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8IR NCEL'S HEIR.

CHAPTER ¥

§IR NOEL'S DPEATH-BED,
d

Tar December night had ciosed in wet 2nd wild arouna
Thetford Towerss It stocd down in the low ground,
gmothered in trees, a tall; gaunt, hoary pile of gray stone,
all peaks, and gables and stucks of chimneys, and rook-in-
festzd turrets. A quecr, massive, cld house, built in the
days of James the First, bty Sir Hugo Thetford, the first
baronet of the narne, and as staunch and strong now as then.

The December day had been overcast and gloomy, but
the December night was stormy and wild. The wind
worried and wailed through the tossing trees with whistling

moans and shrieks that were desolately human, and. made .

me think of the sobbing banshee of Irish legends. Far
away the mighty veice of tlu stormy sea mingled its hoarse-
bass, and the rain lashed ®the windows in long, slanting
lines. A desolate nigat and a cGesclate scene without; more
desolate still within, for on his bed, this tempestuous win-
ter night, the last of the Thetford baronets lay dying.

Through the driving wind and lashirg rain a groom gal-
Joped along the high road to the viilage at break-neck speed.
His errand was to Dr. Gale, the village surgeon, which
gentleman he found just preparing to go to bed.

« For God’s sake, doctor ! "’ cried the man, white as a
sheet, ¢ come with me at once !  Sir Noel's kulled | "
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Dr, Gaie, atbeit phleginatic, staggered back, and stared
at the speaker aghast.
% What? Sir Noel killed?” ’

«We're afrad so, docror; none of us knows for certain-

sure, but he lies there like a dead man. Come quick, foe
the love of gooduess, if you want to do any service !’

«1'li be with you in five minutes,”’ said the doctor, leaw
ing the room to order his horse and don his hat and great
caat,

Dr. Gale was as goed as his word.  In less than ten min-
utes he and the groom were fiying recklessly along to Thet-
ford Tuwer.

““How did it happen ?" asked the doctor, hardly abie
to speak for the furious pace at which they were going, 3
thought he was at Lady Stckestone’s ball.” '

‘““He did go,” replied the groom; ¢ leastways he took
my lady there; but ke said he had a friend to meet from
Loudon at the Reyal George to-night, and he rode back,
We don't, none of s, know how it happened ; for a better
or surer rider than Sir Noel there ain’t in Devonshire; but
Diara must have slipped and threw him. She came gal-
loping in by herseif abcut half aa hour ago all blown ; and
me and three more set off to lock for Sir Noel. We found
him avout twenty yards from the gates, lying on his face 1n
the mud, and as stiff and cold as if he was dead.”

“ And you brought him home and came for me?**

¢ Directly, sir.  Some wanted to send word to my lady ;
but Mrs. Hilliard, she thought how you had best see him
first, sir, so’s we’d know what darger he was reaily in be-
fore alarming her ladyship.” . :

“Quite right, Wiliiam. Let us trust it may not be seri-
ous. Had Sir Noel been—I mean, I suppose he had been
dining? **
| Well, doctor,” said Williaca, ** Arneava, tnat’'s his
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L)
vaky de c¢kamdre, you know, said he thought he had taken
more wine than was prudént going to Lady Stokestone’s
ball, which her ladyship is very particular about such, you
know, sir.” '

““Ah1 that accounts,” said the doctor, thoughtfully;
¢¢and now William, my man, don't let’s talk any more, for
I feel completely blown already.”

Ten minutes’ sharp riding brought them to the great
entrance gates of Thetford Towers. , An old woman came
out of a little lodge, built in the huge masonry, to admit
them, and they dashed up the long winding avenue under
the surging oaks and chestnuts. Five minutes more and
Dr. Gale was running up a polished staircase of black, slip-
pery oak, down an equally wide and black and slippery
passage, and into the chamber where Sir Noel lay.

A grand and stately chamber,lofty, dark and wainscoted,
‘where the wax candles made luminous clouds in the dark-
ness, and the wood-fire on the marble hearth failed to give
beat. The oak floor was overlaid with Persian rugs; the
windows were draped in green velvet and the chairs were
upholstered in the same. Near the center of the apartment
_stood the bed, tall, broad, quaintly carved, curtained in green
velvet, and on it, cold and lifeless, lay the wounded man.
Mrs. Hilliard, the hbusekeeper, sat beside him, and Ar-
neaud; the Swiss valet, with a frightened face, stood near
the fire,

¢¢ Very shocking business this, Mrs. Hilliard,” said the
doctor, removing his hat and gloves—¢ very shocking.
How is he? Any signs of consciousness yet?

¢ None whatever, sir,” replied the housekeeper, rising.
¢¢] am so thankful you have come. We, none of us, know
what to do for him, and it is dreadful to see him lying
fhere like that.”*

She moved away, leaving the doctor to his examination.
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Ter winutes, fifteen, tweuty rassed , then Dr. Gale turned
to ber with 2 very vuie, £rave iace. *

e 1o is teo late, Birs. ilitiard,  SirMoe'isadead man!™

¢ Dead ! ** repeated Mys. Hilliard, ttembling and hold.
ing by a chair. ¢ Ch, ry iady ! my lCy!™

1 am going to biced him,"” said tne doctor, ¢f to restore
conscicusness. H2 may lust untll morning. Send forx

" Lady Thetford at cree.” v

Arneaud stcted tp. Mrs, Hilllard looked at him, wringe
ing her hands.
“ Brezk it gently, Arneand. Oh, my lacdy! my dear

“lady! Sc young azd s> preity—and ounly married five

months ! ¥

The Swiss vulet left the room. Dr. Gule got out his
lancet, and desired Mrs. 35 ord to held the basin, At
first the blood relused 5 fow—but rresem’y itcameina
littie, fee-ie stream. The ciosed eyelids futtered ; there
was a restless movement, and Sir Nees "ne!&rd opened his
eyes in tiis morta Ife once inore. He looked first at the
doctor, grave aud p:le, then st the housskeeper, sobbing
on her 'mces by the bed.  Fe was a young man of seven-
and-twenty, fzir and handscms, os it was in he nature of
the ~e+1c:45 to Le. '

“What is it?" he fam...' asked. ¢ TWhat 15 the mat-
ter>* '

“You are hure, Sir Nodl,” the dncto s answered, sadly 3

“you have been thrown from your horse.  Don't zttempt
0 move—you are rot able.) ’

] remember—.7 rca;Aember," said the young man, s
gleam of recclicet’sn | ohting vp Bis ghesly face. ¢ Diana
slipped, and T was <irown.  How long ago is that? ™

¢ About an hour. '

“Ard Iam Lunt? Bw‘y? ”

He fixed his eyes wita a powerful lock on the doctor's
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face, and that good man shruck away from the news he
must tell.

“¢ Badly?” reiterated the young baronet, in a peremptory
tone, that told all of his nature. ¢¢ Ah! you won't speak,
I see! I am, and I feel—I feél Doctor,a.mlgomgto
die?”

He asked the question thh a sudder wildness—a sudden
horror of death, half starting uvp in bed. Still the doctog .
did not speak ; stili Mrs. Hlliard's suppressed sobs echoed
in the stillness of the vast room.

Sir Noel Thetford fell back on his pillow, a shadow as
ghastly and awful as death itself lying on his face. But he
was a brave man and the descendant of a  fearless race;
and except for one convulsive throe that shook him from
head to foot, nothing told his horror of his sudden fate,
There was a weird pause. Sir Noel lay staring straight at
the oaken wall, his bloodless face awful in its intensity of
hidden feeling. Rain and wind outside rose higher and
higher, and beat clamorously at the windows; and sdll
above them, mighty and terrible, rose the far-off voice of
the ceaseless sea.

The doctor was the first to speak, in hushed and awe-
struck tones. )

¢¢ My dear Sir Noel, the time is short, and I can do little
or nothing. Shall I send for the Rev. Mr. Knight?”’

The dying eyes turned upon him with a steady gaze.

¢ How long have I to live? I want the truth.”

“Sir Noel, it is very hard, yet it must be Heaven's will
But a few hours, 1 fear.”

¢ So soon ?"’ said the dyingman. ¢Idid not think——
8end for Lady Thetford,” he cried, wildly, half raising
himself again—¢*send for Lady Thetford at once!”’

¢ We have sent for her,” said the doctor; ¢¢she will be

~np
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here very soon. But the clergyman, Sir Noel—the
man. Shali we rot send for him? " :

«¢ No!" said Sir Noel, sharply. ¢ WhatdoI wantof e
clergyman? Leave me, both of you. Stay, you can give
me something, Gale, to keep up my strength to the last? J
shall need it. Now go. I want to see no one but Lady
Thetford.” <

««My lady has come!" cried Mrs. Hilliard, starting to
her feet; and at the same moment the door was opened by .

* Arneaud, and a lady in a sparkling ball-dress swept in. She '

stood for a moment on the threshold, looking from face to -
face with a bewildered ar.

She was very young—scarcely twenty, and unmistakably
beautiful. Taller than common, willowy and slight, with
great, dark eyes, flowing dark curls, and a colorless olive
skin. The darkly bandsome face, with pride in every fea-
ture, was blanched now almost to the hue of the dying
man’s; but that glittering, bride-like figure, with its misty
point-lace and blazing diamonds, seemed in strange con-
tradiction to the idea of death, v

My lady ! my lady !”" cried Mrs. Hilliard, with a sup
pressed sob, moving near her.

The deep, dark eyes turned upon her for an instant, then
wandered back to the bed ; but she never moved.

‘¢ Ada,” said Sir Noel, faintly, ‘‘come here. The rest
of yougo. Twant:. ne but my wife.”

The graceful figm. 1 its shining robes and jewels, flitted |

over and dropped on its knees by his side. The other three

quitted the room and closed the door. Husband and wife
were alone with only death to overhear.

* Ada, my poor girl, only five months a wife—it is very
bard on you; ButNg seems I must go. I havea great desl
0 say to you, Ada-that I can’t die without saying. I

1
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have been a villain, Ada—the greatest villain on earth to
M.',i

She had not spoken. She did not speak. She knelt be-
side him, white and still, looking and listening with strange
calm. There was a sort of white horror in her face, but
very little of the despairing grief one would naturally look
for in the dying man's wife.

«I don't ask you to forgive me, Ada—1I have wronged
you too deeply for that; but I loved you so dearly—so
dearly! Oh, my God! what a lost and cruel wretch I
have been."”

He lay panting and gasping for breath. There was a
draught which Dr. Gale had left standing near, and he
made a motion for it. She held it to his lips, and he drank ;
her hand was unsteady and spilled it, out stili she never
spoke, Co o :

1 cannot speak loudiy,.Ada,” he said, in a husky
whisper, ¢ my strength seems to grow less every moment ;
but I want you to promise me before I begin my story that
you will do what I ask. Promise ! promise!"”’

He grasped her wrist and glared at her almost fiercely.

¢« Promise ! *' he reiterated. ¢ Promise ! promise!"’

« ] promise,’ she said, witk white lips.

« May Heaven deal with you, Ada Thetford, as yoy
keep that promise. Listen now.” -

. The wild night wore on. The cries of the wind in the
trees grew louder and wilder and more desolate. The rain
beat and beat against the curtained glass; the candles
grettered and flared ; and the wood-fire flickered and died
out. '

And still, long after the midnight hour had toiled, Ada,
Lady Thetford, in her lace and silk and jewels, knelt be-
side her young husband,-and listened to the dark and
shameful story he had to tell. She never once faltafd.‘
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she mever spoke or stirred ; but her’ face was whiter thap
ber dress, and her great dark eyes dilated with a horror too
| imtense for words.

The voice of the dying man sank lower and lower—it
fell to a dull, choking whisper at last. .

¢Yon have heard all,” he said huskﬂy.
Cepnpr
- The word dropped from her hps like lce-—the frozen look
of . blank horror never left her face.

» ¢¢ And you will keep your promise?

¢Yes.”
; ¢¢God bless you! Icandie now! Oh, Adat I cannot
] ask you -to forgive me; but I love you so much—sc much! ch
Kiss me once, Ada, before I go.”

¢ His voice failed even with the words. - Lady Thetford
bent- down and kissed him, but her hps were as cold and
white as his own.

They were the last words Su' Noel Thetford ever spoke.
The restless sea was sullenly ebbing, and the soul of the
1 man was floating away with it. The gray, chill light of a
new day was dawning over the Devonshire fields, rainyand
¢ raw, and with its first pale ray the soul of Noel Thetford,
baronet, left the earth forever.
; ‘An hour later, Mrs. Hilliard and Dr. Gale ventured to

‘ enter. They had rapped againand again; but there had {

beer ‘no response, and alarmed they had Gom##. Stark '

g and rigid already lay what was mortal of the L& of Thet-
ford Towers; and still on her knees, with that frozen look
on her face, knelt his living wife,

«“My lady ! my lady!” cried Mrs. Hllllard her tears
fallmg like rain. _¢¢ Oh ! my dear lady, come away ! "

She. looked up; then again at the marble form on the
bed, and without a word or cry, slipped back in the old
housckeeper’s armsmadead famt.

. o5
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' CHAPTER IL "
'CAPT. EVERARD.

7 ¥r was a very grand and stately ceremonial, that funerd
* procession from Thetford Towers. A week after that
stormy December night they laid Sir Noel Thetford in the
family vault, where generation after generation of his race
slept their last long sleep. The gentry for miles and miles
around were there, and among them came the heir-at-law,
the Rev. Horace Thetford, only an obscure country curate
now, but failing male heirs to Sir Noel, successor to the
Thetford estate and fifteen thousand a year. ‘
"In a bedchamber, luxurious as wealth can make a room,
lay Lady Thetford, dangerously ill. It was not a brain -
- fever exactly, but something very like it into which she had

fallen, coming out of the death-like swoon. It wasall ‘

very sad and shocking—the sudden death of the gay and
“handsome young baronet, and the serious illness of his
poor wife. The fyneral oration of the Rev. Mr. Knight,
rector of St. Gosport, from the text, “ In the midst of life
we are in death,” was most eloquent and impressive, and
women with tender hearts shed tears, and rier’ listened
with grave, sad faces. It was such a little while—only five
short months—since the wedding-bells had rung, and there
had been bonfires and feasting throughout the village ; and
Sir Noel, looking so proud and so happy, had driven up to’
the illuminated |hall with his handsome bride. Oanly five.
months ; and now—and now.
" The funeral was over and everybody had gone back
bome—everybody but the Rev. Horace Thetford, who lin-

N
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4 gered to see the result of my lady’s illness, and if she died,

to take possession of his estate. It was unutterably dismal
in the dark, hushed old house, with Sir Noel’s ghost seem-
ing to haunt every room-—very dismal and ghastly this
waiting to step into dead people’s shoes. But then there
was fifteen thousand a year, and the finest place in Devon-
shire; and the Rev. Horace would have faced a whole regi-
ment of ghosts and lived in a vault for that. .
But Lady Thetford did not die. Slowly but surely, the
fever that had worn her to a shadow left her ; and by-and-
bye, when the early primroses peeped through the first
blackened earth, she was able to come down-stairs—to
come down feeble and frail and weak, colorless as death
and as silent and cold. ' '
The Rev. Horace went back to Yorkshire, yet not en-
tirely in despair. Female heirs could not inherit Thetford
—he stood a chance yet; and the widow, not yet twenty,
‘was left alone in the dreary old mansion. People were very
sorry for her, and came to see her, and begged her to be
resigned to her great loss; and Mr. Knight preached end-
less homilies on patience, and hope, and submission, and
Lady Thetford listened to them just as if they had been
talking Greek. She never spoke of her dead husband—she
shivered at the méntion of his name; but that night at his

'dying~bed had changed her as never woman changed be-

fore. From a bright, ambitious, pleasure-loving girl, she
had grown into a silent, haggard, liopeless woman, All
the sunny spring days she sat by the window of her boudoir,
gazing at the misty, boundless sez, pale and mute—dead in

. life.

The friends who came to see her, and Mr. Knight, the
rector, were a little puzzled by this abnormal case, butvery’ .
sorry for the pale young widow, and disposed to think bet-
ter of -her than ever before. It must surely have been the

PR
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vilest slander that she had not cared for her husband, that

~ she had married him only for his wealth and title; and
‘that young soldier—that captain of dragoons—must have

been a myth. She might have been engaged to him, of
course, before Sir Noel came, that seemed to be an undis-
puted fact; and she might have jilted him for a wealthier
Jover, that was all a common case. But she must have
loved her husband very dearly, or she never would have
been broken-hearted like this at hisloss,

Spring deepened into summer. The June roses in the
flower-gardens of the Thetford were in rosy bloom, and my
lady was ill again—very, very ill. There was an eminent
physician down fromsgondon, and there was a frail little
mite of babyhood lying among lace and flannel; and the
eminent physician shook his head, and looked portentously

; grave as he glanced from the crib to the bed. Whiter than

the pillows, whiter than snow, Ada, Lady Thetford, lay,
hovering in the Valléy;of the Shadow of Death ; that other
feeble little life seemed flickering, too—it was so even a toss
up betweén the great rival powers, Life and Death, that a
straw might have turned the scale either way. So slight
being ‘that baby-hold of gasping breath, that Mr. Knight,
in the absence of any higher authority, and in the uncon-
sciousness of the mother, took it upon himself to baptize
it. So a china bowl was brought, and Mrs. Hilliard held
the bundle of flannel and long white robes, and the child

- was named—the name which the mother had said weeks _

ago it was to be called, if a boy—Rupert Noel Vandeleur
‘Thetford ; for it was a male heir, and the Rev 'Horace’s
cake was dough

Days went by, weeks, months, and to the surprise of the
eminent physician neither mother nor child died. Summer
waned, winter returned ; and the anniversary of Sir Noel’s
death came round, and my lady was able to walk down-
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4
stairs, shivering in the warm air under all her wraps. She
had expressed no pleasure or thankfulness in her own safety,
or that of her child. She had asked eagerly if it were a
bosr or a girl ; and hearing its sex, had turned her face to
the wall, and lay for hours and hours speechless and mo-
tionless. Yet it was very dear to her, too, by fits and
starts as it were. She would hold it in her arms half a day,
sometimes covering it with kisses, with jealous, passionate
love, crying over it, and half smothering it with caresses;
and then, again, in a fit of sullen apathy, would resign it
to its nurse, and not ask to see it for hours. It was very
strange and inexplicable, her conduct, altogether ; more es-
: pecially, as with_ her return to health came no return of
, “. . cheerfulness and hope. The dark gloom that overshadowed
‘- her life seemed to settle into a chronic disease, rooted and
incurable. She never went out; she returned no visits;
she gave no invitations to those who came to repeat theirs.
Gradually people fell off; they grew tired of that sullen
coldness in which Lady Thetford wrapped herself as in a
_mantle, until Mr. Knight and Dr. Gale grew to be almost -
her only visitors, ¢ Mariana, in the Moated Grange,” ¢
never leda more solitary - and dreary existence than the
handsome young widow, who dwelt a recluse at Thetford
Towers ; for she was very handsome still, of a pale moon- X
lit sort of beauty, the great, dark eyes, and abundant dark Co
hair, making her fixed and changeless palor all the more o
5 " gemarkable. '
‘e Months and seasons went by. Summers followed win-
P ters, and ‘Lady Thetford still buried herself alive in the
gray old- manor—and: the little heir was six years old. A
oo delicate child still, puny and sickly, and petted and spoiled, .
i and indulged in every childish whim and caprice. His .
mother’s image and idél—no look of the fair-haired, san-
guise, blue-eyed Thetford sturdiness in his little, pinched,
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pAe face, large; dark eyes, and crisp, black ringlets. The
years had gone by like a slow dream; life was stagnant
enough in St. Gosport, doubly stagnant at Thetford Towers,
whose mistress rarely went abroad beyond her own gates,
save when she took her little son.out for an airing in the
pony phaeton. = -

She had/taken him out_for one of those. amnvs on a July
afternoon{ when he had nearly accomplished his seventh

, while the groom waited with the pony-phae-
ton just within sight.
w. The long July afternoon wore on. The sun that had
’ blazed all day like a wheel of fire, dropped lower and lower
into the crimson west. The wide sea shone red with the
reflections of the lurid glory in the heavens, and the pum-
berless waves glittered and flashed as if sown with stars.
" _——A faint, far-off breeze swept over the sea, salt and cold ;
} and the fishermen’s boats danced along with the red sunset
i glinting on their sails.

Up and down, slowly and thoughtfully, the lady walked,
her eyes fixed on the wide sea. As the rising breeze met
1 her, she drew the scarlet shawl she wore over her black
silk dress closer around her, and glanced at ber boy. The
little fellow was running over the sands, tossing pebbles
.into the surf, and hunting for shells ; and her eyes left him
and wandered once more to the lurid splendor of that sun-
set on the sea. It was very quiet here, with no living thing

in sight but themselves ; so the'lady’s start of astonishment
was natural when, turning an abrupt angle in the path leadv
ing to the shore, she saw a man coming toward her over the
sands. A tall, powerful-looking man of thirty, bronzed
and handsome, and with an  unmistakably military air,

\
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although in plain black clothes. The lady took a second
look, then stood stock still, and gazed like one in a dream.
The man approached, lifted his hat, and stood silent and
grave before her.

¢ Captain Everard ! ”

““Yes, Lady Thetford—after eight years—Captain Ever~

ard again.”

The deep, strong voice snited the bronzed, grave face,
and both had a peculiar power of their own. Lady Thet-
ford, very, very pale, held out one fair jeweled hand.

¢ Captain Everard, I am very glad to see you again.”

He bent over the little hand a moment, then dropped e,
and stood looking at her sﬂent

I thought you were in India,” she said, trymg to be

atease. “ When did you return? *’

“ A month ago. My wife is dead. I too, am widowed,
Lady Thetfo

“I am very sorry to hear it,” she said, gravely. ¢ Did
she die in India?”

“Yes; and I have come home with my little daughter.”

¢ Your daughter ! Then she left a child ?*

“One. It is on her account I have come. The climate
killed her mother. I had mercy on her daughter, a.nd have
brought her home,”

‘I am sorry foryonrwxfe. Why did she remain in

India?”

“¢ Because she preferred death to leaving me. She loved
me, Lady Thetford ! ”

His powerful eyes were on her face—that pale, bemﬁfnl A‘ '

face, into which the blood came for an instant at his words.
She looked at him, then away over the darkening sea.
““And you,” my lady—you gained the desire to your

~ heart, wealth, and a title?  Let me hope they havemmdo

¥ou a happy woman.”

-
A
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“'i am not 'happy"‘

" «Nc? But you have been—you were while Sir Nod -

lived?”

« My husband was very good to me, Captain Everard.
His death was the greatest misfortune that could have be-
fallen me.”

¢ But yo;{ are young, you are free, you are nch, you dre
beautiful. You may wear, a coronet next time."

His face and glance were so darkly grave, that. the covert

- sneer was almost hidden. But she felt it.

¢¢ I shall never marry again, Captain Everard.”

¢ Never? You surprise me! Six years—nay, seven, &
widow, and with innumerable attracnons. Oh, you cannot
mean it! "’

She made a sudden, pasxonate gesture—looked at him,
then away.

#¢ It is useless—worse than useless, folly, madness, to lift

the veil from the irrevocable past. But don’t you think,.

don’t you, Lady Thetford, that you might have been equally
happy if you had married me 7’

She madc no reply. She stood gazing seaward, cold and
still.

T was madly, msanely, absurdly in love with pretty

Ada Vandeleur in those days, and I think I would have .

made her a good husband ; better, however—forgive me—
than’1 ever made my poor dead wife. But you were wise

and ambitious, my pretty Ada, and bartered your black .

eyes and raven ringlets to a higher bidder. You jilted me

‘in cold blood, poor love-sick devil that 1 was, and reigned

resplendent as my Lady Thetford. ‘At 1 you knew how to

choose the better part, my pretty Ada 1

¢¢ Captain Everard, I am sorry for the past—I have
stoned, if suffering can atone. Have a little pity, and let
we alone |

-
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¥ He stood and looked at her silently, gravely. Then said,
in a voice deep and calm: 4
““We are both free! Will you marry me now, Adal”
¢ ] cannot!”

“ But I love you—1I have always loved you. And )ou--
I used to think you loved me! "

He was strangely calm and passionless, voice and glanoe
and face. But Lady Thetford had covered Aer face, and
was sobbing.

¢ I did—I do—1I always have! But I cannot maiTy you.
I w1ll love you all.my life; but dan't, a’on't ask me to bs
your wife!”’

¢ As you pl&se 1" he said, in the same passmnless voice,

"« think it is best myself; for the George Everard of to.

day is not the George Everard who loved you eight years

ago. We would not be happy—-I know that. Ada, is that
your son? "

[ YS ” A
«T should like to lock at him. Here, my little baronet !

. 1 want to see you."

The boy, who had been looking curiously at thestranger,
ran up at a sign from his mother. The tall captain lifted
him in his arms and gazed in his small, thin face, with
which his bright tartan plaid contrasted harshly.

¢ He hasn’t a look of the Thetfords. He is your own
son, Ada. My little baronet, what is your name?*’

«Sir Rupert Thetford,” answered the child, struggling

to get free.  ¢“ Let me I don’t know you !*
The captain séc/ﬁngoc;wn with a grim smile; and the

boy clung to his mother’s skirts, and eycd the tall stranger

" askance.

“1 wanttogohome, mamma! Pm tned and hungry
¢ Prescntly, dearest. RnntoWdlmm,hehaeakefm

e
3
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you. Captain Everard, I shall be happy tohzveyouat
dinner.” >

¢¢ Thanks; but I must decline. I go back to London to,"'
night. I sail for India again in a week.”

““Sosoon! I thought you meant to remain.”

¢ Nothing is further from my intentions. I merely brought
my little girl over to provide her a home ; that is why I
‘have troubled you. Will you do me this kindness, Lady

Thetford ?
¢“Take your little girl? Ob, most gladly—most will-
hgly ! ”

¢ Thanks! Her mother’s people are French, and I know
little about them ; and, save yourself, I can claim friendship
- with few in England. She will be poor ; I have settled on
- her all I am worth—some three hundred a year; and you,
Lady Thetford, you can teach her, when she grows up, to
catch a rich husband.”
She took no notice of the taunt; she looked only too
happy to render him this service.
1 am so pleased ! She will be such a nice compamon
for Rupert. - How old is sha? .
¢¢ Nearly four.” ‘
¢¢Is she here?” -
“No; she is in London: {wﬂl fetch her down in a day
‘or two.”
¢¢ What do you call her?
¢ Mabel—after her mother. Then it is'settled, Lady
Thetford, I am to fetch her? ”
¢¢I shall be delighted ! But won’t you dine with me? "’
- ¢No. I mustcatch the evening train. Farewell, Lady
‘Thetford, and many thanksl In three days I will be here
m‘n.’l
He lifted his hat and waIked away. Lady Thetford
watched him out of sight, and then turned slowly, as she

1 - .
-~ -
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heard her little boy callxng her wy}%:hnll 1mpat1ence The
red sunset had faded out; the sea lay gray and cold under
the twilight sky, and the eveningv breeze was chill. - Changes
in sky and sea and land told of coming night; and Lady
Thetford, shivering slightly in the rising wind, hurried
away to be driven home. ~

CHAPTER IIL

¢ LITTLE MAY.”

fiy from the railway drove up the long, winding avenue
leading to the great front -entrance of the Thetford man-
sion. A bronzed military gentleman, a nurse and a little
girl, occupied the fly, and the gentleman’s keen, dark eyes

ON the evening of the third day after this interview, a

wandered searchingly around. - Swelling meadows, velvety =

T lawns, sloping terraces, waving trees, bright flower-gardens,
1 quaint old fish-ponds, sparkling fountains, and a wooded
P park, with sprightly deer—that was what he saw, all bathed
O in ‘the golden halo of the summer sunset. Massive and
1 -~ grand, the old house reared its gray head, half overgrown

with ivy and climbing roses. Gaudy peacocks strutted on

g the terraces; a graceful gazelle flitted out for an instant
; © -amongst the trees to look at them and then fled irr afright;
and tke bezrking of ha.lf a dozen mastiffs greeted their ap-
proach noiily.

pretty Ada might have done worse. A grand old place for
that puny child to inherit_. The staunch old warrior-blood
of the Thetfords IS sadly adulterated in his pale veins, 1
_fancy. Well, my little May, and how are you going to like
" all this?”

/

¢ A fine old place,” thought Cnpmn ‘Everard. . “My .. ...

ety
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The child, a bright-faced little creature, with great
sparkling eyes and rose-bloom cheeks, was looking in de-
light at a distant terrace. '

“See, papal See all the pretty peacocks! Look, El
len,” to the nurse, *‘three, four, five! Oh, how pretty 1™

" ¢ Then little May will like to live here, where she can
see the pretty peacocks every day?”

¢ And all the pretty flowers, and the water, and the htth
boy—where’s the little boy, papa? :

¢ In the house—you’ll see him presently ; butyoumust
be very good, little May, and not pull his hair, and scratch
his face, and poke your fingers in his eyes, like you used ta
do with Willie Brandon. Little May must learn to be

Little May put one rosy finger in her mouth, and set her

< head on one side like a defiant vanary. She was one of the _
prettiest little fairies imaginable, with her pale, flaxen curls,
~and sparkling light-gray eyes, and apple-blossom complex.
ion; but she was evidently as much spoiled as little Sir
. Rupert Thetford himself.

Lady Thetford sat in the long drawmg—room, after hee
solitary dinner, and little Sir Rupert played with his rock-
.ing-horse and a pile of picture-books in a remote corner.
The young widow lay back in the violet-velvet depths of a
carved and gilded feuteuiZ, very simply dressed in black
and crimson, but looking very fair and stately withal. She
‘was watching her boy with a half smile on her face, when
-2 footman entered with Captain Everard s wd- Lady

Thetford looked up eagerly. : ‘ A T

S '""“*ShowCaptamEverardupatonce.” CEe R

The footman bowed and disappeared. Five mimma P

Jater, and the tall captain and his little daughter stood bes
fore her.

At last ! " gaid Iadywwggmdholdingm

r .
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of other-gays—* at last, wbenlwasgmowmg i
And this is your ¥ttle girl—my little girl from.
Come bere, fny-pet; and kiss your new mamma.” *

She bentomigmé-me hssmgthe pmkcheehmd
wosy lips. "

«Sle is fair “and tiny—a very fairy; tm:hcresemblq
you, nzvertheless, Capt. Everard.”

«¢ In temper—yes,” said the captain. Youwill findher

* gpoiled, ard willful; 2nd cross, and capncxousandnoend
of trouble. Won't she, May?”

¢ She will be the better match for Rupert on that ac-
count,” Lady Thetford said, smiling, and unfastening little
Miss Everard’s wraps with her own fair fingers. ¢ Come
here, Rupert, and welcome your new sister.”

The young baronet approached, and dutjfully kissed lit
tle May, who put up her rose-bud mouth right willingly.
Sir Rupert Thetford wasn’t tall, rather undersized, and -
delicate for his seven years ; but he was head and shoulders
over the flaxen-haired fairy, with the bright gray eyes.

¢ ] want a ride on your rocking-horse,” cried little May,
fraternizing with him at once; ¢ and oh! whatmceplctm'e
books and what a lot!”

The children ran off together to their distant corner, and
Captain Everard sat down for the first time. .

¢ You have not dined? " said Lady Thetfosd. ¢ Allow
me to——"" her hand was on the bell, but the captain in.

¢ Many thanks—nothing. We dined at thevillage ; and

1 leave again by the seven-fifty train. It is past seven now,
80 I have but little time to spare.. I fear I am putting you

to a great deal of trouble; but May’s nurse insists on being
 taken back to London to«mght.”

- .“kmllbeofnomseqmce."tephedhdi'l‘?
-
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"Rupen’lm wintakechargeofher 1 intend t ad-
vertise for a nursery governess in afew days. Rupert’s
health has always been so extremely delicate, that he has
not even began a pretext of learning yet, and it is quite
time. He grows stronger, I fancy; but Dr. Gale tells me
frankly his constitution is dangerously w
- She sighed as she spoke, and looked over to where he
stood beside little May, who had mountéd the rocking-
harse boy-fashion. Sir Rupert was expostulating. .
¢¢You oughtn’t to sit that way—ask mamma. Yoa -
ought to sit side-saddle, Only boys sit like that.”
¢ ] don’t care!" retorted Miss Everard, rocking more
violently than ever. ¢ I'll sit whatever way Ilikel Let
me alone 1" S
Lady Thetford looked at the captain with a smile. ;
¢ Her father’s daughter, surely | bent on having her own -
way. Whatafmryltxs'andyetsuchaperfectplctureol Y
bealth. - -
«Mabel was ncverdlanhourmherhfe,lbelxeve, o
said ber father; ¢ she is not at all too good fot this world. >0
I only hope she may not gxow up the torment of your hfe ‘
—ghe is thoroughly spoil
¢ And I fear if she were not, Ishould doit. Ah!Iex _
pect she will be a great comfort to me, and a world of good
to Rupert. He hds never had a playmate of his own years,
and children need children as much as they needsun -
shine.” - i
They sat /ﬂﬁ' ten minutes conversing grave]y, chiefly on
business matters connected with little May’s annuity—not. - .
at all as they had conversed three days before by the sea~
side. Then, as half-past seven drewnear, the captain
arose.
“l mnstgo, I will hardly be in time as it is. Com
bae. lmlemy. and bid pepa good-bye.”

.

Sl
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#Let papa come to May,” responded his daughter, stil}
rocking. I can’t get off.”’

Captain Everard laughed, went over, beat dewn and
kissed her. .

¢ Good-bye, May; don’t forget papa, and learnto be a
good girl. Good-bye, haronet; try and grow strong and
tall. Farewell, Lady Thetford, with my best thanks.”

She held his hand, looking up in his sur-burned face
with tears in her dark eyes.

¢ We may never meet again, Captain Everard " she
said hurriedly. ¢ Tell me before we part that you forgive
me the past.”

¢ Truly, Ada, and for the first time. The service you
have rendered me fully atones. You should have been my
child’s mother—be a mother to her now. Good-bye, and
God bless you and your boy! :

He stooped over, touched her cheek with his lips rever-
entially, and then was gone. Gone forever—never to meet
those he left behind this side of eternity.

Little May bore the loss of papa and nurse with philosoph-
ical indifference—her new playmate sufficed for both.
The children took to one another with the readiness of
childhood—Rupert all the more readily that he had never
before had a playmate of his own years, He was naturally
a quiet child, caring more for his picture-books and his
nurse’s stories than for tops, or balls, or marbles, But lit-
tle May Everard seemed from the first to inspire him with
some of her own superabundant vitality and life. ~The
child was never, for a single instant, quiet; she was the
most restless, the most impetuous, the most vigorous little
creature that can beccuceived. Feet and tongue and hands
never were still from morning till night ; and the life of Sir

‘Rupert’s nurse, hitherto one of idle ease, became all at once

a misery to her. The little girl was everywhere—every
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where ; especially where she had no business to be ; and narse
never knew an easy moment for trottingafter her, and rescuing
her from all sorts of perils. She could climb like a cat, or
a goat, and risked her neck about twenty times per diem ;
she sailed her shoes in the soup when let in as a treat to
dinner, and washed her hands in her fhilk-and-water. She
became the intimate friend of the pretty peacocks and the
big, good-tempered dogs, with whom, in utter fearlessness,
she rolled about in the grgss half the day. She broke young
Rupert’s toys, and toreggss picture-books and slapped his
face, and pulled bis hair, and made herself master of the
situation before she had been twenty-four hours in the
house. She was thoroughly and completely spoiled What
India nurses had left undone, injudicious petting and flat-
tery on the homeward passage had ccmpleted—and her
temper was something appalling. Her shrieks of passionat
the slightest contradiction of her imperial will ranz through
the house, and rent the tortured tympanums of all who
heard.- The little Xantippe would fiing herself flat on the
carpet, and literally scream herself black in the race, until,

in dread of apoplexy and sudden death, her frightened
hearers hastened to yield. Of course, one such victory in-
sured all the rest. As for Sir Rupert, before she had been
a week at Thetford Towers, he dared not call his soul his
own. She had partlyscalped him on several occasions, and
left the mark of her cat-like nails “n his tender visage ; but
her venomous power of screeching for hours at will had
more to do with the little baronet’s dread of her than any-
thing else. He fled mglonously in every battle—running |,
in tears to mamma, and leaving the fiel'} and the trophies of
victory trjumphantly to Miss Everard. With all this,
when: not thwarted—when allowed to smash toys, and dirty
her clothes, and smear her infantiie face, and tear pictures,
and torment inoffensive lapdogs; when allowed. in short,

.
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to follow ¢¢ her own sweet will,” little May was as charm
\ing a fairy as ever the sun shoneon. Her gleeful laugh
made music in the dreary old rooms, such as had never
been heard there for many a day, 2nd her mischievous antics
were the ‘delight of all who did not suffer thereby. The
servants petted and indulged her, and fed her on unwhole-
some cakes and sweetmeats, and made her worse and worse
every day of her life. )
. Lady Thetford saw all this with inward apprehension.
If her ward was completely beyond her power of control
at four, what would she be a dozen years hence?
~ «Her father was right,” thought the lady. ¢ Iam
afraid she w1/ give me a great deal of trouble. I never
saw so headstrong, so utterly unmanageable a child.”

But Lady Thetford was very fond of the fairy despot
withal. When her son came running to Rer for succor,
drowned in tears, his mother took him in her arms and
kissed him and soothed him-—but she never punished the
offender. As for Sir Rupert, he mightfly ignominiously,
but he never fought back. Little %y had all the hair-
pulling and face-scratching to herself.

1 must geta governess,” mused Lady Thetford. <1
may find one who can control this little vixen ; and it is
really time Rupert began his studies. I shall speak to Mr.
Knight about it.””- ' :

Lady Thetford sent that very day to the rectory her lady-
ship’s compliments, the servant said, and would Mr. Knight
call at his earliest convenience. Mr. Knight sent in answer
to expect him that same evening ; and on his way h fell in
with Dr. Gale, going to the manor-house on a professional
visit. -

«Little Sir Rupert keeps weakly,” he said; ¢ no con-

_ stitution to speak of. Not at all like the Thetfords—splen-
did old stock, the Thetfords, but run out—un out. Sir

«

“©
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Rupert isa Vandeleur, inherits his mother's consntutwn-—
delicate child, very."”

¢ Have you seen Lady Thetford’s ward ! ' inquired the
clergyman, smiling ; no hereditary weakness there, I fancy.
I'li answer for the strength of her lungs, at anyrate. The
other day she wanted Lady Thetford’s watch play-
thing; she couldn’t have it, and down she fell flat on the
floor in what her nurse calis ¢ one of her tantrums.” You
should have heard her, her shrieks were appalling.”

" “I have,”said the doctor, with emphasis; ¢ she has
the temper of tL: old demon. If I had anything to do
with that chld, 1 should whip her within an inch of her
life—that's all she wants, lots of whipping! The Lord
only knows the future, but I pity her prospective hus-
mnd 1 »

¢“The taming of the shrew,” laughed Mr. nght.
¢ Katherine and Petruchio over- again. For my part, 1
think Lady Thetford was unwise to undertake such a charge.
With her delicate healih it is altogether too much for her.”

The two gentlemen were shown into the library, whilst
the servant went to inform his lady of their arrival. The
library had ‘a French window opening on a sloping lawn,
and here chasing butterflies in high glee, were the two
children—the pale, dark-eyed baronet, and the flaxen-
tressed little East Indian.

¢¢Look,” said Dr. Gale. ¢Is.Sir Rupertgoing to be
your Petruchio? Who knows what the future may bring
forth-——who knows that we do not behuld a future Lady
Thetford 2

¢« She is very pretty,” said the rector thoughtfully, ¢“and
she may change with years. . Your prophecy may be ful
filled.”

. The present Lady Thetford enmedashespohe. She bhad

. . .
[ : . )
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heard the remarks of both, and there was an unusual pallot
and gravity in her face as she advanced to receive them.

Little Sir Rupert was called in, and May followed, with
a butteifly crushed to death in each fat little hand.

¢t She kills them as fast as she catches them,’ said Sir
Rupert, ruefully, ¢¢It’s cruel, isn’t it, mamma ?

Little May, quite unabashed, displayed her dead prizes,
and - cut short the doctor’s conference by impatiently pull-
ing her play-fellow away. '

. ¢¢ Come, Rupert, come,” she cried. ¢ I want to catch
the black one with the yellow wingd. Stick your tongue
out and come.”

“ Sir Rupert displayed his tongue, and submitted his pulse

to the doctor, and let himself be pulled away by May.

¢The gray mare in that span is decidedly the better
horse,”’ laughed thedoctor. ¢ What 2 little despot in pin-

isitors had left, Lady Thetford walked to the
ndow and stood watching the two children racing in the
sunshine. It was a pretty sxght, but the lady’s face was
contracted with pain.

' ¢No, no,” she thought. ¢1I hope not—I pray not.
Strange! but I never thought of the possibility before.

She will be poor, and Rupert must marry a rich wxfe,
that f—" -

She paused, with a sort of shudder, then added :

¢What will he think, my darling boy, of his father and -
«other if thdt day ever comes? "

\
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CHAPTER IV.
MRS. WEYMORE.

Ls:¢ ‘IHETPORD had settied her business satisfactorily
with the rector of St Gosport.

«¢Nothing could be more opportune,” he said. ¢I am
going to London next week on business which will detain
me upward of a fortnight. I will immediately advertise
for such a person as you want."”

¢ You must understand,” said her ladyship, ¢¢ I do not

require a young girl. I wish a middle-aged person—a
widow, for instance, who has-had children of her own.
Both Rupert and May are spoiled—May particularly is per-
fectly unmanageable. A young girl as governess for her
would never do.”

Mr. Knight departed mth these mstructxons and the fol-
lowing week started for the great metropolis. An adver-
tisement was at once inserted in the Z:mes newspaper,
stating all Lady Thetford’s requirements, and desiring im-
mediate application. Another week later, and Lady Thet-
ford received the following communication:

~ e« DgAr LADY THETFORD—I have been fairly besieged with appli-
cations for the past week—all widows, and all professing to be thor.
. oughly competent, Clergyman’s widows, doctors’ widows, officers®
widows—all sorts of widows. I never before thought so many could
apply fer one situation. I have chosen one in sheer desperation—the
widow of a country gentleman in distressed circumstances, who, I
think, will suit. She is eminently respectable in appearance, quiet

and ladylike in manner, with five years’ experience in the nursery- -

governess line, and the highest recommendation from her late em-
ployers. She bhas lost a child, she tells me, and from her looks and

c
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manner altogether, 1 should judge she was a person conversant with
misfortune, She will return with me early next week—her narae iy
Mrs. Weymore.”

Lady Thetford read this letter with a little sigh of relief
—some one else would have the temper and outbreaks of
little May to contend with now. She wrote to Captain
Everard that same day, to announce his daughter’s well-
being, and inform him that she had found a suitable gow
erness to take charge of her.

The second day of the ensuing week the rector and the
new governess arrived. A fly from the railway brought her
and her luggage to Thetford Towers late in the afternoon,
and she was taken at once to the room that had been pre-
pared for her, whilst the servant went to inform Lady Thet-
ford of her arrival. ‘

¢¢Fetch her here at once,” said her ladyship, who was
alone, as usual, in the long drawing-room with the chii-
dren, ¢ I wish to see her.” '

Ten minutes after the drawing-room door was flung open,
and ¢¢ Mrs. Weymore, my lady,”” announced the footman.

Lady Thetford arose to receive her new dependent, who

. bowed and stood before her with a somewhat fluttered and

embarrassed air. She was quite young; not older than my
lady herself, and eminently good-looking. The tall, slen.
der figure, clad in widow’s weeds, was as symmetrical as
Lady Thetford’s own, and the full black dress set off the
pearly fairness of the blonde skin, and the rich abundance
of fair hair. Lady Thetford’s brows contracted a little;
her fair, subdued, gentle-looking, girlish young woman,
was hardly the strong-minded, middle-aged matron she had
expected to take the nonsense out of obstreperous May
Everard. )

¢¢ Mrs. Weymore, I believe,” said Lady Thetford, resum~
ing her fauteuil, < pray be seated. I wished to see you at

e
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ance, because I am ¢oing out this evening. You have had
five years’ expenem,e as a nursery-governess, Mr. Knight
tells me.”

¢ Yes, my lady.” :

There was a little tremor in Mrs. Weymore's low voice,
and her blue eyes shifted and fell under Lady Thetford’s
steady and somewhat haughty gaze.

“Yet you look young—much younger than I imagined,
or wished.”

¢ am twenty-seven years old, my la.dy

That' was my lady’s own age precisely, but she looked
half a dozen years the elder of the two.

“¢ Are you a native of London?”

¢ No, my lady, of Berkshire."”

«¢ And you have been a widow, how long? "

What ailed Mrs. Weymore? She was all white and
trembling—even her hands, folded and pressed together in
her lap, shook in spite of her.

¢« Eight years and more.”

She said it with a sort of sob, hysterically choked.
Lady Thetford locked on surprised, and a trifle displeased.
She was a very proud woman, and certainly wished for no
scene with her hired dependents.-

«Eight years is a tolerable time,” she said, coolly.
% You have lost children?"

« One, my lady.”

Again that choked, hysterical sob. My lady went on
pitilesslv.

¢¢1s it long ago? "

¢ When—when 1 lost its father?”

-« Ah! both together? That was rather hard. WeIl, 1

" hope you unaerstand the management of ch:ldren-spoiled ]
ones particularly. Here are the two you ate to take chargs

.of. Rupert—May come ha-e." :

-
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The children canre over from their corner. Mrs. Wep
more drew May toward her, but Sir Rupert held aloof.

¢¢This is my ward—this is my son. I presume Mr.
Knight has told you. If you can subdue the temper of
that child, you will prove yourself, indeed, a treasure. .
The east parlor has been fisted up for your use; the chil-
dren will take their meals there with you ; the room adjoin.
ing is to be the cchool-room. I have appointed one of the

maids to wait on you. I trust you will find your chambes
comfortable.” :

-¢¢ Exceedingly so, my lady.”

¢¢ And the terms proposed by Mr. K.mght suit youf”

Mrs. Weymore bowed. Lady Thetford rose to close the
interview.

¢¢ You must need refreshment and rest after your journey.
I will not detain you longer. To-morrow your duties will
commence.”

She rang the bell—directed the servant who came to
show the governess to the east parlor and see to her wants, |,
and then to send nurse for the children. Fifteen minutes -
after she drove away in the pony-phaeton, whilst the new "
governess stood by the window of the east parlor and
watched her vanish in the amber haze of the August sun-set..

Lady Thetford’s business in 8t. Gosport detained her a
couple of hours. The big, white, August moon was rising
as she drove slowly homeward, and the nightingales sang.
its vesper lay in the scented hedge-rows. As she passed
the rectory she saw Mr. Knight leaning over his own gate
enjoving the placid beauty of the summer evening, and
Lady Thetford reined in her ponies to speak to him.

«So happy to see your ladyship! Won't you allght and
come in? Mrs. Knight will be dehghted " '

“Not this evening, I think. Had you much trouble
ebout my business?
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¢¢Y had applicanis enough, certainly,” laughed the rec-
for. ““I had reason to remember Mr. Weller’s immortal
advice, ¢ Beware of widders.” How do you like your gov-
trness? '’ . .
_ ¢1 have hardly had time to form an opinion. She is
younger than I could desire.”

~¢ She looks much younger than the age she gives, I

know; but that is a common case. I trust my choice will -

prove satisfactory—her references are excellent. Your
fadyship has had an interview with her?

..« A very brief one. Her manner struck me unpleasantly
"~—s0 odd, and shy, and nervous. I hardly know how to
" characterize it; but she may be a paragon of governesses,
-for all that. . Good evening ; best regards to Mrs. Knight.

Call soon and see how your prozégé gets on.”

Lady Thetford drove away. As she alighted from the
pony-carriage and ascended the great front steps of the
house, she saw the pale governess still seated at the window
of the east parlor, gazing dejectedly out at the silvery
woonlight.

“A most woeful countenance,” thought my lady. .

* There is some deeper grief than the loss of a husband
and child eight years ago, the matter with tbat woman. 1
don’t like her.” '
No, Lady Thetford did not like the meek and submissive
- dooking governess, but the children and the rest ot the
‘household did. Sir Rupert and little May took to her at
once—her gentle voice, her tender smile scemed to win its
way to their capricious favor; and befor. .he end of the
first week she had more influence over them than mother
and nurse together. The subdued and gentle governess
soon had the love of all at Thetford Towers, exzept its

mistress, ivoy Mrs. FlMard, o stately housekeeper; down.

8he was courteous aud considerate, 50 suxious to ava # giw

n)




8 SIR NOEL'S HEIR,

ing trouble. Above all, that fixed expression of hopelem
trouble omr her sad, pale face, made its way to every l.eart.
She had full charge of the children now; they took their
meals with her, and she had them in her keeping the best
part of the day—an office that was no sinecure. When
they were with their nurse, or my lady, the governess sat
alone in che east parlor, looking out dreamily at the sume
mer landscape, with her own brooding thoughts.

. One evening when she had been at Thetford Towers over
a fortnight, 'Mrs. Hilliard, coming in, found her sitting
dreamily by herself neither reading nor working. The
children were in the dramng-room, and her duties werce
over for the day.

«] am afraid you don’t make yourself at home here,
said the good-natured housekeeper ; ¢ you stay foo much
alone, and it isn't good for young people like you.”
~ #] am used to solitude,’ repiied the governess with »
smile, that ended in a sigh, ¢ and I have grown to like it
Wilt you take a seat?” -

# No,"” said Mrs. Hilliard, ¢¢ I heard you say the other
day you would like to go over the house ; so, as I have a
couple of hours leisure, I will show it to you acw.”

The governess rose eagerly.

¢: T have been wanting to see it so much,” she zaid, ¢¢bus
I feared to give trouble by asking. It is very good of yor
tothufk of me, dear Mrs. Hilliard.”

‘¢She isn't much used to people thinking of her, "\ren
flected the housekeeper, 4 or she wouldn’t be so grateful
for trifles. Let me see,”” aloud, ¢ you have seen the
drawing-room and library, and that is all, except your own
apar ments. Well, come this way, I'll show you the old
south wing.” ‘

Through the long corridors, up wide, black, slipperp
stair-cases. into vast, unused rooms, where ghostly echog

'
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_..anf] darkness had it all to themselves, Mrs. Hilliard led the
governess. )

¢ These apartments have been unused since before the
late Sir Noel’s time,”” said Mrs. Hilliard ; ¢« his father kept
them full in the hunting season, and at Christmas time, '
Since Sir Noel’s death, my lady has shut herself up and re-
ceived no company, and gone nowhere. She is beginning
to go out more of late than she has done ever since his
death.”

" Mrs. Hilliard was not looking at the governess, or she
might have been surprised at the nervous restlessness and
agitation of her manrer, as she listened to these very com-
monplace remarks. .
¢¢ Lady Thetford was very much attached to her nusband,
then ? ”* Mrs. Weymore said, her voice tremulous. -

¢ Ah! that she was! She must have been, for his dwh
pearly killed her. It was sudden enough, and shocking
enough, goodness knows! I shall never forget that dread-
ful night. . This is the old banqueting-hall, Mrs. Weymore,
the largest and dreariest room in $he house.”

Mrs. Weymore, trembling very much, either with cold or
that unaccountable nervousness of hers, hardly looked round
at the vast wilderness of a room. ‘

¢ You were with the Iate Sir Noel, then, when bhe
died?” L ‘ '

¢ Yes, until my lady came. Ah! it was a areadful
thing! He had taken her to a ball, and riding home his
horse threw him. We sent for the doctor and my lady at
once; and when she came, all white and scared like, he
sent us out of the room. He was as calm and sensible as
you or me, but he seemed to have something on his mind.
My lady was shut up with him for-about three hours, and
then we went in—Dr, Gale and me. I shall never forget
that sad sight, Poor Sir Noel was dead, and she was kneel-

-
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ing beside him in her ball dress, like somebody turned tw
stone. I spoke to her, and she looked up at me, and then
fell back in my arms in a fainting fit. Are you cold, Mrs,
Weymore, that you shake so? ”’ :

¢¢ No—yes—it is this desvlate room, I think,” the gm-
erness answered, hardly able to speak.

s¢It is desolate. Come, I'll show you the billiard-room,
and then we’ll go up-stairs to the room Sir Noel died in.
Everything remains just as it was—no one bas ever slept
there since, If you only knew, Mrs. Weymore, what a sad
time it was; Lat you do know, poor dear! you have lost &
husband yourself ! *

The governess flung up her ‘hands before her face with a
suppressed cry so full of anguish that the housekeeper stared
at her aghast. Almost as quickly she recovered herself
again.
¢ Don't mind me," she said, in a‘hokmg voice, 1
can’t help it. You don’t know what I su.ﬂ'ered—wha.t I still
suffer. Oh, pray, don’t mind me! "

*¢ Certainly not, my dw said Mrs. H'lhard thmkmg
inwardly the governess was a very odd person, indeed.

They looked at the billiard-room, where the tables stood,
dusty and disused, and the balls lay idly by.

«J don’t know when it will be used again,” said Mrs,
Hilliard ; ¢¢ perhaps not untlf Sir Rupert grows up. There
was a time,"” lowering her voice, ¢ that I thought he would
mever live to be as'old and strong as he is now. He was |
the puniest baby, Mrs. Weymore, you ever looked-at—no-
body thought he would live. And that would have been a
pity, you know ; for then the Thetford estate'would have
gone toa dlsta.nt branch of the family, as it would too, if
Bir Rupert had been a little girl.” :

She went onup-m:atothemhabmdpmofthebuﬂd- :
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ing, followed by Mrs. Weymore, who seemed to grow more
and more agitated with every word the housekeeper said.

¢ This is Sir Noel's room,’ said Mrs. Hilliard, in an
awe-struck whisper, as if the dead man still lay there; “no
one ever enters here but me.” .

She unlocked it as she spoke, and went in. Mrs. Weye
more followed, with a face of frightened pallor that struck
even the housekeeper. - .

¢ Good gracious me! Mrs. Weymore, what is the mat-
ter? You are as pal: as a ghost. Are you afraid to enter
& room where a person has died ?*’ .

Mrs. Weym.re's seply was-almost inaudible ; she stood
on the threshold, pailid, trembling, unaccountably moved.
‘The housekeeper glanced at her suspic}%‘ls‘ly

¢ Very odd,’” she thought, ‘¢ very! The new governess
is either-the most nervous person 1 ever met, or else—no,
she can’t have known Sir Noel in his lifetime. Of course
nOt."

They left the chamber after a cursory glance around—
Mrs. Weymore never advancing beyond the threshold. She
had not spoken, and that white pallor made her face ghastly
still. »

¢ I’Il show you the picture-gallery,” said st. Hilliard ;
“¢and then, I believe, you wili have seen all that is worth
seeing at Thetford Towers."

She led the way to a long, hxgh-hghted room, wainscoted
and antique, like all the rest, where iong rows of dead and
gone Thetfords looked down from the carved walls. There
were knights in armor, countesses in ruffles and powder
and lace, bishops in mitre on head and crozier in hand,
and judges in gown and wig. There were ladies in pointed
stomachers and jeweled fans, -with the waists of their dresses %
under their arms, but il fair and handsome, and unmistak-
ably alike. Last of all the long arzay, there was Sir Noel, Y
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a fair-haired, handscme youth of twenty, with a smile on
his face and a happy radiance in his blue eyes. And by
his side, dark and havghry and beautiful, was my lady in
her bridal-robes.

¢ There is nota handsomer face amongst them all thay
my lady’s,” said Mrs. Hilliard, with pride. ¢ You oughy
to have seen her when Sir Noel first brought her home ; shq
was the most beautiful creature I ever looked at. Ahl! it
was such a pity he was killed. I suppose they’ll be having
Sir Rupert’s taken next and. hung beside her. He don't
look ‘much like the Thetfords; he's his mother over again
~a Vendeleur, dark and still.”

If Mrs. Weymore made any reply the housekeeper did
not catch it; she was standing with her face averted, hardly
looking at the portraits, and was the first to leave the pict-
ure-gallery.

There were a few more rooms to be seen—a drawing-
room suite, now closed and disused ; an ancient library,
with a wonderful stained window, and a vast echoing recep-
tion-room. But it was all over at last, and Mrs. Hilliard,
with her keys, trotted cheerfully off; and Mrs. Weymore
was left to solitude and her own thoughts once more.

A strange person, certainly. She locked the door and
fell down on her knees by the bedsxde, sobbing until her
whole form was convulsed.

““Oh! why did I come here? Why did I come here?*
came passionately with the wild storm of sobs. = ¢ I might
have known how it would be! Nearly nine years—nine
lawe, long years, and not to have forgotten yet1”
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CHAPTER V.
A JOURNEY TO LONDON.

Very slowly, very monotonously went lifé at Thetford
Towers. The only noticable change and that my lady

went rather more into society, and a greater number of

visitors came to the manor. There had been a children’s
party on the occasion of Sir Rupert’s eighth birthday, and
Mrs. Weymore had played for the little people to dance ;
and my lady had cast off her chronic gloom, had been

bandsome apd happy as of eld. There bad been a dinner- )

party later—an- imprecedented event now at Thetford
Towers ; and the weeds, worn so long, had been discarded,
and in diamonds and black velvet Lady Ada Taetford had
been beautiful, and stately, and gracious, as.a young queen.
No one knew the reason of the sudden change, but they ac-
cepted the fact just as they found it, and set it down, per-
haps, to woman'’s caprice.

So- slowly the summer passed : autumn came and went,
and it was December, and the ninth anniversary of Sir
Noel's death. -

A gloomy day—wet, and wild, and windy. The wind,
sweeping over the angry sea, surged and roared through
the skeleton trees ; the rain lashed the windows in rattling
gusts; and the leaden sky hung low and frowning.over the
drenched and dreary earth. A dismal day—very like that
other, ‘nine years ago, that had-been Sir Noel’s last,

In Lady Thetford’s boudoir a bright-red coal fire blazed.
Pale-blue.curtains of satin damask shut out the wintry pros-
pect, and the softest and richest of foreign carpets hushed

-
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every footfall.  Befare the fire, on a little table, my lady's
breakfast temptiuéggl stood ; the silver, old and quaint ; the
rare antique porcélain sparkling in the ruddy firelight. An
easy chair, carved and gilded, and cushioned in azure vel-
vet, stood by'the table; and near my lady’s plate lay the
letters and papers the moruing’s mail had brought. -

A toy of a clock on the low marble mantle chimed mus.
ically ten as my lady entered. In her dainty morning

., negligée, with her dark bair rippling and falling low on her

neck, she looked very young, and fair, and graceful. Be-
hind her came her maid, a olooming English girl, who took
off the cover and poured out my iady’s chocolate, '
Lady Thetford sauk languidly into the azure velvet
depths of her fautenuil, and took upher letters. There were
three—one a note from her man of business; one an invi-
tation to a dinner-party ; and the third, a big official-look-
ing document, with a huge seal, and no end of postmarks.
The languid eyes suddenly lighted ; the pale cheeks flushed

~ as she tooklteagerlyup. Itwasaletterfromlndlafrom

Capt. Everard.

Lady Thetford sipped her chocolate, and read her letter
leisurely, with her slippered feet on the shining fender. It
was a long letter, and she read it over slowly twice, three
times, before she laid it down. She finished her breakfast,
motioned her maid to remove the service, and lying back
in her chair, with her deep, dark eyes fixed dreamily on
the fire, she fell into a reverie of other days far gone. The
Jover of her girlhood came back to her from over the sea.
He was lying at her feet once more in the long summer
days, under the waving trees of her gxrlhood’s home. - Ab,
how happy ! how happy she had been in those by-gone
days, before Sir Noel Thetford had come, with his wealth
and his title, to tempt her from her love and truth, - ,
Eleven . struck, twelve from the musical clock on the

)
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mantle, and still my lady sat living in the past. Outside
the wintry storm raged on; the rain clamored against the
turtained glass, and the wind worried the trees. Witha
long sigh my lady awoke from her dream, and mechanic-
ally took up the Zimes newspaper—the first of ‘the littie
teap.

¢ Vain ! vain!" she thought, dreamlly, ‘¢ worse than
vain those dreams now. With my own hand I threw back
the heart that loved me; of my own free will I resigned
the man I loved. And now the old love, that I thought
would die in the splendor of my new life, is stronger than
ever—and it is nine years too late.”

She tried to wrench her thoughts away and fix them on
her newspaper. In vain! her eyes wandered aimlessly
over the closely-printed columns—her mind was in India
with Capt. Everard. All at once she started, uttered a sud-
den, sharp cry, and grasped the paper with dilated eyes and
whitening cheeks. . At the top of a column of "¢¢ personal "
advertisements was one which her strained eyes literally de-
voured. -

. *#If Mr. Vyking, who ten yéars ago left a male infant in charge of
Mrs, Martha Brand, wishes to keep that child cut of the workhouse,
he will call, within the next five days, at No. 17 Wadington Street,
Lambeth,” -~

Again and again, and again Lady Thetford read this ap-
parently uninteresting advertisement, Slowly the paper
dropped into her lap, and she sat staring blankly into the
“4s At last 1" she thought, ¢ at Pt it has come. Ifancied

all danger was over—the death, perhaps, had forzstalled

me; and now, after all these years, Iam summoned to
keep my broken promise !
‘The hue of death had settled on her face; shesa.tcold
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and rigid, staring with that blank, fixed gaze into the fira,
Ceaselessly beat the rain ; wilder grew the December day;
steadily the moments wore on, and still shesat in thai fixed
trance. The armula clock struck two—the sound arsused
her at last. 4

+I must! " she said, setting her tecth “«Iwilll My
boy shall not lose his birthright, come what may 1"

She rose and rang the bell—very pale, but icily calm.
Her maid answered the summons. A

s Eliza,” my lady asked, ¢¢at what hour does the after-
poon train leave St. Gosport for London ! *’

Eliza stared—did not know, but would ascertain. In
five minutes she was back.

¢¢ At half-past three, my lady ; and another at seven.”

Lady Thetford glanced at the clock—it was a quarter

past two.

«¢Tell William to have the carriage at the door ata
quarter past three ; and do you pack my dressing case, and
the few things I shall need for two or three days’ absence.
+ ¥ am going to London.”

Eliza stood for a moment quite petrified. | In all the nine
.years of her service under my lady, no such order as this
had ever been received. To go to London at 2 moment’s
notice—my lady, who rarely went beyond her cwn park
gates! Turning away, not quite certain that her ears had
not deceived her, my lady’s voice arrested her.

¢¢Send Mrs. Weymore to me; and do you lose no time
in packing up.”

Eliza departed. Mrs. Weymore appeared. My iady had
some instructions to give concerning the children during
her absence. Then the governess was dismissed, and she
was again alone.

Through the wind and rain of the wintry storm, Lady
Thetford was driven to the station, in time to catch the
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three-fifty train to the metrbpolis.‘ She went unattended ;

with no message to any one, only saying she would be back
in three days at the furthest.

In that dull household, where so few events ever dis-
turbed the stagnant quiet, this sudden journey produced an
indescribable sensation. What could have taken my lady
to London at a moment’s notice? Some urgent reason it
must have been to force her out of the gloomy-seclusion in
which she had buried herself since her husband’s death.
But, discuss it as they might, they could come no nearer
the heart of the mystery.

/"‘ _ Gm'.'!

‘THE rainy December day closed in a rainier night.
other day dawned on the world, sunless, and chilly, and
overcast still.
dawned on London in murky, ycllow fog, on sloppy, ,
muddy streets—in gloom and dreariness, and a raw, east-
erly wind. In the densely populated streets of the district

j
T where poverty huddled in tall, gaunt build- .
: ings, the dismail light stole murki ver the

crowded, filthy streets and swarming purlieus.
In a small upper room of a large dilapidated house, this
bad December morning, a painter stood at his easel. The
‘room was bare and cold, and comfortless in the extreme;
the painter was middle-aged, small, brown and shriveled,
and very much out at elbows. The dull, gray light fell*full
on his work—no inspiration of genius by any means—only
fhe portrait, coarsely colored, of a fat, well-to-do butcher’s
*. Qanghter round the corner. - The man was Joseph I.egard. !

,".“.""
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scene-painter to one of the minor city theatres, who eked
out his slender income by painting portraits when he could
get them to paint. He was as fond of his art as any of the
great', old masters; but he had only one attribute in com-
mon with-those immortals—extreme poverty ; for his salary
was not large, and Mr. Legard found it a tight fit, indeed,
to ¢ make both ends meet.”

So he stood over his work this dull morning, however, in
i “his -fireless room, with a chegitil, brown face, whistling a
oo tune. In the gdjoining room he could hear his wife’s voice
i raised shrilly, and the cries of half a dozen Legards. He
1‘ was ‘used to it, and it did not disturb him ; and he painted
! and whistled cheerily, touching up the butcher’s daughter’s
_ snub nose and fat cheeks and double chin, until light foot-

steps came runniag up-stairs, and the door was flung wide
I by an impetuous hand. ‘A boy of ten, or thereabouts, came
. in—a bright-eyed, fair-haired. lad, with a handsome, reso-
# lute face, and eyes of cloudless, Saxow blue. .
i ¢¢ Ah, Guy 1 " said the scene-painter, turning round and
nodding good-humoredly. “‘I've been expecting you !
‘What do you think of Miss Jenkins? "

The boy looked at the picture with the glance of an em.
bryo connoisseur.

. ¢It’s as like her as two peas, Joe; or would be, if her
) hair was a little redder, and her nose a little thicker, and
e the freckles were plainer. _But it looks like her as it is.”

¢ Well, you see, Guy,"” said the painter, going on with
1 Miss Jenkins's left eyebrow, *¢it don’t do to make 'em too
" true—people don’t like it ; they pay their ;money, and they
expect to take it out in good looks. And” now, any news
4 . - this morning, Guy?"

The boy leaned against the window and looked out into
the dingy street, Ebgggt, young face growing gloomy and
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¢No,” he said, moodily; ¢ there is no news, excepr
that Phil Darking was drunk last night, and savageasa
mad dog this morning—and that’s no news, I'm sure |’

*¢ And nobody’s come about the advertisement in the
Times ¢ "

¢ No, and never will. It’s all humbug what granny says
sbout my belonging to anybody rich ; if I did, they’d have
seen after me long ago. Phil says my mother was a house-
maid, and my father a valet—and they were only too glad
to get me off their bands. Vyking was a valet, granny says
she knows; and it's not likely he’ll turn up after ail these
. -years. I don’t care, I'd rather go to the work-house ; I'd
- rather starve in the streets, than live another week with Phil

Darking,”

The blue eyes filled with tears, and he dashed them pas-
sionately away. The painter looked up with a distressed
face. '

¢ Has he been beating you again, Guy? "’ ‘

¢« Jt's no matter—he’s a brute! Granny, and Ellen are
sorry, and do what they can ; but that’s nothing. I wish
1 had never been born ! "

¢« 1t is hard,” said the painter, compassionately, ¢ but
keep up heart, Guy; if the worst comes, why you can stop
here and take pot-luck with the rest—not that that’s much
better than starvation. You can take to my business shortly,
now ; ard you'll make a better scene-painter than ever I

d.. You've got it in you.”

“Do you really think so, Joe? cried the boy, with
sparkling eyes. ¢ Do you? I'd rather be an artist than a
king——— Halloo!” :

He stopped short in surprise, staring out of the window.
Legard looked. Up the dirty street came a handaome cab,
and stopped at their own doot. The driver alighted, made
some inquiry, ther opened the cab-doar, and 3 1ady stepped

i
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Iightly out on the curb-stone—a lady, tall and mlyy
dressed in black and closely veiled.

¢« Now, who can this visitor be for?" said Legard.
“ People in this neighborhood ain’t in the habit of having
morning calls made on them in cabs. She’s coming up-
stairs |

He held the door open, listening. The lady ascended
the first flight of stairs, stopped on the landing, and in-
quired of some one for ¢ Mrs. Martha Brand.”

¢¢ For granny | "' exclaimed the boy. ¢ Joe, I shouldn’t
wonder if it was some one about that advertisement, aftey
allt”

«¢ Neither should I,” said Legard. ¢ There! she's gone

- . You'll be sent for directly, Guy !

Yzs, the lady had gone in. She had encountered on the
landing a sickly young woman with a baby in her arms,
who had stared at the name she inquired for.

¢¢ Mrs. Martha Brand? Why, that's mother! Walk in
this way, if you please, ma’am.”

She opened the door, and ushered the veiled lady into a
small, close room, poorly furnished. Over a smouldering
fire, mending stockings, sat an old woman, who, notwith-
standing the extreme shabbiness and poverty of her dress,
lifted a pleasant, intelligent old face.

‘A lady to see you, mother,” said the young woman,
hushing her fretful baby and lookmg curiously at the veiled
face. -

But the lady made no attempt to raise the envious screen,

not even when Mrs. Martha Brand got up, dropping a re-

spectful little servant’s courtesy and placing a chair. It
was a very thick veil—an impenetrable shield—and nothing
could be discovered of the face behind it but that it was

fixedly pale. She sank into the seat, her face tumed to the
old woman behxnd that-sable screen.
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¢ You are Mrs Brand? "

The voice was refined and patrician. It would have told

she was a lady, even if the rich garments she wore did not.
¢¢ Yes, ma’am—your ladyship; Martha Brand.”

¢¢ And you inserted that advertisement in the Zimes tes

garding a child left in your care ten years ago?”’ -

Mother and dauglter started, and stared at the speaker.

¢ It was addressed to Mr. Vyking, who left the child in
your charge, by which I infer you are not aware that he has
left England.”

¢ Left England,” has he?” said Mrs. Brand. ¢ More

shame for him, then, never to let me know or leave a farth-

ing to support the boy 1"’

I am inclined to believe it was not his fault,” sald the
clear, patrician voice. ¢ He left England suddenly and
against his will, and, I have reason to think, will never re.

turn. But there are others interested—more interested than

he could possibly be—in the child, who remain, and who
are willing to take him off your hands. But first, why is it
you are so anxious, after keepmg him all these years, to get
rid of him? "
¢ Well, you see, your ladyship,” rephed Martha Brand,

¢ it is not me, nor likewise Ellen there, who is my daugh.
ter. We'd keep the lad and welcome, and share the last
crust we had with him, as we often have—for we're very
poor' people ; but, you see, Ellen, she’s married now, and

her husband never could bear Guy—that’s what we call him, -

your ladyship—~Guy, which it was Mr. Vyking’s own orders.
Phil Darking, her husband, never did like him somehow ;
and when he gets drunk, saving your ladyship’s presence,
be beats him most unmercifully. And now we’re going to
America—to New York“w’ﬁere Phil’s got a brother and
work is better, and Be won't fetch Guy. So, your lady-

ship, I thought I’dtryoncemo;eb;forewedesertedhim.

.-

\
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and put that advertisement in the Z¥mes, which I'm very -
glad I did, if it will fetch the poor lad any friends.”

There was a moment’s pause; then the lady asked,
thoughtfully: ¢ And when do you leave for New York? "

¢¢'The day after to-morrow, ma’am—and a ivng juuroey
it is for a poor old body like me.”

¢ Did you live here when Mr. Vyking left the child with
Jou—in this neighborhood 2

¢ Not in this nelghborhood nor in London at all, your
Jadyship. it was Lowdean, in Berkshire, and my husband
., was alive at the time. I had just lost my baby, and the
landlady of the hotel recommended me. - So he brought it,
and paid me thirty sovereigns, and promised me thirty
more every twelvemonth, and told me to call it Guy Vy-
king—and that was the last I ever saw of him.”

¢“And the infant’s mother?’ said the lady, her voice
changing perceptibly—¢¢ do you know anything of her? "’

““But very little,” said Martha Brand, shaking her.
head. 1 never set eyes on her, although she was sick at
the inn for upward of three weeks. But Mrs. Vine, the
‘landlady,.she saw her twice ; and she told me what a pretty
young creeter she was-—and a lady, if there ever was a lady

et ”

7 ¢ Then the child was bom in Berkshxre—how was it?”

“¢¢Well, your ladyship, it was an accident, seeing as how
the carriage broke down with Mt. Vyking and the lady, a
driving furious to catch the last Lopdon train. The lady
was so hurted that she had to be carried to the inn, and
went quite out of her head, raving arfd dangerous like. Mr.
‘Vyking had the landlady to wait upon her until he could
telegraph to London for a nurse, which one came down
- npext ddy and took charge of her. The baby wasn't two
days old when he bronght it to me, and the poor young
motlier was dreadfc’ Jow and out of her head all the tims.

’ »
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Mr. Vyking and the nurse were all that saw her, and the
doctor, of course; but she didn’t die, as the doctor thought

. she would, but got well, and before she came right to her

senses Mr. Vyking paid the doctor and told him he needn’t
come back. And then, a little more than a fortnight aftery
they took her away, all sly and secret-like, and what they
told ¢her about her poor baby I don’t know. I always
thought there was something dreadful wrong about the whole
thing."

- ¢ And this Mr. Vyking—was he the child’s father-'-me '

" woman’s husband ?

Martha Brand looked sharply at the sp&ker, as 1f she sus-
pected ske could answer that question best herself.

¢ Nobody knew, but everybody thought who. I'veal-
ways been of opinion myself that Guy’s father and mother
were gentlefolks, and I always shall be.”

¢¢ Does the boy know his own story? **

¢ Yes, your ladyship—all I've told you.”

¢« Where is he? I should like to see him.” -
Mrs. Brand’s daughter, all this time hushing her'bahy

* started up.

«T'll fetch him. Hesup—stmrsmlxgaxds, I know.”

She left the room and ran up-stairs. The painter, Le-
gard, still was touching up Miss Jenkins, and the bright-
haired boy stood watching the progess of that work of art.

“Guy! Guy!” she cried breathlessly, ¢¢ come downs"

stairs at once. You're wanted.”

¢«Who wants me, Ellen? "
#'A lady, 1dr&ssed in the most elegant and expensive

mourning-a 'real lady, Guy; %ce} she has come about that
advertisement, and she wants to see you.”

¢ What is she like, Mrs. Darking ? mqmredthepamter
«=*¢ young or old?”’ ‘
% Young, Ishould think; but she hides her face behind
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a thick weil, a3 if she didn’t want tobekn:wn./Qm ‘
Guy ” ‘ .
She hurried the lad down-stairs and into thefr little room.
The veiled lady still sat talking to the old woman, her back
to the dim daylight, and that disguisigg veil still down.
She turned slightly at their entrance, and locked at theboy -
through it. Guy stood in the middle of the floor, his fears
less blue eyes fixed on the hidden face. Could he have scen
it he might have started at the grayish pallor which over-

spread it at sight of him.

«So like! Solike!™ the ]ady was murmuring between
ber set teeth, . ¢¢ It is terrible—it is marvelous !’

. ¢ This is Guy, your ladyship,” said Martha “Brand.
¢¢ T've done what I could for him for the last ten years, and
I'm almost as sorry to part with him as if he were my own.
Is your ladyship going to take him away with you now?”

« No,"" said her ladyship, sharply ; * I have no such in.
tention. Have you no neighbor or friend who would be
willing ‘to take and bring him up, if well paid for the
trouble? This time the money shall be paid without fail.”

¢ There’s Legard’s,” «cried the boy, eagerly.  “I'll go
to Legard’s, granny I'a rather be with Joe than anywhere
elu ”

“It’'sa nclghbor that lives up—swrs," murmured Martha,
in explanation, ¢¢ He always took to Guy “and Guy to him
in a way that’s quite wonderful. He’s a very decent man,

~ your ladyship—a painter for a theatre; and Guy takes

kindly to the business, and would like to be one himself.
If you don’t want to take away the boy, you éeuldn’t leave
him in better hands.”

I am glad to hear it. Can I see the man?" ‘
«I'll fetch him1* cried Guy, and ran out of the room.
Two minutes later came Mr. Legard, paper cap and shirts °
sleeves, bowmg very low to the gzand, blackmhedhd’,

‘.
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and only too delighted to strike a bargain.  The lady of
fered liberally ; Mr. Legard closed with the offer at once.

¢ You will clothe him betfer, and you will educate him
and give him your name. I wish him to drop that of
Vykihg. The same amount I give you now will be sent
you this time every year. If you change your residence -
in the meantime, or wish'to communicate with me on any
occurrence of consequence, you can address Madam Ada,
post office, Plymouth.”.

She rose as she spoke, stately and tall, and motioned Mr.
Legard to withdraw. The painter gathered up the money
she laid on the table, and bowed himself, with a radiant
“~ face, out of the room. ‘

As for you, turmng to qld Martba and taking out of her
‘pursea roll of crisp, Bank of Englaag notes, ‘¢ I thirk this
*_ will pay you for the trouble you have had with the boy dur-

hg the last ten years, No thanks—you have earned the
- money n’

She moved to the door, made aslight, proud gesture with
her gloved hand in farewell, took a last look at the golden
baired, blue eyed, handsome boy, and was gone. A mo-
ment later and her cab rattled out of the murky street, and
the trio were alone staring at one another, and at the bulky
roll of notes. -

T should think it was.a dream only for this,” murmured
old Martha, looking at the roll with glistening eyes. A
great lady—a great lady, surely! Guy, Ist}guldn'twondet
if that was your mother.” , o




L e s e e i Sk i e e

.
'
i
i
i
|
H
'
i
!
1
}
i

e e e g ow T Y

s3 SIR NOEL'S HEIR.

CHAPTER VIL

b COLONEL JOCYLN.

Five miles away from Thetford Towers, where the mub
titudinoas waves leaped and glistened all day in the sun-
light, as if a-glitter with diamonds, stood Jocyln Hall. An
imposing structure of red brick, not yet one hundred years
old, with sloping meadows spreading ‘away into the blue
horizon, and densely wooded plantations gliding down to -
the wide sea.

Colonel Jocyln, these lord of the boundless meadows and
miles of woodland, where the red deer disported in the
green arcades, was absent in India, and had been for the
past nine years. They were an old family, the Jocylns, as
old as any in Devon, and with a pride that bore no propor-
tion to their purse, until the present Jocyln, had, all at once
become a millionaire. A penniless young lieutenant in a
cavalry regiment, quartered somewhere in Ireland, with a

-handsome face and dashing manners, he had captivated, at

first sight, a wild, young Irish heiress of "fabulous wealth
and beauty. It was a love-match on her side—nobody
knew exactly what it was on his; but th&y made a moonlight

‘flitting of it, for the lady’s friends were‘gr.evously wroth.

Lieutenant Jocyln liked his profession for its own sake, and.

took his Irish bride to India, and there an heiress and only

child was born tc him. The climate disagreed with the
young wife—she sickened and died ; but the young officer
and his baby girl remained in India. In the fullness of
time he became Colonel Jocyin; and one day electrified
his housekeeper by a letter announcing his intention of

-
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returning to England with his little daughter A for
good.

That same month of December, which took Lady Thet-
ford on that mysterious London journey, brought this letter
from Calcutta. Five months after, when the May prim-
- roses and hyacinths were all abloom in the green seaside
woodlands, Colonel Jecyln and his little daughter came
&cme.

Early on' the day succeeding his arrival, Colonel Jocyln
rode through the bright spring sunshine, along the pleasant
high road between Jocyln Hall and Thetford Towers. He
had met the late Sir Noel and his'bride once or twice previ--
ous to his departure for India; but there had been no ac-
quaintance sufficiently close to warrant this speedy call.

_Lady Thetfcrd, sitting alone in her boudoir, looked in
surprise at the card the servant brought.

¢ Colonel Jocyln,” she said, ¢¢I did not even know he
had arrived. And to call so soon—ah ! perhaps he fetches
me letters from India-”

She rose at the thought, her pale cheeks flushing a little
with expectation. Mail after mail had arrived from that
distant ldnd, bringing her no letter from Captain Everard.

Lady Thetford descernded at once. She had few callers;
but she was always exquisitely dressed and ready to receive
at a moment’s notice. Colonel Jocyln—tall and sallow and
soldierly—rose at her entrance.

¢Lady Thetford? Ah, yes! Most happy to see your
ladyship once more. Permit me to apologize for this very
early call—you will overlook my haste when you hear my
reason.” |

Lady Thetford held out her white hand. .

¢ Allow me to welcome you-back to England, CQlonel
Jocyln. You have come for good this time, I bope. And
little Aileen is well, I trust?”

- ' -
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“Very well, and very glad to be released from ship.
board. I need not ask for young Sir Rupert—I saw him
with his nurse in the park as I rode up. - A fine boy, and
like you, my lady.”

“Yes, Rupert is like me. And now—how are our mu-
tual friends in India?"

The momentous question she had been longing to ask
from the first ; but her well-trained voice spoke it as steade
ily as though it had been a question of the weather.

Colonel Jocyln’s fage clouded, darkened. ‘

1 bring bad news from Iedia, my lady. Captain Ever.-

- ard was a friend of yours?”’

¢Yes; he left his little daughter in my charge.”

¢¢] know. You have not heard from him lately ? "’

¢ No, and I have been rather anxious. Nothing has be-
fallen the captain, I hope?”

The well-trained voice shook a little despite its admirable
training, and the slender fingers looped and unlooped nerv-
ously her watch-chain.

¢ Yes, Lady Thetford; the very worst that could befall

 him. George Everard is dea

There was a blank pause.’ Colonel Jocyln looked grave
and downcast and sad.

«He was my friend,”” he sald, in a low voice, ¢ my in-
timate friend for many years—a fine fellow and brave as a
lion. Many, many nights we have lain with the stars of
India shining on our bivouac whilst he talked tome of you,
of England, of his daughter.”

Lady Thetford never spoke, never stirred. She was sit-
ting gazing steadfastly out of the window at the sparkling
sunshine, and Colonel Jocyln could not see her face.

<t He was as glorious a soldier as ever I knew,” the colo-
nel went an ; ¢“and hedwdasoldmsdeath—-ahotthmuzb .

s
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the heart. They buried him out there with military hon-
ors, and some of his men cried on his grave like children.”

There was another blank pause. Still Lady Thetford sat
with that fixed gaze on the brilliant May sunshme, move-
less as stone.

41t is a sad thing for his poor little girl,” the Indian
officer said; ‘“she is fortunate in having such a guardian
as you, Lady Thetford.” ) o

Lady Thetford awoke from her trance. She had been in
a trance, and the years had slipped backward, and she had

~been in her far-off girlhood’s home, with George Everard,
her handsome, impetuous lover, by her side. She had
loved him then, even when she said no and married an.
other ; she loved him still, and now he was dead—dead! .
But she turned to her visitor with a face that told nothing.

«] am so sorry—so very, very: sorry. My poor little
May! Did Captain Everard speak of her, of me, before
he died?”

“He died instantaneously, my lady There was no
nme ”»

« Ah, 10! poor fellow! It is the fortune of war—but
it is very sad.”

That was all ; we may feel inexpressibly, but we can only
utter commonplaces. Lady Thetford was very, very pale,
but her pallor told nothing of the dreary pain at her heart.

¢ Would you hke to see little May? I will send for
ber ”

Little May was sent for and came. A brilliant little fairy
as ever, bnghtly dressed, with shimmering golden cusls and
starry eyes. By her side stood Sir Rupert—the nine-year-
o:d baronet, growing tall very fast, pale and slender still,
and looking at the colonel with his mother’s dark, deep
Lo ‘
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Colonel Jocyln held out his hand to the flaxen- lmrul
fairy.

¢ Come here, little May, and klss papas friend. You
remember papa, don’t you? '’ ,

“Yes,” said May, sitting on hisknee contentedly. ¢ Oh,
yes! When is papa coming home? He said in mamma's
letter he would fetch me lots and lots of dollsand picture
books. Is he coming home? " )

¢« Not very soon,” the -colonel said, inexpressibly
touched ; ¢¢but little May will go to papa some day. Yon
and mamma, I suppose?”’ smiling at Lady Thetford.

¢ Yes,”” nodded May, ¢ that’s mamma, and. Rupert’s
mamma. Oh! I am sosorry papaisn’t coming home soo |
Do you know ’’—looking up in his face with big, shining,
solemn eyes—¢‘ I’ve got a pony, and I can ride lovely ; and
his name is Snowdrop, because it’s all white ; and Rupert's
is black, and /¢s name is Sultan? And I've got a watch;
mamma gave it to me last Christmas; and my doll’s name
~—the big one, you 'know, that opens its eyes and says
¢mamma’ and ¢ papa’—is Sonora. Have you got any lit-

- tle girls at home ?"’

¢¢ One, Miss Chatterbox.”
¢¢ What'’s her name! "’

¢ Aileen—Aileen Jocyln.”
¢¢Js she nice? ”’

.~ ¢ Very nice, I think.”

¢ Will she come to see me?”
¢ If you wish it and mamma wishes it.”
¢ Oh, yes! you do, don’t you, mammu? How bigis
your little girl—as big as me?”’ '

¢¢ Bigger, I fancy. She is nine years oid.”

“Then she’s as big as Rupert—kc’s nine years ol

(Y
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¢ Can't she come to-morrow?’ asked Rupert. ¢ To- -
morrow’s May’s birthday; May s seven years old to-mor
row. Mayn't she come! "

$¢ That must be as mamma says.”

¢ Ch, fetch her !’ cried Lady Thetford, ¢ it will be so
nice for May and Rupert. Only I hope little May won't
quarrel with her; she does quarrel with her playmates a
" good deal, I am sorry to say.”

- «1 won’t if she’s nice,” said May; ¢it’s all their fault.
Oh, Rupert ! there’'s Mrs. Weymore on ‘the lawn, and I
want her to come and see the rabbits. There’s five little
rabbits this morning, mamma,-mayn’t I go and show them
to Mrs. Weymore ? "’

Lady Thetford nodded smllmg acquiescence ; and away
ran little May and Rupert to show the rabbits to the gov-
erness.

Col. Jocyln lingered for half an hour or upward, con-
versing with his hostess, and rose to take his leave at last,
with the promise of returning on the morrow with his lit-
tle daughter, and dining at the house. As he mounted his
horse and rode homewafd, ¢¢a haunting shape, an image
gay,” followed him through the genial May sunshine—
Lady Ada Thetford, fair, and stately and graceful.

¢ Nine years a widow,” he mused. ¢¢They say she
took her husband’s death very hard—and no wonder, con-
sidering how he died ; but nine years is.a tolerable time in
which to forget. She took the news of Everard’s death
very auxetly I don’t suppose there was ever anything
really in that old story. How handsome she is, and how
graceful 1

He broke off in his musing ﬁt to hght a cigar, and see
through the curling smoke dark-eyed Ada, mamma to little
Aileen as well as the other two. He had never thought of

-
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i wanting a wife before, in all these years of his widowhood ;
s but the want struck him forcibly now.
‘¢ And Aileen wants a mother, and the little baronet &
b father," he thought, complacently ; ¢my lady can’t do
Detter."’
L So next day at the earliest possible hour, came back the
gallant colonel, and with him a brown-haired, brown-eyed,
: quiet-looking little girl, as tall, every inch, as Sir Rupert.
A liitle embryo patrician, with pride in her infantile linea-
W ments already, an uplifted poise of the graceful head, a
P light, elastic step, and a softly-modulated voice. A little
i lady from top to toe, who opened her little brown eyes in
" wide wonder at the antics, and gambols, and obstreperous-
ness, generally, of little May.
There were two or three children from the rectory, and
. half a dozen from other families in the neighborhood—and
_i the little birthday feast was under the charge of Mrs. Wey-
i ~ more, the governess, pale and pretty, and subdued as of old.

) They raced through the leafy arcades of the park, and gam-
11 boled in the garden, and had tea in a fairy summer house,
%i‘-l to the music of plashing fountains—and little May was

I captain of the band. Even shy, still Aileen Joclyn forgot
g her youthful dignity, and raced a&d laughed with the best.
‘It was so nice, papa !’ she cried rapturously, riding
home in the misty moonlight. ¢TI never enjoyed myself so
well. I like Rupert so much—better than May, you know;
* May’s so rude and laughs so loud. I've asked them to come
l' -and see me, papa; and May said she would make her
S mamma let them come next week. And then I'm going
i back—I shall always like to go there.”
~ Col. Jocyln smiled as he listened to his little daughter’s -
prattle. Perhaps he agreed with her; perhaps he, too,
liked to go there. The dinner-party, at which he and the
zector of St. Gosport, and the rector’s ‘wife were the only
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guests, had been quite as pleasant as the birthday feie.
Very graceful, very fair and stately, had looked the lady of
the manor, presiding at her own dinner-table, How well
she would look at the head of his.

The Indian officer, after that, became a very frequent
guest at Thetford Towers—the children were such a good
excuse. Aileen was lonely at home, and Rupert and May
were always glad to have her. So papa drove her over
nearly every day, or else came to fetch the other two to
Jocyln Hall. Lady Thetford was ever most gracious, and
the colonel’s hopes ran high. '

Summer waned. It was October, and Lady Thetford
began talking of leaving St. Gosport for a season; her
health was not good, and change of air was recommended.

¢¢ I can leave my children in charge of Mrs. Weymore,"’
she said. ‘1 have every confidence in her; and she has
been with me so long. I think I shall depart next week ;
Dr. Gale says I have delayed too long.”

Col. Jocyln looked up uneasily. They were sitting alone
together, looking at the red October sunset blazing itself
out behind the Devon hills.

¢« We shall mis you very much,” he said, softly. I
shall miss you.”

Something in his tone struck Lady Thetford She
turned her dark eyes upon him in surprise and sudden
alarm. The look had to be answered ; rather embarrassed,
and not at all so confident as he thought he would havs
been, Col. Jocyln asked Lady Thetford to be his wife.

There was a blank pause. Then,

¢¢ I am very sorry, Col. Jocyln, I never thought of thls ’

He looked at her, pale—alarmed.

¢¢ Does that mean no, Lady Thetford ? "’

It means mno, Col. Jocyln. I have never thought of yo
save as a friend; as a friend I still wish to retain you. §

-
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will never marry. What I am to-day I will go to my grave.
My boy has my whole heart—there is no room in it for
anyone else. Let us be friends, Coi. Jocyln,” holding out

her white jeweled hand, ‘¢ more, no ‘mortal man can ever
be to me.”

~

CHAPTER VL
LADY THETFORD’S BALL.

YEARs came and years went, and thirteen passed away.
In all these years with their countless changes, Thetford
Towers had been a deserted house. Comparatively speak-
ing, of course; Mrs. Weymore, the governess, Mrs. Hil-
liard, the housekeeper, Mr. Jarvis, the butler, and their
minor satellites, served there still, but its mistress and her
youthful son had been absent. Only little May had re- .
mained under Mrs. Weymore’s charge until w:thin the last
two years, and then she, too, had gone to Paris to a finish-
ing school. ’

Lady Thetford came herself to the Towers to fetch her
—the only time in these thirteen years. She had spent
them pleasantly enough, rambling about the Contirent, and
in her villa on the Arno, for her health was frail, and grow-
ing daily frailer, ana demanded a sunny Southern clime.
The little baronet had gone to Eton, thence to Oxford,
" passing his vacation abroad with his mamma—and St. Gos-
port had seen nothing of them. Lady Thetford had
thought it best, for many reasons, to leave little May
quietly in England during her wanderings. She missed the
child, but she had every confidence in Mrs. Weymore.
The old aversion had entirely worn away,sbit time had
taught her she could trust her implicitly ; and though May
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lmght miss ¢“mamma® and Rupert, it was not in that
flighty fairy’s nature to taks their absence very deeply to
heart.

Jocyln Hall was vacated, too.  After that refusal of Lady
Thetford, Col. Jocyin had left England, placed his daugh
ter in a school abroad, and made a tour of the East.

Lady Thetford he bad not met until within the last year,
then Lady Thetford and her son, spending the winter in
Rome, had encountered Col. and Miss Jocyin, and they
had scarcely parted company since. The Thetfords were
to return early in the spring to take up their abode once
more in the old home, and Col. Jocyln announced his in-
tention of following their example.

Lady Thetford wrote to Mrs. Weymore, her vice-roy,

and to her steward, issuing her orders for the expected re-
turn. Thettord Towers was to be completely rejuvenated—
new furnished, painted and decorated. Landscape garden-

ers were set at’ work in the grounds; all things were to be

ready the following June,

Summer came and brought the absentees-Lad) Thetford
#nd her son, Col. Jocyln and his daughter; and there were
bonfires and illumipations, and feasting of tenantry, and
ringing of bells, and general jubilation, that the heir of
Thetford Towers had come to reign at $ast.

The week following the arrival, Lady Thetford issued in-
vitations over half the country for'a grand ball. Thetford
Towers, after over twenty years of gloom and solitade, was
coming out again in the old gayety and brilliance that haa
been its normal state before the present heir was born.

The night of the ball came, and with nearly every one
who Jpad been honored with an invitation, all curious to
see the future lord of one of the noblest domains in broad
- Devanshire.

Sir Rupert Thetford stoad by his izother’s side, ahd met
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her old friends for the first time since his boybood—j
slender young man, pale and dark, and handsome of face
with dreamy slumbrous eyes of darkness, and quiet man-

- mers, not at all like his father’s fair-haired, bright-eyed,

stalwart Saxon race; the Thetford blood had run out, he
was his own mother’s son.

Lady Thetford grown pallid and wan, and wasted in all
these years, and bearing within the seeds of an incurable
disease, looked yet fair and gracious, and stately in her
trailing vobes and jewels, to-night, receiving her guests like
a qygen. It was the triumph of her life, the desire of her
heart, this seeing her son, her idol, reigning in the home
of his fathers, ruler of the broad domain that had owned
the Thetfords lord for more years back thar she could
count.’ .

«Jf I could but see her his wife,”” Lady Thetford
thought, “I think I should have nothing left on exrth to
desire. :

She glanced across the wide room, along a vista of lights,
and flitting forms, and rich dresses, and sparkling jewels,
to where a young lady stood, the center of an animated
group—a tail and eminently handsome girl, with a proud
patrician face, and the courtly grace of a young empress—
Aileen Jocyln, heiress of fabulous wealth, possessor of fab»
ulous beauty, and descendant of a race as noble and as an-
cient as his own. ' ‘

¢« With her for his wife, come what might in the future,
my Rupert would be safe,”” the mother thought ; ¢“and who
knows what a day may bring forth? Ah! if I dared onk¥
speak,. but I dare not ; it would ruin all. I know my son.”

Yes, Lady Thetford knew her son, understood his char
acter thoroughly, and was a great.deal too wary a conspiras
tor to let him see her cards. Fate, not she, had thrown
the heiress and the ba<onet constantly together of late, and

il
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Afleen’s own beauty and grace was surely.sufficient for the

rest. It was the one desire of Lady Thetford’s heart; but

she never said to her son, who loved her dearly, and would
have ‘done a great deal to add to her happiness. She left
it to fate, and leaving it, was doing the wisest thing she
could possibly do.

It seemed as if her hopes were likely to be realized. Sir
Rupert hid an artist’s and a Sybarite’s love for all things
beautiful, and could appreciate the grand statutsque style
of Miss Jocyln’s beauty, even as his mother could not ap-
preciate it. She was like the Pallas Athine, she was his
ideal woman, fair and proud, uplifted and serene, smiling
on all, from the heights of high-and-mightydom, but shin-
ing apon them, a brilliant far-off star, %eeping her warmth
and sweetness all for him. He was an indolent, dreamy

_Sybarite, this pale young baroriet, who liked his rese-leaves

unruffled under him, fuil of artistic tastes and inspirations,

“and a great deal too lazy ever to carry themintoeflec. He

was an artist, and he had a studio’where he began fifty gi-

-gantic deeds at once in the way of pictures, and seldom

. finished one. Nature had intended him tor an artist, not

country squire; he little .for riding, or hunting, or
ﬁshing, or farming, jor any of the things wherein country
squires delight; he lxk better to lie on the warm grass,

- with the summer wind stirring in the trees over bis head,

and smoke his Turkish pipe, and dream the lazy hours
away. If he had been born a poor man he might have

. been a great painter; as it was, he was only an idle, list-

less, elegant, languid dreamer, and so hkely to remain u:ml
the end of the chapter.

Lady Thetford’s ball was a very brilliant affair, and a fa-
mous success. Until far into the gray and dismal dawn,

¢ flute, violin, bassoon,” woke sweet echoes in the once-

ghastly rooms, so long where silence had reigned.  Half the

.t
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county had been invited, and half the county were there;
ard hosts of pretty, rosy girls, in areophane and roses, and
sparkling jewelry, baited their dainty traps, and ‘¢ wove
becks and nods, and wreathed smiles,’’ for the speciaglelec-
tation of the handsome courtly heir of Thetford ToWers.

" But the heir of Thetford Towers, with gracious greetings
for all, yet walked through the rose strewn pitfalls all se-
cure, whilst the starry face of Aileen Jocyln shone on him
in its pale, high-bred beauty. He had not danced much;
he had an antipathy to dancing as he had to exertion of any
kind, and presently he stood leaning against a slender
white column, vsatcﬁmg he? in a state of lazy admiration.
He could see quite as clearly as his mother how eminently
proper a marriage with the heiress of Col. Jocyln would
be; he knew by instinct, too, how much she desired it;
and it was easy enough, looking at her in her girlish pride
and beauty, to fancy himself very much in love, and though
anything but a coxcomb, Sir Rupert Thetford was perfectly
aware of his own handsome face and dreamy artist’s eyes,
and his fifteen thousand a year, and lengthy pedigree, and
had a bazy idea that the handsonye Aileen would not say
no when he spoke.

¢« And I'll speak to-night, by. Jove | * thought the young
baronet, as near being enthusiastic as was his nature, as he
watched her, the brilliant center of a brilliant group.
How exquisite she is in her statuesque grace, my peer-
Iess Aileen, the ideal of my dreams. I'll ask her tobe
my wife to-night, or that inconceivable idiot, Lord Gilbert -
Penryhn, will do it to-morrow.'” ’

He sauntered over to the group,-not at all insensible to
the quick, bright smile and flitting flush with which sts
Jocyln welcomed him. »
_“ I believe this waltz is mine, Miss Jocyln. Very sorry
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to break upnn 'your tete-a-tete, Bcnryhn but necessity knom

no law.”"

A moment and they were ﬂ&.‘tmg down the whirling tide
of the dance, with the wild, mejancholy waltz music swell-
mg and sounding, and Miss Jocyln s perfumed hair breath-
ing fragrance around him, and the starry face and dark, «
dewy eyes downcast a little, in a happy tremor. Thecold,
still look of fixed pride seemed to melt out of her face, and
an exquisite rosy light came and went in its place, and
made her too lovely to tell; and Sir Rupert saw and un-
derstood it all, with a little complacent thrill of satisfac’

" “tion.

They fldated out of the ball-room into a conservatory of
exquisite blossom, where tropic plants of gorgeous hues,
and plashing fountains, under the white light of alabaster

lamps, made d sort of garden of Eden. There were orange
-and myrtle trees oppressing the warm air*with their sweet-

ness, and through the open French windows came the soft,
misty moonlight and the saline wind. There they stopped,
looking out of the pale glory of the night, and there Sir

. Rupert, about to ask the supreme question of his life, and
with his heart beginning to plunge against his side, opened

conversation with the usual brilliancy in such cases.

¢¢You look fatigued, Miss Jocyln. These grand balls are
great bores, after all.”

Miss Jocyln laughed frankly. She was of a nature far
more impassioned than his, and she loved him ; and she felt
thrilling through every nerve in her body the prescience of
what he was going tosay; for all that, being a woman, she
had the best of it now.

¢ am notat all fatigued," shesaid ; *¢ and Tlikeit. I
don’t think balls are bores—1like this, I mean; but then, to
be sure, my experience is very limited. How lovely tha

might is! Look at ‘the moonlight, yonder, on the sty
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shet;: of silvery glory. Does it not recall Sorrento and the
exquisite Sorrentine landscape—that moonlight on the sea?
Are you not inspired, sir artist?”’

She lifted a#MMftting, radiant glance, a luminous smile,
and the star-like face, drooped again—and the white hands
took to reckless breaking off sweet sprays of myrtle,

«My inspiration is nearer,”’ looking down at the drcope
ing face. ¢ Aileen——'" and there he stopped, and-the

sentence was never destined to be finished, for a shadow

darkened the moonlight, and a figure flitted in like a -spirit

- and stood before them—a fairy figure, in a cloud of rosy

drapery, “with shimmering golden curls and dancing eyes of
turquoise blue. _ .
Aileen, Jocyln started back and away from her compan-
ion, with a faint, thrilling cry. Sir Rupert, wondering and
annoyed, stood staring; and still the fairy figure in the
rosy gauze stood, like a nymph in a stage tableau, smiling
up in their faces and never speaking. There was a blank

pause, a moment’s; then Miss Jocyln made one step for-

ward, doubt, recognition, delight, all in her face at once.

¢ It is—itis! "’ she cried, ¢“ May Everard 1"

¢¢May Everard!” Sir Rupert echoed—¢¢ little May ! ”*

¢ At your service, monsicur . To think you should have
forgotten me so completely in a decade of years, For
shame, Sir Rupert Thetford!”’ '

And then she was in Aileen Jocyln’s arms, and there was
an hiztus filled up with kisses.

¢Oh! what a surprise!” Miss Joc¢yln cried breath.
lessly. ¢“Have you dropped from the ski?s? I thought

you were in France.”

May Everard laughed, the calm, bright laugh of thirteen

years ago, as she held up her dimpled cheeks, first one and
then the other, to Sir Rupert.

“Did you? So I'was, but Isan away.” .
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#Ran away ! From school?”

“Something very like it. Oh! how stupid it was, and
“’couldn’t endure it any longer; and I am sc crammed
with knowledge now that if I held any more I should
burst ; and so I told them I had to come home ; but I was
sent for, which was true, you know, for I {elt an inward
call; and as they were giad to be rid of me, they didn't
make much opposition or ask unnecessary questions. And
90,"” folding the fairy hands and nodding herlittle ringleted
head, ‘“here I am.” ‘

¢ But, good heavens !’ cried Sir Rupert, aghast, < you
never mean to say, May, you have come alone?

«¢ All alone,’” said May, with another nod. ¢ 'm used
to it, you know; Gid it last vacation. Came across and
spent it with Mrs. Weymore. I don’t mind it the least;
don’t know what sea-si¢kness is ; and oh! didn’t some of
the poor wretches suffer this time! Isn’t it fortunate I'm
here for the baill? And, Rupert, good gracious! how
you’ve grown !”

¢Thanks. I can’t see that you have changed much,
Miss Everard. You are the same curly-headed, saucy fairy
I knew thirteen years ago. What does my lady say to this
escapade ? *’ ' :

‘¢ Nothing. Eloquent silence best expresses her feelings ;
and then she hadn’t time to make a scene. Are you going
to ask me to dance, Rupert? because if you are,” said Miss
Everard, adjusting her Dracelet, ‘“ you had better do it at
once, as I am going back to the ball-room, and after ITonce
appear there you wiil stand no chance amongst the crowd of
.competitors.  But then, perhaps you belong to Miss
Jocyln?”? '

¢« Not at all,”” Miss Jocyln interposed, hastily, and red-

dening a little; I am engaged, and it is time I was back,
-or my unlucky cavalier wiil be at his wit’s end to find me,"

-
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She swept away with a quicker movement thah her wont,

and Sir Ruper: laighingly gave his piquant little partner his

arm, His notions of propriety were a good ceal shocked §

but then it was only May Everard, and May Everard was
one of those exceptionable people who can do pretty much
as they please, and not surprise any one. They went back
to the ball-rcom, the fairy in pink on the arm of the young
baronet, chattering like a magpie. Miss Jocyln's partner
found her and led Ler off ; but Miss Jocyln was very silent
and distradt all the rest of the night, and watched furtively,
but ncessant]y, the ﬁutth:mg pmk fairy. She had reig d

A

sceptre by royal right. S.r Rupert had that on S0
and no more—Miss Everard’s cwn prophecy was true—the
demand for her was such tlat even the son of the house
stood not the shadow of a chance. T

Miss Jocyln held herself alocf from the young baronet
for the remaining hours of the ball. She had known as
well as he the words that were on hislips when May Everard
interposed, and her eyes flashed zad her dark cheek flushed
dusky red to see how easily he hud been deterred~from his
purpose. For him, he sought her once or twice in a desul-
tory sort of way, never noticing that he was purposely
avoided, wandering contentedly back .to devote himseif to
some one else, and in the pauses to watch May Everard
floating—a sunbeam in a rosy cloud—here and there and
everywhere. -
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CHAPTER IX.
GUY LEGARD.

He meant to have spoken that night; he would have
spoken but for May Everard. And yet that is two weeks
ago, and we have been together since, and——"" _

Aileen Jocyln broke off abruptly, and looked out over
the far-spreading, gray sea.

The morning was dull, the leaden sky threatening rain,
the wind sighing fitfully, and the slow, gray sea creep-
ing up the gray sands. Aileen Jocyln sat as she had sat
since breakfast, aimless and dreary, by her dressing-room
window, gazing blankly over the pale landscape, her hair

falling loose and damp over her shoulders, and a novel -

lying listlessly in her lap. The book had no interest ; her
thoughts would stray, in spite of her, to Thetford Towers.

<«She is very pretty,” Miss Jocyln thought, ¢ with that
pink and white wax-doll sort of prettiness some people
admire. Inever thought ke could, with his artistic nature;
but I suppose I was mistaken. They call her fascinating;
I believe that rather hoidenish manner of hers, and all
those dashing airs, and that ¢ loud’ style of dress and do-
ings, take some men by storm. I presume I was mistaken
in Sir Rupert, I dare say pretty, penniless May will be
Lady Thetford before long.”

Miss Jocyln’s short upper-hp curled rather scornfully, and
ghe rose up with a little air of petulance and ‘walked across
the room to the opposite window. It commanded a view
of the lawn and a long wooded drive, and, cantering airily
upunder the waving trees, she saw the young lady of whom

-
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she had been thinking. The pretty, fleet-footed pony and

his bright little mistress were by no means rare visitors at

Jocyln Hall, and Miss Jocyla was always elaborately civil to

Miss Everard.  Very pretty little May looked—all her tin- -
seled curls floating in the breeze, like a golden banner ; the
blue eyes more starily radiant than ever, the dark riding-
habit and jaunty hat and plume the most béecoming things
in the world. She saw Miss Jocyln at the window, kissed
her hand and resigned Arab to the groom. . A minute more
and she was saluting Aileen with effusion.

““You solemn Aileen ! to sit and mope here in the house,
instead of improving your health and*temper by a breezy

.canter over the downs. Don’t contradict; I know you
were moping. I should be afraid to tell you how many
miles Arab and I have got over this morning. And you
never came to see me yesterday, either. Why wasit?”

<1 didn’t feel inclined,” Miss Jocyln answered, truth-
fully.

«¢No, you never &o feel inclined unless I come and drag
you out by force; you sit in the house and grow yellowand
jaundiced over high-church novels. I declare I never met
so many lazy people in all my life as I have done since
I came home. One don’t mind mamma, poor thing!
shutting herself up and the sunshine and fresh air of heaven
out; but, for you and Rupert ! And, speaking of Rupert,’
ran on Miss Everard in a breathless sort of way, ‘¢ he
wanted to commence his great picture of ¢ Fair Rosamond
and Eleanor’ yesterday—and how could he when Eleanor
never came? Why didn’t you—you promised ?

¢¢I changed my mird, I suppose.”

¢ And broke your word—-more shame fcr you, them!
Come now.” ‘

“No; thanks. It’s going to rain.”

¢¢ Nothing of the sort; and Rupert is so anzious. He
o e -
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would have come himself, only my lady is ill to-day with
one of her bad headaches, and asked him to read her to
sleep; and, like the good boy that he is in the main, though
shockingly lazy, he obeyed. Do come, Aileen ; there’s a
dear! Don’t be selfish.”

Miss Jocyln rose rather abruptly.
T7#¢1 have no desire to be sclfish, Miss Everard. If you
will wait ten minutes whilst I dress, I will accompany you
to Thetford Towers."

She rang the bell and swept from the room, stately and
.uplifted. = May looked after her, fidgeting a little.

¢ Dear me! I suppose she’s offended now at that word
selfish.” I never @id get on very well with Aileen Jocyln,
and I'm afraid I nevershall. Ishouldn’t wonder if she
were jealous.”

Miss Everard laughed a little silvery laugh all to herself,
and slapped her kid riding-boot with her pretty toy whip.

«T hope I didn’t iuterrupt a tender declaration that
night in the conservatory, but it looked like it. If I did,

I am sure Rupert has had fifty chanrces since, and I know

he hasn’t availed himself of them, or Aileen would never
wear that dissatisfied facev I know she’s in love with Aim,
though, to be sure, she would see me, impaled with the
greatest pleasure if she only thought I suspected it ; but I'm
not so certain about him.  He’s a great deal too indolent
in the first place, to get up a grand passion for anybody,
and I think he’s inclined to look graciously on me—poor
little me—in the second. Ycu may spare yourself the
trouble, my dcar Sir Rupert; for a genthman whose chief
aim in existence is to smoke Turkish pipes and lie on the
grass and write and read poetry is not-at all the sort of man
I mean to bless for life.”

The two girls descended to the court-yard, mounted and
rode off. Both rode Well, and both looked their best on
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horseback, and made a wonderfully pretty picture as they
galloped through St. Gosport in dashing style, bringing the
admiring population in a rush to doors and windows. Per-
haps Sir Rupert Thetford thought so, too, as he stood at
the great front entrance to receive them, with a kindling
light in his artist’s eyes.

¢« May said she would fetch you, and May always keeps
her word,”” he said, as he walked slowly up the sweeping
staircase; ¢¢besides, Aileen, I am to have the first sitting
for the ¢ Rosamond and Eleanor’ to-day, am I not? May
«calls me an idle dreamer, a useless drone in the busy human
hive ; so, to vindicate my character and cleave a niche in
the temple of fame, I am going to immortalize myself over
this painting.”

“You'll never finish it,” said May; ¢¢ it will be like ail
the rest. You’ll begin on a gigantic scale and with super-

‘human efforts, and you'll cool down and get sick of it be-

fore it is half finished, and it will go to swell the pile of
daubed canvas in your studio now. Don’t tell me! I
know you.”

¢ And have the poorest possxble opmlon of me, Miss
Everard? "

“Yes, I have! T have no patience when I think what
you might do, what you might become, and see what you
are! If you were not Sir Rupert Thetford, with a princely
income, you might be a great man. As it is——"

¢“As it is!” cried the young baronet, trying to laughl
and reddening violently, ¢ I will still be a great man—a
modern Murillo. Are you not a little severe, Miss Ever-
ard? Aileen, I believe this is your first visit to my stu-
dio?”

¢t Yes,”” said Miss Jocyln, coldly and bneﬂy She did
not like the conversation, and May Everard’s familiarhome-
truths stung her. To her he was everything mortal man

—
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should be; she was proud, but she was not ambitious;
what right had this penniless little free-speaker to come be-
tween them and talk like this?

May was flitting about like the fairy she was, her head a
little on one side, like a critical canary, her flowing skirt
held up, inspecting the pictures.

« ¢Jeannie D’Arc before her Judges,” half finished, as

usual, and never to be completed ; and weak—very, if it
ever was completed. ¢ Battle of Bosworth Field,’ in flam-
ing colors, all confusion and smoke and red ochre and rub-
bish; you did well not to trouble yourself any more with
that. ¢Swiss Peasant’—ah! that 7s pretty. ¢Storm at
Sea,” just tolerable. ¢Trial of Marie Antoinette.” My
dear Rupert, why will you persist in these figure paintings
when you know your forte is landscape? ¢ An Evening in -
the Eternal City." Now, that is what I call an exquisite .
little thing! Look at the moon, Aileen, rising over those *
hill-tops ;- and see those trees—you can almost feel the wind
that blows! And that prostrate figure—why, that looks
like yourself, Rupert ! ”’

It #s myself.”

¢ And the other, .stooping—who is he?”’

«The painter of that picture, Miss Everard; yes, the
only thing in my poor studio you see fit to eulogize is not
mine. "It was done by an artist friend—an unknown En-
glishman; who saved my life in Rome three years ago.
Come in, mother mine, and defend your son from the two-
edged sword of May Everard’s tongue.”

For Lady Thetford, pale and languid, appeared on the
threshold, wrapped in a shawl.

«¢Jt’s all for his good, mamma. Come here and look at
this ¢ Ev@ning in the Eternal City.’ Rupert has nothing
like it in all his collection, though these are the beginning
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of many better things. He saved your life? How was
ite”

¢ Oh! a little affair with brigands ; nothing very thrill- -
ing, but I should have been killed or captured all the same,
if this Legard had not come to the rescue. May is right
sbout the picture; he painted well, had come to Rome to
perfect himself in his art. Very fine fellow, Legard.”

11 Legard : ” . -~

1t was Lady Thetford who had spoken sharply and sud-
denly. She had put up her glass to look at the Italian pic-
ture, but dropped it, and faced abruptly round. .

“¢Yes, Legard. Guy Legard, a young Englishman,
about my own age. By-the-bye, if you saw him, you would
be surprised by his singular resemblance to some of those
dead and gone Thetfords hanging over there’in the picture-
gallery—fair hair, blue eyes, and the same peculiar cast of
features to a shade. 1 was rather taken aback, I confess,
when I saw it first. My dear mother——""

It was not a cry Lady Thetford had, uttered—it was a
kind of wordless sob. He soon caught her in his arms and
held her there, her face the color of death: :

¢ Get a glass of water, May—she is subject'to these at-
tacks. Quick!” '

Lady Thetford drank the water, and sunk back in the
chair Aileen wheeled up, her face looking awfully corpse-
like in contrast to her dark garments and dead black hair.

“You should not have left your room,’’ said Sir Rupert,
<¢after your attack this morning. Perhaps you had better
return and lie down. You look perfectly ghastly.”

¢ No,”” his mother sat up as she spoke and pushed away
the glass, ¢ there is no necessity for lying down. Don’t
wear that scared face, May—it aas nothing, I assure you.
Go on with what you were saying, Rupert.”

. What I was saying? What was it?”’
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¢ About this young artist’s resemblance to the Thet- ‘

fords.”

¢¢Oh! well, there’s no more to say; that is.all. He

saved my life and he painted that picture, and we were
Damon and Pythias. over again during my stay in Rome. I
always 4o fraternize with those sort of fellows, you know ;
and I left him in Rome, and he promised, if he ever re-
" turned to England—which he wasn't so sure of—he would
run down to Devonshire to see me and my painted ances-
%ofS, whom he resembles so strongly. That is all; and

now, young ladies, if you will take your places we will"

commence on the Rosamond and Eleanor. Mother, sit
here by this window if you want to play propriety, and
~don't talk.”
© But Lady Thetford chose to go to her own room, and
her son gave her his arm thither and left her lying back
amongst her cushions in front of the fire. It was always
chilly in those great and somewhat gloomy rooms, and her
ladyship was always cold of late. She lay there looking
with gloomy eyes into the ruddy blaze, and holding her
hands over her painfully beating heart.
<1t is destiny, I suppose,” she thought, bxtterly ; ¢“let

me banish him to the farthest end of the earth; let me .

keep him in poverty and obscurity all his life, and when
the day comes that it is written, Guy Legard will be here.
Sooner or later the vow I have broken to Sir Noel Thetford
must be kept; sooner or later Sir Noel’s heir will have his
own‘pl

TR
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CHAPTER X.
ASKING IN MARRIAGE.

A FrE burned in Lady Thetford’s room, and among
piles of silken pillows my lady, languid and pale, lay,
looking into the leaping flame. It was a hot July morning,
the son blazed like a wheel of fire in a sky without a cloud, -
but Lady Thetford was always chilly of late. She drew
the crimson shawl she wore closer around her, and glanced
impatiently now and then at the pretty toy clock on the
decorated chimney-piece. The house was verystill; its
one disturbing element, Miss Evrared, was absent with
Sir Rupert for a morning canter over the sunny Devon
hills. :

““How long they stay, and these solitary rides are so
dangerous! Oh! what will become of me if it is too late,
after all! What shall I do if he saysno?” -

There was a quick man’s step without—a moment and
the door opened, and Sir Rupert, ¢¢ booted and spurred **
from his ride, was bending over his mother.

“Louise says you sent for me after I left. What is it,
mother—you are not worse ?”’

He knelt beside her. Lgly Thetford put back the fair
brown hair with tender touch, and gazed <n the handsome .
face. so like her own, with eyes full of unspeakable love.

« My boy! my boy!” she murmured, ‘“my darling
Rupert! Oh! it ¢ hard, it is bitter to have to leave
you!”’ - . .

«Mother ! ”” with a quick look of alarm, * what is it?
Are you worse ?**

* e
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“No worse, Rupert; but no better. My boy, I shall
never be better again in this world.”

¢ Mother——"’

¢ Hush, my Rupert—wait; you know it is true; and
but for leaving you I should be glad to go. My life has not
been so happy since your father died, that I should greatly
cling to it.” ' :

¢« But, mother, this won’t do; these morbid fancies are
‘worst of all. Keeping up one’s spirits is half the battle.”

I am not morbid ; I merely state a fact—a fact which -

must preface what is to come. Rupert, I know I am dy-
ing, and before we part I want to see my successor at Thet
ford Towers.”

¢¢ My dear mother! ”’ amazedly‘ )

¢¢ Rupert, I want to see Aileen Jocyln your wife. No,
no; don’t interrupt me, but believe me, I dislike match-
making quite as cordially as you do; but my days onearth .
are numbered, and I must speak before it is- too late.
" Whén we were abroad I thought there never would be oc-
casion} when we returned home I thought so, too. Ru-
pert, I have ceased to think so since May Everhard’s re-
turn.’

The young man’s face flushed suddenly and hotly, but

he made no reply.

« How -any man in his senses could possibly prefer May
to Aileen, is a mystery I cannot solve; but thed these
thmgs,y\xlee the wisest of us at times. Mind, my boy,
T don't réally say you do prefer May—I should be very
_unhappy if I thoughtso. Iknow—I"am certain you lové’s
" Aileen best; and I am equally certain ske is a thousand
times better suited to you. Then, as a man., .of honor,
you owe it to her. You have paid Miss Jocyln stich atten-
tions as no honorable gentleman should pay an»y lady,‘save

the one he means to make his wife.” , e
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Lady Thetford’s son rose abruptly, and stood leaning‘
sgainst the mantle, looking into the fire,

« Rupert, tell me truly, if May Everard had not come
here, would you not ere this have asked Aileeen to be youx
wife? "’

* Yes—no—I don’t know !  Mother!” the young man
cried, impatiently, ¢ what has May Everard done that you
should treat her like this?"’

¢¢ Nothing; and I love her dearly, and you know it. But
ahe is not suited to you—she is not the woman you should
mal'l’y ”»

Sir Rupert laughed-—a hard strident laugh.

¢¢ 1 think Miss Everard is much of your opinion, my lady.
“You might have spared yourself all these fears and ‘perplea
ities, for t‘ae sunple reason that I should have been refused
had I aske .

¢ Rupel't )n -~ ~ <. . .

¢t Nay, mct}*er mine; %) need to wear that fnghtened
face. I havea’t asked sts iyerud in so many words to
~ marry me, and she hasn’t declined with thanks but she

ccnsternanon | )
«] carve for her very much, mother ; and I haven't OWDN
Yo being absolutely in love with our pretty little May. Per-
haps 1 care for one as much as the other; perhaps I know .
-in my irmost heart she is the one Ishould marry That
is, if she will marry me.’
« You owe it to her to ask her.”
«“Do I? Very likely; and 1t would make you happy,
my mothgr? "’
. He came and bent over her again, sxmhng down in her

" \3 wan, anxious face.
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¢ More happy than a;xything else in this world, Ru-

th"

¢¢ Then consider it an accomplished fact. Before the sun

sets to-day Aileen Jocyln shall say yes or no to your son.’

He bent and kissed her; then, without waiting for her
to speak, wheeled round and strode out of the apartmcnt.

<¢ There is nothing-1ike striking whilst the iron is hot,”
said the young man to himself, with a grim sort of smile,
as he ran down-stairs. -

-Loitering on the lawn, he encountered May Everard,
gtill in her riding-habit, surrounded by three or four poodie-
dogs.

«On the wing again, Rupert? Is'it for marmma? She
Is not worse 7 .

“No; I am going to Jocyln Hall. Perhaps I shall fetch
Aileen b

May's turquoxse blue eyes were lifted with a sudden
luminous, intelligent flash to his face.

R “God speed ‘you! You will certainly fetch Aileen

n""

She ‘held out her hand with a smile that told him she
knew all as plainly as he krew it himself. ’
“You have my best wishes, Rupert, and don’t linger’; 1

1want to congratulate Aileen.”

Sir Rupert’s response to these good wishes was very brief
and curt. Miss Everard watched him mount and ride off,
a mischievous little smile rippling round her rosy lips.
has been giving the idol of her existence a
ject; matrimony,’’ mused Miss Everard,
sauntering laley along in midst of her little degs?

“and really it is high time, if she means to ‘have Aileen ,

for a daughter-in-law, for the heir of Thetford Towers is

rather doubtful that he is not falling in love with me ; and
Aileen is dreadfully jealous and disagreeable; and my
o - e, 4
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lady #Panxious and ﬁdgeted todeath a.bout 1t and—oh- h-hl

_good gracious !

Miss Everard stoppedawith a shrill, feminine shnek She
had loitered down to the gates, where a young man stood .
talking to the lodge-keeper, with a big Newfoundland dog
gamboling ponderously about him. The big Newfoundland
made an instant dash into Miss Everard’s guard of honor, g
with one deep, bass bark, like distant thunder, and which
effectually drowned the yelps of the poodles. May flew to
the rescue, seizing the Newfoundland’s collar and pulling
him back with all the might of two little white hands.

*You big, horrid brute!” cried May, with flashing
eyes, ‘“‘how dare you! Call off your dog, sir, this instant !
Don’t you see how he is frightening mine ! "’

She turned imperiously to the Newfoundland’s macter,
the bright eyes flashing, the pink cheeks aflame—very
pretty, gdeed in her wrath.

¢« Down, Hector!" called the young man, authonta-
tively ; and Heketor, like the well-trained ammal He was,
subsided instantly. «] beg your pardon, young lady!
Hector, you s’xr at your penl sir! I-am very orry he has

“alarmed you.!

He doffed his cap with careless grace, a.nd made the
angry little ladya courtly bow.

«He didn't alarm me,” replied May, testily; ¢he only
alarmed my dogs. Why, dear me! how very odd!”

Miss Everard, looking full at the young man, had started
back with this exclamation and stared broadly. A tall,
powerful-looking ‘young fellow, rather dusty and travel-
stained, but eminently gentlemanly, with frank blue eyes
and profuse fair hair, and a handsome, candid face.

4 Yes, Miss May,” struck in the lodge-keeper, ¢¢it is
odd! I seeit, too! Ke looks enough like Sir Noel, dead
and gone, to Ijtus own sonl’’

> i
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*J beg your pardon,’ said May, becoming conscious of
her wide stare, <“but is your name Legard, and are you a
friend of Sir Rupert Thetford ?’

“Yes, to both questions,”” with.a smile that May liked.
¢ You see the resemblance too;"then. - Sir Rupert used to
speak of it. Is he at home? "

«Not just now; but he will be very soon, and I know

. will be glad to see Mr. Legard. You had better come in

and wait.” ‘

¢ And Hector,” said Mr. Legard. ¢I think I had bet-
ter leave him behind, as I see him eying your guard of
honor with anything but a friendly eye. I believe I have
‘the pleasure of addressing Miss Everard? Oh !” laughing
frankly at her surprised face, ¢“ Sir Rupert showed me a
photograph of yours as a child. I have a good memory ~
for faces, and knew you at once.” :

Miss Everard and Mr. Legard fell easily into conversa-
tion at once, as if they had been old friends. Lady Thet-
ford’s ward was one of those people who form their likes
and dislikes at first sight, and Mr. Legard’s face would
have been a pretty sure letter of recommendation to him
the wide world over. May liked his looks; and then he
was Sir Rupert’s friend, and she was never over particular
about socisl forms and customs; and so they dawdled
about the grounds and through the leafy arcades, inthe
genial sunshine, talking about Sir Rupert and Rome, and
art and artists, and the thousand and one things that turn
up in conversation ; and the moments slippetl by, half hour
followed half hour, until May jerked cut her watch at last,
in a sudden fit of recollection, and found, to her consterna-
tion, it was past two.

¢ What will mamma say! *” cried the young lady, aghast.
s*And Rupert; I dare say he’s home to luncheon before

(-}
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this. Let us go back to the house, Mr. Legard. I had no
idea it was half so late.”

Mr. Legard laughed frankly.

¢ The honesty of that speech is the highest flattery my
conversational powers ever received, Mis» Everard. I am
very much obliged to you. Ah! by Jove! Sir Kupers
himself ! ”’ '

For riding slowly up under the sunlit trees came the
young baronet. As Mr. Legard spoke, his glance fell upon
them, the young lady and gentleman advancing so confi-
dentially, with half a dozen curly poodles frisking about
them. To say Sir Rupert stared would be a mild way of
putting it—his eyes opened’in wide wonder.

¢ Guy Legard!”

¢¢Thetford! My dear Sir Rupert!”

The baronet leaped off his horse, his eyes lighting, and
shook hands with the artist, in -a burst of heartiness very
rare with him. .

¢ Where in the world did you drop from, and how cnder
the sun did you come to be Zke #iis with May?

¢ leave the explanation to Mr. Legard,” said May,
blushing -a little under Sir Rupert’s glance, ¢ whilst I go
and see mamma, only premising that luncheon hour is past,
and you had better not linger.”

She tripped away, and the two young men followed more

-slowly into the house. Sir Rupert led his friend to his
studio, and left him to inspect the pictures.

“ Whilst I speak a word to my mother,” he said; <¢it
will detain me hardiy an instant.”

“All right!” said Mr. Legard, boyishly. ¢ Don’t
_hurry yourself on my account, you krow:”

Lady Thetford lay where her son had left her—lay as if she
bad hardly stirred since. She looked up and half rose as -
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be came in, her eyes painfully, intensely anxtous. But his
face, grave and quiet, told nothing.

¢ Well,” she panted, her eyes glittering.

¢ Tt is well, mother. Aileen Jocyln has promxsed o be-
come my wife.”

« Thank Gpd t

Lady Thetford sunk back, her hands clasped tightly over
her heart, its loud beating plainly audible. Her son looked
down at her, his face keeping its steady gravity—none of
the rapture of an accepted lover there.

¢ You are content, mother? "’ »

<« More than content, Rupert. And you?.”

He smiled and, stooping, kissed the warm, pallid face.
<¢1 would do a great deal to make you happy, mother ; but
I would 707 ask a woman I did not love to be my wife. Be
at rest; all is well with me. And now I must leave you, if
you will not go down to luncheon.”

«1 think not; I am not strong to-day. Is May wait-
mg ? ”

¢“More than May. A friend of mine has arrived, and
will stay with us for a few weeks.”

Lady Thetford’s face had been flushed and eager, but af
the last words it suddenly blanched.

-« A friend, Rupert! Who?”

¢ You have heard me speak of him before,’’ he said,

carelessly ; ¢¢ his name is Guy Legard.”

CHAPTER XL
ON THE WEDDING EVE.

Tue family at Thetford Towers were a good deal sur-

prised, a few hours later that day, by the unexpected ap- *
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pearance of Lady Thetford at dinner. Wan as some spirit

of the moonlight, she came softly in, just as they entered the

dining-room, and her son presented his friend, Mr. Le-
gard, at once.

<« His resemblance to the family will be the surest passport .
to your favor, mother mine,” Sir Rupert said, gayly.

" ¢Mrs. Weymore met him just now, and recoiled with a
shriek, as though she had seen a ghost. Extraordinary,
isn’t it—this chance resemblance ? ”

<« Extraordinary,” Lady Thetford said, ¢ but not at all
unusual. Of coursd, Mr. Legard is not even remotely con-
nected with the Thetford family ?”’

She asked the question without looking at him. She
kept her eyes fixed on her plate, for that frank, fair face be-
fore her was terribl® to her, almost as a ghost. It was the
days of her youth over again, and Sir Noel, her husband,
once more by her side.

¢¢ Not that I am aware of,’’ Mr. Legard said, running his
fingers through his abundant brown hair. ¢ But I may be
for all that. I am like the hero of a novel—a mysterious

~ orphan—only, unforturately, with no identifying strawberry
mark-on my arm. Who my parents were, or what my real
name is, I know no more than I do of the biography of the
man in the moon.”

"There was a murmur of astonishment—May and Rupert
vividly interested, Lady Thetford white asa dead woman
her eyes averted, her hand trembling as if palsied.

¢« No,”” said Mr. Legard, gravely, and a little sadly, <1
«and as totally alone in this world as a human being can
stand—father, mother, brother, sister, I never have known ;
a nameless, penniless waif, I was cast upon the world four-
and-twenty years ago. Until the age of twelve I was called
Guy Vyking ; then the friends with whom T had lived left
England for America, and 2 man——a painter, named Le-
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gard—took me and gave me his name. And there the ro-
mance comes in: a lady, a tall, elegant lady, too closely
- veiled for us to see her face, came to the poor home that
was mine, paid those who had kept me from my infancy,
and paid Legard. for his future care of me. I have never
seen her since; and I sometimes think,’’ his voice failing,
d¢ that she may have been my mother.”

There was a sudden clash, and a momentary confusion.

. My lady, lifting her glass with that shaking hand, had let .

" it fall, and it was shivered to atoms on the floor.

¢ And you never saw the lady afterward ? ’* May asked.

¢ Never. Legard received regular remittances, mailed,
oddly enough, from your town here—Plymouth. The lady
told him, if he ever had occasion to address her—which he
never did have, that 1 know of—to address Maddm Ada,
Plymouth! He brought me up, educated me, taught me
his art and died. I was old enough then to comprehend
~my position, and the first use I made of that knowledge
was to return ¢ Madam Ada’ her remittances, with a few
sharp lines that effectually put an end to hers.”

* ¢« Have you never tried to ferret out the mystery of you*
birth and this Madam Ada ?"’ inquired Sir Rupert.

Mr. Legard shook. his head.

‘“No; why should I?" I dare say I should have no rea-
son to be proud of my parents if I did find them, and
they evidently were not very -proud of me. ¢Where
ignorance is bliss,’ etc. If destiny has decreed it,
I shall know, sooner or later ; if destiny has not, then my
puny efforts will be of no avail.  But if presentiments
mean anything, I shall one day know; and I have no
doubt, if I searched Devonshlre, should find Madam
Ada.”

May Everard started up thh a cry, for Lady Thetfcrd
bad fallen back in one of those sudden spasms to which

g 1
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she had lately become subject. In the universal conster
nation Guy Legard and his story were forgotten.

Tl hope what 7 said had nothing to do with this,”” he
cried, aghast; a.d the une following so suddenly upon the
other made the reme:k natural enough. But Sir Rupert
turned upon him in haughty surprise.

““What yox said! Laay Thetford, unfortunately, has
been subject to these attacks for the past two years, Mr.
Legard. That will do, May ; let me assist my mother to
her room.”’

May drew back. Lady Thetford was able to rise, ghastly
and trembling, and, supported by her son’s arm, walked
from the room. )

¢¢Lady Thetford’s health is very delicate, I fear,” Mr.
Legard murmured, sympathetically, ‘I really thought
for a moment my story-telling had occasioned her sudden
illness.”

Miss Everard fixed a pair of big, shining eyes in solemn
scrutiny on his face—that face so like the pictured one of
Sir Ncel Thetford.

¢ A very natural supposxtxon," thought the young lady ;
¢¢so did 2.

““You never knew Sir Noel? " Guy Lecmrd said, mus-
ingly ; ““but, of course, you did not. Sir Rupert has told
- he died Lefore he was born.” '

“Inever saw him,” said May; ¢ but those who have
seen him in this house—our housekeeper, for instance—
stand perfectly petrified at your extraordinary likeness to
bim. Mrs. Hilliard says you have given her a ¢ turn’ she
never expects to get over.’’

Mr. Legard smiled, but was grave again directly.
¢TIt is odd—odd—very odd ! "’

_“Ves,” said May Everard, with a sagacious nod; “s




SIR NOEL'S HEIR. E 8y

great deal, too, to be a chance resemblance. Hush! here
comes Rupert. Well, how have you left momma? "

¢¢ Better ; Louise is with her. And now to finish dinner ;
I have an engagement for the evening.”

Sir Rupert was strangely silent and @is#zaz# all through
dinner, a darkly thoughtful shadow glooming his ever pale
face. A supposition had flashed across his mind that turned
him hot and cold by turns—a supposition that was almost

a certainty.  This striking resemblance of the painter Le- -

gard to his dead father was no freak of nature, but a retrib-
utive Providence revealing the truth of his birth. It came
back to his memory with painfully acute clearness that his
mother had sunk down once before in a violent tremcr and
faintness at the mere sound of his name.  Legar _had
spoken of a veiled lady—Madam Ada, Plymouth, her ad-
dress. Could his mother—his—Dbe that mysterious arbiter
of his fate? The name—the place. Sir Rupert Taetford
wrenched his thoughts, by a violent effort, away, shocked
at himself.

¢ It cannot be—it cannot!” he said to himself pas-

sionately. ““I am mad to harbor such thoughts. Itisa
desecration of the memory of the dead, a treason to the
fiving. - But I wish Guy Legard had never come here.”

There was one other person at Thetford Towers strangely
and strongly affected by Mr. Guy Legard, and that person,
oddly enough, was Mrs. Weymore, the governess. Mrs.
Weymore had never even seen the late Sir Noel that any one
knew of, and yet she had recoiled with a shrill, feminine
cry of utter consternation at sight of the young man.

“] don’t see why you should get the fidgets about it,
Mrs. Weymore,”” Miss Everard remarked, with her great,
bright eyes .suspiciously keen; ¢“you never knew Sir
Noel.” ) h '
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Mrs. Weymore sunk down on a lounge in a violent tremor
and faintness.

f¢My cear, I beg your pardon. I—it seems strange,
Oh, May ! with a sudden, sharp cry, losing self-control,
¢ who 75 that young man? "’

«“Why, Mr. Guy Legard, artist,”” answered May, com-
posedly, the bright eyes still on the alert; formerly—in
¢ boyhood’s sunny hours,” you know—Master Guy. Let—
me—see! Yes, Vyking.”

¢ Vyking ! "’ with a spasmodic cry; and then Mrs. Wey-
more dropped her white face in her hands, tremblmg from
head to foot..

¢ Well, upon my word,” Miss Everard said, addressing
empty space, ‘¢ this does cap the globe! The Mysteries of
Udolpho were plain reading compared to Mr. Guy Vyking
and the effect he produces upon the people. He's a very
handsorme young man, and a very agreeabie young man;
but I chould never have suspected he possessed the power
of throwing all the elderly ladies he meets into gasping fits.
There’s Lady Thetford : he was too much for her, and she
4ad to be helped out of the dining-room; and here’s Mrs.
wVeymore going into hysterics because he used to be called
Guy Vyking. I thought my lady might be the veiled lady
of his'story; but now I think it must have been you.”

Mrs. Weymore looked up, her very lips white.

¢ The veiled lady? What lady? May, tell me all you
know of Mr. Vyking.” :
. ¢¢Not Vyking now—Legard,” answered May ; and there-
upon the young lady detailed the scanty resume the artist
had given them of his history.

¢« And I'm very sure it isn’t chance at all,” concluded
May Everard, transiixing the governess with an unwinking
stare ; ¢ and Mr. ‘Legard is as much a Thetford as Sir Rupert
himself. I don’t pretend to divination, of course, and I
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don’t clearly see how it is; but itis, and you know it,
Mrs. Weymore ; and you could enlighten the young man,
and so could my lady, if either of you chose.” -

Mrs. Weymore turned suddenly and caught May’s twe
hands in hers. :

¢¢May, if you care for me, if you have any pity, don’t
speak of this. I & know—but I must have time. My
head is in a whirl. Wait, wait, and don’t tell Mr. Legard.”

I won't,”” said May; ¢ but it is all very strange and
very mysterious, delightfully like a three-volume novel or a
sensation play. I’'m getting very much interested in the
hero of the performance, and I'm’afraid I shall be deplora- -
bly in love with him shortly if this sort of thing keeps
on.” B :

Mr. Legard himself took the matter much more coolly
than any one else ; smoked cigars philosophically, criticised
Sir Rupert’s pictures, did a little that way himself, played
billiards with his host and chess with Miss Everard, rode
with that young lady, walked with her, sang duets with her
in a deep melodious bass, made himself fascinating, and
took the world easy.

“It is no use getting into a gale about these things,”
he said to Miss Everard when she wondered aloud at his
constitutional phlegm ; ¢¢the crooked things will straighten
of themselves if we give them time. What is written is
written. 1 know I shall find out all about myself one day

-—like little Paul Dombey, ¢I feel it in my bones. ’ "

Mr. Legard was thrown a good deal upon Miss Everard's
resources for amusement ; for, of course, Sir Rupert’s time
was chiefly speqt at Jocyln Hall, and Mr. Legard bore this
with even greater serenity than the other. Miss Everard
was a very charming little girl, with a laugh that was
sweeter than the music of the spheres and hundreds of be-
witching little ways; and Mr. Legard undertook to paint

I4
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ber portrait, and found it the most absorbing work of
art he had ever undertaken. As for the young baronet
spending his time at Jocyln Hall, they never missed him, -
His wooing sped on smoothest wings—Col. Jocyln almost
as much pleased as my lady herself; and the course of true
love in this case ran as smooth as heart could wish.
Miss Jocyln, as a matter of course,™was a great deal at
Thetford Towers, and saw .with evident gratification the
growing intimacy of Mr. Legard and May. It would be
an eminently suitable match, Miss Jocyln thought, only it

- was a pity so much mystery shrouded the gentleman’s birth.

Still, he was a gentleman, and, with his talents, no doubt
would become an eminent artist; and it would be highly
satisfactory to see May fix her erratic affections oh some-
body, and thus be doubly out of her—Miss Jecyln's—way.

The wedding preparations were going briskly forward.
There was no need of delay; all were anxious for the mar-
riage—Lady Thetford more than anxious, on acccont of her
declining health. The hurry to have the ceremony irre-
vocably over had grown to be somethmg very like a mono-’
mania with her.

¢¢ I feel that my days are numbered,”” she said, with im-
patience, to her son, ‘“and I cannot rest in my gra.ve,
Rupert, until I see Aileen your wife.”

So Sir Rupert, ‘more than anxious to please his mother,
hastened on the wedding. An eminent physician, sum-
moned down from London, confirmed my lady’s own fears.

¢ Her life hung by a thread,” this gentleman said, con-

" fidentially to Sir Rupert, “ the slightest excitement may

snap it at any moment. Don’t contradict her—let every-
thing be as she wishes. Nothing can save her, but perfect
quiet and repose may prolong her existence.”’ '
‘The last week of September the wedding was to take
place; and all was bustle and haste at Jocyln Hall. Mr.

—
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Legard was to stay for the wedding, at the express desire
of Lady Thetford herself. She had seen him but very
_ rarely since that first day, iliness had compelled her to keep
her room ; but her interest in him was unabated, and she
ad sent for him to her apartment, and invited him to re-
maiit™\And Mr. Legard, a good deal surprised, and a little
- flatiered, ented at once.
¢« Very kind 3¢ "Lady Thetford, you know, Miss Ever-
ard,” Mr. Legard sald s‘mntenng into the room where she
gat with her ex-governess—Mr. Legard and Miss Everard
were growing highly confidential of late—¢¢ to take such an
interest in axr: utter :tranger as she does in me.”’

Weymore ; that lady sat nervous and scared-looking, and
altogether uncomfcktable, as she had a habit of doing in
the yourg artist’s presence. .

¢ Very,” Miss Everard said, dryly ¢¢ You ought to feel

. highly complimented, Mr. Legard, for it’s a sort of kind-
ness her ladyship is ‘extremely chary of to utter strangers.
Rather odd, isn’t it, Mrs. Weymore ? "’

Mrs. Weymore’s reply was a distressed, bseechmg look.
Mr. Legard saw it, and opened very wide his handsome,.
Saxon eyes. -

¢“Eh?"” he said, ¢it doesr’t mean anything, does it?
Mrs. Weymore looks mysterious, and I'm so stupid about

these things. Lady Thetford doesn’t know anything about .

me, does she?”

«Not that 7 know of,” May said, with slgmﬁcam em-
phasis on the personal pronoun.
~ ¢«Then Mrs. ‘Weymore does! By Jove! 1 always
thought Mrs. Weymore had an odd way of loahng at me!
And now, what is it?"

He turned his fair, resolutefacetothat]adywtham
bard to regist. :

May stole a glaace from under her eyelashes at Mrs. )
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i _ «1 don’t make much of a howling about my affairs, you

none the less interested in myself and my history. If you
: can open the mysteries a little you will be conferring a
i favor on me I can never repay. And I am positive from
i your look you can.’

Mrs. Weymore turned away, ‘and covered her face with a
sort of sob. The young lady and gentleman exchanged ,
startled glances.

“You can then?” Mr. Legard said, gra.vely, but grow-
ing very pale. ¢You know who Iam?”

. To his boundless consternation Mrs. Weymore rdse up
~and fell at his feet, seizing his hands and covering them
with kisses.

] do! I do? I know who you are, and so shall you
before this wedding takes place. Biit before I tell youI
must speak to Lady Thetford.”

Mr. Legard raised her up, his face as colorless as her
own.

“To Lady Thetford! What has Lady Thetford todo’
+ with me?""
« Everythmg ! She knows who you are as well as J do.
" I must speak to her first.”
¢¢ Answer me one thing—is my name Vyking ?**
¢ No. _ Pray, pray don’t ask me any more questions. As
- 300n as her ladyship is a little stronger, I will goto her and
obtain her permission to speak. Keep what I have said a
" -secret from Sir Rupert, and wait until then.”
She rose up to go, so haggard and deploring-looking, that
neither strove to detain her. - The young man stared blankly
_ after her as she left the room. '
1. esAtlast]” he said, drawmg a deep breath, ““at last J
i shall koow]”

elentod
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know, Mrs. Weymore,” he said; ‘but for all that, T am .
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There was a pause*thenMayspokemaﬂutteﬁngmth
roice.

¢« How very strange that Mrs. Weymore should know, of
all persons in the world.”

¢«“Who is Mrs. Weymore ? - How long has she been here?
Tell me all you know of her, Miss Everard.”

¢¢And that ‘all” will be almost nothing. She came
down from London as a nursery-governess to Rupert and
me, a week or two after my arrival here, selected by the
rector of St. Gosport. She was then what you see her now,
a pale, subdued creature in widow’s weeds, with the look
of one who had seen trouble. I have known her so long,
and always as such a white, still shadow, I suppose that is
why it seems so odd.” ’

Mrs. Weyinore kept altogether out of Mr. Legard’s way
for the next week or two. She avoided May also, as much
as possible, and shrunk so palpably from any allusion to the
past scene, that May gocd naturedly bided her time in si-
lence, though almost as impatient as Mr. Legard himself.

And whilst they waited the bridal eve came round, and
Lady Thetford was much better, not able to quit her room,
but strong enough to lie on a sofa and talk to her son and
Col. Jocyln, with a flush on her cheek and sparkle in her
eye—all unusual there.

The marriage was to take place in the village church;
and there was to follow a grand ceremonial of a wedding-
breakfast; and then the happy pair were to start at once on
their bridal-tour. \

«“And I hope to see my boy return,’” Lady Thetford
raid, kissing bim fondly. ¢ I can hardly ask for more than
that.”

Late in the afternoon of that eventful wedding-eve, the
ex-governess sought out Guy Legard, for the first time of
her own accord. She found him in the young baronet's
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studio, with May, putting the finishing touches to that
young lady’s portrait. He started up at sight of his visl.
tor, vividly interested. Mrs. Weymore was paler even than
usual, but with a look of deep, quiet determination on hex
face no one had ever seen there before.

“You have come to keep your promise,” the young man
zried—¢¢ to tell me who I am?”’ )

1 have come to keep my promise,” Mrs. Weymore an-
swered ; ¢ but I must speak to my fady first. I wanted to
tell you that, before you sleep to-night, you shall know.”

She left the studio, and the two sat there, breathless, ex- -
pectant.  Sir Rupert ;;s{dxmg at Jocyln Hall, Lady -
Thetford was alone in high spurits, and Mrs. Weymore was
admitted at once. .

¢ I wonder how long you must wait?*’ said May Everard.

» ““Heaven knows! Not long, I hope, or I shall go mad
with impatience.” '

An hour passed—two—three, and still Mrs. Weymore

was closeted with my lady, andsnllthepaxrmthestudio
waited.

CHAPTER XIL

MRS. WEYMORE’S STORY.

@

Lapy THETFORD sat up among her pillows and looked at
her hired dependent with wide open eyes of astonishment.
The pale, timid face of Mrs. Weymore wore a look alto-

gether new.
“Listen to your story! My dear Mrs. Weymore, what
possible interest can your story have for me?* ‘ '

¢More than you think, my lady. You are so much
- stronger to-day than usual, and Sir Rupert’s marriage is so
~ wery near that I must speak now or never.”

Rd
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 Sir Ropert ! ”” my lady gasped. ¢ What has your stary
to do with Sir Rupert ?” '

«“You will hear,” Mrs. Weymore said, very sadly.
“¢ Heaven knows I should have'told you long ago; but it is
a story few would care to tell. A cruel and shameful story
of wrong and misery ; for, my lady, I have been cruelly
. wronged by one who was once very near to you.”

Lady Thetford turned ashen white.

¢¢ Very near to me! Do you mean——"*

«My lady, listen, and you shall hear. All those years
that I have been with you, I have not been what I seemed.
My name is not Weymore My name is Thetford—as
yours is.”

'An awful terror had settled down on my lady’s face.
,Her lips moved,.but she did not speak. Her eyes were
fixed on the sad, set face before her,’ with a wild, expectant
stare.

«] was a widow when I came to jou,” Mrs. Weymore
went on to say, ‘‘but long before I had known that worst
widowhood, desertion. I ran away from my happy home,
from the kindest father and mother that ever lived ; I ran
away4nd was married and deserted before I was eighteen
years old.

¢ He came to our wllage, a remote place, my 'lady, wit
a local celebrity for its trout streams, and for nothing 4else.
He came, the man whom I married, on a visit to the great
house of the place. We had not the remotest connection
with the house, or I might have known his real name.
When I did know him it was as Mr. Noel—he told me him-
self, and I never thought of doubting it. I was as'simple
and confiding aa it is possible for the simplest village girlto
be, and all tne handsome stranger told me was gospel
truth; and my life ounly began, I thought, from the hour 1

~
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" He spoke to me—the handsome sttanger, whom I had seen

. make him forget all consequences. For it- was surely a
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«1 met him at the trout streams fishing, and alone, I
had come to while the long, hours under the treea.

riding through the village beside the squire, like a young
prince; and I was only too pleased and flattered by his
notice. It is many years ago, my lady, and Mr. Noel took
a fancy to my pink-and-white face and fair curls, as fine
gentlemen will. It was only fancy—never, at its best,
love; or he would not have deserted me pitilessly as he did.
I know it now; but then I took the tinsel for pure gold,
and would as soon have doubted the Scripture as his
lightest word.

¢ My lady, it is a very old story, and very often told.
We met by stealth and in secret; and weeks passed and I
never learned he was other than what I knew him. Iloved -
with my whole foolish, trusting heart, strongly and self-
ishly; and | was really to give up home, and friends and -
parents—all the world for him. All the world, but not -
my good name, and he knew that; and, my lady, we were
married—really and truly and honestly married, in a little
church in Berkshire, in Windsor ; and the marriage is re-
corded in the register of the church, and I have the mar-.
riage certificate here in my possession.”

Mrs. Weymore touched her bosom as she spoke, and
looked with earnest, truthful eyes at Lady Thetford. But
Lady Thetford’s face was averted and not to be seen.

-« His fancy for me was as fleeting as all his fancies; but
it was strong encugh and reckless enough whilst it lasted to

reckless act for a gentleman, such as he was, to marry the
daughter of a village schoolmaster.

¢ There was but one witness to our marriage-—my hus-
hand’s servant—George Vyking. I mever liked the man;
he was crafty, and cunning, and treacherous, and ready fop

'
-
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any deed of evil ; but he was in his mas;er‘gcdnﬁdmoe,

and took a house for us at Windsor and lived'with us, and

kept his master’s secrets well.”

Mrs. Weymore paused. her hands ﬂuttermg in painfal
unrest. The averted face of Lady Thetford never turned,
‘but & smothered voice bade her go on.

¢« A year passed, my lady, and I still lived in the house
at Windsor, but quite alone now. My punishment had be-
gun very early; two or three months sufficed to weary my
busband of his childish’ village girl, and make him thor-
oughly repent his folly. I saw. it from the first—he never
tride to hide it from me; his absence grew longer and
longer, more and more frequent, until at last he ceased
coming altogether. Vyking, the valet, came and went;
and Vyking told me the truth—the hard, cruel, bitter truth,
‘that I was never to see my husband more. ,

¢« <]t was the maddest act of a mad young man\xfe

- Vyking said to me, coolly, ¢and.he’s repented of it, as I
knew he would repent. You'll never see him again, mis-

. tress, and you needn’t search for him, either, When yor ~

find last winter’s snow, last autum'’s partndges, then you
may-hope to find him.’

«¢<But I am his wife,” I said; ¢nothing can undo that
' —his lawful, wedded wife.’

¢ ¢ Yes,' said Vyking, ¢ his wife fast enough ; but there’s
the law of divorce, and there's no witness but me alive,
and you can do your best; and the best you can do is to
take it easy and submit. He'll provide for you handsomely;
and when he gets the divorce, 1f you like, I'll marry you
myself.’

«¢] had grown to expect some such revelation, I had been
peglected 50 long. My lady, I don’t speak of my feelings,

wy. anguish and shame. and remorseand despair—Ionly
wll you here simple facts. But in the days and weeks .

7 .
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which. followed, I suffered as I never can suffer again in this
world.
¢ I was held little better than a pnsoner in the house at
Windsor after that; and I think Vyking never gave up the
hope that I would one day consent to marry him. More
_than -once I tried to run away, to get on the track of my
betrayer, but always to be met and foiled. I have gone
~ down on my knees to that man Vyking, but I rmght as well
have'knelt to a statue of stone.
««D1l tell you what we’ll do,’ he said, ‘we’ll go to
London. People are beginning to look and talk about
here; there they know how to mind their own business.’
¢¢ I consented readily enough. My one hope now was to
find the man who had wronged me, and in London I
thought I stood a better chance that at Windsor. We
started, Vyking and I; but driving to the station we met
with an accident, our horse ran away and I was thrown
out; after that I hardly remember anything for a long
time. .
¢¢ Weeks passed before I recovered. Then I was told my
baby had heen born and died. I listened in’a sort of dull
apathy ; I had suffered so much that the sense of suffering
was dulled and blunted. I knew Vyking well enough not
to trust him or believe himj but I was powerless to act,
" and cculd only turn my face to the wall and pray to die.
‘“But I grew strong, and Vyking took me to London,
and left me in respectably-furnished lodgings. I might
have escaped easily enough here, but the energy even to
wish for freedom was gone; I sat all day long in a state of
miserable, listless languor, heart-weary, .heart-sick, worn
out.
¢ One day Vyking came to.my rooms in a furious state
of passion. He and his master had quarreled. I never
‘knew about what; and Vyking had been ignominiously

'
[
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dismissed. The valet tore up and down mr i:iue ~arlor in
& yowering passion.
¢ ¢I'll make Sir Noel pay for it, or my name’s not Vyk-
ing,’ he cried. ¢ He thinks because he’s marricu an heiress
he can defy me now. But there’s a law in this laid +- pun-
ish bigamy; and I'll have him up for bigamy the moment
he’s back from his wedding tour’
¢Iturned and looked at him, but very quietly, ¢Sir
Noel,’ I said. ¢Do you mean my husband ?’
¢¢ « I mean Miss Vandeleur’s husband now,’ said Vyking.
s You'l never see him again, my girl.  Yes, he’s Sir Noel
Thetford, of Thetford Towers, Devonshire; and you can
go and call on his pretty new. wife as soon as she comes
home.’ '
¢ I turned away and looked out of the window without
aword. Vyking looked at me curiously.
«¢Oh! we've got over it, have we; and we’re going to

take it easy and not make a scene? Now that’s what I call
sensible. And you'll come forward and swear Sir Noel

- guilty of bigamy?”

¢ ¢No,’ I said, ¢I never will.’ 4

¢ ¢You won’t—and why not?’

¢¢¢ Never mind why. 1 don’t think you would undet
stand if I told you—only 1 won’t.”

. ¢ ¢Couldn’t you be coaxed ?’

¢t ¢ No.’

««Don’t be too sure. Perfiaps I could tell you some-
thing that might Hove you, quiet as you are. What if Itold
you your baby did not die that time, but was alwe and
well?’

¢« knew a scene was worse than useless with thxs man,
tears and entreaties thrown away. I heard his last words
and started to my feet "th/’tstxetcm hands.
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« « Vyking, for the dear Lord's sake, havepily on a des-

olate wompan, and tell me the truth.’

- 4] €lling you the truth., Your boy is allve and
well, and I've christened him Guy—Guy Vyking. Don’t
you be scared—he’s all safe; and the day you appear in
court against Sir Noel, that day he shall be restored to you.

- Now don’t you go and get excited, think it over, and let

me know your decision when I come back.’
« He left the room before I could answer, and I never

-saw Vyking agains The next day, reading the morning

paper, I saw the arrest of .a pair of house-breakers, and the

S M,nv\:w"‘_:f,:,:..{v R

name of the chief was George Vyking, late valet to Sir

Noel Thetford. I-tried to get to see him in prison, but
failed. His trial came on, his sentence was transportation
for ten years; and Vyking left Englind, carrying my se-
cret with him.

«¢I had something le& to hve for now-the thought of
my child. But where was I to find him, where to look ?

the means, I would na7e come.to Devonshire to seek out
the man who bad =0 basely wronged me; but as I was, I
could as soon bave goue to the ann-podes. Oh! itwasa
bitter, bitter tipw, that long, hard struggle with starva-
tion—a time it chills my blood even now to look back
upon.

¢ T wasstill ir. London, battlmg with grim poverty, when,
six months later, I read in the Zimes the awfully sudden
death of Sir No~l Thetford, Baronet.

«“My lady, I am not speaking of the effect of that blow
—I dare act to you, as, deeply wronged as myself. You
were witk: him in 'his dying moments, and surely he told
you-tbe quth then; surely he acknowledged the great
wrong he had done you? "

Mn. Weymore paused, and La.dy -Thetford tumed ber

‘I, who had not a pevay ip the wide world. If I'had had .

."‘-r
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y, white face, for the first time, to ane

did—he told me all; I know your story to be
me ”

' «ThankGod! Ch, tha.nkGod! And he acknowledged
his first masriage? "’

“Yes; the wrong he did you was venial to that which
he did me—I who never was his wife, never for one poor
moment had a right to his name."”

. Mrs. Weymore sunk down on her knees by the couch,
and passionately kissed the lady’s hand.
«My lady! my lady! And you will forgive me for
coming here? I did not know, when I answered Mr.
Knight's advertisement, where I was coming; and when I
did, I could not resist the temptation of looking on hisson.

Oh, my lady! you will forgive me, and bear witness to“the
truth of my story.”

«] will; Ialways meant to before I died. And that

young man--tba.t Guy Legard—-you know he is your
m? ”

«] knew it from the first. My hdy,yonwillletmetell

him at. once, will you not? And Sir Rupert? Oh, my

lady ! he ought to know.”
- Lady Thetford covercd her face with a groan.
«I promised his father on his death-bed to tell him long
" ago, to seek for his rightfil heir—and see how I have kept
my word. But I could not—I could not! It was notin
buman nature—not insuch a nature as mine, wronged as I
have been.”
¢ But now—oh, my dear lady ! now you will?”
. %Yes, now, on the verge of the grave, I may surely
. speak. I dare not die with my promise unkept.: This vegy
night,”” Lady Thetford cried. sitting up, fiushed and ex-

cited, “™y boy shall know all—he shall not marryin -
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ignorance of whom he really is. Aileen has the fortune ot
aprincegs ; and Aileen will not love him less for the title
he must lose. When he comes home, Mrs. Weymore, send

“him t¢ me, and send your son with him, and I will tell

them all.”
CHAPTER XIIL
‘¢ THERE IS MANY A SLIP.”

A roOM that was like a picture--a carpet of rose-buds
gleaming through rich\green moss, lounges piled with

downy-silk pillows, a bed curtained in foamy lace, a pretty .

room—Aileen Jocyln’s chkambre-a-coucher, and looking like
a picture herself, in a flowing morning-robe, the rich, dark
hair falling heavy and unbound to her waist, Aileen Jocyln
lay among piles of scarlet cushions, like some young Eastern
Sultana. . '

Lay and music with, oh ! such an infinitely bappy smile
upon her exquisite face ; mused, as happy youth, loving
and beloved, upon its bridal-eve doth muse. Nay, on her
bridal-day, for the dainty little French clock on the bracket

- was pointing its golden hands to three.

The house was very still ; all had retired late, busy with:
preparations for the morrow, and Miss Jocyln Kad but just.
dismissed her maid. Every one, probably, but herself, was
asleep ; and she, in her unutterable bliss, was too happy for
slumber. She arose presently, walked to the window and
looked out. The late setting moon still swung in the sky ;

the stars still spangled the cloudless blue, and shone serene

on the purple bosom of the far-spreading sea; but in the
east the first pale glimmer of the new day shone—her

happy wedding day. The girl slid down on her knees, ‘,

I
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bliss, turned ecstancally,,as some faithful follower of the
prophet might, to that nsmg glory of the east.

¢«“Oh!” Aileen thought, gazing around over the dark,
deep sea, the star-gemmed sky, and the green radiance and
sweetness of the earth, ¢ what a beautiful, blissful world it
is, and I the happiest creature in it !”

Kneeling there, with her face still turned to that lumin-
ous East, the blissful bride fell asleep; slept, and dreamed
dreams as joyful as her waking thoughts, and no shadow of
that sweeping cloud that was to blackenall her world so soon
fell upon her.

Hours passed, and still Aileen slept. Then came an im-

perative knock at her door—again and again, louder each .

time; and then Aileen started up, fully awake. Her room
was .flooded with sunshine, and countless birds sang their
glorias in the swaying green gloom of the branches, and
the ceaseless sea was all a-glitter with sparkling sun-light.
‘Come in,” Miss Jocyln said. It was her maid, she
thought—and she walked over to an arm-chair and com- -
posedly sat down.
The door opened, and "Col. ]ocyln, not Fanchon, ap-
peared, an open note in his hand, his face full of trouble. -
“  «Papa! Aileen cried, starting up in alarm.
““Bad news, my'éaughter—\efy bad! very sorrowful 1
" Read that.”
" The note was very bnef in a spidery, female hand, .-~
«DEAR CoL. JocYLN:—We are in the greatest trouble. Poor
Lady Thetford died with awful suddenness this morning in‘one of

those dreadful spasms. We are all nearly distracted. Rupert bears it
_bettertha.nmyofu& Pmycomeovetassoonuyoncan.

May. EVERARD®

Alleen Jocyln sunk back in her seat, pele and trembhng.
"~ “Dead! Ob, papa! papal™” ‘

" ‘“Itzsvuysad,mydear,andmshockmgandterﬁbly

A
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unfortunate that it should have occurted just at this tithe.
A postponed wedding is ever ominous of evil.” ’

«“Oh ! pray, papa, don't think of that! Don't think of
me! Poor Lady Thetford! Poor Rupert! You will go
over at once, papa, will you not?”

¢¢ Certainly, my Jdear. And I will tell the servants, so
that when our guests amve you may not be disturbed.
Since it was to be,” muttered the Indian officer under his
moustache. _ ¢“I would give half my fortune that it had
been one day later. A postponed marriage is the most
ominous thing under the sun.”

] He left theroom, and Aileen sat with her hands clasped, .
and an unutterable awe overpowenng every other feeling.
She ‘forgot her own disappointment in the awful mystery
of sudden death. Her share of the trial was light—a year

" of waiting, more oc less; what did it matter, since Rupert
loved her unchang&bly? but, poor Lady Aileen, remem-
bering how much the dead woman had loved her, and how
fondly she had welcomed her as a daughter, covered her

_ face with her bands, and wept as she might have wept for -
her own mother. .-

¢¢ I never knew a mother’s love or care,”” Aileen thought;
“and I was doubly happy in knowing I was to bave one .
at last. . And now—and noweZ—"’ '

It was a dreanly long morning to the poor bride elect, ﬂﬁ
sitting alone in her chamber. She heard the roll of car
riages up the drive, the pause that ensued, and then their
departure. She wondered how /e bore it best of all, May
had said; but, then, he was ever still and strong and sslf-

. restrained. She’ knew how dear that poor, ailing mother

had ever been to him, and she knew how bitterly be would
feel her loss.

Kl They talk -of presentiments,” mused Miss Jocyln,

-walkmgweanlytoandfro, “and seehowhappyand

¥
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bopeful T was this morning, whilst she lay dead and he
mourned. If I only dared go to him—my own Rupert!”
" It'was late in the afternoon before Col. Jocyln returned.
 He strode straight to his daughter’s presence, wearing a
pale, fagged face.

¢« Well, papa ? ** she asked, faintly.

“My pale Aileen!* he said, kissing her fondly; ¢¢ my
poor, patient girl! I am Sorry you must undergo this
trial, and,” knitting his brows, ‘‘such talk as it will
makb”

- ¢ Don't think of me, papa—my shaLe‘IS surely the light-
~ est. But Rupert-—-" wistfully faltering.

«¢ There’s something odd about Rupert; he was very fond
of his mother, and he takes this a great deal too quietly.
He looks like a man slowly turning to stone, with a face

" white and stern ; and he never Fasked for you. Hesat there
with folded arms and that petrified face, gazing on his

¢

d:ad, until it chilled my blood to look at him. There’s

something odd and unnatural in this frozen calm.. And,

oh ! by-the-bye! Iforgot to tell you the strangest thing—-

May Edrard it was'told me; that paxnter fellow—what's
his name—""
¢ Legard, papa?"

- **Yes, Legard. HetumsouttobetbesonoersWey-
- wmore; they discovered it last night. He was there in the
‘room, with the most dazed and mystified and altogether
" bewildéred expression of countenance’ I ever saw a man
wear, and May and Mrs. Weymore sat crying incessantly.

I couldn’t see what occasion there was for the governess
- and the painter there in that room of death, and I said so
to Miss Everard. There’s something mytterious in the mat-
ter, for her face flushed and she stammered something
.about startling family secrets that had come to light, and
the ovet-ucwemntofwhmhhadnaswned LadyThes-

.‘y
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ford’s end.- I don’t like the look of things, and I'm altow
gether in the dark. That painter resembles the Thetford’s
, 2 great deal too closely for-the mere work of chance; and

" yet, if Mrs. Weymore is his mother, I don’t see how

there can be anything in z4a# It's odd—confoundedly
odd!”

Col. Jocyln rumbled on as he walked the floor, his brows
knitted into a swarthy frown.. His daughter sat and eyed
him wistfully.

¢Did no one ask for me, papa? Am I not to go

? ”
¢¢Sir Rupert didn’t askfor you! May Everard did, and
- I.promised to fetch you to-morrow. Aileen, things at
Thetford Towers have a sispicious look to-day; I can’t
see the light yet, but I suspect something wrong. It may
be the very best thing that could possibly happen, this
postponed marriage. I shall make Sir Rupert clear mat.

ters up completely before my daughter becomes his . g

wife.”

Col. Jocyln, accordmg to promlse, took his daughter to

Thetford Towers next morning. With bated breath and
beating heart and noiseless tread; Aileen Jocyln entered
the house of mourning, which yesterday she had thought
to enter @ bride. Dark and still, and desolate it lay, the
morning light shut cut, unbroken silence everywhere.

¢ And this is the end of earth, its glory and its bliss,”
Aileen thought as she followed her father slowly up-

stairs, ¢ the solemn wonder of the wmdmg-sheet andthe

grave.

' entered—May Everard, pale and quiet, and the young
artist, Guy Legard. Even in that moment, Col. Jocyln
could not repress a supercilious stare of wonder to behold
thehonsekeeperssonmthedeuth-chamberof Lady Thet-

PR
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ford. And yet it $eemed strangely his place, for it might
have been one of those lusty old Thetfords, framed and

glazed up-stairs, stepped out of the canvas and dressed in
the fashion of the day.

“Very bad tastes all the same,” the proud old colonel |

. thought, with a frown: ¢ very bad taste on the part of

Sir Rupert. I shall speak to him on the subject pres-
ently.”

He stoodA in silence beside hxs daughter, lookmg down
at the marble face. May, shivering drearily in a large

shawl, and lcoking like a wan little spirit, was speaking in -

whispers to Aileen.
¢ We persuaded Rupert—Mr. Legard andﬁf “to go and

lie down; he has neither eaten nor slept since his mother

© died. Oh, Aileen ! I am so sorry for you!
*.¢ Hush ! ' raising one tremulqus hand and turning away ;
¢‘she was as dear to me as own mother could havg,
been ! Don't think of me.” .

¢« Shall we not see.Sir Rupert ? "’ the colonel asked. <«1
should like to, particularly.” ,

“¢1 think not—unlegs you remain for some hours. Heis
completely worn out, poor fellow ! ”* N

¢ How comes that young man here, Miss Everard? "
nodding in the direction of Mr. Legard, who had with-
drawn to a remote corner. ¢¢He may be a very especial

friend of Sir Rupert’s—but don’t you thmk he presumes
on that friendship? **

Miss Everard’s eyes flashed angnly ’
% No, sir! I think nothmg of thé sort! Mr. Legard has

a perfect right to be in this room, or any other room at -

Thetford Towers. It‘ i by Rupert’s particular reques/he
remains !
The colonel frowned agam,andturned hnbackupon

- ¢ #lﬁsm R R
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¢« Aileen,” he said, haughtily; ‘¢as Sir Rupert is not
visible, nor likely to be for some time, perhaps you had
better not linger. To-morrow, after the funeral, I shall
speak to him very seriously.”

Miss Jocyln arose.  She would rather have lingered, but |

she saw Hher father’s annoyed face and obeyed him imme-
diately. She bent and kissed the cold, white face, awful
with the dread majesty of death.

¢ For the last time, my friend, my mother,” she mur-
mured, ‘¢ until we meet in heaven.”

She drew her veil over her face to hide her falling tears,
and silently followed the stern and displeased Indian offi-
cer down-stairs and out “of the house. She looked back
wistfully once at the gray, old ivy-grown facade; but who
was to tell her of the weary, weary months and years that

would pass before she crossed that stately threshold again? °

It was a very grand and imposing ceremonial, that burial
of Lady Thetford ; and side by side with the heir walked

the unknown painter, Guy Legard. Col. Jocyln was not the
ouly friend of the family shocked on this occasion. . What.

could Sir Rupert mean? And what did Mr. Legard
mean by looking ten times more like the old Thetford race
than Sir Noel’s cwn son and heir ?

It was a miserable day, this day of the funeral. There

' wasa sky of lead hanging low like a pall, and it was almost

dark ia the rainy dfternoon gloaming when Col. Jocyla
and Sir Rupert Thetford stood ‘alone before the village
church. Lady Thetford slept with the rest of the name in

‘the stony vaults; the fair-haired artist stood in the porch,

and Sir Rupert, with-a face wan and stern, and spectral, in
the dying daylight, stood face to face with the colonel

« A oprivate interview,” the colonel was repeating;
*most certainly, Sir Rupert. Will you come with me to
Jocyln Hall? My daughter wﬂ\l wish to see you.”

L4
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The young man nodded, went back a moment to speak
to Legard, and then followed the colonel into the carriage.

The drive was a very silent one—a vague, chilling presenti--

ment of impending evil on the Indian officer as he uneasily
watched the young man who had so nearly been his son.
Aileen Jocyln, roaming like a restless ghost through the
lonely, lofty rooms, /saw them alight, and came out to the
ball te meet her betrgthed. She held out both hands shyly,

looking up, baif in| fear, in the rigid, death-white face of ~

her lover.
# Aileen !

He took the hands\and held them fast 2 moment ; then

dropped them and turned to the colonel

¢ Now, Col. Jocyln.”

The "colonel led the way into the library. Sll‘ Rupert
pa.used a moment on the threshold to answer Aileen’s plead-
ing glance.

+ ¢ Only for a few moments Aileen,” he said, his eyes,

softening with infinite love; ¢¢in half an hour my fate shall
be decided. Let that fate be what it may, I shall be true
to you while life lasts.”

With these enigmatical words, he followed the colonel
‘into the library, and the pohshed oakendoor closed between
him and Aileen,

CHAPTER m.b
HAL? an hour had passed.
Up and down the long drawing-room Aileen wandered

aimlessly, oppressed with a dread of she knew not what, a
. prescience of evil, vague as it was terrible. The dark

£
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gloom of the rainy evening was not darker than that broode
ing shadow in her deep, dusky eyes.
In the library Col. Jocyln stood facing his son-in.law

 elect, staring like a man bereft of his senses.  The melan.

choly, half light coming through the oriel window by
which he stood, fell full upon the face of Rupert Thetford,
white and cold, and set as marble.

¢«“My<God ! the Indian officer said, with w11d eyes of
terror and affright, “ what is this you are telling me ? "’

¢ The truth, Col. Jocyln—the simple truth. Would to
Heaven I had known it years ago—thls shameful story of
wrong-doing and misery ! "’ -

«I don’t comprehend—1I can’t comprehend this impos-
sible tzie, Sir Rupert.”
" ¢ That is 2 misnomer now, Col. Jocyln. I am no longer
Sir Rupert.” ™ -

“Do you mean to say you credit this wild story of-a -

former marriage of Sir Noel's? Do you really believe your
late governess to have been your father’s wife? *’

¢« I believe it, colonel. 1 have facts and statements and
dying words to prove it. - On my father’s death-bed he
made my mother swear to tell the truth; to repair the
wrong he had done ; to seek out his son, concealed by.his

" valet, Vyking, and restore him to his rights! My mother

never, kept that promise—the cruel wrong done to herself

was too bitter ; and at my birth she resolved never to keep’

it. I should not atone-for the sin of my father; his elder
son should never deprive Ae child of his birthright. My
poor mother! You know the cause of that mysterious
trouble which fell upon her at my father's death, and which
darkened her life to the last. Shame, remorse, anger—

. shame for. herself—a wife only in name ; remorse for her

broken vow to the dead, and anger against that erring
dead man."”




o
.
: z(ll

4 SIR NOEL'S HEIR. - 1

© ¢ But you told me she had hunted him up and provided
. for him, said the mystified colonel. -

“Yes; she saw an advertisement in a London paper call-
Ing. upon Vyking to take charge of the boy he had left
twelve years. before. Now, Vyking, the valet, had been
transported for house-breaking long before that, and my
mother answered the advertisement. There could be no

doubt the child was the child Vyking had taken charge-

of —Sir Noel Thetford's rightful heir. - My mother left
him with the painter, Legard, with whom he had grew up,
whose name he took, and he is now at Thetford Towers."”

¢¢ T thought the likeness meant something,”” muttered the
colonel ; his paternity is plainly enough written in his face.
And-so,"” raising his voice, ¢¢ Mrs. Weymore recognized her
son. Really, your story runs like a melodrama, where the
hero turns out to be a duke and hismother knows the straw-
berry mark on his arm. Well, sir, if Mrs. Weymore is Sir
Noel’s rightful widow, and Guy Legard his rightful son and
" beir—pray what are you?”

The colorless face of the young man turned dark-red for

- an ipstant, then whiter than before.

. "My, mother was as truly and really-Sir Noel's wife as
women can be the wife of mag, in the sight of Heaven.
The crime was his; the shamé and suffering hers; the
atonement mine. Sir Noel’s elder son shall be Sir Noel’s
heir—I will play usurper no longer. To-morrow I leave
St. Gosport; the day after, England—never, perhaps, to
“return.”

¢ You are mad," Col. Jocyln said, turning very pale;
¢¢ you do not mean it.”
«] am not mad, and I do meanit. I may be unforiu-

nate ; but, I pray God, never avillain! Right is sight;

my brother Guy is the rightful heir—not 11"

e e e 7 ey e 0
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« And Aileen?" Col. Jocyln’s face turned dark and ngxd
as iron as he spoke his daughter’s name.

Rupert Thetford turned away his changing face, quite
ghastly now.

¢ It shall be as she says. ~ Aileen is tco noble and just
herself not to honor me for doing right.”

<¢ It shall be as I say,”’ returned Col. Jocyln, with a voice -
that rang and an eye that flashed. ¢¢ My daughter comes
of a proud and stainless race, and never shall she mate with
ong less stainless. Hear me out, young man. It won’t do
to fire up—plain words are best suited to a plain case. All
that has passed betwixt you and Miss Jocyl t be as if
it had never been. The heir of Thetford Towers, honors
ably born, I consented she should marry ; but, dearly as I
love her, I would see her dead at my feet before she should
mate with one who was nameless and impoverished. Yog
said just now the atonement was yours—you said right;
g0, and never return.”

He pointed to the door; the young man, stomlystin.
took his hat.

¢ Will you not permit your daughter, Col. Jocyln, to-
speak for herself? "’ he said, at the door.

¢ No, sir, I know my daughter—my proud, high-spi»

. ited Aileen—and my answer is hers. I wish yougood-

night.” .
He swung round abruptly, turning I'ns back upon his vis- -

itor. Rupert Thetford, without one word, turned and

walked out of the house.

 The bewildering rapidity of the shocks he had received

bad stunned him—he gould not'feel the pain now. There

was a dull sense of aching torture over him from head to

- foot—but the acyte etige was dulled ; he walked along
through the black gxghhkeamandmggedandmpem
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He was only conscious intensely of one thing—a wish to
get away, never to set foot in St. Gosport again.

Like one walking in his sleep, he reached Thetford Tow--’

"ers, his old home, every tree and stone of which was dear
to him. He entered at once, passed into the drawing--
room, and found Guy, the artist, sitting before the fire star-
ing blankly ‘into the coals, and May Everard roaming rest-
lessly up and down, the firelight falling dully on her black
robes and pale, tear-stained face. Both started at his en-
trance—all wet, and wild, and haggard ; but neither spoke.
There was that in his face whichi froze the words.on their
lips.

«¢1 am going away to-morrow,’” he said, abruptly, lean-
ing against the mantle, and looking at them with weird,
spectral eyes.

May uttered a faint cry ; Guy faced him almost fiercely.

¢ Going away! What do you mean, Sir Rupert? We
are going away together, if you like.”

¢“No; I go alone. You remain here; it is your place
now.”

¢ Never 1" cried the young artist—¢* never! I will go
out and die like a dog, in a ditch, béfore I rob you of your
birthright ! » '

 *You reverse matters," said Ryért Thetford; ¢“itisI
who have robbed.you, unwittingly, for too many years. I
promised my mother on her death-bed, as she promised my
father on -his, that you should have your right, and T will

- keep that promise. Guy, dear old fellow! don’t let us

quarrel, now that we are brothers, after being friends so
long. Take ‘what is your own ; the world is all before me,
and surely I' am man enough to win my own way. Nat
-one other word; you shall not come with me ; you might
as .well talk to these stone walls and try to move them as to
" me. To-morrow I go, and go alone.”’

. 8
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“Alonei™ Tt was May who breathlesslyrepemd.ha
word. -

ssAlone) All the *ies that bound me.here are broken' ‘
I go alone and single-handed to fight the battle of life,
Guy, I have spoken to the rector about you—you will find
him your friend and aider; and May is to make her home
at the rectory. And now,” turning suddenly and moving
to the door, ““as I start early to-morrow, I believe I'll retire
early. Good-night.”

An1i then he was gone, and Guy and May were left star.

- ing at each cther with blank faces.

Thz storm of 'wind and rain sobbed itself out before
mida.ght, and in the bluest of skies, heralded by banners
of rosy clouds, rose up the sun next morning. Before that
rising sun had gilded the tops of the tallest oaks in the park
he, who had so lately called it all his own, had opened the
heavy oaken door and passed from Thetford Towers, as
home, forever. The house was very still—no one had
gisen ; he had left a note to Guy, with a few brief, warm
words of farewell. v

# Better so,” he thougbt—-“better so! Heand May -
will be happy together, for I know he loves her and she
kim. The memory of my leave-taking shall never come to -
cioud their united lives.”

One last backward glance at the eastern windows nu-ning

“to gold; at.the sea blushing back the first glance of the

day-king ; at the waving trees and swelling meadows, and

‘then he had passed down the avenue, out tbxough the mas-

sive entrance-gates, and was gone.
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| | _ CHAPTER XV.
AFTER FIVE YEARS,

MooNLiGRT fa]ling like a silvery veil over Venice—a
erystal clear crescent in a purple sky shimmering on palace
-. and prison, churches, squares and canals, on the glxdmg
__gondolas and the flitting forms passing like noiseless shad-
ows to and fro.-

A young lady leaned from a window of a vast Venetian
hotel, gazing thoughtfully at the silver-lighted landscape,
so strange, so unreal, so dream-like to her unaccustomed
eyes. A young lady, stately and tall, with a pale, proud
face, and a statuesque sort of beauty that was perfect in its
way. She was dressed in trailing robes of crape and bom-
bdazine, and the face, turned to the moonlight, was cold and
still as marble.

She turned her eyes from the moonlit canal, down whxch
dark gondolas floated to the music of the gay gondolier’s 1
song ; once, as an English voice in the piazza below sung

" astave of a jingling barcarole—

#Oh! guy we row where full tides flow
And bear our bounding pinnace ;

And leap along where song meets song,

~ Across the waves of Venice.,”

‘The singer, a tall young man, with a florid face and yel-
fow side-whiskers, an unmistakable son of the ¢ right little,
tight little” island, paused in his song, as another man,

‘stepping through an open window, struck hun an airy, .
sledge-hamnier slap on the back.

4
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«¢T ought e nnow that voice,'” said thewfast comer.

** Mortimer, my lad, how gogg it?""™ 2 >y o
_ ¢« Stafford ! ** cried the singer, seizing' the Qutstreiched
hand in a genuine English grip, ¢ happy tormeet you, old
boy, in the land of romance I La?ahgeuoid me you were
coming, but who would look for you so'soon’l 1 thought

- you were doing Sorrento?

« Got tired of Sorrento,” said Stafford, taking his am
for a walk up and down the piazza ; ¢ there’s a fever there,
too—quite an epidemic—malignant typhus. Discretion is
the better part of valor where Sorrento fevers are concerned.
Ileft.”

¢ When did you reach Vemce? " asked Mortimer, hght-
ing a cigar. : -

‘“An hour 2g0; and now who's here? Any one I
koow 1’

¢¢Lots. The Cholmonadeys, the Lythons, the Howards,
of Leighwood ; and, by-the-bye, -they have with them the
Marble Bride.” .

4 The which? "’ asked Mr. Stafford.

¢ 'The Marble Bride, the Princess Frostina; otherwise
Miss Aileen Jocyln, of Jocyln Hall Devonshire. You
knew the old colonel, I think; he died over a year ago, 4
" you remember."” -
¢ Ah, yes! I remember. Is she JBere with the Howards, .
and as handsome asever, no doubt? "’
¢¢ Handsome, to my mind, with an uphfted and unap-
proachable sort of beauty. A fellow might as soon love
some dright particular star, etc., as the fabulously wealthy
beiress of all the Jocylns. She has no end of suitors—all
the best men here bow at the shrine of the 1ce-cold Aileen,
and all in vain.”
“You among the rest, my friend ?" witha llght laugh.
“No, by Jove!” cried Mr. Mortimer; ‘that sort of

R
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thfng—the marble style, you know—never was to my taste.
I admire Miss Jocyln immensely—just as I do the moon up T
there, with no particular desire ever to be nearer.”
.~ ““ What was that stcry I heard once, five years ago, abd{
a broken engagement? Wasn't Thetford of that ilk the
hero of the tale?—the romantic Thetford, who resigned
his title and estate to a mysteriously-found elder brother,
you know. The story ran through the papers and the
clubs at-the time like wildfire, and set the whole country
talking, I femwember. She was engaged to him, wasn’t she,
and broke off?
“ So goes the story—but who knows? I recollect that
odd affair perfectly«lwell; it was like the melodramas on
" the sunny side of .the Thames. I know the ¢ mysteriously-
found elder brother,’ too—very fine fellow, Sir Guy Thet-
ford, and married to the prettiest little wife the sun shines
on. I must say Rupert Thetford behaved wonderfully well
in that unpleasant business ; very few men. would do ashe .
did—they would, at least, have made a fight for the title
and estates. By-the-way, I wonder whatever became of
~ . him?”’
. ¢¢1 left him at Sorrento,"” said Stafford, coolly. Tl
¢ The deuce you did! What was he doing theré? "
¢¢ Raving in the fever; so the people told me with whom
he stopped. I just discovered he was in the place as I was T
about to leave it. He had fallen very low, I fancy ; his pic-
tures~didn’t sell, 1L suppose; he has been in the painting
line since he ¢ to be Sir Rupert, and the world has
gone against him. Rather hard on him to lose fortune,
¢ title, home, bride, and all at one fell swoop. Some women
there are who would go with their plighted husbands te
beggary ; but. I suppose the- lévely Aileen is not one of
them.” i ‘ S ‘
~ ¢ And 50 you left him ill of the fever? Poor fellow!™

2 -
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¢¢ Dangerously ill."”

¢“And the people with whom he is will take very little
care of him; he’s as good as dead. Let us go in—I want
to have a look at the latest English papers.”

The two men passed in, out of the moonlight, off the
piazza, all unconscious that they had had a listener. The

e watcher in the trailing black robes, scarcely heeding

em at first, had grown more and more absgrbed in the

eless conversation. She caught her breath in quick,
short gasps, the dark eyes dilated, the slender hands pressed
themselves tight ovéer the throbbing heart. As they went.
in off the balcony she slid from her seat and held up her -

-~ clasped hands to the luminous night sky.

¢‘ Hear me, oh, God!”" the white’ lips cried—¢¢ I, who
have aided in wrecking a noble hedrt—hear me, and help
me to keep my vow! I offer my whole life in atonement
for the cruel and wicked past. If he dies, I shall go to my
grave his unwedded widow. If he lives——"

Her voice faltered and died out, her face drooped for-
ward on the window-sill, and the flashing moonlight fell
like a benediction on the bowed young head.

CHAPTER XVL
‘AT SORRENTO.

‘Trre low light in the western sky was dying out ; the bay i
of Naples lay rosy in the haze of the dying day, and on
this scene an invalid, looking from a window high up an

. the sea-washed cliff at Sorrento, gazed languidly.

For he was surely an invalid who sat in that window
chair and gazed at the wondrous Italian sea and that lovaly

- Jtalian sky; surely an invalid, Wlththatpalhdﬁu,th

,,,,,, -
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spectral, hollow eyes, those sunken cheeks, those bloodless
lips; surely an invalid, and one but lately risen from the
very gates of death—a pale shadow, worn and weak as a
child.

As he sits there, where he has sat for hours, lonely and
alone, the door opens, and an English face looks in—the
face of an Englishman of the lower classes. :

“A visitor for you, sir—just come, and a-foot ; a lady,
sir. She .will not give her name, but wishes to see yon
most pamcular if you please.” 'S

A lady! To see me?” :

The invalid opens his great, dark eyes in wonder as he

¢ Yes, sir; an English lady, sir, dressed in black, and a
wearing of .athick veil. She asked for Mr. Rupert Thets
ford as soon as she see me, as plain, as-plain, sir—""

The young man in the chair started, half rose, and then
sunk back—a wild, eager light lit in the hollow eyes.

¢¢Let her come in; I will see her! "

The man disappeared ; there was an instant’s pause, then
a tall, slender figure, draped-and veiled in black, entered
alone.

. The visitor stoed still. Once more the invalid attempted
to rise, once more his strength failed him.. The lady threw
back her veil with a sudden motion.

My God, Aileen!”

“Rupert!"”

She was on her knees before him, lifting hermpplia.nt

‘ hands. ~

¢t Forgive me! Forgive mel I have seemed the most

: . heartless and cruel of women! But I, too, have suffered.

I am base and unworthy ; but, oh ! forgive me, if you
m!"
The old love,-mgcthandeath,sboneinhereya.

-
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plead in her passionate, sobbing voice, and went to hia
very heart.

¢« ] have been so wretched, so wretched all these misers
- able years! Whilst my father lived I would not disobey
his stern command that I was never to attempt to see or
hear from you, and at his death I could not. You seemed
lost to me and the world. Only by the merest accident I
heard in Venice you were here, and ill—dying. I lost no
time, I came hither at once, hoping against hope to find
youalive. Thank GodIdid come! Oh, Rupert! Rupert!
for the sake of the past forgive me!”

¢«¢ Forgive you!’ and he tried to raise her ¢ Alleenam
darling1"”

His weak arms encircled her, and the pale lips préssed
passionate kisses on the tear-wet face.

So, whilst the red glory of the sunset lay on the sea, and
till the silver stars spangled the sky, the reunited lovers sat
in the soft haze as Adam'and Eve may have in the loveli-
ness of Eden.

‘ How long since you left England?" Rupert asked as
length.

¢ Two years ago ; poor papa died in the soutl} of France.
You mustn’t blame him too much, Rupert.”

¢« My dearest, we will talk of blaming no one. And Guy

and May are married? I knew they would be.”
© ¢Did you? I was so surprised when I read it in the
Times ; for you know May and I never corresponded—she
was frantically angry with me. Do they know you are
here?”’

“No; Irarely wnte, and I am consumtly moving about ;
but 1 know Guy is very much beloved in St. Gosport. We
will go back to England one of these days, my darling, and

give them the greatest surprise th&y have received smce ,

Sir Guy Thetford learned who he really was,”.

@
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" He smiled as he said it—the old bright smfle she remem
bered so well. Tears of joy filled the beautiful, upturned
eyes. .
¢ And you will go back ? Oh, Rupert ! it needed but this
o complete my happiness {

He drew her closer, and then there was a long, delicions

silence, whilst they watched together the late-rising moon

climbing the misty hills above Castlemare.

o S 4
- CHAPTER XVIL
AT HOME.

AxoTHER sunset,red and gorgeous, over swelling En-
glish meadows, waving trees, and grassy terrace, lighting
op with its crimson radiance the gray forest of Thetford
Towers.

In the pretty airy summer drawing-room, this red sun-
Jet streams through open western windows, kindling every-
<hing into living light It falls on the bright-haired,
gn'hsh figure, dressed in floating white, seated in an arm.
<hair in the center of the room: too childish looking, you
might fancy, at first sight, to be mamma to that fat baby

“she holds in ber lap ; but she is not a bit too childish. And

that is papa, tall and handsome and happy, who leans over
the chair and looks as men do look on what is the apple of
their eye and the pride of their heart,

¢ It is high time baby was chnstened Guy," Lady Thet-

T

¢

ford—for, of course, Lady Thetford it is—was saying;

¢ gand, do you know, I'm really at a loss for a name. You

won't let me call him Guy, and I shan’t call him Noel—
+ and so what is it to be? "

“ thett, of course,”’ Sir Guy suggests -and httle Lady
Thetford pouts.

. ——
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¢« He doesn’t deserve the compliment. Shabby fellow
To keep wandering about the worid as he does, and never
to answer one’s letter; and I sent him half a ream last
time, if I sent him a sheet, telling all about baby, and agk.
ing him to come and be godfather, and coaxing him witl
the eloquence of a female Demos—what-you-may-call-him.
And to think it should be ail of nouse! To think of not
receiving a line inreturn! It is using me shamefully, and
I don’t believe I will call baby Rupert.”
¢ Oh, yes you will, my dear! Well, Smithers, what is
?"

¢ For Mr. Smithers, the butla, stood in the doorway,
- with a very pale and startled face,

“It’'s a gentleman—leastways a lady—leastways a lady
and gentleman. Oh! here they come theirselves! *

Mr. Smjthers retired precipitately, still pale and startled
of visa, a gentleman, with a lady on h.sarm, stood
i d Lady Thetford.
was a cry, a half shout, from the young baronet,
a wild shriek from the lady. She sprung to her feet, and,
nearly dropped the precious baby.

¢ Rupert! Aileen!”

She never got any further—this impetuous little Lady
Thetford ; for she was kissing first one, then the other,
crying and laughing and talking, all in one breath.

¢ Oh, what a surprise this is! Oh, Rupert ! I'm so glad,

“so glad to see you again! Oh, Aileen! I never, never

hoped for this! Oh! good gracious, Guy, did you
ever!”
But Guy was wringing his brgther’s hand, with bright
tears standing in his eyes, and quite unable to reply. .
¢¢ And this is the baby, May ? The wonderful baby you
wrote me so much about,” Mr. Rupert Thetford said. < A

-




&
SIR NOEL'S HEIR. ' 123

noble little fellow, upon my word—and a Thetford from
top to toe. Am I in season to be godfather ! "

¢ Just in time; and We are going to call it Rupert; and
I was just scolding dreadfully because you hadn’t answered
my letter, never dreaming that you were coming to an-
swer in person! I would as soon have expected the man
in the moon. And Aileen, too! And to think you should

be married, after all! Oh, gracious me! Do sit down an9

tell me all about it!*’

It was such a delightful evening, so like old times, and

May in the possession of a baby, that Rupert and Aileen
. nearly went delirious with delight. -

¢ And you are going to remain in England ?”’ Sir Guy
eagerly asked, when he had heard a resume of those past
five years. ¢ Going to reside at Jocyln Hall?”

¢ Yes; and be neighbors, if you will let us.”

#0Oh,Iamsoglad!”

¢¢ I promised Aileen ; and now—now I am willing to be
st home in England,” and he looked fondly at his wife.

¢t is just like a fairy-tale,”” said May.

¢ We haven’t yet been to Jocyln Hall. We came at once
here, to see this prodigy of babies—my wonderful littls
namesake.” :

Very late that night, when the reunited friends sought
their chambers, May lifted her golden head off the pillow,
and looked at her husband entering the room.

¢¢It's so very odd, Guy,” slowly and drowsily, ¢¢to think
that, after all, 8 Rupert Zheiford should be SR NoeL’s
Hxm.”
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A HEARTLESS GIRL.

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADEN.

was a luxuriously-furnished apartment. The walls -

were covered with rare paintings, statuettes, and gems

of art, adorning every available nook. Books and flowers

were scattered in elegant confusion, in the midst of which,
reclining in a satin-covered lounge, was a young girl.

At first glance, the graceful figure, the brilliancy of the

coloring, would most frequently call forth an expression

" of admiration.

Mira Gardner ought certainly to have won the palm
of beauty. With a wealth of bright, golden tresses, were
eyes, large, full, and amber hue; features small, and deli-
cate; a complexion of wonderful fairness, while the bright
crimson hue of health painted her cheeks and lips. Yet,
with all these, one would turn away feeling disappointed,
and the thought flash through their mind, “ Hollow to the
heart’s core.”

Yes, the expression of Mira’s eyes was cold and proud.
The curl of the ruby lips haughty and selfish.

She had tossed the book she had been reading carelessly
aeide, and was idly toying with a magnificent dia.mond

solitaire, which encircled her forefinger.

The door opered, and a young girl entered. A“ wee
brownie,” from the wave of her soft brown hair, to the
hem of her plain, gombre dress. A lovely face waa Besxp
myw& full of truida love and sympath’.
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These girls, 80 entirely different in mind, heart and
features, were own cousins. Yet, it was plain enough to
see which was the petted favorite, and which the poor
dependent.

When Bessie came to Mira’s side, the diamond attracted
her attention directly ; then, glaxicmg at her cousin’s other
hand, she missed another ring that for many months she
had worn.

“Why, Mira, where is your ring ?” she asked, quickly.

“This is my ring,” Mira answered, holding up the spark-
Ying circlet.

. “Yours! Oh, no, Mira, I hope not! Where is your
engagement-ring ?”

“This is my engagement-ring, Bessie,” Mira answered,
i & lower and somewhat faltering tone.

“Oh, Mira! No, you do not mean it. Poor Georgst
You have not broken off with him, surely not?”

“Virtually, I have, Bessie. Yet, not by any word. He

s coming to-day Then it will be ended.” As Mira said
this, she dropped her eyes from the searching, cludmg,
sorrowful ones gazing into hers. \

“Mira, then you have heard the news. I did not, until
Jjust now, and came to break it gently to you.”

“Yes; Phil Sefton told me last night. It is a complete
failure. The firm has gone up, and every dollar of George’s
gone with it. He will have to begin again, now—go as a
clerk, or something of the kind, at a miserable salary,
and—

“And, for this misfortune, you have given him up!”

The brown eyes were no longer sorrowful and loving,

but, filled with indignation, and flashing their full force on |

Mira, she cried : -
“How could you? How dare you trample on such g
tme, noble heart? Mn'a Gardaer, Ph11 Sefton knews
8 ' | |

————
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nothing of love like George Everit’s. What has he, but
his gold? Nothing. And, mark me. Marry him, and
you will, in'less than five years, reap your reward. Bittez
enough it will be.”

“ What do you mean? How dare you speak thus ta
me, and of a man who is soon to be my husband ?”

“Mira, I dare anything, to try and save you! Phil Sefe
ton will fill a drunkard’s grave.”

“Hush! hush! You shall not say such horrible things!
Why do you, Bessie?”

“Why? Because I feel 4. I have seen him mtoncatbd
—you have—within the last six weeks. Oh, Mira, my
cousin, it is not too late to save yourself! Send him forth?
Be true to yourself! Be true to George!”

“ Bessie, I will not quarrel with you. You are doing
right, you think. And for you, with your romantic ideas
of love in a cottage, it is all very well! You could live,
and be happy, with very few of the good things of earth—
you don’t care for beautiful things.”

% Do I not?” Bessie asked, reproachfully,

“Well, you can live without them, while T cannot. I
must be surrounded with luxury and beauty! Now, listen,
I do not give up George, without some pain. If he had

~ money enough to make me comfortable, to place me in

guch a home as I must have to be happy,T would sooner
be his wife than any man’s on earth! He has everything
to make a2 woman happy, but money. He must work
now anew. Years, many of them, may pass, ere he can
gain even a moderate amount of wealth. Perhaps he

never may. In the meqntime, I shall be growing older.

My beauty, not growing greater, by the suspense and
waiting, I should lose, then, this golden chance. I cannoé
afford it. You know, aunty will have nothing to leave
‘behind, when_ghe goes from this world. All thisstyleof
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Bving, like her pension, ceages with her life. Everything’

is covered with mortgages. You can find a home any-
where. People will gladly welcome you. You are a
handy little busybody, who can take care of yourself, and
athers, too. I must be taken care of. No, no, Bessie, I
never would do for a poor man’s wife, while you would
prove & jewel to one. Why could not George have taken
to you, I wonder? Indeed, when we first knew him, I
almost feared he did like you best!”

Again the brown eyes were flashing out the1r indig-
nation.

“I wonder if you could not comfort him now??” the
heartless girl continued.

“Would that God would bless me with the power,”
Bessie’s heart murmured, as she turned to hide the face she
felt had grown very pale, a8 the ruthless hand had sought
to draw aside the curtain, and reveal the heart, whose
secret she had hid away so long.

Yes, George Everit had first been attracted by Bessie’s
quiet loveliness. And the gentle girl's heart welcomed the
. prospect of winning such love as-she felt he could give.

But Mira’s powers of fascination were levelled with all
their force, and poor little Bessie was thrown completely in
the background. Mira succeeded, of course, and We seo
how lightly she prized the heart she had won.

Bessie and Mira were both the orphan nieces of a Mm.
Edgard, the widow of a naval officer. Mira was her
sister’s child, who was said to be wonderfully like her
- aunt, 8o she was petted and indulged in every possible

way, while Bessie, her brother’s daughter, was given a
“home, and a moderate amount of kindness, but e:mected,
in return, to make herself generally useful. '

As Bessie turned, pained and mortified by Mira's cx'nd
sposch, the hall-bell sounded,
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&Yt is George, I know1” exclaimed Mira, starting up,
and glancing in the mirror. “Now for a time! Ugh, I do
dread it! Here, Bessie, put this ring in my jewel-case. I
would not have him see it’ ford&nything! He will think
bad enough of me, anyhow, and, if he knew all—ob,
Heaven! Here he comes!?”

Bessie escaped through an opposﬂ:e door, as George
Everit entered.

His handsome face was very pale. There was an
anxious, doubtful look in his dark eyes as he crossed the
room.

Mira raised not to meet him., No smﬂe of. welcome
wreathed the haughty lips.

Pausing, e’er he reached her side, George said, in a low,
depressed tone, '

“T see you have heard all, Mira.”

“ Yes, sit down,” she said, pointing to a chair.

“And have you no word of comfort? Oh, my love, I’
can give up everything with a light heart, so long as I have
you” He pushed aside the chair, and seating himself
beside her, attempted to take her hand Drawing away
from him, she said, in a low, hesitating voice,
__“George—Mr. Everit, Heaven knows I deeply regret
your trouble ; so-much so, that I cannot burden either.
your heart or ha.nd n ' 4

“What do you mean, Mira? Whyam I Mr Event?
Oh, you cannot mean—"

“I mean, you must surely understand, I could never
saake a poor man happy. I know nothing of privation—"

“ Heaven forbid, Mira, that this should ever be neces~
gary. In afew years, I shall win back the lost gold, and
more; I feel it, I know it.” He raised his eyes, earnest and
Joving to hers, to meet only a coldscalculating expression.
Notonewo:dtohdhxmbe ofgoodcheet Was Uttetads

Y
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Then for the first he seemed to understand it all. Leaw
ing his seat, he stood with folded arms before her.

“Then Iam to understand all is over betwéen us,” hs
said, in a voice quivering with deep emotion.

She could not speak. She dared not raise her eyes.
False and hollow though she was, she felt ashamed, and
dreaded to witness the effect of her perfidy.

“Then, Miss Gardner, it was for my gold alone you
cared. I ought to rejoice in the misfortune that exposes
your heart in its true light. The day is not far distant, I
trust, when I shall look back to this hour, without one
pang of regret. Farewell, Mira; God grant the blow you
have given me may not return with double force to your
own heart.” .

He was turning away, when Mira said, in a faltering
voice—she could not speak his name,

“Please take this.”

He turned to receive the ring he had given six months'

before, when she had promised to be his wife. Closing his
hand over the costly jewel, he hurried down the stairs into
the hall. He was turning the door-knob, when a little
figure stole quietly to his side.

A tiny, gentle hand was laid on his arm, and Bessie’s
beautiful eyes, full of sympathy, were raised to his, as she
sa.ld

I am 8o very, very sorry for your trouble. . Not so much
the financial, for that you will make all right in time, I
know. But—" she hesitated ; her eyes were filling with tears.
~ “Ah, you know it, then. Well, dry your tears, little

one. This will not kill'me. I ought to thank God. But
it hurts now, pretty badly. I had believed her so differ-
ent. Good-by, Bessie; I shall remember your kind sym-
pathy. I may leave here for the far West, Itis not quite
MMJ% Imnseaxouagmn,xf Iga®
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“Good-by; Heaven bless you,” murmured Bessie, in a
low, faltering voice, as George warmly pressed her hand
and hurned off.

“Dear little girl! What a fool I was to be won from
her! She is truth and purity itself. Well, well ; now that
dream is over. I mustto work again.”

The news of Mira’s engagement to Phil Sefton, which
was announced a few days after, served to dlspel any
lingering regard that George retained for Mira.

He fully understood her then, and felt a relief thst he
had escaped from so false and heartless a woman.

On the eve of his leaving home, he called on Bessie.

While there, he felt sure that one heart, at least, would

truly mourn his absence.

“Bessie, you know I have nelthe‘mother nor mste;rs.
Well, T had a picture taken, some weeks ago, for Mira ;23\
he could speak her name calmly enough now. “ May I
gend it to-you?”

“Oh, yes! Thank you!” Bessie’s face was bnght
with smiles and blushes as she answered.

“And you, when looking at it, will sometimes breathe a
prayer for my guidance and success ? ” he asked. .

She did not speak her answer, only through the soft
brown eyes that were raised to his. And George con-
tinued : ) '

“Ishall drop my little sister a line occasionally, or send
a paper. to let her know my whereabouts. And now I
must go. ‘God bless you, Bessie. Should I evér return to

. B——, I shall seck you directly. I trust it will not be
-very long ere I may.”

And so they parted, George thinking, “Well, the time

. was when I might have won her. But ’tis only pity now.
" Bhe is e dear, sensitive little thing, who is merry with the

happy, and sorrowing with the wretched.”
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~ tears were soon dried when she thought of the coming
picture: . And she said, “ Oh, thank heaven for that com-
fort] And I will hear from hiin, too!” And -if other
thoughts and other hopes came te her young heart, I have
no right to peep in and see.

In two months Mira was married to Phil Sefton. The
wedding was a grand affair. The yresents numerous aad
magnificént. After an extended toar Phil Sefton brought
his bride.to a home of sufficient rplendor to fully ‘satisfy
Mira’s hlghest ambition.

Ere six months had passed, many times little Bessie’s
warning prediction ‘was brought o Mira’s mind. For on
several occasions her husband had returned to her very
much under the influence of wine, and from words .
dropped while in this state, she learned he had met ‘with
severe losses at'the gaming takle.

Bessie ran to her rooxf;- to have a little cz. But the

* % * - x * *
Beven years have passed. George Everit is again in
B——. Success has crowned his efforts most bountifually.

Not that he has grown wonderfully rich in these few years,
for to have done that he would have either to have struck a
‘mine, or- have found some rich old relative, who was con-
siderate enough to leave the world as soon as discovered,
consigning to George’s care his gold. But as neither of
these happened to our hero, he had only just secured
enough to make him perfectly sure of his future. He
Enew he was on the high road to a fortune which would
gatisfy his hich ambition.

His chief business to his native city was to find Bessie.
He knew that she was still unmarried, and he trusted free
to receive his love, for the gentle girl had grown very
dear fo him du-ing these years of absence. ‘He had not
apprised her of: his coming. He hoped to give her a
glad surprise. EE
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" Immediately on }is arrival in the city he had gone to &
hotel, changed bis travelling suit, and, making a careful
toilette, went down to the office to search the directory to -
find Bessie. While thus occupied a slight disturbance
caused him to turn in time to see a man pushed out, and

“catch the words, “ It’s deuced hard to put out a fellow who
- has gpent thousands of dollars with you!”
“Who is he ? ” asked George, stepping to the door. .
-%His name is Phil Sefton. He has grown to be ‘a per-
fect sot, and is very annoying at times. This is a nightly
occurrence ; if not here, from some other house.”

“Great heaven! Is it possible!” exclaimed George,
hurrying out just in time to see the miserable man reel
and fall. .

Stepping quickly to his side he found he had received
quite a severe cut, from which the blood was flowing

. freely. Assisting him to a neighboring drug-store, where
the wound was examined and found not dangerous, -
George then obtained a carriage.

The loss of considerable blood had quite sobered, as well
a8 very much weakened, the poor creature. )

“Where shall I direct the driver ?” George asked, aﬂ,er
placing him comfortably in.

Sefton gave the desired answer, and then, turning in-
quiringly to Geqrge, he said :

“ Your face is'familiar. Have I ever known you?”

_George felt a delicacy in discovering himself to the fallen

man. So, evading the question, he said :

“ My home is in the far West. I have just, a couple of
hours ago, arrived in this city.”

A few minutes’ drive brought them to their destination.
A very small house in an obscure street.

“Poor Mira! And this is her home! This the end of
- berbright visious!” George said, his heart filled with pity
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“1 may help this poor fellow in. I shall not see her,
most likely. And, should I, she will not know me in
this dim twilight. Besides, I must have changed very
much. Well, I'll risk it.”

The driver had already pulled the bell. Just as they
reached the step the door opened, and Mira said, in angry
voice, “Again!”

Oh, what a miserable wreck she was! George’s heart
ached for her.

Noticing the pale fn.ce and bandaged brow, she a.sked, in
a gentler tone:

“Are you ill, or hurt? ”

And then her eyes rested on George.

The first instant she seemed not to recognize him ; bus
almost immediately after, with a suppressed cry, she

grasped the door, as if for stipport.

Recovering herself she pomted to an open door, and
said to the driver:

“In there, please take him!” Then, as she was left a
moment alone with George, she said, bitterly:

“You might have spared me this.”

“Heaven knows I would have, gladly. He was thrown
on my hands I could not desert him. I thought not to
see you,”

He stopped to follow out and pay the dnver " amoment
and he was back to say,

“The past is forgiven, Mira. Look on me as your hus-
band’s friend, and let me prove that I am truly his and
yours.”

“ No, no, you cannot help me. Only go! for mercy’s
sake, go /" she cried.

“Then good-by, and God help you, Mira,” George said,
sadly, and turned away. - \

Little Bessie’s. day’s work was done. She saf, resting

2\
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her busy fingers, and thinking. Far across broad rivers,
and over wide prairies, her mind wandered, while
her eyes were lifted to a picture that hung over the
mantel. ,

She heard the door open, but did not turn, until a voice
said,

“A gentleman to see Miss Bessie!”

With a joyous ery she sprang forward, only a few steps,
to stop, drop the extended welcoming arms, and with a
doubting heart, to wait his greeting.

But it was too late; George caught her in his arms,
saying,

“Qh, you dear little prude! You are glad to see me,
but are not quite sure it would be just proper to show
your joy. Now, I have no such scruples, you see,” press-
ing his lips to her clear, smooth brow.

He drew her 'to a seat on the sofa, still holding her

hand as he sat beside her.

“Now, tell me of yourself; first, what have you been
doing?” he asked.

The bright face saddened, as she said,

“Dear aunt passed away two years ago. Since, I have
found a home here, with a friend. She has five httle girls. -
T take care of them, and teach them. This is our study-

room, and my sanctum. They are dear, good children,
and I am very happy here.”

“And Mira, poor girl,” George was saying, when Besasio
asked, '

“ Do you know of her sorrow ?”
“I have just left her,” George answered; and then be

" told her of their meeting.

*Yes, Mira’s life was as brief as it was brilliant,” Beasls

| said, sadly.

“Can nothing be dane to help her ?” Georgo asked. (
¢

1
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“No; his is a hopeless case. His mother will not let
them suffer, either for food, fuel, or clothing. Should they
have more, he would take it to the gaming table, or to
obtain liquor. Now, tell me of yourself When did you
come?” Bessie said.

“This afternoon. And did you ask what for? ? George
asked, laughing, _

“No; that would have scarcely been polite.”

“ Well little piece of prudence and politeness, I will
suppose you did, and therefore answer :

“1 cange, Who]ly and entirely, to take back to my west- .
ern home, a dear little brown-eyed girl, that I have been
longing for, well, about seven years, I think. Now, will
she come with me?”

He had drawn her closer to him; and, lifting the beau~
tiful, blushing face, was looking eamestly, pleadmgly into
the soft brown eyes, as he repeated

“Will she come, Bessie? Tell me, love?” . '

“With you—me? Do you mean me? ” gshe whispered,
while he could almost hear her heart beating, nearly
bursting, with its fulness of joy. _

“Yes, yes, my own.” He drew her, unresisting, to his
heart. Her head sank on his bosom, and as he pressed
his lips to hers, he said,

“Thank God for thls blessed boon. Ah, little Bessie,
this hour repays all the suffering, doubts and trials of the
years gone by.”

A few weeks after, Géorge carried his lovely bride

to the beautiful home he made for her, in his adopted -
State. N

Before leaving, Bessie went to b1d ira good-by. Suf-

fering had softened the heart, once s¢ cold and selfish.
“May you be happy, Bessie; I kfiow you will. I never

was worthy of George’s love, If I had kept it, I should
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never have made him happy. You will take him my best
wishes.” And so they parted. ’

Six months more, and Philip Sefton had passed from
earth. Naturally of a frail constitution, dissipation and
exposure soon did its work. An illness of a few weeks
brought a full realization of the wasted, sinful life. And
I truly believe he became a deeply repentant man.

Mira, with her two little children, is living with her

husband’s mother. And though a sadder, is a much wisex
woman,



OFF WITH THE OLD LOVE.

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADEN.

$¢YNDEED, I must put an end to this affair with Gus

Heywocd! I really believe the foolish fellow thinks
I am in love with him. I promised to go with him to the
park this afternoon. If I keep that engagement I know
what it will result in. He will be sure to offer me his
heart, and the big grocery store in the bargain. Then,
when I do not seem perfectly delighted with his generosity,
he will say lots of things, all the more unpleasant becaugp
true; about my havidg encouraged him, and such non-
sense. I certainly must get him off as quietly and quickly
as posgible,” said pretty Hilda Hastings.

“B¥t how? That is a question of grave consideration.
Oh, I know! Patsey? Come here a moment. Patsey, if
the door-bell rings, and it is Mr. Heywood, just say I am
*not at home.” And to keep it from being a story, I will
run out in the garden and pick some flowers.”

“No, miss. ’Deed, Miss Hilda, I ’clare to de Lord, I ain
gwine to do no more of dat kind of work.”

“ But you must, Patsey. Besides, it is no work at ail®

“ It might be bad work for dis chile. ’Sides, dem days
of sayin’ must dun past now, honey. Ef dey hadn’t, ¥ou
don’t ketch dis chile yin’, *cepts I gits better pay den I did
last time. Den I took my Bible oafe nct to do dat agin.
*Taint not been seben weeks sence Miss Lola liked to bin
the deaf of me. Don’tyou*member?”

a4s)
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“No, Patsey, I was in the country then. But tell me
while I am dressing.”” :
“Yes, honey, but T mus’ go down and put de dough to

rise. I kin spare de time den.”

In a marvellously short time Patsey was back again and
began her story.

“You know Marse Gineral Boyd? ~While you was gone
heuse to cum see Miss Lola. You know she nebber was
easy ’cept she had two or thregflyin’ in lub wid her. De
gencral nebber knowed she was ’gaged to Mr. Reggie
Chauncey. Sure he didn’t know nuffin. So, when Miss
Lola rolled dem black eyes of hern at him, he was gone
Lor’, honey, he was captured quicker den anybody I ever
seed. And you knows, when middling old gemmen falls
in lub, they’re heap wusser den young uns. I was hid
hind the foldin’-doors once, and hearn him callin’ her ¢ his
queen,” and all de stars, and angels; and tellin’ her he
only libed for her; and would die ef she wouldn’t be
hissen.

“WWell, honey, folks told Miss Lola dat she better stop
foohn with- him, for he was sartin’ in earnest; and dar
was no knowin’ what he mightent do. Maybe kﬂl himsgelf
and her too. So she thought ef she could jiss keep away
from him until she could git ready, den she’d go off to de
country, and so git rid of him. So she sent down word as
how she was sick, two or free times,~ De lor’s | dat maked .
de case wus, cause he went off, and arter a while dey comes
’bout a cart-load of flowers, and oranges, and lemons, and
jellies, and ’serves, and books, and papers, and cologne-
bottles, and picters of angels and lubbers, and ebery ting
dat heart could wish. Miss Lola knowed she mus’git well
sure, and stop dat kind of doings.

“Jest about dat time she got a letter sayin’ Mister Rege
- gle would come home on a Friday. Sodat mornin’ she

PR W
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told me, when de gineral cumed, to say she wasn’%
home.

“Well, honey, you knowed he had hern she was better.
80 he cum den, sure he was gwine to see her.

“Lor’, how he was fixed up! Drest jes like as how
he was gwme to de gov’ner’s ball.

“I was ready for him. But, lor, honey, 'sted of fkin’,
like gemmen ought to, ‘Is Miss Hartly in?’ bresk you,
chile, he walked right pass me into de ’ception-room, and
took a cheer, pulled off his white kids, and den said:

¢ Let Miss Hartly know I am here.’

“Dat took me back a little. I wasn’t’pared for swh sort

“of doin’s, But I ’lected my thoughts and said: <

“¢ Miss Hartly ain’t in.’

“¢‘What!’ he hollered out, so fierce-like, it most took my
bref away.

¢ Miss Lola, sir, ain’t in,’ I said. And den he snapped
his eyes, and gritghis teeth so, dat I was skeer’d right out
of my senses; and} said:

4 Deed am’t she, ’cause she told me to tell you so—’

“Den he jumped up, and walked up and down de floor,
lookin’ awful scarey. He stopped at last, and said:

“‘Go! tell Miss Hartly, I am waitin’ to see her.

“Lor’, I knowed better den to go. Iknowed de kind of
angel MISS Lola is when she’s mad. So I folds my arms
and looks at him inf a ’sided way; like ef I wasn’t to be
scared ; and said:

“ ‘How I gwine to tell her ef she ain’t in ?’

“¢Go!’ he hollered agin. But I didn’t move a step.

“Den he cums down a little with his voice, and putting
his hand in his pocket, he pulled out a great roll of notes;
and takes out a clean, new one—it looked monsus big, like
% mote a bin a hundred dollars—and he said:
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“¢ Here, take my message to Miss Lola, and you shall

has dis. , ‘

“ Hi, honey, dat man thought he had me den. I did
want de money, but I wasn’t gwine to be caught in a lis
for nuffin he could gim me. So I said:

“¢Don’t know whar to find her! She's out. .

“¢It’s a liel” he hollered.

“¢Den it tain’t none of mine,’ I said. I was gittin’ tired
of stariding dere, foolin’ my time with him; and maybe
de turkey mote be burning, So I started to go out, whe:‘
he wus than hollered out:

““Come back I’ ’

“De lor’s! 1 come, like one of dese ingun rubber balls,
“bounced like. '

“¢] shall remain until I see Miss Hartly,’ he said, settin’
his teeth tight.
~ “Den I thought how it was bout time for Mister Reggie
to be comin’. I knowed I’d better get the gineral off *fore
he ’rived. So I says: ’

“¢Tain’t wuff while for you to waste your time. She
said she wasn’t in, and I jest be willin’ to swear she’ll keep
sayin’ it long as you stays. So darl’

“¢Go! Find her, and say I must see her, for five
minutes only,” he said, kinder a pleadin’-like. :

. “‘Giperal, I can* leave dis house. I'se gettin’ de
dinner,’ I said, goin’ back to my fust lie. C
“Den he come up to me, jess takin’ bout two steps to

get clare ’cross dat big room, to whar I stood by de door;

and what he might hab done to me, I don’t know. He
looked awf:! dangeous, with his eyes lookin’ jes like fire,

and his false teeth shining, jest like-a tiger’s; I reckon, I

mever seed one, dough. I thought he wasgwine to commi

suetside on me. But, thank the bressed Lord, jest at dgt
init Mister Reggie rung de bell; and comes in rite aftes

- -
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“4Where is Miss Lola, Patsey ?’ he said. And, bress
you, honey, Gineral Boyd answered, ’fore I could get my
breff after de scare he gib me.

“¢ Miss Hartly is not in. I have bin waitin’ considerbel
time. Itseems sb) is not expected to return to-day, hesaid,
lookin’ at me, with a awful spiteful look in his eyes. ‘

“Coarse, you know, ef she wasn’t out, as he knowed she’
wasn’t, how could she be spected back ?

“ So Mister Reggie said:

®¢Is that so, Patsey ?°’

“ My marster! I nebber was in sich a scrape afore.

“I knowed Miss Lola would 'most kill me ef I let de one
she wanted to see go; and I didn’t know but how de
gineral would ’hole kill me; and maybe massacree all
three of us, and himself too. So I ’termined to take my
chance with Miss Lola, and I said:

“¢Dat’s so. She ain’t ’spected home to-day.” .

“Lor’, den ke was up! mdd as a March hare, and said,
wid an awful black look:

“¢Say to Miss Lola, I had only an hour on shore. De
vessel sails dis arternoon.’ So ke went; of sure! I
thought of running after him. But, honey, dat man gim
me one look—it was nuff for me. ’Deed, I believe he had
Jjes as leef kill me den, as eat. I stayed where I was.
Down he sot. I smelt dat turkey burnin’, and started
agin for de door.

“‘Remain I’ he yelled, like a Ingun. So den, I stayed a.gm
And he sot himself down; and stayed too. Both stayed.
It was getten dinner-time fast; and I ’spected every minit
to hear de folks comin’. All de men folks was away to
der offices ; and de gineral knowed it, or I don’t beheve be
would have acted so.

“] was awful oneagy ’bout dinner. So I thought mayde
- Iconltol’ppalwhisheart; 8o I says:



148 OFF WITH THE OLD LOVE.

“¢Smell de turkey, gineral? It’s burnin’ sartin I’

“Not one word did he say; jes gim me another look,
Den I sot mysclf down, ’termined to take it easy, and let
Miss Lola take de consequinces. Well, honey, jest as de
clock struck three he got up, and says:

“¢T think it probabil dat vessel has leff by dis time, and
wrow Il lecve you. Say to,Miss Hartly, the time may
cBme when I shill-find her, if not home, elsewhere. And
I shill find dat one she wanted tosee. Dar is one man too
many in dis world, jes now.” And, lookin’ like a thunder
gust, he went out, and slamed de door arter him.

“Den I went to de turkey; it was blacker den de cook.
Fore I gits it on de dish, Miss Lola come down. Lor’, 1
had de cannon’s mouf pinted ’fore me for two hours, so I
wasn’t so bad scared when Miss Lola come like a bundle
of firecrackers. How she did snap, and go for me! Den
she cried, ’cause she didn’t see de one she wanted to. Den
she flew at me agin; callin’ me ebery name but a lady, and
ebery color but white. Den she dropped down, ’most tired
to deaf. |

“Den I told what the gineral said, "bout bein’ one man
too many. And den she begun agin. I tried to quiet her
by sayin’ Mister Reggie would be off to sea, and de gineral -
couldn’t get at him; and maybe, by de time he got home
agin, de gineral would be out of de way—meaning in de_
next world.

«Miss Lola didn’ feel no better "Bout it ; and heap wuss

- when her aunt said: i

“tAnd it will sarve you fest right if Reggxe finds some
one else to gib his heart to *fore dat time. Sailor boys ain’t
not givin to keepin’ to one lub long.’ ‘¢

“Den she cried agin, and agin. Well, dat evenin’ she

'"ﬁ‘, and went down to her sister’s; and she’s feared to
come back. Gineral Boyd is prowhn’ around, watchin'
for her; 90 My ole man says.
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“Tor, I must run now to de dough. - *Spects it’s le ‘de
pans. Dat’s doin’ better den dat turkey did. Wish da)
had leff de oven

“Dar’s de bell. I knows Mr. Heywood’s ring. What
mus’ I say? Any words but ‘not in,” Miss Hilda.”

*“ Never mind, Patsey, I will go see him myself. I will
end this ﬁlrta‘mon the best way I can. I know it is very
wrong,and I am quite tired of it. So, Patsey, I will not
tell even a white lie.” v

“Dat’s so, Miss Hilda. I didn’t tell none, neither. I
only peated 11; So it was no colored lie, either ‘cause it
wasn’t mine.”

“Well, Patsey, ask Mr Heywood in. Perhaps, as he is
not an old lover, we shall not have quite so hard a time
getting rid of him. At any rate, in the future, I will try
to be honest and true.”
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~ LIFTING HIS BURDEN,

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADEN.

O young girls were seated in a bay-window, on one
of the most fashionable streets in P——, evidently
watching the coming of some one.
“Now look, Flory! He iscoming on the opposite side. -
You cannot mistake. He is the finest-looking man that
has passed since we have been here. Now, directly

.oprosite.  Who can he be? I’d give a jewel to know!”

« Really, Irene!”

“Really ard truly. - Tell. me his name, his fa.me, and
introduce me, and either ring on my fingers now, or this
locket is yowrs,” Irene Grainger said, with a merry laugh.

“Well, the first two 1 can immediately. The last is
more difficult. Still, we can manage it, I think. Bat,
Rena, pet, tell me why it is that you, who never yet have
felt Cupid’s dart, and have sent cff a dozen of despairing
lovers, why are you interested in this stranger?”

“TFlory, I'm net go sure heis a perfect stranger. His
face haunts me day and night. Then, I have watched
him passing here for wecks, indeed months. I have
gotten so used to seeing him, I ara disappointed if, at the
accustorned hour, he comes not. You must admit he is &
gplendid-looking man. You rarely see one his equal.”

“Well, my dear, you have danced with him a dozen
times and more—stop, before you went to Kurope it was==
ya,qnié%ot)m years ago. Again, you have besn to hit

i
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home less than six months ago; and, to finish the chap»
ter, his sisters were at your last party.” '

“No! Oh, de not keep me in suspense! - Who is he?”

“ Hugh Carlyle.”

“No; impossible! I remember the little lad perfectly,
at dancmg school. Oh, how very, very much he haa
improved! But, why, Flory, has he never called? Why
was he not at my party ? 1 left his invitation. And why
have I not seen }nm in his home?”

“One answer, my dear Rena, &ill do for all your ques-

"tions: his mother and three sisters are entirely dependent
on him. That is the reason he has to forsgo all such
pleasures.”

“ Now, Flory, it would cost noﬁﬂng to call and see a
friend, at any rate, or look in on-one while visifing his
sister.”

“Yes, my dear, it might cost a great deal of heart-ache
Now, Rena, I'll tell you. His mother told me in confl-
dence; here it is. Hugh does not go in ycung ladies’
-~ soclety, because he has no hope of being able tc marry.for

years, if ever. Should he visit them, his heart is not iron-
clad, he might grow to love, and poss1bly win & return
from gome fair maiden.”

“ Well, that would not be very dreadful, Flory.”
““Well, what then ?”
% Why, try to win the girl, and marry hdr, of course.”
“Rena, it is with only the severest economy he can
support his loved ones. How could he a larger family ?
“Few men would think of that. WRat a grand fellow
he must be! And what a great sacrifice ke makes
for those dear to him! Oh, I wish I knew him! If I
only, only could lift that heavv burden from his young
lifel Whatcan I1do?”
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“Yes, T will. And where there is a will there is a way;
and I will find it. Here is your ring. But, remember,
you are to help me when I ask it,”

“Willingly. But what is it? Your face is perfectly
radiant.” :

“Ohi I've hit it!” exclaimed the merry girl ; springing
up, she danced and clapped her hands, as a gleeful
.child might.

“Oh, don’t ask me yet, Flory, love. Just touch that
bell. Iwill tell you just this much—as sure as I live,
within the next six months, Hugh Carlyle shall be
entirely relieved from his burden, and be a free man, to
do as he pleases
' “Did you ring, Miss Grainger? ” asked a man-serva.nt.,
entering the drawing-room.

“Yes, Robert; I want you to ask Mrs. Baker to como
here.”

In a few moments after’ a bright, pleasant—looking
woman entered, and Irene asked:

“Mrs. Baker, what does my urcle pay you for making..: .
the lightest bread, muffins and cake; the best ccffee, tea
and chocolate ; broiling his steaks, and, in a word, dcing
everything to perfection, and making him generally com-
fortdble 2”7 :

“ Twenty dollars a month, miss.” .

“Very well. Now, pay particular attentxon, pleass. I
- will give you forty to give us, for on¢ month, the heaviest
bread and cake; the poorest tea, coffee and chocolate; to
dry, or burn, all meats, game-and fowl, and to make us
generally uncomfortable. And more, be sure to give us
breakfast an hour early, dinner an hour late. Uncle hates
to get up sooner than his regular hou?, and goes in a mage
when dinner i3 not served at six.” ,

%Oh{miss, how can I? How dare I1?” the astonished
=soman began, to be stopved by Irens, saying:



o -

" LIPTING HIS BURDEX,™ ~ 153

“Pear Mrs. Baker, it is for my uncles ultimate good.
. 1 will defend you from any’ serious cohsequence—stand
all the damages. And—yes—give you the dress you
hinted for so outrageously this merning. Is it a bar
gain?”
“Yes, miss. Of course, you always ill have your way.”
“All right; that will do. Do not look so wildly. You
will know all about it in good time.”

When tke door closed aft.er the bewildered housekeeper,
Flory exclaimed :

“JIrene Grainger, are you crazy? What are you up to??

“Come to tea with us two wecks from to-day and Il

let you peep into the future,” Irene said, with a merry
twinkle in her eye.

At the desired time Flory was seated at the tea-table
with Irene and her uncle—an old bachelor—with whom
the merry girl had lived since the death of her father, five
years before the time of our story.

Unclé John was the brother of Irene’s father. Long ago
he had retired from business life, satisfied that a million
and a half would last bim the remainder of his days and
leave hisniece a pleasant little remembrance. Irene pos-
sessing in her 6wn right five hundred thousand dollars,
was of course a star of great magnitude in fashionabls
society.

As uncle John drew his chair closer, he glanced anx.

glously over the table. With a grunt of dissatisfaction, ne
said:

¢ frene, my dear, I do not know how you had the cour-
age to bring your friend to tea. Why did you not send an
order to Taylor’s? Florence, my dear, we have not had a
decently cooked meal for two weeks, I don’t know what

the thunder has potten into Baker. &he used to be the
wost admirable cook!”

e e o e e e T T
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Florence glanced comically at Irene, who eaid, &

murely :

~ “Uncle, it is a general complaint now. And you knoy
I understand nothing about such things. But I fana
Baker i8 thinking about getting married; and you knov
when a body is in love they are not responsible.

“Flory, my dear, take a muffin.”

“Don’t!” exclaimed uncle John, who had just broke
one on his plate. “Don’t, my dear! Confusion! I'd n
more eat that than take a dose of strychnine! Robery
remove these dishes, every one! Then go to Taylor's-ank
have them send up supper for three as soon as possible {
I will not stand this another day! I shall die of dyspep~
gial T’ll break up housekeeping—go to boarding—I will}
Tl do something desperate!” And uncle John broughg
his fist with such force on thé table as to make the delis
cate Sevres china shake and tremble.

“Uncle, suppose you try matrimony!” Irene said, de
murely.

“What? ” snapped uncle John. ,

“Get married yourself.” Then you will have a house-
keeper who will take an interest in your establishment
ard in making you generally happy,” Irene said in so .
earnest a tone that her uncle replied:

“Upon my word, one would suppose yoti in earnest,
child|”

“T never was more so in my life, uncle. - I think it quite
time your life should have some recompense. All these
years you have been making others happy. Now it’s time
some one was making you so.” ‘ z

“Now, child, who" do you suppose would have mie—a
crusyy old bachelor of sixty-five?”

“I would,” Flory answered, quickly, “if I had not
alresdy promised somebody else. You are not old nor

» Ca
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crusty ; and you are handsomer now than half the men
of thirty-five!”

“Thank you, my dear,” uncle John saud with a pleased
Jxpression. “I am sorry, but so it was before. The only
dime I would have married I was ‘too late” Ah,me! I
should have been a different man had Iwon her. Isawa
little girl here a few months ago that reminded me strongly
of sweet Annie.Warren.” :

“Who was it, uncle ?” asked Ireme.

“I do not know her name. IfI heard I have forgotten.
A Bttle one with soft brown hair and dove-like eyes. But
look here, Irene. Suppose I ehould take you at your
word.”

“Well, uncle?” ‘

“Well, my dear, I imagine it would damage your pros-
pects very much.”

“What do I care for that! Never mind me, uncle. Be
happy and you will satisfy me. Say, Flory, as long as
you cannot have uncle, can you recommend him to some
dear, sweet, pretty, smart, intelligent, refined woman, of
somewhere between forty and fifty ?” * )

“Wait a moment! I want to add a word! With no
- young children to divide her care with me. If she has.
children they must be grown up,” uncle John said.

“Indeed, I am afraid I do not. Such a oneis hard to’
find, I imagime,” Florence said. But a decided pressure
of Irene’s little foot on hers must have brightened her
wits, for she added, quickly:

“Qh, yes, I do! Just such & one! I had forgotten
Mrs. Carlyle!”

“Carlyle!” exclmmed uncle John. “What is her first
name? Where is she from?”

“I do not know ; but I imagine ehe has alwa.ys lived in
Pse Florence gnswered.,
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“Ah, yes! Of course she cannot be the samet Thers
are hundreds of that name here. But tell me more of her,
and how I am to find her.”

“I will tell you, uncle. She is in every way lovely.
She has a son and three grown daughters. The son is a
book-keeper, and supports his mother and sisters. They
live just as cosily and as comfortable as can be, so you -
know she must be an excellent manager. You can see
her; then, if you do not fancy her, you can look fur-
ther.”

“But how am I to see her? That is the point of con-
sideration now1”

“Let me think, ITl find a way. Wait, Flory, don*
say a word yet.” And Irene’s little hand covered her
eyes. Her head was bowed in deep thought a few
moments. Then she cried out, triumphantly:

“I have it! Uncle, you said yesterday you were think-
ing of purchasing that property on Mason street, and you
were going to have the title examined.”

“Yes. But what the thunder has this to do with the

© widow??”

“T will tell you, uncle, Huvh Carlyle has studied law.
Old Mr. Capperton is out of town. Get the widow’s son
to examine the records for you, write the deed, and so on.
He has leisure hours occasionally, and just now business
is very dull. You can ‘kill two birds with one stone’—
see the mother and give the son a lift. Now call early

. to-morrow afternoon. Ask for Mr. Carlyle. Of course he

will not be home. Then ask for Mrs. Carlyle, and explain

- why you wish to see her son, and ask when he wil} be at
- home; giving yourself excuse for another speedy call

Don't yousee? You can tell her that Miss Flory Harper
recommended your obtaining Mr. Carlyle's services while

your lawyer was aheent. Now what do you think of
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that?” asked Irene, jumping up and clapping her uncle's
shoulder.

“Tip-top, Irene! You ought to be Secretary of State;
supervisor of ‘ways and means’ for the whole United
States! I will do it, by Jovel”

“And I will call for you when Ficry and I return from
our drive to-morrow afternoon! Ah! here is-our supper!
Oh, how delicious it looks! TUncle, what did you say this .
morning about cooks?” Irene asked, mischievously.

“1 said ‘the Lord sends the food and the devil the
cooks ’—that is, the laiter generally, but not the one that
got up this supperl!”

The next afternoon, agreeable to arrangement, uncle
John presented himself at Mrs. Carlyle’s. Irene, thinking
an hour quite long enough for a first call, ordered the
driver to stop by, according to promlse

Imagine her surprise when, in answer to the bell, came
her uncle, with a perfectly beammcr face, and called :

“ Come, girls, come ind I am not ready to go yet!”

“’Pon my word, Rena, your plan is working admirable.
The old gentleman seems very much at home! Do let us
go in and see how affairs are progressing,” said Flory.

Uncle John, in the meantime, has returned to the parlor.
On the girls’ entry, he jumped up from Mrs. Carlyle’s side,
and catching Irene in his arms, exclaimed:

“ Bless your dear little heart!| You may go right off and
get that set of diamonds you were teasing for! Do you
know what you have done? Just made me the happiest
fellow in P——, Here, child, this ¢s Annie Warren you
have heard me speak of, And that was her daughter I saw
at your party. I have told her the truth, the whole truth,
snd nothing but the truth. And there is no need of wy
baving an ezcuss to call again. I am to come when J
ahoose, and as ofien.”

LS
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“Imust thank you, Miss Grainger, for your very flattering
opinion of me,” Mrs. Carlyle said, a bright flush mantling .
her still beautiful face.

“Please don’t—nor call me Miss Grainger. To you 1
must be Irene only, now. Uncle, if you are to’return this
evening, I guess I can take you away now.”

“All right! Annie, you don’t know what a little tyran$
ghe is. Never mind, miss, your reign will soon be over!”
uncle said, with a merry chuckle.

Irene and Flory, after bidding good-by, hurried out, the
former saying, with a merry little laugh,

“We must let the young lover have a private farewell-
ta-klng »

When uncle John was seated beside Irene she a.sked

“Well, what about the business?—the deed and necessary
papers?”

“Well, my dear, the business is attended to, to my
perfect satisfaction. The deed is done. The papers w111 be
attended to this day one month.”

“What! What are you talking about? You did not
gee Mr. Carlyle. And it'was just impossible to write a
deed in that time, I know that much!” Irene said, with a
bewildered look in her bright eyes.

“ Nevertheless ’tis so. I explained my real business.
She was willing. The deed is my engagement to the only
woman I ever loved—my marriage to take place the tenth
of next month. Now, what have you to say ?”

“That you are certainly the fastest man of the time,
and you ought to b° ashamed of yourself to court a woman
the very first call—

“Ah, my dear, I remembered when I was too slow. And
I was determmed not to be toc late this time!” ;

“ There, uncle, there is my hand! - You are a man after
my own heart. I hope you will live to be a hund.};ed, and
as happy as that dear little woman can make yon.’



LIFTING HIS BURDEXN. 159

“Well, my dear, the ways of Providence are wonderful.
Who would have dreamed Baker’s miserable cooking
would have ended in so much happiness? I expected it
would have ended in killing me rather. Shall we stop by,
and order supper from Taylor’s?” ’

“ No, uncle, I feel as if Mrs. Baker would do better now.
I will speak to her when we get in,” Irene answered, with
a sly twinkle in her eye, as she looked at Flory.

A short time after, Irene had an interview with Mrs.
Baker, which resulted in that worthy woman being released
from the contract which had been so very trying to her.
Irene paid the promised twenty dollars, and divulged part
of the little plot to her faithful ally—this much, her uncle’s
speedy marriage.

There was a quiet little wedding at Mrs. Carlyle’s, aftex
which the happy pair left for the wedding tour.

Irene whispered, as the carriage bore them away:

“Six weeks, Flory, instead of six months, and you find
Hugh Carlyle a free man.”

“How long he shall remain so, is a subject you will take
into consideration next, if I mistake not, and then I am
going to turn ‘state’s evidence,’” Flory said, laughingly.

Uncle John, very grateful to Irene for his great happiness,
thought one good turn deserved another, so ke went to
work to try match-making. Hugh no longer thought it
necessary to keep out of ladies’ society, so he gave himself
up, with a good will, to the enjoyment he had been so long
denied.

Uncle John constantly was making some plan to bring
Hugh and Irene together. Tickets for the opera, theatre,
and concerts, were continually placed in Hugh’s hand,
and he would say:

“Do, my dear boy, take that girl off my hends.”

Axnd on one occasion, he added:
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“1 declare, Rena, you will have to get a younger fellow
to trot ’round now. Besides, I've got another little woman
to look after.”

Then Hugh, who had grown light-hearted and merry
since the weight of care had been lifted from his heart,
answered :

“And since a little woman that once belonged to me has
robbed Miss Grainger of her escort, it should be my duty
and privilege to make up for the loss as much as
possible.”

And so the young people were very much together.
But, after a while, there came a change over Hugh. He
grew gloomy and despondent.

Irene had but little doubt of the cause. She felt well
assured of Hugh’s love ; every look, every action speaking
what the lips dared not breathe forth. So she determined
again to lighten his heart.

“ Hugh, what troubles you? For weeks I have not seen

-8 smile wreathe your ]ips You ought to be happy when

every one around you is so. Do tell me what it is?”

_Irene plead.

“I am not sure that it is a story you would like to
hear,” Hugh answered, lifting his. eyes sea.rchmgly to
hers.

“Then, from this moment, be perfectly sure that every--
thing concerning your happiness is of deep interest to me,”
Irene answered. And I am ®fraid this was very much like
doing a little of the courting herself; in fact, rather forcing
the question.

Hugh left her side a moment, and walked to the window.
He must escape from the weakness coming over him.

- How“dare he speak of love to her? He without a dollar

ahead in the world, and she the possessor of immense
wealth. No, he would leave her presence with his secret
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still his own. He had resolved this when the persistent
little witch called :
“Hugh!”
Alas for resolves! He was by her side in an instant.
“I am waiting,” she said.

“Miss Grainger, if a man was blind or mad enough to -

love one far above him—"

“Stop, please! If he is honorable and true, how can

she be above him ?” Irene asked.

“The world would say so. He is poor, and she wea.lthy
Such being the case, dare he speak his love?” His voice
was full of emotion ; his beautiful eyes eagerly striving to
read hers. - : '

“Yes. If she is a true woman, his dear love would be
more to her than all the gold that earth can give,” Irene
answered, her face crimsoning a8 she dropped her eyes
from his a.rdent gaze.

“ Miss Grainger—Irene—would it be to you?”

Irene’s eyes were raised to his, then, full of truth and
love. Hugh needed no other answer. As he drew her
closer, and pressed his lips to the beautiful blushing cheek,

‘he sald
“Oh, my darling, I have loved you ever eince .those
‘wmerry days of dancmg-school.”

“And I you, Hugh, since you began to pass here every

day. But Ide thmk you might have told me long ago,

and not obliged me to do more than my share of the

courting, and actually I am not sure that I did not pro-
pose 1” Irene said, with a bewitching little frown that was
more @lan half a smile.

Just then, a little tap at the door preceded Flory’s
entrance. With one glance she took in the gituation, and
cried memly :

“Now is my time to turn ‘state’s evidenos’ as 1

- N R 'l'“-l—-llnﬂ~l'l“l“lll‘Elll_l e
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threatened long ago. Hugh, my dear friend, you have
been entrapped, so was your dear mother before you.

. Now listen, for

“‘T've something sweet to tell you,®;

sang the merry girl. \ -

So she did tell, from that day at the window straight
along, the whole story, notwithstanding Irene’s frequent
attempts to stop her.

“God bless you, my darling, for this bappy day, and
grang me the power of making you as happy as you
deserve,” Hugh murmured low, when Flory had stopped
her teasing and turned away.

Uncle John insisted on Hugh’s resigning his position as
book-keeper, and open a law office. So he did, and the
kind old gentleman is giving him business sufficient to
bring him quite a handsome income.

A few months after, there was a double wedding at
Trinity Church. Uncle John gave the brides away; and
never lovelier or happler brides than Irene and Flory ever

wore the weddirg-ring.

-~



A SEVERE LESSON.

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADEN.

HE had such a sweet, fair face, with an expression of

perfect candor and truth, that it would seem impos- =~

~ sible to doubt her. Yet George Peyton did, and said:

“Jt is difficult not to believe one’s own eyes, Fannie. I
saw you walking with him, leaning on his arm, and listen-
idg with unmistakable plea.sure to his words. Can you
deny this #”

“No, I cannot. But a girl can walk w1th a gentlem
and listen with pleasure to his words—"

“ Not without being careless, to say the least, of others’
feelings. And if so, then false to one that she has proms
ised to love only, of all the world—"

“ How can you talk so to me? How can you doubt me,
George? Again I tell you that Edgar Mowbray cares not
for me. Thereis another girl in this house to love besides
me. You forget Annie ig no longer a child.”

« Enough, Fgnnie. gomlse me youwill see him no
more, and I will believe you.”

“Why, George, I cannot do that. How can I avoid
seeing him, when uncle and aunt receive him, and think
80 much of him ? Let me tell you all about it.”

“Excuse me, Miss Melton. That you have no regard
for my wishes is sufficient to prove to me the truth of my
surmises. Allow me to wish you much happiness, and
good-evening.”

IR VR W
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And the miserable, jealous man turned and left Farmbe,
whq stood as if she was not perfectly sure that she ‘was
not just awakened from a frightful dream.

“Well, I knew he was jealous; but never dreamed him
80 frightfully unreasonable. I will write and explain it
all to him to-night. Poor fellow! he is miserable enough,”
thought Fannie. But after a little a second thought came.
Pride whispered, “ No, let him come back penitent. He
should have more confidence in you.” And so Fannie
listened, and acted-on pride’s suggestion.

The next morning; while she was watching and listen-
ing to every step, hopmg Ber lover Wou}d come, that
young gentleman had stepped into a jeweller’s to get some
repairs done to his watch. While waiting for it, one of
the clerks, with whom George had some slight acquain-
tance, was giving some orders relative to4the marking of a
ring. It was a very handsome diamond solitaire which
the clerk held for George’s inspection, saying:

“I wonder if this is an engagement ring? Mowbray—
you know him, do you not ?—purchased it a little while
ago. Where did I put that slip of paper with the initials?” -
he asked, looking about the counter.

“T have it,” replied a young man near; and continued :
“But really, I think you better not make a public thing
of this. Perhaps—in fact, generally, gentlemen do not
care to have these little affairs so freely spoken of.”

“Qh, sure enough! You, are right! I did not thizg!
You'll excuse me, Mr. Peyton. However, I suppose it is - .
a matter of no interest to you,” the gentleman replied,
turning from the prudent young clerk to Mr. Peyton.

“Certainly not,” George answered ; received his watch

—~and left the store, convinced then that Fannie was false.
. He felt confident that the man who had withheld the

. initials from his knowledge had some idea of his farmer
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relation to the lady, and consequently his motive for doing
_8o. Fullof wrath, he returned home, bindled up Fannie’s
-letters, picture, and sundry little keepsakes, and sent them
to her, with a note saying that “ Miss Melton would oblige
him by either destroying or returning to his address,
letters and other articles which he had given her.” Then
telling his mother and sister he was going om pressing
business out West, packed his trunk and started.
Reaching his place of destination, he found there a party
of young friends who were about starting for California.
They urged and insisted on his accompanying them.
Glad of any excuse to keep him from home and divert his
mind, the reckless fellow agreed to their proposal, and
went with them. ' ‘
In .the meantime Fannie began to think that George
Peyton never really loved her, and was anxious for some
plea for withdrawing his suit.. And if she found pleasure
in the. society of the handsome Mowbray, and began to
compare his candid, noble nature with George’s, in a very
unfavorable light to the latter, was it any wonder?
While in San Francisco George received a letter from
his sister, in whieh she wrote:

“Mr. Mowbray is a very constant visitor at Mr. Melton’s:
But, now I think-of it, he was before you left; so you
know all about his hopes and aspirations. She is a dear,
sweet girl, and I hope will be very hapgy. Rumor says
Mr. Melton is not very well pleased—that he had other
views for'her. There is no engagement proclaimed- as yet.
George, I cannot think what made you fly off from us in
such baste. Somehow I cannot divest my mind from the
idea that Fannie was the cause. I had thought she would
be something nearer and dearer to me than a friend.”

George threw down the letter with an impatient gestuvs,
and said bitterly :

“ Yes, Mr. Melton always favored me, and I believe be.
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i is my warm friend. Oh, I could not have thought she
8 would be so false. Nothing but my own eyes, her words,
and—well, indeed, everything else—the occurrence in the
jeweller’s, and now Katy’s letter, would have convinced
me. Well, well, I can never trust in woman again.”
_ He felt very miserable, and longed to confide his grief
: to some one. His most particular friend, Will Austin,
1 was with him. George was very much attached to him,
PO and so made him his confidant. Will listened attentively
. until George had fully relieved his mind and heart, and
then he said: . a,
“George, I think you were very hasty, and very much -
to blame. And if the young lady has cast you from her
heart, and learned to care for this Mowbray, it is all your
“own fanlt. You were very unreasonable. But, pshaw!
what jealous person was ever possessed of any re¥son ?”
His friend’s plain talk did George good, and hé grew
~ somewhat reasonable after it. And his thoughts flew
back to the time when he first knew Fannie; of the many
gentlemen who sought the love that he had won; of the
gentleness With which she bore with his whims; how she
.had yielded to his wishes—all save the one, which then,
he felt, had been very unreasonable. And when she was
most likely lost to him, she grew dearer. And so he
resolved to return, perhaps before it was too late. Nearly
three months had elapsed since he left home, when he
determined to return as speedily as possible. When on |
the eve of starting he received a letter, in which Katy
wrote: )

“In my last I gave you all the particulars of the
wedding. Mr. Melton seems quite, reconciled to the
" happy Mowbray. Fannie looks miserable. I reall
‘believe she did care for you. They have all gone travel
Nng, and intend being absent during the warm weather.®




e e e e

A SEVERE LESSON. 167

The Jetter spoken of by Katy had never reacned George.
Fate willed it so—and he was not sorry. It was .agony .
enough to know she was lest to him, without reading the
minute details of his rivai's happiness. Poor fellow! he :‘
could not remain content anywhere then. He travelled i
from one place to another, endeavoring, by excitement . }
and constant change of scene, to forget Fannie. From the 5

equiet mountain retreats he would fly to some crowded, ‘
. fashionable resort, until at length he visited Saratoga. i
TKé next morning he sauntered into the office and 1

¥

i

began looking over the new arrivals. Several familiar
names, persons from his own city, met his eyes. And
then, a little further down the page, came those, of all
persons in the world, the most undesirable for him to
meet—Mr. and Mis. Edgar Mowbray, Mr. Henry Melfon
and daughter. -
Hurrymg back to his room, he determined to keep out !
of sight until the next train, and leave in that for his \!
home. He could not meet them—see her the wife of 5
another. He was not well, and was beginning to feel
quite anxious to get back to his mother and sister. When o
the time came for the train to start, poor George’s head It
was aching so terribly he could not stand up; so, of
course, he had to give up the idea of leaving then, and
wait until the next day. He grew worse rapidly. The A
morning found him really very ill. Some friend, missing
him all the previous day, went to his room in search of
- him, and found the poor fellow with a raging fever, and
quite delirious. He summoned the proprietor and his )
wife, who procured the services of a physician. Very soon Y
- the Meltons heard of George Peyton’s being 80 near them
and ill. They were very atténtive; indeed, most of their
time was devoted to him. Many days had passed before
-George’was out of danger. Awakening one morning from

anﬁuhinzdesp,hxsmmd thenambclear,homy ; ,!
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glance of Fanuie as sheflitted from the room. Mr.
- Melton remained, and endeavored, in his kind, genial
way, to cheer (George. The days of his convalescing
were many. Indeed he grew better very slowly.
Annie, her father, and Mr. Mowbray were constantly
with him ; the iatter, if possible, more attentive than
the others. George tried to feel very grateful, out he
could not feel right toward him. How couid he be
expected to? His manner was always reserved, and
really cold. Mowbray felt it, and one day he deter-
mined to speak to George about it. Bo, seizingythe
first good oppertunity, he said : 5

¢ Peyton, you try hard to hide your feelinge3-bup 1
can see plain enough you do not lize me. And¥&
to know the reason ?

(George looked at him, a world of reproach in hxs
ey=s as he answered :

*¢ Mr. Mowbray, if you have detected my true feelings
Iregret it because of your recent kinduess. But thisia
a subject I would prefér not conversing upon, 1 have
sought to avoid it, and chouid think the desire would
be mutual.”

¢« Now, upon my soul, I do not know what you mean,
I only know you dislike me. And really, Ishould think
you might try not to, a little, for my wife’s sake.
Here she has been as devoted as a sister to you all the
days of your illness. 1declare, I’ll carry her off home,
and leave you to remorse, it you don’t feel a little pleas-
anter toward me, or explain ic what way I have mented
your aversion.”

. George thought his mind was getting very much
clouded again. He could not, to save him, call to mind
Fannie’s ever being near him but the ore time when he
had seen her dart from: the room. Then he thought,
could it be possible that Mowbray never kmew of ais
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cetved him about it, or he never could talk thus toa
former lover of his wife’s. 1f so, Mowbray was in no
way to blame, and he really had no just cause to dis-
like him. Putting out his hand, he said :

“Mr. Mowbray, will you forgive me? I feel sure
now I have no cause to feel other than most kindly
toward you. Please do not allude to this subject again,
And will you express my thanks to Mrs. Mowbray for
her kindness? I must have been most of the time dur-
ing my illness quite out of my mind. I never remem-
oer to have seen Mrs. Mowbray but once in my room.”

Edgar Mowbray grasped his hand warmly, but gave
~.very searching look at the invalid, to see if he was
quite right in mind then.

Just then the door opened, and Edgar Mowbray
exclaimed :

¢ Ah, here she is now! Annie, come here and talk
to your charge.””

. “Here who is?”’ cried G=orge, wildly.

“ Annie, my wife,”” answered Mowbray, springing
. upyand turning a bow! of crushed ice into a towel and
applying it to George’s head, whispered to Annie:

¢ Fly for the doctor! Heis terribly ill again.”

“Say it again. Annie—not Fannie—your wife ?**
cried George. _

“Yes; Annie is my wife, certainly. Run for the
doctor, love.

But little Annie was wiser than her husband. She
knew who would be the most successful phvmcmn for
George, who murmured :

“Thank God!’ And, overcome by his extreme
weakness and great emotion, fainted.

Annie was not alarmed. She explained the mystery
- to her husband. And after seeing’ George restored
again to consciousness, hastened out to tell Faunnie.

‘When she ret» 10 Gearge again. he whispered s -
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-« Entreat Fannie to come to me, or I must go to
Rer. I will—I must see her.” N
Annie went to do his bidding. And so eloquently did"
ghe plead for him, that in a short time she returned,
pushed Fannie into the room, and ran away quite

delighted.
« Forgive, and take me back to your heart, Fannie,
or I shall surely die. Speak, please; say you have not

~ ceased to love me? > George pleaded.

How could she resist him? He looked so wan and
fll. She placed her hand in his, bent over and pressed
her lips to his white brow, and said:

“How could you ever have doubted me, George? 1
am still yours, if you wish. And promise—"’ :
“Never to doubt you again, my true, faithful love!
Oh, I had a fejarful lesson.” And then he told her of
the many t;hmos that had happened to prove clearly to
kis mind that she was lost to him. - The way his sister . °
wrote was calculated to deceive him, although very
unintentional on her part. And then the manner in
which their names were registered: ‘Mr., and Mrs.
Mowbray, Mr. Melton and daughter.”” Was further -
proof needed ?

Fannie explained everything, and the last by telling -
George one of the gentlemen of their party, only slightly -
acquainted with them, bad written their names, and ,
supposed she was really Mr. Melton’s daug Lter,. “You
know,”” she said, ¢ uncle often calls me ¢ ny. daugh- |,
ter b2 -

George grew rapidly well then. Love was the needed

"~ balm. A very few days after the joyous truth came to

him, he was strong enough to travel home. And early

“in the fall, Fannie became his. Never again was he

attacked with a fit of jealousy, and has become, urider
Fannie’s charge and instruction, a very sensib}» and
mnnabb man.

Y a
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. ALMOST A CRIME.

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADENX,

He prayeth well who loveth well
. Both man and beast and fowl ;
He prayeth best who loveth bes’
All.creatures, great and small ;
For the good Lord, who loveth us,
_He made and loveth all,~COLZRIDGA,

¢¢ T DDIE, do put down that ugly creature. You are
a perfect beast worshipper,”” said Bertha Denni-

son, the young bride, to her three weeks’ bridegroom.

He obeyed, as bridegrooms of three weeks are apt to
do; but he expostulated, as husbands of all times are
sure to do.

¢« It cherishing means worshipping, Bertha, you
might call me a beast worshipper. And if—"’

She interrupted him sharply.-

¢“I would not mind if it was a pretty tortoise-shell
kitten ; but a great ugly old tabby cat!”’

¢ My darling!”’ said Edward Dennison, gravely, «J
was about to say, if you knew the rcason for my being
kind to this cat, afd to all God’s poor dumb creatures
that come in our ‘way, you would hot blame me. I
could tell you something, Bertha. Will you ISten 2

She pouted, instead of answering.

¢ My mother, you know, was a notable housekeeper.
Sbe kept her house in perfect order, and ruled every-

an)
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thing in it, both animate and inanimate, except one
thing—a young rebel of a cat, which was the torment
of her life, through jumping up on the tea-table, licking
the butter, stealing into the pantry, lapping the cream,
and committing divers other petty depredations ab-
horrent to the souls of carcful housewives. It wasbut
a thoughtless young cat, but might have grown better
with time and teaching. But my mother declared she
was out of all patience with her.

¢ One dark December day I came home from school,
and found mother in our tidy kitchen, where we always
took our meals in winter. She was busy setting the
table for tea, and in a great passion besides. I soon
saw the reason. The cream-jug was turned over,
broken, and the cream spilled. Of course the young
cat was the culprit, although she was nowhere to be
seen. Mother spoke up suddenly and sharply :

«<Fddie, I’ll give you a silver quarter of a dollar,
if you will take that cat and drown her. I can never
leave the room one minute but she is up on the table.
And now she has gone and broken my best cream-jug.
I’ll give you a silver quarter if you will tie a stone
around her neck and drown her.’

¢¢ A silver quarter! I walked out into the yard in
search of the cat. I found her sitting up on top of the
chicken-house, licking and trimming ‘herself—for she
was a vain little creature—in total unconsciousness of
ber guilt and impending doom. I called her, ¢ Pussy,
pussy, pussy!’ She immediately jumped down and
ran joyously to me.. I picked her up in my arms, and
she greeted me with her poor, inarticulate, tender tones,
as she rubbed her head against my cheek and chin.
Even then my heart smote me for a moméhff for what
I was going to do to her.
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“Bud I hardened my heart, and trotted off to.
ward the river, went upon the bridge, and found a
good place for the deed. At that moment my good
angel left me, for I took from my pocket the cord and
stone that I had provided, and while she was purring
and playing with the cord, grimly tied one end of it
around her neck and the other end of it around the
stone. ‘It will soon be over, and after all, she is noth-
ing but a cat,” I said. Ané I held her over the bridge
to drop her into the river. Theu indeed she clung to
me, and looked astonishe® and wild. For the first time
she seemed to know her danger. She struggled, and
grasped my coat with her claws and held on. But I
pulled her away by force and threw her into the river.
I heard the splash, and saw the water close over her.
I hurried away from the spot, with the sickening im-
pression that I had done a murder. I thought of her
at the bottom of the Potomac, suffocating to death, and
I had to keep repeating to myself, ¢ Oh, it will soon be
over with her. And after all, she is nothing but a cat.
And besides, didn’t mother tell me to drown her?’ It
would not do; my heart was decidedly heavy. Never
do you do a murder, Bertha. No one but a murderer
knows how it oppresses one’s spirits.

~ “Itwas raining hard when I reached home. I found
mother just where 1 left hér, busy in the kitchen. She
was standing at the table, slicing bread for tea.

“¢Well, mother, I have drowned the cat,” I said,
knocking the rain-drops off my cap.

“¢What!’ she exclaimed, eeasing her employment,
and poising the knife in one hand and the bread in the
other, as she stared at me.

“¢Yes, I've drowned the cat; and now I want my
silver quarter of a dollar,’
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s You did I’ she said, with a look of surprise, sad-
ness, and reproach on her face.

¢ ¢Yes; I tied a stone around her neck to sink her,
and dropped her into the river. And you promised me
a quarter of a dollar for doing it,” I answered, sulkily,
for 1 felt injured by her look.. :

¢ Without a single word she put her hand into her
pocket, drew out a silver quarter, and gave it to me,
turning her head away. I felt moreinjured than before.
What did mother mean? I only‘did what she told me.
" ¢ But as I was going to a concert, I tried to throw
off all unpleasant thoughts. I dressed myself and came
down and joined the family at tea without much appe-
tite. Besides, I missed something—I missed the little
cat, who always sat by my chair and touched me softly
with her paw now and then, to remind me to give hera °

_morsel. I gulped down my tea,and started off to Con-_
- cert Hall to see the minstrels. And soon,seated in the

front row, enjoying the unparalleled burlesque of song
and sentiment, I forgot all about my deed of the even- .
ing.. Orif I thought of it at all, it was only to laugh
at myself as a sickly, sentimental sort of a fellow, to
think so much about drowning a cat. .
¢ After the performance I came home. It was not
very late, yet the family had retired. I took the key
from under the step, where it was usually hidden for any
of the family who were out at night, and opened the
kitchen door and went in. The stove was warm, and a
night-lamp was burning on the table. Everything had
been left comfortable for me, and I sat down before the
fire to dry my wet clothes. eBut how empty and deso-
late and forlorn the place looked after all! I missed
something. It was the cat, who always slept at night

on the rug in front of the stove; who always welcomed
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me home, wher Y came in at night, by getting up and
rubbing against my shins and purring her pleasure -
at seeing me. And now she was at the bottom of the
Potomac, with a stone tied to her neck; and I had
thrown her there. And for a mean quarter of a dollar!

“1 got up, took the lamp, and went up-stairs to bed.
But I could not sleep. How the wind and the rain
lashed apd beat against the windows! How I tLought
of the cat'at the bottom of the river! ¢And she had
but this one life, and I took that for a base quarter of a
dollar,’ I said to myself. And oh, I would have gladly

ven all the boyish treasures I possessed in the world,

ﬁhould have brought her back to life. And so Ilay
and tossed from side to side, listening to the beating of
the storm, and thought what a mean and cruel wretch
I had been.

“Hush! what was that? I started and sat up in
bed and listened. As sureas Ilive, it was a scratch
and 2 mew, at the kitchen door—sounds as familiar to
me as the children’s voices; but that I never had ex-

. pected to hear again. Well, I have heard Thalberg
and Ole Bull play; I’ve heard Lind and Nilsson sing}

' I’ve heard the dinner-bell ; but of all the instrumental
or vocal music I ever heard, none ever thrilled my soul
with such delight as that performance on the thchen
door.

¢“In less time than it takes to tell it, I jumped out of
bed ; and without waiting to draw on a single garment,
I ran down-stairs, half naked, in the cold, and tore open
the kitchen door. There stood my cat, dripping wet,
with the cord dangling round her neck, and the empty
noose. I saw in an instanthow it was. Infallingover
the bridge, when she was thrown, the round stone had
slipped from the noose, and the poor cat had swam
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ashore, and found her way home through night and
storm. As soon as she saw me, she jumped in and
rubbed up against my shins, with her poor, confiding
mew, just as if I had never tried to drown her. I
caught her up in my arms, all dripping wet as she was.
T hugged her, kissed her, and comforted her in a manner
that, under any other circumstances, would have been
supremely absurd. I took her up-stairs with me, dried
her as well as I could with my towel, and, damp and
cold as she was, took her to bed with me. i
¢« Oh, how relieved.- T was! How I loved that cat for
getting out of the river and coming home! I talked to
her, and petted her, half of the night. I told her how

‘sorry I was, and how I never would do it again. But.

she seemed perfectly indifferent to my crime and re-
pentance, and only cuddled up to my bosom, and purred

~and sung; in a funny content, until we both fell asleep.

¢In the morning, when I went down to breakfast, I
carried the cat in my arms, and sat down with her a$
the table.

“¢Why, I thought you had drowned that cat, Eddiel’
my mother said, with a look strangely blended of
pleasure and pain, as if she was glad the cat was alive,
yet sorry that her boy had deceived her and obtained
money under false pretences. ‘I say Ithought you had
drowned that cat, Eddig,’ she repeated, as if demand-
ing an explanation. 8 A '

“¢Well, sol did drown her!’ I answered, playing
sulky. ‘Atleast, I tried my best to do it. I tied a
stone round her neck to sink her, and then dropped her
into the Potomac. But she got out, somehow or other,
and came home last night. I suppose the stone slipped
out of the weose, and she swam asbore. All cats can -
swim, you know. And now, must I try it again?’

L ]
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¢ ¢ No,’ sald my mother. And that was all that ever
passed between us on the subject.

‘¢ But from that time pussy ate of my bread and drank
of my cup by day, and slept on my bed at night, until
the war broke out. I cured her of her cream-stealing
propensities. If any one had even spoken harshly to
that cat, they would have had to quarrel with me.
The war separated us for a time, as it did many good
friends, but peace reunited us, and I have brought her
to my new home. And now, dear Bertha, you under-
stand why I cherish the poor cat.”

Then, lifting the animal tenderly to his knee, he
caressed her. )

“You forgave me for trying to murder you, didn’t
you, pussy? And not many human beings would have
done that, would they ? *’
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WHO WAS TO BE BRIDE?
' g

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADEN.
¢ DROMISE me, George that you will never forsake
Amy. After I am gone “she will have no friend
but you. She has always been to me a blessing. If
she was really my own daughter, I could not love her
better. So, my boy, I leave her a sacred’ charge to you.
Bhould the tire ever be when you shall feel -dhother love
than that you bear your little sister, you must not, in

“gecuring your own happiness, forget hers—my poor,

gentle, timid little Amy1”

“Have no fear, mother. Amy shall never want for a
friend, or love. She shall be as tenderly watched over
and cared for in the future, as she has ever been in the
past. I solemnly promise you this.”

“Thank you, my son. You have relieved my only

uneasiness. I can rest now in perfect peace.” Now send
Amy to me.

That mght a wail of sorrow sounded through the home :

of George Foster. It was Amy’s voice. They found her
with  her arms still clasped around the form so dear.
George drew her gently away, saying:

“Come, Amy. You are my child now. Mother ga.vn
you to my care, and may God deal -by me accordmg to
my worthiness of that charge. Now go and try to aleep,
my little sister.”

He gave her to the fmthful housekeeper’s cara.

a® - ,
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Stil weeping, but unresisting, Amy did his bidding.
v AlI her life she had yielded to lns wishes. Her brother’s
will was hers.

Mrs. Foster was a very wealthy widow, ownmg @ fine
‘plantation in the South, with many slaves. George was
“her only child and constant companion, and at an early
age became her confidant and adviser. This of course
made him thoughtful and grave beyond his years. When
he was sbout seventeen, his mother adopted Amy, an
infant, orphaned and friendless. George was very fond
of the pretty little child, and she was ‘taught by her
mother, as well as all the servants, “Always mind
what your brother &ays,” or, “Do as your brother tells -
you” .

What a loving, dutiful little daughter and sister she
- was! And what a capable, thrifty little housekeeper she
grew-to be, relieving her benefactor of much care! Proud
a8 well as fond was Mrs. Foster of her adopted child.

Amy. was eighteen when her mother’s death left her to
George’s care. Scarcely six months had gone by, when
the kind and considerate ladies of the neighborhood began
to engage their minds with thoughts and plans for the
- future welfare of the wealthiest young man of their com-
munity. It was probable be would marry—in truth,
quite desirable that he should, and that his choice should

be such as would be acceptable to the parish. Now this - '

young man in question was George Foster, who was a
" very. attentive member of the church, a communicant,

and about the most liberal contributor to all charitable

funds. .

. While Mrs. Foster lived, there was neither chance nor

bope for George’s marrying. He was devoted alone te
_ her.. But the, time had come when he must be looked

~ after, S(l)jtbe'rector’s wife, Mre. Charlton, who hadta

P LY
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ve% lovely young niece, thought that no one cowdd be

more acceptable to gvery one than her dear Adele; and

o she set herself to Work to manage the affair skilfully.

She began with sending, on several occasions, for M,
Foster, to advise with and help the rector and herself in
matters connected with the poor of the parish. ~ Of cqurre
Adele always appeared at such times to the best advane
tage. Then once, when cut riding near the Manor, *
Georgg’s home, Mrs. Charlton 1 membered that Mrs,
Foster had been very successful in'the culture of a certain
Pplant; and being very anxious of securing some, and the
knowledge of the proper mode of rearing, she called to ask
the favor of Mr. Foster,

Of course he insisted that Mrs. Charlton should enter,
and partake of the hospitalities of his nume,

Then for the first time did the thols~. c. an obstacla
in' @ way of the M success of her plan present
itself. ' .

Amy had been regarded by this wortty lady as a child,
a dependent, and by ro means to be creaged as a rival.
Foreighteen months, during the time of Mrs. Foster’s
extreme iliness, and since her. death, Amy had been very

- much secluded. When, occasionally, she had been seen
by-callers, they had noticed her but little. But it seemed
to Mrs. Charlton that by magic the child had become a
very beautiful and really charming woman. .'

Everything was in perfect order at the Manor, and a
delicate and tempting lunch served, at which Amy pre-
sided with such quiet digrity, that, to use a very trite
expression, Mrs. Charlton was considerably “taken aback.”

In her expectations, Amy was to be dreaded. The °
rector’s wife wanted some advice in this dilemma, and so
she sought t}je assistance of ‘Mrs. Fairficld, & very hand-
some widow, but not’young enough to be feaped as a rival

<«
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of Adele’s, she thought. The widow was shrewd, and poe-
sessed of quick wit.
Quite forty, but looking much younger, she had been
thinking much of Mr. Foster lately, and came to the con-
" clusion how well it would be for him if he would take a
wife; and that she herself could be the one to make him
very happy.. So, when Mrs. Charlton came, the widow
joined with her very heartily in the idea that Mr. Foster
ought certainly to be secured ; and little Amy must surely
be gotten out of the way. Now, when the tRpught of
. getting rid of the orphan girl came to Mrs. Charlton’s
mind, she never for an instant thought of doing her any
- harm. Butthe widow made up her mind to get her away
at any risk. So there was a little word, a very significant
look, a shrug of the shoulders given to Mrs. Archer,the
mother of five daughters, ranging from twenty to thirty.
five.

This kind woman, too, had been considering very deeply

“the lonely condition of young Foster, and thinking how
ghe would like to be a mother to him, when Mrs. Fairfield
opened her eyes to the truth—which was a shame to the
-parish—that he was not a lonely man. This matter must
be attended to immediately. And eo it went around and
abroad, until the rector’s wife said :

«“ My dear, every one is talking of itl I never drea.med
of the impropriety, to say the least of it, until every one
saw and spoke of it.”

““Oh, certainly; I must go immedwtely and talk to
young Foster on the impropriety of his course,” said
worthy Mr. Charlton,

And off he went that very hour. And after considerable
’besitation—for, when getiing face to face with the noble,
grave-looking young man, the rector found it a moet

" difficult and delicate matter to approach a subject th#
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would call in question the actions of one sb worthy of
tespect—he ventured to tell the object of his visit.

“What! not keep Amy, my child, my little sister, with
@ef Send her awayi” exclaimed Georje Foster, with
mtense amazement.

“My young friend, you know, except by your mother’s
adopticn, she is neither. For her own good, you should
do so. Can you not think that her fair name may suffer,
should this assumed relationship be continued? During
your respected mother’s life, it was of course perfectly right
and proper; but—"

“ But, sir, my mother bound me by a sacred promise
never to forsake Amy,—to consider her happiness always.
Send her from me! How? Where? Towhom? Sheis
without friends!” said George Foster, in an agitated voice.

“Procure her a position as teacher, or seamstress—some
respectable employment away from the neighborhood. I
will aid you in this duty; you should consider it,” answered
the rector.

“I cannot—I cannot. My promise forbids it. Poor
Bttle Amy! Why could not these people let her alone?
Poor innocent child! How can I shield her from
t.hem?”

“Give them no cause to think wrong of either her or
youy my friend. Now, if you were married, your wife’s
presence would of course, render Aniy’s presence perfectly
proper.”

“Why, Amy is not the only woman in my house. My
housekeeper, a worthy, aged and Christian woman, is
with us.”

“My dear friend, she is your colored servaut bound to
o your blddmg Her presence is not sufficient.”

“Marry'? 1 have never thought of such a thing. And
‘you say 1 must either send Amy off or bring & wife hera,
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that she may remain, and evil tongues be stopped ?” said
George, bitterly.

“My young friend, you are excited and unjust, I think.
There are certain dn’ues we owe to society,” said the
rector.

“Well, well, to shleld poor little Amy, I will marry.
But who shall I marry ?”

“There are many lovely and most suitable lacheCx in our
congregation, several of whom you are already acquainted
with.”

And the good man proceeded to do full justice to the
virtues of several ladies, among whom were the Misses
Archer and Mrs. Fairfield. Now the one uppermost in
- his thoughts he never mentioned. But when about taking

his leave he urged the young man to come to see him,

saying:

“Drop in often. Mrs. Charlton is very much interested
in you. We shall be very happy in aiding you in your
very wise conclusion.” i

“Thank you. I will think of this matter. You shall
know of my decision before long.”

“Amy, my. child, come here. Sit down. I want to talk
to you,” said George Foster, the rex’ morning after break-
fast, when he drew Amy into thke library, and tenderly
seated her beside him, “Amy, I am going to be married,”
he said. ,

“Married ?” she gasped, turning very pale.

“Yes, little sister, married. Don’t you want your
brother to marry? You surely wish him the happiness
of other men? Otherwise, Amy, I might grow sour, cross
and generally disagreeable, as it is said mest old bachelors
are—"

- “No, noj; that could never be with you,” Amy said, in a
woice which was full of tears,
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“Well, well; perhaps not. But one had better be on the
safe side, Amy. You will fix up the place, little
girl—make it bright and pretty for my wife, will you
not?”

“Oh, yes, yes,” whispered Amy, and then sank weeping
in her brother s arms.

“« There, there; I see how it is. Sisters must alﬂ(myl,
suffer in giving up their brothers for others to love, I
think. And perhaps you fear you may not be happy
with my wifg, Amy ?”

Only a sob answered him,

“Rest assured, my child, I will bring no one here who
will in any way mar your happiness. My wife will, I am
sure, be acceptable to you. Only such a one will I bring
here.”

Amy went about making the place beautiful. But her
poor little heart was very sad. Often she stole away and
wept long and bitte:ly. On one occasion, when Georgs.
returned home from town much earlier than usual, he
stepped noiselessly into the drawing-room, and found
Amy, with her head buried in the cushion: of the sofs,
weeping as if her heart would break.

He let her weep on until she grew calmer, and when
about to go and talz to her, and find out, if possible, the
cause of her sorrow, he was arrested by hearing her say: °

“Can she love him as I? No, o, I am sure not, for
others share ker love. She has friends, while 1 give all to
him. No one else in the world I love. Father, mother,
gister, brother—aye, more than all these is he to me. And
1 only share his love with her. After a while it will grow
less and iess, I suppose.”

George Foster atepped back ; 2 neww light had fallen upon
him. He never dreamed this timid, gentle, quiet gid
loved him, or oonld}‘o'w any one thus. Then he kusw



WHO WAS TO BE BRIDE? 188

whst a trial it would be to her—the prefénce of any other
woman possessing his love.

How should he comfort her? How reconcile her to the
woman he had selected as his wife?

He waited on the piazza until she came out, a half hcur

after, and then, drawing her arm through his, he walked
with her to the family graveyard, and there, standing
betide his mother’s tomb, he told her why it was he had
first decided to take a wife. With great caution and del-
ioacy he told her of the rector’s visit.

“So you see, my child, for your welfare alone I deter
mined to marry,” he said. ¢ Your happiness was my first
thought. But, Amy, after I had picked out my wife, and .
I 'knew more of her, I found out how very much my own
happmess was concerned. The woman I have grown to

love is one I am sure all will love who know her. And
- mow I feel how terribly I should suffer if I should lose

X

tier.”

Much more he gaid, until she grew very calm and con-
tent. In his happmess she would find hers. And so she
went. on with her work more cheerfully, making things
beautiful for George’s wife; as ever doing his bidding.

“Trust me and be at peace,” he said. And so she did,
and was. Much of George’s time was divided between the
rector’s home, the widow Fairfield’s, and Mrs. Archer’s.

Happy was little Mrs. Charlton in the thought of her
final success. Knowing Adele, George must surely grow
to love her. She told of her hopes to the widow Fairfield,
who smilingly congratulated her friend, thinking all the
time:

“Oh, if you knew how little Adele has reason for hopes!
and how often he comes to see me |”

But the widow was a little disconcerted the next morn-

ing, when visiting Mrs, Archer, to meet Mr. Foster, and
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hear from the exultant mother that he came very often,
Yet she could not decide which of her girls was the chosen
one.

Time passed on until a month had elapsed, the man+’
ceuvring aunt, mamma, and widow thinking that surely
every coming of Mr. Foster must disclose the object of his
visits, when the rector’s wife was very much astonished to'
hear from her hushand that George Foster was to be mar-
ried the next day; but to whom he knew not, as the gen-
tleman declared his intention of keeping his own counsel
until the time of the ceremony. So poor Mrs. Charlton,
although she could not decide who his bride was to be,
knew full well it was not Adele—one of the Archer girls
most likely. Little she thought of the widow Fairfield,
. whom her good husband declared the lucky one. His
belief was founded on the fact of his having frequently
met Mr. Foster at her home, and confirmed by that lady’s
ertire change of dress, she having thrown off all vestige
of mourning and appeared in colors again.

The next day, during the morning service, the rector
announced that, after the conclusion of divine worship,
there would be a marriage ceremony performed in the
church, and the congregation were invited to be present.
Who the happy ones were was unknown or suspected,
save by the rector and his family.

The services were over, the members of the congregation
sat waiting and watching for the entrahce of the bride and
" groom, when George Foster arose from his seat in the
choir, walked down the steps and up the aisle to his
mother’s pew, from whence he gently drew a little figure,
and proceeded with her up to the altar and stood before
the rector. The surprise of the good folks may be imag-
jined. It was a wonderful act of self-control, which pres
vented the exclamations of such, A few moments mors,

~—
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- and little Amy’s future welfare was so well considered,
‘that no. longer a doubt of the propriety of her continuance
in George Foster’s home existed. For still the minister’s
voice was sounding in their ears, repeating the words,
“What God hath Jomed together let no man put asunder.”
Mrs. Charlton was the first to come forward and offer
her congratulations. She was sorely disappointed in the
result of her plans; but it was her duty, as a Christian, to
bear it patiently,and as the rector’s wife, to be affable and
agreeable to all her husband’s charge. A few more came
up with sincere and kind wishes, and. some of Mrs.
Foster’s old friends accepted George’s invitetion to return
with them to the manor. ©

The next day the happy pair left for a northern tcur. :

During their absence, cards of invitation were sent out for
a reception on their return.

The disappointed ones declared, at first, their intention
of neither calling on nor countenancing George Foster’s

wife. But, upon second thought and mature deliberation,

they came to the conclusion they could not well afford to
insult or alienate the wealthicst, and one of the most
rrespectable men of their number; and so Amy’s wedding
‘reception was largely attended.

And George Foster ever. felt thankful to the kind,
thoughtful ladies whese plans for his welfare had resulted
so happily, although confident that Amy’s future good or

"ill was of little consequence to them. Still he forgave
them, remembering not the intention, only the result—their
defeat and his victory, in securing the greatest boon from
Heaven to map, a true and loving wife.
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WHAT THE FUTURE MIGHT BRING

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADEN.

¢ %IVE him to me, heavenly Father! Have mercy!

Pity my loneliness, and give him to me! My alll
my only one!” Mary Ashton prayed on, repeating again
the cry, “Give him to me!” She could not say, “ Thy
will, not mine, be done!” No; she could only plead for
the one great boon his precxous life.

He was her all—¢ the widow’s son.” As she.still knelt
beside him, the look of suffering pa.ssed away ; the painful
breathing ceased; he sank into a sweet, refreshing sleep.
The mother felt that new life was given him—he would
still be hers.

Her prayer was granted. He grew rapidly in strengtk.

_ Soon her pride, her darling, raised as it were from the dead,

was again making the house merry with his infant glee.

Years passed on. Herbert’s will growing stronger ; his
more and more exacting nature at times forcing a feeling
of uneasiness in his mother’s heart. Yet she would seek
to drive it hence with the more cheering thought, “ He
will grow more considerate and manly in a few years.”

Gifted with the brightest talents, he mastered with
perfect ease his various studies at school. The proud, -
fond mother pictured to herself his brilliant career in
the future. “But no; he would not strive for fortune
or fame. There was no need of his slaving for a living.
His mother had means abundant,” he said.

(188) LT
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Time rolled on. In his early manhood he won the
heart of a beautiful girl. Carefully had Mary concealed
his many faults, that any other than a mother might have

- termed vices.

“Rose will win him from such. He loves her so truly,
and she is so cha.rmmg, he cannot resist her efforts,” Mary
murmured.

Rose’s low, sweet voice was whispering in her ear: “Oh,
what a happy girl! What a happy. happy little family
we are, and must always be!” '

‘Weeks rolled by—months, only a few, when the mother
felt keenly how terribly mistaken she had been in the
oourse she had pursued with her boy.

When gently she remonstrated with him, his cruel,
heartless reply pierced, to the very quick, the heart already
scarred by his many wounds:

“Thank yourself for what I am. You have made me
#0.”

Daily she saw the loving, conﬁdmo woman—the Rose
once blooming so brightly—growing paler; the young life

‘blighted by her son’s cruel nature.

~ Hia reckless extravagance drew heavily on the mother’s
once ample means. Worse and worse it grew, until she
had nothing left but the merest pittance. Frem the home
of luxury, they went to one where only the strictest
economy must reign. But Herbert still dressed elegantly;
his cigars were the best; his wines old and pure. Yet he
earned no money, the mother knew. How did he obtain
them? A great fear entered her heart. Was he a
gambler? Oh, if that were all! It came at last—the last
drop in the cup of bitterness, which wife and mother
both must drain. |
Herbert was arrested on the charge of forgery. The
1ast few remaining articles, remembrances of former days,
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were disposed of, to raise money with which the counsel,
one of the ablest lawyers in the State, was obtained. Oh,
the agony of those days during which the trial was pend-
ing—the terrible suspense! At length the case was given
to the jury. At home, praying for their loved one, waited
the wife and mother, to know the result. Soon it came—
conviction—with the terrible sentence, five years impris- -
onment in the State-prison. A few days more, and they

‘must bid him adieu.

The day of parting came. Oh, who can describe their
anguish? Rose was borne insensible from his-cell. With
her fond arms clinging about him, the mother exclaimed:

“Qh, if I could bear this for you, my boy! my boy!
Wlllmorly would I.die to save you!”

The miserable man, at length brought to his senses,
pressed the trembling form to his bosom, and said, with
emotion :

“Iknow you wou]d my mother. Oh, would that I had,
died in my ipfagcyt Why, why did you pray for my
life?" You see Wha drse<it has been, to all who love
me! Good-by; the % :

Again she felt his arms about her, and with a wild,
despairing cry, she started up, cobbing forth the words:

“Why! yes, oh, why?”

She looked about her. The light was turned very low,
but then, before her, as in years long gone, she could-see
her little Herbert lying ill, dying. - She passed her hands

- again and again across her brow, and then gently on the

pale little face beside her. What was it? A dream! all a
dream! Those long years of anxious care and final

anguish had been passed only in dream-land.

Weary and exhausted, she had fallen asleep. A blessed

.sleep it was! Through which she had gained a resignation

to His will. Then she. could, and did kneel and pray,
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“Not mine, but Thy will be done.” Ob, yes; better could
she give him back to God in his innocence and purity,and
think of him as waiting her coming above, than hold him
back to earth to become, perhaps, as she had dreamed.

A feeble little cry fell upon her ear:

“ Mamma, Herbie’s well now. Nothing hurts him.
Look, look | mamma. . Beauty babies call Herbie. Kiss,
quick, mamma; and say Herbie may go—say quick!”

His face was raised, eagerly gazing upward; his tiny
hands feebly lifted. Again his eyes sought his mother’s

- with an appealing glance, and she atramed her ear to
catch his words so low.

“ Herbie, go, please!” He seemed only waiting her -

consent. She caught him to her bosom-in a last, long
embrace, and with his dear face pressed close to hers, she
. breathed, only heard by Herbert and God:

“ Go, my darling.”

Again the sweet lips tried to whisper; but only the

- words, “ Mamma,—come }—a while,” reached his mother's’

ear, and little Herbert’s pure spirit had joined the angels
waiting.

She lald the little lifeless form tenderly from her, and
her friends wondered how, so calmly. They had dreaded
go much the parting moment. Yés; calmly she bore it.

She knew a more bitter parting might be felt than that

which was only for a “little while.” She knew it was
that which Herbie tried to say:
“ Mamma will come too, after a little while.”
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