
encountered the carriag® returning from St. Mary Ottery
with the ladies.

« Oh, 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 maghificent
scorn. “I  have. been miles away, looking after my
business.” A

¢ Indeed,” remarked Evelyn ; ¢“I didn’t know we had

any business to be done to day-miles away.” .

- “You're too hard on me, Miss Rayne. You make me
no excuse for a fagon de parler. 1 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 tims, 1 expect,”
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“ Yes, they have, “replied Evelyn coolly. “We have
been watching them for the last hour.”

Lyle bit hislip and turned away.

« But where were you, darling ?” asked Agnes mnocenﬂy .
.“*We never saw him, did we, Evelyn?”

“ No, Agnes, we did not. But let us move on now, fot
1 want my luncheon.”

And she started her ponies so unceremomously, that
Jasper Lyle had to jump out of the way, with an oath, to
avoid the wheel passing over his feet. This episode made

.him too sulky, or too shy to join 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’elock, when he
returned hore to prepare himself for the dinner-table.

As-he entered his dressing-room, he glanced into the -
adjoining bed-chamber with the expegfation of seeing his
wife rcady to go downstairs, intead of which she was ™
sitting on the sofain 2 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 lreld out her hand to
him, ¢ what is the meaning of thlS ? Who wroteit? Where "
did you know her? Can it be really true that you gave
them to her?” L

“1 don’t know what the d—1 you’re talking about,” said
Jasper irritably, as she sobbed out her stnng of questmns H
“ be more explicit, or I cannot answer you.” - )

¢ These—#/ese,” 1eplied Agnes, holding out hc: ‘hand -
again, and then he perceived it held the photographs be
had taken from the marquetrie cabinet. He had left them.
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 his breath as he took them from her; but
it was too late to prevent mischief,’ ~On-the back of one .
was wriiten, in his hand, « 7. Cousin Evefyn, from Cousin .
Will;” on the back of the other, in Evelyn’s, “ From my
own darling Will,” with a.ré appended- d.ate:, As Jasper
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looked at the inscriptions, and remembered that Agnes had
heard the story of her early attachmient 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. Isit poss:ble 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 his confidence. But first he must do a little bit of
love-making, at which, when he chose, Mr. William Caryll
Jasper Lyle was pamcularly happy. So He 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 wont
cry. And first, you must know how I /ove.you, Agnes.”

“Oh, yes, oh, yes,” she-said, nestling to him ; * and that
nothmg can loosen the closé tie between us.”

-“You @re my wife, Agnes,—my very self,—and I will
keep nothing from you. My name is 7of Jasper Lyle It
is William Caryll, and I a= Evelyn Rayne’s cousin.’

- She lifted her big blue eyes, wide opened, to his 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—s/ie loved you !” -

Then the poor child broke down .again, as the remem-
brance of Evelyn’s words in- speaking of that love, mingled,
with the thought that they were Hving under the same 100f,
overwhelmed her thh a terrible dread of—she knew not

. what. -

- % Hush, Agnes, my -darling. If you make your dxstress
patént to thie 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 10
blame.”

“ But she Joved you,” moaned Agnes.
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“Years and years ago, but what of that? You cari see -
very plainly that Miss 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.”

“Evelyn 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 swre 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 posszble
that you can be £im 2”
© “Tt Zs possible, my dear. It is thé fact. But you mustn’t
think any more of anything Eve may have said about mie.
It was all talk. You see I did come back, and she doesn’t
love me—in fact, I think she has grown rather to d\shke
me now than othermse ?

“QOh, no ; she is always kind and good. See how she
Jets us live  with her at Mount Eden. Jasper, does she
krnow you are her cousin? When did she find it out? ”

“Directly she saw me, you little goose. Don’t you
remember her leaving the Hall the first evening we met-
there? And then I paid her a visit at Mount Eden, and
we had it out ; and she promised to respect my izcognito,
and keep my secret But something has happened lately,
Agnes, which is likely to make me throw off my disguise,
and then I should have been obliged to tell you everythmg ?

“Qh, tell it me how—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
Evelyn before? I should have thought the first place you
would have rushed to would have ‘been Mount Eden, to see
such a darling cousin, and tell her you-were alive and well.
How could you pretend you had never even heard her

-name?”
“ Agnes, my dear, that is a very long story, that cannot
be told in a minute, and the first dinner bell has rung:
Dress yourself now and come downstairs, and you shall
hear everything this evening, I promise you.”

¢ Oh, Jasper, as if I cozld 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 my hysband ! Tcannot believe
it. Itis too awful to be true.”

“ And would you have me Zers, 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 /er.”

“ Nor would she take me as a gift, Agnes.. , She has got
all over that long ago. Now, lie down on the 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
shall know 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.. 7 will bring up your
dinner. And remember, Agnes, this is a profound secret, = -

and you must not breathe a word of what I have told you
to any one.’

“ Not even to Evelyn? ” N
“ Not till I give you leave. You promise me, Agnes?”
T promise you,” she said, as she hid her face from
view again. -
¥

" CHAPTER XXIL
THE RIGHTFUL HEIR.

JaspEr LvyLE 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 tell, and how much leave
untold.  He didn’t want to startle’ Agnes tco much at
first, and forgery is an ugly word. If he made her shrink
from him, she would fly to Evelyn for concolation, 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. And if he was ever to bring
forward a claim to Mount Eden, it must be by a daring
and complete denial ofshaving 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.-himself to Agnesas a martyr instead
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-‘of a’eriminal. He was thinking so deeply ail dinner time
that he was very silent, and Evelyn was glad gthen the
meal was concluded. She had proposed to go up to Agnes
directly she heard she was not well enough to come down-
stairs, but Jasper had declined the offer. His wife was a
little overtired and hysterical, he said, and ‘particularly
wished to s€e 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 mortified pride and resentment. How different it
had been a short time ago. Z77en she would have been
the first person whom Agnes would have asked for in troy-
ble orsickness. Buteverything in her life séemed 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 dt all times more pain than pleasure
to her.

He sauntered back into his wife’s Toom as if he had been
a hero about to relate the story of his victories, rather than
a crimifial to confess his crime. He had gained a lot of
effrontery since he had lived at Mount Eden, and the
destruction of the forged cheques had made him stand two
inches taller.” . He felt so safe that he had begun to believe
he was an m_mred man, and would experience no difficulty
in saying so. . He-was not so handsorne at this.period as
he had promlsed to be. Doubtless the change in the color
of his hair had something to do with it. The fair curls
with which he had started in life had accorded well with
his blue eyes and’delicate complexion. It will generally
be found a dangerous experiment, with regard to beauty,
to alter thé natural coloring matter of the hair. Butit .
may be remembered that when Evelyn Rayne, actuated by
love, contrived so cleverly for-her cousin’s escape 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 apright figure, as indeed all the Carylls had,
and his little wife thought him perfection. She was still
gazing at his photographs as he re-entered her room.

¢ Jasper, if you hadn’t told me it was so, I zever 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 disappointed man—
more than that, darling, a most wronged and ;injured
-man.”

*Ob, my dearest,” cried the girl, claspmg her arms
about hxm, “awho 1s 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 all your
fnends, and had no companionship to cheer you. But
injury; darling! I never dreamt of that.” -

« And.I wowld 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 itis, Jasper. What should we have done
without her help? . Poor mamma could not -assist us. I
believe we should have starved.”

« 1 know those are your sentiments, and it is because I
have been sa 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 on - Evelyn Rayne’s bounty, she should be living -
upon ours——that 7 am the rightful owner-of .Mount Edes,
and my cousin is only an usurper?”

Agnes didn’t know -w/a# 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 7s true,” replied Jasper fiercely—*true as there is a
God in heaven. You and I are the rightful possessors of
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this estate, Aonﬁs, and before long I will prove to the
world that it is so.’ )

“But Evelyn!” gasped his wife. u Oh, 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. Iknow he
did. ~ How could she hold it else? And since he did so,
how can you.or I, or anybody, take it from her? You
mgst be dreammg Evelyn is the only mistress of Mount
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 walted till you had heard your hus-
band’s side of the story.”

‘“Jasper, I am waiting to hear it. You must tell me
everything now, from the very beginning,” replied Agnes,
slightly shivering, &5 she nestled in his arms.

“It's a sad story, Agnes. I must prepare you for that, -
I was a thoughtless 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 your 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 gamed the desire of her heart in
Mount Eden.”

..% Jasper, tell me the story quickly. I feel as if I.could
pot bear the suspense.’

““ Well, it it just like this. My uncle, Roger Caryll was
a rich Lwerpool mercha, apt. His wife and son were dead,
and he had only two near relatives, Eve and myself. 1
was the son. of his brother, Edward, and -she was the

. daughter of his sister, Mary, but uncle never took any no-
tice of Eve—he had never even seen her, I believe. ~ She
‘Tived-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 acknowledged heir.. As soon as he heard
.my Cousin Hugh was drowned he fetched me himself from
London, where I was serving behind a counter. (because
my mother, who had married again after my father’s death,
behaved very cruelly to me ), and put me in hisson’s place
in his office. That was about the time that photograph
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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.” -

ve took a liking for you |” repeated Agnes ; “didn’t
you like Aer, Jasper?” -

“Yes, I liked her, of course. She was my cousin, and
was a.lways running about after me, and paymg 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 with 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 eoncerts, and places of amusement,
and I was thoughtless, and in order to gratify her, I spent
more money than I could afford. 1 don’t wish to make
myself out better than I was, you see, Agnes.”

“I know you don’t,” she returfied, squeezing him to her
bosom ; “and as for poor Evelyn, how could she help
loving you? I'm sure / can’t.”

“ Ah, youre my silly little wife,” said ‘Lyle, accepting

the homage laid at his feet as if it were entirely his due;
“but 'm afraid, as I go on, youwill have to acknow-
ledge, Agnes, that lge Evelyn has not so strong a claim to

your admiration-as heretofore. 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
- fimsh.my story, and you must judge, for yourself I was
then the acknowledged heir to my uncle’s fortune and
estate. Every one '_knew it. - Uncle Roger-made no secret
. of it, and always treated me as-hisson. But the old gentle-
man was_very stingy, and when he found I had outrun the
constable, he cut off my allowance, and left me without 2
farthing. Of course I wanted money for Eve, and. other
things, and a fellow-clerk of mine suggested we should
raise some. I was a young fool, 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 1o me; mth
which to pay a tailor’s bill. 'One day there was a row in
the office, and ‘1 was questioned about getting the money,
and told the truth, but uncle wouldn’t believe me, and then
. 1 found that- the other fellow had been forging—actually
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Jorging uncle’s name to a cheque, and declaring I was his
-accomplice, though I needn’t tell you I would have had
nothing to do with such a dirty trick. But I was so
frightened at the accusation, that I ran ‘home to tell Eve,
and consult with her what I had best do to prove my inno-
cence, arid here the unhappy part of the story comes in,
Agnes.”. . . v
“Why! didw’t Evelyn help you? She, who is always so
ready to help others.” - o
i “ Well, she posted off to see Uncle Roger (whom she
had never met before, mind you}, and what passed between -
* them heaven ondy knows ;. but it changed the whele cur-
rent of my lifec She_came back only to tell me-that my
uncle was resolved to prosecute me with the other fellow, -
though 'I was'as innoeent as the babe unborn, and that -
my only safety lay in flight. She' dycd my hair brown
(perhaps you,will be surprised to hear that, naturally, m
hair is almost as golden ds your own, Agnes), and dressed
¢ in 2 suit of girl’s clothes, and persuaded me to go to-
New York on beard an emigrant ship. And I was:so.
frightened, and she gave me so little time for reflettion,
that I actually did as she advised me. And then, when I
had left England beyond recall, she made up to the old
gentleman to such an extent that he brought her te live
here with him, and left her all he had. . Doubtless she per-
suaded him that I was dead or guilty, and trusted to my
never turning up again. But (failing. my Cousin Hugh) I
was my uncle’s next male heir, and Evelyn Rayne is'
usurping my-legal right to-day by calling herself ttistress
of Mount Eden. And that’s your unfortunate husband’s
story, Agnes.” . :
- Mrs. Lyle was not clever, but she was not quite a-foo],
and the narrative .(although glibly repeated) appeared. to -
her to have more that ane 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. T
. “You're -a fool,” he said curtly. ¢ All women are
where business matters are concerned.  ‘What would have :
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been the ‘use of my denying my complicity When I had
received. ﬁfty pounds of the money? But Eve could have
put it straight with the old man if she had ché$en ; 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 swect to you, and all that, but she’s an arch
plotter, or she wouldn’t be in her present position.”

. Still if Mr. Caryll Jid leave Mount Eden to her, it is
hers,” persiste® Agnes.

“I’'mnot so sure of thdt, my dear, nor are the lawyers
exther -The estate was left to Eve as next-of-kin, suppos-
ing me to be dead, or outlawed. But I'm not dead, you
see; and-I can defy them - to prove I wa\s guilty ; and,
therefore, if I take this case into court, L stand a very good
chance of regaining a part, if not all, of my legal rights.”

. “ But you would never go to law -agdinst Evelyn 77 cried |
Agnes, horrified.
~ “ And why not, my darling? -Which do you suppose I
* love best—Evelyn or you? For whose nghts should I
. fight? - Evelyn’s or yours?  You are the real istress of
- Mount Eden. Why shouldn’t I put you in your proper

'pla.ee?” - )

. ‘But Agnes had burst into a flood of tears.

.- Oh, Jasper,” she sobbed, “I don’t want it. I should
be- msera.ble _I should be always thinking of Evelyn, and
that I had tumed her out of her home. I couldn’t do it.
We are vety happy as we are. Why can’t everything go
on the same:? ”

“It's very evident that you love Eve better than you do
me,” said her husband, with*an offended air.

“ No, dearest, no. Don’t say that. I love you more
than all the world put togethér. But Evelyn has been my
friend so long—ever since I was a tiny child, and it seems
t]gmble that /7 should be the one to deprive "her of Mount

den.”

* “You will have nothing to do with it, Agnes. All the
blame (if there is any blame) will fest on me. But Iama
mian, 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 mein it probably as a salve to her con-
science. Why, she gives that fellow Phﬂlp double the
salary she does me,”

-
N
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¢ But he does twice the work,” remonstra.ted A
* “ That's nothing to the purpose,” rejoined Jasper testllyx
¢ The whole of 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 things wﬂlnot go
on for ever, Agnes.”

" % What other reasons? ” she demanded innocently.

“ Well, they’re rather difficult to specify, and a man gets
credxt for being conceited if he even alludes to them ; but
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 woma.n who
is very much in love with him.” .

Mrs. Lyle grew as red as 4 rose. o A

“But that happened so. long ago, ]asper. ‘Sure"l_y
Evelyn must have got over it by this time?” -

* % Did it appear to you as if she Zad got over it when
she ‘told you the story of her eaily attachment in this very .
“house? What have you repeated to me on, the subject
‘yourself this evening? ”

Agnes was silent, though her bosom heaved v;olently,
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 thmgs through )
the medium of his interpretation.

<« But—but,” she said, with dry lips—* Evelyn ‘would
never do me such a wrong as to show anythmg more than
an ordmary interest in my husband#

& afraid you don’t quite know Evelyn yet, my
dear She is not 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 could whén yox stood in the way.
" But if you had'seen what took place between us when 1
visited Mount Eden, and discovered my identity to her,
'you would have been horrified. She waslikea fury. She
“declared I should never marry you, and that, if I attempted

"it, she'would denounce me as an imposter and a forger, .

and have me turned out of Featherstone Hall. But T 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 well tired ot
it.”

. «“And I am more than tired,” exclaimed-his wife
angrily. “I am disgusted and shocked to hear of such
wickedness, and I will not stay here another day. Letme
pack up my things, Jasper, and take.me from this horrid
place: at once. ©Oh, I never coxl/d have believed ‘that
Evelyn would be fa]se tome!”

But this was swinging the pendulum a little too far in
the opposite direction.. To leave Mount Eden svithout
-any warning would be not only inconveniemt, but im-
possible, and Mr. Lyle had to resort once more to
endearments to enforcevhis arguments.

“ Now, my darling,” he exclaimed, “ youmust be patient..
and ook at the matter in a sensible light. I canrot take
you away from Mount Eden directly. I never mean to
take you away at all. It is because I have no money, my
dearest, with which to gratify all your little whims and
wishes, that I am’ thirsting to -claim my rights, and place
you in the position you are entitled to as my wife. 1f we
offend Eve-before my plans are ripe, we may never be able
to carry them out, for I am zfraid she is capable of beﬂ*g
very revengeful where her inclinations are thwarted. fo
my angel must make up heér mind to-let things go on
justas they have.done for a-few w eeks lcnger, and then she
shall do exactly as shesikes.”

-% But to live'in the same lLouse with her, and to think;
whehever we are. separate, that she may be making love to
you—oh, it will be 100 horrible !” said Agnes.

“Stop, dear,” interposed Jasper. I never told ycu
that my cousin made love to me #¢w. Do you imagine I
would ‘allow it? Evelyn knows me too well. I have
satisfied her too fully of my aﬂegxance to my little wife for
hér.to attempt to interfere with it.’

«But if she would /&e to do so, it comes to the same
thmg, replied Agnes fretfully. “You men are so fright-
fully weak with regard to women, one can never tell when
you wilt givein. 1 know I shall never have another happy
moment whilst I am at Mount Eden

“ Well, as” to whether my cousin would lzke to renew
our former intercourse, 1 really cannot say,” replied Lyle
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conceitedly, “but I am quite sure she will never have the

chance. I don’t care for your big, strapping women, and

never did. Besides, I have not forgiven her the trick she

+ played in carting me off to America, and it will be a long .
time before I do. If I show her 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 for her early friend this time.
Nothing changes the current ofa woman’s feelings towards
one of her own sex so effectually, as the knowledge that
she has tried to come between her and the man she loves.
For the first time in her life, Agnes Lyle felt hard and cold
when she thought of Evelyn Rayne.

“ Jasper,” she said presently, in a weary little voice, as
if all the surprise and pain she had gone through had tuted
her, “ why did you.change your name?”

“For the same reason that I went 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 how do you know now?” .

T have consulted a lawyer on the subject, and—and
—1I 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 my cousincan put a spoke
in my wheel by bringing of that old shoulder against me.”
. “Then you will call_ yourself by your own name now,

_surely?” ,

“Very soon I-shall, dear. And till that time, I must
beg of you, Agnes, to be completely siient on this subject.
Not a-word or a hint, mind, to Evelyn or any one. We
mustwork ‘in the dark awhile before we can bring every-
thing to the light. And I hope you will not let what I
have told you make any. difference in your behavior towards
my 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.” :

ST 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—and"
Eve'will be thmkmg it strange if I remain away from her
much longer.” .

- ¢ She will be trylng 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 gaxly, as he
kissed ker 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?”

1

CHAPTER XXIIL
THE STOLEN PkOOFS. 2

- Bur though Jasper Lyle made every excuse for his wife
on the score of illhealth and fatigue, and though Agnes
hersclf tried hard to behave 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 intercourse. :There wete
moments, indeed, when Agnes was hersélf again, when she
forgot everythmg except that Evclyn had never been other-
wise than good and true to her. " But thén the remembrance
of Jasper’s story would mtervene to cloud her brow and
check her flow of words. - It was impossible that such a
story “should not exert a powerful influence over his wife’s
mind: - He had blended truth and falsehood together so
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cunningly, 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 him and believed
in him—it had naturally made him appear.as a victim of
. circumstances who called for her deepest commiseration
and 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.
‘husband’s affections-from her. That is a crime that no
woman will forgive—cven in her 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-
tween 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 turn
from her to the company of others, or seek refuge in silence.
when they were thrown together,’ made her heart ache with
pain.  She guessed that it was due to Jasper Lyle’s influ-
ence, but that made it all the harder to. bear,.as under no
circumstances would she have dreamt of inferfex¥ing between
. a husband and his wife. She tried to overcome it at first
_ by increased caresses ahd sundry little votive offerings.
" But when she found that Agnes stirred uneasily when she
‘kissed her, and left her presents lying about the drawmg—
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 nieanest office on earth in exchange for a kid 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,
and 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 her 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 besom, as he
“had seldom heard her give vent to before. Had be cared
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" for her less, he might have spoken to her on the suDJect
but his great love made him timid, and he did riot 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 matter in hand.

“You have never speken 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 2
- “I wish you wouldn’t ask me, Miss. Rayne. I know
that Mr. Lyle is a friend of yours, svand vou place meina
very unpleasant position.”

£ But I consider it necessary that I should know. I
wish to befriend Mr. Lyle and his wu’e, but not to the
detriment of Mount Eden. You must be aware of that.
Please tell me plainly if Mr. Eyle is injuring my property,
by neglect or otherwise,—because a great many com.-
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
himtobea dangerous factor on the estate. His indolence
sets a bad example to his inferiors, and his conversation is
tikely to end by inciting them to discontent and rebellion.”

* “ Does he associate, then, on terms of equahty”/‘th my
tenants and laborers?” -

“Very nearly so. Heis 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.”

- T must put a stop to it. It is gomg 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. ?

¢ Why should you try to amend 'that sentence, Captam
Philip? You are my friend. Tam wellawareof it. Some-
tllmes 1 think,” she added sadly, “ you are the only friend

have.”
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" Hecolored 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 commencedﬁ.nd there stopped

short. ' T~
. “Well?.” said Evelyn, softly.

“Oh, Miss Rayne, your kindness puts everything I was
going to say out of my head. Iso much fear that you maay -
think me presumptious——that—that—Only believe that ¥ -
shall be too much honored by bemg your friend, and your
faithful servant both, to my hfe sc:m:l,\\aﬁ

Neither of them spoke for a minute after that, and theni
Evelyn said,— e

. %And what is this information which you nbmus
about the propriety of repeating to me, Captain Ph‘lhp%\a
. %It seems too far-fetched and absurd, Miss Raype—to&y-~-—
much like the outcome of a drunken jest. And yet it has'
gained credence ami gst your people, and they declarc it
emanated from Mr. Lyle.”

“ But what is it? ” she asked impatiently.

“ A foolish report that you have not an enurelylegal
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 itis one of
Mr. Lyle’s jokes, the sooner he stops them the better, for

. you know. what the ignorant classes are—ready to believe”
mg to thﬂ demment or discomfiture of their supe-

n .
“Mr. Lyle hés darez! to say that,” mu:mured Evelyn,
wnﬁclenched teeth,”

%7 honestly heheve it commenced with }nm When it

. reached my ears; T made strict inquiries for its origin, and

| everybody attribufed it to the same source—Mr. Lyle's
druniken. friend, Mullins the brewer. Of course you know
how such stories grow by repetition. $till, there was never
a h}:!t‘ of such a sca.ndal before Mr. Lyle appeared amongst
us:?

% Thanks, Captain Philip, thanks. Please say no more.
it shall be stopped, and at once.” _

“Tt is such asilly fabrication,” said the overseer; “it
bears: absurdity upon- the face of it. [For there is no one
who:could dispute your claim, is there Z

“No one, except my Cousin Hugh. Oh Captain Philip,
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ydu‘cai‘m’t'_think how much I wish sometimes that he had
never died.” Itis a cruel kindness to leave so much respon-
sibility on the shoulders of a woman. The back is not

" fitted for the burden.”

" “Yours has. proved itself to be -eminently ﬂ/TeH Miss
Rayne. You mustn’t lose heart because an ungrateful fool
does not know how to value your kindness to him.”’

"¢ But this involves more than you thjnk for, Captain
Philip. It is a case on.which I should have sound advice
—and yet—it’is so hard to know what to do for the best.”
. “IfTI can help you—" he began, but she shook her

head. .

“No one can help me just now. But if I find that I
. cannot'nianage matters by. myself, I promlse tha.t Iwill
" apply to.no friend before you.”

“Ithank yop so much,” he answered, in a low voxce,
and then Evelyn left him to fetwrn to the bxg house. .

- She was burning with indignation at what she had heard
and determined to let Will Caryll plainly undérstand - the
only conditions on which he could retain-his 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 ker could not reinstate himself
whilst she retained .the forged ‘cheques-to hold' over his
head. It was.alla 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 time. ‘They had sat through an uncomforfable
meal, none of .them appearing to have much to say to the
. other, and it was a elief to Evelyn to be able to take up
'her needlework, and feel that she was free to.talk. -

::4“Mr.. Lyle,” she commenced -gravely, ¢ I must’ ask you
to listen to me for a few minutes. I understand. you are
still in the habit of spending your afternoons at the * Green
‘Man,” and that it dcteriorates (as it inevitably emust do)
from-your dignity as my steward. I must beg you to discon-
tihue the custom. Itis 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 ¢fMount Eden had
become far more jaunty and familiar of late, and now there




MOUNT EDEN. , + /

“seemed a ring of actual insolence in the tone in which he
replied,—

‘I was really not aware that : your benefits 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. '

“TI have, at least, the right, as. your employer,” she. sald
1o see that you do not lower the tone of my estate.’ No
‘gentleman working ufider me before has ever condescended
Yo~ cross the threshold of a.low public-house like the
-*Green Man,” nor to associate with the boors and drun-
kards who find their pleasure there, and you must be gogd
tnough to follow their example.” . j

“ Which, being translated, means that I am to tread in
the footsteps of your model overseer, Captain Philip, and
to' regulate all my actions by his. ButIama gentlema.n,

‘ and I decline to be ordered about by my inferior.”

:“ Whether you are more or less of a gentleman than
Captam 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 Eden. Whilst you
‘remain with me, you must conform to my rules, and tha.t 1s
one of them. I hope you fully understand? ”

“Qh, yes; I fully understand,”. replied ]’asper Lyle,
furtlvely smiling, as he played with a paper ‘knife, whilst
Agnes crept up %o his side,and stpped her hand i his.

-*¥ From this unworthy habit of yours,” continued Evelyn,
in-the same grave tone, “has sprung up a great ,annoyance
tobme. I cannot believe it emanated from yourself,—I
credit you with a little more sense,—but it is attribtted:to .
you.on all sides, and it doubtless had its rise. in yonr
chattering.” - o

« And what may this be?” mquned Lyl& BN :

<v¥ A rumor that I hold Mount Eden on an uncertain
tenure, and that there are other- c}almants to the ‘estate.”

53¢ Well? ” he said carelessly. - ’

1‘ Well!” repeated Evelyn- md1gnanﬁy “if you have
said &0, sir, you know it to be untrue. You' know-that I

am:the legal owner of the property, and that 70 one has the o

faintest shadow of a claim to it-but myself.”
: ¢ But supposing I doz’¢ know it? -What then?”

“ Do you wish to insult me? What wouid .you. msm<
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.
Caszyll still in the land of the living.”

Evelyn could not believe her ears. Was it possxble he
could have the audacity to advance a forger’s 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 otherin

law.”

¢ That 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 Caryli?” he exclaimed
impudently.

His impudence made Evelyn forget. everythmg but
itself,

“ My 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 hun,
and everything. Oh! it is foo bad.”

Evelyn turped to the'speaker in ummnga.ted surpnse

¢ What are you talking of, Agnes ? ” she said. * What
can yoz kuow about all this ? ‘We were speakmg of my
cousin, Will Caryll.”

« And I know that Jasper is will Caryl},” rephed Agnes.
My husband has told me everything—how you madeh\m .
go ‘out to America, so that you might get Mount Ede,
and Hiow angry yom wer¢ when you heard he was. going to
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marry me, and how you got him here, so that you might
make love to him, and—> ' )

“ Stop I” cried Evelyn, in a voice of stern authority .
<stop at once, Agnes. [ réfuse to listen to another word.
If your husband has been base enough to give you this
version of his unhappy story, You must believe him or not,
as you choose. But I will not hear it repeated, and %e
knows it to be untrye.” g )

“Iknow no such thing,” interposed Jasper, braving itout :
“If I committed forgery (as you assert), where are the
Proofs ? » ) .

“ You 4now where they are. You have seen thegm.”

“I know you showed me some papers, which you said
were_the forged cheques, but I had only your ward for
t” o - ’ ’ :

“ Only my word? ” said Eveiyn, with a look of scorn.

“ Just so ; which proves nothing.” )

“Do you wish your wife to see them, then? Dp you
want her to be a participator in your shame?” : .

“ If you have them, by all means produce them. 1tis
because I know you cannot have them that I désire your
word to'be put to the test.”.

“Very good, then. Agnes shall be convinced that I
have spoken the truth, Come with me to my private
room.” R

But as they were going there together, she turned and
appealed to her cousin, : .

“Oh; Will! have Pity upon her. - She js S0 youag, so
irmocent: I would have hidden the whole story from hey

Wwarned in time. Come back and let us talk quietly over
the matter, and take up the position I have accorded you
in Mount Eden.”

“No, it is too late for such flummery now. You have
heard what Agnes says. You told her a lot about our -
former history, and I-have supplied the rest. Now ghe
must judge for herself which is -right and which is wrong,
Lead on, please, to your sitting-room, and Jet us see these.
famous forgeries that are to ruin me for ever.”

*“ As you will, then,” she said, with a sigh, as she opened
the door of her room.

It was night, but a tall silver lamp on the centre table.
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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-

) thmg else, and then, with a look of counsternation, she -

unlocked all the drawers in succession, and ransacked
‘them thoroughly, whilst-Will Caryll stood by with a smile
upon his face..
- “Well!” 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 mci'edxble, but they
are gone !”

“You mean they never were there?” he sneered

She turned upon him furiously. -
. “How dare youdoubt my word, wnen you know aswell

as I do, that’ they were there, and that you saw them?

But I have guessed the truth. You are a thief, Will Caryll,
as well as a forger, and you have stolen them I” °

“Oh, Jasper,” exclaimed “Agnes, flying to his arms,
“how can you let her speak to you like that? How dare
you say he is a thief,”. she continued, stamping her foat
with impotent rage at E»el; n; “this is your mean révenge
because he didn’t marry you mstead of me !"And I loved
you so, -Evelyn—I loved you so.

Here she began to sob v1c1ent]y, but. Evelyn only

... showe F her emotion by her trembling lips and qu1vermg

nostri :
«And I have loved you too, Agnes, God knows ! - -she |
teplied solemnly, “but you cannot hold by this man and

. by me at the same time. One of us you must let go.

‘And that one must not be your husband, so 1 suppose that
wé must part.” ButIdo nor think’ I haVe deserved tlus
treatment from: either of you.”

~'SHe ~rose as’ she- spoke, and, locklng her' cabmet

' prepared to leave the room. But as she moved fn sad and

digmified silence towards the door, a great sense broke on
Agnes' Lyle of all the years of love during which Evelyn

... ’had treated her like-a spoiled and petted.child. Who else

B 4

—not even her father and mother, nor yct-het husband

‘~had been so long-suffering and patient with her—so true
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and faithful—as thlS dear friend of ‘her childhood? The-
idea of separation from her was terrible, and -on the
impulse of the moment she ran after her, erying. .

¥ Oh, Evelyn, Evedyn, do not go! We cannot do
without you.’

But Evelyn’s powers of endurance for that evenmg:
were at an end. . .
. % Don’t touch me ! Don’t qpeak tb me !” she excla,lmed,_ ’
as she flew down the staircase, “for I feel as lf( I wa.s o
gomg mad.” /

She rushed through the hall, and out mto the open air’
as she spoke, whilst the sobs ‘which she could no longer
restrain. burst from. her laboring bosom. She- had.
recovered from the first shock-of learning Will Carylls
infidelity, and schooled herself to believe they must pass, -
through life as acqudintarices only ; for the man who was.
not worthy -to become her husband Evelyn - would
never make her friend. But that Agnes could’ turn-
against: her, and suspect her of such unworthy motives_
for ‘befriending them in their ‘misfortune, was a trouble’
she had never contemplated being called ipon to bear. h

¥t was the end of September, and, though the days’
contmued bright and warm, and the hatvest moon - -rode. -
like a queen in*heaven, the nights were too chilly 1 forany
prudent person to venture out in them without an extra *
wrap. But Evelyn walked on unheedingly, whilst the wind:
blew her chestnut hair into disorder, and ruffled it like an
aureole about her burning and excited face.

___...“ Agnes to think me so base, so wicked, so mean,” she
thought, as fo offer them Mount Eden fora horae asa’
cover for mv own unwortlly' designs! ' How cou/d she
.think so? How could ‘Will have the heart to lead her to
believe it, when he knows what she.aud I.have beento- -
-orie another? Oh, I hate him !” she cried suddenly, “7 -
kiatehim ! He must be bad all through. Wasn't it enough to-
spoﬂ, my- life ‘without spoiling my darling’s also, and.

.us the consolation we found in.one anothers .
1ove? And those cheques, too. He must’ have stolen’ i
them. He has destroyed them, and on his successhas ’
built up a groundless hope of ousting mé from Mount E
Can he do-it, I wonder? ” she’ went on fevenshly, vnth :
both bands pressed to her burning head.{ -““I don’t beliéve -
it; and yet the law has so many loépholes. - I ouglit:to -
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- have advice ; but if Will’s ideas are erroneous, and hé is
still in Jeopardy, my confiding his design to a solicitor
might bring transpertation down upon his luckless head. -
And how terrible that -would be for my poor girl, whko
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 atrue
and sensible friend to whom I could go, without a shadow
of fear; and tell everythmg

- Her steps had earried her in the direction of Bachelor’s.
Hall, and her heart told her that zere was a friend whom she
xmght trust, if need be, without stint, but some unaccount-
able feeling made her shrink from consultmg 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 del-
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
roses, still shedding their perfume around, and carnations
and geraniums, of which Captain Philip a.lways planteda.
deep border to encircle his little domicile.

Evelyn looked up, and heaved a long breath as she drew
nedr to Bachelor’s Hall. For many months past, her over-
seér 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
a.tgued), a.nd then, how difficult she should find it to repiace

Sﬁe did not 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
hait of the lighted windows, she glanced at them for one
sight-of Captain Philip. She expécted to see him (as she
had aften done before) bent over his books by the lamplight,
or miminating in his arm-chair, with his pipe in his mouth.
But when she had drawn sufficiently near to command
e interior, she perceived the captain (to her amazement)
strétched over the table in an attitude of despair, with his
face Ridden in his hands. In amoment Evelyn Rayne had
ﬁa;gotten her own. trouble, and thought only of his. Hur-
rying on with noiseless footstep, and without reflecting that
she might intrude upon a sacred sorrow, she stood upon

g
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-the threshold of the cottage door, and said softly, but in
a voice of the deepest concern,— )
“Czptain Philip! Captain' Philip! What i the
matter?” N o ©o-
The overseer, whose thoughts had been far away.ia some
“cloudland of hopeless conjecture, started to his feet as hg
. heard the words, and stared .at the vision in- his doorway.
- Then remembrance poured back upon him, and he realized
who it was who had come like an angel to cheer his da.rk-
ness, and glowed scarlet with the recognition.

“ Miss Rayne!” he exclaimed ; “ what has bronght you
here? Do you requiry me? Won’t you walk-in?”’

Evelyn had always a strong sense of the ridiculous ready
to be roused in her. .

“Do you think I may walk m,” she aaswered, “ mthont
the whole pamsh -scandalizing me to-morrow, Captain |
Philip ? -Well, I'll risk it, if only to learn what ma 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 i a
despondent attitude as she spoke.

“If the air reeks with it,” he said gently, « 1 canaot
expect to miss my share, but 1 am sorry you caught me in -
. a discontented mood, Miss Rayne. You may be sure I
thought that I was quite alone.”

“And I had no intention of disturbing your privacy,
believe me. But why are you discontented, Captain Philip ?
Is it anything- to do-with Mount Eden?” she asked
anxiously.

“Indeed, it has nothing to do thh Mount Eden ; apd
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 . Then you wish to leave us—to—
tO——”

Her voice fafltered. - She could not proceed.

“Indeed, and indeed 1 do not,” he replied eamnestly;
“1 love Mount Eden andeverything connected with it—in
fact, I love it all so much, it tears my heart to think of
parting, and yet, Miss Rayne—

¢« I understand you,” she said ; “ you have had the offer
of a better situation—a positien more fitted to your gbili-
ties and education ; but if there is anythmg I can do to
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induce you to remain—if I/can increase your salary, or

make you more comfor

% Do not mention it, Miss Rayne. Your kind heart is

leadmg you astray. I have had no such offer as you refer

t0. ‘I want no-more money than I receive. I am quite

comfortable and happy here—? . .
~* Then why do you want to leave us?”. :

4 Because—because—-there Is such a thing as bemg oo
happy* in a situation"—of becoming so-niuch at home'that
it is death to tear one’s self away, and if the end ccmes,
what.thén? ” he said, in-a low voice.

" Evelyn-was gazmg up -at hlm« as he spoke, with eyes of
entreaty: -

. ¢“If that is all ” she exclalmed ¢ don»t leave me, for
God’s sake, for T'am so ‘unhappy.”. -

And with that, she lowered her face m her hands, and

- Burst into tears.

-Captain Philip bent over her, and said hurnedly —

“ Dor’t do’ that, Miss Rayne, . You torture me.. I-will
never leave you if you de not wish it. I will Ifve and die
here if I can be of any service to you. If the thought of
my- going distresses you, dismiss it from. your mind at

. once I will remain 1f my own heart dies under the pro-
cess.”

But she was weeping so unrestrainedly that she d1d not
notice his words.

- “Will you not tell -me, in your turn,” he contmued

“what is_the reason of your grief? I have seen; for some
time past, that youare far more unhappy than cireum-
stances warranted you to'be ; and I strongly suspect that
.it is connected with the p’esence of Mr.-and Mrs. Lyjeiat
Mount Eden. " Don’t look so astonished. Do you- think
I have so little interest in you as not to notlce the varia:*
tion'in your-wofds and looks? You do-me a great lnjus-
tice if that is_the case.” -,
- «T.know that you ‘have been always Kind- and good
Captain Philip, and I believe you to be a true friend. - As
I walked along to-mght I was longing to be able to con-
fide my:troubles to just such a friend as you could be:”

* And is that 1mp0551ble Do not think me presump-
tuous, Miss Rayne, but if the counsel or assistance of aman
carrhelp you out of your-difficulty, trust me -without- féar.

. F-will respect your confidence as if it were my own. Has
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this man been insulting you? "Has he presumied, on your
-affection for his wife, to overstep the limits of your forbear-
ance?”

“ Something very hke it,” she said hesttatmgly ;¢ and
you may suppose how unhappy it miade me, for ‘Agnes’ *
sake. . Oh, Captain Philip, I am afraid that will turn out a
most unfortunate marriage. I would do anythmg to save
my poor girl from the consequences of her 1mprudence, -
but Mr. Lyle will end by setting her against me also.”

. “You mean he has begun to do so??”

“ I mean he has begun to do so,” she repeated relapsmg
into tears. '

Captain Philip paced up and down the little room. .-

- % Vilain ! scoundrel ! coward !” he muttered. = *“And
to what purpose? He only cuts his own throat by doing

. So.- Miss Rayne,” he continued, turning suddenly towards
her, “ you have honored me by calling me your friend. Let
me prove myself to be so by speaking to you without reser-
vation. You have known this man Lyle before. .1 guessed
it the first time I saw you together. What is the secret
between yqu? I know it can be nothing dishonoring to SLy
yourself, but it may be the means of ultimate injury :to you. -
Why .do you keep him at Mount Eden? Is it. entirely: -
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?”
. 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 anncdyance to you, yon
should not Keep it to yourself.

«. His hand 'was grasping the arm of her chair as he spoke,
and she laid hers’gently upon it. The contact thnlled hxm
through and through. : .

- If I dared confide in you,” she whispered, ¢ you don’t i
know how, gladly I would share the burdem which is,
becoming. too heavy for me to bear alone. I am distracted
with doubt and suspense. I.cannot sleep fGr féar and:
anxiety, and I feel so completely and utterly alome. Inalk
. the'wide word, I don’t know one creature to whom 1 fornr.
the centre of existence.”
- “Yes, there 7s one; Evélyn, for whom you are the end )
and aim of everythirig, and that is myself,” cried Caplain’ '~ .
Phlhp pasexonately “Oh, forgive me if I amrtoe pre-- ’
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sumptuous in saying this; but use me as you will, for I
shalt be your servant only to the last day of my life.”

* You—you—" gasped Evelyn, with a face of crimson ;
“ you care for me like #%is, Captain Philip?”

“¥ care for you like that—just like that. I would be
content to die 1f I might only see you happy and at rest
without me—content to live, even without hope, if my dying
wonld cause you any pain. 5

“You love me like—like #%a#?” 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 thlS once. I haveloved you from
the first day we met. But don’t imagine I have cherished
any wild hopes concernmg you. Iknow my love is hope-
lfess, »”

“ But Aow do you know it? ” she interrupted him, with
a tender smile.

Captain Philip sprung back as if he had been shot.

“My God! it is not possible,” he exclaimed, “that
you have concetved any interest in me? Speak, Evelyn,
iz mercy. Do not keep me in this miserable suspense.”

She clasped his hand “tighter, and drew him nearer to
h;r chair.

* Don’t go,” she whisperéd. ¢ Stay on and take care of
Mownt Eden and of me.” :

CHAPTER XXIV.
PHILIP THE COMFORTER.

HE sunk on his knees beside her, and threw his arms about
berwaxst and gazed in her glowing face for a few moments
2in srl:ence, and then he said, in an agitated voice,—
. % Bear woman,—so tmsting, because you are yourself
. so worthy of all trust,—how can you say thase sweet words
/ fo mré, of whom you know -nothing, except that I have been
an Bonest and faithful steward.”

« And is that not/zmg? ”

“ A great deal for Mount Eden, perhaps, but nothing,
Evelyn, for your /usband. 1 hold the position of your
inferior—=of one of the people. I may have risen from the
gutter. How can you tell?”
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“Since you have risen, that is al] that concerns me. I
think people make far too much fuss about the differences
of bi:?h 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
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 marying your
overseer—your servant? Will it not be of opmlon that
_you have lowered yourself by raising me? "

Evelyn laughed merrily at the idea.

¢ Of course it will, Captain Philip. . When d)d the world
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. Itis not happy itself, and it cannot bear -
to see othershappy. But if you think that 1 can make you
s0. "—she added timidly.

“If I think! Do I think,” he exclaimed fervently, -

$'that God is. truth, or heaven happmess? It would be
heaven to me to call you wife, Evelyn.” ..
¢ Then you shall do so,” she said quietly, and Captam
Philip stooped over her and took her. hands in his, and
- bent his head down till his mouth rested on her own, and
- they had exchanged their first kiss. Neither of them spoke
for some minutes afterwards. They felt that their newly-
confessed love had received its baptism.
1 have so little to tell you of myself,” he said, when that
‘long pause was broken, “except what you already know.
M birth is not inferior to your own,—I can vouch
for 5o much,—but my early life passed at sea :laid the
foundation of a rough-and-ready manhood.. Ineednot tell
you, my dearest, who have known me so intimately, that I
am anything but a’courtier. A rather sad-and lonely boy-
hood soured mé too soon, and a sea life thrcw me on ‘my

ve Mount Eden.

I

own resources for companionship. So I grew reserved and |

somewhat morose, and looked for friends 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

¢ It had always been an uncongenial life to me,-although

« -
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I prospered in.it. And then certain news concernmg my
family reached me from England, and I determined to
return homé and test-the truth of it, and one thing grew
from anotlter, till I resolved to-settle-on land again, and
applied for the vacant situation on Mount Eden. Do you
remembef the day I came down from London to see you,
Evelyn, and the conversation we held in the library? ”

¢ Quite well. I thought you very nice, though Trather
brusq‘fe ‘and I made you stay to dinner. And in the
evening we rode over the estate together, and

“ I fell'in love with you.” -

ot so soon as Zkat, surely? ™ o

o the as soon as that Ithink. Ithought you the most
prwhcal, sénsible, clear-headed woman I had ever met in
my life.”

“ Oh, that doesn’t sound nice at all. Was that e/ you
thought 7 ”

b No indeed. I thoughta great deal more than T dare
4l you, evennow. If you think all my admiration of youis
founded on your business qualities, you are very much mis-
faken. Butyou area woman above the incense of flattery.
You will not need to be 70/d everything. - You will see it
- foryourself, as you will read my love for you, darling, from

- day to. day.”
" “And you mine,” she murmured, with her hand in his.
" ¢ And-now, dear Evelyii, since we have settled this happy |
matter (ah, how-little I thought a few hours back, darhng,
that life would ever look so bright to me again Y), 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
believe it -possible that your claim to these estates eould -
éver be disputed.  If you are, you may take my word for’
it that the man Zies. Your footing here is as secure as if
you had’purchased the land with your own monéy.”

Evelyn began to look perturbed again.. The allusion to
Jasper Lyle had revived her 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 Iost
her fortune and estates.

¢ I quite forgot that, Captain Philip,” she said, “and yon
should have heard it first. I ought not 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 rephed with an amused
smile ; “it might make a serious change in my_ opinions.’

« Ah, now you are laughing at me, but I"am in earnest ;
were 1 not an independent woman, how_could I be so sel-
fish as to hamper you with the burden of my support-;- Yo%,
who live like an anchorite yourself?”

_ ¢“Oh, we should do very well, depend upon it. Perhaps
the new owner of Mount Eden (15 it to be Mr. Jasper Lyle
Aimself, 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 should have to change its
name, and call it Honeymoon Cot, or something equally
appropnale

- His nonsense made her smile.

“ Idon’t suppose there really zs much risk,” she answered,
“butitis right that you should know all. - But before I .
begm my story, will it hurt you very much to hear thatyou
are not the first man to whom I have been engaged? "

% Tt 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, shppmg ‘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 CaryllL.”

- +The one who went to America?™

.« Yes, but I have never told you the reason he went
there.”

« 1 have heard it, my dear, from Mr. Gamble and others:
He tried to embezzle by forging your uncle’s name, but the
cheques were stopped at the bank. And then W;lham :
Caryll disappeared, and has never been heard of sxnce
-« helped him to éscape justice, Captain Phlllp

“ You did! How?”

“ He came back to me in his terror at. hearmg the police
were on his track, and I hid him on the roof of 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 - te

- New York on board an emigrant ship.”

“ Where did he get the moncy for his passage ? ¥

«T had a little moncy. I sold a few articles’ qf jéwellery
and realized sufficient for his need.”
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# Oh, you plucky girl. And it was all for nothing. You
have nevér heard from him again?”

" % No, Ineverheard from him again,” she echoed mourn-
fully.

“ I suppose he died out there, poor fellow.”

“ No, Captain Philip, he did not die. Heis in England.
He is Jasper Lyle,” she said, in a low voice.

“Jasper Lyle! Good heavens !” cried Captain Philip,
leaping 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—], who have just plighted my troth to yourself ?
Captain Philip, I did not believe you could do me such an.
injustice.” .

" “Forgive me,~dearest. Tt was only a momentary,
jealous fear. Qf course you do not love him. But when
did you find him out?”

¢ Directly I met him at the Featherstones. He has con-
tinued 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 mﬁdehty
to me, and threatened him with exposure. But 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 ? ”

“ 7 hold them—no, I mean I Ze/d 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, Captam Phllf‘p I did not ~
destroy them, but—he has stolen th&m from me.”

“Stolen them ! Ts it possible?”

“1It is the fact. I Zzow they were in my possession when
Will and his wifé came to_liveat Mount Eden, for T had
been lookmg at them but a few days before; and’ my keys
are always put away in my wardrobe. My ecusin must
have abstracted those keys and rifled ‘the cabinet.. Then
he considerd himself safe, Don’t you see, Captain Philip,

\
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that all these rumors he has spread about Mount Eden’
refer to himself? e is the claimant who is about to

spring up and dispute my legal ownership of my pro- .-

pel’ty »

“ 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 your uncle’s firm ready to swear to-his identity :
as the forger—My. Gamble - among the number, who hates
William Cary!l like poison.’

" “But it is so far possible,” asserted Evelyn, ¢ that he
has dared to threaten me with it only this afternoon. He
has 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 his
estate. He has told her worse things than that,” she con-
tinued, in a faltering voice ; “he has insulted me and my
past love for him, by dec]anng that it still exists, and that .
I asked them here only that I might have had the oppor-
tunity of gratifying it.”

“ 1’1l soon put a stop to that,” criedCaptain Philip, with

. clenched teeth ; “1I'll see if the brute dares to insult you -

again. And thls, Evelyn, s the man you loved I _ -

‘“This is the man I #hought 1 loved, Captain Philip, but
as soon 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 T wish .
my poor Agnes had never met him.”

- “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 Iam. ButI think
you will agree with me that your cousin must at once leave
Mount Eden. After what has happened, he should notbe
suffered to pollute your presence for another day.”

“But I'm afraid he will refuse to go. He spoke this
afternoon as if he had every right to remain—as if he dared
me to turn him out.” -

. “We will soon see about that. Evelyn,-will you trust
this matter. te your future husband? Will. you let me act
for you, and bring this insolent pretender.toshis bearings 2.7

“Yes, Captain Philip ; T'put‘it-all into your hands. Do,
as you 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 particillar,
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 througha
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 innocently. "

. T have. One who knows me well, aitd 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.”
¢ No, you can’t be spared,” she said affectionately.

, He pressed her closely to him as he answered,—

' < You 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, E\(elyn, and so we will deal as lemently with him as
we can.’

“We can afford to do;it,” she said, “ because we are so
happy.” .

“ Are you-happy?” - - ,

¢ So much so, that I doa't beheve I ever knew the
meaning of the word until this evening. But it is growing
late. It is past nine o’clock, Captam Philip, you must let
e go.”

“ Not until you call me something ‘better than Captain
Philip,” he answered, as they passed out into the mght, and
stood in the shadow "of the cottage eaves together,

He was holding her in his arms, and shg turned her
head and laid her soft cheek against his own.

“ Love, let me'go,” she-whispered, and then he loosed -
his hold reluctantly, and watehed her figure Aflitting
through the semi-darkness till it was lost to view.

L7
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" CHAPTER XXV.
THE OWNER OF MOUNT EDEN.

WI-IEN Jasper Lyle saw his Cousin Evelyn fly from his
wife’s caress and his own presence, and heard the unmistak-
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 t‘he
game was won.

He mistook her horror at his ingratitude for fear, her
Ppain at Agnes’ unexpected accusation, for sorrow at the
1dea of losmrr her property. He had no mcre power of
gauging the dcpths of her affections or feelings_now, than
he had had in the days gone by.

All the women from whom he had gathered his expc— .
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
appreciateit. As he had ‘been blind to the greatness of
her heart, and the amount of the sacrifices she had made
for him in the days of their youth, so was her nature a
sealed book to Lim in the present. Even Agnes, with her
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 bent on self-
destruction, and she crept up to her husband’s side witha
face full cf fear, and said,—

. % Qh, Jasper, what will she do to herself? "Hadn’t you

‘better go after her and bring her back again? Suppose—
suppose, she should really be going mad? ”

s+ Mr. Lyle laughed at his wife’s simplicity. . .

T should rather think she Zs, my dear—mad as the hare
of March. The prospect of losing Mount Eden is enough
to drive any one out of their senses. But don’t you see,
Aqnes, that the way in which Evelyn has taken the news
only proves that I am right? The non-productlon of

<
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those blessed proqfs clears every obstacle from my path.
She sees it for hersclf.”
“ But, Jasper, “said-Agnes timidly, “ you didn’t rcally
take them-<did you?”
Mr. I7.yie s indignation was sublime to witness.
“I am surprised at your asking such a question, Agnes.
You must be aware that no gentleman would be capable’ of
doirig such a thmg I very much doubt if the forged
-.c eques were ever in her possession.” a
: .“But Evelyn seemed so sure of it.” e
“It was her policy to seem sure. When she saw that
/ my suspicions had been roused with regard to the legality
--/’ of-her claims, she had no resource but to brave it out. Do
you suppose that, if she had thought me in’ the wrong, she
would have given way to that burst of temper and run off’
* in that extraordinary fashion. Sheis a very clever woman,
mind you, and has not been in possession of Mount Eden
for ten years without ascertaining the exact grounds on /' 2
which she holdsfher property. I heard that fellow Philip
say, the other , that her solicitor declares she is almost .
g as good a lawyer as himself. Had she been sure that I
could by no possibility, dispute the possession of Mount
. Eden wnh her, she would have done battle to the end.
Her rapid disappearance off the field has pleased e more
than anything else could have done. We ar¢ all right
. now, little woman, and I shall see you the istress of
Mount Eden before many months are over your head.”
But Agnes seemed anything but « all/ right”” The
influence of the old days was ypon 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. Evenif’ it were true, she was
ready to forgive it. She felt in, Ahig, extremity that what
- . she wanted, above all other. thmgs, ﬁas the assurance of
Evelyn’s aﬁ'ecuon
Oh, Jasper, please don’t sp ‘k of it. If it ever comes
pa.ss (whlch I hope it neve/;ll), it will only make mes!
more miserable than. T am./ I told ‘you so before. ““How
could I bear to take ker place,—my darling Evelyn.—and
reign in her’ stead. would be impossible. Nothmg
should make mc,con;ent 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. Rightis 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 con,sidered it her own for so many
years, and taken such trouble to improve it, she should be
«alled upon to give it ¢/Z up. Half is more than we have
ever expected to get, Jaspér. Surely we can 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
such 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

.- «generous of hér to let us live here?”

.zw Jiyle looked awkwardly conscious.

-ma ¥ Well, yes, “he. answered, there was-an agreement

13 of t.hat sort between us, iz _case we married each other.
1 think’ Eve was the one to propose it. I fancy she

'; Manted to. bind me down to marry her: But you see I
Y ¢da4nt,aqd 50 it_becomies wiull and void. -’ Dom't lodk so
\crestfallen, Agnes “T'm“not gomg to” turn my éousin out
to_ starve, if that is what you imiagine. should maké her

, ‘n@yllowance, of course, arfd she could gé and hve with
your mother, or—* -

“Oh, couldn’t she livé’ mth us,” mterruptediwAgnes,
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" %and let everything go on as it has done? Mount Eden

seem the same place without Evelyn ; in fact, all

f my life would go with her.”
“That’s not very complimentary to me, I must say,”
replied her husbands “however, don't cry about it, for

. nothing’s settled yet, re ber. I'm rather sorry, now I

come to think of it, Agnes; at 1 showed my hand so
openly to Eve to-night, because™it_is sure to lead to un-
pleasantness between us; and if the.case isa long time
settling (as these disputed will cases generally are), it may
be awkward our remaining here during its progression.
However, there’s one thing to be said for it. have a
good case, I shall find no difficulty in raising money and
we can go abroad whilst it is pending, and enjoy ourselves
a great deal more than we jcan do whilst T have to work
like a laborer on the estate.” -

But no prospect seemed fair in Agnes eyes.

“ How I wish you had never mentioned anything about
it,” she said, with a heavy sigh; “and still more, that I
had kept silence on the subject. Will Evelyn ever forgive
me, I wonder? And the worst of 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 kinds-
ness. I am sure she would never be so false to me as to
make love to my husband.”

“Very 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 keép 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 have.a
home of her own. I fancy she would have done so long
ago if it hadn’t been for-my unworthy self. And now, as
my lady does not seem inclined to honor us with her com-
pany again this evenmg, I thmk we had better retire to our
own room.”

* T wonder where she is, and what she is doing,” sald
Agnes, as she walked to the window, and gazed out upon
the night. “Itis so dark, Jasper, and so. chxlly, and she
had nothing over her head or shoulders.”
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“ How can you tell? She most likely picked up awrap
in the hall. Eve is used to take these late rambles about
the park. I have met her out as late as ten o’clock.”

“ How shall we meet her to-morrow? What wxll 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 shall go -
over to St. Mary Ottery at once, and scc Dickson on the
sub]ec} Otherwise, there is'no hurry about the matter,
and next week, when I go to town, will-do.”

“ Oh, put it off a little while, Jasper, darl'ng,” said Agnes

.coaxmgly, as she hung about her husband'; ¢ there is so
little happiness in thxs world. Don't disturb it until it is
absolutely necessary.”

« All night, 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;

and seemed to make quite sure that Mount Eden would
eventually be his own.

He ent the remainder of the evening in his wife’s
room, telling her how he should alter this, “and build up
that, and 1 1mp Qve the other, when the estaté came into his
hands, and especially how the very first thing he should
do would be to kick the overseer out of the place.

-“I hate that brute Philip,” he said, *“and have done so
from the begmnmg I believe he has what they call in
Italy ‘the evil éye; He always looks as if he suspected

“one of being a thief, or a murderer; or something. 1Ican’t
understand what makes Eve think.so much of the -cad.
She trusts everything in his hands as\if it were his own.
She can’t’ have got up a flirtation with™her overseer, eh,

" Agnes? What a lark if she had! It would greatly sim-
plify matters for us, though, for there would be*no questxon
‘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 with

. anybody. *She had wept till her eyes were inflamed, .
her head ached, and was still catching her breath,’as sic
lay on her px'Iow, like a'child that has sobbed xtself 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-tdble
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 her, 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 still 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, her’
spirits were occasionally toned down by the thought of the
disappointment in store for her companions. For Cap-
tain Philip had assured her that her position was safe,and
she knew he would not have said so without good cause.

Agnes glanced up at her timidly every now and then,
until she began to question if the scene of the night before
had not been a hornd dream. She thought Evelyn
looked younger and handsomer than she had ever seen her
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 her-
self if it were real or assunied.

“ Will you drive this mormng, Agnes ?” she mqmred as
they rose from table.

“Yes—if you are gomg, ’ 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"

0} ? ”
8 Agnes longed to tell her what was in her heart, and to
implore her forgiveness fos 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 stammered out an affirmative instead.

“ And for myself, Miss Rayne, I suppose I had- better
beat up the stackers at the Lower Farm? ” said Jaspgr,
with an assumption of being completely at his ease.

“ As 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
evenmg, as you may like to make a little difference in your-
toilet.” -

. At another time Agnes would Ieve been all eagerness o
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dearn the Dames of the €xpected guests, and where they,
Wwere coming from, but her heart seemed to have died in
her to-day, and she turned away without putting a single
inquiry on the subject. Both sh i
d been crushed, and yet Evelyn hag not said ope unkind

r reproachful word ¢ either of them, But Something in

S manner seemed 1o have put ap extinguisher over ajt
their hopes, and, though they did not see her again ypej
they met at the din uer-table, the feeling with which she hag
inspired them lasted a; day. .
~-Meanwhile Evelyn sat alope
uBexpected bappiness.

h, and .
.make him
than Jikj

1 €Ssness,—had he re

unforgotten,—Evelyn might

leving in her own fidelit
existed but in her imagination.‘

one she more thoroughly dfspised for his worthless and
contemptibje character, . ]
She had byt one regret concerning him—that her dear
gnes-should have been ensnared by his Plausibte conver-
Sation and Successful impostyre, But that was 1rreme-
diable, and all Evelyn could do was to make her futyre as
2arable to her ag she could, . :
_A: dozen schemes. to this epg passed through her brain

- >

for the benefit of
and wound her, bu
Philip had returneq to approve her.choxce. How sweet jt

<
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the right to some one to direct her actions for the future. °

The warm blood rushed to her face as she remembered
what had passed between them the night before, 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. (xrevxlle, and had
promised to bring him back to, Mourt Eden in time for

“dinner. Hewas not a man to let the grass grow under his
.feet. Once convinced.that 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 “%e would consider it too little to lay
down' his life, had stung Philip’s brave heart to tle quick."
Evelyn was brave, too, but he knew well how much of a
woman'’s Jove of protection lay beneath that bravery. He~
had watched the anxious eyes droop, and the sweet lips
quiwer, and the whole face grow fearful and dlscomposed
when some difficulty presented itself with which a wonman’s
moral strength was hardly fit to cope, and he had longed at
such, moments to fold her in his arms, and promise to
shield her from all annoyarices in the future. And now he
had won-the right to share her troubles and battle with.her
difficulties, and his heart was dancing ‘With irrepressible
gladness as he ]ourneyed to-London in her causeyand hers
was glowing with" satisfied content at home. Nothing.
«could ever seem hard, or a subject for anxiety to her again,
for /e would be by her side to relieve her of all trouble,
and take the burden on his own shoulders. - She felt almost
as shy as_a gisl of eighteen as she dressed herself tha
afternoon to meet her lover and his friend. Yet sométhi

in her nature made her shrink from making an alteratioyf
her usual dinner dress of black cashmere, lest he sh@ligh
think that she imagined that her appearance could make
any-difference in her to his eyes. So she descended to her
drawing-room a littie before the usual time, looking just.as

q?“'\

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
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sald “You are mine !|—you .are mizne /" whilst he strove
coherently to introduce the white-haired stranger wha
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 e, my dear young lady,” he said, as he ob- °
served her embarrassment, “if I gaze at your features with
more interest thdn is consistent with our slight acguaint-
-anceship. But I have heard so much and so often of Miss
Rayne of Mount Eden, from this boy here,” laying his hand
on Philip’s shoulder, “ that'T feel as if 1 already were your
friend. Will you be vexed if I say that he has told me
everything, and that I have come down prepared to offer
you both my heartiest congratulations ?” .

*Thank you,” she saud softly.; ““ we feel that they are
due.”

“ More so'than you think for now, Miss Rayne. I have
known Philip 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 that is too much, Mr. Greville,” cried Captam
Philip laughmg " “ Hold hard do! You are makmg me
blush now.’

‘“Well, I will say no more at present, but before MISS
Rayne wishes me good-mght, she will acknowledge I have
said less than the truth.”

Biit here the conversation was interrupted by the entrance
of Mr. and Mrs. Lyle, further introductions were gone
through, Jasper 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 percelved from the keen glance which
" he tkrew at her cousin, that Mr. Greville had been made
acquamted with the family history, and she wondered what
) decmon 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 ha.ve
a few hours’ respite. The. disappointment would be hard

N
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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 and 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.

“ A fine, handsome boy, evidently,” he observed ; * what

};g he was lost—what an affliction for his parents, and

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 tosay, “ Her fortitude 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 -
was so good to me. I 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. tha.t I
couldn’t -imagine how a sensible woman could entertain
such an absurd. idea.”

¢¢‘But all your protestations have not knocked 1t ou.t of
my head,” she answered merrily. Y

“Yet I’m afraid it would be the cause of serious axmoy-
ange. 10 you,. Miss Rayne, all the same,” persxsted 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. Grevilie,”
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.”

“JI am glad to hear that you are, Miss Rayne, for (do you
know) I came down here to-day to put ycur phllosophy to
the test.”

¢« Indeed ! "’ she said, with an incredulous srmle

'“Yes, and I would have you prepare yourself for a
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, 2and I have received
credible information, Miss Rayne, that your Cousin Hugh
is actually alive, and about tp lay.a claim to his father’s

perty.”

“1 dgn 't believe it1” exclalmed ]aspcr 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' dmner-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 nervously, but the first trembling words shes
uttered, as she laid her hand on that of Captam Philip,
were, ¢ I shall not mind, if you still care for me.”

“ Bravo 1" cried ‘\rir 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; ?4ere he sits by your
side at the present moment, in the person of your over-
seer, Captain Philip.”
! Evelyn turned -suddenly to Philip, who was. gazing. at
her with ail his dyes.; ¢She: could not speak. > The revul-.
sion of feeling was too great for her. " But shé grew as
crimson -as she’ had beef ‘white before, and her hand
grasped his like a vice.

“ Cousin Hugh /" at last she murmured incredulously.

", %Yes, darling, your Cousin_ Hugh. You won't love me
fghe less for that, will you, Evelyn?”
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¢ But how—when—I cannot understand,” she faltered,
n 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 nét 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 behind 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 putin his claim for it, but he
thought he’d come down first and have a look about him ;
and after that I heard no more of his pretensions, nor
would he let me mention his name.”

“ How could I have had the heart to turn yoz 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 the-

wind.”
“Qh, 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.”

“ And so Mount Eden will not change hands after all,”
.exclaimed Mr. Greville gleefully. “ A charming arrange-
ment, Mr. Lyle, is it not, sir?” '

“ Oh, charming, charming!” replied ‘Jasper Lyle, who
was glaring with dismay at the sudden” disappearance of
.all his prospects ; ¢ nothing could be more so, and, from
what T hear and see, I conclude I am to congratulate
Miss Rayne on her engagement to her cousin? ”

“ Exactly so,” said Hugh Caryll; “but Miss Rayne had

)
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\lready engaoed herself to marry her overseer, Captain.
Philip.’

“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 weepmg girl in her
arms.

“ My own dear sister,” she \vhxspered, “there is nothing

to forgive. They were not your own words. I felt that
oon as they were uttered ; and when you cease to
beheve them, they cease to pain me.”

bae Huch ” she s'ud that evemng, as the) sat together,
holdmﬂr sweet converse in her private room, ‘ there is
only one drop of bitter in my cup to-night, and that is the
prospect of'parting with Agnes. If she goces w1th lel to
Italy, shall I ever see her again?”

-« don’t see 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, Ewelyn, and
what I propose 1s, that we should settle five hundred a
year on Mrs. Lyle, to revert tg her husband at her death
if he survives her.  This income will be sufficient to 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, 1 daresay we shall all be
able to meet on friendly terms,”

“Qh, Hugh, how good you are. Not one man ina
thousand would forgive the slights he has put upon you 3s
you do.”

“My dearest, you forget he is my cousin as well as
yours, and it is our duty to do something for him... There
is one comfort—his wife loves him whatever he is, and so
they-can neither of them be quite unhappy.”

Evelyn moved a little closer to her lover.

“ No; not whilst they have love,” - she murmured
¢.Love is the greatest happiness in all the world.

“In all the world,” he repeated as he pressed her
" closely to his heart.

THE END.
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