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A BACHELOR

IN SEARCH OF A WIFE.

CHAPTER I.

t

BY rosT.

"T^ETWEEN eight and nine o'clock on a
Itm raw November morning in London, a

^^ young man was breakfasting alone in his

^ lodying-house parlour. It was a grimy,

dingy apartment, shabby to the last degree, and

smelling mustily ot tobacco and smoke; but, as

there is a certain comfort in famiHarity, Richard

Heath tliought it a very comfortal)le place

indeed, and did not feel himself at all aggrieved

because fortune had given him nothing better

for a home. He was a happy young fellow,

who took the world as he found it, and managed,

m spite of poor circumstances, and the dearth

of what to all human beings arc the precious

things of life, to look upon existence with a

knidly eye. If he had few comforts, ho had no

cares ; if his salary were meagre enough for his

needs, it at least brought no responsibilities with

H. He was an orplian, and, as far as he knew,

a triendlcss orphan, but hib sad estate had not
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made him either a morose or a melancholy man.

He had even been heard to say lightly and with

a smile to the music teacher who lodged on the

upper floor, that " he considered himself very

well off in that respect, because relations so

often bored a fellow." The music teacher had

not said anything in reply. She was an orphnn,

too, but a woman regards these things differently.

As far as sentiment is ccmcerned, men and

women nmst agree to differ. In matters of

affection a woman occupies entirely different

ground. The heart is her kingdom, and when

she is cheated of tliat, there is very little worth

the having left to her in this world.

'I'here were times when Mary Powell, the

music governess in the Misses Crnddock's

boarding school, felt life to be intolerably hard;

and at these times the philos()[)hical cheerful-

ness of Mr. Richard Heath grated upon her

;

and her usual quiet self-control was ruffled to

the extent of making her a little sarcastic at Mr.

Heath's expense. But, on the whole, they were

very good friends, and they had lodged in the

same house for four years.

Mr. Richard Heath was a book-keeper in a

mercantile ebtai:)lishment in Holborn, and did

not require to be at his desk till ten o'clock,

lie was sitting at his coffee that morning with

his newspaper spread out before him, and one

{ joi on the table when he heard Miss Powell

go downstairs. She had to be at her post at

nine o'clock. " She 's late," said Mr. Heath to

himself "Poor little soul I She has a hard

iinie of it. I don't wonder she's sarcastic. Jf

I were in hei pku e I'd make use of bad

lanviuage, I believe."

f
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Mr. Heath took another mouthful of his

coffee, a bite of his leathery toast, and continued

his reading of a SociaHst demonstration wiiich

had taken place in Hyde Park tiie previous

evening, and just then he lieard the jjostman's

ring. It did not excite him at all, it being a

very rare occurrence for a communication by

post to be left for Mr. Richard Heath. He was

therefore justifiably surprised when the little

maid, who attended to the second floor lodgers,

presently appeared with a formidable looking

blue envelope lying on a little black tray, which

she offered to him with a very percept ii)le grin.

Mr. Heath accepted it with a lofty indifference,

and did not offer to open it until the domestic

had left the room. Then he took out iiis small

l)aper-cutier and slit up the envelope with great

precision, though his heart beat a trifle quickly

as he noted the very official-looking contents

within. It was a very brief and (|uite unsatis-

factory communication after all, although cal-

culated to arouse the liveliest curiosity and

speculation. It ran thus :

—

"Lincoln's Inn, i^th November, i88i.

" Sir,—As we have information of the utmost

importance to coinnmnicate to you, we should

be greatly obliged if you would call at our office

at your very earliest convenience. We shall

remain at your service to-morrow morning

between the hours of ten and twelve, when we

hoi)e to see you. In m.itters of this kind a

|)erso:ial interview is much more satisfactory

than corresj)ondence by letter. We trust there-

fore you will excuse the liberty we lake in
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il;

asking you to call.—We are, yours respect-

fully^
"WyNYARD, GlAZEBROOK & BiLTON.

"Richard Heath, Esq."

" Now then," said Mr. Richard Heath aloud,

and with gveat deliberation, as he read the letter

for the fifth time. "What do you suppose is the

meaning of this ? " As nobody volunteered an

answer to this questioning soliloquy Mr. Heath

got up, and again he strode up and down the

floor. He was greatly mystified, and might

have been alarmed, only the tone of the letter

was so entirely respectful that it gave him con-

fidence. He knew the name of the firm very

well, since the house which employed him had

engaged them more than once on some intricate

law business, and Richard himself had been in

their office more than once. He tried to quench

his sanguine imaginations with the theory that

they might wish to see him on business con-

nected with his own firm, although his common
sense told him at the same time that nothing

could be more unlikely. He pulled out bis

uatch—twenty minutes past nine, time he WRi?

preparing to go out. Instead of pulling on his

boots as usual in a hurry, and rushing out, Mr.

Heath went back to his bedroom and took a

survey of his personal appearance in the mirror,

having fust lit the gas, in order that nothing

might escape him. It struck him all of a sudden

that his coat was very shabby, that it glistened

at the seams ; also that his necktie was slightly

frayed on tlie edges. In short, he conceived a

sudden disgust ai himself, and, throwing off his

coat, opened his trunk und took out his Suiiday
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clothes. All this was quite unnecessary, for if

his clothes were a little shabby, lie did not look

the less gentlemanly in them, and his face, with

its clear grey eye. was as pleasant and honest a

face as you want to see anywhere. But our

young bachelor was not at all vain. He looked

very smart indeed in his well-made Sunday

coat, tasteful necktie and immaculate linen, but

after he had surveyed himself for a mirmte in

this changed garb, he addressed himself with

scornful bitterness as a "jolly fool," put on his

shabby coat again, and returned to the sitting-

room for his boots. By the time he was ready

to leave the house it was a quarter to ten.

Usually he smoked his morning ci,<j;ar on his

way to Holborn, but when he put his hand in

his pocket he found he had forgotten his case,

but he did not miss it much, the letter in his

brenst pocket being sufficient to engage his

attention as he walked. When he reached the

counting-house, instead of going at once to his

desk, he proceeded to the governors' room.

Only one of the partners was there—Mr.

Bentley, the head of the firm. He gave the

accountant a nod, and pointed to a chair, while

he continued the perusal of his letters. "You're

sharp, Mr. Heath," he said, presently. "I'm

not (juite ready for you."

" I wanted to speak to you about my own

affairs, sir," said Mr. Heath, quietly. The

principal looked round in surprise. He knew

the accountant's circumstances, and was not pre-

pared to hear that he had any affairs. " Will

you read this letter, sir?" continued Mr. Heath,

as he produced the envelui)c. "It came this

morning. What do y(>u suppose it means, sir?"
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Mr. Bentley laid down his own letter and ran

his eyes over the document the accountant

handed to him.

"I'm sure I can't say, Richard, unless it

means you have come into a fortune. Any rich

relation, eh ?
"

"Not that I am aware of, sir—I haven't a

relation in the world."

" Well, it is certainly mysterious. You had

better go round now, and get yourself put out

of suspense. I '11 be quite curious to learn the

result."

"It probably won't amount to much, sir,"

said Richard, with a smile. " But, as I don't

owe any money, and never injured anybody

to my knowledge, I need not be nervous

about it. Shall I go before 1 attend to the

letters, sir?"

"Certainly. Wallers can see to them. Off

you go !

"

Richard Heath was conscious of a growing

excitement as he left the familiar warehouses

and took his way briskly towards Lincoln's Inn.

He presented himself at the chambers jf Messrs.

Wynyard, Glazebrook & Billon at half-past ten,

and on giving his name was immediately admitted

to a large, airy, well-furnished apartment, in

which were two gentlemen, who received him

with great cordiality. The elder of the pair,

quite an old man, though his eye was still keen

and clear, looked at iiim with close and curious

scrutiny.

"Mr. Bilton and I are extremely glad ihnt

you have lost no time in calling," he said pleas-

antly. "1 an> Mr. Glazebrook, at your se:vice.

I wonder now, A you have the slightest 'idea of
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in

the nature of the communication we have to

make to you."

" I have not, indeed," replied Richard,

sincerely; then with a smile he added, "I hope

it is soniethinii; to my advantage."

" Very much so," said the young partner,

speaking for the first time. "We have the

pleasure to inform you that you have come into

a very considerable estate,, Mr. Heath."

Richard reddened and then grew pale.

"Indeed," he said, with a stammer,' "I am
very much surprised. Are you sure there is no

mistake, Positively, I don't know anybody who
would be likely to leave me anything."

"There is no mistake if you are Richard

Heath, son of Joseph Heath, a bank teller, who
was married to Dorothy Meyrick, of Winchel-

sea, Herts."

"That's right enough," murmured Richard,

gaining a little more confidence. " But for all

that I never knew I had any relatives in the

world."

" Did you never hear of your mother's brother,

Paul Meyrick, who emigrated to America about

forty years ago."

" I 've heard of him, of course, but we all

believed him to be dead. My mother never

heard of him after he went awav.

"Well, he died in Quebec about two months

ago, and you are his sole heir to sixty thousand

dollars, and real estate in the Dominion amount-

ing to double that sum."

" But how in all the world did he know of my
existence

!

" gasped Richard, paling again with

his intense excitement.

" He made it his business to find out indirectly.
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His ngcnt in Montreal cnmmunirnted with us

about five months ago, and we gave them all the

information we could collect about you, sir."

" That was very kind of you," said Richard,

with a kind of comical resignation. " Then has

he nobody ol his own ?
"

" Nobody ; he never married," responded Mr.

Glazebrook, while Mr. Bilton turned aside with

a broad grin.

"There is a condition attached to your inheri-

tance—we will show you a copy of the wiil

presently, Mr. Heath," continued the senior

partner.

"I hope it's a condition I can fulfil," said

Richard, bluntly.

" I should think there would be no difficulty

about that," said Mr. Glazebrook, with a smile.

" Mr. Meyrick having evidently felt and

regretted the loneliness of a bachelor life,

wished to make sure that you would not suffer

in the same way. The condition upon which

you inherit his estate is a very simple one : only

that you take a wife within twelve months from

this date."



CHAPTER 11.

AN INTERESTING INTERVIEW.

i

who

OTH the lawyers looked keenly at their

young client as this interesting announce-

ment was made to him. If they expected

him to look conscious, as became a man
would have no objection to a speedy

maniage, they were mistaken. Richard only

laughed a hearty laugh, fall of unrestrained

amusement.
" What a funny old chap he must have been,

to be sure
!

" he t,aiu. " But, gentlemen, did he

really put that down soberly in his will ?
"

" Quite soberly," Mr. Bilton made answer, as

he brought a large folded paper from the depths

of the safe. " This is a copy of the will ; it is a

very original document, I assure you. Mr. Paul

Meyrick must have been quite a character."

The will was, indeed, a document of a unique

kind, contaming no unnecessary clauses, its

wording unmistakably clear and to the point :

—

" I leave everything I have in the world, after

my lawful debts are paid, to my sister Dorothy's

son, upon condition that he marries a wife in

twelve months from the time at which he

becomes acquainted with the contents of this

will. If he does not fulfil this condition, I leave

IS

^1
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the half of my estate to the ( icneral Hospital

in Quebec, and the other half to Ursuline

Chaiulicrc, daughter of Pierre Chaudiere, notary

in Pont Levis—her mother will know why.

I hope, however, that Richard Heath will not

be such a fool as to let this money slip through

his fingers. Paul Meyrick."

" It 's a queer business altogether," said

Richard Heath, after he had carefully read the

contents of his uncle's will. " Isn't it curiously

worded, Mr. Glazebrook? Is there no flaw in

it?"

" None whatever. Its simplicity is unim-

peachable. We can only congratulate you,

Mr. Heath, and re-echo the hope embodied in

the closing words of your uncle's will."

Richard laughed a little, though in a less

unrestrained manner than before.

" I should think, if the latest statistics con-

cerning the population are correct, there should

be no difficulty in finding a wife in twelve

months."

"That will be the easiest part of your obliga-

tion^ I should think. Mr. Bilton, we have

forgotten the codicil. Read it to Mr. Heath.

You see, it provides you with funds for the

period of probation—five hundred pounds,

I think ; most considerate of Mr. Meyrick."

" Very, seeing my modest income would not

admit of my travelling far in search of a wife,"

said Richard, gaily. " In spite of the dis-

appointment it will be to the hospital authori-

ties at Quebec, and to the young lady with the

French name, I doubt there is small chance of

the money slipping through my fingers."
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'Well, we are glad to hear it," said Mr,

Glnzcbrook. "And we trust that at a very

early date you will authorise us to realise

Mr. Mcyrick's estate."

" It cannot be touched then until the condi-

tion is lultillcd?"

" No. Mr. Meyrick left instructions with his

agent in Montreal that the furrier's business

was to be carried on under iio present manager
until, by the fulfilment of his condition, you

should have the right to dispose of it as you

think fit."

" It is a most extraordinary business alto-

gether," said Richard, musingly. " I hope it is

not all a myth."

"You will soon realise it, Mr. Heath. What
do you intend to do then?"

" In the meantime I 'd better go back to my
work, gentlemen, and think over the thing

(|iiictly. I 'II look in soon and tell you what

I have decided.''

So, with a cordial good-morning, they parted,

and Richard Heath walked along the busy

streets, wholly oblivious of everything going

on around him. He was provided with food for

tliought for days to come. He acquainted

Mr. IJentley of what he had just received, and

then went to his desk, determined to attend to

his work for that day at least, and keep his

imagination from running riot. It recjuired a

superhuman effort, however, for between the

figures, the curious words of the will, and

the quaint, foreign-sounding name, Ursuline

Chaudiere, would rise uj), and everything

seemed a jumble it was impossible to make

straight. But he stuck manfully to his desk,

B
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and managed to put In an average dny's work.

He went to Mr. lientley's room before that

gentleman left, and asked him to look o' .or

another accountant. He had taken a aen

resolve, which, however, he did not divulge, hut

merely said, with a dry, amused smile, that he

would need to set out in search of u wife with-

out delay.

It rained as Richard Heath walked through

the dingy street to his lodgings in Theobald's

Road, but he did not mind that ; he was glad

to be out of doors in any sort of weather. He
felt as if he needed room to think. He saw tlie

light in the nmsic teacher's room as he neared

the door, and his face brightened.

" I '11 go up after dinner and see her, the very

thing. She 's so sensible, she '11 put me in the

right track. I wonder what she '11 say ?
"

Our friend was so engrossed in speculation .is

to Miss Powell's opinion of the matter, that he

made but a poor pretence of eating his dinner;

and when the little maid came to remove the

cloth, and saw the plentiful remains of the

repast, she looked at him in wonder, expecting

to find him looking pale and ill. Ordinarily

Mr. Richard Heath did not leave much to be

carried away.

" No, I don't want any more ; I 'm not

hungry, Cecilia," he said, answering the girl's

unspoken question. " After you 've taken the

things away, I wish you 'd take my compliments

to Miss Powell, and ask her if she would grant

me a few minutes' conversation in her room—at

her own convenience, of course, but as soon as

possible."

"Yessir."

1
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" And there 's half-a-crown for you, Cecilia
;

yo\i 're a good little girl," said Mr. licath, look-

ing with a kindly eye on the poor, grimy,

depressed-looking maid, whose days were as

monotonous all the year round as the fog on a

November day. Her melancholy eyes glistened

as she clutched the silver, and bobbed him a

queer little curtsey. She was accustomed to

kind words from Mr. Tleath, who had a manly

heart, capable of feeling even for the misery of

a lodging-house slavey, but, hitherto, his half-

crowns had been few and far between. But

Cecilia thought none the less of him though

his tips were few. He did not rage and storm

and bully her till her poor little over-strung

nerves became intolerable, and that was worth

many half-crowns to poor Cecilia. She cleared

the table with alacrity, and in a very few minutes

thereafter brought back " Miss Powell's compli-

ments to Mr. Heath, and would he take a cup

of tea with her at once ?
"

In about two seconds Mr. Heath was knock-

ing at Miss Powell's door. She answered
" Come in " immediately, and somehow her

voice sounded very sweet in the ears of Dick

Heath. There was no other feminine voice in

the world ever sounded half so kindly he often

thought. Mary Powell was just the sort of

woman a fellow wanted for a sister or a friend

—a thorough brick, with no nonsense about

her.

" How awfully cosy you are here !
" he said,

the moment he opened the door. It was quite

a small room, not so well furnished from the

landlady's point of view as the sitting room
below, but it was bright and cheerful, and even
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pretty, seen in the light of the dainty l)rass lamp
with its warm ( rimson shade, 'i'he llirca«ll)are

carpet had hits of Indian matting here and there,

the warm, rich tints giving comfort to the very

eye. There were little ornaments and bright

things of all sorts on the mantel- -poor, shabby,

cheap little things, perhaps, but never gaudy,

and they relieved the deadly ugliness ; while on

the walls there were some engravings and etch-

ings in quiet oak frames, and on the piano a

bunch of yellow chrysanthemums, the same ap

Miss Powell wore at the neck of her brown

serge dress. And go the chrysanthemums bring

us quite naturally to Mary Powell herself. She

was tall and straight, well proportioned, too, and

with a certain dignity of mien which might have

befitted a damt jf high degree. She had a dark

complexioned face, with features somewhat

strongly marked, though the mouth had sweet-

ness as well as strength in its curve. There had

not been much in Mary Powell's life hitherto to

call forth any latent sweetness in her nature

;

she had known nothing but poverty and sorrow

and grinding care since her very babyhood.

She had fine eyes—deep, rich blue, the more

striking when contrasted with the swarthy skin

and dark hair ; but she was no beauty. A lady-

like woman who, with the aids of handsome

dress and adornments, would have been distin-

guished ; in h r shabby attire she was simply

ordinary. Richard Heath, however, rather

admired her, though from what point of view he

would have found it difficult to say. He was

not in love with her ; he felt towards her almost

as a man feels to a dear friend of his own sex to

whom he can say anything without being mis-



AN INTKKKSTINf; INTKkVIEW. 21

understood. Such were the happy relations

which existed httwcen Mary I'owell and Mr.

1 leath. She was kneeling on the iieardirug when
he entered, and, without looking round, she said

in that cheerful, placid voice of hers

—

" Good evening. I 'm toasting the muffins
;

they are almost ready. Yes, you can take my
pet basket chair if you don't sit down on it too

hard. It is not warranted to bear the weight of

more than ten stones."

•* Tlien I 'd belter eschew it, seeing I 'm eleven

and a-half," laughed Richard Heath. " I say,

how awfully jolly you are up here 1 It 's ever so

much nicer thi.n my digs."

" Mrs. I'artridge doesn't think so ; but men
can't make any comfort for themselves," said

Miss Powell, with her slight, beautiful smile;

"that 's why I took pity on you, and asked you

to tea. What has happened that you sent so

imposing a message by Cecilia ?
"

" An awful thing has happened, but let 's have

tea first. The odour of your muffins makes me
hungry, though I left a fair dinner untouched

downstairs. Do you know," said Mr. Heath,

with a curious look round the cosy room, which

rested at last on the woman's face the firelight

was glorifying, " I think that for some things it

is better to be a woman."
" For some, yes, and for others—a great many

more— it is better to be a man," said Miss

Powell, with a little touch of bitterness. " For

instance, if I had been a man, the probability is

I should have boxed Miss Craddock's ears this

morning."

" You were late ; I heard you go down at ten

minutes past nine. Was she mad ?
"
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" Yes : she nearly gave me my leave, although

it has only happened once before. But I had

to be very meel-. A lone woman can't quarrel

with her bread and butter," said Miss Powell,

and there was a gleam in her eye which looked

suspiciously like a tear. "But I must not

grumble. I have never been among the unem-

ployed, and I have some comfort in life after all.

1 am as happy as a queen just now, for instance,

when my drudgery is over, and I can have a

real good tea in my own room. I can even dis-

pense hospitality," she added, with a quick

return of her bright smile, " and to a woman
that is a great deal." '

"I suppose it is," said Richard Heath, rather

absently, as he drank his tea. He was struck,

as he had never been struck before, with the

unspeakable pathos of Mary Powell's life. It

was about as dreary and monotonous in its way

as Cecilia's in the mysterious lower regions

where Mrs. Partridge wielded her iron sceptre.

" I '11 tell you what, if Miss Craddock knew I

entertained a gentleman to tea like this, though

it 's only you, whom I 've known so long, she 'd

dispense with my services," said Mary Powell,

with the old touch of bitterness. " The narrow-

ness of some women's lives and creed is—is to

me appalling. Do you know, there are times,

Mr. Heath, when I have no religious prin-

ciples of any kind, when my whole soul revolts

against the unequal warping of the web of

life."

She touciied her teacup with her lips and then

set it down, and, folding her hands, looked into

the fire.

" I suppose it s all right, though ; it will be,

*̂
•'^
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at least, at the end," sa'd Richard Heath, rather

tamely,

" So you always say, and so I believe some-

times
;
you keep my taith alive," she said, quite

simply, and without hesitation. " But what was

it you had to tell me ? Have you got promo-

tion, or what ?
"

" I 've come into my fortune ; my ship 's come

into port—at least it I can steer her straight,"

said Richard Heath. " I had a relation on the

face of the earth, after all, and he's left me

about twenty thousand pounds."

5if

way
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THE MUSIC MISTRESS.
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"OU look quite serious, Mr. Heath. Has
the unexpected really happened ?

"

(^^ " Really ; though I confess I don't

^ seem to realise it yet. But unless I've

been dreaming all day, I 've had a will read to

me by a firm of respectable lawyers, which

informed me that I, Richard Heath, am lawful

heir to an estate, subject to certain conditions."

"Tell me about it—every single, solitary

thing, and then I '11 tell you how glad I am,"

said Mary Powell, quietly, though her colour

had brightened, and her eyes were shining.

" That 's just what I 've been longing to do

all day," responded Mr. Heath, and thereui)on

laid the facts before his friend. " But the con-

dition—it's so absurd, I can hardly tell it to

you," he added in conclusion.

" Oh, do ! You nmstn't keep anything

back," she said, with a smile of amused in-

terest.

" Well, I 'm to be kept out of it until I marry,

and if I don't take a wife within a year from

now I forfeit the whole blessed thing. What

do you think of that, now ?
"

" It sounds a little absurd," Miss Powell

admitted, quite seriously, and without any

24
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apparent inclination to laugh ;
" but there may

be something hidden under it."

" But, I say, what am I to do ? " queried

Richard Heath, bluntly. " I don't know any

women but you and Mr. Bentley's sister and

—

and Mrs. Partridge and Ceciha."

Mary Powell laughed then heartily, and bent

over the fire to give it a stir.

•' But you have twelve months wherein to

improve the time. You must go forth at once,

like Q 'ebs, in search of a wife."

" It may seem very funny to you, but it

doesn't strike me in that way," said Mr. Heath,

rather savagely. "If it wasn't that such a chance

only comes once in a life time, and very seldom

once, I 'd throw it all up. It 's an awful nuis-

ance."

*' I only wish," said Miss Powell, with a

curious twitch ot the lips, " that I had a similar

chance. I could make up my mind in much
less than a year."

*' Could you ? I don't believe it. You are

just the very woman to be fastidious and con-

scientious," replied Mr. Heath. " I wish you 'd

be civil, and advise me— that is, if you are suffi-

ciently interested to take the trouble."

It did not, api)-ircntly, occur to our bachelor

that it was rather a delicate subject to discuss

with a young lady ; if she thought so, she made
no sign.

" Well, then, I think you should go away to

Quebec as soon as ever you can, and investi-

gate. Wouldn't you like to see the jiretty

Ursuline, and try and unravel the romance of

your uncle's life ?
"

" Of course, that 's just what 1 've been think-
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ing about," said Mr. Heath, brightening up.

" I '11 just do that. You always know what a

fellow should do. I 've given up my berth at

Bentley's."

" You have lost no time, then," said Mary
Powell, with a smile. " I don't think you lack

decision, after all, and I am not very much
afraid of your ship missing the port for want of

guiding."

"We'll hope not. Well, i: I go I'll write

to you often, and let you know everything that

turns U[), and you '11 write to me, won't you ?

I say, how awfully dull it will be for you."

" Yes, I '11 miss you," she admitted quite

frankly. " We '11 see about the writing after-

wards. It may be advisable for you to drop

Theobald's Road and all 'ts connections after

you leave it."

" Now, that 's mean of you, and your eyes

condemn your lips," said Richard, hotly. " You
promised to be my friend always."

" I have no recollection of it," replied Mary

Powell, solemnly. " Anyhow, it is sometimes

the best office of iriendship to stand in the

background."
*' I woulci not have believed > ou had so much

pride. Miss Powell."

" Is that pride ? " she asked, with a slight

upraising of the eyebrows.

" I believe it is. It will be a shame if you

go back on me on account of this beggarly

money."
" Don't spea^ so disresi)ectfully of it in my

))resence, if you please," she said, ([uickly. " I

assure you I have a profound respect for money.

It has so much in us power."

I
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" Now, I don't believe you mean all that.

You are not at all mercenary."

" Then you don't know anything about me,"

she said, lightly. " Do you know, if the fortune

had come to me, I should have a hundred plans

for spending it already."

" Let me hear some of them."

" Well, it goes without saying that I should

leave Miss Craddock, and I 'd take that poor

liltle articled pupil, I.ucy Reade, with me ; and

I 'd send some hard-worked fellows I know to

the country ; and ask Mr. Blaine, the curate, to

fill his library at my expense ; and I 'd certainly

give Cecilia a new dress."

" And you ?
"

" Oh, I 'd eat with silver forks every day, and

have my lamp shade lined with silk instead of

cotton, and indulge in a few similar extra-

vagancies dear to the small mind of a woman.

Have you never really made a single solitary

plan ?
"

" No, I 'm not original, but I hope if I ever

enter into possession I '11 be able to make good

use of the money," said Richard Heath, with

an earnestness which Mary Powell liked to

see.

" I hope you will, and I am sure of it," she

said, heartily.

''Thank you, you always make a fellow feel

])leased with himself," said Richard gratefully.

"But you know it'll take me a while to get

used to the idea, and may be I '11 make a few

mistakes at fust, but you '11 help me out of

them, won't you ?
"

" I ? Oh, no ! I am not a person to advise.

You are going out into the world, and will soon
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forget about me," she said, quietly. " Can I

give you some more tea ?
"

"No, thank you. I say, isn't this rather a

poor time of the year to go to America—isn't

the cold something awful ?
"

" I believe it is, but bracing and invigorating.

}ou need not mind the cold. You '11 be in

good time to spend Christmas with the French

Canadians. You will find it so pleasant, that

1 prophesy you '11 never come back."

"Do you? Then I'll prophesy that I'll

spend the next Christmas in London if I 'm

alive. Will you let me take tea with you here

on Christmas Day ?
"

" If I 'm alive ; but it 's a long time to look

forward. Anything might happen. Who
knows but then /may have a fortune too."

"Then we will meet and rejoice together," he

said.

"And your wife will help us. You must

have a wife by that time, you know, if you are

to rejoice at all."

"So I must. It's a jolly nuisance," said

Richard Heath, in his boyish, off-hand way.

" Well, I suppose I'd better go down. Wouldn't

you take a stroll with me to-night ?
"

" No, thank you, I have some theory exercises

to correct," replied Mary Powell, and then a

curious silence fell upon them. Both felt out

of sorts, each cross and disappointed with the

other, though why, it would have been difficult

to say. The two who had been such close

friends in the grey days of poverty were like to

drift away now, parted by the gleam of gold.

" I '11 go out, then, and make some inquiries

about the sailings for Auierica. I suppose I '11
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have to go by New York. Doesn't the river

freeze up, or something, so that steamers can't

get up to the St. Lawrence ports ?
"

" I believe I have heard so," said Mary
Powell, and her voice had a weary ring in it, as

if she found the subject distasteful to her.

Then the blundering Richard proceeded to

make matters worse, although he only gave

expression to a very genuine feeling.

" I say, how awfully jolly if you had been a

man ; then we could have gone together."

*' Yes ; but I 'm not, you see," she replied,

quite calmly. " How absurd you are !

"

She laughed then, her own hearty laugh,

which had always seemed to Richard the very

pleasantest sound in the world ; then they shook

hands, and Richard went his way.

When the music-teacher was left alone she did

not immediately fix her attention on her theory

exercises. Perhaps she forgot all about them.

She sat quite still by the fire and watched

its yellow flames change to glowing embers,

and then grow dim, as the fire went down.

What was she thinking? Only that never

had life seemed greyer and more dreary to her

than at that moment. Her heart did not often

fail her, for she was a brave, heallhy-minded

woman, who knew that the dreary round, the

common task, was the lot of the greater part of

humanity. She was not given to pitying her-

self. She knew that in the great city there were

many, many thousands to whom her life would

seem a very glimpse of Paradise ; and yet,

while conscious of her mercies, and grateful for

them, the heart of the woman cried out for

more. For it was an empty purposeless life,
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al crall, this striving to |)rovicle food andrlotliiiifr

and shelter for self alone. She wa.s not without

her ideals, this hard-working, insignificant music-

mistress, who was apparently of no account to

anybody in the world. That was where it hurt.

Nobody seemed to want her. The world was no

better for her life, it would be made no poorer by

her death. So she said to herself in bitterness as

she sat by her lonely fire after her fellow-lodger

left. She gave no thought to the kind words

and kindlier deeds she scattered about her

wherever she went. She did not dream that to

many her smile and her word of helpfal en-

couragement had been the wine of life. These

things cost her nothing, they flowed from her

naturally as a pure stream from a pure fountain,

and therefore she thought of them as nothing.

Mary Powell forgot the Master's words :
" Who-

soever shall give to drink unto one of these

little ones a cup of cold water . , . shall in no

wise lose his reward."

If

i



^'IFE.

Ithoiit

iiisic-

int to

hurt,

ras no

rer by

3SS as

)dgcr

I

i

CHAPTER IV.

BON VOYAGE.

ICHARD HEATH was smoking his morn-

ing pipe in the shelter of the funnel of the

good ship Umbria^ in mid-Atlantic, out

ward bound for New York. It was the

morning of the fourth day at sea, and the deck

chairs, which had been empty since the Irish

coast was left behind, were beginning to fill up

acfain. The worst of it was over. It was a fine

mild morning, with a soft southerly wind blowing,

and a somewhat watery-looking sun doing his

best to struggle through the clouds. The grey

sea reflected the grey sky, and Richard, who
had been able to stay on deck all the time, was

beginning to feel that there was a touch of

monotony in that far spreading waste of waters,

which seemed as boundless as eternity. Perhaps

his eye was not trained to discern the changetul

beauty and unrest of these troubled billows
;

and not having as yet met with any congenial

company on board, he found himself very olten

studying the chart of the vessel's speed, and

counting the hours before they should sight land.

There were a comparatively small number of

saloon passengers, and Richard did not care for

the company in the smoking-room ; he preferred

his pipe in the open—preferred the noise ot

31
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wind and waves to some of the conversation

indulged in there.

It was the second week in December, and he
was on his way to spend Christmas in Quebec.
When his pijic went out, he buttoned up his

ulster and prepared for his usual stride round
the deck. The vessel rolled a good deal, and
the deck on the windward side was slippery,

but he marched on, enjoying the keen salt air,

and the motion, torture to others, was a pleasant

excitement to him As he passed and repassed

the long array of deck loung».s, each with its

muffled occupant, he eyed the faces curiously,

interested in the variety, and gave himself up to

speculation as to individual histories. The old

gentleman with the imperious haughty wife, who
required a constant and exacting attendance

;

the comfortable middle-aged couple, with the

happy circle of young faces about them ; the

newly-married ])air. with hands clasj^ed quite

perceptibly under the fur rug ; the shrewd and

far-travelled single lady, who knew the cosy

corner and kept it ; the roving young tourist,

the favourite of fortune, who sported a sable

coat, and read French novels all day long ; the

incipient lovers, who wandered like spirits of

unrest to and fro the deck, and were observed

after dinner in odd corners, contemplating the

moonlight ; the quick, sharp, business man,

impatiently grudging each hour of forced inac-

tivity; all were absorbingly interesting to Richard

Heath. Hitherto he had had no opportunity of

studying different phases of humanity save in

the streets of London. It is a different thing in

the little world of a ship at sea, when for days

together you see the same faces, and hear the

I
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same voices, and have the htlle aniiahilitics or

weaUncsses of your fellow-passerii^ers constantly

})etore you. A sea-voyage is .surely the luippy

hunlinji-uround for the student of human nature.

Riehard was marching on, thinking how uuk h

Mary Pt)well would have enjoyed the voyage,

and what endK'Ss amusemenl tliey could have

extracted together from those aroimd them,

when his attention was arrested by the loveliest

face he had ever seen in the world. It belonged

to a young girl, coming up the stairs from the

saloon, with her arm through that of an elderly

man, who it was (juite evident was a sufferer

from mal de fHcr. He was a tall, spare, gentle-

manly-looking man, with a somewhat haughty

lace, and a keen, searching, dark eye.

His daughter, as Richard imagined her to be,

was a lovely creature, tall, slender, patrician-

looking, with a swe2t, proud mouth, a bewitch-

ing eye, and a waving mass of bronze-gold hair

which the wind was tossing under her seal cap

in lovely disorder. Seeing that the pair had

some difficulty in climbing the stairs, Richard

sprang forward, and with a touch of his cap

offered his arm. " Pray allow me ; the motion

is disagreeable. Can I get you some chairs ?
"

"Thank you," said the gentleman, rather

languidly. " If you would give me a little

assistance I should be glad. This is my first

ai)i)earance on deck. What an abominable

voyage we are having."

"A Httle swell, that is all." said Richard,

cheerily. *' You will think it splendid when you

are on deck. Now, is not that breeze glorious?"

" It is preferable to the black hole of

Calcutta I 've been in since we left Queenstown.
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Cict me a chair, will you, Sylvia. Where 's the

deck steward ? No, you mustn't leave me, youn}^

man. I don't want to measure my length on
the deck for the amusement of these cont'ounded

fools. Ask the fellow what he has done with

our chairs, 'i'en to one somebody has appro-

j)riated them. There's no conscience on hoard

ship, sir, none."

The young lady smiled comically at Richard,

and went off obediently to hunt for the chairs,

picking her vay quite steadily and without the

slightest hesitation among the things. She

found the chairs at last, and having got them

placed, came back to the gentleman.

"They're all right, grandpapa ; will you come
along?"

" I suppose so. See that there 's plenty of

rugs. There, there ! that '11 do," said the old

gentleman irascibly, as Richard placed him

carefully in his chair, and wrapped his legs in a

fur rug. " You 're the only decent soul I 've

met since I left England. What 's y« " name?"
" Richard Heath, at your service, sir."

*' And your occupation ?
"

"None at present, sir, I am on my way to

Canada to see after some real estate I have had

willed to me," said Richard, modestly, and yet

feeling a certain glow of pride at having such

an announcement to make.
" Ah, my name 's Grainger ; this is my grand-

daughter, Sylvia Grainger; and if you '11 take her

offmy hands till lunch, and walk her up and down

until she's too tired to speak, you'll oblige.

Her chattering tongue is like to be the death of

me. Off you go."

Richard reddened at the old man's strange

4
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spccrh, and looked hositntin^ly at the yoimi;

Indy, l)ut she did not seem at all put out, and

took the arm he offered <|uite readily.

•' Don'r mind grandjjapa. It 's his way," she

said, with a bewitehin;^ smile. " Me doesn't

mean half he says. I hope you won't desert us

because he speaks so (jueerly."

Ri( hard was conscious of a stramie thrill as

he listened to these pleading words, uttered in

the very softest and most pathetic of voices.

He had never felt so happy, and yet so uncom-

fortable, in his life. He was a shy fellow, in

spite of his eight-and-twenty years, and his

knowledge of womankind was very slight. The
only unmarried woman he knew well was Mary

Powell, and she was a very different order of

being from this lovely vision at his side.

" It must be rather hard on you, if he speaks

often like that," he said, symijathetically, and

keeping the slender hand very closely in his

arm as a great wave sent the vessel rolling on

its side. " I say, I hope you are not afraid.

I wish you 'd hold on to that rope with your

other hand. If you should be hurt, I would

never forgive myself."

" Oh, it wouldn't be your blame, but grandpa's,

he sent us off," she answered, archly. " Yes
;

grandpa is rather hard to bear sometimes ; but

when one is poor and dependent, one has to

cultivate endurance."

Richard instantly felt as if he could have

offered half his fortune to the fiiir damozel, he

was so touched by her beauty and her depend-

ent position.

" Are you an orphan, like me ? " he asked,

kindly.
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*' No ; I have .1 mother and three sisters, and

we were left quite i)oor. Grandjia was only

papa's father, so I believe he thinks we are a

burden. All the girls—Flo, Beata. and Emma

—

have tried living with grandpa, and nobody can

put up with him but poor, insignificant, little

me. Don't you think it very brave of me to

venture to America with him ? I am a martyr

for the sak.. of my family."

" Is it a pleasure trip ? " Richard ventured to

inquire, encouraged by the unrestrained fulness

of her confidence. He was rewarded by a peal

of silvery laughter.

" Oh ! dear no. No sane person would take

a pleasure trip to America in December.

Grandpa has some property to see after in

Maryland ; he was born there ; and I had to

come to look after him."

'* I am sure it is very good of you," murmured
Richard, feeling very fierce against the ungrate-

ful old gentleman who made such a mean
return for so much devotion.

" Now tell me all about yourself," said Miss

Grainger, with that pretty show of interest so

flattering to a man, especially an impression-

able youth like our Richard.

" Oh, there isn't much to tell. I 'm an orphan,

and have no friends. I was quite poor, too, till

recently, when my uncle died in Quebec, and

left me his heir."

" 'J'o a large fortune, I hope ?
"

" Pretty fair."

" Why, you don't seem very much elated over

it. 1 'm positive that if I had a fortune left to

me, I should not have any wits left to enjoy it."

" Well, you see, 1 can't in the meantime really
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feel that it is mine. There 's a condition

attached to it," said Richard, rather awkwardly.
" Oh, how horrid ! He must iiave been as

crotchety as grandpa. Do tell me it."

But Richard liad gone far enough.

" No ; I can't. Some day, though, perhaps

I may," he said, the latter sentence forced from

him by the pout on his fair companion's red

lips.

" I hope it is a condition you will be able to

fulfil, any way," she said ; then, " I say, can you

imagine what people get to rave about on a sea

voyage? 1 think it's fearfully monotonous. Do
you know, I 've been on deck nearly all the

time, and not a creature has even spoken to

me. 1 felt ever so thankful to-day when you

spoke to grandpa."

" I have been on deck, too, all the time, and

I never saw you, I 'm positive, till to-day."

" Oh, but I saw you long ago, and I heard

you sing, * Rocked in the cradle of the deep,' in

the music saloon the other evening ; and it

made me cry, I felt so lonely and miserable."

Richard's heart gave a great bound. It was

just as well, perhaps, that the next step brought

them directly in front of the old gentleman's

chair, or who knows what the young man might

not have said?

"Hey," said old Mr. Grainger, "go down to

my cabin and bring me another shawl, Sylvia.

It's as cold as charity up here. No, let her go.

Kxercise is good for her."

Richard positively glared at the inhuman

old man, and would have taken pleasure m
punching his head.

" I 've been watching you," said grandpapa,

i
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with a chuckle, " and as you seem a likely chap,

I '11 give you warning in time. They 're husband-

hunters, every one of them, as their mother was

before them. I 've tried 'em all, and this is the

worst of the lot, because she 's the prettiest.

There 's nothing in her but vanity and self-con-

ceit. I 'm going to leave 'em my money, though

they're mortally afraid I won't doit; but it'll

keep 'em out of mischief. So don't you go and

make a fool of yourself, or she '11 make a fool of

you."

Richard was dumb, but the candid old gentle-

man might have spared his energy for all the

impression it made on his listener. Sweet

Sylvia had been before him, and it would take

something more convincing than the carpings of

a bilious old n^^n to change the impression

made upon Richard's mind and heart

I

I
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CHAPTER V.

AU REVOIR.

TjTTHE three remaining days of the voyage

IlllI
P'lssed so quickly that it was a positive

k*d^ disappointment to Richard Heath when
^^ he came on deck on Saturday morning

and saw the low flat shore of Sandy Hook.

Every passenger was up. Richard looked with

amazement on the throng ; more than half the

faces were new to him. There was a pleasant

hum of talk, more exciting in certain quarters

where th incorrigible betters were laying their

wagers on the number of the approaching pilot

boat. It was their last chance, for, all going

well, the Umln-ia would be in her dock by noon.

"Isn't it splendid to see land again? "asked

a certain sweet voice our Richard had learned

to love too well.

"I beg your pardon. I was looking for

you," he said earnestly, as he took the slim

hand in his big honest grip. "You are glad,

then, that it is all over ?
"

"Why, of course," she said, archly, though

she averted her eyes a little under his earnest

gaze. " But I must say the last few days have

been very pleasant. I think perhaps I would

not have minded had we not sighted land till

the beginning of the week."

39
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"I'm jolly sorry, I can tell you. I never

enjoyed anything in the world so much as this

trip, thanks to you, Miss Sylvia," said Richard,

pointedly. " How is Mr. Grainger this

morninsj;?"

"Well enough, but as cross as two sticks.

He has got used to the ship, you see, and it

bores him to leave it. I don't think men
should be allowed to live after they are fifty.

They cease to be interesting then and generally

become insufferable."

Miss Sylvia spoke with such energy as to

siiL!;gest to Richard's mind that she had been

treated to a larger share than usual of grand-

p:i])a's plain speaking.

"Never mind him," he said, consolingly.

" Let us go for a stroll round the deck. Look

at all these idiots, watching the pilot boat as if

it were bringing life to them."
*' Perhaps so it is. Many of them will be

glad to get on shore though we are not," said

Miss Sylvia, as she laid her fingers on Mr.

Heath's offered arm. She did not require its

support, for the channel was as smooth as a

mill pond, with the silvery hush of the morning

on its breast. " Well, I suppose we are not

likely to meet again," she added, with a little

sigh.

" That we shall if I 'm alive," said Richard,

stoutly, and if there had been fewer people

about he might have said more. But the deck

of a crowded steamer, within a few hours of

landing-time, with all its bustle and happy stir,

is not exactly conducive to the success of love-

making, especially if the breakfast bell has not

rung, and the lady is both hungry and cross.

i;



AU RF.VOIR. 41

I

I

"Well, I can't see how we are to meet

again," she said, a trifle shar[)ly. " I suppose

we are going on to Maryland and home again

directly after grandpa has settled his bussiness.

He is quite fit enough to bring me here, and

not offer to take me to see a single sight.

He's seen them all, of course. Men are so

selfish."

"Not all men, I hope," aid Richard, a trifle

deprecatingly.

" All old men, then," corrected Miss Sylvia,

with a contraction of her fair brows which was

pertectly irresistible in the eyes of Richard.

She was evidently unhappy, and the bare jjossi-

bility that the parting from him might have

anything to do with it made his heait beat fast

and furious.

" I 'rn glad you 've made that reservation,"

said Richard. "But, look here. Miss Sylvia,

why couldn't we arrange to return by the same

steamer? My business will not take any longer

than your grandfather's."

"Oh, that would be lovely!" she said, with

sparkling eyes. "But how will you know?"

"I'll ask Mr. Grainger to let me know

—

unless, unless you would write to me," said

Richard, almost trembling at his own temerity.

"Oh, well, I might, if I knew i'l time; but

where should I write to ?
"

"Address it to the Post-oftice at Quebec;

I can think of nothing else in the meantime.

It 's awfully good of you, Miss Sylvia ; it '11

make me look forward to our next voyage,

I can tell you."

"Will it?"

Miss Sylvia cast down her pretty eyes, and
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the fair cheek so near Richard's coat sleeve

had the loveliest flush in the world.

" Yes, of course you know that. If I dared
" but at that critical moment the deck

steward appeared before them, and addressed

Miss Grainger.

" Please, ma'am, the old gentleman has gone

into the saloon, and is waiting on you very

impatient like."

So there was nothing for poor Richard then

but to take his lady love downstairs, and resign

her to her grandfather.

"She's an eariy bird, has she caught the

worm, eh ? " asked the incorrigible, including

them both in a grim contortion of his coun-

tenance, which was perhaps intended for a

smile.

Richard turned from him in disgust, which

did not at all disconcert grandpapa, for he

merrily chuckled as he ordered Sylvia to pre-

pare an orange for him.

There was no further opportunity for private

talk between these young people, as grandpa

managed to keep his charge below stairs all the

morning, gathering up his belongings. Richard

paced restlessly up -md down the deck, alter-

nately watching the companion .ways and the

exquisitely varied panorama the American coast

presented to his mind. The morning sun had

broken brilliantly through the tender dappled

clouds, and the gateway of the New World, in

ifs wondrous beauty, merited the admiration

bestowed upon it by those to whom it came with

the force of a new revelation. The magnificent

river, with its mighty freight of mast and funnel,

the ships of all nations on its breast, the two

ill!
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kingly r.ities joined by the viaduct which is one

of the wonders of the age, and watched over by

Liberty enlightening the world, was indeed a

sight to engross the eye, to the exclusion of all

else.

Although Richard was very much in love, or

fancied himself so, he found himself diverted

from his expectant outlook for the sweet face of

Sylvia Grainger, and Lis whole being tilled with

wonder and admiration for the incomparable

picture opened out before him. For the first

time since he left England he began to feel a

lively interest in the land he had come to see,

and to think what a glorious privilege it was,

after all, to be young and strong, and to have

the privilege of such a trip. When Miss Sylvia,

having at last freed herself from her grand-

father, came on deck, just as the U7nbna was

slowing into her dock, she saw her lover in the

distance leaning against the rail, with no thought

apparently for anything but the interest of the

moment. She did not see him again until he

found them out in the bustle of the Customs

examination ; he found her sitting disconsolately

on one of her trunks, waiting for her grandfather

to return with an officer to turn out their goods

and chattels.

She looked at him witn a languid interest,

without even vouchsafiing him a smile. Miss

Grainger was, indeed, grievously disappointed

with her lover's behaviour, and showed it. It

had been her ho})e and intention to leave the

Umbria an engaged woman.

"Isn't this an awful bore?" he asked, sym-

pathetically. " I didn't know we had to stand

such a nuisance. Where 's Mr. Grainger ?
"
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((
Cietling a man to open the boxes. Have

you nny contralxmd stuff?
((

((

I ? Oh, no
; I 've only one portmanteau."

How lovely ! We have five trunks and
four bund! H( andp Don' bother

to wait, Mr. Heath, if you want to move on.

Don't stay on our account."

Poor Richard was stabbed to the heart by the

icy coldness of Miss Grainger's look and tone.

He perceived that, in some unaccountable

manner, he had given grave offence.

"Of course I shall wait if I can be of any

use to you. My time at present is yours," he

said, reproachfully, but even that did not pacify

her.

" I wish I 'd never consented to come to this

horrid country," she said, petulantly. "Did you

ever see anything so ugly as their old New
York they brag about so ? Just look at these

American women, and listen to their tongues;

there is not a lady among them."
" Don't you think so ? Some of them are

very handsome, anyhow," said Richard, quietly

and honestly. " Did you not admire the scene

as we came up ? I never saw anything to equal

It.

was in gran'pa's"I never saw it at all. I

black hole all the time doing a valet's work.

The next time T travel with gran'pa he shall

take a man-servant, or leave me behind. I

think you should not wait, Mr. Heath
;
you are

really wasting your time and mine."

Richard bit his lip.

" I beg your pardon. I did not thmk I was

intruding," he said, and lifting his hat he ste[)ped

over to his ov/n portmanteau lying above a heap
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of overland trunks o))positc the letter H. lie

was hurt, and felt ihat he did not deserve to be

so hardly treated.

He knew so little of feminine caprice, that it

never occurred to him that sore disappointment

with him was at the root ot the young lady's

changed mood. He was not detained many

minutes by the Custom-house officers, and when

he had restrapped his portmanteau he stood

with it in his hands, irresolute for a moment,

looking at the two fellow-voyagers who inter-

ested him more than any of the rest. Poor

Sylvia was in the hands of an inexorable female

who shook out all her dresses, and opened all

her trinket cases in a suspicious and offensive

way calculated to rouse that young lady's

deepest ire. Richard judged it prudent to keep

back just then, but immediately the old gentle-

man, having got over his ordeal, came over to

him, with a grin.

" You 're blessed that can hold your all in

your hand ; see what it is to travel with woman-

kind. Well, I Ve to wish you a very good day,

sir."

"I was wailing," said Richard, encouraged

by the kindliness of the old man's manner

;

" hoping to be of some use to you and Miss

Grainger. I am in no hurry. Can I not do

anything for you?"

The old man shook his head.

" No ; take my advice and get out of the way

as fast as possible."

" I was trying to arrange with Miss Grainger

to return to England in the same steamer with

you. If I give you an address, will you not let

me know the date of your sailing ?
"
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" I can't, hcraiisc I don't know it myself.

Take you my advice, and don't do it. She 'd

manage you in another week, (iood-bye."

He was distinctly, even peremptorily, dis-

missed. There was nothing for it but to

shake hands with the old man and turn away.

Miss Sylvia saw him go quite well, and when

he looked back, in the hope of obtaining a i)art-

ing recognition, she made him a little distant

bow, which sent him away crushed and sad,

but more in love than ever. Sweet Sylvia knew

what she was doing. She was an accomplished

coquette.
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ICHARD HEATH arrived in Montreal

one evening a week later, in the midst of

a blinding snowstorm. He had remained

a day or two in New York, it must be

told, in the hope of seeing more of the Graingers,

but in that he was disappointed. Then he went

on to Niagara ; spent a day and night in awe-

stricken contemplation of that great and grandly

lovely sight ; then, promising himself another

and a longer visit, he continued his journey to

the Eastern Province. 'Ihe cold was intense.

In Toronto our traveller furnished himself with

a buffalo robe and a fur cap, which quite trans-

formed him into a colonist. The winter had

swooped upon the Dominion suddenly in the

midst of the tranquil, lovely Indian summer

;

the great lakes were shut off from communica-

tion with the inland world, be'^ause the rivers

which made the chain between them were frozen

a month before their time ; a great snowstorm

had whitened all the world, and made the track-

less wastes of prairie and bush into fairyland.

The breath froze in the open air ; in the cities

the sleigh bells gave place to the din and roar

of wheels ; in the country a vast and solemn

silence reigned.

47
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Rirliard felt chilled both in mind and body
wlien he nlij^'hted at tlie cheerless depot of the

bi^' I'>astern city, and felt himself more and more
a stranger in a strange land. He carried with

him, however, a letter of introduction from the

London soli("itors to Mr. Mark Stepiienson, his

late uncle's agent in Montreal. So at the station

he hired one of the sleigh-drivers to carry him

to the solicitor's residence in Sherbrooke Street

H.: saw nothing as he was carried smoothly

through the streets, heard nothing but the

jingling of the bells and the shouts of the

drivers, confused with the blinding whirl of the

snow.

He was not many minutes on the road, and

presently the horses stopped, panting and snort-

ing, before a big, comfortable-looking red brick

mansion, standing a little back from the street,

though with its grounds quite oj)en, neither

fence nor gateway to make it private. Richard

wondered as he stepped from the sleigh, and

immediately arrived at the conclusion that the

residence was in an unfinished state.

The ring brought an immediate answer, and

when a dainty maid-servant signified that Mr.

Stephenson was at home, Richnrd dismi.ssed

the sleigh, and stepped into the warm, brilli-

antly-lighted hall, mentally resolving that, unless

his reception were very chilly indeed, he would

not seek to roam further that night.

Just as the maid was assisting him off with

his snow overcoat, a door in the hall was

opened, and an elderly mnn, with a benevolent,

cheerful countenance, stepped out, and looked

inquiringly at the stranger.

'• Who is this, Martha ? " he asked, mildly. I
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tt
I am Richard Heath, sir, from London.

England, and I carry with mc an intrcxUiction

from Messrs. Wynyard, CiUizcbrook (S: Billun,

IJncohi's Inn."

*' Ricliard Heath- I'aul Meyrick's nephew,

eh ? How do you do, sir? We 'vc been expect-

ing; you. (ila/ebrook wrote us, but why didii'l

you give us an inkling of your coming? Well,

your remissness has awarded you a chilly wel-

come. Think we've a j)oor country, ch, Mr.

Heath ? Come in, come in."

He shook hands very heartily with the young

man. 'I'hen the dining-room door opened again,

and a little old lady, in a stiff silk gown, a white

lace cap, and bobbing grey curls, peeped out.

"Who have you got, Mark, eh?" she asked

in a voice like the chirp of a bird.

" Meyrick's ne])hew and heir from London,

Penel(j[)e. My sister, Mr. Hcatli. You are

just in time for su[)per, and we are very glad to

see you."

" Yes, indeed, we are," chirped Miss Penelope,

just as heartily. And in the warmth of that

kindly welcome all Richard's feeling of desola-

tion and homelessness melted away.

In a very short time he was sitting at the

lawyer's hospitable table, with Miss Penelojje

beaming at him from behind the tea urn, her

heart warming to him more and more, not only

because he had come from the dear land across

the sea, but because his face was so honest,

his clear eye so winning in its look, while his

English tongue had the music of long ago for*o

Miss Penelope in its tone.

They asked him a great many questions

about his voyage and the sights he had seen on
D
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the way, but the subject of the will was not

broached at all until the two gentlemen were

alone in the little smoking-roonj, where Richard

began to enjoy the best pipe he had smoked

since he left England. Consequently he felt in

a seraphic frame 01 mind.

" So you didn't expect the windfall at all,

Glazebrook tells me," said Mark Stephenson,

opening the subject at once.

"No ; of course I knew that my mother had

a brother once, but we thought he must have

died soon after he emigrated. Wasn't it curious

of him never to vvrite ?
"

" Very ; but he was a curious man. I knew
him intimately for thirty years— an upright,

honest, good-hearted Christian, Mr. Heath, or

he might have died a millionaire. He had a

splendid business, but he dealt with the fur

traders so scrupulously, that they always bene-

fited r^ore than he did. You should hear how

they speak of him in the Indian settlements up

in the North-West. If all white men were like

him, our reputation would be brighter among

our red brethren."

" Did he trade directly with the Indians,

then?" asked Richard with interest.

"A good deal ; and they would do anything

for him. Of course he had a lot of dealings,

too. with the regular fur traders. He had an

enormous business. By-the-by, what are you

going to do with the thing r 1 don't suppose

you would care to carry it on."

" No ; it probably would not prosper with me
as it did with my uncle. Besides, yuu know,"

added Richard, with a constrained laugh, "it

may never be mine."
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Mark Stephenson looked keenly at the young

man's slightly Hushed face, and laughed (juietly

too.

" There ou^i,^/if to be no doubt about it. I hope

there is no just cause or impediment why you

should not fulfil that condition."

"There is always the possibility that an

impediment may arise," said Richard, a trifle

awkwardly.

" Well, of course, but it would be a shame to

let such an inheritance go for the sake of one

woman's *no,' " said the lawyer, as he watched the

blue wreaths of smoke curling up from his

churchwarden. " There is no likelihood, then,

of your uncle's dream being fulfilled ?
"

" What dream had he ?
"

" When he came to me some time ago about

his will, he told me a good many things about

his past life ; some new to me, some I had known

for a long time. We were very intimate, and I

know he would wish me to tell you some things,

especially when you are such an honest, straight-

t(jrwiird fellow," said the lawyer, with a blunt

flattery. " Your uncle hoped that you would

marry Ursuline Chaudiere, the young lady men-

tioned in the will."

"Why?"
The lawyer did not at once reply.

" It is a long story, but 1 can explain it to you

in few enough words. Your uncle hopelessly

loved her mother all his life. It is (juite a

romance. Four-and-lwenty years ago Ursuline's

mother, Madame Chaudiere, was employed as

a saleswoman m the lur store of whic h your

uncle was dien manager. She was a bright

lovely creature, I admit, and as good as gold, but
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your uncle vvns too Intc in the field. Her heart

was given to Pierre ( 'haudiere, her present

husband, who was then only a notary's clerk. It

was a fearful disappointment to Meyrick. He
was a man of strong feelings, but he bore it

nobly, and did his very utmost for young

Chaudiere. To my certain knowledge, but for

your uncle he would have been a notary's clerk

still. He is so indolent, I
' handsome and

good-natured ; beside him, I suppose, a plain,

honest fellow, like my friend Meyrick, could

have no chance."

" I wish I had known my uncle. He must

have been a trump," said Richard, honestly.

*' It does me good to hear that old word," said

the lawyer, with a smile. "But the second jiart

of the romance is yet to come. The Chaudieres

had only one child, Ursuline ; and she grew up

so like her mother that I sujjpose poor Meyrick,

who had never married nor looked at another

woman, felt all the old love revive when he saw

her grown to womanhood. I believe the second

love was stronger than the first. I know he

adored her, but again he was too late ; and

this time the happy rival was a servant in his

own employ — a young American, who had

travelled for him for some years."

"Poor old chap," said Richard, sympatheti-

cally, " that was rather rough on him."

" Ay, it was ; and more especially as I knew

he was not altogether satisfied with Chauncey—

•

that's the traveller. 'I'he last time I saw him

before his sudden death, he talked of sending

for you ; and it was then he told me it would be

a great satisfaction to him if you and Ursuline

became man and wife."

I



PAUL MEVKICK'S LUVL STORY. 53

" But, like him, I 'm out of the running now,"

said Richard, musingly.

"Yes, unless you could oust the American. I

assure you Ursulinc is a charming young lady,

and they are a delightful family altogether."

" I 've no desire to stei> into his shoes, though,"

Riciiard admitted. " The most satisfactory

])lan woukl be for me to make some arrange-

ment with him to take over the business, and let

him. marry the pretty Ursuline."

" Yuu expect to be married, yourself, then,

before the year is out ?
"

" I think so, I hope so," Richard answered,

reddening.

" Ah, well, that's satisfactory. I told Meyrick

it would be a very unlikely thing that a young

fellow of eight-and-twenty would be heart-whole.

But you '11 go down and see Quebec, and the

Chaudieres ?
"

"Certainly, it is the least I can do to pay my
respects to any friends my uncle may have in

the place," said Richard, sine erely. " I only

wish 1 had the cliance to i^ay my respects to

him."



CHAPTER Vlf.

SIGHT-SEEING.

FTER two days spent in the hospitable

and pleasant home in Sherbrooke Street,

Richard Heath continued his journey

to Quebec, accompanied by the lawyer.

He did not much admire the scenery in the

eastern province of the Dominion ; it was bleak,

and bare, and hungry-looking, its homesteads

poor, and to outward appearance unprosperous.

Mr. Stephenson, strong and rigid in his Presby-

terian ideas, gave it as his opinion that the

poverty of the Quebec settlers was owing to the

domination of the Romish Church, which

allowed no individual rights to clash with duty

to the Church, and which exacted very heavy

dues from all its adherents. Richard said noth-

ing, but thought that the land looked so poor

and hungry that it would be difficult to make it

recoup the cost of working. The power of the

Romish Church in the eastern province was a

pet grievance of the rigid old Scotchman's, and

he thrashed it out during that journey, pouring

such a flood of statistics on poor Richard that

he grew rather tired of the subject, and several

times tried to draw the conversation into other

channels. They arrived in the quaint weather-

beaten old city quite early in the afternoon, but

54
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darkness had already fallen, though a million

stars si)arkled gloriously in a hard blue sky, and

the brightest moonlight Richard had ever seen

cast a halo of indescribable loveliness over

Quebec. Winter is very tender to the grey old

city, especially when the first snows fall, for then

all her filth and ugliness are hidden, and only

her ext^uisitely picturesque and artistic outlines

are visibU^ Richard fell in love with Quebec

as they ascenilcd the stee}) hill from the station

walking briskly, the frost being so intense that

active motion became imperative. The streets

were not well lighted, but the brilliant moon
made up for all nmnicipal shortcomings. Mr.

Stephenson took a grim j^leasure, as they walked,

in pointing out to his young friend the noble

church of the Basilique and other eccle.siastical

buildings, also the cr.rious little statues of the

Virgin placed in niches at the street corners

—

all evidences of the suj^remacy of Rome.

"You think it's a fine city, my boy? I tell

you it's dead, ground under the heel of the

Church. Only 50,000 inhabitants, and with such

a situation. Why, it ought to be the Eastern

gateway of this great continent, and a perfect

hive of industry and wealth. There 's wealth

enough in it, goodness knows, but the priesis

have It It's a shame and disgrace, with the

Union jack waving on the citadel yonder. You

are smiling at me ;
but I tell you if you hail

studied the question as I have studied it, you'd

l)e furious. Why, here we arc. This is your

j)oor uncle's warehouse— yours now, my lad; but

we'd better go and dine first. This is a good

place oi)posite. I vc stayed in ii oefori

Richard stood still on the uneven pavement
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outside the large shop whicli bore the name Paul

Meyrick, furrier. It was the most j>ietentious

warehouse in the street, and tlie windows dis-

|)layed a selection of rare and valuable furs,

which Richard knew rei)resented a great deal

of money.
" 1 'm hungry, if you 'rz riDt," laid the old man,

good-naturedly. We '11 have jjlenty of time

after dinner to ex[)lore the premises, they don't

shut till six. Then after that we can have a

sleigh ride across to Point Levis, and ])ay our

respects to the pretty Ursuline. Quebec will

make a fine picture from the river on a night

like this, and we may as well see it, for ten to

one we may open our eyes to-morrow morning

on a blinding storm. I don't like that 'broch'

round the moon. I don't supjDose you know
what a ' broch ' is ; never mind, it 's good Scotch.

Come along."

They dined well in the hostelry over the wav,

and the lawyer waxed more eloc}uent on his pet

grievance. Richard let him rattle on without

paying much heed. He felt curiously like a

man in a dream ; he was meeting with so many

entirely novel ex]>eriences. Perhaps the one he

enjoyed most of all was the spin across the ice-

bound St. Lawrence, to the music (^f the sleigh

bells ; the swift, glorious motion and the breath

of the keen north wind sending the blood cours-

ing wildly through his veins. When they looked

back at Quebec, Richard was silent, for the

matchless beauty of the picture sank into his

soul. The snow, as I said, had made lovely the

grimy and dila[)idated old houses clustering on

the river bank, and above rose the grand

heights which Wolfe has made innnortal,

I
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crowned by the grey citadel, wliere waved tiie

British flag. The long, wc'.d curve of the

frozen river—black and glittering where it had

been smoothed for ])assage from shore to shore,

but broken here and there into great blocks of

ice frozen into a thousand fantastic shapes, just

as the mysterious hand of the ice-king liad

gripped it in the dark night watches—all com-

bined to form a strange and fascinating picture,

such as the young Englishman would never for-

get. The lawyer enjoyed his wonder and delight,

as an old settler never fails to do, with a certain

con.placent acceptance of it as a compliment to

his own good taste in having adopted so credit-

able a country.

" We can't compare with the old country in

many things, my dear lad," he said, with a

smile, "but we have others which lick creation.

Can you fancy the Thnmes, or the Wye, or the

Clyde looking like this? No. Well, go on,

Jehu ; now for Notary Chaudiere's, Now, you 'II

see the American will be there, though if he had

known you were to be in the city he would have

been found at his post, I '11 warrant you."

A few minutes' rapid riding brought them to

a rambling wooden villa with a verandah run-

ning round it, and a sloping lawn which merged

into the street without any visible line of

demarcation.

" I 've never seen a fence or a garden wall

since I landed," said Richard. " Don't they

have any? "

*' No ; the spirit of the democracy insists

that the individual shall share what he has with

his neighbours. It 's Socialism in the embryo:

you 're coming to it at home, only it 'II come
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with bloodshed, I doubt," said the lawyer.

" Ah, here is my old friend Madame. There 's

a picture for you now, my boy."

The hospitable door was thrown wide open,

and a comfortable figure, attired in the quaint

style of the early French settlers—a flowing

skirt, scarcely touching the ankles, and showing

a dainty slippered foot which any belle might

have envied ; a pointed bodice, fitting to every

curve of the ample figure ; a white kerchief,

folded back from the straight white neck, and a

snowy cap resting lightly on her dark hair,

which made a fit Irame for a face beautiful with

the perfected loveliness of a happy wife and

mother.

" Who comes ? " she asked, with her curious,

l)retty accent. " Ah, Monsieur Stephenson !

thrice welcome. Thee we have not seen for so

long. Welcome, welcome. Pierre and Ursu-

line, here comes our honoured guest."

"Two of them, madame," said the lawyer.

" I hope I see you well. Time deals gently

with my old friend. Can you guess, I wonder,

whom I have the honour to present to you this

evening?"

Madame shook her head, and looked, with

interest and approval at the tall figure and

honest face of Richard Heath.
" The nephew of our old friend, Monsieur

Meyrick ; his own sifter's son, who is his heir,

as you know."

A change passed over the comely face of

Madame Chaudiere, her bosom heaved, and her

clear eye grew dim.

"Thou art welcome, inon cheie, for thine

honoured uncle's sake, God rest his soul ! " she



WIFE.
SIGIIT-SKEING. 59

open,

luaint

owing

owing

might

every

chief,

and a

hair,

1 with

- and

said, and, with a curious, rapid gesture, she

laid her phnup liands on his shoulders, and

kissed him on both cheeks. With t.iis the notary

apijeared—a spare man, who seemed to have

aged before his time. His head, being quite

bald, was covered with a black velvet skull-cap,

from beneath which straggled a thin fringe of

grey hair ; his rusty black clothes and general

anti(iuated air made him look as if he had

step[)ed out of some old picture. He had a

gentle and courteous manner, which contrasted

finely with his wife's more vivacious hospitality,

and he had a kind welcome for the unexpected

guests. When they were within the house, and

the door closed, a bright vision stepped out of

the parlour, a miniature Madame, resembling

her in every detail of attire, and yet with all the

charm of youth and girlish grace to make her

yet more pleasant to look upon. Her eyes

were as black as sloes ; her cheeks like the

peach bloom ; her lips as red as a rose in June.
*' Come, Ursuline, and bid welcome to the

nephew of our honoured Monsieur Meyrick,"

said her mother, motioning to her. "This is my
daughter, monsieur, our Ursuline, the joy of her

father's life and mine."

Ursuline droi)ped a grave little curtsy, and

advanced with extended hand, while her face

flushed with a deeper and lovelier tint.

For a moment our bewildered Richard ho])ed

she was to follow the example of her mother's

greeting, but she only gave him the tips of her

slender fingers, and then retired with another

grave, demure curtsy. Then they adjourned

into the suj)i)er-room, and at their entrance

there rose from beside the stove a short, square-

«
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huilt younj:j man, with a clean-shaven, firm,

lioncst face, close-cropped hair, and a shrewd,

grey eye—a typical American, whom it sur[)rised

Richard to see in that simple family circle.

Richard wondered at the swift, penetrating,

almost entreating look this young man cast upon

him, until he heard his name ; then he under-

stood what that look meant. It said as plainly

as possible, " .\re you going to take her from

me?" and indicated also a cjuiet determination

to show a good fight. Richartl liked the look

of him, and when the lawyer introduced him,

he shook hands with him very heartily, with

a grip which seemed to express a great deal.

But for all that, Richard could hardly keep his

eyes off Ursuline. It was a sight to see her

flitting about the su])pcr table, deftly making

ready for the addition to their circle, and to hear

her put in a word occasionally, or stop to pat

her grey-haired father's hand.

But she kei)t her eyes demurely away from the

young men, as if they possessed no earthly

interest for her. Sly ].)uss ! all the time she was

wondering whether it could be possible that that

})leasant faced, big English giant would have it

in his heart to come betwt -"n her and Edmond
Chauncey, whom she adoi._d. After due con-

sideration, and listening to the music of his

laugh, she thought not. Richard made him-

self immensely agreeable, and was pointedly

courteous to the American, which the lawyer

noted, and loved him for his kindness of

heart.

"You will honour our poor roof this night,

my friends," said Madame, when they had with-

drawn from the supper table.
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"Wc hnvc cniTai^cd our rooms at the hotel

'St. Louis,'"' said the lawyer; hut Madame put

up her hand (juietly.

" Let it i;o, we have room and to spare. It is

not meet that a nephew of our benefactor should

not be made welcome to such as we have.

Ursuline, give Annette instructions to have the

guest-chamber put in readiness, and see yourself

that notliing is wanting."

Tiie American did not prolong his stay, and
as he rose to go he asked a word with Richard

Heath.

Richard accomj^anied him willingly to the

outer hall, and then the two young men looked

at each other for a moment in silence.

'' I regret that I was absent from business

when you called sir," said Chauncey, in his <|uiet,

straightforward way. *' I beg to assure you it

was not neglect. I have just returned from a

long journey into the interior, and I came
straight over here. I trust you will come to the

warehouse t*.-morrow, so that I may lay the

whole affairs of the establishment before

you."

Richard Heath smiled a sunny smile, and

laid his big hand on the other's shoulder.

" My dear fellow, I understand. Don't regard

me as a bugbear; nor feel yourself obliged to

show me any special respect. I 'm only a young

fellow like yourself, who till now has had a

pretty hardish struggle. We'll be friends^ I

think, and between us will settle uj) this

mixed business, I hope, in the most sadsfactory

\^ay."

Ursuline came from the other end of the hall

:

Richard gave his new friend a fervent grip of

I
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pood fellowship, and returned to the litlh? salon.

He had only sjjokm a kind word, but he had

made two hearts li^ht, and sent the Anieriean

wiiisdini^f ovi-r the iie-hridge as it he liad not a

rare in tiie world.

I
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CHAPTEK VIII.

WITH TIIK FUKNCII CANADIANS.

'EXT mornins; Richard crossed the river on

foot and paid a visit to the warehouses.

The manager was looking for him, and

they had a very long and satisfactory talk

together in the small business-room in which Paul

Meyrick had spent so much of his time.

" But after all," said Richard with a laugh,

after they had discussed many things, " we
cannot plan much, for unless I fulfil that condi-

tiort I have even less right to this concern than

you."

" I should think, however, that there would

not be much danger of the condition remaining:

unfulfilled," said the American shrewdly.

" Perhaps more than you think," Richard

answered. "The very idea that so much
dei)ends on it, makes it rather a precarious

certainty. If you hadn't been before me," he

added with a smile, " I should not have had to

go very tar now in search of a wife."

" I have cared so long for Miss Chaudierc,"

said Chauncey deprecatingly, but Richaid

laughed right out at him.

" Why, of course, man. Who 's blaming you ?

If you can wait another year it '11 be all right,

perhaps : who knows ? Mademoiselle may be
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the richest heiress in Point Levis. If you were

at all mercenary, you would jjrivately pray that

I may be unlucky in my wooing."

" I should prefer Miss Chaudiere as she is,"

said the American, with i)erfect sincerity. " Shall

1 tell you the modest height to which my ambi-

tion soars?—only to the pro{)rietorship of this

business. Perhaps next year at this time we

may come to terms ; that is if you do not wish

it for yourself."

" That will not be likely. Well, sir, if by that

time the just cause and impediment in the way

of my inheritance is removed, you may be very

sure our terms will not be hard to arrange. You
must not forget that I shall owe some reparation

to Mademoiselle, to say nothing of your city

hosi)ital, the authorities of which, according to

Mr. Stephenson, will feel themselves injured if

I fulfil all my uncle's conditions."

" You are very good,'' said the American, " we

hope that before another Christmas we may have

the happiness of welcoming you with your wile

to Quebec."
" I say, Chauncey, do you think Mademoi-

selle's parents have any idea of the absurd terms

of the will ?
"

" I don't know, I rather think not ; but in

any case it would make no difference. They

are very unworldly. The old notary is too guile-

less for this sinful world," said the American

with a Alght smile, ''that is why the^ are so

poor ; but I would not have them different. It

is refreshing, Mr. Heath, positively refreshing to

go over there and escape Irom the cobwebs and

chicanery of commercial lile."

" I believe you. The whole establib.iment is

\
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rhey

like a study out of some old book or picture.

"They are most anxious that I should spend

Christmas with thcni.'"'

" 1 hope you will. We keep Christmas tjjaily

here, and have some attractions to offer which

you cannot find elsewhere. I hear they are

planning a carnival on the ice for Christmas

week. There is nothing to hasten you away,

Ihoi)e?"
" Nothing except that I am losing time, and a

wife can't be picked up at any time," said

Richard. " Well I must go and take a walk to

the citadel. I must say Diifferin Terrace looks

a most inviting i>romenade from below. I don't

like the name, though, it is out of keeping with

the rest."

" He was our most popular governor, and

they showed what honour they could do him

even here," said the American absently. "I dare-

say I can walk with you." -

"All right, liut, I say, I want the hand-

somest set of furs you have in the |)lacc to send

home to England as a ("hristmas gift. Perha^js

I had l)etter look at them now."

The American opened his eyes, and Richard

felt annoyed that the colour rose in his own

face.

" Don't be a fool," he said in that hot way of

his. "There's nothing in that. They're only

for a poor little music governess who lodged in

the same house with me in London. She has

the best heart in the world, and likes all sons

of pretty things, though she is rather uninterest-

ing herself"

Rather uninteresting, Richard? For shame.

It IS not like your loyal heart to speak even

E
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with such slight disparagement. But you will

cat humble pie for this yet, Richard, never fear.

The American said no more, but politely

conducted Richard to the show-room, where

after due deliberation the furs were chosen

—

furs fit for a duchess, it must be said—duly paid

for, and ordered to be dispatched immediately,

so as to reach England by Christmas Day.

Richard spent the whole day in the city, and

returned to Poir Levis after dark to find that

Mr. Stephenson had left for Montreal, having

been called home by cable to attend to import-

ant Inisiness.

" lit' left no message for you, monsieur,"

laughed Madame, merrily, "so you must stay.

Christmas will be with us immediately ; we will

keep it well with you. I think you will stay?''

"I think I will, madame," returned Richiird,

heartily ; "since you are so good as to ask me."

"Cood, good, indeed, as if that were much

for the nephew of our dear Monsieur Paul. Ah,

mo;i cJih-e^ he was so good—his heart of gold,

his true kindness, his love for us all
!

"

Madame's eyes overflowed, and she was unable

for a moment to go on.

" He was so unselfish, monsieur ; he thought

only of the good of others. Jt was a grief to

me that our little Ursuline could not reward his

goodness, but one caiuiot force the children's

love. Our dear friend had many sorrows, but

ever throu^:,ri them all he kept his cheerful good

heart, which we so miss. Ah, if you had but

known him as we knew him here !

"

" I wish I had, madame ; I would have been

a good son to him, liad he permitted me to

know of his existence," said Richard, sincerely.

v\
\. '\
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and

" I shall always regret that I did not know
him."

''I marvel that his heart did not more cleave

to his native land," said IVIadame, musingly.

" Latterly, when his health failed him, he talked

much of ICngland—home, he called it, monsieur
,

and then he wrote asking about his sister—your

dear mother—of whom he had not heard for so

long."

'• He was your intimate friend, madame," said

Richard, with a slight hesitation. "Did he

ac(juaint you with the terms of the will he

executed in my favour?"
" In part. He said Ursuline should not

suffer. It was in his heart, I know, that you and

she might one day love each other. But after,

he knew that could not be, on account of our

good Edmond Chauncey. Since this morning

Monsieur Stephenson has told us the rest. Is

it not somewhat hard on Monsieur that he

should be so bound?" asked Madame, with an

irresistible twinkle of her bright black eye which

made Richard laugh.

" It is unconmionly hard, madame. I wish

you would help me ; and it's a shame, I think,

that I am not even allowed the chance of admir-

ing your charming daughter." Richard was

certainly improving, and words of honeyed

compliment flowed like wine from his lips. He
was gaining in experience of life.

" 'J'hat would have been an honour great

indeed, but you see the little one has chosen,

and we do not complain," said M.idame, gravely.

" Ikit let monsieur be happy. There are, I am
sure, many lovely English 'demi)iselles—mon-

sieur call have no difficulty."

1
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"We shall see. I hope I shall succeed, hut

you should scarcely wish it, madame, in view of

the dowry the non-fuUliment would give to your

daughter."

A slight frown contracted Madame's smooth

brows, and she shook her head with energy a

great many times.

" Fie ! fie ! What is money ? Will it bring

happiness to the children ? Let them work

together, so their love will grow more warm and

close. I like not that sentiment from monsieur's

lips. It does him no honour."

" It was only from the lips, madame," Richard

said, quickly. " Where is Mademoiselle ? I

have not seen her since '"lorning."

*' She has gone to visit a sick woman in the

town. Yes, you may meet her. The night is

fine. Her father sleeps before supper. He
grows old, poor man, and has no energy. Yes,

go and meet Ursuline, and bid her intp.iire on

the way about the turkeys for our Christmas

dinner."

Richard Heath long remembered these plea-

sant dnys spent with the family of the notary in

Point Levis, 'j'here was a delightful simplicity

and goodness in the home which left a lasting

imi-)ression on the young Knglishinan's mind,

and disabused it of a great many false ideas

and prejudices. The Chaudieres were devout

Cntholics, and the ai)Solute consistency of their

walk and conversation ^vere to him both a reve-

lation and a warning. 'I iiey did their duty

according to their light— flinching from nothing

because it was arduous or disagreeable. Often in

the chill mornings Richard in his comfortable

bed heard the litde family leave the house for
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early mass, allowing nc qiicstion of physical dis-

comfort to interfere with what they deemed a

sacred duty, and inwardly asked himself how
many Protestants would obey so early a call.

As with the outward observance of their faith, so

they carried the devout spirit into their daily U.^e.

Nothing more beautiful or more touching than

ttie relationship and concord of that family had

ever come into Richard Heath's exi)erience.

He could not but admire Ursuline more and

more every day. But for the gleam of SyKia

Grainger's golden hair, fnd the memory of her

bewildering smile, our Richard mighi have found

himself a sharer in ius uncle's disappointing ex-

periences in love affairs, Ursuline was perfectly

fr.mk and uniiffected, and seemed to enjoy the

company of the young Englishman. Not only

did her piquant beauty rouse his admiration, but

the bright unselfishness of her disposition, her

helpfulness in the house, her respect for the

aged, and her boumlle-is sympathy for the poor

and oppressed, made her character as attractive

as her face. No wonder Richard found his

sojourn pleasant. No wonder the American, in

spite of his liking for, and good faith in the

young Englishman, was not innocent of sundry

fierce and jealous qualms. On Christmas Day,

when they were eating the Christmas teasl,

Richard's summons came in the shape of a tiny

sheet of paper, delicately sceiited, and bearinij

only tliese brief wuids :
—

'' We sail in the .SV/r/rf on the fourth ol JiUi

Uaiy.—S\LViA CJKAIJNOLR."

ring
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HOMEWARD UOUND.

TTTIIE Servia was advertised to leave her

I

i''J dock at nine o'clock on the morniu'jf of

^*^ Saturday, the fourtli of January, It was

three minutes to tlie time when a cab

rattled across the Cunard landing-stage, adding

its din to the general meli-c going on, and

dei)Osited a single gentleman with his portman-

teau at the gangway. The bell to warn those

who were on board simply to speed the parting

voyagers, had sent out its warning note, steam

was up, and the luige heart of the ocean steam-

ship was throbbing tumultuously, as if eager to

be gone. Richard was just in time, and as he

ran up the gangway he eagerly scanned the sea

of faces on tlie deck, looking for the one which

had more interest for him dian any other face

in the world. But neither vSylvia nor the irate

grandfather were to be seen. Richard hurried

down to his state-room, tossed his portmanteau

into his berth, and returned to the deck with

visible iin])atieiicc in liis look and demeuiour.

What if, after all, they Jiad /itit s;iiled in the

Servia? ^\ hat if he had shortened his i)leasant

sojourn in Canada, and travelled a thousand

miles at breakneck speed, only to enjoy a dreary

voyage back lo fogJiy England alone? The very

10
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thought made him pull his moustache savagely,

and as he strode grimly up and down he was

the object of mild wonder and curiosity among
some of his fellow-passengers. They had an

early luncheon on board the Servia on the first

day of sailing, possibly in consideration of the

early hour at which most of the passengers

must have breakfasted, and at half-past twelve

Richard turned into the saloon at the deafening

summons of the wretched gong which he and

otiiers had often anathematised when outward

bound. And there, smiling and unconscious-

looking, arrayed in the very trimmest and

daintiest of voyaging costumes, sat sweet Sylvia

at her grandfather's side. In a moment the sun

shone for Richard, and his long legs carried

him instantly up to their seats. At sight of him

Sylvia did not even blush.

" Oh, Mr. Heath, ivliat a surprise ! Grandpa,

dear, here is Mr. Heath ! Did you ever know
anything so odd as that we should meet him

here?"

Although he admitted the expediency of

sometimes cajoling grandpapa, this deliberate;

fib caused Richard many qualms. He envied

Miss Grainger her absolute selt-possession, even

while it gave him rather a shock that she should

think so little of an untruth. But grandpapa

was very shrewd.

"No surprise at all, seeing you sent for him,"

he f ;id, grimly. "You're a fool, young man, to

do it ; but I wash my hands of you. Here we

are again : pea-soup, cold beef, cold chicken,

and prunes. Plat 'em up, and enjoy them, if

you can. Ugh ! thank goodness, in another

week I '11 be eating my own roast beef at my

|i y\
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own tabic. Well, what do you think of America?

As you have been a full fortniglit in it, of course

you are perfectly qualified to give a trustworthy

and correct estimate of this great continent and

its people."

Richard did not wince under the old man's

urim sarcasm. It was mellowed bv the radi-

ance of Sylv ''^ sr:" . Alter lunch grandjjapa

went to have ;!• f-::|;* then the lovers— for such

they were now u a blissful time to them-

selves, which the) empic. »d in walking briskly

up and down the deck. Tliey had it |)retly well

to themselves, for the wind was easterly and

high, and a drizzling rain had begun to fall.

lUit they did not n,ind it at all ; in fact, Richard

inwardly blessed the wind, for it gave him an

excuse for sometimes pulling his arm about

Sylvia's shoulders to 1 eep on her wraps, while

she clung to his arm with both hands, prettily

excusing herself because the deck was so slippery

and the wind so boisterous. So I suppose they

were both in IClysium—at least, for l\ich;ird

I can positively speak.

"It was awfully good of you to send me th.it

dear little letter," said Richard, dasingly. "I
hardly hoped you would remember me so

kindly."

" Well, I did, though you treated us so

cavalierly when we landed," said Sylvia, com-
])lacently.

Richard felt a trifle mixed. So far as he could

recollett, ihe cavalier '^.x-atmeiU hail been nil on
her sitlc. j)ut he was too supremcl)' h;ippy at

that moment to contradict her.

"And Ik' -J yuu had a good time?" he at^ked,

tenderly.

</
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"No, a wretched time
;
just what 1 said,'' slic

answered, pettishly. " Nevt-r, never as h)ng as

I live will I travel with grandpa again."

" I hope you won't need," s lid Richard,

vaguely. ''I've had a good time, rather; they

do keep a jolly Chiistmas down there."

*'Down where?"

"At Quebec. I was staying with a family at

Point Levis, on the oi)posile side of the river

;

old friends of my uncle's. They were very kind

to me."

" Were they ? " asked Miss Sylvia indif-

ferently.

*' Awfully
;
you never met nicer pco[)le. I

got my French lubbed up, too. They are

French Canadians, and are most sociable and

delightful when they talk their own language,

although it was the prettiest sound in the world

to hear Ursuline's broken English."

"Oh! there was an Ursuline ! 1 wonder

you could tear yourself away hum her," said

Miss Sylvia, sarcastically.

Richard was silent ; lunt, indeed, by the posi-

tive ill-nature in his companion's tone.

"Tell me about her. Was she pretty ?
"

" Yes, lovely."

Richard purposely used the strongest adjec-

tive he could think of. He was not so com-

pletely bewitched but that he could resent

rudeness.

"Young?"
" Yes ; nineteen."

"Are you going to marry her?"

"No, 1 don't think so."

"If you only don't think so, you can go

away, Mr. Heath," said Miss Sylvia, icily, and

il

i

*V^vi



74 A IJACIIELOK IN SEARCH OF A WITE.

she withdrew her hand instantly from his

arm.
*' If I was going to marry her, do you suppose

I should have paid any attention to your letter?"

said Richard, quietly, " She is engaged to an-

other man."

"You might have said so, then. You are

just like grandpa
;
you would die rather than

make yourself agreeable. Oh ! isn't that a

handsome old gentleman standing at the fun-

nel ? I am sure he is an earl, or a marquis, he

looks so aristocratic."

*' I 'm sure I don't know, and I don't care,"

said Richard, crossly. "Why do you torment

me so, Sylvia? You are positively cruel."

" Am 1 ?

"

She shot a rjuick little glance at him from

her big childlike eyes, which sent Richard's

heart throbbing again.

" Look here, I must know what you mean ?

What was the use of sending for me if you did

not want me ?
"

" Did I send for you ? I beg your pardon.

You implored me to let you know the date of

our sailing. I did so because I foolishly pro-

mised. I regret it now."

"Why?"
" Because you are so cross, and horrid, and

altogether abominable," said Miss Grainger,

politely.

" It 's because I don't know what to think.

You are not particularly amiable," Richard was

forced to say. "Look here, let's have it out.

Will you marry me, or will you not ?
"

Richard looked quite fierce as he said this.

Sylvia was silent for a moment, then she folded
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her small hands over hi;; arm ai^ain, and gave

him a look which satisfied him rompietely.

" Why, of course I will, you stui)id hoy, if

^you are very good. No, you must not kiss me,

the old gentleman is looking on."

" Hother the old gentleman!" and Richard

kissed her then and there, and said a great

many foolish things which he lived to regret.

"And now that we are i)ro[)erly engaged,"

said the young lady in a very business-like way,

" you must tell me a great deal about yourself.

Did you find your affairs all right down there ?
"

"Yes, all right. I can enter into possession

of the estate whenever I marry, and the sooner

you will be my dear little wife th^ better it will

be for me," said Richard, with all a lover's

boldness.

"Oh, well, there is no great hurry, is there?

About Easter would do. I shall want a great

many things, for of course when you are so rich

we must have a splendid wedding. Don't you

think white surah and yellow silk sashes would

be lovely lor the girls to wear? They are all

dark, you know, not like me a bit."

"I don't know," said Richard, quite vaguely,

for in the innocence of his heart he failed to

see what girl's frocks had to do with him or

Sylvia.

" And we '11 have the service full choral, and

I must borrow a little boy somewhere to act as

my l>age," Sylvia rattled on. " Mamma will

look elegant in silver grey brocade. Will yuu

give me some real lirussels llounces to dra[)e

the front of my gown ?
"

" My darling, I '11 give you anything you like,

only let us understand each other first. Do

ii

!
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you really say you '11 marry uic as soon as

Ivistcr?"

*'()li, of course, if it is too soon "

but Richard put an cCicctual stop to that

saucy si)ccch.

" Tell me exactly how much money you have.

Don't think I'm too mercenary, only I want

to know what to expect. Of course I should

love you and marry you just the same if you

were ever so poor," said Sylvia, .giving her

iuKiLfination the rein. '* You have no idea how
economical I could be. I 've worn a frock

turned three times ; not many girls could do

that."

" I 'm glad, my love, I shall be able to give

you silks and velvets which won't need any

turning," said Richard, fondly.

" ]]ut what will your income be? You must

have no secrets from me noiv^ you know," she

said, archly.

" 1 hardly know yet, darling, but it will be a

thousand or two—enough for us to enjoy life on."

" And you '11 settle some on me ! Though
I love you so dearly, Dick, I should feel dread-

fully if I had to ask you for every penny I had

to spend."

Our Richard had not much cxi)erience of

women, but there was something in all this

which jarred upon him. He thought of the

only other two young women he knew well

—

Mary Powell and sweet Ursuline—how different

they were from this sauvv, daring, oiilspv>kcn

girl by his side. I'eihaijs the sclscnemmg
coquette saw in his face some disapproval of

her ciuestioning, for she presently rallied off on

another theme.

*>
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"Of course, Dick, dcnr, I was only tcnsinu;

;

I shall triist you with all my heart. Positively

there is j^raiulpa ! What does the old thin^

mean bygcttin<; uj) so soon? Will you tell him,

Richard, or shall I?"
" I will, of course," said Richard, manfully.

"Come and see what he has to say."

The old gentleman was siaiuling at the top of

the saloon stairs, iVantically waving to his

granddaughter to come to his assistance.

"Where are you off to now, you monkey?"
he cried, to the great amusement of sundry

loungers at the music-room door. "Come here,

see, and find mv little (iladstone for me. W^hat

have you done with it ?
"

" I 'm not coming just now, thank you,

grandi)a," she answered back, sweetly. "Just

lie down for a little longer, and I '11 get it for

you before dinner."

Grandpapa was utterly speechless, and pre-

sented a comical picture, hanging on to the

stair rails glaring up at the serene face of his

granddaughter.

" Let me look for it, sir," cried Richard, who
was always rather sorry for the old man, and

felt, in spite of himself, a certain respect for

him.

" No, I wo 't ! you can stay where you are,

the pair of you ; I wash my hands of you ; and

I wish you joy, you young fool
!

" roared the

irate old gentleman. Then suddenly his expres-

sion changed, as his eye fell on the handsome

face of the passenger Sylvia had singled out as a

marquis or an earl. " Digby Curtis ! as I 'm

ahve ; what are you doing here? I thought

you were dead long ago.

'

I I
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"And T yon." said tlic nristorrat, and with n

nimble hound lie reached the old man's side

and they gripped luuuls as old Iriends do altei

long years of separation.

" So you 're alive and going hack to the old

land at last," said Mr. (Jrainger, ijuite broken

down with emotion. "Well, well, and not

much changed except for the white hair. Ay,

ay, England is home all over the world, isn't it,

old friend?"

Sylvia, consumed with curiosity, quitted her

lover's arm, and made her way to her grand-

father's side, thus mutely claiming his notice

and introduction.

"Oh, you're there, are you? This is one of

poor foolish Raymond's girls. You know he

made an imprudent marriage, and never did

any good. Make your best curtsy to this

gentleman, Sylvia ; he 's the oldest and best

friend I have in the world. You 've heard me
speak of him—Sir Digby Curtis of Batde-

oaks, who has lived in America for so many
years.

"

Sylvia obediently dropped her little curtsy,

and offered her hand almost deprecatingly, as if

fearing she presumed too much. Sir Digby,

with an old-world courtly gallantry, which sat

well upon him, raised the sweet white hand to

his lips, and looked with real kindliness in the

girl's fair face.

" Dear grandpa, won't you come into the

music-room with me ? Then Sir Digby and

you can have a nice long talk," she said, in her

most affectionate, solicitous way. Ordinarily

grandpa would have quenched her with some

fierce sarcasm, but his heart was melted within
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him at sight of the friend of his youth. So the

three retired into the music-room, and Sylvia

never once looked back.

Richard may be forgiven if he felt himself

left out it the cold.



CHAPTER X.

A WOMAN S WAY.

'•

V.i]

f
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|ICK, dear, I wish you wouldn't say any-

thing to grandpa just yet."

It was the Servias fourth day at sea,

and Richard now saw his love for the

first time since they left land behind. She had

been very sick she said, (paite unable to raise

her head from her pillow. Honest Dick was

rather surprised that she bore so little t'-ace of

her sufferings in her appearance.

"Why not, dear? " he asked, gravely. " Is it

quite fair to keep him in the dark? "

" Oh, quite fair. He vvouldu't mind keeping

us in the dark if he wanted to. Besides, he

would be certain to make a great noise, and

sneer at us for being in such a hurry. It is

rather hurried, you know, when one comes to

think of it. We really don't know one bit about

each other."

" I know enough about yon to love yon with

all my heart," said Richard, (piite gravely for

him. " I hope you don't regret having given

me your promise ?
"

"''Oh, dear, no, you stujud boy; don't go

imagining all sorts oi horrid things," she said,

with a reproving pat on his arm. "Can't

you see, dear, that 1 want to keep our pre-

80
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cious secret a little while to our very own
selves ?

"

" How long?" asked Richard, jealously.

*'()nly until you come d(j'vn to Wintliorpe."

"How soon is that? Am I to be allowed to

travel with you ?
"

" Oh, no ; that would never do. Why, our

house is all to])sy-turvy, and I have to get the

servants back, and everything. No, you must

wait till we are all nicely settled, because

I want to show you what a good house-

keeper I am. Even gra. .'papa admits that,

and, you know, he doesn't burden one with

compliments."

" 1 don't want any proof. I believe you can

do everything perfectly," said Richard, wi'.h all

a lover's unreason, which, however, soon deserts

him when reduced to the practical test of black-

ened sirloins and heavy puddings. '' Only you

must not keep me waiting very long, Sylvia, or

I shall steal a march on you."

" Oh, you mustn't do that, or I shall never

forgive you. 'I'hen, you know, you must go and

see mamma."
" Where does she live ?

'

"At Paignton; that's near Tonjuay —-a

wretched little hole, full of hah"-[)ay oiiu,ers and

retired grimalkins."

" Retired what ?
"

"Old maids. We call them grimalkins. It's

a learful i)lace, full of gos-ip and evil speaking,

iiiid sickening attempts to be fine. Grapd|)a's

is bad, but PaigiUon—don't ask me to go back

to ii, or I shall die."

"May 1 not write to Mrs. Grainger?"

^1

I

I

(( No, you mayn't, until I give }ou leave.

i
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" Don't you think you are rather hard on me,

Sylvia?"

" IVrhups a Htllc just now, but it 's my turn.

Don't forget how soon 1 shall have to obey you.

Let me have a little taste of the sweets of

power."

Richard could not resist that appeal, especially

when it was accompanied by the most tenderly

bewitching smile in the world.

" So when we land I am just to go off on my
lonely way without even the satisfaction of tell-

ing Mr. Grainger that you are my promised

wife."

"Oh, but I shall write very often, and we'll

get in order as soon as possible, and then you '11

come down ; and won't we enjoy grandpa's dis-

comfiture when you announce that you have

come to carry me off."

"Don't you think he knows already?"

" Not he. So—so many pay me attention,"

said Sylvia, with a modest drooping of the eyes.

"Grandpa often twits me that rr of them are

in earnest. We will d'.sappoir.t Iv.n- this tmie.

Now let 's speak about you ; what are you going

to do when you get back to town ?"

"I have notiiing in this world to do except

try to kill time till you send lor me."
" Have you no ir;ends ?

"

"On'y on-."

"Tell me about him. Is he a nice fellow?"

'•II" is not a fellow at all. I.Iy friend is a

if'-.y.

-

" Dear me ,' D<> you know }-on are very bold,

D;ck to tell mc thu quite ])la;n!y. DoiTt you

thir.K f mi_,tit be the least little bit jeniotis?"

''Oh no. I hTidly thmk you would stoop to

»
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he jealous of her," said Richard, in a dry tone,

which his lady-love did not like.

" Why not ; is she old and frizzled ?
"

"No, ([uite young; but she is only a mus'c

governess, who has to work very hard for her

livint^."

"Dear me; and do you call that sort of

person your triend?" said Miss Grainger, witli

a little expressive shrug. "You must leain ro

dis( riminate m such social matters, Dick, dear^"'

" I hope I shall keep my friend all my life.

She is as true as steel," said Dick, quietly.

" Tell me your paragon's name !

" cried Mis^

Grainger, imperiously.

"1 don't think I will."

" Then you are horrid, and I believe she is

young and scheming, and all that, and )OU likt

her better than a friend ! " cr.ed Sylvia, hotly,

and, breaking away from him, she dr t
' down

the com|)anionway and disappeared.

Richard did not follow her, but copinued his

walk round and round the deck. He was in a

singularly dissatisfied frame of mind, and felt

rather indignant with his lady love. He was

not a vain nor an exacting man, but he felt that

he was-not being (|uite fairly treated.

A\'hen he went down to dinner he found that

Sylvia had changed her place, and now sat

between her grandfather and Sir Digl)y, who

was most attentive U) her. She gave Richard a

C(K^1 little nod, and then [)raised u\) the rare wine

which Sir Digby had brought from his state-rcjom

for his friends. Richard had to l;ike his seat

beside old Mr. Grainger, aiul could not (jveihear

the gay conversation whicii never fla;^geel betw een

Sylvia and the aii^lociai, r«s he was called on
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bonrd. He v. as really a fine, distinguished-

lookinii; nuui, and one likely to be a universal

favourite; but Richard was not disposed to

look upon him with a very kindly eye. (irand-

papa was not talkative, and Richard did not

enjoy his meal. When the waiter brought horn

Sir Digby's state-room a basket of the very

choicest fruit for dessert, Richard rose and

abruptly left the table. He lit a cigar, and its

fragrant iumes soothed him as he restlessly

paced to and fro that weary deck. It was a fme

though rather an ominous-looking night ; the

southerly wind was soft and balmy, but the

clouds scudded queerly across the sky, and the

moon shone out between with a curious fitful

gleam. Hidierto they had had a fair i)assage,

but the peculiar moaning note in the wind and

the whiiiing flocks of sea-fowl seeined to presage

a coming storm.

Richard was standing gloomily in a dark

corner, puffing at the last remnant of his cigar,

when the very lightest hand in the world was

laid on his arm.

"Dick, dear, forgive rne. I am (juite wretched.

I did not me'in to be so cross,"

There was noi)ody looking, even the friendly

moor hid hrr face just then, so there v/as

notiiing io jirev 'ut Richard drawing the slight

figure close within his great arms; and what

could man du in tite circumstances but hold her

there, and tell her she was at once and utterly

foiLi^ en.

'• But yon musin't torment me so again, my
d:irling," he said, wam.i.gl)'. " l'"or you see 1 'm

noi good iiatuicd al all. and I can t stand it."

For thc^)0 tew nioincais hweet Sylvia was
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sweetness indeed, and amply atoned for past

misdeeds.

" Let us walk up and down. Grandi)a and

the aristocrat—doesn't the name suit him?

—

have gone into the smoking-room to pkiy euchre.

Shocking of them, isn't it? Dut it is so good of

Sir Digby to try and amuse poor, uninteresting,

old grandpa."

" It can be no sacrifice on his part, seeing he

is quite as old and as uninteresting himself,"

said Richard, bluntly.

" Oh, Richard you are quite cross yet, I see.

You know (^uite well there is no comparison be-

tween them. Sir Digby is ten or fifteen years

younger than grandpa."

"No, he isn't. Mr. Grainger says he is six

months older," said Richard, mercilessly.

" If grandpa said that, he either made a mis-

take or told a fib. Old men have really no

conscience about their ages, and they are

absurdly jealous of each other," said Sylv a,

promi)tly. " I think Sir Digby is just splendid.

You didn't stay to hear the lovely arrangement

made at dinner."

" No, what was it ?
"

" We are to go straight to Battleoaks with

Sir Digby. You know it is only ten miles from

Winthorpe, where we live, and we are to stay

with him until our unpretentious little abode is

put in order. Won't it be splendid to live in a

real castle, and be waited on by real retainers?"

"I've never had any e.\])erience of it,"' said

Richard, in rather a constrained voice, but his

companion did not notice it.

"Battleoaks is (piite a show place. It was

celebrated in die Wars ot the Roses, and has

I
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all sorts of fascinating associations connected

w'th it. There are dungeons and moats, and

underground passages," said Sylvia, rather

vaguely.

*' How did Sir Digby happen to have spent

all his days away from so grand an inheritance ?"

asked Richard.

" He has just entered into possession, stupid,

through the death of his brother, Sir Fulke

—such an eccentric, queer old bachelor. Sir

Digby was only a younger son, and, as the

family were poor, he had to go and seek his

fortune. He has made it, too, I think ; and

there is another fortune awaiting him, for Sir

Fulke was so parsi'iionious he has saved all the

revenues of the estate for years."

" It is a pity Sir Digby is so old," persisted

Richard, disagreeably ;
" he won't live long to

enjoy it."

"You are perfectly unjust to Sir Digby, so we

won't >;)eak about him," said Sylvia, loftily.

*' Aficr all, Dick, I don't think you have quite

forgiven me. Was I not humble enough ?

I mean to be good and nice, and when we are

married, dear, I '11 go and see your friend, and

even ask her to pay us a visit, if you would like

mc to do it."

Again Richard was meUed, and the remainder

of their talk was not marred by a single dis-

agreeable word on either side. It was the last

confidential talk they had on board the Servia^

lor in the night the tempest broke, and for two

days raged so fiercely that the hatchways were

la-iiened down and not a passenger allowed on
deck. Sylvia remained in her stateroom all the

time, and did not even appear when they i
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stopped at (^ueenstown harbour four and twenty

hours late.

On Monday morning, at four o'clock, they

anchored in the Mersey, and, in the feeble grey

dawn of a wintry January morning, got on board

the wretched tug and steamed up to the landing

stage. And ahnost before Richard knew where

he was, he found liiniself bidden a hasty good-

bye, and saw the trio rattle away in a cab with-

out a question asked or a hope expressed that

they would meet again.

He was in no amiable mood as he gathered

his belongings together and proceeded to the

station to get the London train. That was a

miserable journey for our Richard. lie ^elt out

of sorts with himself and all the world. It was

not two months since he had left England,

and for what had he hastened back? There

was no happy home or glad welcome awaiting

him anywhere. He thought of that simi)le

home on the banks of the St. Lawrence where

he had been truly welcomed, and vvhere they

had made much of him in their genuine, un-

affected way. How great and desolate and

empty seemed the metropolis of the world after

that old-world spot, where true and loving hearts

had built a home. There was only one ray of

brightness in tlie sky. It was the thought of the

honest look in the eyes of the music-teacher,

and of the hrm, kindly clas[) of her hand.

'I'here might have been justification lor sweet

iSylvia's jealousy that day at least, for it was not

of her he dreamed as the train sped him on his

wa)', but of the grave lace cuul tender, womanly

voice ol uninteresting Mary Powell.

I .11
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A I'.ITTER DISAPPOINTMENT.

'T rainrd when Richard landed in London,

fi as it had rained when he left it two months

ago. The fog was heavy too, and after the

rare wine of the Canadian atmos])here he

felt it insufferably dej>ressing and diseomforting.

He had his i^lan made: it was to dine at a hotel,

change his heavy voyaging garb for the ordinary

London attire, and then make his way leisurely

to Theobald's Road. He was distincly conscious

of a very pleasureable glow of expectation at

the thought of arriving just at Miss Powell's

tea-time, and of lounging for an hour or two

in that delightful cosy room which she had made
characteristic of herself What a relief it would

be to ])our out all his experiences ! He could

iancy her pleased interest in his description of

the Chaudieres, and her delight over Ursuline's

love story. Perhaps after they had grown cjuite

confidential over it all he would fmd the c;()urage

to tell her his own love story, and in unburdening

his mind, find both satisfaction and peace. She

was so clear-headed and quick-perceptioned, so

sound and true in her judgments, he could

absolutely rely upon her advice in even the most

delicate and important affairs ( f his life. Yes,

it was a great couifort to have such a friend, it

88
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made life worth living ; and he felt quite sure

that, whether he married early or late, he should

never forget this old sweet friendshi[), which had

been the brightest tiling in his nif)notonous life

in tliat London lodging. So Richard reasoned

as he made reatly for his visit, giving, it must be

told, but scant thought to the somewhat way-

ward young woman wiio was his promised wife.

There was a great deal of uncertainty about

that sweet bond, whereas there was no un-

certainty at all about his friendship for Mary

Powell, who could always be relied on, and was

above all coquettish weaknesses which were

natural to lively young girls like Sylvia Grainger.

Altogether Richard jiromised himself a great

deal of solid comfort out of his interview with

Mary Powell.

It was about five o'clock when he walked

briskly across Ilolburn into Theobald's Road.

As he walked he found it difficult to persuade

himself that the past two months were not a

dream. It seemed so natural for him to be

traversing the familiar slushy road, to hear the

great rush and roar of the City, to see the cjueer

sickly gas-lamps flickering through the foggy

gloom, and above all to come to a stand at the

familiar door. Almost involuntarily his hand

sought his trousers' ])ocket for his latch-key, and

just then, looking u]\ he was chilled to see no

light in the nmsic-teacher's window. There

always had been a ligh', showing warmly and

cheerily for him when he returned home in the

dark evenings. Could sic have changed her

rooms, received an increase of salary perhajjs

from the skimj) Miss Ciaddock, and so l)LL'n

able to indulge in the luxury ol a change? The

I
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very thought was so disappointing that he gave

the paralytic bell a merciless tug, which sent its

wheezy echoes all through the house, and

brought Cecilia in the very biggest hurry scut-

tering up the back stair. She was even more

grimy and hoj^eless looking than ever, and she

had a beautiful smudge across her left cheek,

which gave her small wizened face an indescrib-

ably comical look.

"Don't you know me, Cecilia?"

" Land sakes, 'taint Mister 'Eath, is it?" cried

Cecilia, with a \vcl(~oming grin.

" Ves, in the tlcsh. Ceci ia. How are you

all?"

"So, so ; he 'nint a nice gent in the two i)a!r

front now. He throws things at me. You 'aint

a' comin' back, are you?"

Richard shook his head.

"No, I doubt Mrs. Partridge's two pair front

has seen the last of me, Cecilia. Has Miss

Powell come in yet?"

" Miss Powell ! Oh, lor, she 'aint 'ere ; she 's

gone away ; don't yer know? '

" (jone away! where to?" asked Richard,

blankly.

Cecilia shook her head, and Richard saw a

tear in her eve.

"1 dunno, only she's aw.iv. She left tlie

schut^l not lung after you went away, and she

was 'ere for a week or two doin' nothing. Then
she went away."

"She must have left an address or something

witii Mrs. P.irtridge, C'ecilia," said Richard,

sternly. " She would never leave in that way,

it would be too absurd."

"1 i\\:.\^'L licaid her .^ay, said Cecilia, meekly.

f,
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*' Look here, did she seem vexed or unhappy

when she went away ? " asked Richard, quickly.

"She wor werry quiet, werry, for days afore

she went ; she never sjjoke to me when I took

up lier meals ; but she gave me a gownd before

she went away, an' a real silver brooch, an' a

'alf sov'ring, an' I never saw a nicer lady, an'

I cried myself sick every night for lonesomeness

after you an' her went away. 'J'here 's an old un

in the three pair front now that snaps the 'ead

off me, and isn't pleased wi' nothin'," said

Cecilia, tearfully.

"(io and tell Mrs. Partridge I want to speak

t.) her," said Richard, with . knit brows, and

quick hasty speech.

Cecilia nodded, held the door open for him

to come in, and left him standmg at the table

in the dingy little hall. So full were Mrs.

Partridge's domain, that she possessed no other

reception room for her own guests. She and

Cecilia lived and moved and had their being in

the mysterious unexplored regions reached bj'

the back stairs. She came up presently, wiping

her wet hands on her ai)r(;n, and gave Mr. Heath

a polite good evening. There was even a gleam

of pleasure in her worried and haggard face at

sight of her old lodger, who had always been .so

pkased and contented in the two pai'. front.

" So you 've come back, sir? Am glad to see

you, I 'm sure," she said, cordially. " Won't you

stej) into the first floor's i)arlour, he 'aint due for

'alf-an-hour."

" What 's all this about Aliss Powell?" queried

Richard, hotly " Is she really away?"

"She is that," said Mrs. Partridge with a

distinct inllection of reproach in her wiry voice.
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" You warn't no more than away, when she left

the school. I dunno' know what for, but there

was a row, and she came home one mornin'

about eleven, and said she warn't agoin' back."

"But surely you know where she has gone?"
" No, I don't, worse luck; and there 's a parcel

here for her, which came from furrin on Christ-

mas Day, and I had to pay two shillings an*

tourpence ha'penny for it, but I took it in

because she promised to look back and see me,

and it would be safe with me."

" I sent the parcel, Mrs. Partridge, from

America," said Richard, quietly. "And has she

never even sent you a single line?"

" Not one, whicii I take it very hard, cos' we
were always good friends. I was saying to

Cecilia this very mornin' that perhaps she had

took ill, an' died of a sudden, an' serve some
folks right," added Mrs. Partridge, with sudden

))assion. '* Folks as ud turn their backs on old

friends."

Richard was quite unconscious of the sting

contained in the landlady's latter sentence. The
first part of her speech in its grim suggestiveness,

turned his heart sick within him.

"Just keep the parcel in the meantime, Mrs.

Partridge," he said, in a sort of dnzed way. " I '11

go over to Miss Craddock's, and make her tell

me what happened. If I hear anything, I '11 let

you know. Cood evening."

"Ciood evenin', an' don't take on," said Mrs.

Partridge, repenting her former ire. "She'll

turn up all right, may be. If anything had
'appened her, we must ha' htard it somehow,

an' so many newspapers about the house."

Ricluid hurried out ot the iiouse, unable to

(
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bear more. These morl)id suggestions were too

much for him. \\c (l.iicd nol entertain tlicni

for a moment. He marvelled at his own misery.

He felt as he turned down the muddy street, in

the falling rain, that his last hope and consola-

tion had tied. In the keeness of that disiip-

pointmcnt, and the acuteness of anxiety, he

could almost have cursed the money vvliich

had taken him away from his friend. Alter all,

if the old life had been monotonous and dreary,

it had had its compensations in the freedom

from care, the quiet enjoyment of friendly coni-

panionshi]). If their only dissipation had been

a concert, at rare intervals, or a day up the

river in the summer, their simple pleasures had

been shared together, and had laid u[) a store ot

hapi)y memories for work-day hours. What had

he obtained in exchange for all this? Nothing

but a fever of worry, and care, and unrest.

He felt a certain grim satisfaction in arriving

with the utmost haste to the respectable estab-

lishment of the Misses Craddock, 23 Camforch

Street, Holborn. He would wind them up, he

told himself savagely, forgcUing that he had no

business, not even the right of a lover, to

quest'on these estimable ladies concerning the

dismissal of any member of their staff. IJut

Richard was in that mood ihat he must fight

with somebody, and if with Miss Craddock, so

much the better. He had very often been at

the outside of the scpiare, solid-looking house,

which, by some extraordinary perversion of

api)ropriateness, the ladies had christened "The
Cedars." There was not even a stum|) wiihm

the mean little enclosure, nor a green blade

even of stunted London grass, or growing

'
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chirkwccd. in the street from lieginninp; fo end.

*'The Cedars" looked well m adverliscnients and

circulars, and tor llial justifiable reason was

cherished by the ladies as a valuable aid in

securinLi pupils, Richard gave the bell a smart

business-like pull, and the door was opened

instantly by little Lucy Reade, the articled pupil

who was to be one of Miss Rowell's beneficiaries

when she came into her foriune. She was a

poor, stunted, pale little thin.^', with a Irightened,

uneasy manner, and a timid shrinking manner

—

a pretty child, had she been well led and well

cared for, but she lived in bitter bondage at

"The Cedars."

"Oh, Mr. Heath," she exclaimed, and

instantly burst into tears, and before Richard

could say a single word, n majestic figure sailed

out of the dim recesses of the large desolate hall,

and bidding Lucy begone, came forward to

inquire the stranger's business.

"1 wish to speak to you, Miss Craddock, if

you please," said Richard, quite boldly, and as

he was a stranger to Miss Oaddock, and

looked like a gentleman, she graciously bade

him enter. But in a moment her graciousness

deserted her, and wluii Richard, without any

preliminary observations, looked straight at her,

and asked to be favoured with the circumstances

under which Miss Powell had lelt her em))loy,

she drew herself up, her j)ale eyes gleamed, and

her thin lips disapjjeared into a scarcely per-

ceptible line.

" May I inquire by what right you presume

to ask these (juesiiuns < oncerning that person ?

Are you a relative ot hviis?" she asked, icily.

"I'm her oldest triend,' answered Richard,
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quickly. "Unfortunately, I ii.ivc been roni|)elIefl

to he out of Isui^Innd for about two months, and

on my return 1 can fuid no trace uf Miss Touell.

Kindly tell me why she left you. She had no

such intention when 1 left En.^land."

'•
1 dare say not. She mi^ht have been here

yet, contaminating the innocent minds com-

mitted to our care, had we not found her out.

I decline to enter into a humiliating account

of her deceit and evil doing. 'I'hc immediate

cause of her dismissal was because she inter-

fered in a case of discipline in which the articled

pupil was concerned. They were a fit jjair, and

we don't wonder they were friendly. My sister

and I well know that we owe to Miss Powell the

SjMrit of insubordination and wicked ingratitude

which that child, t!ie object of our charity, has

exhibited for some time."

Richard restrained himself with difficulty.

Again his brows were knit, his nostrils dilated,

his mouth stern and hard.

"We of course dismissed ]\Tiss Powell

instantly, and wiihout a character. Fortunately

she has had the good sense not to reier to us

any person who might seek to employ her. It

would be our duty of course to say, that we
consider her utterly unfit to have anything to do

with youth."

''Not so un.^it as you, madam," said Richard,

losing his self-control. " I say, that if the truth

were told about this wretched place, any parent

would rather see a child in the grave than

entrusted to your care. Have a care, madam,

such things cannot always remain hid and

unavenged. Your day will come."

So Richard strode out, leav-ng the principal
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of "The Cedars" transfixed in the middle of her

receiving-room. Vnv the lirsl lime in her life

she had had tiie truth told her, and it made her

quail.

As Ricliard hnn.i^ed the door behind him and

strode aw.iy from the house, he heard the soft

oj)ening ot a window, and looking round ({uickly

he saw the white face of Lucy Reade looking

out. In a moment he was as near to the window

as the railing would allow him.

"How is dear Miss Powell, and where is

she?" asked the girl in quick eagerness.

"I don't know, Lucy, can't you help me?
Have you never heard either?"

" No, no, I have never seen her since she

went away. It ^. my fault. She interfered

when I was to be
:

ished ; but she promised

to come back and take me away."

"We will come together, please God, Lucy,

and take you away," said Richard, fervently,

and just then Lucy disappeared with lightning

speed, the window was softly closed, and he was

left alone in the rainy street.

„
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SYLVIA S CHOICE.

(^c/f ARY POWKLL had disa|)i)C'arecl as com-

jjlctely and mysteriously as if slie had

l)oen spirited away. At the close of a

month Richard was still in London,

but at the end of his resources so far as a search

for his friend was concerned. He left no stone

unturned, he even emi)loyed the services of a

skilled detective, and at the end of the month

the result was nil. What had become of Mary
Powell seemed to be but one more mystery

added to the sum of London life. It made
Richard Heath a miserable man. He even

grew morbid in his brooding over it, and

allowed his imagination to run in the direction

of horrors of various kinds.

"The likeliest thing I can think of, sir," said

the detective in his last interview with his

employer, "is that the young lady was taken ill,

and died in one of the hospitals. There are so

many die every week, every day, for that matter,

and are buried without any onj knowing about

it. There are too many friendless young women
in London. J)ei)end upon it, sir, that's the

only solution of the mystery."

It was a solution Richard could not accept.

His next step was to visit all the hospitals, and

97 O
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examine tlic remrds of tluir dead for tlic |)ast

two months; an arduous task, but one which

he pLTforincd faithfully and unllini hinidy, and to

his (iwu sulisfac lion, lie lound that no person

answering to Mary Powell's description had

died in any of liie hosj)ita's during; the spec i (led

time. Then he allowed himself to ho])e, and

tried to make Uj) his mind to wait with patience

for what miLjht l>e liicl in the womh of the

future.

During the weeks of his .search he had

received one letter from Sylvia Grainger, written

from IJattleoaks, a letter not calculated to satisfy

any lover. Richard replied to it briefly, and

refrained from making any allusion to the future.

All the same he had made a resolve, which was

that, directly after he had c:ome to a satisfactory

conclusion concernmg Mary Powell, he should

journey into Somerset, and come to some kind

of definite arrangement with Miss (Irainger. If

she were still in the mind to marry him at Easter,

then married they should be, and Richard had

made up his mind to stand no ncjnsense, and to

assert his position.

On 26th February, a chill, wintry day in

London, Richard took hi's j.lace in the train

which was to bear him into Somerset, where his

fate was to be decided one way or another. He
felt curiously indifferent about it : the love which

had burned so fierce and bright in mid-ocean

had evidently cooled in the more sober air of

London. Certainly, there had not been much
to feed it; even the least exacting of lovers was

bound to feel dissatisfied with Miss Grainger's

treatment. As Richard sat in the train and

looked listlessly through the carriage windows
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iit tlic soiuhrc I;iii(l'<(MiK's, he l>i\L,Mn tocoimt the

wcfks till I'.istrr, ;iinl lound that that (l:i\ .i\

weeks would i)e (lood I'riday. IVrhaps in si\

weeks hv inii^ht he .i inirtied man ; !)iit the

chances were aiiaitist it. It was i|iiiie uondertiil

with what (he 'itul Inililiide our hachelor (ah u

kited the chances against that i)(>ssil)ihly. I'.ui

in any case he had tiie courai^c t(j he ileieruiiiKil

on one |)()int- tliat there must be no Inrther

dallyin;^ nor misunderstamhn^'. Me must have

l)ef()re he siejjt that night yea or nay from

Sylvia's lips. He was not expected at Winthor] e.

He thouLjht it better to come unannounced, as

he would be able "^o judge in the sur|)rise ot"

Sylvia's greeting whether or not he was welcome.

He was the only passenger who alighted at the

small country station, and in reply to his ([U(.ry

for Mr. (iraingcr's residence, was pointed to a

house on the slojje of a wooded hill, about half-

a-mile distant. The day was closing in, and the

twilight was mild and gracious, with a clear, fme

air, and a yellowing western sky, which pleased

the eye of Richard as he walked up the quiet,

picturesfiue, country road. .Sometimes spring

seems to throw the skirt of her mantle over

these retired country places, before her feet are

heard on the highways. Richard heard the

twitter of birds in the tall, swaying trees, and

even noted sundry green and tender shoots

in the hedgerows. It was all very sweet and

soothing and gracious after the chill, gloomy airs

of the city. As he leisurely ascended the hill to

the house, he stopped once or twice, oiipressed

by his heavy travelling coat in that genial air.

In these pauses his eye was rested by the wide

and peaceful prospect spread out before him

—

!
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siirh a prospcrt, with its rotufort.ihli.' Iiomc-

s'riids, and k-rtilc hiv.idth of hill ;iiul (hlc, wlii( \\

makes ICii,l;I;iiu1 lionu'. I Ic iliminlit ;is In- looked

that he siioukl ask nolhin:; better, if he ever

came into iiis inheritance, than lo Uuy ^oiiie

quiet, country |)la(e, where he (oulci live the life

of a country s(|uire. Why did ki( hard sit;h as

he put his hanti on the white ^ate between the

tall old elms which sheltered Mr. (lraiiii;er's

home? He felt a curious stillness come upon

him as he walked uj) the avenue to the house.

There was no sort of excitement about him,

although he was within a few yards of the girl he

had thought he loved so dearly. He knew

quite well that a lew minutes more would decide

a very momentous question for him, and he

was not mistaken.

He asked for Mr. (Iraingcr, and the servant

at once ushered him through the (juaint, little

hall, which, with its Eastern hangings and rugs,

its shaded lamps, and feathery palms made a

very pretty picture, and opening the door of a

cheerful, well-lighted roou), announced him by

his name. It was the library of the house, and

in a snug arm chair by the hearth sat grand-

papa, smoking an immense churchwarden, and

evidently enjoying himself.

"Hey, who did you say?" he asked, without

looking round ; but when he heard the shutting

of the door he got up and turned round.

''Oh, it's you!" he said, in the utmost sur-

prise ; and Richard was (juite conscious that

there was something inore than surprise in the

old man's eye. "I'd given up exj)ecting you.

Sit down. Throw off that blanket ; we 're not

in the middle of the Atlantic in the dead of

1
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winter, tliniik goodness ! l)iit at the bi'Ljinnin;

o( a rcsiH'ctablo l'',ii,ulisli sprinj,'. Sil down."

lie shook hands with lii( hard (|iiilc cordially,

h('l|»od him ofi with liis i;roat-ct)at, and hinv-iclt

puilod in thi o'hvr arm-chair.

*'Ay, av, joii'rc rather late in the day.

What's the Liood of (omi'iLj now? Want to

have it out with her, eh ? 'i'o he a sort of pill to

counteract the effect oi the hridescake, eh?"
" I don't know wh;ii you mean, sir," said

Richard, quietly. " I wishe<l to see Miss (Iraiu-

ger, ihounh I asked for y(ju. Is she at home?"
"She isn't in the house. She's down at the

Rectory drinking tea. 'I'hey do nothing there

hut drink tea. When had you vUiything to

eat ?
"

'* 1 had a good lunchi, thank you. How long

have you been at lionie?
"

"Six weeks. We stopped a month at Hattle-

oaks—too long for p(jor ('uriis, poor old fool!

That I should live to see it,"

"What has hapj^ened to Sir Digby !" asked

Richard, flatly.

" Nothing yet. It 's going to happen, though,"

said grandpapa, grimly. "She managed him in

a month, and bef(;re midsummer she '11 be my
Lady. Poor old Curtis ! at his age it's pitiful

;

but it serves him right. What's up? Don't

take it to heart. Bless you, she never meant any-

thing but a flirtation with you—ami didn't I

warn you ?
"

" Vou certainly did, sir," said Richard, with a

sickly smile. It was (juile evident the old

gentleman was not aware how far that flirtation

had gone.

" You needn't take on, because if she had
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nianiod you she'd be the better .lalf, and no

mistake. I don't say but that she 'd have made

a tiood wife—a better man;it;er, nor a smarter

tiirl never Hved- She 's worth 'em all for that,

but she 's bound to be at the head. Poor old

Curtis will do as he is bid for ever after, and

slie 11 have that old IJaiileoaks transmogrified

out of all knowledge. She 's ambitious, too, and

she '11 lead the county. Shouldn't wonder if she

pushed the old boy into Parliament. It's

a perfect comedy to see them, I tell you.

Won't you wait? He'll be over to-morrow

to dinner."

" No, thank you. I must leave to night," siid

Richard, in a restrained voice. "And is the

marriage to take place scon?"
" In June. It's to be at Paignton, where the

rest live. I don't know why not in Winthorpe

P.irish Church. It would save trouble. But she

wants to have a shine down there, and to be

even with some of her old acquaintances."

" Do you think that Miss Grainger cares for

Sir Digby ? " asked Richard, impelled by a

strange curiosity to obtain an opinion on the

point.

" She cares for his title and his position,

and for BaUleoaks and the family jewels, and

the pictures and the old plate. But he 's in-

fatuated with her. Mind I don't say that she

won't make a good wife, for I believe she will

;

but
"

The old man took his j).'pe from his lips, and,

leaning forward, tapped Richard's knee with his

forefinger :
" It makes ' me melancholy. She 's

a pretty young thing, and she ought to have a

heart, and to be willing ^o marry a fine young
''^
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u

fellow like you if he hadn't a penny to his name.

Tiiat 's what a woman should be, and when she

isn't—when she schemes and flirts and sells hei-

self for such things as an old man can offer— it

shakes one's faith in womankind. And she has

poor Jack's eyes, poor fellow ; he had a heart,

whatever else he lacked. I 'II tell you, I 'm scarry

over the whole tiling I am." Tliere was a dis-

tinct tremor in the old man's voice, and Richard

saw that his eyes were wet. He got U[) hastily,

and took a stride across the roi>m.

"I loved her dearly, Mr. Grainger, and I

would have made her a good husband," he said,

at length ; "but I wish her, wiili all my heart,

happiness and comfort with the one she has

preferred to me."

"You 're an honest fellow. I like yoti, and I

always did. I 'm glad that she didn't lead you

further on. It wouldn't add to my satisfaction

over this melancholy business to know that she

had jilted you to wriie herself ' Lady Curtis of

Battleoaks.'"

That speech sealed Richard's lips, though it

had been a temptation to him to complain

bitterly of her treatment of him.

" Come and sit down, won't you? Stay and

dine at least, if you can't stay all night," said

the old man, courteously ;
" Sylvia will be home

before dinner, I expect ; at least, I know of

nothing to the contrary."

"I would rather not stay, thank you."

" Not able to face it out ? I would if I were

you. I 'd show her I didn't mind, and not let

her think you 're heart-broken," said the old

gentleman, with a return of his grim humour,

which Richard did not at all mind, because he
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knew there was a good and a genuine heart

beneath.

" I return to town at once. I am nither in

trouble just now," paid Richard, feeling that

need of symj)athy which weiglis sometimes even

on the strongest heart. " I have lost the only

Iriend I have in the world."

" That 's bad. Ay, ay, how soon we begin to

count our graves," said the old man with great

kindliness, which touched Ric hard inexpressibly.

"I do not even know that I have a grave to

mourn over. Ther j would be a certain comh>it

in that," said Richard. " My friend lias simply

<lisappeared, and 1 can finil no trace of her."

"Oh, it's a her! Hasn't she married some-

body while you were in America?"
" Nodung more unlikely," and in a few words

Richard explained to the old gentleman tlie cir-

cumstances of Mary Rowell's disappearance.

It interested him intensely.

"It's like a fairy tale; and yet, from your

account, your friend is not like a lovely princess,

who would tempt anybody to steal her away

;

and the detective thought she must have died

in the hospit;d. Do you believe that?"

" No ; I believe she is in life."

" That 's right, never give up. You '11 find her

all right, I propJiesy, though it may be in the

most unexpected way. I hope, for youi- sake, it

doesn't turn out to be a marriage after all."

Richard smiled slightly, and shook his head.

" And what art you going to do now ?
"

"Renew the search, and wait with what

patience I can," said Richard, rather despon-

dently,
.f

" Don't let your spirits down. I am sure
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you '11 find her, and ) liopc slic '11 reward you for

all this anxiety," sn'J the old i!;entleman in his

very kindliest manner. " Well, if you re illy

must ,2:0, good-bye. (iood luck toyou. Perhiips

afrer Sylvia 's away you'll give me a few d.iys

down here. I have a goodish shooting, and a

couple of miles of trout fishing as good as any in

Somerset. We wouldn't bore each other. Take
a run down any <lay after the third."

"Is that the marriage day?" asked Richard.

" Yes, in Paignton Parish Church, at twelve

o'clo<:k, if you 've a mind to see the final extinc-

tion of Curiis. Goodbye. 1 like you, You're

an honest fellow. 1 wish you well."

'['he old gentleman said all this with great

heartiness, and conducted his visitor through

the hall to die front door, and there left him

with another cordial grasp of the hand. The
visit on the whole had done Kichard good, and

he was conscious of a curious lightness of heart

which, under the ciicu nstances, was not at all

a|)propriate. As he hud his hand on the white

gate a woman's figure ste})ped across the lane,

and he was face to face with his faithless love.

He gravely lifted his hat, and without a word

spoken passed on.

" Dick," she called faintly, and even took a

quick stei) after him, and there was keen distress

in her face. But he never answered nor looked

back ; and presently his firm step on the soft

road became inaudible. Then Sylvia went into

the house, looking as if she had seen a ghost,

and left her room no more that night. Next

morning she received froi\i Richaril Heath a tew

words of brief farewell, which closed with the

expresse \ hope that her married life would be
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without a cloud. If for the first time Sylvia

Grainger shrank from the life she had chosen,

if her heart went out with unspeakable yearning

to the brave young lover she had lost, she made
no sign—she hnd elected to set love aside and

w;>lk with ambition through life. With ambi-

tion, therefore, it behoved her to appear satisfied.

,
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HEARD ON TIIK PROMENADE.

ICHARI) went back to London, rejoicing

in his freedom. He even felt ashamed

at finding himself so entirely heart-whole.

°^^" On hoard the Scri'ia he had been very

much in love indeed. Now that that episode of

his life was over, and Easter was no longer over-

shadowed by the possibility of matrimony, he

had nothing to do but devote himself anew to

the search for his lost friend. It was a perfectly

hopeless task. Day succeeded day—he haunted

the streets of London, scanned every newspaper

advertisement, made inquiries in a variety of

likely and unlikely i)laces, paid frequent visits

to the house in Theobald's Road in the hope

that something might have turned up, and at

the end of May, as at the end of February, the

result was nil. Time was rapidly passing ; a

few months more and Richard must forfeit his

inheritance. That occasioned him but little

concern. He did not care, he told himself,

though he should find himself obliged to sit on

a stool again and earn his daily bread. Sylvia

Grainger had given him a disgust at womenkind.

The thought of deliberately seeking a wife for

the sole and only reason that on his marriage

depended the possession of his uncle's fortune

107
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was perfectly hateful to him. He was too honest

and sincere a young man to make the circum-

stances in which he was ])laceil an excuse for

marrying without any of the elements which go

to make a happy union. Often he wished

Paul Meyrick had lett his money to Ursuline

Chaudiere, without bcithcrin^ him about it at all.

What had it given him.'* Olien he asked him-

self that (juestion, bitterly, as he smoked his

evening pi})e in his lonely rooms. Not much,

certainly, and it had taken away out of his life

what was more to him than all the world.

He never admitted in his long cogitations

with himself that he was in l(jve with Mary

Powell, or that, even if he found her, he must

necessarily marry her. He did not believe.she

cared about him in that way, but he knew she

had liked him in her true, candid, friendly way,

and it was that friendship he missed so intoler-

ably.

It was a long, weary, trying summer for

Richard Heath, a summer he si)ent entirely in

London, because he believed that in London
alone he should hear of her, if at all.

On the morning of the second of June, daw-

dling over his breakfast in his comfortable rooms

in Cecil Street, Richard suddenly remembered

that next day was the auspicious date of Sylvia

Grainger's marriage with Sir Digby Curtis. He
remembered, too, the old gentleman's cordial

invitation to be presemt, as a spectator, and he

there and then made U]) his mind to visit

Paignton. He had heard much of the beauties

of South Devon, and it would pass the time.

Besides, he would really like to witness the

affair, and to see the white frocks and the yellow
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sashes, as well ;is the lirusscls riouncis on the

bride's gown. Ho smiled grimly to himself,

remembering llusc minute dctjils. iii- did not

at all anticij)ate any jjMngs beeause another than

himself should occupy the groom's important

place.

Within an hour he had jiacked his j)ort-

manteau and was oft'. It was a long journey
;

the summer evening was merging into twilight

when he reached Tonpiay, where he intended

to remain all night. On in(|uiry, he learned

that there were plenty of trains in the morning

to run him up to Paignton before noon. After

dining at his hotel, he issued forth for a saunter

through the town, but the streets were deserted,

as a matter of course, the beach and the pro-

menade claiming the bulk of the visitors and

pleasure-seekers. Richard felt in a restless

I'u'.nd. ' He wondered, indeed, whether he was

affected after all by the thought of the marriage

to take place on the morrow. He did not know
what was the matter with him, only he felt more

out of sorts than usual. The band was ]:)laying

the old, old strains of the National Anthem

when he reached the promenade, and a number

of the loungers were preparing to go home.

Richard felt glad of it ; he had no wish for a

crowd. As he looked on the lovely bay, slee|>

ing in the hushed calm of the sweet summer
dusk, and at the long stretch of uhite sands, he

thought he would prefer to spend the night

wandering up and down rather than go back to

the hotel. He walked quickly through the

throng, looking with passing interest at the

beautiful young faces and graceful figures ot the

beauty and fashion of Torquay ; and when he

I'
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hnd i;ot without the pircinrts of the rrowd lie

slackened his \)cycc, -And, liuhtinii; his pip'",

sauntered uIoul; easily, enjoying il in a tashion.

Kiehard in his h'>Ud;iys had hevonie an inveter-

ate smoker, and found his pipe a companion he

could not j)Ossil)ly dispense with. A few yards

before him two i^entlemen were sauntering ahjng

arm in arm, in close conversation. The one

was elderly and the otlvjr middle ai^ed ; at the

distance Richard thought they looked like pro-

fessional men. After a little time the distance

between them lessened, and^ Richard could

hear the different tones of their voices, thoui^h

of course he could not distincfuish words.

Presently, however, they turned, and began to

retrace their steps, still talking earnestly, though

the elder man seemed to be the listener. They
did not heed Richard, though he passed close

to them, and he overheard these words :—

•

"I have made up my mind that if she will

take me I shall make her my wife."

"Is it wise, Clement?" the other replied.

"You know absolutely nothing about her, a

nameless nursery governess—with no character,

as Mrs. Baynes was careful to inform you."

" I don't care. She is a lady ; and as for

Mrs. Baynes, a woman who could treat another

as Mrs. Baynes treated Miss Powell is not a fit

judge of anything," said the other, hotly. " I

—

I beg your pardon, sir, you have the advantage

of me."

These last words were addressed to Richard,

who with one great stride came back and inter-

cepted them in their walk. He was (piite pale,

and evidently labouring under a strong excite-

ment. The younger man eyed him with the
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critical interest a siiri^oon niniiifosts in n likely

l)aticnt.

" I hei; yonrs, gentlemen," s;ii(l Richard,

straightforwardly, as he raised his liat. ''
I have

no excuse to offer for my interruption except one

which muy seem jjerfectly inexplicable to you.

As we passed each other I inadvertently over-

heard a snatch of your conversation. Vou spoke

a name, sir, in vhich I am deeply interested,

though it may simijly be a striking coincidence.

Will you pardon me if I ask what you know of

the lady of whom you spoke as Miss Powell?

I have been for six months looking for a friend

of that name."

The gentlemen exchanged glances of surprise,

and the elder of the two, a singularly handsome
and shrewd-looking person, began to rub his

hands together as if in the (^uiet enjoyment of

anticipation.

" Really, sir, I am at a loss to understand

what interest you can have in our conversation,"

said the one to whom Richard had pointedly

addressed his remarks ; and the tone of his voice

was distinctly hi.aghty.

" I suppose I must explain myself before

I can expect you to acknowledge my right to

question you at all," said Richard, quickly. " A
young lady named Miss Mary Powell has been

missing from London for about six months, and

her friends have been unable to find the slightest

clue to her whereabouts, though every means

has been tried to discover her. You can answer

me in a word, sir, and without giving me any

unnecessary information. The missing lady is

about five and twenty, tall and dai r;, and hand-

some. She has a quiet and reserved manner^
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not rnlrnlntcd to win nt first, pcrlinps. She wis

n governess in ;i ladies' school in l.ondon, and

left in rather un|»leasanl circinns' . es. Since

tiien tiie few friends she has hiv een in great

distress regarding her tale."

"Are yon one ot them?" asked the old

gentleman, still rubbing his luuids (iiiietly

together.

" 1 am," answered Kirhard, briefly. " VVill

yon kindly answer my ([iiestion, sir?" he added

to the other, wlio had never for a moment
removed his keen gaze from the curious intru-

der's face.

*' I believe," he said, slowly, at last, and as if

he found it ditficult to admit his belief;

"I believe that the j)atient who has been in my
care at St. IJaldred's Hos[)ital may be the lady

you seek. There is my card. You can call to-

morrow morning and satisfy yourself"

"May I not go to-night, sir?" asked Richard,

promptly. *' Consider the long suspense. Do
not add to it."

" It is impossible," said the surgeon, stiffly.

"There is no a(hiiission to the hospital alter

seven. The patients are all in bed now, and

asleep, I trust. You can come as early as you

like in the morning, and that," he added, as he

handed the card, "will admit you at once,

though it should not be the visiting hours."

Richard refrained from saying what he

thought, that the surgeon was unnecessarily-

punctilious regarding the rules.

"You will, at least, tell me something about

her," he said, eagerly. " How long has she been

under your care?"

" Three months, it has been a most serious
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case hrnin fever, followed !)y tola! loss of

meinory."

"Ah! tliai explains wliy she never sent any

connnunication to London," cried Richard.

" How (lid she come to he so far south ?"

*' She was in the employment of a lady in this

town as nursery governess. Owing to some
communication from a former employer of Miss

Powell's she dismissed her. I suppose it was

the brooding over this which brougiit on her

illness."

Richard ground his teeth, and mentally

vowed vengeance on the head of the inexorable

Craddock.

"But she is now convalescent, I trust?

" Quite ; but her memory has not yet re-

turned," said Dr. ('lement, and a curious shadow

crossed his face, which Richard in his new-

born hope and joy did not notice. "It is

possible, however, that the sight of you, a link

in the old life, may revive the sleeping faculty.

Are you her brother ?
"

Richard reddened, and that flush destroyed

the surgeon's hope.

" No, only an old friend. I am deeply obliged

to you, sir," said Richard, gratefully, "and to

Heaven," he added reverently, " for I believe

that a special providence guided rne to this spot

to-night."

" It is certainly curious that we should have

met under such circumstances," said the surgeon,

courteously. " Good evening. I trust the morn-

ing will bring you no disappointment."

He raised his hat, took his compan'on's arm,

and they walked away at a pace which indicated

to Richard that he wished the interview to end.

H
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'• Odd, isn't it," said the elder man, when

they had L^'oiie some (hstatiee in silence.

"Rather," re|ilicd thi- surL;e()M, I»rietly.

*' Roiiiili <"> y'Hi, ("lement,' said the other,

with a syni|)athetic toiieh of his arm.

'* Rather," said the smi^eon, lirielly as hefore.

*' Sweetheart, of course," i)ut in the old gen-

tleman, cheerfully. "Well-spoken young man."

"Quite forget what I said a while ago,

Rodney. I 've changed my mind about Miss

Powell. I promise myself some interest now in

the develojiment of her case. Shouldn't wonder

if it's a cure."

"Matrimony, eh?"

Dr. Clement nodded, and the subject dropi)ed.

liut the iron-willed, and self-contained surgeon

of jt. Baldred's had sustained the bitterest dis-

appointment ot his life.
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WHAT LOVE CAN DO.

ETWEKN nine nnd icn oMork next

niornin}^ Kicliard Mcnlli presented Inin-

self at the j^^ites of St. Tinldred's Hospital,

and on presentation of Doctor Clement's

card was at once a(imitted. 'I'he doctor was at

breakfast, but finished it hastily, and came down

to the reception room at once.

" Good-niornin^%" he said, courteously, and

with greater cordiality than he had exhibited on

the previous evening, a night's thought having

reconciled him to the inevitable. " I have seen

Miss Powell this morning, and told her of our

extraordinary meeting last night."

" And what did she say ? " asked Richard,

eagerly.

•' She made no comment. I am bound to

tell you the truth. Miss Powell appears to have

no recollection of your name, and while she

listened courteously to my story, 1 saw (jiiite

well that she was privately wondering why
X should have related it to her at all."

Richard looked troubled.

" Is there no hope of an ultimate cure,

then ?
"

" Oh yes," replied the doctor at once. " The
probability is that the power ol memory will be

ii5
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restored in an instant by some unforeseen

flash."

*• And in the meantime can she stay here ?
"

The doctor shook his head. " I fear not.

An hospital, as you are aware, is a place for

persons who suffer from serious and pressing

bodily ailment. In justice to others, such

patients as Miss Powell must go to be treated

in their own homes."

" But she has no home," said Richard,

Dassionaiely.

The doctor elevated his eyebrows. There

was great significance in that slight action.

"You wish to see Miss Powell, I suppose?"

he said, with his hand on the bell-rope. " She

will come to this room, and I shall with-

draw. Perhai)s you will see me before you

go."

He gave his order to the nurse who answered

the summons, and followed her out of the room.

Then Richard was left for some minutes alone.

He remembered these minutes all his life as a

period of acute mental strain. At length he

heard a light footfall in the corridor, the door

was unhesitatingly opened, and Mary Powell

stood before him. He was surprised that there

was so little change in her. She looked

round with a kind o^ vague questioning, and then

her eyes fixed themselves, witn a strange, pene-

trating glance, on the face of the man before

her. Richard stood quite still, though he felt

liis heart tumultuously beating. He hardly

knew what he expected or feared from that

searching gaze. Slowly the slight colour receded

from her thin cheeks, a puzzled, bewildered

look came into her eyes, then, (^uite suddenly,
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a red flush overspread her face, and she extended

both her hands.

" Why, Richard, how glad I am to see you.

Is it Christmas Day ?
"

Richard was ?ore ])ut to it to restrain himself

from clasping her to his heart. He knew in a

moment the full meaning of the intolerable

misery of the past few months, and realised that

this was the woman Heaven had given him for

his wife. He even wondered that he had been

so utterly and stupidly blind. He took her

slender hands in his firm, strong grasp, and

looked down into her sweet, conscious face.

"No, it is not Christmas Day, although it is

a happier day than any Christmas I have ever

spent," he said, with a great gentleness. " You

know me. Do you remember what place this

is?"

She shook her head.

"I remember nothing except being overcome

with that fearful dizziness and i^ain, and that

cruel woman. Oh, Mr. Heatli, if you knew how

Miss Craddock has pursued me !

"

" She shall suffer for it, if there is justice in

the land," said Richard, sternly. " This is the

hospital, dear, and you have been in it for three

months. I have come to take you away."

" You ? I do not understand. Oh, yes ! you

have come home from America. I remf-mbcr it

all, the fortune and the funny will," she said,

with the exquisite dawning of a smile, which

was like the shining of the sun to Richard's

heart. "But why should you take me away?

I have nowhere to go. I shall go back to Mrs.

Parti idge and Cecilia until I get something to

do."

ni

i
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" You will, at least, trust yourself to me until

you get back to London ? " said Richard,

quickly.

" Oh, yes, I shall travel with you. We shall

have so much to speak about. Did you find the

girl with the pretty French name ? But, perhaps,

she is he re with you. Did you marry her ?
"

" I marry her ! There is only one woman in

the world I want to marry," said Richard,

unable to hold his peace.

" And will she not ? " she asked, with a ripple

of amusement. " Not even to save the fortune

for you ?
"

*' Will she ? " asked Richard, daringly, and

again he gras])cd the white, frail hands, and

bent his passionate gaze on the sweet, earnest

face of the woman he really loved, and had

loved all the time, only his eyes had been

sealed. Slowly a perception of his meaning

dawned on Mary Powell, and again the red

dyed her cheek.

" It is pity, Richard," she said, almost

piteously, and tried to draw herself away ; but

he held her fast.

" No, no, my darling ; it is love ! I have

been the most miserable man on the face of the

earth since I returned to England. I have

done nothing but seek for )oi\. I even bearded

the lion-like Craddock in her den, and gave her

something hot. For all that I deserve some

rewartl."

" If I were quite sure," she said, with a

strange wisttulness which touched him inexpres-

sibly. Again he called himselt a fool, and

sundr) liardei names, lor his imuiterable blind-

ness.
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" You may be, my darling ; for as I stand

here I love only you. I have a great deal to

tell you—to confess to you. I am not worthy

of you at all, Mary ; but if you will give me a

chance I will be some day, with your help."

" Well, I did feel very glad to see you.

I think I never remember feeling (juile so glad

before," she said, with a sweet, direct simplicity.

" Perhaps it is love. Yes, I believe it is. But

think how rich you are. I am nobody. I am
even without a character on the face of ti:e

earth."

We will not record ilichard's answer. It was

not verbal, but it expressed quite a decided

opinion on the objections made by Mary Powell.

They felt quite surprised when they were inter-

rupted by a knock at the door. When Doctor

Clement entered. Miss Powell turned abojt and

glided out of the room. 13ut not before the

Doctor had seen her face : and its expression

gave him as great a surprise as he had ever

received in his life.

" Well ? " he said, inquiringly, and unable to

repress a slight smile at the quite patent trium[)h

on Richard's face.

"She's all right. Not remember me, in-

deed !
" said Richard, lottily. *' We were almost

life-long friends."

" And likely to remain so," said the doctor,

significantly.

" I trust and expect so," ar.swered Richard,

fervently. " Will you tell me honestly—Is Miss

]\3well strong enough to be married and to

undertake a trip to Anu-rica?"

" Immediately, if you like," responded the

doctor, instantly. '* I know of nothing likelier

I
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to restore her completely to health than a sea

voyage, in comrany she likes."

It cost the surgeon something to say this.

But he was a thorough man all round, and did

nothing by halves. He did not grudge the

honest fellow before him his happiness, and was

genuinely glad at the satisfactory issue of a case

which had caused him some anxiety.

" Then I may take her away at once ?
"

"You may."

" Thank you, sir. May I offer my sincere

thanks for the kind care Miss Powell has

received from you in this place. Is there any

way in which we could be allowed to give a

substantial thank-off* 'I'ing in token of our grati-

tude?"

"An institution such as this, Mr. Heath, is

capable of swallowing up a great many thank-

offerings," was the surgeon's answer, which gave

great satisfaction to Richard. The thank-offer-

ing, when it came a few months later, was a

great surprise to Doctor Clement, who had not

imagined Richard Heath to be a man of means.

A few days later Mrs. Partridge received the

old tenant of the three-pair front to the imposing

shelter of her drawing-room floor. And she

had her instructions from another old lodger

that Miss Powell was to receive the very best

attention it was possible for her to give. But

there was no fear of Miss Powell lacking any

needful, or even superfluous attention so long as

the grateful and joyful Cecilia had the power to

run up and down stairs.

On the ninth of June there was the most un-

pretentious wedding in the world in a certain

small church in ilolboni, but 1 question if in

\
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St. Peter's or St. George's a happier pair ever

stood up before the altar. A week later Mr.

and Mrs. Richard Heath sailed for Quebec in

the good ship Salatnis, and if the voyage of life

only turned out only half so happily as that

voyage, we need have no cause for anxiety con-

cerning them.

The whole story of Sylvia Grainger was told

to Richard's wife before the wedding-day ; but,

with that magnanimity characteristic of a gen-

erous woman who loves, slie laughed at it all,

and told him he need not abase himself to tell

her any more harrowing tales, as she was not of

a jealous or suspicious temperament. Such

treatment only made Richard feel more ashamed

of himself, and more grateful to the dear woman
who had given herself to him ; and it was the

])rofoundest satisfaction of his life to lavish

upon her everything love could suggest and

money could buy. So it was a very stylish and

handsome lady whom Richard introduced, with

such pride, to the kind Chaudieres, whose

hearts, needless to say, were won by the radi-

ance of her first smile. Happiness had made a

lovely woman out of Mary l\)well. They stayed

to be the honoured guests at the happy marriage

of Ursuline, whose husband Richard had made
joyful and gatetul by a deed of gift, which

l)resented him with the business he coveted ana

the whole stock Iree of cost; then the happy

pair took a long tour through the vast continent,

and only returned to England in time for

Christmas. And they took tea together, accord-

ing to promise, in the sitting-room of the three-

pair front in Theobald's Road on tiie aiienioon

of Christmas day.

I

-

11



124 A BACHELOR IN SEARCH OF A WIFE.

I cannot tell you here of the good which

Richard Heath and his wife do with the money
Paul Meyrick left to them. Suffice to say that

Richard's dream of being a country squire is

realised ; also that his wife has every opportunity

of fulfilling all her old dreams. Lucy Reade is

not the only grateful heart which blesses her

beloved name. Cecilia, buxom and comely to

look upon, is the wife of the coachman on Mr.

Heath's estate, and keeps the lodge. Even the

wiry Mrs. Partridge is not forgotten.

The old gentleman from VVinthorpe is a fre-

quent visitor to that happy household : it is the

only place in which he feels himself at home.

My Lady Curtis of Battleoaks is too great a

personage to entertain nobodies.

Many a laugh Richard and his wife have over

the melancholy days when he was a " Bachelor

in Search of a Wife."

S
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CHAPTRR I.

UNCLE AND NKPIIEW.

Wl

'HAT on earth shall we do with her?"

(Wl'
"l^o with whom, Uncle Roi^'er?"

^O'vS
"Tliis j^irl, Dorothy Vance, my old

friend (leoffrey Vance's daii,i;hter
i>

Dorothy. She is on her way here, and will

arrive soon ; in fact she should be in London

to night or to-morrow."

"Oh, Jeriisnlem ! " was the intelligent com-

ment of the younger of the two gentl'imen, and

he grinned as he carefully cut the top from his

third egg, and poured out anotlier cup of coffee

for himself.

He was a good-looking young fellow, of the

foppish type, with close-cropped hair, caretully-

pointed moustache, high-pointed collar, and

immaculate boots. Fred VVellesley had a very

high opinion of himself. The other occui)ant of

theroom, Roger Marcham,Squireof Underwood,

presented a fine contrast to his insignilicant-

looking nephew. He was a man in his full

prime, and carried a splendid figure and noble

head set on a pair uf broad, manly shoulders.

127
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His dark hnir was slightly tinged with grey, as

was the short, pointed beard so beeoming to his

fare. His detj), daik eye was kind and keen

and true ; looking into it you felt at once that

Roger Marcham was a man to be trusted—ay, to

the uttermost limit that imman trust can go.

He seemed perplexed by the letter he had just

received, and the contents of wiiich he had com-

municated to his nephew in an exclamation of

surprise.

"But what's she coming here for?" queried

Fred Wellesley, with his mouth full. " Under-

wood isn't quite the place for young lady visitors,

is it ?
"

" No, but she is not coming here as a visitor.

but as a permanent resident. Miss Vance will

make her home at Underwood," said Roger

Marcham, not without a certain reserve of

manner.
" Phew ! Mystery on mystery ! Why should

she make her home here ? Has she any claim

on you ?
"

" Yes, her father and I were brothers in every

thing but name," returned Roger Marcham,

briefly. " I jjromised when I was in India eight

years ago, that, in case of anything happening

to him, I would take care of his only child. He
has died suddenly, it seems, and of course my
promise requires fulfilment."

" Very good of you, I 'm sure. Uncle Roger

;

you 're charitable to every one but yours truly,"

drawled Fred Wellesley. " But if this little

Indian is up to anything, she '11 "enliven Under-

wood for a fellow. It 's dull enough as it is."

" You are too fond of it as it is, Fred. I only

wish it saw less of you and the t ffice more/'
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said the elder man, candidl)'. " Yoii have no

business to be idling your time here just now."

"Oh, hang it I C'ouldii't stay in town after

the 1 2th. (.)nly barbarians do it," said Fred,

languidly. " Let a fellow alone, and he Ml go up

and work no end after a fortnight's shooting.

Any common clerk has that now-a-days."

'* You have too many holidays, Fred, and I 'm

going to take sharper measures with you, my
lad," said his uncle, quietly. " But to return

to Miss Vance. You must go up to London

and meet her, Fred. I have two meetings to-day,

from which I cannot absent myself. Can I trust

you to do this without making a fool of your-

self?"

" Oh, come now, draw it mild," said Fred, with

an assumption of offended dignity. " Remember
a fellow 's a gentleman, at any rate."

Roger Marcham laughed.

" One thing I must ask of you, Fred, not to

speak so much slang before Miss Vance. It is

offensive to me, and I do not wish my ward's

ears to be offended in the like manner. 'I'here

are plenty of words in the English language

without coining them for yourself"

" I 'm not going to make a prig of myself,

even though Miss Vance's ears should be

offended," retorted the young man with a touch

of sulkiness. " If she doesn't like the way

I speak, she needn't listen."

" I shall require you to obey me, my lad,

while you are at Underwood," said Roger

Marcham, quietly, but firmly; "and I shall

expect you to remember my hint. Well, will

you go up and meet Miss Vance?"
" If I 'm to obey you, I suppose I must," said

' *

«
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Fred, kirkinrf the table leg more like a sulky

school-boy than a man of three-and-twenty.

' Where is she coming from, and how shall

I know her?"
• She is a passenger in the Iitdus^ and is due

to-day. You must ask for Miss Vance, and if

she is not too tired, come down to Norton by

the fu-st train. Send a telegram, if not, so that

Kennard may have the carriage at the station."

" Very well ; and am I to shut up all the time,

because I can't promise that I won't talk slang?

But perhaps Miss Vance may be a jolly girl,

who rather likes things off-hand, and talks slang

herself."

"I scarcely think it ; and I sincerely hope

not," returned Roger Marcham. " Well, x must

go nv. tv. If you make haste, you will catch the

10.55. I should not like the poor girl to arrive

in London and find no one meeting her. She

will be downhearted and lonely enough as it is."

" I hope she isn't one of the weeping willows,"

said Fred, shrugging his shoulders ; " because

I can't condole, you know. I believe in taking

things easily. A short life and a merry one, is

my creed."

" Some day soon I think you will awaken to

the reality of life, my boy," said Roger Marcham,

a trifle sadly. " I wish something would rouse

you. I am often anxious about you. There is

only a step between idleness and sin, if indeed

idleness is not a sin."

"Oh, draw it mild," said Fred, taking his

legs from between the table, and rising indolently

to his feet. " Don't make a fellow out a weed

until lie is one. I don't drink, or bet, or do any-

thing very bad."
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"You haven't even suffirient cnor:;y to do
anything with all your might. I think if you

had been left to your own resources, you would

have niade a man of yourself long ago.''

" Well, it isn't very nice to throw what you

have done for a fellow into a fellow's f:ice," said

the young man, conij^lainingly. " And T 'm sure

I work jolly hard in that wretched old olnrc for

my beggarly ])ittance. I 'm no better treated

than any other clerk. Not one of the fellows

1 know would take it so easily."

If Mr. Fred Wellesley's pittance was so

beggarly, where did the diamond horseshoe in

his breastpin and the Hashing brilliants on his

little finger come from? To look at Mr. Wellesley,

one would not have thought he sujjported him-

self on a beggarly pittance. His uncle's attire

presented a curious contrast to his ; but it was

not difficult to determine which was the more

perfect gentleman.
*' There is no use arguing this vexed question,

Fred. It is one on which y(ni and I need never

hope to agree, until you gather common sense.

I'ut don't forget that I have left you at perfect

liberty to leave our establishment, if you think

you can better yourself elsewhere."

**Now, that's mean. After bringing up a

fellow like a gentleman, to tell a fellow he can

go and mix with cads," said the aggrieved Fred.

** I 'm your only relation in the world, and you

should do something handsome for me. What

are you going to do with all your money if you

don't give me a share ?
"

Roger Marcham's colour rose slightly. Perhaps

the young man presumed a little. He was his

only sister'ij sou, but even tJiat tie would not

i I
s
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excuse such a speech. lie made no reply, Init

turned quickly on his heel and left the room.

Sometimes Roger Marcham's nephew was a sore

trial to liim. He had no patience with the

indolence and lack of manly independence dis-

played by Fred Wellesley. These qualities had

no part in Roger Marcham's character, else he

had never attained to such an honoured and

responsible position. With his own energy and

untiring industry he had built up the business

house of Marcham, Marcham & Co., until it

was a magnificent concern, yielding an immense

return. But though now a very rich man,

Roger Marcham had not abated a jot of his early

industry. If he did not now sit on a stool in his

own counting-house, the entire concern was still

under his own supervision. Then he had

numerous other duties devolving upon him as

the master of a considerable estate in the

country. He had undertaken various responsi-

bilities in connection with County affairs, which

he faithfully fulfilled, and it was his endeavour to

make himself acquainted with the circumstances

and requirements of all the people on his lands.

It could not be said, theretore, that Roger

Marcham led an idle life. But he loved to be

in the midst of work ; it was the wine of life to

him. Many wondered why one so honoured

and esteemed, so well fitted in every way to

build up a happy home, which would be a centre

of sweet influences, should live so solitary a life.

If there was any past romance, any page of his

young history which might have accounted for

it, it was not known. Roger Marcham was kind,

courteous, chivalrous towards all women, but paid

particular attention to none. He had evidently

i:

.
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not yet met the woman he could nsk to share liis

heart and home. This being so, Fred Wellesley,

the child of Roi^cr Marchanvs only sister, who
had made an imprudent marriage with a wortii-

less man, was regarded as his uncle's sole heir.

Perhaps this knowledge or assumption was at

the root of the youth's idle habits and calm

presuming on his relative's kind nature, but

Roger Marcham jjreferred to believe that Fred

had inherited weaknesses to struggle against.

Sometimes the lad's failings lay heavy on his

heart, and he was utterly perplexed as to what

course he should pursue with him.

As the Squire of Underwood cantered into

Norton that fine autumn morning, however, his

thoughts were not occupied with his nephew.

Memory was busy in his heart, recalling old

scenes, old faces, old experiences, which sent a

warm thrill through his whole being. He had

loved Geoffrey Vance with a brother's love.

Together they had sat on one bench at scht ol

and college; together they had entered (. n life's

battle, and were fighting with equal success when
Geoffrey Vance's health failed, and he was obliged

to sail, with his wife and child, to the shores of

that distant land which had given him and his

darling a grave. Roger Marcham's heart was

filled with sympathy and sorrow for the young

girl, orphaned in a foreign land, coming ; ver the

sea to seek a home with unknown and untried

friends. He had never seen the child. ' When
making a business visit to Calcutta, Geoffrey

Vance had travelled hundreds of miles from his

inland home to meet with the friend of his youth.

He was a broken-down man then, with the

shadow of an early death on his heart, and

I
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Ro,';cr Mn.rrh.im li.id glndly Ljivcn iho prnmise

to tako care of liis friend's child as soon, and so

long, as she rccjuiicd liis < .irc.

Now that she was so near that a few liours

would bring her to Underwood, Roger Marcham
felt a trifle anxious and perplexed. It had come
upon him so suddenly that he could make no

arrangements ; she must just take them as they

were, and depend, for a time at least, on the

motherly kindness of the old housekeeper, who

was as much part of Underwood as its master

;

and then, counting up the years, Roger

Marcham was amazed and a trifle dismayed to

find that Dorothy Vance must be twenty-one.

So it was a young lady, and not a child, he had

to welcome home—a grave responsibility for a

man who knew nothing about women, their

ways, and needs.

"There's no use worrying over it," he said to

himself, trying to fling off the apprehension he

felt steahng over him. " Child or woman, I

must do the l)cst I can lor her, for her father's

sake."

So he resolved, not dreaming how very soon

he would account it the higliest privilege in the

world to do the best for her, for her own sweet

sake.

I
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DOKOTirV VANCE.

OGER MARCHAM attended a meeting or

Guardians in Norton, lunched at the
Norton Arms, and rode on to be present
at a County meeting in Midgate. It was

P protracted affair, and the afternoon was well
spent before it terminated. It would take hrni
all his time to be home for the six o'clock
dinner.

He had given the County affairs only a divided
attention, his mind being occui)ied with thoughts
of the stranger coming to his home. He was
conscious of a curious feeling of excitement as he
rode through his own gates that fine evening.

As he watched the shafts of sunlight piercing the

leafy boughs of the beeches which were the pride

of Underwood, he wondered whether Dorothy
Vance would admire them.

"Do you know if the carriage went to the

station, Mrs. Curtis?" he asked the lodge-

keeper.

•' Yes, sir, to meet the half-past four train. It

has just ginie back about ten minutes ago."
" With Mr. Fred and a young lady ?

"

"Yes, sir," the woman answered, and he saw
that her curiosity was aroused.

" We are to h-ve a new experience at Under-

137
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wood, Mrs. Curtis. The yountj; lady is my ward,

just returned from India. Shu will make her

home here, at least for a time," said the Scjuire.

"We must all try and make her as happy as we

can. She has had a great deal of sorrow, and

has just lost the best father anv girl ever had."

"Indeed, sir. Pooi Qjjit. She's as sweet-

lookin' a cretur' as ever I saw, sir, an' a real

lady as ever I saw, sir, by the way she holds her

head. It'll make a bit o' a change in the Hail,

sir."

" Ay, it will," returned the Squire ; and with

a nod and a smile rode on. It was twenty

minutes to six when he handed the re'ns to the

groom at the door, and hurried into the house.

On the stairs he met Fred, in immaculate

evening dress, whereat his uncle stared in

amazement.
" Hulloa, what 's this for ?

"

"For Miss Vance, of course. It's all very

well to sit down to one's feed in blue serge

when there 's only fellows, but when there 's a

lady in the house it 's different. She 's a stunner,

Uncle Roger."

Roger Marcham smiled.

" You must have had very little time to spare

in London ?
"

" Only an hour and a half. I was just in time

for the Indus, so I took A'iss Vance to the Con-

tinental for a bit of lunch, and then we came
on.='

"You did well. Where is she now?"
" Oh, upstairs ; old Maple waiting on her

hand and foot. Shouldn't wonder. Uncle Roger,

it the fair Indian usurps your place here. She

looks as if she'd been accustomed to homage
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all her days by Jove! she does. She was

rather stand-offish with yours truly at first, hut

she seemed to find out after a hit that I wasn't

a half bad fellow. We are tip-top friends now."

" 'I'hat's ri<,fht, Kred," laughed Roger Marchani

as he ran ujjstairs, hugely amused by the young

fellow's conceit.

In an incredibly short time Roger Marcham
had dressed, and was descending to the drawing-

room, when the ojjening of a door near him

caused him to look round. When he saw a

girlish figure coming along the corridor he

retraced his steps, and they met just at the

painted window on the landing."

" Dorothy Vance, my friend's child. You are

welcome to Underwood," he said, and took the

slim, pale hands in his firm, warm grasp, and,

bending forward, touched the low, broad forehead

with his lii)s.

" My guardian. Uncle Roger, i)apa said I was

to call you," she said, with a strange wistfulness.

Her large grey eyes dwelt for a moment search-

ingly on his face, and Roger Marcham stood in

silence, feeling that she was only seeking to

know in that first long look how it was to be

between them. Her colour rose a little, he felt

her hands tremble, and a .weet smile touched

her proud, womanly mouth. " I think I have

come home," was all she said, but the words were

the sweetest in the world to Roger Marcham's

heart.

" Sit down liere just for a moment, my dear,"

he said, drawing her to the low window seat.

"Before we go down just let me tell you how

glad 1 am to think 1 can fulfil my promise to

your father. Geofirey Vance's daughter and
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Cicoffrey Vance's chum can never he like

stran!j;ers to each oilier."

"Oh no, I am so glad you are like what you

are," she said, with a swift, ingenuous smile.

'* I got such a fright on the (juay to-day, feanng

your nephew was yourself."

Roger Marcham laughed, and that laugh was

a pleasant sound to hear. 'I'hen a little silence

lell upon them, U)r Roger Marcham's tho'ights

bore a curious mingling oi regret over the past,

and much u[j-springing of hopes for tiie fulure.

He could scarcely believe that this tall, slight,

self-possessed young lady, with the grave, sweet,

womanly face, crowned by its glossy brown hair,

could verily be the ( hild of his old friend. It

seemed but yesterday since they were boys

together, building castles in the air, and planning

for themselves a glorious future of achievement

and endeavour. And what were the thoughts of

Dorothy Vance? She had come over the sea in

obedience to her father's last recjuest, leaving

behind the only friends she had ever known, to

trust herself with the unknown comrade her

father had loved so well. She had formed many
ideas of what Roger Marcham would be like,

but when her eyes fell upon that noble face, with

its grave charm of expression, and kindly, honest

eye, every apprehension fled, and a strange

feeling of rest and trust stole into her heart.

She felt, indeed, as she expressed it, that she

had come home.
" Shall we go down, now ? " said Roger

Marcham, offering his arm. " Dinner will be

served now, and Fred impatient. I hope ho

did his duty. It was a great disappointment to

me that I could not meet you mysvU. But the

,

I
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letter only rainc to-day, .ukI I (ould not ]tut off

my cngaj^eiiicnts."

" Certainly not. Mr. Wcllcslcy was most kind

and attentive. I am afraid I shall be a ^rcat

trouble to you, Mr. Marchani."

"In what way?"

"Oh, girls are always troublesome. Papa

told me I was to do all 1 could to make you

hapjjy, and I will."

"Thank you. II you feel happy and at

home at Underwood, Dorothy, 1 shall be

happy," said Koj^er Mar<ham, sincerely. " Vou

will find a great deal needing y(jur attention,

I am afraid. We are very liohemian in our

habits."

"Does Mr. Wellesley live here always?''

" He ought not. He is supposed to have work

to do in the office," returned Roger Marcham,

and said no more, as they had reached the

dininu-room door.

Fred Wellesley was in his element that night.

Roger Marcham was amused by his evident desire

to carry the heart of the stranger by storm.

Roger himself said very little, and left the young

people to carry on the conversation, which they

did without a break. He was pleased to see

that Fred seemed anxious to be as gentlemanly

as possible, and that he refrained from the use

of slang, which was a great concession. Miss

Vance seemed to be an accomijlished talker, and

she was quick at repartee. When once a sweet,

clear trill of laughter sounded through the

sombre old room, Roger Marcham almost

started at the unusual sound.

"Won't you come out for a stroll, Mifs

Vance?" said Fred, eagerly, the moment dmner

I
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1



142 ROGER MARCHAM'S WARD.

was over. " Uncle Roger always has letters to

write, and we'll just be in the way."

Roger Marcham hit his lip, but turned to his

ward with a smile.

'* Ye'^ if you are not too tirei, go with Fred

through the park. Can I get a wrap for you ?
"

"Won't you come too?" she asked, with a

slight hesitation, which he misunderstood.
" Oh, no, an old fogey like me might be in the

way," he said, with a laugh. " When Fred goes

back *^o town you will have plenty of time to

weary of me."

So Fred had his way, and they left the house

together, Roger Marcham watching them from

the window with a slight cloud upon his brow.

Well, perhaps it was but natural and right that

he should be set aside. He was old and grey

and grave, and could have nothing in common
with those just standing on life's threshold.

He was only " Uncle Roger," and of what use

in the world is an uncle but to provide the means

for the young people to spend, and stand aside

while they enjoy it. And yet he felt impatient

of his nephew's appropriation of Dorothy Vance;

on this first night, at least, he might have kept

in the background ; he might have thought that

guardian and ward would have something to say

to each other, if only to speak about those who

were gone. No such consideration, however,

had i)resented itself to the mind of Mr. Fred

Wellcsley. He was beizcd with a sudden and

boundless admiration for Miss Vance, and, in

accordance with his usual selfishness, claimed

her society without giving his uncle a thought.

It had been understood that a fortnight was to

be the limit of the young man's autumn holidays,
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but the fortnight came and went, and another

began to draw to a close, without any sign that

Fred was wearying to get back to work. At
length Roger xMarcham deemed it iTis duty to

si)eak.

He found him idly smoking a cigar on the

terrace one afternoon, and walking up to him,

said, candidly

—

" You must turn up at the office on Monday
morning. Fred. I have waited this time to see

how fav you would transgress the bounds of

what is reasonable and riiiht."

He spoke quietly, but he was gravely dis-

pleased. Fred, however, only replied '

y a

liipjjant laugh.

" x\ll right, gov. I '11 go up on Monday, but

I was going to say I think I '11 run down always

on Friday nights, and stay till Monday all

wmter."

''There are two to agree on that question,

Fred," returned his uncle, quietly. " It you do
so, you must pay for your short time, if only as

an example to the rest."

"Oh, come, that would be too mean on a

fellow, I declare. You 're getting worse every

day. Uncle Roger, what 's the use of being so

hard on a fellow ?
"

" Hard, my lad
; I am not hard enough."

"I don't know what you call hard, then?

Haven't I seen yuu scowling at me for a week
back, but 1 was bound 1 wouldn't give in. 1 'ni

not to be treated as if 1 were a common cad.

You promised long ago, yuu know, to make me
like your own son. You can't go back on it

now.

35; I

!

" I promised to put you in a fair way of earn-
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ing your own livelihood. If you imagine by that

that I intended to hand over the entire fruits of

my life's labour to a man who had never learned

the value of an honestly-earned shilling, you

were under a mistake, Fred, and the sooner you

know it the better."

"Oh, hang it ! draw it mild. What are you

driving at. Do you want me to quit?"

"I'll tell you v'. t I want, and what I will

have, .Fred, or you and I must part. You must

go back to business, and apply yourself to learn

its principles, of which you are curiously ignorant

even yet. You must make yourself of some use

in the place, or it cannot hold you. Your example

is pernicious in its effects on the others, and,

unless it is amended, must be removed."

Fred Wellesley threw away the end of his

cigar in a passion.

" It 's only since Miss Vance came y u 've

grown so mighty anxious about me," he said,

bitterly.

'* I see you doing your utmost to win the

affections of my ward, Fred," said Roger

Marcham, with quiet dignity, " and, as she is in

my care, I must see to it that the man who

seeks to win her is worthy of her. You are not

so. Until you make a man of yourself, Fred,

I fear I must banish you from Underwood

—

I must speak plainly. It is my duty to myself,

to you, and to her."

"Then I'd better get out to-night," said

Fred, bitterly, and a scowl darkened his brow.

" I must say it 's a pretty way to treat a fellow,

and I won't forget it."

So saying, Mr. Fred Wellesley made haste

into the house, got up to his dressing-ro^m,
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gntlicrcd his things togctlicr, and prepared to

irakc off to the station. He was rather pleased

on tlie wliole to l)e ahle to i)ose as a hero and

a martyr. He hoped for an opportunity to sliovv

himself in his new role to Miss Vance, and he

was not disappointed. As he left the house he

met her on the terrace, with a wrap round her

head, and her hands full of autumn leaves.

"Oh, Mr. Wellesley, where are you going?"

she asked, glancing in amazement at his port-

manteau.

" London. The gov. 's kicked me out. He
says I can't live on charity any longer. A pretty

thin^f to have thrown in a fellow's teeth, eh?"
" I don't believe he said such a thing. If I

were your gov., as you call him, I 'd have sent

you off long ago," was the unexpected and

candid rejoinder. " I never met any one so

lazy and idle as you. Have you any aim in

life?"

" Yes, I have now, and, by Jove, I '11 win it,

too," said I'Ved Wellesley, with astonishing

energy. "Neither you nor the gov. need flatter

yourselves you 've g^t rid oi me, because you

haven't."

So saying, Mr. Fred stalked away, and Dorothy

Vance went into the house with a smile of amuse-

ment on her lips. It changed to one of grave

tenderness, however, as she paused for a moment
in the pillared doorway, and looked out on the

])eace and beauty of the autumn night. What
tender thought had touched her heart, and

brought a sudden dimness to her eyes? She

turned about presently, and, crossing the hall,

opened the library door and looked in. Roger

Marcham was sitting at a table with papers and

I
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writinp; materials before him, his fare wearing: an

anxious and troubled look. Dorothy Vance

entered and gently closed the door.

" May 1 come in for a moment, Mr. Maroham?

I shall not disturb you long."

"Surely, come in, come in !"

She advanced •o the table .and laid her manv-

coloured leaves upon it. He wondered why her

hands trembled, and the sweet colour flitted so

restlessly in her cheek.

" Fred has gone away, I believe," he said,

with a half smile. " It will be very dull at

Underwood for you now."

"Why now?" she asked, nervously fingering

the leaves, and keeping her sweet eyes down-

cast.

*' Because you have no one to enliven the

place for you."

" Yoii are not going away ? " she said, lifting

her eyes suddenly to his face.

"No."

She nodded gravely, and then walking over to

the window stood for a moment looking out

into the gathering darkness. Koger Man ham
looked at the graceful outline of her figure

showing against the window, and wondered why
his heart should be filled with such strange

unrest. Dorothy Vance had not brought peace

from over the sea, and yet her presence had

brought an unwonted sunshine into Underwood.

Roger Marcham knew already that it would be

empty without her.

" I have been thmking, Dorothv," he said, in

his grave, quiet manner, "that perhaps it isn't

quite a good thing for a young girl like you to

be so much alone, to have no companionship

'

1

,
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but mine. If you like, T shnll set nhout getting

a Indy companion to reside here.''

"I do not need a companion, Mr. Marcham.

I liave Rosamond Tracy w hen i an^. dull," she

answered, in a low voice, and without turning

her head. Ihe next moment she came forward

to the table, and, leaning her slim hand on it,

looked at him with an ex([uisite blending of shy-

ness and wistful tenderness.

"I know I am a great trouble to you," she

said. *' But I shall try not to be in your way.

I need no companion. I am ha})py in having

so beautiful a home, so kind a guardian. Will

you let things go on as they have been since

I came, and I shall try not to be in your way?"

The colour rose in Roger Marcham's cheek.

How she had misunderstood him ! He restrained

himself by a mighty effort. He did not know

what possessed him, but he felt towards this

sweet girl as he never felt towards any woman.

Could it be that thus late in life love had come

to him, to make havoc of his peace of mind ?

''Very well, my dear," he said, in tones which

his great effort made cold and calm. " We
shall just let things go on in the mcanti: le.

You are not in my way, and I am gb.d you feel

yourself at home in Underwood.

"

1!|
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UT mnmma, it is impossible we can ask

Mr. Mnrcham without Dorothy Vance,"

^^ said Rosamond Tracy. " It would look

°^ most extraordinary."

" Why ? We used to ask Mr. Marcham before

his ward appeared. Why net now ? " asked

Mrs. Tracy, sharply. " I don't like Dorothy

Vance, Rosamond, and I 'm not going to pre-

tend I do."

"Wliy don't you like her, my dear^'' asked

the Vicar, a mild, gentle-hearted man, much
under the control of his clever, ambitious wife.

"I am sure she is a very sweet girl."

" Oh, I am sick of hearing her called a sweet

girl," retorted Mrs. Tracy. " Were I a strong

young woman like her I would rather toil night

and day than live on Roger Marcham's charity."

Mrs. Tracy was not a lady, as her manner and

speech and expression indicated. The Vicar

looked nervous and put out.

" My dear, you should not speak like that.

Miss Vance is not altogether dependent on Mr.

Marcham," he said, quickly. " I hope you have

never said anything of the kind outside. Mr.

Marcham only told me that Mr. Vance had left

very little. He also said that his ward did not

14S
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ask

ii<xht

know. He gave me tV ese items in ronfidcnce,

and I ou!j;ht not to have l)ctrayed it."

"1 am not likely to sjjeak of it outside," was

;il1 the satisfaction his wife dei'Mied to LMve.

Then she turned once more to her daughter, who

was busy writing invitations at the davenport

—

" Do you really think, then, that we must in-

clude Dorothy Vance?"

"Yes, I do."

" Most certainly," i)ut in the Vicar, and

considerably relieved, he left the room.

" It was the mosi unfortunate thing in tlie

world that Dorothy Vance should have come
here just when she did," said Mrs. Tracy, rather

com})lainingly. "I am quite sure that Mr.

Marciiam was just on the i)oint of speaking last

auiumn. He was never out of the house."

" It was papa he came to see," said Rosamond,

quietly.

"Oh, nonsense! He admired you very

much. He told me so, often."

" He might admire me. I daresay he did,"

said Rosamond, a trifle absently, and her eyes

wandered over the sunny land.scape to the green

woods surrounding Roger Marcham's home.

But she was not thinking of him. Rosamond
Tracy was a handsome girl, and one possessed

of a strong will and determination. It was her

mother's ambition to make a splendid match for

her ; and she had fixed on Roger Marcham as

the most desirable. But on this point Rosa-

mond and she did not agree.

" No doubt Dorothy Vance thinks it would

be a very fine thing to be mistress of Under-

wood," said MiS. Tracy, rather vindictively.

" I am quite sure, mother, that Dorothy has

I
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never thought of snrh a tiling. I never saw a

girl of her years less worldly wise," said Rosa-

mond. She was not i)arli( iilarly amiable nor

charitable as a rule in her judgment of others,

l)ut in this instance she was just to Dorothy

Vance.
' 'Yon are infatuated with the girl. I think

her deep and scheming," said Mrs. Tracy. " If

she wins your best chance away from you, what

will you say ?"

" If you mean Roger Marcham, mamma, she

is welcome to him," she replied, calmly. " Well,

how am I to word the invitation to Underwood ?

Is Fred VVellesley to be included?"

"We must send him an invitation, of course,

but you had better address it to the office," said

Mrs. Tracy, readily. " If he comes, Miss Vance
will be disposed of for the whole afternoon. I

hear he is quite infatuated with her."

Rosamond's brow darkened, her lip trembled,

and a bitter look crossed her face as she took the

pen in her hand. Unconsciously her mother had

given her a cruel sting. Strange as it may seem,

Rosamond Tracy had given her strong heart

into Fred VVellesley's keeping. What had been

a summer's idle pastime to him had been earnest

for her. She was capable of a deep, passionate

affection, and she had given it to Roger Mar-

cham's nephew, a man who had never given

a serious thought to anything in his life. Never

until he met Dorothy Vance.

" These three will make twenty, mamma," she

said, quietly. " That is quite enough. Our

tennis ground is not too big, and there is no use

crowding the grounds."

^' NO) nOj that is quite enough. I do not give

1 {
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many parties, hut I flatter myself that they are

a I w lys enjoyahle amr select—my t;ardcn parties

especially so," said Mrs. Tracy, with a self-com-

placency which made her daughter smile.

The invitations were all accejited, for, to do

Mrs. Tracy justice, her entertainments were

always enjoyahle and well-appointed. The party

from Underwood were a little late, havin.; wailed

for Fred to come down by the noon train. He
had apijlied himself to business so well of late

that Roger Marcham was much pleased. It

made him rejoice that he had at last awakened

to his responsibility, and yet sometimes a little

dissatisfaction mingled with and marred the

elder man's gladness, for the cause was very

apparent. Dorothy Vance's influence had

wrought the change, and there was no doubt in

Roger Marcham's mind as to the issue. There

were times when he wished his ward had re-

mained in that far country. She had made
Underwood too bright a place with her gracious

presence. What would it be without it now?
Opinion in Norton was divided as to Roger

Marcham's ward. She was not popular in the

ordinary sense of the word ; her reticent, shy

manner was taken for pride, she could not make

herself frank and pleasant to all, and she had a

natural shrinking from strangers ; but those who
had seen most of her were astonished to find

that she began to creep into their hearts. She

was perfectly unaffected, and, when occasion

offered, fearless in her upholding of the right and

condemnation of the wrong—too much so foi

the conventional ideas of certain folk in Norton,

but Roger Marcham would not have had hei

different in one particular for worlds. He loved

I
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to sec her eye ^row moist, her smile, sweet

and tender, wlien a generous deed was done or

spoken of; he admired the kindling flash, the

heightened colour with which she spoke of what

was mean and ignoble ; she had exalted ideas of

life, her ideal was high and pure and true.

Little did Roger Marcham dream that he was

her ideal of all that was best in manhood. Like

all fine natures, he had a humble opinion of his

own merits ; often he was weighed down by the

thought that his society was irksome to her, that

the tie between guardian and ward was one she

would gladly break. He thought it would cost

her no effort to leave Underwood, that she

would gladly share his nephew's lot in lite.

But these thoui^hts made no difference in his

manner towards her. It was like that of a

father—grave, kind, considerate, solicitous for

her comfort in little things as well as great.

They were very happy together in their cjuiet

way, and yet there was a kind of restraint

between them ; a misunderstanding on one

essential point.

Those who did not like Miss Vance refused to

admit that she was to be admired for her per-

sonal appearance, and ^ t it was impossible not

to be struck by the winning charm of her girlish

beauty as she efitered the grounds that afternoon

by her guardian's side. More than one thought

involuntarily that they looked a handsome, well-

matched pair.

" How do you do, Mr. Marcham ? So glad to

see you," said Mrs. Tracy, coming fussily across

the lawn to meet them. " Ah, Mr. Wellesley,

delighted to see you also ; so good of you to

come all the way from London to adorn this
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Zi^i

'

hnnil)lL' i^athcritv^. Ah, Miss Vance, liow do yt>u

do?"
'I'lie diffcrciuc in licr j^rci'tiiij^ to I)t)i()lliy

Vance annoyed Ko^cr .\[ar{|ian\ beyond measure.

Dorotliy herself was ([uite nnconscious of it.

She did not Uke the Vicar's wile, and seeing

J<osani(jiKl apprcxichint;, she left her guartUan's

side and went on to meet her. 'I'he two girls

were good friends, and without being aware of it,

Dorothy had read Miss Tracy many a lesson.

One thmg, however, Rosamond woulil t"md it

difficult lo forgive her, and that was winning

Fred W'ellesley's allegiance away from her.

And yet there was no trace of any such feeling

visible in expression or manner, and she wel-

comed her rival with a smile and a ki->s, though

she had seen Fred W^ellesley's open admiration

ior his mule's ward visible in his manner as

they crossed the lawn together.

"(lood afternoon, Mr. Wellesley," she said,

gaily, giving him her hand with the utmost in-

difference. " You truant, you have ipiite de-

serted Underwood. Is he not becoming a

model business man, Dorothy?"
" Ves, and we are very proud and glad,"

smiled Dorothy. "Don't you think it is a

< hange for the better?
"

'I'hese words were to Fred Wellesley sufficient

reward fcjr the self-denial (A the last tew months.

It was some plainly-uttered words which fcil

inadvertently from Dorothy X'ance's lips which

had shown him thai to please her lie must turn

over a new leaf; nauirallv it was a satisfaction

t I him lo be told, and liius [)ubliciy, that his

efforts were not unapi>recialed.

*' 1 suppose a lellow must do something some
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time," he said rather tamely, but the look he

bent on Dorothy made Rosamond Tracy's heart

beat angrily. " Well, Miss Tracy, and how has

the world been using you?"

*'As well as could be expected," she retorted,

a trifle sharply. " Dorothy, there is papa look-

ing for you. You are a great favourite with

him."

Dorothy turned, and went up the path a little

to meet the Vicar, and Fred Wellesley and

Rosamond were left a moment alone.

" I haven't seen you looking so charming for

along time, Rosamond," he said, the old temp-

tation to flatter a pretty woman coming upper-

most. " Upon my honour, you do look stun-

ning !

"

Rosamond Tracy's colour rose, and she bit

her lip.

" Don't trouble to talk such rubbish to me,"

she said, haughtily.

"Oh, come now. We used to be such

friends. You haven't thrown me over, have you,

Rosamond ? " he said, impressively.

Dorothy was out of sight, and for a moment
his old admiration for Rosamond Tracy re-

turned.

"Thrown you over?" she repeated, slowly,

and lifted her passionate eyes to his face.

"You are mad with me, Rosamond," he said,

in that indolent way which to any high-s[)irited

woman would have been most offensive. " Let 's

have a stroll by-and-by ana talk it over. Could

you come now ?
"

" No. I must go and see if k' iy are going to

play," SiC said. " If the sets can be made up

without me, I shall stay out."

is-
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So saying she walked away, and Fred turned

to look for Dorothy. But the Vicar had

claimed her, and carried her off to his favour-

ite rockeries, where he was exhibiting some
of his latesi treasures in the shape of rock

plants.

Much to Fred's disappointment, he found no

opportunity for a quiet talk with Dorothy. She

seemed to have come out of her shell wonder-

fully, and was quite a centre of attraction at the

cluster of garden chairs under the acacia tree.

Rosamond's attention was taken u)) at the tea-

table, and the liveliest part of the proceedings

was nearly over before she was at liberty. While

the guests were all busy with tea or ices, strolling

about under the shadow of the trees, and mak-

ing merry over ^he rival successes of the games,

Rosamond, under the pretence ot returning to the

house, slipped through the shrubbery into the

little park where the Vicarage i)onies were enjoy-

ing the sunshine. She was leaning over the gate,

caressing the petted pair, when she heard a foot-

step behind her. She did not look round, but

her colour rose and her eyes betrayed the

exultation in her heart

" I thought you 'd be here," said Fred Well-

esley's voice. *' Will you let a fellow finish his

cigar here, Rosamond ?
"

" If you like," she answered, indifferently.

Ih sat up on the gate and looked down at the

handsome figure in its perfectly fitting tennis

dress, at the finely-featured face, shaded by

the broad sun-hat. The hand resting on tlie

pony's glossy neck was white and e.\(juisitely

shaped. Altogether Rosaiuoud Tiucy was a

beautiful woman.

(

I
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** Had a good time this afternoon, Rosa-

mond ?
"

" A good time? Oh, well enough. Garden

parties are always stui)id things," she answered,

slowly.

He saw that she was out of sorts.

" Your uncle's ward has come out wonderfully

this atternoor," she said presently, and not wuh-

out a touch of bitterness. "She is cjuite the

star of the afternoon. How deeply smitten Mr.

Marcham is. Won't you find it rather difficult

to accustom yourself to ' Aunt Dorothy ' ?
"

" Oh, come now, don't be so absurd," said

Fred, quickly. "That's all nonsense. Why,

Uncle Roger is old enough to be her father."

"That 's nothing, and it will be, you will see,"

she said, significantly. " P^eryone is speaking of

it, and really it will be a very good thing for her,

as she has nothing of her own."

"Oh, that's stuff. Her father was very well

off. She has plenty of means."

" I don't think so. At least Mr. Marcham
told papa she had nothing, pjut that was in

confidence. I suppose she doesn't know, and

you needn't be so kind as to tell her."

"There isn't much confidence about it, now
that your father and mother and you and I

know," said Fred, coolly. " Hut I don't believe

it all ^ie same. I '11 ask the girl."

" You 'd l)etter not," said Rosamond, quietly.

"And if they are to be married, it does not

matter,"

"But they're not going to be married," said

Fred, hotly. "I tell you the thing's absurd,

and they 'vc never thought of it for a moment."

*'You are very confident, but it you marry
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her it will be the same thing," said Rosamond,
bitterly. "Then there won't be anybody to
heir Underwood but yourselves."

" I mean to marry her, and they know ii ; at

least Dorotliy does," said Fred, tossing down
his cigar and sliding off his perch. "As we
don't seem to agree very well to-day, Miss Tracy,
I think I '11 go back to the lawn."



CHAPTER TV.

FRED'S REVENGE.

MOUR ward is a charming young lady, Mr.

Marcham," said IMrs. Tracy, in her sweet-

est tones. " I am sure she must make
V a great di.lerence in Underwood."
" In what way, Mrs. Tracy ? " asked the Squire,

in that quiet way of his. To see him standing

unconcernedly sipping his tea and looking so in-

different one would not have imagined the sub-

ject was in the least interesting to him. But the

deep look in his eyes told a different tale as they

turned to where Dorothy sat, the centre of an

admiring group, with whom she was talking and

laughing merrily, and looking lovely in her

animation.

"Oh, come now, Mr. Marcham," said Mrs.

Tracy, coquettishly. " Do you mean to say a

pretty woman makes no difference in a house?"
" A woman of any kind makes quite a differ-

ence," he answered, with a slightly amused

smile. *' My vvard is a very quiet young lady."

"Is she? Look ot her now and hear her

laugh," said Mrs. Tracy, nodding towards the

group under the acacia tree. " No doubt she

finds Underwood a little dull, poor girl."

" lias she said so, Mrs. Tracy ? I am very

sorry, but not surprised. It is dull for a young

160
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girl," said Roger Marrham, and his face clouded

a little. " I have offered to get a companion

for her, but she will not hear of it."

" She will be all right now Mr. Wellesley has

come," she said, significantly. ''
I saw the

difference at once to-day when he was at her

side. Is the marriage to be soon ? I have

heard so."

" I don't know if it is to take ])l,ice at all. I

have not been told," said Roger Marcham,

coldly. " I am afraid Dame ivumour has taken

time too rudely by the forelock."

" Oh, how oddly you s[)eak. Is the date not

really fixed ? I am surprised, they seem so

utterly devoted to each other, and what an im-

])rovement she has made in Fred. Such a sad,

idle boy he was, wasn't he, Mr. Marcham ? Miss

Vance is very proud of her work, Rosamond
says, and she has reason to be."

" Dorothy has made a friend of your daughter,

then, Mrs, Tracy?"

"Oh, yes; they are insei)arable, and Rosa-

mond, dear girl, cannot have one secret from

me, and I am glad of it. But I hope I am not

telling tales out of school, Mr. Marcham," said

Mrs. Tracy, with a little, affected smile. "Girls

always have their little secrets about their

lovers, you know."
" I sui)pose s(j,"said Roger Marcham, absently.

It was as if a cloud iiad fallen across the

cheerful sunshine of that summer day. Yet

why should he care. He had long since told

himself he was old and gcny, and that he could

only expect to be set aside, while others tasted

the sweets of life's young prime.

"What a stranger you have been at the Vicar-

^ f

"L
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a.Lre of late, Mr. Marcham," said Mrs. Tracy,

presentl)'.

" Have I ? I am a busy man, and if my
ward comes and goes, you know you are not

for"'otten at Underwood," he answered.

"Old friends are the dearest, as Rosamond
said the other day, when we spoke of you never

coming. She misses you from the Vicarage,

Mr. Marcham."
" It is very kind of you to say so. It is

pleasant to be missed," he answered ; but his

tone was neither eager nor interested. He was

too honest and straightforward to understand

the woman's hints, and too generous to suspect

her of any plotting.

'* Ah, there is Fred ! See how he makes for

the acacia tree !
" laughed Mrs. Tracy. •' It

will be a good marriage for your ward, Mr.

Marcham. You have not had a long term of

office as guardian. Will they live at Underwood
afterwards ?

"

Roger Marcham bit his lip. He was tried to

the limits of his endurance.

" I really cannot speak deftnliely about matters

which have never been presented to my mind,

Mrs. Tracy," he said, courteously but coldly.

"It is six o'clock. Would you think it very

ungracious of me to leave now ?
"

" Leave ? You have only come, but I see

some of them moving. Mr. Marcham, could

I trouble you to go through the shrubbery and

find Rosamond ? I saw her go there a little rrgo.

She must say good-bye to the Maurices. Oh,

thanks so much," siie added, as he turned

readily to grant her re([Uest.

Roger Marcham was not sorry to turn his
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back on the gay party and be alone even for a

moment. He felt aninzed at, and inii)atient

with, himself for being so cast down by the

woman's talk. He knew it to be unfounded

gossip, or, at the best, the merest supposition,

and yet the possibility that it might contain a

germ of truth made it intolerable to him. Poor

Roger Marcham ! the maiden from over the sea

had indeed made havoc ot his peace of mind.

He met Rosamond Tracy at the gate leading

into the paddock, and she looked surprised to

see him.

"Mrs. Tracy has sent me to find you. Miss

Rosamond," he said, cheerfully, trying to throw

off the depression which weighed upon his

spirits. " I think some of the guests are

leavinsr."

"Oh, are they? I wonder what you will

think of me, Mr.- Marcham, if I say I am very

glad? This has been an insufferably stupid

afternoon, and I am glad it is over."

Roger Marcham smiled, but did not contradict

her. Presumably he had found it so himself.

They turned and walked together back to the

lawn. Dorothy Vance saw them the moment

they came through the shrubbery, and her eyes

drooi)ed. She had missed her guardian, and

wondered why he had held aloof from her so

persistently all afternoon.

'' Mrs. Tracy has kindly excused me, Dorothy,

and I am going off," he said, when he came to

her side. " You and Fred need not hurry

;

there will be a full moon to guide you back."

"Oh, shall I not go now?" said Dorothy,

almost eagerly, rising to her teet.

" No, no, my dear, stay and enjoy yourself
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with the others. There is to be a dance by-nnd-

by, and you know T would l)c of no use tht^n,"

said Roger Marchnni, kindly, but as he would

have spoken to a child.

" Very well," she answered quietly, and

turned her head away. She was hurt by his

v'lrds, ;u d fincied he was glad to be rid of her

fi i i.ie. It was a curious thin^ how these

twf. '
'' derstood each other continually, how

their v)ver: ; 'sitiveness njagnified trifles, and

their pride made barriers ot reserve between

them.

There was a plensant dance for the young

people on the lawn in the sweet summer dusk,

bat the charm of the day was gone for Dorothy

Vance, and she was glad when they began to

drop away one by one, and she could say to

Fred they had better go home. Fred was more

than ready, the prospect of the walk through

the pleasant field paths with Dorothy as his

companion was very bright, and he inwardly

blessed his uncle for having the good sense to

leave them to themselves.

" He '11 ask her to-night," said Rosamond

Tracy to herself, very bitterly, as she stood at

the drawing-room window and watched the j^air

cross the little park. " I can't understand what

there is about that little country girl to captivate

both uncle and nephew. I wonder which she '11

have?"
"Rather a nice affair, eh! Dorothy? " said Fred

to his comjDanion.

"What?" she asked with a start, for her

thoughts were not with her companion. " The
party? oh, yes, very nice.''

" I don't believe you enjoyed it a bit. Don't
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Don't

be in such a hurry. Let's go slow. It's not

often I have the ch;inre to walk or talk with

you," said l''red, in rather a reproachful voice.

"It is getting dark, and see how wet the grass

is. Mr. Marchani always warns me against the

dews," she answered, without slackening her

])ace.

"Oh, of course, anything for him," said Fred,

chewing the ton of his stick, rather angrily.

"Say, Dorothy, haven't I been working like u

hatter, lately ?
"

"Like a what?"

"Oh, well, I beg your pardon; like a L'.iy

slave, then. Nine blessed hours everyday i Mt

on that stool, and an uncommon hard ^tooi it

is, I can tell you."

" I am glad to hear it, but it is only your

duty, Fred."

" Oh, well, that 's poor enough encouragement

for a fellow who finds duty an uncommon bore,"

said Fred. " I don't suppose you had the ghost

of an idea what an effort it is for a fellow to be

as conscientious as I have been all spring and

summer."

"But are you not far happier?" asked the

girl, and she lifted her sweet, earnest eyes to his

face for a moment. That look made Fred's

heart beat and his pulses tingle ; he really cared

for her, and had honestly endeavoured to do

well for her sake.

"Oh, well, I suppose I am. If I thought

you cared, or were glad, because I was really

grinding, I'd be happier though," he said,

eagerly.

"So I do care. Haven't I always scolded

you since I came to Underwood ? " she asked,

I' I

:ir^
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and her lau^h lan^^ out sweet and clear in the

still nif^'ht air. "Of course it is delightful to

think one's etitbrts are bearing fruit, and your

uncle is very happy over it, Fred."

" Is he ? I don't care a fig for that. The
guv. and I never got on very well, Dorothy

;

he's so uncommon hard on a fellow."

Dorotliy said nothing, but her lips shut to-

gether in a close, disi)leased manner, and her

eyes flashed a little with indignation. Fred,

however, not observing these ominous signs,

went on.

"You see, he's always been such a proper

model man all his days, he has no sympathy for

a fellow who likes a little fun. He thinks a

fellow should have Methuselah's head on his

shoulders without his years, 'pon honour he

does. He's just a trifle antiquated, the guv.,

though he thinks no end of himself."

" He has been the kindest of friends to you,

Fred, and I will not listen when you speak so,"

said Dorothy, in a low voice. " We will change

the subject, if you please."

" Wish you 'd stick up for me as you stick up

for the guv.," said Fred, ruefully. " I 'II tell

you what it is, Dorothy, I wish you'd never

come to Underwood."

"Why?"
" Oh, just because you sit on a fellow so

frightfully, when he 's doing his best to please

you. What do you suppose I went up to that

old office to grind for if not to please you ?
"

" Well, I am pleased ; but I wish you would

work for your uncle's sake, and for the sake of

working, because it will make you more like

him," Dorothy answered candidly. She had not
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you,

so,"
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the slightest idea wlint Frcrl wns aiming at, or

slic would not have spoken as she did.

'' W'liat an awful lot you think of the guv.,"

said Fred, a trille savagely. " Look here,

l)orolhy, do you mean lo have me or not?

J like you such a jolly lot, I can't do without

you."

'"Have you?" The girl repeated the two

words in a slow, bewildered fashion, antl in-

voluntarily stood still, and looked straight into

lier < onii^inion's face. They were now within

the Underwood grounds, and had reached a

quaint, little rustic bridge, wliich spanned the

trout stream behind the house. The moon had

risen —a glorious moon at its full—and the light

was almost as clear as that of the day.

'I'he girl's graceful figure in white, with its rich

crimson wraps, stood out well against the shadow

of the trees, her face somewhat i)ale, as if she

were tired, was lighted by the radiance of the

moon. Looking on that sweet face, Fred

Wellesley thought it the loveliest and the dearest

in the world. He was in earnest. Dorothv

Vance had really t(juched his heart, and awak-

ened in him some longings after a nobler,

manlier life.

" I mean what I say, Dorothy ; I love you
;

will you be my wife ? " he repeated, this time yet

more earnestly.

" Your wife ? Oh, Fred, how can you think

of such a thing?" she said, hurriedly, and her

colour rose in a fitful wave. "Don't si)eak

about it. It could never be."

*' But I will speak about it. I'm in jolly

earnest. I thought about it, I believe, the very

night you came to Underwood. You are so dif-
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ft'nmt irom otlicr ^irls, a fellow rouldn't hvip

caring about you. Do say you 'II have me some

time, Dorothy, and I'll \vt)rk indeed—do any-

thing to please you, indeed I will."

As he si)oke the girl's distress increased. He
was so evidently in earnest, and her answer

could only be an unalterable no.

"Oh, I''red, don't say any more ; let us go in.

It can't be."

" Not just now, of course, nor for a long time.

I only wai-it you to say it '11 be some day," he

pleaded, eagerly.

" But I can't say it. I would never care

enough for you to marry you. I must be plain,

nothing else will satisfy you. Let us go

home."

A look of bitter chagrin came into the young

man's face, and he struck the parapet of the

bridge an angry blow with his cane. He was a

hot-headed, impulsive, hastily-spoken youth, not

one who could accept a great disappointment

l)hilosophically, or even calmly. And, in spite

of Rosamond Tracy's words, he had made ver)

sure of his uncle's ward.

" You don't know what you 're doing refusing

mc, Dorothy," he said in the haste of anger.

" You have nothing. If Uncle Roger were to

marry, as no doubt he will, what will become of

you ? You would need to go and earn your

own living.''

She drew her slight figure up, her face paled,

her lips curled in scornful pride.

'•'
I beg your pardon. I was indei)endent

before I ever saw your uncle or Underwood,"

she said, shari)ly. " I need not make my home
here unless I choose. I cannot choose much

(

I I
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lr)n!:,'cr if I am to he treated as voii have treated

me."

" I leli you I 'in ri,«^lit," s.,id 1m ed, throw iti.u;

pruderice to the winds, "lie told tlie Vicar

your father left nolhing ; that you are dej)endeiU

oti him."

riie L;irl's !)osom heaved, her face grew paler,

until lier very lips were white.

" I don't l)elieve it. I shall ask him to-nij^lit,"

she Slid, with ditliculty
; she had received a

cruel l)low.

**And if he marries Miss Tracy, as I believe

he will," continued Fred recklessly, seein<^' the

impression he had made, "what (an you do?
Come, Dorothy, let 's be friends. I would be so

good to you, lor I do care a lot for you
; and

I didn't mean to hurt you, but what I said is

true, you know it is. You can ask hi . .i you
like, he couldn't deny it."

]]ut Dorothy did not hear the lost words.

She turned from him, and with a burstintr sob

fled up throui^h the park towards the house.

And yet, could she go in? If what Fred said

were true, ha " le any corner in the world she

could call her own ?

m
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CHAPTER V.

A WOUNDED HEART.

jOROTHY VANCE had been very happy

at Underwood. She had accepted the"

sunshine which had fallen across her

path without giving the future a thought,

or even troubling herself about the often times

troublesome question of ways and means. In

her Indian home she had been accustomed to

every comfort—her father, perhaps unwisely,

had never permitted a shadow of his own care

to rest upon his only child ; had never hinted

even that the day might come when she would

be obliged to think out the question of mere

livelihood for herself. He had left her in

absolute faith to his friend, Roger Marcham,

but it was not through Roger Marcham the

trouble was to come on the child. She was a

child in some things, though in others a proud,

sensitive, high-souled woman. She was a child

certainly in her knowledge of the world, evi-

denced by her entire belief in what was uttered

by Fred Wellesley in a moment of passion.

She was so absolutely truthful herself in word,

act, and thought that the idea of wilful untruth-

fulness in others did not readily present itself to

her mind. As she si)ed on towards the house

that night one thought was uppermost in her

170
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mind, that she was a burden on her guardian, a

burden so keenly felt that he had comi)lained

of it to others.

It was a cruel thought. Her cheeks tingled,

her eyes filled with bitter, rebellious tears ; it

was so hard to think that she had remained so

long trespassing on an unwilling kindness, only

because she was in ignorance of the real state of

the case. It was not kind, she said to herself,

that Roger Marcham should have extended a

half-hearted welcome, should have allowed her

to humiliate herself as she had done, accei)ting

his charity as if it were her absolute right. If

she had ever given the matter a thought, she

had fancied that her father had leit ami)le means,

that her residence at Underwood was simply a

matter of duty and inclination. She had been

left Roger Marcham's ward, and had supposed

it the right thing to reside under her guardian's

roof. In the first misery and humiliation of her

pain, Dorothy Vance was not iust to Ro-;er

Marcham. It was a curious thing how switt

she was to forget all his goodness, his unnum-

bered acts of courtesy and generous considera-

tion ; or, if they were remembered, they were so

distorted as to ap[)eai like iujuries which stabbed

her to the heart. Every word or act which by

any possibility could be consirued into proof ot

I'red's assertion rose up before the girl's tortured

imagination with painlul vividnt-ss. Before she

lual rt'a<'hcd tin; house she had ((Muinted her-

self that she was an intruder, endiuvd rather

than welcomed under her guarviian's umi. Her

sensitive S(.)ul writhed under the sting ol the

o!)lii:aliijn N\hi( h seemed lo weigh her down.

¥01 nine nioiuhs she had eaten the bread ot

I
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charity as if it liad been her own by right. Poor
Dorothy Vance ! It was as if every bright

memory, every happy and beautiful thing in hfe,

had disappeared for ever, leaving only the dark

shadows of despair on her heart. The hall door

stood wide open, that hospital)le door she had

loved and looked upon as the entrance to her

home. ' She sped through it with hurried foot-

steps, like a hunted thing who had no right

tiiere. The library door was a little ajar, and at

the side of the velvet curtains which hung out-

side of it a gleam of yellow light indicated that

the master was within. As she sped past it, she

heard him stirring in the room, and presently a

footfall cross the floor. She had reached the

drawing-room hinding, however, before the cur-

tain was swayed aside and Roger Marcham
looked out into the hall. She did not know
what made her pause and look over the

balustrade
;

perhaps the thought occurred to

her that she might not look upon his face again

for long. She admitted to herself, with a pang

of self-scorn, as her eves dwelt for a moment on

the grave, somnvhat careworn, features, that it

was the face she loved best on earth. She

did not know with what manner of love her

heart was filled, whether she regarded Roger

Marcham with the feelings a ward might enter-

tain for a guanlim, wcj wai supi)osed lo fill

the place of a father, but the l<jve was there,

and it made the sting of her hmiiilialioii and

])ain a thousand times harder lo bear. As

she stood, Fred ^\'ellesley came hastily into

the hall.

" All alone; Fred ! Where 's Dorothy ? " she

iieard Roger Marcham say, but the eagerness

«rl
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with wliicli he asked the question was quite lost

upon her.

" We fell out on the way, and she ran off and

left me," Fred answered, curtly.

" You ought not to have allowed that. Were
you within the grounds when she left you ?

"

"Oh, yes, just a^ the bridge. She can't be

many nnnutes upstairs," Fred answered with a

short laugh, as he hung h':; hat on the rack.

Dorothy wished to hear no more, but hurried

on to her ov/n room- and locked the door from

within.

" What did you fall out about to-night ?

"

asked Roger Marcham, as his nephew followed

him into the library. " I thought you were the

best of friends."

"Oh, so we are; but we have our tiffs. She's

so jolly hard on a fellow,"said Fred, with unblush-

ing coolness, " How did y-.m like the affair

to-day?— n )t badly managed at all, was it? Mrs.

Tnicy is really a clever woman. She can make

a great deal out of nothing."

"She is certainly a successful entertainer,"

returned Roger Marcham, absently ; and then

conversation flagged between them. An hour

])assed, and there was no sign of Dorothy's

appearance down tairs. At half-past nine the

supper tray was brought into the library as

usual The inmates of Underwood lived

quietly, and without ostentation, their meals

were very simple, iind did not entail much

labour on the servants.

"(jO u])Stairs, Mar. ha. and see whether Miss

Vance will come down," the master said to the

girl who entered the room.

" Yes, sn," she :.nswered, and ran ui)stan"s at

III
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once, but her knock at Miss Vance's door brought

no response.

*' What 's the matter ; what are you knocking

there for ? " asked the housekeeper, who hip-

pened to come downstairs at the moment.

"It's for Miss Vance. Supper's in, and the

Squire's been asking for her, Mrs. Maple."
" Oh, well, run down, and I '11 see. I daresay

Miss Vance is tired with the long afternoon,"

said the housekeeper, as she tapped with her

own hand at the young lady's door.

"The supper's in, Miss Dorothy, and the

gentlemen are waiting. Are you not well, my
dear?" she asked, when she received no replv

After a moment she heard a movement in the

room, and the door was unlocked.

"I was lying down, Maple," Dorothy

answered, in a low voi^e, and holding the door

only a little ajar. "Say to Mr. Murcham I have

a bad headache, and will not come down to-

night."

" I am sorry to hear ili;it, leary. Let me get

you a cup of tea," said Maple, kindly, for tiie

young lady quite rivalled the Squire in her affec-

tions now.

" Oh, no, thank you ; I couldn't drink it

—

indeed I couldn't. Thank you (juite the same."
" Well, let me come and bathe your head,

Miss Dorothy. I can't bear to leave you, and
the master wouldn't like it

"

" Oh, he wouldn't mind," she answered,

quickly. "Just leave me, dear Ma])ie. lam
going to lie own again ; 1 11 uq all right in the

nK>' nmg.

"Well, if you must have it, miss, I suppose I

riuit go. Good-r.ighl, deary; try and get a good
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the

sleep," said Maple, kindly, as she reluctantly

went away, little dreaming that she had heard

and seen the last of the Squire's ward for many
a day.

Fred Wellesiey seemed to be in good sj^irits

that night. He talked incessantly, but his

uncle gave him only divided attention, and went

off early to bed.

"I 'm going up to town by the early train,"

said l^'red, as his uncle left, " so 1 '11 say gooj bye

as well as good-night."

"The early train!' said Roger Marcham witli

a smile. "That will be an unjjrecedeujai icat.

Do you think you '11 manage it ?
"

" Of course I will. Maple knows. Siir's lb»

have breakfast for me at half-past six."

"Very well, my boy; I shall be the l.TMia^p*:

anything in the way of your industry. 1 r:, a

great satisfaction lo n»c to see you workm^ so

well," said Roger Marcham, K.11. ily.

Fred looked rather abished. liti was

scious that he scarcely deser 1 these kind v

In his talk with Dorothy Vance he had scarcely

been loyal to his uncle, wh' had ever been his

kind and generous friend.

"Oh, don't say anything. I'm a good jr-

nothing fellow," said he, hastily, sj)eakinu the

truth this time at least. '' You "11 be up soon in

town, I su[)pose ?
"

"Next week. I have promised Doiothy a

week in town before the season closes, so we shall

be seeing a good deal of you. You deserve a

holiday this year, Fred. OooJ-night. \)i/n't

over-sleej) yourself, or the joke will l)e aL';ainst

you."

So they parted for the night.
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It wa.T the month of June, when the daj's were

a dream of loveliness and light, the nights laden

with the odours of the sweet summertime, the

whole earth blessed with the fulness and the

l)romise of a coming harvest time. How lovely

were the early mornings at Underwood ! Olten

had Dorothy stolen out of doors before the house-

hold were a^tir, to enjoy the delicious freshness

of the young day. Iviany a time she iiad watched

the daiiiies opening under the sun's kiss, and seen

the dew-droi)s glittering in his ueanis. These

early v.ulks had been delightful experiences tor

her, and had given a healthful stimulus to lier

whole being. On the morning after the Vicarage

garden jxirty, she was astir almost as early as the

dawn. The light was breaking greyly into her

room as she moved very softly about, gathering

a few things together with a curious nervous haste,

which indicated a spiric excited and over-wrought.

Her face was deadly i)ale, her eyes encircled with

dark rings, her mouth set in a sad but resolute

curve. Slie had lain down for an hour or two

on the bed, but had not slept. Her nerves

were quite unstrung. She had wroight herself

into a state of nervous excitement, which, sooner

or later, would wear her out. During these

n-'ijnf'i) hours, imagination had been busy; she

had bro'.rled over her fancied wrongs until she

saw n\\\y one way of escape from them. She

nui.',t go away t>om Underwood—where, she did

not kn(j\v or care, only she must go. Surely

some viieie [here would be a corner for her,

something for her willing hands to do ; so she

made her resolve, ])oor girl, without realising the

momentous risks to which she was exposing her-

self Her ignorance of the great and evil world
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misled her here, and she made lier res ,\c with-

out a misgiving or ;i tear. Anything, she told

herself bitterly, would he |)referahle to eating the

bread of charity under Roger Manham's roof.

When she rose, she changed her while dress for

one of dark woollen sluff, put on the travelling

hat and veil she had worn on board the ludus^

and into a small hand-bag put a few things most

necessary, or most preeions to her. wShe had not

very nnich money to set out seeking her fortune

—

four sovereigns and a few odd shillings were all

her purse contained. When she was ([uite ready

she opened the door softly, and looked out

anxiously into the corridor. As she did so, the

hall clock struck the half-hour after three. When
its echo died away, there was not a sound in the

house. She stole downstairs softly, fearing lest

the slightest creaking Kii the stair should alarm

and waken any one in the house. In the entrance

hall she ])aused a mmneiu, irresolute. It would

be impossible for her to turn the heavy lock of

the great door without making a noise which

would cerraml)' betray her. In her perplexity

she thought (jf the lil)rar\ windows whi( h opened

out upon the terrace. They would be bolted and

bar.ed, l)ul the room was not m the vicinity of

any s]eej)mg chamber, it might be possible to

open tliem unheard. She ( ie[)t iiUo the room,

and noisek'ssly shut the door behind her. As she

set her bag on the table, and 1oi)ke(l at tlie papers

and books there, at the i hair puslied back, just

as Roger Marcham had risen from it her mouth

trembled. The temptation came upon her to

lift his pen and write a word of farewell, but

she restrained herself, and moving over to the

window, swept tjack witli iiervous hand the heavy

M
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curtains which hung down before the shutters.

The bolts creaked a Httle as she removed them,

and her heart beat with api)rehension. With the

haste of fear she unfastened both shutter and

window, and threw open one side of the folding

door, admitting a glorious flood of sunshine into

the room. It was sunrise, and the exquisite

radiance dazzled her hot, tired eyes. She caught

up her bag, cast a lingering look round the

familiar room where so many happy hours had

been spent, and with a catching sob stejjped out

on to the terrace. As she did so, a little bird on

a neighbouring bough suddenly burst into song,

pouring forth a flood of melody, which, in spite

of its very joyousness, brought the tears to

Dorothy's eyes. Every living thing was rejoicing

except herself.

How fair the summer morning, how indescrib-

able, and how lovely the tints with which the

sunrise had adorned the sky, how fresh and

j.weet the zephyrs, how full of light and beauty

that exquisite dawn ! But Dorothy saw none of

it. Her eyes were full, and when at the turn in

the avenue she looked back for the last time at

the place she had learned to love as a dear and

happy home, she saw it dimly through a mist of

blinding tears.



CHAPTER VI.

GONE.

ERCY me, the house 's been broken into."

Such was the exclamation tlic house-

maid uttered when she entered the

hbrary shortly after six o'clock that

morning. Dorothy, in the haste of her Higiit,

had left the window wide open, without giving

a thought to the consternation the appearance

of the room might give the maid when she came

in to do her work. She looked fearfully round

the room, almost expecting to behold a burglar

in some corner, and then fled to the house-

keeper's parlour, where that good lady was

drinking a cu}) of tea, after having given Fred

Wellesley his breakfast. He had just left the

house in good time to walk to the railway

station. It was not so much the desire to

return to work which had caused him to make

such an unusal effort, as the reluctance to meet

his uncle's ward. He was nUeady ashamed of

what he had said, and had an honest intention

of writing a letter of ai)ology to Dorothy when

he got back to town.

Fred was not a bad-hearted fellow, only

weak and foolish, and much given to doing

and paying things without thought. Pkit

his idle words this time were destined to

179
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bonr crrnvi i fruits tli.in any he linrl yet

uttered.

llet-lidnot brood loui^ over adverse cirrum-

stanres, hut wer.t whistling throip^h the fields

that morninL,^ feeling as jolly as jjossible, and

wondering at finding early rising so delightful

after he was really out of doors.

" Mercy me ! Mrs. Maple, if the house hasn't

been broken into!" repeated Martha, as she

burst into the housekeeper's room.

" Nonsense, girl ; liow could it ? " in(iuired

Mrs. Maple, without much appearance of con-

cern.

" It is, I tell you ; come to the library i\n' see.

Vou haven't been in the library, have you, or

Mr. Fred ?
"

"No, I haven't, and I know he hasn't, because

he came .straight here and had his breakfast, and

I went myself with him to the door," returned

Maple, rising from her chair. " What's ha})i)ened

in the library ?
"

"The windows is wide to the wall, that's all.

It gave me quite a turn."

"That's queer," said Maple. "The master

isn't up either. Are you sure you bolted 'em last

night — you 're rather careless, you know,

Martha?" she added, severely.

" T didn't, but I stood by while the Sfjuire

did it, when I went in to light the candles,"

answered Martha. " Come down and see."

Now rather alarmed, Ma])le followed Martha

downstairs, as fast as her portly figure would

allow her, and together they entered the library.

Maple went straight to the window and examined

the bolts, with some satisfaction to herself.

" There ain't no burglars in it, girl. Who-
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vet cvcr's opened ihcni l)olts lias o|hmio(1 'cm from

the inside. TUil who 's done il ?
"

Martlui shook her head.

"If they'd l)een l)iiij;lats, M.irlh.i, tlifin -alver

c.indlesLicivS would ha' hceu j^one, an' llic ink-

stand, an' dear knows what else," said Ma[)le,

looking perplexedly round.

Just then her eye fell on sonnllnnLi i>in^ just

inside the window, and she stooped and picked

it up. It was a girl's tan glove, with six i)earl

buttons at the wrist.

" What do you siiii|)Ose is the meanin' o' this,

Martha? That's Miss Dorothy's glove?" she

asked, with a broad smile.

" Maybe she 's out for f)ne of her walks, an'

left the window open," suggested Martha, smil-

ing too.

" Of course, and you 're a silly fo(;l to come
troubling a person with your nonsense. The
house broke into, indeed ! Not while I 'm in

it," said Maple, and marched of{ in high

dudgeon.

Eight o'clock was the breakfast hour at Under-

wood. Roger Marchani was surprised to find

himself first in the dining-room that morning ; he

was accustomed to find liis ward in her place

every morning when he came downstairs. He
waited tor some time, and even strolled out to

the terrace to se€ if she was about the grounds,

and so half an hour passed. This was such an

unusual occurence, that, meeting the housemaid

in the hall as he went in, lie asked her to go up

and ask whether Miss Vance was quite wlU.

"Oh, sir, I think Miss Vance is out; at

least, the library window was o})en very early,"

she returned, smiling at the remembrance of her
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nlarm, "and she had dropped her glove on the

way out. Mrs. Maple found it on the sill."

"It is unusual for Miss Vance to be so late,

she is usually so punctual," said the Squire.

" Run up, Martha, and see whether she has not

come back."

"Very well, sir," returned Martha, and hastened

up to Miss Vance's room. She was not surprised

to find the door half open, but when she

ventured in she stared in amazement. The bed

was untouched, the white coverlet was straight

and unruffled, as Dorothy had carefully smoothed

it when she rose.

It was Martha's work to make the beds while

the dining-room breakfast was going on. Little

wonder, then, that she stood amazed.

" Well, I never !
" she exclaimed, and ran to

Mrs. Maple again to seek an explanation.

" You haven't been in Miss Dorothy's room,

have you, Maple ? This is the (jueerest niornin' I

I wish you 'd come and look, for I don't think

she 's slept in her bed, and the master *s asking

for her. It 's nearly nine o'clock."

" Goodness, girl, you '11 have an end o' me wi*

your scares," said Mrs. Mai)le, in an aggrieved

voice. Nevertheless she quickly followed

Martha to the room, and regarded it with

genuine alarm.

" No, it hasn't been slept in," she said.

"What on earth is the nieanin' o' this? I must

go and speak to the master myself."

So saying, Maple made haste, much flurried,

to the dining-room, where the Squire was waiting

with some ini [patience for his breakfast.

" Ah, Maple, good morning. Is Miss Dorothy

well enough? She is veryjiate."
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**Well enough, sir? dear only knows. She

ain't in the house, an' Martha an' me 's just been

up to her room, sir, an' she hasn't been in it all

night ; leastways she 's not been in bed.*'

"What?"
" It 's true, sir. I never got such a turn. Did

Martha tell you about the library windows being

open at six o'clock this morning ?
"

"She said something about it, and about a

glove being found. Was that before Mr. Fred

went away ?

"

" No, sir ; immediately after. I had just seen

him out o' the door, an' was sittin' down to a

cup o' tea, when Martha comes runnin' up like a

scared thing, saying there was burglars in the

house. When I goes down, sir, the windows is

open sure enough, but they was open from the

inside, an' there 's ihe glove I picked up. It 's

Miss Dorothy's, sir. She had 'em on yesterday

with her white frock, which is lyin' all crumpled

up on the floor."

During her speech, Maple had brought herself

up to a pitch of excitement which found relief

in tears. Roger Marcham took the dainty glove

from her hand, crushed it in his own, and with

set, stern face strode upstairs to see for himself

the room they said his ward had deserted. It

was just as Maple had described it, and a fearful

anxiety laid hold upon tl.e man's heart. He was

not only anxious, he was completely astounded,

for in all his imagination he could find no

explanation for this extraordinary freak of his

ward.

That was a strange morning at Underwood.

Every corner in the house was searched, and the

grounds explojed also, but without avail. Then

m
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a messenger w.is sent over to the Virarnge to ask

a question which set the inmates in a flutter of

excitement. It was a strange thing to be asked,

whether Miss Vance hud spent the nigiit at the

Vicarage, but when Mrs. Tracy tried to get some
information out of the groom, slie met with no

success. He had been enjoined by his master

not to wait, nor answer any questions, but only

to find out whether anything was known about

Miss Dorotliy there, and ride back at once.

When the man brought word that they had seen

or heard nothing of her since she left the

Vicarage with Fred Wellesley at half-past eight

on the previous night, Roger Marcham himself

mounted his horse and rode off to the railway

station at Morton.

"Good morning, CunlifTe," he said to the

station-master, who ran out to learn the Squire's

business. '* Had you many passengers by the

early train this morning ?
"

" Not a soul except Mr. Wellesley, an' I could

hardly believe my eyes when I saw him come

whistling into the station at six foity-five," said

the station-master with a smile.

" You are quite sure no lady took ticket here?"

" Quite sure, sir, for I was on the platform all

the time, but I '11 ask the clerk," returned

Cunliffe, in some surprise ; and went off to the

office at once.

In a few moments he came back, shaking his

head.

"Nobody but Mr. Fred took a ticket this

morning, sir. Pardon me, but you look worried.

Is it any trouljle, sir?"

"Trouble? Yes. I am in torture, Cunliffe.

The most extraordinary thing has happened. My
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ward, Miss Vance, has disappeared from Under-

wood ; and I came down, hoping she had only

gone up to town for the day with my nephew,"

said the Squire, unable to hide his alarm.

"Oh, sir, she may have gone to see some
friends, maybe down to Midgate," said Cunliffe,

reassuringly. " Did she not say anything like

that ?
»

"No, but you are right. It is quite possible

she may have gone to Midgate," said the Squire,

giving his impatient horse the rein. " Say noth-

ing about it in the meantime, Cunliffe."

"All right, sir; good morning," said the

station-master, with a respectful touch of his

cap. As the Squire rode out of the station gate

he met Mr. 'J'racy, who looked anxious and

uneasy.

" What 's this I hear, Mr. Marcham ? " he said,

stopping straight before the Squire's impatient

horse. " What has happened at the Hall ? Is

anything wrong with Miss Vance ?
"

" I cannot tell, Mr. Tracy. She has left us

;

why or wherefore I cannot tell," said Roger

Marcham, wearily. " I wish I knew what it

meant. She must have gone either in the night

or very early this morning, but what could be

her object ? You saw her more lately than I.

Did she not seem in good spirits when she left

the Vicarage ?
"

" In excellent spirits ; in fact she was the life

of the party," said the Vicar. " You can think

of nothing which could make her leave ?
"

" Nothing. She seemed happy and at home
with me. She said sometimes she was," said

Roger Marcham, hopelessly. " I cannot under-

tand it, and I am quite at a loss what to do."

\n

¥
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" If you find no clue you had better go up to

London and see your nephew. He was in con-

versation with her last you say ?
"

*' He was. I'm riding round to Midgate to

see whether she was observed at the railway

station there this morning. If London was her

destination (though I cannot for the life of me
imagine why she should go there) she would

naturally avoid Norton, knowing Fred was going

from here this morning. They had some words

last night on the way home, he told me.

I wonder if that could have anything to do with

it? Do you think they are attached to each

other ?
"

" Miss Vance cares nothing at all for your

nephew. I believe I am right in saying her

whole affection is given to you," said the Vicar,

warmly, for he saw that his friend was in sore

need of some comfort. Roger Marcham shook

his head.

"Then why should she leave me? I must go

on, Tracy. I cannot stand this frightful suspense.

Pray that this strange mystery may be cleared up."

" I will. God bless you !
" was the Vicar's

fervent response, and then Roger Marchnm rode

off at a gallop. In his state of mind inact'on

was misery. His inquiries at Midgate proved of

no avail. It was market day in the town, and

the early trains had brought a large number of

country folk in, rendering the station so busy,

that the arrival or departure of one individual

could not have been noticed. Roger Marcham
put up his iiorse at the Station Hotel, and,

telegraphing his intention to Underwood, took

the noon train for London. Before two o'clock

he was in the office in Mincin^j; Lane.
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He found Fred Wellesley at his desk as usu;d,

and evidently hent upon his work.

"Hulloa! Uncle Roger!" he exclaimed, in

amazement. *' What brings you here in sucli a

hurry?"

"Come into my room, Fred," was his uncle's

brief response, and Fred followed, with a vague

feeling that something serious had brought him

to town.

" Do you know anything about Dorothy,

Fred?" was the first unexpected (jucstion, asked

the moment the door was shut upon them.

"Dorothy! What about her?" exclaimed

Fred. "Has anything hapj^ened to her?"
" Heaven only knows ! She has gone away

from Underwood, and we can find no trace of

her anywhere."

The ruddy colour died out of the lad's face,

and his hand shook. Conscience-stricken, he

dared not look into his uncle's (aca.

*' She did not sleep in the house last night,"

continued Roger MiirchiUii, "and the muds
iound the library windows open at six o'clock

this morning. I came up to ask about the

quarrel you had last night. What was it about?

and did you part in anger? In the first place,

is there any understanding between you ?
"

" No ; but I '11 tell you all I know. I asked

her last night to marry me, and she refused,"

said Fred, in a low voice.

*' Yes, and what more ? How did she leave

you ?
"

" I must tell you the whole of this miserable

business, Uncle Roger," cried Fred, in ical

dislress. 1 uot mad wlu n she said she diiln't

Mi

i

ill

care about me, and 1 said ii she didn t have me
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she 'd lose a good chance, or something like that,

because she was dependent on you, and if you

married she would have no home."
" By what right did you make any such state-

ment in my name?" asked Roger, in a cold,

stern voice, his face white with righteous anger.

" I don't know. Rosamond Tracy told me all

that, and I didn't care last night what I said,"

said Fred, in a low voice.

" And how did she receive your information ?
"

asked Roger Marcham, in a choking voice.

" She said it wasn't true, that she 'd ask you.

She seemed to feel it awfully, for 1 believe sue

cares no end for you," said Fred, taking a curious

deiirht in telling the worst. "She ran off lo the

hcus^ mnd I never saw her again."

* Acty God forgive you, boy, for your cruel

thoughtlessness," said Roger Marcham, hoarsely,

and great beads of |)erspiration stood on his

brow. "I tremble to think what a sensitive,

high-souled girl such as Dorothy might be

tempted to do in such circumstances. Pray

that the consequences of your wicked folly may
not be more than you or I can bear."



CHAPTER VII.

A SAFE HAVEN.

OROTHY VANCE was not likely ever to

forget the walk she took through field

fsh) a"d meadow that June morning. As
'^ she walked leisurely along the narrow

paths, brushing the dew drops from the wild-

flowers with her skirts as she passed, she was

keenly alive, even in the midst of her perplexity

and care, to the extreme beauty surrounding

her. It was one of the finest of summer morn-

ings. The sun, early astir, poured a perfect flood

of warm, golden radiance on the waking earth,

every blossom opened its smiling eyes, every

bird and bee made melody among flowers and

trees ; it was a happy dawn. Dorothy had her

watch with her, and a pocket time-table, which

she consulted sitting on a stile which separated

the lands of Underwood from those of the Earl

of Midgate. From it she learned that the train

leaving Norton at 6.50 was due at Midgate at

7.15. She had ample time to reach the town

before then, but the question arose, would Fred

see her? The station would probably be quiet

so early in the morning, the chances were that

she could scarcely move along the platform and

take her seat without being seen. If she were

once in the train, she knew all would be right,

189
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for at Euston there would l)e no fear oi meeting

Fred. In a throng her safety lay. She |)ondered

the thing sitting on the siile, with her little bag

hanging on the gatepost, and her hat lying in

her lap. She was hot and tired, the fresh morn-

ing zephyr was grateful to her weary eyes. She

roused herself presently with an effort ; eyes and

heart had travelled, in s|)ite of herself, over the

fields to Underwood. She could see the sipiare

tower in the far distance, standing above the

fresh green of the tree-tops. Somehow she felt

less bitter against Roger Marcham this morn-

ing. She remembered more of his goodness and

generous kindness. She was more just than she

had been in the first agony of her wounded

pride. She was thinking of him when the bell

in Norton steeple rang five. If she intended to

catch the early train at Midgate, she had no time

to lose, for she had still seven good miles to

walk. Siie dragged her tired limbs from the

stile, tied on her hat, listlessly lifted her l)ag, and

trudged on. She was bound for London ; but

what to do there, or where to go in the grent

city, was a question she had not yet faced. The
first object was to get away from Underwood,

to put miles between Roger Marcham and

herself.

She kept to bye-paths and unfrequented roads,

ofwhich there were plenty in that neighbourhood,

and avoided all chance of being seen. From
the moment she quitted the Hall until she

entered the streets of Midgate she did not en-

counter a living soul. The market town, how-

ever, was very busy, the scjuare where the

market was held already jjresented an animated

appearance. The farmers' carts were all in, and

f
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the farmers* sons and daughters arranging duir

dairy produce on their stalls. 'Ihe air was laden

with the perfume of Howers and Iruir and the

baskets of strawberries among their cool green

leaves. Dorothy bought one and a few biscuits

before she went into the station, which she was

glad to reach, and lie down for a few minutes on

the hard sofa in the waiting-room. She had

hurried very much during the last part of her

journey, and arrived hall-an-hour belore the train

was due. But she was coujpletely worn out, and

the moment her head touched the pillow she was

last asleep. The violent ringii:g of the bell and

the hubbub of an arriving train aroused her, and

she had only time to rush for a ticket, anti jump
into the train just as it started. I'led Wellesiey

was hanging out of the window of his coinpart-

nient, but did not observe the slight figure slejj

hastily through the crowd and disa[)i)ear into a

cairiage.

Within the hour the train puffed into Huston,

and Dorothy had reached the first stage of her

destination. But what next ? She had a vague

idea that it would be |)ossible for her to earn a

living as a governess. She was an accomplished

musician, but she little dreamed, poor girl, of

the hundreds (luite as capable seeking in vain for

similar occupation in London. She emerged

from the station, and going into the first

restaurant ordered breakfast, for she was faint

from want of food. The warm food refreshed

her and gave her a new courage, 'i'he woman
who served her, an elderly person with a kiml

face and pleasant manner, looked at her curiously

as she took out her jjurse to pay. She was ;i

lady It was easy to see. Teihaps it was natural
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for the woman to wonder what she was doing

there alone.

** It 's a fine morning, miss," she said, pleas-

antly, as she went with her to the door. '* You '11

enjoy a walk this moriing, it's so sunny and

clear."

" Yes, but I am tired. I am a stranger in

London," she said, impelled to ask a word of

help from the woman. " Perhaps you can tell

me where I can find the nearest agency or

register where I can incjuire for a situation?"

"What kind of a situation, miss?"

"As a governess or music teacher."

The woman shook her head.

" Don't do that, miss. There 's too many of

them. You'd be better as a nurse in some nice

family, but I don't think you are used to work."

" 1 have certainly led a very idle life hithertt;,"

the girl answered, with a faint smile. "But

I must work now."

"Friends dead?"

"Yes, all dead."

" Ah, that 's bad. Do you know anybody in

London ?
"

" Not a creature."

" That 's worse. You are too pretty and too

young to go about here alone. There 's an

agency at Bell's Causeway, two streets off. You
might go there and inquire. And if you don't

mind comin* back, I '11 let you have a bit

o' dinner cheap. I can't bear to see young

people like you wanderin' about lookin' for

work. I 'd like to hear how you get on."

" Thank you," said Dorothy, lilting pathetic,

grateful eyes to the woman's face. " I shall be

sure to come back ; and as to the dinner," she
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added, with a faint smile, " I can pay the usual

sum for it. I have a little money, which I hope

will last me till I get something to do."

Her new friend shook her head and went back

into the shop with a troubled look on her face.

She was a country woman, not yet hardened into

city ways ; her heart was large and hospitable.

Perhaps that was the reason why, though her

restaurant was popular, she made so little profit.

She erred in generosity rather than in meanness

towards her customers. But she was happy and

contented, and so long as she managed to make

both ends meet did not trouble herself about

large profits. Dorothy Vance was not the first

friendless girl she had helped forward in the

struggle for existence.

Dorothy had left her bag at the restaurant,

and t'iiough she was eager to find something to

do, somehow she seemed to lack energy even to

go in search of it. She was worn out in body

and mind, and her heart had gone back with

painful longing to the dear home she had left.

A wish began to form in her mind, a regret

that she had not been fair and open with Roger

Marcham, and asked for confirmation or denial

trom his own lips. Even for the kindness he had

shown, she told herself he was entitled to that.

She went out of her way in her preoccupied

mood, and it took her nearly an hour to reach

the office, though she might have walked the

distance in twenty minutes. When she entered

the place, a very pert, but business-like young

woman, rather patronisingly asked what she

wanted.

"A governess's place? Oh, yes, we have

several on our books. Half-a-crown, please, to

N
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enter your name as an a])i)licant, and then I '11

give you the addresses, then half-a-crown when

you are suited. These are our terms, and they

are very moderate, considering that our business

is with the best famiUes. What are your qualifi-

cations, miss ?
"

" I am afraid I cannot say proficient in any-

thing except music and drawing," said Dorothy,

faintly. *' May I sit down, please ? I am very

tired,"

^' Oh, certainly sit down. Well, here is one,

I think, which might suit," said the youn.^

woman, running her finger down a long list of

names in the ledger. " Mrs. St. Clair Goodwin,

14 Elmira Villas, Cla|)ham. She laid special

stress on the music, I remember. There are five

children, and the salary is fourteen 1 oundo.'

"Fourteen pounds? Surely that is very

little. Our housemaid "' began Doiolliy,

and quickly checked herself lUit the xoiiiig

woman looked at her with curious suspicion.

" When you have no languages you won't get

any more," she said, severely, yet with a kind of

easy familiarity which somehow annoyed Dorothy.

" Weil, will you take the address ? But I may

tell you Mrs. St. Clair Goodwin will be very

]:)articular about references. She is one of our

most fastidious customers."

"Clapham—is that far?" Dorothy asked,

ignoring the insinuation contained in the woman's

speech.

"A good bit. Vou will get the underground

train in the next street. What is yuur name,

l)le:)se?"

" D(jra Verney," replied Dorothy, but her

colour rose, and she liastily drew dmvn her veil.
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"All right—Miss Dora Vcrncy. Will you go

out to Mrs. St. Clair GoodwinV just now?"
" Yes, if I can get a train."

"Oh, there are trains every five minutes.

You '11 let me know if you are suited. Your

address, please ?
"

"Oh, I have no address. I have just come
from the country to-day."

" lUit you must be staying somewhere. I must

have an address, miss."

" Well, twenty-three Gisborne Street," said

Dorothy, giving the number of the place where

she had breakfasted. " Good-morning."

So saying, she walked out of the office, with

cheeks burning, and a curiously humiliated feel-

ing in her heart. She had not thought there

would be so many uni)leasant things connected

with the search for work. Poor Dorothy, she

had scarcely tasted the bitterness of that thank-

less task, as she proved an hour la^er, when she

was being interviewed by Mrs. St. Clair Good-

win in the drawing-room of many colours at

number fourteen Ehiiira Villas. The lady

anxious to secure the services of an accomplished

governess for the sum of fourteen pounds was a

large, pale, over-dressed woman, with a patron-

ising style and a languid mode of speech, which

seemed to indicate a kind of tolerant contempt

for the whole world, and for governesses in

])articular.

" Oh, you are a person from the register," she

said, when the slight, pale, young creature was

ushered into her presence. "Well, what are

your (lualifications for the i)OSt you are seeking?"
" I believe I am a good musician. I have

had the best of leachers," said Dorothy, falter-



196 ROGER MARCHAM'S WARD.

ingly, for her courage and hope were now at the

lowest ebb. " T have had a good English educa-

tion, and I would do my best, madam, if } ou

would engage me."

" It requires consideration. I am afraid you

are too young and inexperienced to maintain the

discipline I like. My children are very high-

spirited, especially Adeline, the eldest, a beauti-

ful girl, Miss—Miss Verney, and possessing

exceptional talents. She is with Saldini for

music. You would require to superintend her

practice, and teach her all other branches, while

you would, of course, have the entire charge of

the other four. All the governesses I have had

have had the care of their wardrobes. I hope

you are a good needlewoman, and can shape

garments for children."

" Is that a governess's usual work, madam ?
"

Dorothy felt impelled to ask.

There was nothing impertinent in the question,

but it seemed to displease Mrs. St. Clair

Goodwin.
" I left all particulars with the person at the

office, just to save myself the needless answering

of questions," she said, stiffly. ** If you are not

prepared to undertake the work you may go,

Miss Verney. '!<'here are hundreds who will

gladly accept a home in a refined Christian

family such as this."

" I beg your pardon if I have offended you.

I only wish to know all that would be expected,

and whether 1 could undertake it conscienti-

ously," Dorothy forced herself to say, seeing she

was losing ground. " What ages are the chil-

dren ?
"

" Adeline is twelve, Leonard, the youngest, is
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five," nnswercd Mrs. Coodwin, somewhat molli-

fied. " But what kind of referenres have you ?

In what sort of a family have yoi been serving

before ? I am very particular about the morals

of any person who comes in contact with my
children, and insist that my nurse shall be a

pious woman, and go regularly to the chapel.

I should require my governess to follow her ex-

amjjje."

" I have never been a governess before," said

Dorothy, rising, for she felt that the interview

might come to an end.

" Oh, have you not ? Are you in reduced cir-

cumstances ? Of course you will have references

from a clergyman, or some other responsible

person ? " said Mrs. Goodwin, with a distrustful

gleam in her hard eyes.

" I have no references. I am quite alone ; nd

friendless. I suppose it will be difficult to find

any one to trust me," said Dorothy, with a slight

bitterness of tone, and drawing down he^ veil

to hide the tears which trembled on her eye-

lash.

" You are right. There must be something

questionable about a person who cannot find a

creature to recommend her," said Mrs. Goodwin,

righteously. "Good -morning, Miss Verney.

Take the advice of one who knows what duty is,

and who does it with all her might, and go back

to your friends. I shall go into town this morn-

ing, and reprimand the register people for hav-

ing a person without references on their lists.

One has to be so careful in choosing a compan-

ion or instructress for young people, that every

precaution must be taken."

Dorothy's cheeks flamed with indignation, but

'H,
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she did not trust herself to speak. When she

got Outside the immaculate gates of Mrs. St.

Clair Goodwin's abode she gave way to a burst

of weeping. Happily it was a quiet thoroughfare,

and no one observed her emotion. It was after-

noon before she found her way back to Gisborne

Street. Strange that she should look upon that

poor little place as a haven of refuge, because in

it a womanly woman had uttered a word of sym-

pathy and kindness.

•' Come away, miss, I was gettin* anxious

about you," said the good soul, who had been

strangely drawn by the sweet face and winning

way of the young girl. ** Bless me, how done

you look. Did you find it as tough a job as I

said? Ay, ay, cry away, poor thing; it'll do

ye good. Just come into my back place, and

we '11 have a talk over it and a cup of tea. This

is my quiet time, afore folks come in seekin' their

teas. There 's folks as has had their teas reg'lar

in the shop for ten year, an' wouldn't take it no

place else. That 's the kind of business I like

—

customers that 's friends as well. Ay, ay, you

do look tired."

Dorothy followed her kind friend into a snug

little back room furnished in chintz, and with a

little muslin curtained window looking out on a

green strip of grass in the back yard. A cheer-

ful little fire crackled in the grate, and the kettle

was singing on the hob, on the mantel shelf were

curious and quaint little ornaments such as you

see in country cottages, and there were a few

flowers in a tall glass jug on the little table, and
the whole place was homely and comfortable in

the extreme.

" Sit down on the sofa, my deary, and I '11 get

! !
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the tea in no time," said the good soul, bustling

about pleasantly. This was an opportunity just

after her own heart. Dorothy sat down on the

pretty chintz sofa, and laid her head down on the

pillow. She felt at that moment that she would

not have exchanged that humble room, made
bright by the sunshine of that happy, helpful

heart, for the palace of a king. She felt as if,

after being tossed about on some tempestuous

sea, she had anchored in a sure haven of peace

and safety.

They had a long talk over their cosy cup of

tea, and it came to pass that Dorothy Vance

slept that night in the chintz-covered room, and

not that night only, but many nights following.

In the great wilderness of London her feet had

been guided, and she had found a home.



CHAPTER VIII.

A HAPPY ENDING.

^HE year was drawing to a close. The
trees were all brown and bare, the

December frosts had nipped the leaves

even in sheltered corners, and given a

brighter tinge of red to the dogberry and the

hollies. There was a prospect of fine skating

at Norton, and of a jolly hard Christmas, when
there could be enjoyment both without and

within. So hard was the frost during Christmas

week that the trout stream in the Underwood
grounds was frozen over for the first time within

its master's memory. It was a pretty picture

down at the rustic bridge, from which the icicles

hung in all sorts of fantastic shapes, to watch the

filmy lacework of the hoar frost on the bare

boughs, and among the leaves of the evergreens.

The place even in winter had a beauty all its

own. The path by the trout stream was a

favourite walk with Roger Marcham. Many a

pleasant hour he had spent there with basket

and rod—in the long summer days, with his

ward at his side. The place was filled with

associations and memories of her, and for that

reason was full of painful interest to him. He
loved it, and yet to come there after the desola-

tion had fallen on Underwood was to him a

200
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source of keenest pain. By the end of Decem-
ber, six months after Dorothy's disappearance,

he was absolutely without hope of ever looking

upon her face again. Perhaps that was natural,

seeing that every means he had taken to dis-

cover a clue to her whereabouts or her fate had

been absolutely without success. He had spared

no expense, the best skill the metropolis could

afford had been placed at his disposal, but in

vain. The missing girl had been traced to

London—that is, it was ascertained at Midgate

that a person answeiing to the description had

taken a third-class ticket for London at the

booking-office at Midgate, and there all inquiry

had come to an abrupt end. Nobody had seen

her at Euston or any intervening station, and to

seek for a quietly-dressed young woman in

London was rather a hopeless task.

The strange and anxious trial which had come
upon Roger Marcham had wrought in him a

great change. Those who loved him were

amazed and grieved that he should lay the thing

so terribly to heart. It was in vain they assured

him he had nothing with which to reproach

himself; that he had been more than kind to

the girl who had treated him with such a strange

ingratitude. It was the nature of the man to

lay blame to himself. He tortured his imagina-

ti.on with recalling what he was pleased to think

the indifference and lack of sympathy with

which he had treated her ; things which existed

solely in his imagination, and had not the

remotest foundation in fact. Perhaps it was

not surprising that a coolness had existed

between Roger Marcham and his nephew since

that unhappy day on which Dorothy Vance left
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Underwood. Altogether matters w.jre in a

very unsatisfactory state when tlie year drew

to its close.

It was the day before Christmas, a fine, clear,

frosty morning, in which it was a perfect delight

to be alive and out of doors. The ground rang

clear and crisp under the tread ; the fine sharp

air was more exhilarating than a draught of wine;

the sky was blue and brilliant ; it was a choice

winter day. After his solitary breakfast, Roger

Marcham left the house, and, with the dogs at

his heels, strolled down to the old bridge. His

face, worn with the anxiety and misery of the

past months, wore a far-off expression, which

had in it a touch of pain. He was recalling last

Christmas, which had been so royally kept at

Underwood in honour of his ward. How grace-

fully she had taken her place at his right hand

at the festivities, and how keenly she seemed to

enjoy her first Christmas on English soil ! He
could not endure the thought of the morrow,

the chime of the Christmas bells would be a

discord in his ears. For where would the child

his dead friend had entrusted to his care be

spending her Christmas Day? With such

questions as these did Roger Marcham torment

himself. He followed the windings of the

stream, the dogs running on its frozen and

uneven surface, until it lost itself in the lake, on

which he had taught his ward to skate. He did

not linger there, however—the memory of these

delightful mornings was not pleasant to him now

—but called to the dogs ranging through the

thickets, and turned his step towards the house.

He had not gone many yards when he caught

the ifiutter of a calico gown among the trees,
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and presently Martha, the housemaid, came
running breathless along the path by the river-

side.

"Would you come up, sir? There is a per-

son wishing to see y( u from London, and she is

in a hurry. She wants to go back, she says, by

the twelve train, and it 's after ten now."
" She ?—is it a lady, Martha ?

"

" Vcs ; at least a woman, sir ; like a trades-

man's wife, I til in... \'ery nice and pleasant,

but she seems to be excited about so; icthing."

'* She did not tell you her business ?
"

"No, sir."

" Perhaps one of my London tenants. My
agent tells me they are always threatening to

come down and interview me about their griev-

ances. The frost is very hard this morning,

Martha."

" Yes, sir."

"The dogs are rather mystified over the ice

here," he said, pointing to the frozen stream.

" I '11 cross the park straight then, as the person

is in such a hurry," said the Squire, and strode

over the frosted grass without the remotest pre-

vision of what iie was about to hear. It never

occurred to him to connect the visit of the

stranger in any way with his lost ward.

Martha had put the woman in the little break-

fast parlour in which the Squire had chosen to

have his meals since he had been again left

alone. A bright fire was burning there, and

when Roger Marcham entered it he saw the

woman, a stout, motherly-looking person, sit-

ting, warming her hands before the comfortable

blaze.

She got up rather nervously when the door
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opened, and dropped an old-fashioned curtsey

to the grave, gentlemanly-looking man who

entered. As she did so, however, she looked

at him keenly, with a pair of very shrewd,

though kindly, grey eyes.

•* Mr. Marcham, sir ? " she said, inquiringly.

"It's Mr. Marcham I want to see."

"I am Mr. Marcham," answered the S(iuire,

courteously. *' I'ray sit down, and tell me what

I can do for you. It is a cold morning for such

an early journey as you must have taken. You
have come from London, 1 think."

" Yes, and it is cold, but I didn't mind it

much. I don't mind it at all, now I 've got

here," said the woman, with a curious little nod

of satisfaction ; then she opened a very large

black bag, and took from it an envelope, care-

fully wrapped in brown paper.

" Would you look at that, please, sir, and tell

me if you know the writing, or anything about

it. I don't, but if you do, perhaps it'll be all

right."

In some amazement Roger Marcham took the

envelope in his hand, but the moment his eye

fell on what was written on it, he gave a great

start. It was his own name and address, written

in full by the hand of his ward.

"Where did you get this, woman?" he asked,

hoarsely. " Do you know who wrote it ?
"

" Yes, I know. I 'm right, I see," said the

woman, beginning to smile. " The person who

wrote that, bless her poor dear heart, is in my
house. Could you sit down, sir, till I tell you

all about it ? Yes, she '3 alive an' well, at least

middhn' well. I don't know a thing about any-

thing, but I see you're gaspin' to know ///a/,'*
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said tlie good soul, with a familiarity which was

not at ail offensive. "Will you i;ivc me time,

sir, to tell my story ?

"

" 1 'II try, since you have so far relieved my
mind. I do not know who you are, or how you

have been connected with her who wrote this,

but I shall never forget that you have given me
the first ray of light in this unhappy business.

Please go on."

The woman nodded to herself .several times,

and, sitting down, clasped her hands on her

knee and began —
" Jt was in the summer, sir, the month o' June,

just at the time o' the great heat there was such

a speakin' about, that there came into my shop

— I keep a little eatin' house, sir, in Oisborne

Street, off Euston Square—early in the mornin*

afore nine, a bit slip of a young lady, carrying a

bag, and lookin' very hot, and tired, and white,

poor lamb, and asked for a cup of tea and some

bread and butter. I served her myself, 'cos my
gal had just left me, and a good riddance, and

the one that came for an hour or two in the day-

time was late ; so I served her myself. She

drank up the tea, but ate nothing, and I couldn't

but look at her with pity, she was that young

an' sweet, an' seemed so sad. I went to the door

with her when she was goin', an' spoke a bit

word about the weather to her, an' she asked me
did I know any place where she could look after

a situation as a governess, or sich like. I told

her of a place, but I advised her not—there's to

many, sir, an' it 's such a poor, hopeless sort of

thing, I've known o' more'n one who broke their

hearts in it. But she went away, promisin' to

come back an' tell me how she got on. I

I!
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thought of her all day, sir, she was such a pretty

creator', and seemed so sorrowful, an' when she

told me her friends were all dead, my heart was

sore for her. The dav was well on afore she

came back, an' 1 knowed the moment I set eyes

on her how she 'd fared. I 've seen that kind

o' hopeless look in too many young faces in

London, which is jes' old Babylon over again, as

1 alius say. \Vell, she came in an' was very

broken down an' tired like, an' she had tea with

me, and after a bit talk she went to bed in my
little room. I 'm very particular al)out strangers,

sir, but I knowed she were the right sort, an' I

seed there were some sore trouble vexin' her

heart. She never told me anything about her-

self, excei^t that hei father an' mother died in

India, an' I know'd she was a lady by her look

an' ways, an' I couldn't ask her questions But

somehow, sir, 1 didn't feel as if I needed to know

all about her, she had such a way with her, just

like a child for faith an' trust, and I couldn't

bear the idea of her goin' away again. She said

she 'd stop till she 'd get a place, but after a bit

we never spoke about her goin', so she stopped

an' stopped, an' there she is still."

" May God bless youl" fell fervently from the

lips of Roger Marcham.

The woman nodded and went on. "No doubt

she was glad o' the place an' the shelter, though

my place is a poor little corner, but she was o'

the greatest use to me, sir, an' has always been.

There was nothing the child wouldn't do, sir,

though she was a lady born, an' I 've never been

so well off, or my legs so saved since ever I had

the shop; but there was one thing I never let her

do, nor wouldn't—go into the shop to serve the
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folks. I knew, though she was so wilHn', that it

wasn't the place for her, an' that's the only pint,

sir, on which her an' me didn't agree. We were

very happy together, sir, although we knew
nothing about each other till that day. I nevei

know'd a more willin' helpful creatur' in my
whole life. I got to be as fond o' her as if she'd

been my own, but 1 never asked, nor she never

told, nothin' about her past. ' It's all done with,'

she used to say, but 1 watched her a good bit,

an' I saw quite well that she carried a sore heart

often, and that somethinof seemed to be troublin'

her. She got to have such an anxious look, sir,

and a bit droop to her lips, that it vexed me
more than I can tell to see it. But she never

spoke, nor I never asked, but one day I found

that envelope accidental, and I made bold to

keej) it, and put it away out 0' sight. I said to

myself, sir, that if anything came over her I had

somebody I could go to. But still I never

spoke, nor did she, an' so the summer wore

away, an' it came the darker days, an' then I

thought my darlin' gettin' very thin an' white.

Excuse me, sir, for callin' her my darlin', but

you see I had got to love her as if she were my
own. S::ill I never spoke, but kep' watchin' her,

an' I saw the droojnn' lip, an' the wistful eyes,

an' the listless way o' goin' about, an' I said to

myself—my precious, that can't go on. I saw

as well as I 'd been told, sir, that something,

whatever it was, was preyin' on her mind, an'

she says to me one day quite suddenly, jes' as if

the words had got out all of themselves—'I believe

I did wrong.' Then I looks up quietly an' I

says, says I, ' Dora, my lamb, if you think so,

I know you '11 set to work to mend that wrong.'
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"Then her colour rose up very red, an' her

eyes got wet, an' she says, with a bit sad shake

o' her pretty head, 'It is too late now, Aunt

Judith, and I am very happy with you.'

" I says not another word, sir, but I thinks

the thins: over an' over in mv mind, an' after a

deal o' thinkin' I comes down here to see if I

could do anything, not knowin' whether it

wouldn't be a fool's errand. Do you know my
Dora, Mr. Marcham, or can you tell me anything

about her or her folks ? Is there anybody you

know of that 's a-hungerin' to see her, as I see

she 's a-hungerin' to see somebody, in spite o' the

bit o' pride, or whatever it is, that 's in my
darlin's heart."

And good Aunt Judith wiped away a sympa-

thetic tear from her kindly eye.

" May God for ever bless and reward you,'*

said Roger Marcham, grasping her two hands

firm and fast in his own. " You have ke])t, and

will restore to me, I trust, my greatest earthly

treasure. But, come, at the risk of hurrying you

away, we must go and get that train ; we can

settle upon the way."

So saynig, Roger Marcham rang the bell,

ordered a hasty refreshment for the stranger,

and bade them bring the carriage to the door at

once.

He was like a man who had obtained a new
lease of life. The maid could not but wonder

what had wrought the change. Within the hour

they were seated in a private first-class compart-

ment of the London train, and there Roger

Marcham unfolded to the kind woman, the story

of Dorothy's flight. He told her the story in its

entirety. She had earned the right to his con-
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fidence, and he gave it gladly. She was a poor,

uneducated woman, but she had a heart of gold,

and had rendered to Roger Marcham a service

which he could never forget, or think of lightly.

Had she not saved his ward from untold temp-

tations and hardships ? He could have kissed

the toilworn palm, in token of his gratitude and

honour. Although it was early in the day when

they reached Euston, a thick fog hung so low

over the city that gas lamps were lighted in the

streets, as well as in every shop and warehouse.

Roger Marcham accompanied his new ^^'end to

Gisborne Street with a beating heart. He could

scarcely realise that in a few minutes he should

look upon the sweet face he had so missed from

his home.

"Just follow me, sir; she'll be in the back

room ; we're never busy at this time," said Aunt

Judith, in an excited whisper, when they reached

the door, rhen she marched boldly in, and

met Dorothy just at the door of the inner room.

The little passage between the l\. .> places was

in shadow, so that Roger Marcham was hidden.

"Back again so soon. Aunt Judith!" Dorothy

said, and the sweet voice went to the heart

of Roger Marcham like the most exquisite

music.

"Yes, my deary, here I am ; an' here's some-

body with me, who, I think, Avants to see you

much more than I want to. Here he is." said

Aunt Judith, treinblingly, and then fairly turned

about, and, sitting down on a chair in the shop,

began to cry.

Dorothy stood still with a half-frightened look.,

as the tall figure emerged from the shadows.

Then a strange, low cry, rung through the room,
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the door was shut, and Aunt Judith heard no
more.

It -^ * * *

" My guardian has forgiven me, Aunt Judith,

and he wants to say, what I never can, what I

never will attempt to say, that we shall never

forget what you have done for me."

It was Dorothy who spoke, and though her

voice was trembling, there was the light of a

strange and exquisite joy on her face. She had

her hands folded on Roger Marcham's arm, and

his hand, firm, kind, and true, was clasped above

them. The other he held out to Judith Rainsford,

but for the moment he was not able to speak.

They did indeed owe to that kind-hearted woman
an unspeakable debt of gratitude.

"Oh, it's all right, it's all right, but you'll

have your teas surely afore you go. I suppose

you "11 be a-goin' to-night ?
"

" Yes," said Roger Marcham, finding his voice

at last. " And so are you !

"

"Me! whereto?"
" Underwood. You must come and look after

' your darlin',' you know, until she becomes mine

altogether. We are going to be married. Aunt

Judith, so we'll shut up shop, shall we, and

go?
" Oh, 1 couldn't, sir. It wouldn't be fair to

them that 's been my friends so long, To leave

them without their teas, sir, would be so cruel."

" Never mind. We don't stir a foot without

her, do we, Dorothy ?
"

" No, most certainly not."

" I don't think we shall fall out again, Aunt

Judith We 've had too severe a lesson," said

Roger March?,m, gravely, yet with a dawning

'

k
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smile, as he saw the light in his darling's eyes.

" It all arose out of a foolish child's imagination.

But I think it would be safer to have you to look

after us."

Aunt Judith was persuaded, and for the first

time for many years the shop in Gisborne Street

was shut up, and the customers had to go else-

where for their " teas."

And when she once tasted the luxury and com-

fort of Underwood, it was not difficult to persuade

her still further, and now she is a pillar in the

house of Underwood, and the dear true friend of

Roger Marcham and his happy wife. It is

seldom they speak of the unhappy misfnke which

embittered so many months of their nves. The
happiness of the present has quite wiped out ihat

past bitterness. It was a serious lesson to Fred

Wellesley, who is now a steady business man,

happy in the house where Rosamond Tracy is a

model wife and mother. Next to his own wife,

he considers the sweet mistress of Underwood the

best woman in the world, and Roger Marcham
thinks the same, but does not admit of any

exception whatsoever. As to Dorothy herself,

I suppose I need scarcely say that she is a

thousand times happier as Roger Marcham's wife

than she was as Roger Marcham's ward.

THE END.




