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VOLUME L
CHAPTER I.
YOU MUST PLAY YOUR CARDS VFRY CAREFULLY.
It was an evening party at Mrs. Stingo’s,
not many years ago, that two old men and

two old women were talking scandal across
the whist-table that stood in an ante-chamber

to the reception-room. Everybody accepted | true ?
She was not |
alady, she was ignorant, uncultivated, and |
rude in her manners ; bat then her husband ; with incipent paralysis.

the invitations of Mrs. Stingo.

THE ROOT OF ALL EVIL.

Mrs. Runnymede were playing, were Mr
Rufus Farthingale an astute little lawyer,
and Colonel Crossman, a male busybody who
spent all his time going from one house to
another, collecting bits of scandal to retail
to the fashionable press.

‘I cannot believe it,’ exclaimed Lady
William, sharply. °All Sir Peregrine’s
money to go the mimsing grandson Vivian
Chasemore! Are you quite sure that it’s

She was a skinny, dried-up-looking old
lady, whose features twitched incessantly
She seemed to be

had amassed a fortune in trade, and whether | particularly interested in the subject in
honestly or dishonestly made no difference to ; hand, for as she leaned forward to question

Mrs. Stingo’s acquaintances. She had a fine
house and a fine carriage : wore handsome
dresses and gave good suppers ; and if one
can get so much out of one’s friends, what is
the use of inquiring by what means their
luxuries are gained?

«Such at least was the opinion of the ladies
who were playing whist in the ante-chamber.
The older and uglier of the two was Lady
William Nettleship, the widow of the sixth
sor of the Duke of Mudford, whose grand
family had never taken any notice of her
existence.

She was very poor and very grasping, and
would stoop to the lowest devices to save a
_ pemny. Yet tHere were people who, on ac-
count of her title, would fawn upon her and
flatter her vanity, and lend her half-crowns
which she always forgot to return; and
amongst the most conspicuous of these was
Mrs. Runnymede, the lady who sat opposite
to her. She was a stout overblown matron
of fifty, whose husband, if alive, was never
alluded to.

She had been cut by the larger portion of
society, and was thankful, even at the ex-
pense of many half-crowns, to hang on to the
skirts of any woman who bere the shadow
of respectability about her. The partners
with whom Lady William Nettleship aud

the lawyer her head shook s0 as to set the
gold butterflies in her cap into violent agita-
tion.

‘I am quite sure, my lady,’ replled Mr.
Farthingale, with a smile of secret satis-
faction. ‘Having enjoyed the confidence of
the late Sir Peregrine for many years past, I
knew of his decision long before it was
made public. Besides,it is no secret. The
will was read out before the whole family,

¢ Well, I never heard of it before, and we
are most intimate with Sir Arthar,’ returned
Lady William.

¢ Perhaps Sir Arthur does not consider it
part of his duty to make his grandfather’s
wishes public. But it is well known amongst
his friends.’

‘It is the most astounding piece of news !’
said Mrs. Runnymede. ¢Poor Sir Arthur
not to have s halfpenny of the money, unless
his cousin Vivian continues missing. Wha$
does he say to it, Mr. Farthingale 2’

‘ He seems to bear the suspense very well,
Mrs. Runaymede, and takes an active inter-
estin the search thatis being made for Mr,
Vivisn:\.’b B

‘Oh, because he is in hopes of getting
proofs of his death, of conrsep!e’

¢ That I cannot tell you, madam ; but we -
have the strongest reason to believe that he

Ve
e
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may still be alive, in which case he is sure to
turn up before long.’

¢ Well, everybody has been led to consider
him dead for the last four years, and I think
it will be the very height of seifishness and
inconsideration in the young man jf he is
alive after all,” remarked Lady William, in
the same acid tone. ¢ What made him run
away from home in the first fhstance ?’

¢ An unhappy disagreement, I understand,
with his stepmother.  His father, the late
General Chasemore, chose, when Mr Vivian
was already twenty years of age, to marry
again, and his choice unfortunately fell on a
lady who was addicted to—that is, who had
a weakness for ?

¢ What’ demanded Mrs. Rununymede,
as she stared the little lawyer full in the face
with her boid black eyes.

Mr. Farthingale seemed to be in a di-
lemma.

«It is difficnlt to speak of such things
before ladies of your position ;° he murmured
after a. pause; ‘but the fact is that the
second Mrs. Chasemore had what the

doctors term an inclination to the use of
alcoholic stimulants, which caused much
dissension and unhappiness in her family
circle,’ -

¢Oh, is that all!’ said Lady William,

contemptuously. ¢That’s common enough
nowadays, I can tell you. I could point out
half-a-dozen women in this room to-might
who do the same thing.’

The subject did not seem to interess Mrs.
Runoymede. She leaned over the table to
Lady William and whispered :

¢ How beautiful Miss Nettleship is looking
this evening ! ’

The remark was irrelevant, but it seemed
to distract the mother’s attention.

¢ Where is she? Ah, talking to Sir
Arthur Chasemore ! I thought as much,
They are such friend But I should like
her to hear this stogry. Would you step
across the room, /colonel, and bring my
daughter to me ? ish to speak to
her for a moment.’

The old colonel rose stifly from his chair
to do the Lady’s bidding, and in a few
minutes returned with Miss Nettleship up-
on his arm.

* What is it you require of me, mamma?’
she said indifferently.

Regina Nettleship was not a pretty wo-
man, but she was very handsome. There
was no rippling charm about her laughter .
no quick, sweet lightning in the flash of her
eye, that would have made a man turn
back to look at her. She was tall, fair, and
perfectly self-posssessed, with good features
and a [fine figure; but her eyes and her

mouth were cold, and her whole manner
reserved.  She looked like a queen, but
a queen that kept her subjects at a dis-
tance. She was almost shabbily attired
in a black net dress that had turned
brown with age, and a pair of gloves that
had been both cleaned and mended.  Yet
no one could have mistaken her for other
than she was; a gentlewoman with good
blood in her. - -

¢ Mr. Farthingale is telling us such a won-
derful story, Regina, and I want you to
listen to it. It is all about Sir Arthur’s
cousin, that eccentric young man who disap-
peared from his, home some years ago, and
now it seems that Sir Penegrine has left all
his fortune to him. Here, my dear, just sit
down on the edge of my chair and hear what
Mr. Farthingale has to say on the subject.
It is really most interesting and romantic.’

¢ Thank you, mamma, but I would rather
stand ! replied Regina.

‘I was just telhng Lady William,’ said
| Mr. Farthingale, 1ecommencing, in deference
to the new-comer, ‘that, four years ago.
owing to some unhappy dissensions at home,
Mr. Vivian Chasemore left his father’s house
and never returned to it. At the time of
General Chasemore’s death, the young man
was advertised for, but did not respond, so it
was concluded he was dead himself or had
left the country. The grandfather, Sir~Pere-
grine, never made any sign on these occa-
sions ; but two months ago,when he died and
his will was opened, it was found that he had
always looked upon Mr. Vivian as his
favourite, and passing over his elder son’s -
child, the present baronet, and all his other

forture to Vivian Chasemore, in case he re- 3
appeared within three years’ time, during
which period an unremitting search is, by §
the provisions of the will,to be made for him., ¥

Arthur, who has only his very small patri- 3§
mony and his profession on which to keep 3
up the title. However,should his cousin nct %
t be found within the stipulated time, the for- ;
tune is to revert to him, so he has still a §
chance.’ ;

, Oh, Mr. Vivian will not be heard of, de- 3
pend upon it !’ exclaimed Lady William, con-
fidently.

‘1 am not so sure of that, my lady. I
think there is every likelihood of his return- 3

{ have sent out catch his eye.’
¢ But if he is alive, why didn’t he come j
forward at his own father’s death! Didn’t §
he inherit some money then, Mr. Farthin-
gale ¥ 4
¢ None at all, General Chasemore died in §

grandchildren, had left the whole of his J

Of course it was a disappointment to Sir

ing as soon as the advertisements which we J 4
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debt ; and his widow,I am sorry to say,daily
intrenches on the small provision made for
her.’

‘ Should Mr. Vivian return, he is hard-
ly likely to offer his step-mamma a home
then

¢ Hardly inde=d !
drove him away.
brought up to no profession. It was rumour-
ed after his disappearance that he had

It was her conduct that

gone on the stage; but if so, he has j
changed his name, and we have lost sight of
him,’

¢ .W’ell, this is a pretty story altogether !’

‘What do you think of it, Regina ¥ said Lady
‘William.

Regina had looked very thoughtful as she

listened to the lawyer’s recital ; but the voice :

j in which she had answered her mother’s
E was carelessness itself,

¢ Is it necessary that I should think any- °

g thing about it at all, mamma ? Sir Arthur’s
affairs cannot possibly concern us.’

“They concern the whole of society, my
# dear. A young man who had disgraced

himself, as Mr. Vivian Chasemore has, to be |

i permitted to take the bread, as it were, out
of his own cousin’s mouth ! I call it shame-
fuk.’

“It will not be quite so bad as that, my
lady,’ interposed Mr. Farthingale, *Sir
Arthur has his profession, you know, and a
few huundreds beside. Still. fifty thonsand
pounds is not a sum to be relinquished with.
out a single regret.’

¢ Fifty thousand pounds! cried Mrs.Runny-
mede, with uplifted hands; ¢is it really so

¥much as that? And all belonging perbaps
to a low actor! How unequally the mercies
of Heaven are distributed in this worid !
Fifty thousand pounds ! Well, I never ! And
should@ir. Vivian Chasmore be alive, Mr.
Fa.r}shingale, how soon shall you -hear of

Rit ?

‘We expect to have news of hin every

¥ ay, madam. The bloodhounds of the law :

Sir Arthur :
B8 a8 anxious for intelligence as any of us. !

re after him in every direction.

eis a fine character. We see a graat deal
®f him. He constantly honours our humble
elling

Lady William regarded the little lawyer |

ith her keen eyes suspiciously. He also
ghad a daughter, .-whom some people thought
ood-looking, and who was reputed sole
fheiress to a considerable sum of money.
[Miss Regina’s mother sniffed danger in the

‘Oh, Sir Arthur is a great’ deal at your

fhouse, ishe? I suppose Miss Selina is the
ttraction there—eh, Mr. Farthingale 7

. ¢Oh, now, really, your ladyship must ex-

It is a great pity he was :

E cuse me. I know nothing of young ladies’
! fancies, nor young gentlemen’s either—I do
. not, upon my word. But Sir Arthur has
; naturally a great deal of business to transact
. with me at present; and be and Selina
| appear to have a mutual inclination formusic.
. Sir Arthur possesses a fine voice.’
¢ Does he ? I have nevea heard it. Runny-
- mede’ (Lady William has a most offen<
" sive habit of addressing those whom she
considered her inferiors by their srunames),
Ishan’t play any more to-night. I thiuk it
lis time to pay a little attention to our
hostess. How~do we stand with regag to
' the pool? Oh, I'see! I owe Colonel Soss-
| man seven-and-sixpence. Just pay him,
| there’s a good soul! for I've no change,

and remind me of it to-morrow. Come,
" Regina I’ .
i ¢ Whnere are you going now, mamma ?’
¢ Into the next room, my dear, to speak to
i Mrs. Stingo.’

But on their way there Lady William

drew her daughter aside into a sort of com-

: servatory that stood upon the landing.
‘Regina, you must play your cards very

i carefully with regard to Sir Arthur.’
{ ‘Idon’t understand you, mamma. I have
| no cards to play.’
| ‘You understand perfectly. But you are
| as obstinate as your father was before you.
| Cannot you see that little lawyer’s game?
| He wants to catch the baronet for his vuigar
| daughter, and will do all he can to tind
i Vivian Chasemore in consequence. That is
{ why he goes spreading the story in every
| direction. It’s to keep other people off,
| He knows that his morey-bags will be some
| inducement to Sir Arthur, as things are at
! present ; but should he come into his grand.
| father’s fortune, Miss Selina may whistle for
{ him !
{  “And what is all this to me ?
I ‘Really, Regina, you are the most pro-
i voking gurl in existence! To hear you talk;
- one would imagine you had been born with a
gold spoon in ycur mouth. But fifty thousand
pounds, my dear! Only think of it ! Fifty
thousand pounds! For Heaven’s sake, don’t
let it slip between your fingers 1’

Lady Wiiliam’s face turned almost green
with envy as she mouthed the amount of Sir
| Peregrine’s fortune, and clutched at the
trimming of her daughter’s shabby dress
with her claw-like hand as though to en-
treat Ler consideration.

¢ Go on, mamma,’ said Regina. * What do
you want me to do ?

I want you to keep'good friends with Sir
Arthur,without entaagling yourself—he may
have the money affer all, you know—but you
mustn’t go too far, as you may not be able to

P
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draw back when necessary. There
saying what the next few days may bring
forth. You heard Mr Farthingale’s opinion
~—that news may be received of Viwian
Chasemore at any moment.’

¢ And then ’

‘ And then—upon my word, Regira, any

one, t0 see you stare at me in that extra- .
ordinary manner, weuld say you bad not the

full use of your senses. Why, of course, in
such an emergency, your instinet wili teach
you the best thing to do. But, meanwhile,

Arthur. You see how the land lies—shouid

is no

whose position Dbeing Ilow™ enough for
patronage. made nher rather a favourite with
Lady William’s rival. She was a dark
woman, of fiveor six and twenty, with sharp
pointed features and a cunning expression
which was unpleasant to most people. She
had little taste either, which was evinced by
the profuse blonde trimmings on her lavender
silk dress, and the scarlet geraniums in her
hair. Miss Selina had her admirers, how-

_ever, and she fondly hoped that Sir Arthur
- Chasemore, who was leaning over the, back
you must not be more than friendly with Sir !

his cousin be found, the man has positively

nothing but a few hundreds and his beggarly
rofession to depend upon. How can he
ar the suspense? One day of it would
kill me. But there is Mrs. Sting. beckoning
to us—we must positively go. Bu’ remem-
ber, Regin®, you must keep Sir Arthur in
play.” <.~

‘Une minute, mamma.
minesand you must allow me to conduct i
myown way. Youneed not be afraid. I
know perfectly well what T am about, but I
can’t be dictated to,or have my actions cofn-
mented upon.’

¢Oh, very weli !
ehoose. But don’t say afterwards that 1
havev’t warned you!  exclaimed Lady
William,as she hurried into the prasence of
her hostess.

Mrs. Stingo was surroundeé by abevy of
such guests as she loved o gather abous her
—people who had much higher birth than
herself, and much lighter purses ; and who
consicdered therefore, her good dicners and
suppers to be equivalent for the honour

of her chair, was one of them. But the
alacrity with which the baronet left her side
to rejoin Miss Nettleship, would have ir-
spired some doubts in the mind of an un-
biassed spectator.

¢ Dress cut a great deal too low,’” remarked
the Macdougai in an unnatural whisper to
MissSelina Farthingale,as Regina entered the
room. ‘Ica’ it “indee-cent—positively in-

. dee-cent.’

This business is '

You must do as you,

Miss Selina shrugged her mottied shoulders
out of her lavender silk dress, in expressior
of her disgust at seeing Regina’s.

‘We musn’t be too hard,’ she whis
in the chieftainess’s ear.
have runshort, you know.’

* Weel, she had better cut a yaird off hexr

red
‘The stuff may

i yrain and soo i% at the top, then,” grumbled
{ the elderly lady, whilst the ciear Cairngorms
! looked like dull fishes’ eyes, viewed from
- the backgrouné of her parchment-coloured
' neck.

they did her in enrolling her name on their .

visiting list. There was Mrs. Macdougal

L 83

of Macdougal—the Macdougal, as she was |
familiarly termed—an old Scotchwoman, '

who wore Cairngorms as big as walnuts on
her withered neck, and dined, for haif the
week, upon red herrings. The Macdougal
laboured under the hallucination that Scot-
land was the greatest and most virtuous

country in the world, and that she was”

the biggest person that had ever issued from

She had the smallest and most contemp-
who was ‘only the widow of an English
duke’s son,” whereas the Macdougal main-
tained that all her ancestors had been kings.
birth and knowledge of each other’s impe-
and they could scarcely converse together

with politeness even in public. Next to th
Macdougal sat Miss Selina Farthingale,

“Ané now I suppose you 3ll. want your
supper " cried Mrs. Stingo, in her coarse
volce ; ‘so the sooner you get down to it the
betber.  Sir Arthur, give your arm to Mrs,
Macdougal, and .mind you help her to the
best of ail that’s on {he table.  She never
a word about my suppers, but she pays
me the compiiment of eating them, assevery
one knows.’ )

¢1 fancy the Scotch constitution is some-

~what akin to that of the boa. tribe, and can

lay.in a.month’s provisions at a sitting,’
remarked Lady William, almost before the |
Macdougal had disappeared. ]

¢ Now, Lady William, that’s very spiteful %
of you ! No one’s to blame for their poverty, 3

. you know ; that’s what I say. Colonel Crosse

| man, will you escort Mrs. Runnymede to the
tible opinion of Lady William Nettleship, |

supper-room? There’s a first-rate lot of

! Madeia at the head of the table, Mrs.

. Runnymede.

- the young ones on purpose.
Indeed, these two ladies’ claims to high -

I had it put out of the way of
Now; Lady
Wilfiam, here’s Mr. Stingo waiting to hand

! you down—and Miss Selina will go with Mr. 38
cuniosity had made them deadly enemies, !

Pennycuick.,” And so Mrs. Stingo ran on :

! until all her ouests had disappeared,two and

wo, like Noah’s animals going into the ark,

i and take possession of the supper-room, It
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was evident that, however dull the evening

had Dbeen, they enjoyed themselves here.
For a while nothing was to be heard but the
clatter of knives and forks, and the ring of
glasses and china, mixed witk occasional re-
monstrances from Mrs. Runnymede and vari-
B ous other ladies, as ‘he gentlemen insist.d
, upon refilling their giasses, which subsided
Into murmurs of pieasure, and trickling
sound,as the liquor found its way down their
throats.
‘. At last, though all she world knew this
was what they had come for, Mrs. Stingo’s
3 visitors felt compeiled to rise, and then Mrs.

Rnnnymgdg asked for a cab to be calied, and

Lady William proposed they shouid all go
& home together.

Runnymede a8 his entire fare, and he called
her by every name in his vocabulary for
Deing 80 atingy. At last the warfare termin-
by Lady Wiliiam flinging the money into
the gutter, and slamming the door in the
man’s face. As she entered the sitting-
room, she saw her daughter seated at the
tabie with her head in her hands.

‘ Why, what’s the matter with you now,
Regina? I must say you are very selfish ;
you never wili nelp me in these little
difficulties, and these wretched cabmen are
growiLg more extortionate every day. Afe
you i1 ¥

‘No, mamma,’ said the girl, as she raised
her heavy eyes, and coid, proud face to con-,
front Lady William.

‘Don’t let us accompany her to-night,’ .~ You'look as white as a sheet : What was

whispered Regina to her mother, as Mrs,
Runnymede came laughing and talking loud-

i@ ly nto the hall, witk ner cloak half failing

off her shouiders, and her black eyes looking
bol der than before.
¢ What nonsense . What will you say
next ¥ replied illiam ; “ we must go
together, we are to share the cab.’
gina shrunk backwards as her mother
p assed with Mrs. Runnymede to the vehicie ;
nd when she had followed them, she “sat
8ilent with an averted face, until the cab
Teached their friends’s house.
‘Now, Runnymede ! you maust give me

your share of the expense,” said Lady Wil-
am, a8 she tried to extract the purse from

that lady’s hands. But Mrs. Runnymede
was too sharp for her. She held her purse
tightly, and made a calculation.

‘ Eighteenpence for three,” she remarked,
‘%0 my s 3 be sixpence.’

* No such fhing ! it’s ninepence at the very

east,’srepli ady William. “Its a peauti-
$®ful night, and Regina and I would have
walked home if it hadn’t been ‘or you.’

B Mrs, Runnymede was still trying to solve

this puzzie, when her friend sanatched a
Bshilling from her hand.

“ This will do,’ she said ; ‘ you would have
bad to pay it if you had come by yourself, so
it’s exactly the same thing.’

d before the other had time to expostu-
®, she found herself pushed out upor the

vement in front of her own door, whilst '

cab rolled away with Lady William and

er daughter.
They lived in second-rate lodgings in
Knightsbridge, and when they arrived there,
$0e inmates of the house had gone to rest.

tRegina crept as quickly as she could into the '

mitting-room, but her mother remained upon

She shilling she had abstracted from Mrs.

" exclaimed

" Sir Arthur saying to you in the hall just

before'the cab came ?

‘ He asked leave to call here to-morrow

‘I hope he is not going to propose to you !’
er mother, in real alarm. ‘It
w:ll be most awkward and inopportune if he
does. Now, mind, Regina. what I said to
you. You must not commit yourseif either
way.’

¢ I will remember it, mamma.’§

‘ Really,I wisk I had known of this before;
we would have said we were going out of
town for a week, and so put him off.’

‘ For Selina Farthingale to make love to
in our absence,’ rejoned Regina, with a
sneer.

¢ Oh no, my dear ! that would never do.
Well, I supoose it is ail for the best ; butit’s
a’case that requires the neatest handling,and
if you make a mess of it, I'll never speak to
you again.’

CHAPTER IIL

¢ XO MORE DEAD THAN YOU ARR.

‘When Reginina Nettleskip came down to

breakfast this morning, she was un.
decided as to what she shouid say in the
event of Sir Arthur Chasemome proposing to
her. She felt it was very likely he would
so. She had known him now for six months,
during the whole of which time he had paid
her marked attention. But at the beginning
of their acquaintance he had been only plain

* Arthur Chasemore, with his profession as a
: barrister for a means of susistence, ‘and she

had spubbed him in proportion. When he
inherited the baronetcy, and, as she and her
mother had fondly imagined, a fortune on

. which %o keep up his title. things looked
he door .step for at least ten minutes whilst

he haggled with the cab-driver to accept -

different. and Miss Nettleship had encour-
aged the young mar to an extent which

" would fully justify him in believing she would
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accept his offer of marriage And now, not-
withstanding Lady William’s admonitions,
she could ot make up her mind what to do.
Not that she loved Sir Arthur. She loved
no one in this world, and nothing, unless it
were the prospective chance of a life of ease
and affluence. She was sick of poverty.
She had been reared in an atmosphere of
falsehood and fraud, and in her ideas the
want of money wa8 associated with every
sort of .evil. She saw the misery and dissen-

sion it had wrought with her mother and her- |

self. It was thé want of money that had
soured Lady William’s temper, and made
her stoop to wrangle with her landladies
and cabmen, and to cheat her friends. It
was that which made her lie, and flatter, and
grumble, until she had scarcely an amiable
quality left in her disposition.

Tt was this same want of money that com-

lled them to associate with people like the

tingos, who were 80 much beneath them in

ﬁ)sitiou; to submit to the insolence of the :
acdougal, and to be put on a par with :

Selina Farthingale and her father. Regina
felt all this keenly. Notwithstanding their
poverty, she never forgot that she was the
grand-daughter of the Duke of Mudford,

and would have been married before now,
if she had not considered that her birth
should seil for a higher price in the matri-

monial market than had yet been offered for
it. Yet, if Sir Arthur Chasemore was not
a rich man, he had, at all events, the power
to take her away from all the surroundings
she 8o much disliked, and to give her a
certain position as a baronet’s wife. And
then were was the chances of his discover-
ing that his cousin was dead and of inherit-
ing his grandfather’s fortune. It was very
puzzling to know what to do.= As she
entered the dingy little sitting-room, the
windows of which looked as if they had not
been cleaned for a year, and encountered her

mother in a dirty cap and dressing-gown, !

trying to decipher the morning’s news
through her glasses. Regina shuddered.
‘How she longed to get away from it all, by
any means and with any one, so that she
need never be subjected again to the dis.
comfort she was enduring now !

Lady William glanced up scrutinisingly,
as her daughter entered. She was not quite
sure of the temper in which Regina had
parted with her the night before.

‘You don’t look particularly tidy this
morning,’ she said, as her eye fell on a
crumpled muslin dress, with crumpled frills
about the neck sleeves.

[ dare say not ! But if o, I am only in
keeping with the house. There i8 nothing
particularly tidy about it, or, I might say,

-~

! mtm-m:, about yourself,’ replied Regina, as

she drew a dish of cold bacon towards her
and tried to get up an appetite for it.

‘Well ! it is useless to wear out one’s
best things in the morning, when there is
no one to see them. But you will change
your dress, of course, before Sir Arthur
arrives ¥’

‘Yes ; I suppose so. -
!  ¢‘Have you decided in what words to
' replI}:I to him in case he proposes to you?

. O.’ o
‘Really, Regina, you seem to me to fly in
the face of providence. I pointed out to
you last night how essential it is not to dis-
miss this young man all at once, and how
delicate a task you have before you,and yet
; you tell me this morning that you have not
i even thought what to say to-him on the sub-
i ject. The end of it will be that you will
| refuse him before you know what you are

i doing.’

‘1 don’t think I shall I’

“You can never dream of accepting him,

. under the ecircumstances? gasped Lady

. William, as her eyes and nose iept working

. violently with her unusual emotion.

« ¢TI don’t think I shall,’ repeated Regina.

¢ But you ought to be sure : you vught to

. have no thought upon the matter,’ replied her

' mother. ¢ A beggarly baronet, who has not
enough money to keep up his position, whilst

. his cousin, Mr. Chasemore,may be in London
to-morrow with fifly thousand pounds in his

" pocket ! You have no more idea of yourown
value than that table has !’

¢Look here, mamma, I don’t want to
quarrel about this ; but I mean to do exactly
_as I choose. You are always holding up my
value to me, but what has it brought as yet?
. At four-and-twenty I am still living in
. these wretched lodgings with you—still in
: :}lhe market in fact—and I am sick of it
Call’
¢ That is right ; abuse your mother, who
has been doing her very best to get you
married for the last six years, Is it my
. fault that you are still hefe? See how I
; scrimp and save, to take you out in society
where you may be seen and appreciated ; and
what has come of it ?— nothing.’ !
* A great deal too much, in my opinion,’ ]
interrupted Regina. ‘The acquaintance of
such women as Mrs. Runnymede and Miss
Farthingale, and obligations which we have
not the power of returning : I hate the whole |
gystem of our life. Can you wonder I long
to escape from it ?
“This is gratitude ! Pray go on ; I shal
not be at all surprised now to hear that you
have decided on eutting society altogether

’
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and subgisting henceforward on love in a
i cottage.’

‘I should be very much surprised to hear

it myself.

that.

wealth, 1am not iikely to forget the lesson
now.’
‘Yet you propose to marry Sir Arthar
Chasemore ¥
‘I never proposed it ; I only said I should
do as I thought fit. I might have mgrried
before gxis, mamma,
you.
n good rather than mine in the matter of
settlement for life. I don’t think that is
air.  You have had your day, mine is to
pome.
Kime, well and good. If I can only relieve
Manyself from the burthep of
must not blame me for doing it.’
‘Are you in love with this man? de-
nded Lady William.

guestion was a study.
:In love * she repeated scornfully , ¢ why,
don’t know what the words mean. I have

een reared in poverty, and the frauds which °

0 me seem inseparable from it; and I want
o get into a purer atmosphere, where I shall

mot be compelled, for the sake of my dicner

or the price of my cab, to call men and wo-

imen my friends whom otherwise I should be

shamed to be associated with. That is
hat I think of when I speak of marriage.

[ have a tolerable face and figure, and I am

he grand-daughter of a duke. To some men
hese are advantages, and in exchange for
hem I demand liberty and a competence. I
for sale, in fact, for a certain price, and

I choose tolower it that is my business.
{Every merchant i8 allowed to cheapen his
3 sres’if he sees it 18 for his advantage to

¢ Oh, indeed !’ replied Lady William pet-
ishly ; ‘that is all that you want, is it?
Well, you should not find it difficalt to suit

ourself at that rate; and now. if you'
ve finished your breakfast you had -

ter go and change your dress. You would

dear, even at a couple of hundred a year,

you were caught looking such a figure of
n as you do know.’ B

Regina took her mother's hint and léft the

She really wanted to be alone for a

hours, and think over what was best tn

Yet,when it was announced to her

Bhat afterncon that Sir Arthur Chasemore

8 waiting to see her in the drawing-room,

e had come to no decision as to how their
onversation would terminate. The voung '
paronet had seized theearliest opportunity to *

I am too much your daughter for
I have been brought-upto believe in
but one evil—poverty : in but one good— !
{ inordinately vain,

jt had not been for |
ut you have al¥ays considered your '

" b seriously.
If I can eprich us both at the same

povert}z, you !

! pay his call, and as he attended Miss Nettle-

ship’s pleasure, ‘he_ presented a very fair

! picture of the average good-looking English-
' man,
" built, with brown hair and eyes, and a

He was of middle height and well

and moustache of which he was known to be
He was dressed in the
fashion also, for, notwithstandiog Mrs. Far-

! thingale’s desire to make him out a very poor

man, Sir Arthur had an income sufficient to

" keep himself as a gentleman and his wife as

alady, when he got her. .
Notwithstanding these advantages, how-
ever. there was a hard look about the youn

' man’sexpression when he was annoyed, whi

betoken ill for those who should offend
His was not a disposition
to exercise the divine quality of forgiveness
easily, though few of his ordinary acquaint-
ances thought so. It is as difficult for society

. to ascertain what a man is, as it is for the
! domestic circle to ignore what he is not.

. "When a lover is courting, however, he
Miss Nettleship’s face as she answered the '

appears in his happiest colours, and the

. smile with which Sir Arthar turned to

greet Regina’s entrance was sweetness itself.
It even melted her for the moment, and
made her think how much pleasanter it was
to encounter than her mother’s snappish
questions or bitter sarcasm.

After a short conversation on the events of
the preceding evening, during which Miss
Nettleship rallied her visitor on his devotion
to Selina Farthingale, Sir Arthar summoned
up all his courage and dashed at once to the
point.

¢ Miss Nettleship—Regina! I am sure™
yeu must guess the motive which has brought
me here to-day. You must have seen the

. feelings with which I have learned to regard
_you.

You cannot have known me.for so
many months without reading something of
the inmost workings of my heart.’

‘Really, Sir Arthur, I don"t know®what
you are talking about !’

She said it so naturally, and with such a
pretty air of mystitication, that a bystander
would have been trapped into believing she
spoke the truth. And when she had finished
the sentence she fixed her blue eyes inquir-
ingly upon him as though waiting for his
explanation.

*Is it possible that you do not understand
me—that you do not know that the hope of
making you my wife has grown to be the
greatest desire of my life?’ P

He had drawn nearer to her with the last
words, and tried to take her hand. But she
shrunk away from him. -

‘Your wife ! Oh, Sir Arthur ! you cannot
think of what you are saying.’

‘Canuot think of it! Why, I think of
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nothing else by night and by day, and I}
should have spoken to you long ago had my
time not been 8o much occupied by all this
law business. Besides, I wanted to find out
‘exactly how I stood financially, before I
asked for this dear hand.’

‘Indeed, Sir Arthur, you do not know
how little you are asking for. I am simply
penniless. I have no marriage portion, and
people cannot live upon nothing, you know.’

This she said in order that he might be
led inzo stating exactly what }his own in-
come amounted to.

‘I would not dream of dragging you
down into poverty for my sake. I love you
too well for that., But Ihave sufficient for
us both, Regina. Part of my late grand-
father’s property was entailed. and he was |
compelled to leave it to his sons or their
heirs ; by which I, being an only child,
came into my fathers portion of five thou-
sand pounds. This, added to the proceeds |

! Arthur attribute:

not had much experience in trying how far
money would go. but she was very much
afraid it did mean all that. in the future, if
not now. And she shrank from the prospect.
She could not sell herself so cheap. Sir
d, her silence to maidenly
modesty, and tried to set her at ease again.

‘I have set my prospects before you in
their worst light,’ he said presently. ‘There
is another side to the gquestion, though, as
yet, an uncertain one. Have you ever heard
my Cousin Vivian Chasemore mentioned ?’

¢ Mr. Farthingale told us the story last
night.’

‘ Mr. Farthingale is very sanguine about
finding the poor boy again, but I fear he will
be disappointed.’

‘Areyou! Why?

Regina could hardly help the suddenly
awakened interest becoming evident in her
voice, as she uttered these words :

¢ Because—but this is a secret, remember,

of my profession,which I hope may increase, ;| and I would tell it to no one but yourself. I
will yield us five or six hundred a year, on | have received private intelligence this morn-
which I can at least keep you in the same pos- | ing which leads me to believe too certainly in
ition in which you have been brought up. It his death. Perhaps you do not know the
i8 not wealth,my dearest Regina,but it 18 not | difference this would make to me—may I say
absolute beggary ; and if you love me as I ' to us? Sir Peregrine left the bulk of his
love you, I am sure we shall be very happy fortune,fifty thousand pounds, to my cousin

together, What do you say %o the pros- Vivian. Itought tohave gone with the title
pects ?’ its

you know ; but he had the right of

¢ Sir Arthur! you have taken me alto-
gether by surprise. Whatever I may—

¢ Oh, pray goon !’

¢ Whatever I was going to say, 1 may
have foolishly thgnght about you, I never
believed vou o be a marrying man ; and you
have set my brain in a perfect whirl. I
cannot give you an answer without a little
reflection.’

‘I suppose it is hardly to be expected,’ he

said in a disappointed tone, ‘though I made |
sure you must have seen what was coming. .

But you can at least tell me if you love me,
gina.’

‘That would be telling you everything,’
she answered. ‘That part of it requires
more consideration than all the rest. Sup-
poseswe should make a mistake ?

¢ Dowt think of it. Surely we are old
enough to know our own minds? I am, at
all events, for I was thirty last birthdav, and
no amount of consideration could alter my
feelings with regard to you.’

‘It is such an important step o take,’
sighed Regina, as she played with the frills
on her-dress, and could not devise any means
by whick to put off answering the fatal
question. Could she be contented on five

or six hundred a year? she thought to her-

self. Did it mean maids of all work, dirty
lodgings, and squalling children? She had

disposal, and so I cannot complain. But if
’ we receive thenews of Vivian’s death, or he §
still continues missing after three years, the 3
money reverts to me. Of course, if the letter
I have received can be verified, I shall come

. into it at once. But thoughit will procurea

. worthier case in which o shrine my jewel;

- T frust that no fortune could have the power
to make any difference in your feelings %o-

, wards me, Regina,’ ;
‘Oh no! of course not.’ &
Fifty thonsand pounds within his very §

. grasp ! It wasnotlikely the letter had been §

i written only to deceive him. How she wished }

i he would confide to her from whom it had

: come. But she could not let him go under

! this uncertainty. At all hazards, she must

. chain him to her side. 5

E ‘ You—you must be very anxious,’ she 3

| faltered ; ‘ but I am afraid the sad news will

" prove to be true. I thought it so strange,

| from the first, that if Mr. Vivian Chasemore

{ were alive he should not have communicated

! with any of his friends for so long.’

i “So everybody says, but it did not do for s

, me to be too sanguine. For the last two

{ months the lawyers have been writing and

| advertising in every direction, without suc- %

cess, When I received the letter this morn-

. ing, the description in which tallies in every
respect with that of my poor cousin,I sent it §
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at once to Farthingale, with orders to inquire
i into the matter. It will be a great blow to
L the little man’s vanity to find he is wrong
after all. He has been 8o certain that Vivian
would turn up again.’

‘Yes ; he said as much last evening. But
no friend of yours, Sir Arthur, could wish
the rumour of your cousin’s death to prove

‘I care nothing for what my friends wish ;
I only want to know what you will say upon
the subject. Tell me, Regina, that whatever
happens to me, I shall still have the comfort
of your affection to fall back upon.’
He came round to the back of her chair,
@ and leant over her. He would not take an
undecided answer for the second time. Miss
Nettleship felt she would have to say ¢ Yes,’
r ¢ No,’ now.
¢Oh! Sir Arthur, cannot you guess ¥ she
j murmured.
¢I dare not. Too great a stake depends
upon the issue. My ardent wishes might;
lead me wrong. You must seal my fate with
£ your own lips.’
¢ Will you not give me till to-morrow ?
£ ‘Not to say you love me. Your heart!
¢ must tell you so much. Give me the assur- |
g ance that I am not indifferent to you, and I
E will promise to wait patiently for that which i
must follow it.’
‘Indeed, you are not indifferent to me
then. Were it 80, I could have answered
iour question at once. But when a woman’s
pheart is concerned, you do not know the
difficulty she finds in telling the truth.’
* Say no more, dearest. I understand it
You have made me the happiest of !

en.’

At thizjuncture, the lodging-house servant ,

bruptly opened the door to anmounce Mr. |

arthingale, and Sir Arthur Chasemore had :

only just time to put a few feet of dis-

lance between himself and Miss Nettleship, |

hen the little man came flying into the

pom.

‘ Earekal Sir Arthur ! I was told I should ;

nd you here. We have succeeded at last P

pe exclaimed, as he flourished his hat and |

mbrella over his head. !

f ‘I was afraid you would find it to be true, |

. Farthingale ; but the news, though ex- |

ted, is very shocking. When did the poor |

ow die ¥’ asked the baronet, in a tone of |

oper sympathy.

‘Die! My dear Sir Arthar, he’s no more '

ad than youare! I'vejust been talking to ,

im ; that is to say, if yon mean your cousin |
vian.’

¢ What about the letter, then ¥

B8 ° Oh, that letter you sent me this morning?’

B I've had no time to see after it, and ity ,

: behind her.

lucky I didn’t waste any on it. I found
news walting me from another quarter when
I returned home last night, and I verified
it the first thing to-day. Your cousin, Mr.
Vivian Chasemore, is as hearty a8 you are,
Sir Arthur, and at my house at the present
moment, Won’t you come round and see
him ?

CHAPTER III

‘1 HATE THE SIGHT OF YOU.’

In one of the smaller streets ruoning at the
back of Drury Lane stood the shop of old
Mrs. Bell, the greengrocer, and everybody in
those parts affirmed that it was ‘a perfect
picture.” The front of it was open, with a
shelving board to display the fruitand vege-

| tables; and when the carrots and turnips and

fresh, crisp salads, and the onions and
radishes and sea-kail were piled above each
cther on one side and the apples and oranges,
and bunches of grapes and baskets of filberts,
were artistically grouped upon the other, to
say nothing of the strawberriesand raspberries
and melone and figs that came and went in
their season, you could not have found a
more tempting little shop in the whole of
Drury Lane.

Mrs, Bell, too, added to the picture,for she
was a good old-fashioned country woman,
who looked, in her spotless cap and apron,
and her neat print dress, as if she ought to
have been standing in a dairy in Devonshire,
instead of a greengrocer’s shop in a back
slum of London. But, when young, she had

i followed the fortunes of a market-gardener,

and been a faithful wife and friend to him
nntil he died, with never more than a passing
regret for the lanes and fields she had left
She had lost her husband now _
for many years past, and her only son, and
her daughter-in-law; and would have carried

; on the greengrocery trade all by herself,

except for her granddanghter, Mary Bell, or
Bonnie Bell, as shc was familiarly called by
the meighbours, on account of her pretty

! face.

Old Mrs. Belt was wont to shake her head
ominously whenever that pretty face was
aliuded to. It had not been inherited from
ber side of the family, and so she was in-
stinctively opposed to it, and inclined to
believe that it would come to no good. For
Bonnie Bell’s mother had been a little ballet-
girl from off the stage of Drury Lane Theatre,
a8 good and innocent a women as ever worked

- har! to prevent herself being a burthen on

her friends, but still a greatdisappointment to
Mrs. Bell who had hoped to see her Joe bring
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home an honest housemaid or dairy maid as
his wife. Joe hadlpossessed small eyes, a wide
mouth and flapping eavs, being the ¢moral,’
a8 his mother affectionately said, ¢of his own
dear father ;’ consequently, wheu little Bonnie
had made her appearance without the least
resemblance to Joe, Mrs. Bell had taken the
child’s likeness to the ex-ballet girl as a per-
sonal affront. Even though the poor young
motber expiated her offence by dying, it wasa
long time before Bonnie had been accepted as
a grand-child by Mrs, Bell ; but when both Joe
and his father went the way of all flesh, the
d.esolate woman’s hearthad turned to the only
tie that was left her in this world, and had
oceatered all its interests upon it since. Bonnie
was very pretty, but she was very strange
A casual observerver, sceing her stand in the
doorway of her grandmother’s shop, with her
hands on her hips, and her eyes fixed on
vacancy, would have thought she was not
quite right in hermind. She was just eighteen
and had a supple. wel] rourded figure of the
middle height He- e omplexion was delicate

a8 a wild-rose leaf; her light brown hair,
which was thick, and soft. and short. was
always in a ‘fluffy ’ condftion ; her bands and
feet were shapely for her station in life. But
the most curious feature about Bonnie Bell
was the colour of her eyes : this was neither
blue nor grey, but a sort of mauve tint, like

the petals of a wood violet, and ‘here was a
far-away dreamy look about the eyes them-
selves, that gave the girl an *uncanny ’
appearance. The snperstitious thought she
had the faculty of seeing spirits, but Bonnie
Bell would have frightened herself to death
over such a supposition.” She knew she was
absen.t, because her grandmother was always
accusing her of ¢ wandering;’ but she would
have expierienced much difficulty in telling of
what her dreams were composed, when she
was not attending to her daily duties. She
only knew that she disliked the dull street
in which they lived, and longed to be a rich
lady, and able to go to strange countriey
that she had seen before, and of which Mr.”
Waverley had ssmetimes spoken to her.

Mr. Alfred Waverlevy was Mrs. Bell’s
lodger, and to Bonnie fell, naturally, the
greater share of waiting on him. There
were some neat little rooms above the green-
grocer’s shop, and ever since the deaths of !
her husband and son, Mrs. Bell kad been in |
the habit of lettinz two of them to a single
man. After what has been written of her
distaste to the profession of Bonnie’s mother,
it will sound surprising, perhaps, that she
should have let her rooms to an actor.” But
‘beggars canrot be choosers;’ as the old wom-

an was fond of saying; and ¢ to have a play.
actor’ sleeping in your spare bed, and to have !

him a calling you ¢ mother,’ is two very diff-
erent things.” Besides, this ¢ play-actor’ was
very seldom at home, and was consequentlv
little trouble. Mrs. Bell's first floor was let at
averymoderate rental ; and the young gentle-
man retained it for the purpose of keeping
his books and the larger half of his wardrobe
there, whilst he travelled about the provin-
ces in the pursuit of his profession. He often
visited London, though. Whenever he had
a spare day and found himself sufficiently
near to render it worth while, he would burst
into the greengrocer’s shop and tear up to
his rooms without any warning, bringing
Mrs, Bell’s ‘heart into her mouth’ with
ordering ham and eggs and beefsteaks to be
cooked just as she was sitting down to a
comfortable cup of tea. Mr. Alfred Waverley,
however, was a gentleman, and his landlady
recognised the fact and served him all the
better for it. He never swore an oath at
her, nor took a liberty with Bonnie ; and'she -
was disposed to look with more lenient eyes
on the whole dramatic profession for his
sake.

< If they was only all like Mr. Waverley,’
she would say, ‘I should withdraw ¥y
opinion of the theatre altogether.’

Mrs. Bell’s customers did not, as a ruie,
lie amongst she upper classes, but she was
obliged to be all the more particular con-
cerning the goods she vended on that
account. The servants;of the rich will buy
anything, particularly when they get a per-
centage on all the stale vegetables consumed
in their master’s kitchen ; but it is not an
easy task to cheat the poor who market for
themselves. Mrs. Bell’s cabbages and carrots
and turnips had to be of the freshest,. or her
customers rejected them with scorn. And
no one supplied her better than Kit Masters,
who took his cart into Covent Garden Market
each morning, buying up the cheapest and
best of everything, and had disposed of his
whole stock-in-trade to the smaller green.
grocers of the town before the afternoon.

Mrs. Bell always attended tofthe stocking
of the shop herself. Bonnie was ‘a deal too:
daft and dreamy’ to be entrusted to choose 3
fruit or purchase vegetables.

¢ La, bless ye ! Kit Masters,” she cried, on
one of these mornings in June of which I
write, as she appeared on the threshold of
her domains, shading the sun from her
eyes: ‘here’s a picture of fruit! Well, I
never did see such strawberries! Queen’s,
aren’t they ? Why,each berry’s as perfect as
my emery cushin.  And is them figs you’ve
got in a’ready ? Bless me! they is early.
But they won’t do for me, Kit. My custo-
mers can’t »fford to look at ’em yet; and
them raspberries I got yesterday, I was ob-’
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liged to let go at a dead loss. Why they’d
sunk half-way dowh the basket before night.
‘We maust have another sack of them taters —
King’s Regents—the same as afore. They’re
real good ; I baven’t heard a complaint of
’em. Just hand me down a dozen bunches
of wallflowers, and a few moss-roses, will
e? Bonnie makes ’em up so neat for the
: {ntton"hole. They seem to take wonderful
with the gents of an evening.’ .

¢ Aye, aye, missus ; and how’s Bonnie?

| said Kit Masters.

*She’s fairly, thank ye ; mopes a bit, you
now, but that was allays her way. She
in’t over and above strong.

f. ¢Ah ! she ought to ’ave 1 good ’usband to
ge after 'er ; that’s what Bonnie wants, in

@B my opinion. Some one as could take ‘er
Jabout a bit,as it might be in my cart; and let
her see the world. I fancy it must be dull

f;)&r a young gal, ’biding in this street all
y 3

*May be! Inever found it dull, Kit
Masters ; but then I don’t come of a theatre
mother. That’s been the ruin 6f Bonnie, to
my thinking, The blood will come out, you

now, and she don’t seem to have a mind to

ettle down to anything.’

¢ That’s nonsense, begging your pardonm,
Mrs. Bell. The gal will settle down fast
enough, when she’s married. Could I be
1 peakx’ng aword with you in the back parlour
fiow ?

In course Kit. Come in and have a glass

f beer. You’re allays welcome, as I needn’t
el ye.’

The old woman withdrew into the back
parlour, which was a tiny three-cornered room
partitioned off from the shop,and Kit Masters
thaving given his horse the order to stand,
followed her there and drank the glass of ale
ishe proffered him,

j ¢Thank ye kindly, ma’am,’ he said, as he
kdrew the cuff of his velveteen sleeve across
is mouth. ‘And now what I want to say
o you is this. I never was a man of many
pwords, and so you’ll excuse abruptuess , but I
likes Bonnie, and I’ve a mind to marry her,
f you says ‘ Amen ’ to the banns.’
. As he stood opposite to Mrs. Bell he
emed a man well-to~do enough, but terribly
parse, as a costermonger naturally would be,
He had not bad featnres, but they were over-

t by a look of animalism that guite obliter-

ed their beauty, and he evidently had not

soul above onions and potatoes. He was
ubstantially dressed in corduroy trousers and
velveteen coat and waistcoat, and he wore a
jcrimson silk necktie and a rosein his button-
Bhole. He had not shaved that morning, or
lperhaps the morning before ; but, taken all in

» he was a very fair specimen of thesort of ,

3

lover a greengrocer’s ﬁddzughter might
hope to attract. Mrs. did not appear at
all overcome by the suddenness] of Kit's
announcercent. Perhaps she had expected
it, Perhaps it was not the first time that
some one had come wooing after i

‘Well, Kit Masters,’shereplied, ¢ Isuppose
you makes enough to keep her, and it’s not I
a8 would raise an objection to the marriage :
but Bonnie is not like other girls—there’s no
denyiug she’s a bit queer in her thoughts and
ways, and I'm not over sure as she’d make
you a good wife.’

‘I'll take my chance of thas,” replied the
costermonger, with a look that said beid
like to see the woman he could’nt master ;»
‘80 it needn’t be no obatacle, As to my
means, I never makes less than two pound a
week, come rain or shine, and if that ain’t
enough to keep her like a lady, I don’t know
what is.’

‘Lor’! it’s ample, Kit Masters, and she
may think herself lucky to get its I wish I
was sure cf allays making half that money.
I’d call myself arich woman. But you’ve no
shop to pay the rent on, that’s where it is.’

‘True for you, missus; but 1 keeps my
horse and cart, you see, and Bonnie could
have a ride with me every day of her life,
She’d be gay enough spending her time
riding about town, and seeing hacrobats and
Punch and Judies and whatnot at every
corner. So, if you can settle the matter with
her, well and good, and I'm ready us scon as
she may be.’

‘La, no, man! If there’s to be any coort-
in’ atween yoi; you must do it yourself, I
can’t undertake to do nothin’ with Bonnie,
for she’s a queer-fangled one, as I said be-
fore, and has allays been minded to have her
own way. Butif you can bring her round
to your thinking, I shan’t make any bobbery
about it.’

‘But I never seem to have a chance of
seeing her,’ remarked Kit Master, ruefully,
as he scratched his head. ‘I don’t know if
it's done a purpose ; but she’s never in the
way when I come of a mornin.’

¢ Well, that’s my doing’, and no one’s fault
’cept ber own. She’s 80 main silly, I can’t
trust ’er to buy notbin’ but it’s sure to be
wrong. So I sets her to work upstairs
instead. However, you've got the orders
for this morning, so, if this affair ain’t drove
them out of your head agaia, I'll just step
up and send her down to help carry ’em in
with ye. So good-day, Kit Masters, and
good lack to ye,’ concluded Mrs, Bell, as she
ascended to the upper storey.

In a few minutes Bonnie appeared in the
shop, ready to help Kit with the vegetables.
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She was looking very lovely that morning.
The soft June air and gentle heat had sent a
warmer flush into her cheeks and her eyes
were like a summer’s sky, seen through the
purple mist of a coming shower. She smiled
pleasantly but vaguely at the amorous coster-
monger, a8 she stood in the open doorway
with outstretched hands ready to receive the
articles that should be handed down to her.
But Kit was in too gallant a mood to permit
Bonnie to do any hard work. If he placed a
cabbage in her hands he followed herinto the
shop to see where she disposed of it, and
pressed up so closely against her as to extract
a reprimand from her lips.

¢ What are you shoving me for in that
way, Kit Masters ?’ she demanded sharply.
¢Can’t you keep your {distance? I don’t
want you to tell me where to placg the
things.’

« But if I likes to do it, is there any harm,
Bonnie?’

¢Yes ; a deal, if you want to know. The
shop ain’t 80 big that there’s room for more
than’s needed in it, so if you’ll keep outside,
you will be doing me.a service.” <

¢Why do you speak so unkind fo me,
Bonnie ?’

¢ I don’t know what I says is unkind. I've
got my business to do, and you’ve got yours,
Suppose we each sticks to our own.’

* Ah ! but I've got some business inside as
p'r’aps you don’t guesson. Your motherdo,
though. She and I have been talkin’ it
over together, and she says if you're agree-
able, 50 is she.’

¢ That’s all right then ; if you and grand-
mother gets on so well together, there’s no
pneed for nothin’ more to be said on the
matter. It don’t concern me,whatever it is.
that’s certain.’

¢ But it do concern you, Bonnie, more than
anybody, except.’

‘Oh! doit? Well, just hand in them
potatoes, will you? I’ve got my upstairs
rooms to clean yet,and can’t waste all my
mornin’ talking here to you.’

Kit scratched his head again with per-
plexity, as he noticed the girl’s complete
indifference to him, and wondered by what
means he should make her listen to his suit.
In another minute he staggered into the shop,
under the burthen of a sack of potatoes.

¢ Well, they’re main heavy,’he said, wiping
his forehead with a bright cotton handker-
chief. ¢It’s real summer weather now, ain’t
it, Bonnie ? Don’t you sometimes think ef
the river and the green fields, and how plea-
sant it would be to sit down alongside of
’em ¥

¢ Aye, that I do ! replied the girl, with the
dreamy far-away look in her eyes, ‘and wish

ever so much I could leave this horrid street,
with its noise and clatter and smells,
How beautiful it must be in the fields now,
with the buttercups and daisies ! Lor’! I
think sometimes if I was took there,I should
die of pleasure.’

‘No, you weuldn’t, Bonnie " exclaimed
Kit, eagerly ; ¢ you’d feel ever so much better
for the smell of the flowers and the sight of

“the water. I'll take you there, my gal, if
you’ll come along o’ me. My work’s over by
three o’clock,and if you'll only say the word
T’ll get a fresh ’oss and drive you over to
Richmond or some of them places, this very
arternoon. Will you come, Bonnie ?

‘No, I don’t want to go along of you!
replied the girl, decidedly. ¢Hand in them
strawberries, Kit, and the flowers, and look
sharp about it, for I want to back to grand.
mother.’

‘Why, one would think my cart would |

pison you, to judge by your looks,’ said
Masters, indignantly.
civil answer, I should think, to a civil offer.

’Tain’t every gal as would say “mno” to a 3

ride in my cart, I can tell ye.’
‘ Why don’t you take ’em then ? was the

quick rejoinder. ‘It would be a pity to .

wastes your rides on them as don’t want
’em.’

‘Won’t nothing I can say soften your t:.
heart, Bonnie ?” he asked, as he placed the 3

final order on the counter.

‘I dor’t know as it wants softening,
Grandmother says I'm a deal to °soft”
a’ready.’

¢Ave! but not in the right way. It's a

sweetheart you wants to soften your heart ; a 3

sweetheart such as 1’d be to you.’
¢ You my sweetheart !’ exclaimed the girl

reddening.
what you’re talking on.’

‘But I do, and your grandmother know it 3
too, and she wants us to be sweethearts, &
Bonnie, and to be married into the bargain. §

Come now ! What do you say to that ?

¢ Us to be sweethearts !’ repeated Bonnie,
¢ That would be a pretty §

contemptuously.
muddle. Why, I hates the sight of you !’

* Oh, you hates the sight of me, do you! @

cried Kit, becoming coarse as he became
natural ; ‘and you thinks our sweethearting
would be a pretty muddle! You wants a
lesson taught you, my beauty, and I’il teach
it you too, before you’re a minute older.’

And leaping over the little counter, Kit ¥
Masters seized Bonnie Bell in his rough %
embrace, and implanted several kisses on §

her blooming cheek.

If he had tried to murder her, she could

hardly have shricked louder; She struggled
violently to free herself from the hold of the

‘You might give a 4

‘Get along! you don’t know 3
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ostermonger, and as soon as she had gained
» command of her hands ehe inflicted
averal hard blows—as hard as ever she covld
give them —upoh his face with her open palm.
The -by heard the noise, but thought
nothing of it. The cries of drunken women,
ithe screams of children,and the oaths of men
jwere sounds too common in the back street
o attract attention. If they had glanced into
heopen shop and seen a pretty girl struggiing
in the arms of a man, they would only have
miled to themselves and passed on. Kit
asters laughed at the impotency of the
ows which were showered upon him, but
8 cheek burnt under the insult they con-
syed nevertheless. Bennie’s hand was not
light one. She was no delicate nymph, this
flaughter of the people, although her appear-
fod
nce was more refined than that of the
penerality of her class. But she screamed as
ff she had gone mad. Her purplish eyes
Burned black as a thunder-cloud with passion,
nd as soon as she was free she rushed from
he shop and ran upstairs. The costermonger
ot into his cart and drove rapidly away. He
Hid not care to make his discomfiture patent
o the neighbourhood.™\ And Bonnie was
pet at the head of the sta\'g\by Mrs. Bell,
vho was all anxiety to learm the reason of
he discord. AN
t ‘La, child! has a wops or aﬁy\ of them
pasty insecks got among the fruit and stunyg
ye ? I declare you’ve give me sich a turn, 1
el ag if my insides was going round What—
er on earth can be the matter ?
. ¢ Be kissed me, grandmother—that brute
wnstairs—he dared to kiss me !’ panted
Bonnie, as she burst into a flood of tears.
. ‘La! and is thatall? Well, I never!
here’s a work about nothing ! I thought at
he very least that you was badly hurted.
als didn’t make sich a fuss over a kiss when
was young. But I suppose the lad hadn’t
phaved this morning, and your ladyship’s
pheek is too delicate to bear the touch of his
ough chin. La’s me! what’ll ye come to ?
i ¢ He shan’t do it again !’ exclaimed Bonnie,
ith the exasperation of a little tigress,as she
few to the bedroem and dashed cold water
jver her face and head. ¢ XKit Masters had
tter try it on again with me—that’s all.
s blood,and not water,I’ll wash it out with
time. I hate him,and I’ll kill him—I’I1
him if ever he dares lay a finger om me
in P

I believe you’re stark staring mad,’ said

her grandmother, angrily. ‘The man’s an
Ronest man enough. If you don’t want to
parry him,there’s no one to force you to it ;
but you needn’t go en raving as if he’d tried
Jo murder ye.’

t ¢ It’s worse than murder, a deal,’ cried the

rl, with her eyes still blazing. ‘I shouldn’t
%’ 1 nothing of that when ’twas once over ;
but I don’t think my face will ever seem the
same to me again, now’s he’s touched it.’

‘Lord ha’ mercy on us! You’re a borm
fool !’ said Mrs. Bell,as she turned away and
went downstairs, out of all patience with her
extraordi child.

Left to herself, all the passion faded out
of Bonnie’s face, leaving 1t a deadly white
Instead. She halted for a minute when her
grandmother had parted with her, gazing
into vacancy.

‘I wonder if I am mad,’ she whispered, in
a half-irightened voice. ‘I wonder if I shall
go wild some day, all of a sudden, and bite
grandmother and the rest of ’em. I don’t
fancy as I shall,but I know what would drive
me to it sooner than anything else, and that
would be biding along of Kit Masters. Bat
it feels bad to be as I’ve been—very, very
bad ; and it makrs me cold, too, just as if the
sun had gone in and the rain was a-coming.’

She shivered slightly as she spoke, and
passing into the next room, which belonged
to their lodger, resumed the work of sweeping
and dusting, in which she had been inter-
rupted. It wasa very plainly furnished little
apartment, but neat and clean. The white-
washed walls were decorated with a lot of
prints cut from the illustrated papers, which
Alfred Waverley had coloured amd stuck there
There was a cousiderable amount

ﬂljn;n)elf.
artistic taste shown in the arrangement of

the subjects, which, in Bonnie’s eyes, formed
a regular picture gallery. There were rep-
resentations of Roman and Spanish frait and
water-carriers, of foreign landscapes, of balls
given at the Queen’s palace, of races, and
royal weddings, and all sorts of wonderful
things that Bonnie had only dreamt of.

But she seemed to know all about them
from the pictures, before which she had so
often stood with Mr. Waverley, whilst he
attempted to describe thescenes they depicted
to her. She was accustomed to stand before
those same pictures in his absence, and
repeat to herself what he had said concerning

them, like a little child conming over its
lesson, until her grandmother told her to

“leave off that muttering ’ and take her part

in the domestic duties of the heuse..

In one corner of the lodger’s room stood am
old portmanteau, which had evidently been
an expensive article when new, though it had
done good service by that time, There had
been initials or a name stamped into the
leathern cover, but the letters had been cut
away with a penknife, leaving an unsightly
blemish. An iron-bedstead, washing-stand,
and chest of drawers, completed the furniture
of the apartment. They were all as bright
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a8 elbow-grease could make them,yet Bonnie
kept rubbing them mechanically with the
duster sbe held in her hand,as if her thoughts
had travelled far away from hergrandmother’s
tirst door. Once, as she had dusved the old
portmantean for about the twentieth time,she
stooped and kissed its ugly, hard, disfigured
leathern lid.  She was creeping round the
roum again in her vague uncertain manner,
waoen a sharp call from below sent the rich
blood mantling to her cheek. Bonnie had
awakgned from her dream. The duster
drop from her hand, and she moved
rapidisg to the head of the staircase.

< Do You want me, grandmother ?

¢ Icourse I wants you! What else should
I call your name for? Here, come down

_quick ! there’s a gentleman waititg to speak
o you.’

CHAPTER IV,
¢ YOU ARE A RICH MAN, MR. VIVIAN.’

¢ A gentleman waiting to speak to her !’

Could it be Mr. Waverley, who had
returned unexpectedly, as he so frequently
did$ In another moment Bonnie’s apron
was off, her cotton sleeves were unrolled to
her wrists, and she had descended to the
level of the shop. But the visitor who
waited her there was not Alfred Waverley :
he was a complete stranger, and he had

evidently come on business, as.her grand-

mother had given hima seat in the back par-
lour.

¢ Bonnie,’ exclaimed Mrs. Bell, a3 soon as
the girl made her appearance,  do you know
when Mr. Waverley will be ‘ome again ?’

¢I—,” staumered Bonnie ; ¢ how should I
tell, grandmother? You know how he
comes and goes, just for all the world like
lightaing.’

‘1 suppose that this young lady,’ observ-
ed the stranger, deferentislly, ‘sees a good
deal of the young gentleman in question ?’

He was a foxy little man in appearance,
with the eye of a hawk, and the nose of a
weasel, and a general look of extreme cun-
ning about him. Hs was, in fact, the law-
yer, Mr, Rufus Farthingale. .

¢Well, sir,’ replied Mrs. Bell, apologetic-
ally, ‘you see she waits on his rooms, and
so forth. I’'m not so young as I was, sir.
I’ve buried my husband for fifteen years,
and I begin to feel the stairs terrible. In-
deed, if it wasn’t for Mary here, who’s my
granddaughter, I couldn’t stand the trouble
and fatigue of a lodger ; but she carries up
his trays and makes his bed, and, naterally,
sees and hears more of him than I do.’

¢ Exactly, I quite understand; and so
perhaps Miss Mary will be able to afford us§
the clue that we require.’

Bonnie glanced at Mrs. Bell with an air of
complete bewilderment. She did not under.
stand what Mr. Farthingale was talking
about. 1

¢Speak up!’ cried her grandmother,
sharply.

¢Whatam I to say?’ she uttered, with}

her most absent look and manner.
¢ La bless me ! I've no patience with you.
Why, you're to apnswer this gentleman’s
questions, to be sure,’ ;
¢ I have reason to believe,” commenced the}
lawyer,  that your lodger is staying here un-3
der an assumed name,and I want you to tellme
all you can about him. Tell me everything
you can think of, never mind how trivial :
the smallest circumstances are sometimes of
importance. For instance, how long has he
been away this time ?’ i
¢Is it anything to hurt him? demandedj
Bonnie, slowly. g
‘ Bless the gal ! do this gentleman look;
like a murderer ¥ cried Mrs. Bell, who had
already been promised a handsome bonus by
Mr. Farthingale, if she would aid him in his§
search. ‘ But I can answer for that question,
sir. Mr. Waverley’s bin away from London §
now nigh upon seven weeks.’ -
¢*Twill be eight weeks to-morrow,’ inter-
rupted Bonnie, eagerly.
¢This young lady has an excellent memory,'§
observed the lawyer. ‘Did he tell yous
where he was going, Miss Mary ¥ :
¢ No, sir ; but I can guess where he is.”
‘Will you have the goodness to tell me, 3
then ? 3
1f you’ll tell me your business with "im.’
At this show of independence on Bonnie’s
part, Mrs. Bell was properly indignant.
‘Well, I never ! where’s your manners '
Is that the way to speak to a rale gentleman!?
Take them hands of yours out of your pock-
ets, Bonnie, and answer a8 you're told.’ And§
then she continued in a low:r key, ~You
must please to excuse ’er, sir, for she’s mbig
over strong in her head, poor thing !’
¢ I’m strong enough to keepmy mouth sbut
till I hear why 1 am to open it,” replied Bon.§
nie, stoL$'y.
. ‘But I am quite ready to satisfy you
cariosity,’ said Mr. Farthingale ; ¢ you’ve no

need of suspicion, I can assure you.” I have Sl

very good news for Mr. Waverley, should hel
prove to be the gentleman 1 believe him to}
be ; and the greatest kindness his friends can§

do him, is to give me every information where SN

be can be found.’
‘Good news is it, sir? siid Bonnie.
<Then he’s sure to be round again to hear it
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lor himself before long. I know nothing

bout where he’s gone to.” *

“Why, Bonnie! exclaimed her grand.
jaother, ‘I remember you telling me the
ame of the place the very day Mr.Waverley

us, only it’s gone out of my head. ~ And
idn’t you send his clean collar arter’in in
parcel?  You must know were he's gone
0 H

The lawyer thought to himself, ¢ Either the
irl is ignorant, or she is obstinate’ He

oked in her face and decided it was the

er.
Perhaps Miss Mary will be able to re-
smber if we give her time,’ he said.
ks No! I can’t remember nothing about it.
's gone clear out of my head,like it has out
grandmother’s,
¢ Well, well! don’t trouble yourself on the
Batter,’ replied the lawyer, with professional
plicy, ¢ ]?f Mr. Waverley is the person I
ke bim to be, he will be only too glad to
md me his own address, a8 soon as his
fiends let him know I require it. Can you
pecribed him to me ¥’
¢Oh ! he’s beautiful ¥ cried Bonnie, eager-
* His ’air as block as night,andso be his
fes a’most ; and he’s got very slim feet and
hds, and s0 soft skin without any ’air on
f and his is teeth as white as milk, and
b

¢’Art alive ¥ exclaimed Mrs. Bell,who had
ben listenining with an open mouth to this
ade, ‘I never thought’im ’alf as andsome
that! If you’d asked me, sir, I should
kvo said e was a personable young man
Bough, with dark eyes and ’air, and a
pteel figger—but that’s all.’
F Ah ! Iadies’ opinions often differ on such
bjects, but your information is equally valu-
And now, Miss Mary,’ continued the
pvyer,-after having made sundry notes in his
jcket-book, ‘as you have the care of Mr.
averley’s rooms, can you allow me to look
ind them for a moment ¥
f Grandmother,” said Bonnie, seriously,
hem rooms is in our charge, you know,and
pn't see a8 we've the right of showing ’em

by

istrangers.
Why, it can’t *urt ’em for the gentleman I
o walk round. He won’t touch’ noth-

You may take my word forit, I will not;
,I should wish you both to accompany
¥ whilst I make my tour of inspection.’
t Nothing can be fairer than that,” quoth
2. Bell, as she preceded the visitor and
} granddaughter up the stairs. .
Fhe bedroom was entered first. There

v positively nothing to look at there,except

 old portmanteau, which Mr. Farthingale
imined carefully, but v;as quite unsuccess-

l

ful in his attempt to decipher what initials
had originally been stamped upon it,

The sitting-room seemed equally void of
any proofs of the identity of its owner,
Every article of consequence had been care.
fully stowed away in the cupboards when
| Mr. Waverley left them,and qven the impor-

ce of his search could not‘bave justified
the lawyer in breaking the sanctity of leck
snd key. .

¢ Them be his books,’ said Mrs. Bell, with
an air of contempt, as she powmnted toa pile
of those small pamphlets stitched in fawn
and blue colored uwrappers which are so
familiar to theatrical eyes. ¢ You know, per-
haps, sir, that the poor young gentleman is
nothing eut a play-actor, and hope you
won’t think the worse of me and Mary for
letting the rooms to ’im; but I've allays
thought somehow as he’d bin misfortunate
in his anteriors, and it has never bin my plan
to be ’ard on them as has come down in their
living.’

‘It does you honour, madam,’ replied Mr,
Farthingale, as he opened the tly-leaf of each
play-book successively, Bat no name met
his eye except that of Alfred Waverley. It
was evident that if the youug wman were
living under an assumed title he was deter-
mined to keep it.

*Well ! I am really }:}tl;%/obliqed to you
for the trouble  you'v en, but I can’t
make out anything from ali this,” he said at
last, as he slipped sometking into Mrs, Bell’s
hand, and turned to quit the room. ¢ Hullo !
what’s that?

He was pointing to a very indistinct and
badly-executed photograph of a statue of
Pgyche, that was stuck carelessly in the
frame of a common engraving.

*You musn’t touch that, sir I’ exclaimed
Bonnie, with needless caution.

fOh ! it belongs to Mr. Alfred Waverley,
then ? Did he bring it here with him ¥

¢ Yes, sir,’ replied the old woman, ¢and
he’s got a lot more of faces, and sich like,
locked away in his portmantle,’

¢ Ah, indeed !—I’'d swesar that’s a specimen
of the old general’s bad photograpby,’ said .
Mr. Farthingale to himself, as he examined .
! the faded picture ; ‘and if I’m not greatly =
! mistaken, that cast of Pscyche stood op the”
| landing in their house in Portman Square. I
@ believe my unknown informant is correct,
| and that I’ve hit the right nail on the head
| at last.—Perhaps you’ve thought of the
| place where Mr, Waverley went by this
i time ?’ he continued to Bonnie.

i\ ‘No, 1 haven’t I’ returned the girl, almost
| sullenly,

| The lawyer exchanged glances of intellis
| gence with Mz1s. Bell.

4

{
i
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*Try and get it out of her,” he whispered,
¢and I’ll lpok in again this afternoon to hear
if you’ve succeeded.’

He gave the loose money in his waistcoat
pocket a sigoificant rattle as he concluded,
and bidding the two women ‘Giood-morning,’
hastily left them to themselves.

¢Well, of all the obstinacy I ever see or
heard of,” exclaimed Mrs. Bell. as soon as he
was gone, ¢ this beats it. Bonnie ! I'm as
sure you knows the name of that place as that
1 sits here ; but shaking wouldn’t get it out
of you if you're se inclined. Why couldn’t
you give the gentleman a straight answer ?
It’s the loss of sovereigns to me.’

¢ Sovereigns ?, cried the girl, contemptu-
ously, “what’s sovereigns compared to his
safety? How do you know what that foxy-

faced old rat wanted of Mr. Waverley ?
P’r’aps he meant to put him in prison. How
twould you feel then if I'd given up the name
of the place he’s hiding in ¥

- Nonsense ! Didn’t ye hear 'im say 'twas
good news he’d got for 'im.’

¢1 must do more than hear before I be-
trays ‘im. Is it iikely an old fellow like that

would come sniffing about these rooms for
any good ¥ i

¢ 1 can’t say. but if Mr. Waverley does owe
money, ne should pay it, that’s all. I've
ailays bin honest myself, and I don’s ’old
with folks as isn’t.’

¢ Who dares to say ’e isn’t honest? cried
Bonnie, flariug up in defence of the absent.

‘La! you've no call to fly at me in that
fashin. You was the first to think this
gentleman had come to take 'im up. But my
opinion’s this, that if Mr. Waverley is the
gentleman we takes 'im to be: 3

¢What then? demanded a joyous voice
from the landing, and in another moment
Alfred Waverley himself, carrying a little
black bag in his hand, burst into the room
and confronted them.

Mrs. Bell, not knowing how much of her
conversation concerning him had been over-
heard, gave a little shriek of surprise and
consternation at his unexpected appearance ;
but Bonnie turned as white as a sheet, and
trembled violently all over.

¢Talk of an angel, you cee, Mrs. Bell, and
you're sure to hear the rustling of his wings,’
exclaimed the lodger, as he threw down his
hag and nmbrella, and divested himself of
his dust-coat.

He was a very handsome man, and pos-
sessed a face full of varying expression and
passionate energy. His dark hair was brush-
ed back off a broad forehead, in which the
anterior lobes were well developed; his
dark grey eyes were firinged with black

|

lashes ; and a small moustache, which had

evidently not long been permitted to grow,
shaded hisupper lip. He looked like a man
whose feelings would be quickly anl pow-
erfully excited. and might as saddenly fade
away. .

He was glowing as a southern sky without
the ever-present sun hid behind the clouds,
for the lines of his mouth betrayed a deter-
mination which went far to neutralice the
softness of hiseyes.

¢ Bless me | Mr. Waverley ! you ‘ave took
us of a suddent this time. Wherever ’ave
you sprung from, sir?’

‘ Why, Birmingham, to.be sure. My tim=
was up there yesterday, and I go to'Swansea
on Monday. Bonnie knew my address.’

‘There now ! Isaid as much,’ exclaimed
Mrs. Bell, shaking her finger at Bonnie.
¢ Oh, you obstinate little creetur!’ :

¢ What has Bonnie been obstinate about ?’. }
demanded Alfred W averley, looking kindly 4
at the girl.  ‘Bonnie, you haven’t said < how
d’ye do? to me yet,” he continued, as he
offered her his hand. . 3

The one she gave him in retarn was cold as }
death.

¢ I hope there’s nothing wrongy said the 3
young man, as he looked from Mrs. Bell to }
her granddaughter. -

¢ No, sir, nothing to speak of ; only there’s
bin a gennelman here this morning askin’
arter you, and wanting your address, and §
nothing on earth would make this gal give $
up the place you was a-stoppin’ at.’

¢Oh, that’s a mistake, Bonnie! You must
aiways let people know where I am staying.

+ might be a manager,you know,who wanted
to give me work.’

< This wasn’t a manager,” replied Bonnic, j
shaking her head. ¢He was a nasty-lookin’
chap—summat in the law,I fancy-—and I was 3§
afraid he might take your gocds, sir, or dof§
some malice of that sort.’ i

Alfred Waverley burst out laughing.
‘He wouldn’t find much ot satisfy him§

here, Bonnie. A couple of dozen old play-
books, and a portmantean full of worn-out}
linen. But you needn’t be afraid anothe:
time. I don’towe a man a shilling, and nof
one would come asking for me here who
wasn’t my friend.’ .

‘That’s just what the gentleman said, sir,
interposed Mrs. Bell, eagerly ; ‘and ’e’s go
the very best of news for ye—summat that’
very good indeed—and ’e said as soon a
ever ygu ’eard who ’e was, you’d send yous
address immediate, and be glad to.’

‘Good news for me,’ repeated Alfred
Waverley, gravely. ¢ What on earth canhef
mean? How did he ask forme?

- He walked into the shop, jist like an
other mortial, sir, and asked downright fo
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KMr. Halfred Waverley. And as’e couldn’t
get vour address out of this gal, ’e said ’e’d
Boek in agen by-and.by to see if I had called
e e said her lodger, lookin
> ¢ Oh, v ’ said her ger, looking
relieved ae;{gt statement. I shall be very
iglad to see the gentleman when he calls
again ; but unless he’s a manager, or one of
pny old pals, I can’t imagine what he can

vant with me. And now, my good Mrs.
Bell,” will you send me up a chog, or some
d and%heese, or anything you’ve got in

e house? for I'm starving.’
¢ Bonnie,you cut over to the butcher’s and
ot a chop for Mr. Waverley, and then lay

: B cloth a8 quick as you can, while I cooks

Bonnie did not require 2 second bidding.
fhe finest chop in the butcher’s - shop was
rizzling on the gridiron in another five
pinates, and she was demurely preparing
he table in the lodger’s room for its recep-
jon. .

. ¢ Bonnie,” said Alfred Waverley, ¢why
ere you 80 afraid to give that gentleman
iRy address in Birmingham ¥
§ ¢ Just why I told you, sir. I thought you
Bight owe somebody a few shillings, p’r’aps;

Bd I wasn’t going to be the one to set a lot

thieves on your track.’

“ Thank you, my dear little girl. It wasa
ery kind and friendly thought; but you
pedn’t have been afraid. As I said before, I

e no debts, and fearno man. I am rather
rious,though, to hear what this gentleman
jp want with me.’

f* He opened all your books, and read your

jme,’ said Bonnie, in an aggrieved tone;
jod he said *twasn’t your own, and he be-
jve you’d got another.’

F What exclaimed Aifred Waverley,start-

g from his chair.

Another name, sir, beside Waverley., I
ew ’twas nonsense, though play-actors do

e two names sometimes, I’ve ’eard grand-

jther say.’

Y es, ;yes ; of course it’s all nonsense,’

flied the lodger reseating himself. < How-

f if the gentlemen returns, I should like
peak to him: How heautifully clean you
p kept my rooms whilst I have been
y, Boanie ! , It seems a long time sincel
B here last, doesn’t it ?’

errible long,’ acquiesced the girl, in a
voice.
d’ve been making a lot of friends in Bir-
hgham and a lot of money into the

ain,
H’m very glad of that, sir.’

'Yes, I don’t know when I’ve been so
pessiul in my profession before. They
kt me to go back there as soon as I've

finished my engagement at Swansea. But I'd
rather get semething to do at old Drury
Lane. ImissLondon life very much, Bonnie .
and I miss yéu into the bargain. I've never
found such another ‘neat-handedflittle Phillis,
to keep my rooms tidy and chat to me all the
time I'm taking my meals. The girl who
waited on me at Birmingham was so ugly, I
ngv.er E‘ang the bell except I was absolutely
obliged.’

%nnie laughed softly to herself at this
announcement. )

‘ And how have you been getting on in my
absence ?’ continued Mr. Waverley ; ¢ got any
new lovers, Bonnie, eh ?’

¢ Lovers !’ repeated the girl ; I never have
none—I don’t care for. ’em.’

‘Oh, now, Bonnie, that’s a story. You
know Kit Masters is awfully sweet upon you.
He used to bring you flowers every day this
spring. Haven’t you made up your miad to
marry him yet 7’

Bonnie’s face paled and flushed alternately
with emotion, and Alfred Waverley went on
teasing her, until he saw her eyes were filled
with tears.

‘ Why, what’s up now, child? You’re
surely not going to cry over a harmless joke.
If you don’t marry Kit Masters it will be
somebody else, you know. You're a great
gealdtoo pretty. Bonnie, to go without a hus-

and,’ : ’

“But I will,’ said Bonnie, through her
tears. ‘I hate’em all; I don’t want none
of ’em : I mean to bide as f am.’

* Oh, you little vixen !’ exclaimed Waver-
ley, laughing, as she ran down stairs te fetch
his mutton-chop. .

He was still sitting over the luncheos -tray,

- ruminating what he should do with himself

that evening, and wondering what business
the visitorcf the morning couid possibly have
to transact with him, when he was told that
the same gentleman had returned, and was
waiting below. .

¢ Show him up,” said Waverley, and the
next minute the lawyer stood npon the
threshold.

‘I am fortunate, sir,” he commenced, but
as soon as he caughtsight of the young man’s
face, he changed his tone.

¢ Good heavens !’ he exclaimed, ‘itisas I
thought, and vou are Vivian Chasemore,’

‘Mr. Farthingale,’ said the other, ‘bow-
ever did you trace me here ¥ .
“4*1 will tell you in a minute. We have
been looking for you for the last two months,
Meanwhile I hope you will shake hands with
me.! .

¢ With pleasure,’ returned Vivian ; ¢ I have
no grudge against. you, Mr. Farthingale ; but
if you come here with any intent to try and
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rsuade me to retake my place in society, I
rewarn you it will be useless. Had I ever
contemplated such a step, my father’s death
would have put an end to 1t. There is no
motive now to induce me to alter my way of
living. Ihave chosen my path in life, and I
mean to stick to it.’ .
¢ Just 80, Mr. Chasemore ; and I bring you
news that will render you more independent
still. There is no need now, sir, that you
should follow anything but your own fancy
for the future.’ .
¢ I don’t understand you, Mr. Farthingale.’
¢You are a rich man, Mr. Vivian.’
¢ A rich man ? ’
¢ mean what I say. You doubtless learnt
from the newspapers, two months ago, of the
"death of your grandfather, Sir Peregrine
Chasemore.’ :
‘I did; but my father sold the rever-
sionary interest of his small expectations
from that quarter in favour of his widow:
so I knew there could be nothing for me.’
¢ Ou the contrary, there ig everything. By
your grandfather’s will you inherit the whole
of his private fortune — fifty thousand
pounds !
Vivian Chasemore looked bewildered.
¢ Fifty thousand pounds ! Are you making
a fool of me, Mr. Farthingale ?’ .
‘I am telling you the bare truth, sir.”
‘Then what becomes of my cousin
Arthur ? o
¢ He took nothing but his father’s original
portion of five thousand pounds.’
¢Is that just?

¢ It was Sir Peregrine’s wili, Mr. Chase-

more. - And now, how soon will you take
ssession of your property ?
Im‘(?rive me Zne ngongent to gain my breath
again, Fifty thousand pounds! It seems
incredible. I feel like a Creesus ! Whatever
made my old grand-dad ‘think of me after
that 1ashion ¥ .
‘ He names you in his willhas his fa\guute
ndchild, and I suppose that is sufficient
zger:son for the bequest. But come now, Mr.
Vivian, you must not remain here ¥
Where am I togo?

‘Come home with me—at least for to-
night. I will trgand get your cousin Sir
Arthur to meet you at dinner, and my
daughter will be delighted to receive you.
This will give you time to think over your
prospects, and you can settle up everything
here to-morrow. Will you come ¥’

¢ I will,” said Vivian Chasemore.

CHAPTER V.
‘ KEEP HER IN THE DARK.’

As soon as Mr, Farthingale had safely de-
| posited Vivian Chasemore in the care of the
delighted Selina, he flew round to communi.
cate the news of his success to Sir Arthur,
and not finding him at his chambers, was
directed by his housekeeperito Lady William’s
apartments, where, as I have already related,
he interrupted avery interesting conversation §

Nettleship When Mr. Farthingale plumply &
asked the baronet to go round with him at }
once and welcome his cousin, Sir Arthur did
not well see how he could refuse the request.
To have shown any unwillingness in the
matter, would have looked like disappoint-

ment at Vivian’s return, so he was fain to

comply. The presence of Mr. Farthingale }

prevented his doing more than bid Regina a

i formal farewell, though he looked unutterable §

| things in doing so, which she pretended not j

: %0 see, for the intelligence that the lawyer %

" had brought them had fallen on her like a

. sudden blow. |

,  “I will certainly accompany you to see my

| cousin Vivian,” said Sir Arthur to Mr. Far-

i thingale, ‘and you must relate to me the

: whote story of his recovery on our way. I §

- cannot tell you the relief I feei in hearing of

- his safety. I had aimost made up my mind §

that he was dead.’ 3
* And you will dine with us.?” asked the 3

listle lawyer, eagetly.
¢ With pleasure !

Miss Nettleship,” he §
, continued to Regina,

‘I have to leave you §

4 very hurriedly, but the cause admits of no

; delay. I trust I shail see you to-morrow.’

i But Regina had already lost her interest$
" in seeing him. She required time for con-

| sideration, and invented an engagement on
i the spot.

| ‘Not to-morrow, Sir Arthur. Mamma

i and I are engaged out for the whole day.” §
! ‘Indeed! Iam sorry! The next day}
| then ¥
i ‘I am not sure of what mamma may have
! arranged for us even then, but should we bel
: at home we shall be most happy to receive

. you ; your cousin Vivian also,if you likey§
t to/‘t;i:;gﬁm,’ she added politely.
i ¢ Many thanks,
{ Vivian, but I certainly can for myself. And
. now, Mr, Farthingale, I am at vour ser
vice.!

As they drove to the lawyer’s house, Si
Arthurheardthe whole historythat isalread

i
!
! known to the reader ; and when they arrived

| there, they found Vivian Chasemore alove i
| the drawing-room, Miss Selinahaving alipped

between the object of his search and Regina B

I cannot answer forgs
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y to adorn herself in her most ‘Kkilling’
ses for the coming dinner. The cousins,
ho had not seen each other for five years,
d never been intimate friends, and there

a stiffness, evidently felt on both sides.

the way they greeved each other, that

imade Mr. Farthingale decide the best thing

the could do was to leave them alone for a

e while in order to conquer it.

. ¢ This is a most agreeable surprise, Vivian,’
ere the first wo Sir Arthur said after
bheir host had quitted the room. *From
pur long absence and comiplete silence, we
sre almost afraid the’re was no chance of
four turning up again.

‘An gbl‘c)a surprise, do you call it ? I
jhould have thought it would have been
uite the contrary to you,’ laughed his cou-
fin. ¢ Now, do you mean that for politeness,
hur, or is it your real sentiment? Be-
ppuse I'm an actor, you know, and used to
a spade 'a spade; and I would rather
ear you say outright that my coming back
a great disappointment to you, than that

et

ou should carry the burden of a falsehcod !

p your soul for my sake.’ -
¢Yes ; we heard that you had been really
mpelled to—to—adopt the stage as a means
support,’ replied Sir Arthur, evading any
swer to the question put to him.
n immense change our grandfather’s eccen-
ic will has wrought for you !’
}. “I have to see yet whether it will be for
jhe better,’ said Vivian ; ‘I have grown to

¢ What :

; be a pauper at once. I think if I

pve the profession, and am not sure whether *

shall be contented to live a lazy life, and

# the bread of idleness. I have an engage- '

mt at Swansea to commence next Monday,
pd if I cannot get
U it-’
¢ What an extraordinary taste !’ ejaculat-
d Sir Arthur; ‘this is scarcely what Sir

. company as I choose.
:lsubstitute, I shall :

beregrine intended in leaving you the heir -

his whole private fortune.’
¢ I can’t help it.
ve me 80, nor old Farthiogale tc look me

How he found me at last, I cannot say,

I never asked him to -

vertisements only mentioned me by my

Im name, none of my friends would have
: ised they were intended for me.’
' You have kept our name a secret then, I
j thankgul to understand.’
i Strictly so ! I have gone by that of Al-
d ever since I left home.’
@ Vivian ! why did you leave it 2’
¢ Because of that abominable woman my
Rher was fool enough to marry. No ome
uld live in the same house with her.

p into the bargain. Is she alive still 7’

She .
s a standing disgrace, and set him against ' “onned expressly with the view #_«ﬁdsci—
> . ] _nating the baronet. Of course /she would
5 Yes, as you will be able to judge for ~have been ready enough to 4&/&k3/Vivian and
b - -

yourself before long. She is sure to find you
out, now that you have come home, in hopes
of sharing your good fortune.’

¢ Then she will be disappointed. I'd sgon-
er throw my money in the gutter. I say,
Arthur, whatever made the grand-dad leave
it to me ?’ )

¢ Who can tell ?’ rejoined Sir Arthur, pet-
tishly. ‘It's not worth discussing. I sup-
pose the old man wasin his dotage. It's
yours, and that’s enough.’

¢ Of course you came into something.’

‘Only my father's portion of the marriage
settlement.’

¢ Are you married, Arthur?’

¢ No ; bat likely to be.’

‘1 congratulate you.’

‘1 conclude you’ll be marrying yourself,
now that you can do it so comfortably.’

¢ Not I, my dear fellow !’ laughed Vivian
‘I’ve enjoyed my jliberty too long and too
much, to sellit so soon. What on earth
should I marry for? To keep one horse in-
stead of two, and live in the same house all
the year round, instead of knocking about the
world and seeing all that there is to be seen.
No, no, Arthur! Now I’ve got my money I
mean to spend it on my own pleasnre,
not on the support of a lot of squalling vrats.
it’s the greatest mistake a man with mon:{l
can make to marry young. He might as w
if I had remaine
ed in the profession I might havelooked out
for some nice little girl to keep my supper hot
for me of an evening, for it’s lonely work to
g0 home to an empty lodging. Butnot now
that I’ve sufficient means to entertain as mach
I mean to keep a jolly
set of chambers in town, and run over to the

. Continent whenever I feel inclined,and leave

the matrimony to you. And who knows
whether you may not come into this grand
fortune after all, old boy ¥

¢ What do you mean by that ?

4 Why, that if I understand old Farthin-
gale rightly, the money is left to me, and to

2 i my eldest son, or grandson, as the case may
I hardly ever read a paper, and as the !

be; and if I die without an heir, it returns to
you, or yours. So that all you have to do is

. to outlive me.’

¢ What nonsense, Vivian ! Half the girls
in town will be after you as soon as your
return has been duly advertised amongst
them

¢ It will make no difference to you, Arthar.
Once for all, I am not a marrying man !”

At this juncture Mr. and Miss Farthin-
gale re-entered the room : the young lady
radiant in a blue dress, which had been
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his fifty thousand pounds, had there been { ¢, Who are the women you allude to ? asked
any chance of it; but Miss delina knew | Miss Farthingale. ‘
better than that. The young man who has | ‘My old landlady, Mrs.Bell,and her grand.
just come into his. property is fastidious. | daughter Bonnie. Such a pretty girl ! is she
The young man who hag just lost his, is the i not, Mr. Farthingale ¥
" very subject to accept consolation in the | *‘Yes;indeell, from thelittle I saw of her,
shape of an heiress. So the Farthingales | she appeared to me a very handsome young
considered, and they were wige in their | woman, and particularly devoted to your j
generation. . . , interests.’ . ;
The dinner passed pleasantly enough. . They all laughed at him, but Vivian was j
Vivian Chasemore was in the highest spirits, ; not to be laughed out of countenance. .
and kept them all alive with his fand of « ‘So she is, and always has been. I've
anecdotes. In the course of conversation, ! lodged in her grandmother’s house whenever

Miss Farthingale, wishing to pay him a } I’ve been in London, for more than three 8

compliment, remarked ‘that she mnever | years past;so Bonnie and I are old friends.
should have taken him for an actor ;’ and | She was quite a child when I first went }
Sir Arthur;capped her observation. ! there.’
‘Do I look too great a fool?” cried'! ¢What s curious name Bonnie is ¥
Vivian, comically. ‘It is a nickname given her by the neigh-
They both hastened to assure him that : bours, on-account of her pretty face. And i
was not. the reason. ; she’s a8 good as she’s pretty. She’s the best
‘Ab, I know what you mean! You ; little girl in the world,” said Vivian emphati-
expected to see me in a light coat and a ! cally. :
soarlet necktie, with hair down to the nape ' Miss Selina tittered and shrugged her {
of my neck, and to hear me ignore my H’s, | shoulders. Shethought she sniffed a mesalli- §
and talk with a nasal twang, Isthat it? ! ance in the wind. ghir Arthur sighed, and §
Sir Arthur hummed and hawed, and did . reflected what a much better use he coul
not appear ready to answer the question, and have made of the fifty thousand pounds 3
Miss Selina said, with modest downcast eyes, - Mr. Farthingale caught the sigh, and
that certainly some professional gentlemen . chuckled over it. He had not quite so large ¥

whom she had accidentally met were not a a fortune to bestow upon his daughter as Sir §

bit hike Mr. Vivian Chasemore. Peregrine had left to Vivian, but there was
¢ Because they were not gentlemen from = sufficient money lying at his bank to form a §
the beginning,” he argued. ‘It's not tho ' very effectual salve for the baronet’s disap{
profession that makes the man, but the man pointed hopes.
the profession. Had I been reduced to When Sir Arthar had taken his departure, §
taking service as a grocer’s help and sweep- and Vivian Chasemore had retired for the}
ing out the shop, I only hope I should have ' night, the lawyer foillowed his danghter in
swept it out a great deal better than an = her private sitting-room to discuss the day’s

o.+iinary boy would have done.’

¢Oh, Mr. Chasemore, you are so funny! -

eried Miss Selina.

proceedings, S
¢ What do you think of that young Chase- S5l
i more, Selina ?’ g

‘I only say what I feel, Miss Farthingale. ¢ He seems very wild, papa. He will soonii#
There are plenty of well-bred and educated . make ducks and drakes of his fifty thousand
men upon the stage who retain the manners @ pounds :’ ;
in which they were reared. There are alsoi ¢So I think. However, he has no head
E:enty of the other sort. But, you see, I ' for business, and as the mouey is safely in

ve come forth untainted from the ordeal, - my hands now, I may be able to persnade
and trust I shall still be found fit to retake . him to leave it so. If he will throw i
my proper place in society.’ | away——’

‘Who could doubt it, Mr. Chasemore ? | ‘Some of it may as well drift into our
replied the old lawyer, gaily. I hope you ' coffers as into those of less worthy peopl
mean to honour us by staying here as long | I quite agree with you.’
as it may be convenient to yourself, sir.’ § “ Sharp girl !’ responded Mr. Farthingale

¢Thanks ! I will accept your offer of a | putting her head. * But if so, it will only findl§
bed for to-night, but to-morrow I must return ; its way eventually back to its original sourcy
to my own lodgings, if only for a few hours. : —eh, Selina? I fancy you would have ng
I have left those two poor women in a state | more objection to be ‘my lady,’ than J
of the greatest bewilderment. All they know : should to see youso !’ ’
is that some mysterious personage has spir- ©° ¢ Wait till I am asked, papa.’
ited -me away from them , but they have ¢No my dear, that is not like your usu
little idea it is for ever.’ . good sense! Gentlemen often want to ha
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$heir eyes opened on these little matters.
[or aught I know to the contrary, Sir Ar-
Mhur is not even aware that I am prepared
o make a settlement upon you. And it
ould be an immense heip to him. In fact,
H don't see how he is to keep up his title
vithout :t. His present position is nothing
hort of h
‘ Weil. I can’t say I shouid have any ob-
8ction vo get Sir Arthur over Regina Nettie-
hip's head. She’s been angiing her very
st for him, the last three months.
‘ Miss Nettleship ! Nomsense ! Why,
e Das not a penny. My dear, I tell you
Arthur cannot afford to marry on his
ssent income. He has not the wherewithal
en to furnish a house.’
} © And you'd do ali that for ns, vapa®’
‘To be sure I'wouid. And give vou a
ear thousand a year o start wita into She
gain,’
Miss Farthingaie's eve. sparkied. She
ought it guite impossibie that the baromet
Py be proof against such an array of
mptations. .
‘By tte way, my dear.’ continued the iaw-
, ‘I have some news or vou. Mrs. Ma-
T8 is dead. and ner niece Janet Oppen-
Mm is without a home. I nave beex oblig-
to ask her here.’
‘ Here ! exclaimec Miss Seiina: ‘mnot ‘or
ng, I hope. You kncw how I hate ziris.’
‘I don’s think vou'.l dishike Miss Oopen-
She seems a guiet, inoffensive sor: of
mture. But the period or her stay here is
Pefinite. The ‘actis, Seiina, I nave nac
@ charge of the oid woman's property Ior
8 past, and her death was so sudcen
it I must have sime ¢ pull myseis sogeth-
8 bit, before I can hand nver what is due
the niece.’
Isee! Bothasn't Miss Oppenheim any
tions !
Noume living nearer thar Irndia. and no
® that takes any interest in her affairs.
the outside she can’t come into more than
bew thousand ; still, uniess I have a little
hing-time, I must draw her capital from
vested funds, and that is not what I want
0 just at presens, so it is convenient to
o keep her in the dark as toc her rea.
270) s g
PAY 00 more, papa. I will make <he hest
8 incubus.  And. indeed, I do not know
her, after all,the companionship of a lady
Dot leave me freer than ever. I am
bly tired, you know, as to etiquette and
Bhat nonsense.’
rge ! and you need make no ‘uss over
8 Oppenheim. I want her o believe tha:
is greatly indebted to us for the office of a
e, 80 put her in her proper position from

.

!

e
+ the first,and make her a sort of humble com-
' panion to yourseif. Take her out with you,
or leave her behind, just ss you think fit. I
- don’t wish to inconvenience you in the slight-
' est degree, Selina.” .

‘All right, papa ! And when am I to
expect the young iady to arrive ¥

‘1 shall bring her over to-morrow She is
quite aione, with the exception of a servant,
and it think 1t as wel! she shouid leave the
nouse before the ‘uneral takes place. Bemdes
1t will grevent her gossiping over- her affairs
with strangers. and getting ideas put into
ber head which we may tind itFdifficuls to
eradicate.’ T

As Mr. Farthingale nad proposed, so it
came 10 pass.and the followirg day saw Miss
Janet Oppenneim an inmate of therr home.
The cab with her boxes and herself drove
ap to the door. just an hour after Vivian
Chasemors had ieft the house to return to
toe lodgings in Drury Lane.

Miss Oppenheim was of tha order ot\
“catty ' women. Many people would have
called her good-iooking, but there was a
stronz °feiine expression. about everything
she did or said. Seiina Farthingaie was
snarp and cunoning : Janes Oppenheim was
intensely ‘siy.” Sne nad large prominent
eyes of a iignt biae co.our that were seldom
ralsed : a iong nose that drooped at the end,
andasnarp pointed chic that turned upwards,
With a smau puckered moutn tnat iooked as
i Dutter coumid not melt in it.  Her pale
straw-coioured-nair was drawn plainly off lier
Zace and 3w:sted in a coronet round her head,
Snpe was a woman who might de capable ~7
anyamonntof deceit, and malice, and revenue;
whoe might concerve 1t and Carry 1t out to tne
end, aIWays with the same downcast eyes and
puckered mouth. She could have takep in
anyman, cven the enemyof mank:nc himself,
Everybody, in fact, except Mr Farthingale.
She gunite took in Mr, Farthingale’s danghter.

Wnen Seiina first saw this sos pussy-cat
creature, with the sly eyes and the low voice,
she believed she couid <o anything she
chose w:th her. She had intended to keep
Miss Oppenheim in hew presumed place
from the beginning, but Janet never gave
her an opportunity of doing so. She was so
reserved and timid that she had to be coaxed
%o be made to taik at all; and he. a logies
for the commonest troubie taken for ggr, and
her entreaties that no one should put them-
selves ous of the wav on her account, became
painful to listen to. Miss Selina lost no time
iR Irying 30 ascertain, on her papa’s account,
aow much Janet Oppecheim knew of them
Dposition in whica her auas. Mrs. Mathers, had
seft ner: »usat the clnse of the interview she
was oblged 0 confess hnerself unable to
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decide the extent of her guest’s knowledge,

¢ It was 80 good of your dear papa to offer
me the shelter of his home,’ Miss Oppen-
heim purred. ¢ What should a poor girl like
myself have done all alone in those lodgings ?
And I have never been used to do anything
for myself, you see. My poor aunt was like
a mother to me. I have never known what
1§ is to have a wish ungratified.’

¢ That is a pity, isn’t it ? replied Selina.

- * 8o many womer have to work for their

own living in this world, that it ddes not do
o be brought up too softly, unless one has
certain prospects in the future.’

¢ True, dear Miss Farthingale ; and per-
haps I have been more indulged than is
good for me. Still it was my dear aunt’s
pleasure, and she had a right to do as she
chose.’

¢ Her death must make a great change for
you, does it not ¥

¢ Ah! not whilst I am with you and your
father in this charming home. I fear it is
quite wrong and ungrateful of me to feel so
comfortable here as I do. And will you for-

ive me,dear Miss Farthingale, if I say that

cannot heip fecling as if you were already | adr

my friend ¥

Selina was not much given to making
friends with her own sex ; but she stumbled
over some phrase relative to her hoping Miss
Oppenheim would look upon her as such, in
reply. She had received a second admoni-

tion from her father to be sure and keep :

their guest in good temper for the present.

‘I have always conceived sc high an idea
of what female friendship should be,” mur-
mured Janet. ‘I remember, when I was at
school,being quite laughed at for the strength
with which I handled the subjectin an essay,

that won the first prize in the annual exam-

ination.’

¢ Where were you educated ¥’

¢ At St. Anne’s College, Lymehurst. Mrs.
Mathers gave me the very first advantages.
She considered it quite necessary that I
should be able to teach others, if so required.’

‘Oh ! educated for a governess,’ thought
Miss Selina ; ‘she can’t have been reared
with expectations. Mrs. Mathers intended

you for a teaeher, then,’ she continued alound. -
¢ Until my cousin William died. He was

her grandson, you know, and I am only her
grandniece.

with her evér since.’ -
¢ Does she méan by that, that the money
William was to have inherited has come to
her instead ?’ speculated her companion.
The next words Miss Oppenheim said
seemed to contradict the idea.

But when aunt was relieved of .
placing him in the world, she had me home
from St. Anpe’s at once, and I have lived :

¢ How different our lots in life are, dearj
Mises Farthingale ! You, so rich and happy, ]
surrounded by kind relations , and poor me|
—alone and friendless, with so little to look
forward to.’

‘ We never ean tell what is in the future
for us.

‘ But we can pretty well guess. With all
your advantages, you are sure o make 3 |
brilliant marriage before long.’ 3

Miss Selina thought of Sir Arthur, and §
simpered. It was really pleasant tq&e purred 3
over by this flattering pussy-cat.

‘ That remains to be seen,’ she answered,
smiling. ‘I may be an old maid after all.’ 3§
‘Oh, mnever! never !’ cried Miss Oppen.
heim, clasping her hands ; ¢ that would be an
imposeibility. Now, confess, dear Miss Far-

thingale, that you are engaged already.’

¢ I shall confess nd such thing.’ 1

¢ But I'm sare I'm right. To a duke, per-}
haps, or an earl ! No ? Then to a baronet, §
at the very least.’ :

¢ Well, there are more unlikeiy things in
the future than that I shall be ‘‘ my lady,” I
must say,’ replied Selina, with a self-conscious

‘1 was was certain of it. Oh, let me}

. take a very, very great liberty, and ask his
name.’ ’ :

. ¢Itis ““Sir Arthar,” but I shall not tell

' you a word more. You must gaess all thef

: rest for yourself.’

¢ Sir Arthur ! What a heavenly name!'}§

; And heis tall, I feel, and noble in appear:

: ance and very handsome.’ a

. * You will see him before long, and be able}

. to judge for yourself. But remember he il

. only a friend. I am no more engaged to him

' than you are.’ :

¢ On, I cannot believe that !

¢ It is true, nevertheless.’

¢ Then if you are not, you soon will be§

- dear Miss Farthingale, for I know it is en

; tirely with yourself. And you will be ‘¢ my
lady,” and you will let me be your very faith

" ful humble littie friend to your life’s endj

. exelaimed Mis8 Janet Oppenheim, in an ecs

, tagy of modest enthusiasm, as she knelt bed

: side Selina and kissed her hand.

CHAPTER VL

¢ WHEN SHALL YOU BE COMING BACK ¥

As Vivian Chasemore walked back frorj

* Mr. Farthingale’s house in Kensington to hi
old lodgings in Drury Lane, he caught him:
self more than once whistling in the gladnesi§

“rof his heart,until he remembered that he wat§
about to leave his Bohemian lifebehind him i

; and must drop his Bohemian manners at the
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me time. The recollection only made him
el .
j. He had accommodated himself to the
pciety he had adopted,but he had never felt
p his own sphere since leaving home. The
giquette of the family dinner of the evening
before had reveaied to him, as it were in &
gance, how much he had wronged himself in
ieving that he could give upall the ameni-
es of social life without regret. He had
his father’s house without thought, and
d been too proud to sue for forgiveness
fterwards. The fact is, Vivian had never
d a happy home. His mother had died
jrly and his father been much away on
kreign service,during which period the child
d been left in charge of his grandparents,
ir Peregrine and Lady Chasemore. When
e was twenty, however, his father, then a
meral, had retired from the army, and
ried the widow of an old brother officer,
- flaunting, showy woman, of middle age.
was_then poor Vivian’s miseries began.
le had been old enough to see all the
ong that went or under his father’s very
ges,and too young to tell the old man what
fool his new wife was making of him.
arrel after quarrel took place between
Nl stepmother and himself,until he told her
snly that her disgraceful conduct was
aking their name a jest and by-word in
e neighbourhood, and that he, for one, was
ptermined vo stand it no longer.
‘Mrs. Chasemore carried this story, with
ny exaggerations, to the general, who
jered his son to apoiogise or leave the
e. Vivian chose the latter alternative.
ran away, then and there, with ten
unds in his pocket, and carried a banner
'the stage of old Drury Lane, until his
fants and address gained him the notice of
p manager of the theatre and a better
gagement, And since that time he had
acting, here, there, and everywhere,
ng chiefly the parts of old men in
medy, for which he had a peculiar forte,
that many of his intimate friends had
Btched the tottering gait and listened to
quavering voice of Alfred Waverley,

A

Bhout dreaming that beneath the false fore- |

pd,and wrinkles, and crows’-feet, there lay
¢  handsome, laughing face of Vivian
Sascmore.  He had laughed more than
had felt inclined to do. His was a

Py, bouyant temperament that made the

et of everything ; but he had had many :
ely and desolate hours during the term of |

banishment, in which the whole of life
ked g0 dark and hopeless that he ques-
ned whether he wounld not be wiser to end
perplexities avith a dose of prussic acid.
Lhat was all over now, he remembered

with a joyous laugh, as he speed along from
Kensington to Drury Lane. His desr old
grandfather, who had been very fond of him
when a little child, but whom he had never
credited with so much partiality since, had
left him independent for life. He had nothing
to do thenceforward but enjoy birself in the
society -he liked best, and that, Vivian could
not help feeling, would be the society in
which he had been reared, however grateful
he might feel to those who had been his
friends in exile.

Under the influence of such feelings, it was
with a face even more beaming than usual
that he burst into the little greengrocer’s
shop (how much smaller and narrower it
looked even now than it had done yesterday),
where Mrs. Bell, with her work in her hand,
was lieeping guard behind the counter.

LR ! Mr. Waverley, sir! is it you? I
thought we should see you back again some
time to-day ; but Bonnie, she’s bin fidgeting
like anythink over your dinner, and a won-
derin’ whether you’ll take this, or whether
you’ll take that ; and as I said to ’er, what’s .
the use, when if Mr. Waverley wants any-
think, ’e’s sure to come ‘ome and tell us so

imself.’

‘Right as usual, Mrs, Bell ! For, as it
happens, I’ve only run over for an hour or
two, to look after my things, and shall not
dine here to-day at all.’

¢ Going back to your friends, sir, Isuppose ?
Well. I'm glad to hear it, if so be they’re
good friends to you ; for a young man is beset
by temptations 1n a place like London, and
the more respectable people ’e¢ knows the
better. That’s was I say.’

‘Just 80, Mrs. Bell! Yes; my friends
have been very kind to me, and I am sure
you will be glad to hear that 1've come into
a bit of good luck at last.’

‘Well, I never ! Have you now ; That’s
just what the little gennelman s‘g yester-
day, that he’d good news for yo#. 1 ’ope
it’s money, Mr. Waverley. Money is heverye
think to a young man just startin’iu life.

‘Yes; it is money.’

‘I am glad ! A nice little sum too, I ’ope.
Enough to set you goin’ when you takesa
wife.’ A

‘Quite enough and to spare. Though I
never mean to be such a fool as to marry,
Mrs. Beil.’

‘La ! sir, you shouldn’t speak in that way
of holy matrimony. I can’t abear to hear
the young people nowadays a-ridicoolin’ of
marriage as if it ’twasn't nothin’. Why,
when 1 was a gal, I'm sure the first thing we
thinked of was an ’usband ; and it was
* catch who catch can ” amongst us, directly
a young man made 'is appearance.’
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¢ Poor fellow !’ said Vivian gravely, as he
seated himself on the counter; ‘but I
shouldn’t have minded being caught by you,
Mrs. Bell’

“Get along with your nonsense, sir!|

What I means is this : all the yoing folk
seem set against nature nowadays. The
men don’t want to have wives, and when
the gals is married they don’t want to’ave
chﬂgren. Why, it’s regular flyin’ in the
face of Providence, Look at my Bonnie,
now. She might raarry as nice a young man
to-morrow as ever ste?ped, but she won’t
’ave a word to say to ’im.’
¢ Who’s that ? Kit Masters ?’
¢ Yes, gir ; he’s regular in earnest arter
’er, but she slapped his poor face yesterday,
so that you might ’ave’eard it down at
‘Whitechapel.’
Vivian laughed. [
¢Oh, that means nothing, Mra’ Bell
When girls slap a man’s face, they want to
be kissed in return. Masters ought to have
known that ; he isn’t half a sharp fellow.’
¢ Pr'aps not, sir ; but ’e’s got the means to
keep ’er well, and pervide for ’er arter I'm
gone, and she’s a fool to say ‘‘nay” to’im ;
but Bonnie was alwaps a bit daft, you know,
Mr. Waverley, and not like other gals.’
¢ Where is she now, Mrs, Bell ¥
‘In your rooms, I think. Seems to me
she spends ’alf ’er time a-dustin’ of nothin’.
She ain’t good for much, [ know ; and Mas-
ters, or any other man that gets ’er, will’ave
a sorry bargain.’ : .
¢TI dare say Bonnie will come round after a
little, Mrs. Bell. I'll talk to her, and see if
I cannot persuade her to give Kit Masters a
¢ Aye, do, Mr, Waverley ! She thinks a
deal of you, Bonnie does, and of what you
zay,a’nd will take your word afore mine, any
ay.
¢ All right, I'll try my best,’ replied Vi-
vian, as he got off the counter and went up-
stairs.

Bonnie was sweeping the sitting-room, with
a duster tied round her head to keep the dust
_ from her hair. She looked very pretty in
her homely head-dress. though she blushed
scarlet at being discovered so attired, and
tried to get rid of it.

¢ Don’t pull it off, Bonnie !” exclaimed Vi-
vian ; ‘it looks uncommonly nice and tidy,I
can teliyou.’

*But I can’t go on sweeping while you’re
here, Mr. Waverley.’

‘I don’s want you to do so; I want you to
oome and help me turn out my old portman-
and the other boxes.’ .

¢ La, Mr. Waverley! whatever for ? You're
not going away directly, are you 7’

* There was such visible disappointment in}
the droop of Bonnie’s pretty mouth, as she
put the question, that Vivian was quitef
touched.” It had not entered into his calcula.
tions that his stroke of good fortune might

oss to his hnmile

¢ Why, what do you wish me to stay for,]
Bonnie ? Igive you a lot of trouble,you know,
and make a terrible noise ; the house must
be ever 80 much quieter when I am away.” }

¢ I never complained of the trouble, s
replied the girl, with downcast eyes.

¢ Come here, and sit by me, Bonnie, on
the sofa. No; never mind the duster or the
apron ; 1 want to talk to you. I’ve lived in}
this house on and off, for four years, andj
you’'ve always been a kind little friend tome;
and g0 I think you will be pleased to hea
of my good fortune : I've had some mone;Jill
left me, Bonnie.’ T

¢ ’Ave you, sir ? thatis good ! Is it twenty
pounds—or more?’ :

¢ It is more than twenty pounds, Bonnie,:$
great deal. It is enough to enable me to3
live comfortably, without doing any wo
I need never run. about the country again,
from one theatre to another, as I have t
used to do. I can leave the stagealtogether,
and settle down where I choose.’

Bonnie’s face grew radiant.

‘Oh! I am glad, Mr. Waverley !
truly glad to hear it.

1 an
And now you need
never spare yourself tobacco or beer again
nor summat nice for your dinner,like a ro:

duck, or that. And oh, Mr. Waverley, sir

you’ll ’ave curtains up to the bed againsi
winter, won’t you, to keep out that draughg
from the door that used cut so when yod
’ad the influenza ?’ ¥

‘And when a certain little girl was s
kind as to hang up her best gown to shield
me from the cold ! I haven’t forgotten thai
Bonnie ; and when I get my money yogl
shall have the prettiest gown that is to b
bought, in remembrance of yoar own g
ness.’

¢ La, sir! 'twas nothin’,’
with a shamed face. ¢I’d ’ave done
same for any one.’

Vivian perceived that the girl imagined]
that, fortune or no fortune,he woud contin
to live on at the greengrocer’s shop, and
wondering how to break the news to her ¢
his certain departure.

¢ Well, then, as I am not going to act ag
you see, all my theatrical dresses will be o
no further use to me, so I want to pack they
up and send them to my friend Mr. Selwy#
who has just telegraphed to say he will tal
my engagement at Swansea. That is
gentleman who nursed me through the br
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two years ago—you remember, Bonnie ?
pd my dresses and wigs will be valuable
him, though they are of no further use to
Will you help me to sort them, and put
am all away in the big black box ¥’
4 Willingly, sir !’ cried Bonnie. ¢ And wont
he gentlemen be pleased when ’e gets ’em.
at you won’t send away that lovely violet
dlvet coat, with the satin breeches. Mr.
faverley, will you?’ N
j¢ Yes, everything ! I never wish to look
them again,’ replied Vivian, as he tossed
fesses, wigs, jewelled rapiers, and buckled
bes, one after the other, out of the chests
drawers, and Bonnie packed them for him
travelling-trunk.
When the task was completed, he wrote a
ible direction for the box :

¢ To EVERARD SELWYN, Esq.,
¢ Theatre Royal,

¢ Swansea.’

i told the little girl it was to be fetched
v by the railway-van that evening.
1 will write and tell Mr. Selwyn it is
ping,’ he added. ¢ Well, that’s over, and
s relief to my mind. Good-bye to the
fdays, and all the hard work, anxiety, and
jpense that accompanied them ! And now
L the rest of my things, what am I to do
fh them ?’
He intended to leave the greater part of
-property with Mrs. Bell, to be disposed
b she thought fit, but he put the question
pler to introduce the subject of his depar-

Vhy, what should you do with them ?
nded Bonnie. ¢ You’re never going to
bw away your shirts and pocket-handker-
s gnd socks, Mr. Waverley ? . What'll
do without ’em ¥
[Buy new ones, Bonnie,’ these have seen
d service.
But they’ll do to knock about of a morn-
®ir, if they’re not good enough for you to
put in. ’Twould be ten thousand pities
hrow ’em away.’ .
fhere's nio need to do that. Your grand.
@er can sell them, or give them away, or
hat she pleases with them. I shall only
. cl,ia.nge of linen and the suit I wear
lme,
e ’em where ¥’ demanded Bonnie,
» my friend’s house or to the hotel. I
1 sball go to an hotel for a day or two.’
to an hotel ! repeated the girl, vaguely ;
vhy, sir? -When shall you be coming
bto us again ¥
lell,to tell you the truth, Bonnie,’ replied
kn, slowly, ‘I don’t quite think I shall

come back--not to sleep you know* Of course
I shall come and see you and your grand-
mother sometimes ; but I shall live in bigger
rooms than these now, and in a different part
of London ; and though I'm very sorry to
leave you and Mrs. Bell, who have always
been so kind and attentive to me, yet it
wouldn’t suit my altered circumstances, you
see, to keep on these little rooms.’

¢ Not come back !’ said Bonnte, with a half-
frightened stare. .

Vivian had watched the girl’s colour ebb
and flow as he spoke to her, and saw that the
announcement he had made was anything but
a pleasurable one, but he was scarcely pre-
pared to meet the livid countenance she turn-
ed towards him now.

‘Not to live here,” he repeated kindly;
‘but I shall often see you, dear Bonnie, I
hope.’ -

He put his hand upon her shoulder as
he spoke, but she shook it off as if it hurt
her, and she saw that she wss shivering
violently. .

‘Bonnie! Bonnie! what is the matter ?
What have I said to make you look like
this ? he asked as he bent over her.

¢ Oh, go your ways and don’t mind me !
replied the girl, vehemently ; * T ain’t nothin’
along of what you've said. It’s my poor
head aches so terrible I can hardly bear
myself.’

And in illustration of the fact, Bonnie,
throwing her apron over her head,burst into
a storm of tears and rocked herself backwards
and forwards. Vivian kept a small stock of
wine iif a buffet in his sitting-room. He un-
locked it now, and pouring out a glass of
sherry, tried to put it to the girl’s lips. But
she pushed it from her, so that it was spilt
upon the carpet: He waited for a few
minates till her agitation had somewhat sub-
sided,and then asked her how she felt, He
had not the slightest belief in the headache
she had so suddenly conjured up, but con-
sidered it quite natural all the.same that a
pretty girl should cr, at the idea of parting
with him. :

‘Shall I call your grandmother, Bonnie ¥

‘No, no ! let -the old woman be. She’d
send me off to bed at once,and then I couldn’t
help you with the packing. What more’s to
g0, Mr. Waverley ? The pain’s easier now
and I can do all you want for you without
no grandmothers,’

‘ There’s nothing more to pack, Bonnie.
I have put what I require in my bag ; and
what I leave behind wish you to do
exactly as you think best with. But I
should like you to take my books and
pictures, and the little clock, and anythmﬁ
else about the rooms that belong to me, an
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keep them for your own gelf, justin remem- | der-this roof, nor the good honest people
brance of the years we’'ve passed together, : that have waited ou me here.’ .
will you ?’ | +Oh ! that's what you'll do for me, is it ¥

¢T’ll keep ’em for you, sir. P'r'aps some | cried the girl, glaring with sudden passio
day you inay want ’em back again, and then | a3 she sprang up from her seat and confront}
vowll find ’em safe, just ~as you left em in | ed Vivian; ¢ then you may keep all your goo
my care.’ intentions to yourself, Mr. Waverley, for I
«Thank you, Bonnie, but 1 would rather | shan’t never marry Kit Masters, or any o

ou consider them your own. You will | that lot. How do- you think I could do it

{e married some day, and have a nice little | How do you think I could do it ?’ she went
house, and they may help to make it pretty. | onin a piteous, faltering voice; ‘%o bend®
1 shall never want them again, my Gear. I myself to a nasty coarse ruffin like tha
am richer than you think.’ - ~. who can think o nothin’ but his ’orse ai

¢ Very, very rich?’ she said with a sob. 1 cart? Grandmother calls me * daft; " but

+ Yes, very rich, compared to what I have ‘.must be dafter than Iam now afore 1

1}

been ; and never likely to want any of the | myself down to serve Kit Masters all thd
old things again.’ dazs of my life.’ :
“Youll be marryin’ some grand lady.’ Her vehemence took Vivian so completel
exclaimed Bonnie, with sudden energy. | by surprise, that he looked at her in perfed
+1 don’t think so, Bonnie. I've no wish | astonishment. Bonnie had always seeme
to marry any body yet awhile. But talking | sucha quiet, soft-spoken,smiling little girl &
of marriage reminds me of-something. What | him. Fle could never have credited her wit]
- i your objection to Kit Masters ?’ the expression of so much feeling. And #
The girl’s eyes blazed. call Kit Masters a coarse ruffian, too ; a mj
¢ Kit Masters ! Who's bin coupling our | in her own station of life, and rather abovei
pemes before you, Mr. Waverley ¥ Way, what could the child be dreaming off
¢ Your grandmother told me that he had | At the same time her reproaches had p%a ol
proposed to marry you, but that you refused | him in a totally false position, and he f
to have anything to say to him.’ | called upon to ask her pardon for ha
¢ Yes + and allays will’ rejoined Bon- | offended her. -
ie. I am” so sorry I spoke, Bonnie ; I didn

e

e.

-Buthow is that? He is a very respect- | mean to make you angry ; but I will nevd
able, nice-looking young fellow, and well | mention marriage to you agsin, if you don
able to keep you. He's got a borse and | like it. I shan’t be cheated out of giving yi
cart, and he told me once that his father | a present, though ; for, married or single, y§

owned a market garden in Surrey. You | must have a smart gown ‘to remember me b
might come to be quite a rich woman some | as sure as my name’s—’ i
day if you marry him, Bonnie ? ! ™ He was going toadd ¢ Vivian Chasemo! 4
- Aye ! T might maybe, but I shan’s all the | but stopped short at the very utterance of 1
same. I hate’im and all the rest of "em, syllables. It struck him suddenly, he hard
and I won’t "ave nothin’ to say o ‘em.’ kni;: :"Eft’élﬁ}::‘ hehvig‘%d ;‘;ﬁhﬁ be kno
P . - in thaf e household by the old name o}
But listen to me, B,onme : 1 want to tell <What did you say,sir * deman ded Bonn
you something. Youre a nice little girl, | cariosity getting the upper hand of i
you k%g)w,and I §hou1d like tolsee ;gou mar- trouble‘y g g ppe
ried. Your grandmother can’t live for ever , N b . s ]
and you're fagoo prety and too young t0 carry |y, thv(f:‘;%]ioﬁnze';g;s gﬁ;f coxl;egu: .
on the shop by yourself. So you ought to.| J-17o0 4 S t.:'; € dt% b my talk o
ta good husband : and from what I he:’a.r, ;0’:" grangxihe:s’ and fimsh my
1 think M.a.s?;ers is 1:ke1.y to make you one. “The talk proved very catisfactory to M
¢ Aye! will he 2’ said the girl, indiffer- | Bell, although she was.sorry to hear she¥
ently. o lose her lodger. But Mr. Waved
¢ Mrs. Bell says he’s very. sond of you ;| ‘be’aved sisself like a real gentlemen,’ as
and indeed he told me so himself. And | told Kit Masters the next aay, ¢ and paidf
what I mean to do for you is this : On the | two months’ rent, which I ’ope 'e may M
day you’re married—1 don’t care to whom, 1 lucky as he deserves to be.’
so long as he’s a good fellow— I shall give <You was allays too good for a play-ad
you the entire furpiture for a four-room sir,” was her comment, as, Vivian told hej
houmse—real good furniture, Bonnie ; and the | his altered circamstances ; ‘and Tve said
wedding-gown and bonnet bes.de ; and the | far and near, ever since 1 first saw
wedding-cake too, if you like—for I shall | You've a look altogether (above it,”
never forget the many months I've slept un- | I felt you was bemeaned., Andso I W

L~
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all the possible good in this world, and
ps you’ll come to think higher of matri-
py, and ’ave a good wife to yourself.’
hank you, Mrs. Bell. When I do have
ife, I hope sincerely I shall have her to
melf. And now that we've settled ourlit-
account, I'll just run upstairs and have
B parting kiss from Bonnie before I set off
my travels.’
He ran upstairs,but he could not find Bon-
fnowhere. He looked in each room on
upper landing without success. Hecould
Slhere the poor child sobbing her heart out
st the pile of dusty papers in the cup-
d, and reached the shop again disap-
nted;
Bhe isn't there, Mr. Bell : but I shall ba
id again. before long. So give her my love,
say, by hook or by crook, I must have
b kiss next time we meet.’
Mr. Waverley ! you was allays a one
your fun, sir,” replied the greengrocer’s
ow, a8 Vivian Chasemore shook hands
h her cordially, and left the scene of his
iliation, for 3s such he had already be-
[to regard it, far behind him. M -
le had supplied him with ready money,
he turned into one of the most fashion-
hotels and ordered his rooms and his din-
a3 if he had never been accustomed to
bbing in lower style. Then he had an
rview with his-tailor and his bootmaker
outfitter, and before night was estab-
d in comfort, and with all the ae
aalia of a gentleman about him, As he
k- the smoking-room that evening, after
br, content to watch the curling clouds
flew into the air, and ruminate upon
iltered prospects, one circumstance
F puzzled him: who had put Mr
hingale upon his track, or connected
pame of Alfred Waverley with that of
missing Vivian Charemore? He had
ptten in the excitement of the discovery
fk the lawyer that question, nor had his
in Sir Arthur mooted it. He was sure
of his-theatrical friends knew his real
men, or that, guessing it, they would
igiven it up without asking his consent.
pcame s0 curious on thsisubject that he
B Mr. Farthingale’s office the first thing
kmorning, to learn the truth ; but, to
fprise, the {awyer was as ignorant as

Fe had been advertising your nime ahd
Bption in the papers for two months,
semore, without success, when, the
re I found you in Drury Lane, I
ed a dirty crumpled letter, badly
#n and withoat signature, informing me
af I enquired at a certain address I
hear news of a iodger who went by

the name of Waverley, buf answered to_your
description. We had offered fifty pounds
reward for any information leading to your
discovery, and in this communication it was
intimated that if Mr. Waverley proved to
be Mr, Chasemore, the writer would apply
in person for the reward, and produce a
duplicate of the letter in proof of his iden-
tity. But he has not appeared yet,’

‘He is sure to do so, I sappose ¥ said
Vivian.

“Sure, as that fifty Pounds is not to be
earned easily every day.

‘I am most curious to find out who it is?

¢ There will be no difficulty, Mr. Chase-
more. Of course the money will not be paid
until we have received direct proof of the
justice of the ciaim, with the namc and
occupation of the applicant.’

‘ Whoever can 1t be? repeated Vivian,
with puzzled brows.

CHAPTER VIL

WE SHALL NEVER BE MORE THAN ACQUAIN-
TANCES.

Regina Nettleship had invited Mrs. Run-
nymede to spend the afternoon with her, in
her mamma’s apartments, which was a more
remarkable occurrence than may at first sight
appear to be. For though Mrs. Runnymede
bad, by reason of many circumstances, been
installed chief friend to Lady William, she
was the detestation of her daughter. Re-
gina was proud and cold, and smarted hourly
under the many indignities which their po-
verty thrust upon them ; but the worst of
all to her was being forced to endure the com-
pany and tamiliarities and obligations of the
lady alluded to. Mrs. Runneymede was
not their equal in birth or position. She
was their superior only by the fact of hav-
inga longer purse and being lavish with her
money, and Miss Nettleship hated to see
their vases filled with the lowers she brought
and to know that when they went out to-
gether she paid for their luncheons and cabs,
and lent small sums to her mother which
were never returned. -

Yet the buxom Mrs. Runoymede sat in
the drawing-room that afternoon by ber in-
vitation, and Regina was doing her best to
make herself agreeableto her. The fact is,
it was the third day after thereturn of Viv-
ian Chasemore to his family—the day on
which Sir Arthur had dvowed his intention
of making another call upon her—and as the
weather was showery, and Lady William
was confined to her bedroom with a -cold,
Miss Nettleship had thought it as well to
secure herself against an awkward ¢tete-a-
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tete’ with the enamoured baronet. She had
not told her mother of the terrible mistake
she had made; of the predicamens into
which she had so nearly fallen; and which,
had Mr. Farthingale’s apposite appearance
been delayed by ten minutes, might have
seriously entangled her with Sir Arthur
Chasemore.
She knew that the baronet considered she
" had a8 good as given her word to marry
him ; but Regina remembered with a sigh of
relief that she had not so given it, and that
it only required a little womanly finesse on
her part to be quit of her half-accomplished
bargain, Still, she did not intend to dismiss
Sir Arthur until she had seen what chances
-ghe might have with his rich cousin ; she
was not one to drop the bone for the
shadow ; and therefore she felt that, at all
hazards, she must avoid being left aione
with him to risk a repetition of the scene
she had already gone through, until she had
finally made up her mind on the subjeet.
Whilst she was deliberating whether she
should seclude herself for the day in Lady
William’s bedroom, or run the chance of a
cold by walking out in the rain, Mrs. Ranny-
mede had ‘dropped in’ to luncheon, and
Regina had made her promise to remain
with her for the rest of the day. She even
swaliowed her disgusvat seeinga *pate de
toie gras’ and a basket of flowers and fruit
handed out of the cab that conveyed Mrs.
Ruonymede to their door (for that lady
seldom visited them empty-handed), and
praised the viands when they appeared upon
the luncheon-table, although she felt as if |
each mouthful would choke ber.

Mrs. Runnymede had evidently been :
handsome in her youth, with a bold, high- |
coloured beauty which had now degenerated |
into coarseness. She had large features and !
large limbs,and was altogether rather oppres- ;
sive in a small room. She dyed gher hair of !
an anburn colour, and ‘dropped belladonna
into her eyes to make them appear stiil
larger than they were by nature, and fancied
herself so secure against detection on both
points a3 to_be able openly to remonstrate
with Lady William for rouhing the cheeks
and blacking the eye-brows of her shaking

. palsied old head.  Mrs. Runnymede always
professed to have very weak sight and
delicate merves. The first thing she did
on entering a room was to let down the
blinds and sit as_far away from the window
as possible, shading her eyes with her hands.
Some people thought it was the belladonna |
that made her eyes so bloodshot and watery- |
looking ; others that is was occasioned by an |
extra-glass of sherry ; but Mrs. Runnymede |
herself said it was all the troubie she had ;

i Miss Nettleship ?’ she demanded.

gone through and the many tears she had
shed. and presumably she knew the truth of §
the matter. She had one virtue to counteract
her foibles : she was very good-natured, at ]
least with those to whom it served her par.

pose to be so.

But Regina Nettleship would have sufféfed
less under insults from Mrs. Runnymede’s
hand than she did under the presents it
extended to her, and which, if she refused, §
her mother accepted instead.

As the two women sat opposite to each
other in the little drawing-room they formed §
a striking contrast. I‘%)twithstanding the
summer shower, the temprature was ex- }
ceedingly warm, and a deeper flush than }
usual had mounted to the elder lady’s cheek, §
But scarcely any colour illumined Regina’s
marble face. She looked like an ice-maiden,
with her purely-cut features, and the pale
gold hair that was wound in a classical
fashion about her head. Her dress—which, }
except for a littlo fall of lace about the$
throat and wrists, was perfectly plain—was$
only an old white alpaca which had been
washed till it turned yellow ; bat its folds §
sat upon her lissom figure as if she had been 3
a queen. There was a cold purity and
dignity about all her movements, and her}
very way of speaking, that, from whatever
source it was derived,struck every spectator
whe saw Regina Nettleship for the first time.
As she moved slowly and gracefully about
the ill-kept and ill-furnished apartment, she3$
might have been Semiramis treading the

| marble courts of Nineveh, or Zenobia in the

groves of Palmyra, or Cleopatra floating in}
her gilded barge on the bosom of the Nile 58
And Mrs. Runnymede, notwithstanding her 8
self-appreciation, recognised the superiority}
of tone and manner in her young com§
panion, and felt mean and common beside
1t.

‘ Have you not been out at all to-day,

It was

strange that, for ail her mtimacy ;.t Lady§
William’s house, she had never yet arrived
at calling Regina by her Christian name.)

¢ Yes ; I went in Kensington Gardens thi
morning, but the wind rose so suddenly
was obliged to come home.- I met with 3§
curious adventure; t00 : quite matter for:§
novel,’ said Miss Nettleship, with a smile
the remembrance. -

The elastic broke, and off went my hat ha

‘way to Bayswater ! I aidn’t know what os
earth to do—I couldn’t” run after it, yod
know, and there it was, scudding before the
wind like a hoop. So I turned to a littl
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jy and said, ‘If you'll run after that hat
g bring it-back to me, I'll give you a
{.’ The child stared at me like a f(;)l,
j I was just going to repeat my offer
pen 2 genglema.n sprang up from a bench
e at hand, and saying ‘* Permit me,” zan
igh all his might and main after my hat.
bu cannot think how ashamed 1 felt.
a crowd gathered around me, and made
garks upon it. I could have cried with
xation, and if there had been a cab within
jat, I should have got into it and come
pe and left the hat behind me.’ .
JOh | that would have been very foolish,
when the gentleman had offered to
ver it for you.’ i
could not endure to stand shere with
bate head and all the canaille staring at
However. there was no alternative,
it must have been more than ten minutes
pre I got my hat back again.’
'What was he like ¥
he gentlemen ? Oh ! he was young and
d-looking, I think. But the chief thing
hat having restored my property to me,
twalked off and left his own behind
3 -

How was that ¥
He had deposited a small parcel on the
ph when he gave chase to my hat, and
he bad disappeared again, one of the
dren directed my attention 7o it. SoI
it in charge ; but after having walked
pt the Park for nearly ac hour in search
im-withoat success, I brought it home
me. And now I do not know what on
h to do with it.’
on must keep it till the owner claims

But how shall I ever find him again?
floesn’t know my name, and I don’t know
- I left our address with the park-keeper
se he applies to him. 'If we hear no-
g in a few days, I suppose we must ad-
e it.’ R

What sort of a parcel is it 2’ all,
Pere it is,’ said Regina, bringing a sm:

by-sealed packet from a side-table. ¢ It

fhard; but I cannot i ine what it is.’
Runnymede pmchﬁ the parcel in

direction.

foan tell you, my dear! It's jewellery.

h, I hope not! I thought it felt like.a

B Seidlitz powders.” 1
fot a bit of it. That’s a Morocco jew- s
e. I know the feel of it perfectly.
bit’s wrapped in  white paper too, and
). No one but chemists and jewellers
x"
What will the poor young man do? In’
ste to oblige me, he cannot have en-
r forgotten he had placed the parcel by

his side. Qught we to send a notite to the
police-station, or an advertisement to the
newspapers ?’

¢I should wait a day or two, and see what
happens. FEe will probably advertise for it
himself, if the contents are valuable. Wha
was he like ? . -

‘You’ve asked me that question already,’
replied Miss Nettleship, coldly. ¢I don’t
look at everybody I may meet in the streets,
Mrs. Runnymede.’

¢Of course dot! But you might have
observed whether the preserver of your hat
was--handsome or ugly—a gentleman or a
snob.’ T e

‘He was a gentleman—I know . nothing
more,’ said Regina, as she deposited the
white packet on the side-table again. She
did know more. She had seen and observed
thatthe stranger was unusually good-looking,
and that he cast more than one glance of
admiration at herself. But she would have
considered it lowering to discuss such topics
with Mrs. Runnymede.

It was at this juncture that the servant
announeced Sir Arthur Chasemore,and the
baronet entered thé room, with visible dis-
appointment at not finding Miss Nettleship
alone.

After the usual greetings from the two
ladies, and a polite inquiry after the health of
Lady William, Sir Arthur resigned -himself
to his fate, and sank into a chair to be bored
by Mrs. Rannymede.

¢ And now you maust tell us all about. your
cousin, Sir Arthar,’ she exclaimed fervently.
¢ Everybody in London has heard the news
osf his return, and is dying to see him. The

tingoes are going to give a on
pur;g;ee to introdgce him td¢ then-a%nds.
And I hear he’s staying with those odious
Farthingales. Is that the case?’

‘He did stay with them for one nights
Mrs. Runnymede, but he has now removed
to his hotel.’

‘Oh, indeed! Much to the chagrin of
Miss Selina, I dare say. It is easy to guess
why old Farthingale was so anxious to invite
Mr. Vivian Chassemore to his house.’ .

‘ You forget, in Regina, loftily,
‘who the Farthingales are. I should hardly
imagine that in their most excited moments
they could seriously contemplate marrying
into Sir Arthur’s family.’ °

Sir Arthur cast a glance. of gratitude
towards her. .

‘Hardly,” he murmured, in a tone of
acquiescence. .

‘1 don’t think there are any limits $o their
expectations,’ said Mrs. Runnymeds. ¢ Mr.
Farthingale thinks his purse is long enough
to aceomplish anything.’
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¢ Which is only another proof of his own
incompetency,’ remarked Regina. ¢ Did you
see your cousin the other evening, Sir
Arthur ¥

‘Yes, I dined there! And yesterday I
was with him at his hotel. He is very

apxious for an introduction to you, Miss |

Nettleship, and I ventured to promise him
one. Did I take too great a liberty ¥

1 remember yourself.’

I must look forward to better lack to-mor-

row.’ . / ;
He had taken her left hand in his a8 he|

spoke, and was trying to slip a ring upon

the third finger. Regina snatched it forcibly

away. :

¢ Sir Arthur, what are you doing? Pray§

‘It isonly a ring, Regina—s trumpery g

¢ Certainly not | Mamma and I wish to ithing not worthy of your acceptance; but§ ‘

know him.

‘ He said he would meet me here this
afternoon about five o’clock, when I hope to
have the pleasure of - presenting him to you.’

¢ Mr. Vivian Chasemore coming here to-
day ! exclaimed Mrs. Runnymede. ‘Oh,
that is delightful !| Why, we are all longing
to see him, Sir Arthur. Why, hé is quite the
hero of the day, you know. Such a romantic
history, and such a lot of money ! Half the
+ salons’ of London will be open to him.’

¢ Yes | he is alucky fellow, as far as wealth
is concerned ; and I trust we shall not find
that the calling he was so unfortunately led
to adopt, has deteriorated his manners for
society. Is there no chance of my seeing
Lady William to-day, Miss Nettleship ¥

* Not the slightest, Sir Arthur. Mamma
is in bed. She caught a cold coming home
the other night from the Stingoes, I think,
and has been poorly ever since.’

‘I am so grieved to hear it. I particularly
wished to see her this afternoon.’.

¢Can I give her any message frqm you ¥
said Regina, pertinaciously keeping her eyes
turned away from those of the baronet.

¢ Yes; I should like to send her one,—
that is, if you would be so good as to deliver
it,” replied Sir Arthur, as he glanced in a
peculiar manner towards Mrs. Runnymede.
That lady took the hint, and rising from her
chair negligently, walked into the next room,
which was divided from them by half-closed
folding-doors, saying : ’ .

¢ Did I leave my hand-bag with my bonnet
and shawl, Miss Nettleship ?

Regina would have rushed after her,under
the pretence of affording her assistance, had
not Sir Arthurdaid a detaining hand upon
(l;er arm and drawn her towards the win-

ow.

¢ Forgive me,’ he said,’ ‘butI am longing
to speak to you. Do send that woman with
some .message up to your mother.’

But Regina-drew herself backwards.

¢ Excuse me, Sir Arthur ; I cannot favou?
one guest at the expense of another. Mrs.
Runnymede is spending-the day with me, on
my own invitation.’

¢ How unfortunate! .I was in hopes you
would have kept this afternoon for me. But

~

1 you will wear it, I trust, as a pledge of ow

engagement, until 1 can replace it with an-

1‘ other.’
1 ¢Oh no, indeed I cannot !’ she whispered,

nervously. :
‘You cannot ! and why ¥ : -
{  “Mamma gwould not like it. She is very]
} particular,and she knows nothing yet of wha
took place the other day.’ ]
¢ But you will tell her, will you not

‘I don’t know. I am not sure.’

‘ Regina, there is something beneath alf
this, Why do you speak to me in 8o'strange
a manner ? Have you already regretted theg
promise you made to me the day befor:¥
yesterday

‘I never made promise,’ she replied.

¢ The words you spoke then, and by whichd
you let me to believe that your feelings wer
reciprocal to mine.’ 3

¢Pray don’t talk of it now, Sir Arthur}
You mausn’t hurry me so; you make mug
nervous, and then I don’t know what I
saying.’ ' )

* I have no wish to hurry you. You s
take your own time for all things. Buw
meanwhile accept the ring, if it is only t
keep in your pocket until you can wear i
before the world.’

‘Please don’t ask me !
not.’

‘You are wounding me terribly !” replie
the baronet. as he‘replaced the ring whe
he had taken it. ‘I came here with sucd
different anticipations from these.’

‘You forget how new the idea is to md
It is too serious a matter to be decided in
moment. I say so for your sake as wel
as my own.’ .

‘I thought you had decided ; and thersi
lies my disappointment,’ said Sir Arthar. j
was 80 happy whilst I was buying that riy
this moraing. My cousin was with me, au
asked my permission to buy a little souven
for you on his own account. I thoughg
under the circumstances, there could be i
objection to it ; and I believe he madea ve
handsome purchase, which I suppose will i
wasted, like iny own.’

¢I can accept nothing from your cousin
the score of being engaged to you,’” replid
Regina. ‘I am ergaged to no one,

I would rathef ‘

N

i
k!
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bhur, whatever my preferences may be;
d I do not intend to bind myself untii 1
k quite sure it is for my own happiness and
t of others.  Mrs. Runnymede,’ she con-
med, raising her voice, ‘caunot yom find
Jur hand-bag ? I think I saw the servant
ce it on the sofa.’
[At these words the other lady reappeared,
P Sir Arthur,secing the interview was at
end, bit his lip with vexation, and stood
Bh his back to Regina, looking out of the
Bidow. He did not believe her decision to
final one by any manner of meaus ; but
s annoyed to think his wishes had
ahead of hers, and she was more luke.
fm on _the subject of their engagement
n himseif. That she was really trying
et rid of him he had not the slightest

Here is Vivian !’ he said, in rather a
Pen tone, a few minutes afterwards, as a
§som cab dashed up to the door.
firs. Runnymede bridled with curiosity and-|
pectation. Miss N ettleship said nothing ;
even 1a that brief moment she found time
oader to hersel! if the new-comer would
e ulore or less agreeable than his cousin
her ckarms would have any power to
t him, N
bW she wished she had been attired in a
ver more worthy of her beauty ! for
jina knew she was handsome, and rated
B oe of her personal possessions at its
est vaiue., She gave the washed alpaca
fuu impatient twitch ag the though
pd through her mind.
'0 more poverty for me,’ she said to her-
¥ if it is to be prevented either by fair
= or foul.’ !
panwhile Sir Arthur, who had gone to
flead of the stairs to receive hig cousin,
itered the room, with Vivian Chasemore.
B train. He wished thag something had
poted his coming. He had talked so
Miiently to him of being engaged to Miss
Roship. And now he had only just had
fin a hurried whisper to beg Vivian not
kke any allusion to the relations sup-
b to be existing between himself and
ung lady.
H right ! replied his cousin,
pr, I’ve lost that bracelet.’
f:baronet elevated his eyebrows, but
8ay nothing, for they were already in
pom.
iss Nettleship, allow me to present Mr,
o more to yeu.’

¢ Fancy !

fina rose im her stately manner, and
bout to salute the stranger with one .o
Jost graceful inclinations, when thelrf
Bet.

3

‘Oh !’ she exclaimed faintly, as she stared
at him ; and Vivian’s first words were :

‘ We have met before !’

¢ Where?’ said Sir Arthar, in a tone of
astonishment.

‘In the Park this morning, when this
young lady lost her hat, and I had the plea-
sure of restoring it to her.’

- ‘How .very strange!’ rejoined Regina,
¢ Mrs. Runnymede, Mr. Chasemore is actual-
ly the gentleman I spoke to you about, who
ran such a distance after my hat in Kensing.
ton Gardens to-day.’

‘This is a coincidence,” said Mra, Runny-
mede, as she bowed to Vivian. “Tassure
you I’ve heard the whole story, Mr. Chase-
more.  Miss Nettleship could talk of nothing
else when we first met.’

‘Oh, and I've got the packet !’ cried Re-
gina. *You left it on the bench, and I look-
ed for you everywhere atterwards without
saccess, 3o I brought it hume with me,’

¢ It is very fortunate,’ replied Vivian, ‘It
was ratheran incumbrance 10 my pocket, and
Tlaid it carelessly beside me whilst I sat
down. Do you know I never even remems-
bered its existence until I had returned to
my hotel, and thex I could not recall where
I had seenit last. It was really most good
of you 5 have taken the trouble to carry it
home, Miss Nettleship !’ -

‘I could hardly have done less, when it
was the politeness with which ¥ou ran after
my poor hat that had cansed your loss. Had
I heard nothing from the owner, I intended
to advertise the packet. But listle did I

think that it belonged to Mr. Vivian Chase-
more !’

\/’

They were so engrossed with each other,
and with recalling the circumstaaces of their

“introduction, that they seemed altogether to

have forgotten the existence of the baronet,
who stood at a little distance, anything but
pleased at being so completely left out of
the matter.  Regina looked quite animated
to0 ; and Vivian’s handsome face was close
to hers, as they talked of the gardens and the
weather and the hat, and never mentioned
bisname atall. At last, however, the packet
brought it on the tapis,

‘ Let me restore your

O to you,’
said Miss N\ eﬁtleship, e Lo 2 the

a8 she lifted it from the
side tableand placed it in Vivian’s hand.
‘The seals are not broken, you see—Mrs,
Runnymede and T have not been tampering
with them, although our female curiosity
sorely tempted us to do 0.’

Mrs. Runnymede was on the tiptoe of
expectation to learn what the packet con-
tained, whgn & message was delivered from

Lady William desiring to ses her in her bed.
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room, and she had no alternative but to leave,,

the three young people together.
¢ Will you gratify your curiosity now, Miss
Nettleship,” said Vivian, extending the

yourself ?’

*Oh no ! I could not think of doing so.’

¢ But—if you will pardon my presumption
and be gracious enough to back the assertion
—it is your property and not mine.’

Here Sir Arthur. guessing what his cousin
was about to say, tried hard,by winking and
frowning and shaking his head.to prevent it
but Vivian,in his excitement and admiration
of Regina had entirely forgotten the caution
given him on the staircase, and went on un-
heedingly.

¢1 do no understand you, Mr. Chasemore,’
said Miss Nettleship.

¢I mean, that when my cousin here,who I |
consider the luckiest_fellow in creation, told |
me of the terms on which he stood with
yourself, I asked his permission to present
you with a triflng token of the friendship
which I trust you may extend to me as his

nenrest relation, Do not think me too imper-
tin:nt, then, Miss Nettleship, when I tell -

you that the packet you were so kind as to
rescue from the bench, was intended for your

"Taceeptance, and thatif you will open it and
keepthe contents, you will do me the great- -

3

est favour possible. -

But the sight of Vivian Chasemore had
been sufficient to make Regina Nettieship
come to a decision respecting her future.
She saw that he was ardent, impressionable,

but avail themselves of the privilege as they
feel inclined, without the least consideration
for the feelings of others.’

‘1 have never changed my mind with
regard to you, Sir Arthar,’ said Regina
Nettleship, calmly, ‘and I hope Mr. Chase-
more will take' my word for it. I have
never even' made it up. But your present
action has decided me. We shall never be
more than acquaintances for the future !’

¢ Vivian, if you are ready I think we wilt
take our departure !’ said the baronet,curtly:
‘ Miss Nettleship will evidently be relieved
by our absence.

‘1 cannot go until I have asked this lady’s
pardon for any unpleasantness of which I
may have been the unfortunate cause,’ re-
plied Viviax! ’

¢ There'is no need, Mr. Chasemore, I can
assure you. I have told your cousin nothing
but what he should have known before, and
I hope you will consider that my offer to him
of friendship in the future extends also to
yourself.’

¢ 1 shall be but too proud to be numbered
amongst Miss Nettleship’s acquaintances.’

‘ Mamma will be so sorry to have missed
you,” went on Regina, aweetly. ‘She will
not be satisfied until she has seen you. I
hope you will soon call again to be intro-
duced to her.’ :

¢ I shali be most happy !’

He shook the hand which she extended
%o him as he spoke ; but Sir Asthur con-
tented himself with a formal bow, as he

_ hurried from her presence with a heart burn-
and admired her. She had read itin hiseyes .

ing with rage and mortification. It was

- MY S ) 0 x  mar . s

that morning :“she saw it still more clearly ' bitter to be rejected by Regina Nettleship ;
now ; and she was determined even at the ' and doubly so to have received his dismissal !
cost of losing the baronet, not to leave him ' in the presence of his newly-returned cousin. 3
under any false impressions regarding herself.

So she put the packet from her—firmly and
deiiberately.

‘I cannot accept any present from you,
Mr. Chasemore, on such cenditions.’

* On what conditions, Miss Nettleship? I
trust I have not offended youn.’

*Far from it, but you have been misled,
and your generosity has been the sufferer. I

am not on the terms you imagine with Sir -

Arthur Chasemore.’
“Indeed ! I am very serry ; it is a. most

stupid mistake of mine,” stammered Vivian,

who telt as awkward almost as his cousin.

*Never mind, Vivianm,’ interposed the
baronet, nettled into anger by Regina’s
covlness. ¢ If the mistake has been on any-
body’s side, it has been on mine. I told you
the truth, and you drew the inference for
yourself. We both forget one thing, how-
ever,and that is that ladies not only consider
themselves privileged to change their minds,

CHAPTER VIIL
‘HE MUST BE A GENE<OUS YOUNG MAX.’

The two men got into a cab together, and
the order was given to dyive to the hotel
where Vivian was staying.

‘ You'll dine with me to-day, old fellow,

won't you ?’ he had said first to Sir Arthur. §

For he felt the slight to which his cousin

had been subjected, and was desirous to set

hin: as much at his ease as possible.

* Oh yes, if you like it,” replied the baro- 3
net, carelessly—* as well there as anywhere ; 3
and then he added something in a lower §
voice that was not complimertary to Miss
Nettleship or her sex.

¢ Try and frorget all about it.’was Vivian’s

consoling rejoinder. ‘ Women are riddles
at the best. I don’t wonder at our some-
times making mistakes about them, though
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l can athise with you on losing such a
g aﬁg? She’s like); statue. gy Jove!
BRArthur,” he went on saddenly,’ ‘I've left that
inlucky bracelet behind me again.’
. “Have you? That’s a pity! What shall
kyou do about it ¥
- “Nothing ! She’s sure to mention it when
e meet.’
‘Oh ! you mean to keep up the acquaint-
jance, then ¥
‘Why not? Miss Nettleship expressly
vei;’ed me to do so. Didn’t you hear

] K 'Yes; but, under the ~circ;1msta.ncs, I
: ught perhaps it might not be agreeable to
ou.

‘Haung it all! my dear Arthur, I can’t be
xpected to drop a pretty girl because she
vesn’t feel inclined to marry you. I hope !
ou don’t consider that such an act of prosaic |
irtue ought to come into the category of my |
pousinly duties,’ i

‘No ! of course not , and I am sure you or !

would cousider her birth and beauty an
equivalent for his fifty thousand pounds ? If
his heart were only free, aud not ectangled
with some low person in the profession he

left, Regina believed he would. She
knew how to come down from her throne
and be more of a woman and less of a statue,
when the occasion demanded ; and she knew
also the effect she could produce by such a
condescension, .

As she pondered thus, her eye fell on the
white sealed packet which had caused her so
openly to speak her mind. In the hurry
of departure Vivian had left it behind him,
At first, the circumstance gave her annoy-
ance, until she remembered that he must
come back again to fetch it, or it would form
a good excuae for her to recall him if he did
not. 8o she took it in her hands and went
ap to her mother’s bedroom. She had not
told Lady William anything yet of her inter-
Wews with Sir Arthur Chasemore, but she

hought the time had come to disclos¢ them,

ny other man is welcome to her friendship. ! gpe had refused him, as her mother had
= . :
1ou 11 never get a.nyt}qng more out of her. ¢ advised her to do, and she did not care who
IShe’s as cold as an icicle, and as proud as ; heard of it. The presence of Mrs. Ranny-
uno. . mede only added a zest to her female love
; , of communicating a piece of news. ../
What care I how fair she be 7 , y N /1’ ot
nghed Vivian as the hansom cab drew , hThe whole stofry was go? e th h" _Ivnth
jap a5 the door of the hotel, and Sir ’ %e _ommsx,ogao gomo such de as
Arthur and he disappeared within jts por. _.cBIDa considered vantageous to her.
s, .~=.e.14§,1 a.ptd tl;: tw;{ oid lad:gs wel;e fielxgh:ed
. : : . with it. r8. Runnymede put in a few
o ontont s el prrere 257 B8 epreonsof compaaio snd pmpaiby o
T : Sir Arthur in the disappointment he must
est ; but quite sure that she could not have ha tained ; but Lady William's head
ed otherwise. A single admission of Sir hveksus 'the 5 b y a a;ns
hur’s supposed claims would have been ; 00 mh& exc(lit:ment a];;d P casure &
al to her. She was a little sorry for him. - dganng that her daughter Mbelmved so
fe was certainly very nice-looking, and ' 03SCreetly, and she reminded Mrs. Runny-
pparently fond of her ; and if he had only , mede rather sharply that this was not the
ad the money, she would not kave hesitated ! firs _young gxa:; Regina had b:e]ecfaed n
o accept him. But what was his income 7 | [DArTIage. and 1t was not to 2up
ositively nothing. A miserable five thousand | th3t the ygranddaughter of the Duke of
pounds, out at interest probably at five per | Mudford was going to throw herself away
ent., and the possible gains of a barren upon a beggarly baronet, wat_hont even suffi-
ofession ! Why, her mother bad as much clent mouey to keep ap the title. . )
oney as that,and yet how taey were obliged ! ‘And so Vivian Chasemore is §
P economise. Regina shuddered as she | looking, Runnymede tells me,” continued
joked round the uncomfortable room she | Lady William, who, divested of her rouge
bod in, and thought of being condemned to and false hair, and clad in a ﬂa.nne_l dressing.
Jay in ong like it all her life. Sir Arthur’s | goWD, was anything but good-looking herselfe
Plie was something in the scale, certainly, °FHe certainly has lost no time in calling
M:d she wished—oh, %o ardently !—that upon us. .
W ivian Chasemore had only inherited itin-. ‘Oh: that was in’ consequenee of the
fead ; but it was an imposgibility and no presuinption of Sir Arthur, mamma, who
se thinking of. Vivian’s really handsome | actually made so sure I intended to accept

ace and figure she valued little. They added . him, that he invited his cousin to come and
; offer his congratulations. And here iz the

o his attractions, certainly, but without the
n)ney they would have been weighed in the . packet Mr, “Chasemore bought for my
But the next | acceptance. He left it on the table by

¢ If she be not fair for me,

3

palance and found wanting.
juestion was, whether Vivian Chasemore ! mis.uake,’
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‘Perhaps it was not by mistake,’ suggest-
ed Mrs. Runnymede.

¢ It could hardly have been dome inten-
tionally, after what I said to him,’ replied
Kegina, in the unpleasantly sarcastic tone in
which she usually addressed her mother’s
friend. ‘Mr. Vivian Chasemore did not
look as if he relished the rebuff which his
cousin received sufficiently to run the risk
of encountering another on his own account.’

‘It is quite a weighty parcel,’ remarked
Lady William, as she balanced it in her
hands. ¢TI should like to see it contents.’

¢ Nothing easier,” suggested Mrs. Runny-
mede ; ‘‘the paper is only sealed down with
wax at the corners. I could open and do
it up again so that no one could detect the
difference.

‘ What do ycu say, Regina.? J should
like to have a peep, if only to form some
idea of Mr.Vivian Chasemore’s character. I
think men’'s minds are so often to be read ig
their purchases.’

£Isee no harm in opening the packet,
mamma, if it carefully re-sealed. I
shouldn’t like Mr. Chasemore to think we
had tampered with it.’

¢Of coursenot ! We will take care of
that. Hand me those scissors of the dress-
ing table, Regina.’

egina gave Lady William what she
asked for. She was not usually so com-
plaisant, but she was curious herself to see
what the packet contained.

Lady William took off the outer wrappings
with the greatest care,when a Morocco case
was brought to view, which being opened,
displayed a beautiful bracelet of chasedfgold,
with a large star of pearls and diamonds in
the centre.

The two elder women
over the jewelled toy.

‘ He must be a generous young man,’ ex-
claimed Lady William, ‘to make such a

urchase-as _this for his cousin’s financee !
hy, it must have cost fifty pounds, at the
very least.”

¢ Fifty pounds, my dear Lady William !
Much more like one hundred, I can assare
you. Those are whole 'pearls, and the
diamonds are brilliants, It quite makes my
mouth water !’ )

¢ And you should have seen the trumpery
ring Sir Arthur wanted me to accept to-
day, mamma,’ said Regina. ‘A schoolgirl’s
trinket, that I would not have been seen with
on my finger.’

- ‘Ah, my dear, that young man has to be
taught his place. Perhaps the lesson you
have given him will be very useful. His
cousin appears to be cast in a totally
different mould.’ )

into ecstasies

¢ He does indeed,” murmured Mrs. Runny-
‘ Miss Nettleship, this bracelet, iz
Does it not make you
quite miserable to have refused

mede.
most artistic !
feel
it ?

¢ Not when I remember the supposition on
which it was bought for me. Pray do it up
again very carefully, Mrs. Runnymede. J
expect Mr. Chasemore will call here to-
morrow or the next day.’

The Morocco case was returned to its

paper wrappings, and the seals secured as
before. Then Mrs. Runnymede syddenly
remembered that she could notstay a minute
later, as she had an engagement with Mrs,
Macdougal for that very evening.
. ‘I know the cause of that hasty departure,’
said Regina, as their triend turned her back
upon them; ‘she wants to tell the whole
story of Sir Arthur’s rejection and Mr. Chase-
more’s bracelet to that other old scandal-
monger, the Macdougal of Macdougal.’

‘ Were you wise to say so much befare
her ?’

‘I really don’t know, and I don’t care !
It is sure to get round to Selina Farthingale’s
ears by their means, and I should like her
to know that I've refused Sir Arthur, be-
cause she is 80 very auxious to get him for
herself, She may do it now, and wel.
come!’ .

¢ Ah ! you see I was right, my dear,” said
Lady William, oraculafly; ‘and I am
thankful you have taken my advice. I
tremble to think what might have happened
if Mr. Chasemore’s recovery had been de-
layed for a month or two. You might have
been married to Sir Arthur before he ar-
rived.’

‘I doun’t think so. But you mustn’t
make too sure of Vivian Chasemore,mamma,
All we know is, that he is here. He may be
epgaged, or even married, for aught we have
heard to the contrary.’ -

But Lady William's faith was not to be
shaken.

¢ No, my dear ; no !’ she answered.
married man—or even an engxged man—
would net have brought that
perfect stranger.
thinking of his house and his furniture and

say he was coming again ?’ :
‘ He mentioned no particular time. He
only said he should have pleasure in doing
so0.’
‘ You must write to him Regina, in mj
name, and a8k him to dine with us o
Thuraday. Farthingale will forward

letter, and Meringue can send in the dinn
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sthing very simple, you know : a rogst ¢ Well, of course I have only her word for
ken and a little oyster soup. Young | it.’ X
fhen who can get everything they want are | ¢ Her word !’ resuﬁed the other, witha
over particular ahout their eating. Mr, | sneer ; ‘ why, my dear, that girlis hairdened
Phasemore has not had tine to make any | enough to sayanything. TMe way in which
riends in London, and the sooner we are | she went on with that young man the other
I the field the better. Do you understand | night at the Stingoes’ was a disgreece—a
jine « pairfect disgreece | All I can say is, that if
E ¢ Perfectly, namma ! And shall I mention | she has refused him after 1t, she ought to be
» bracelet ashamed of herself.’
i€ Yes ! say you will feep it safely for him * It would taks a great deal to make Re-
1 he comes. I dare say he will try and | gina Nettleship that,’ rejoined Mrs. Ranny-
rsuade you to retain it ; but you must re- | mede; ‘she’s as stuck-up and proud as she
jve the offer, at all risks.’ can be. You should have seen the air with
*Of course I shall, mamma! Do you ! which she told us-the story. You would
ok I should be so foolish as to let him | bave thought Sir Arthur wasn’t good enough
iagine I accept presents from strangers? | fer a door-mat for her,’
g will not even do to let him suppose such a ‘I don’t believe ha-ever proposed to her at
Bt would be of any value to me. By the all,’ said Selina, who had great difficalsy im
jay, that reminds me that I ought to have | keeping back her tears of vexation. ‘I'm
fmow dress. I really have not a decent | sure she would have taken him if he had.
p to walk in the park or anywheré, And | They are as poor as church rats, papa sa
Pthere is one thing above another that | and anybody can see how they dress. 5‘8
Jghtens rich men away, it is genteel po- | you suppose Miss Regina wouldn't be ‘ my
y.’ lady ” if she could ?’ -
¥ Well, well, we will see about that after ¢ Ah, my dear ! but you forget the other
jursday. I shall be better able to judge | young man has come in the way., She’s got
n what the young man’s in‘entions are | her eyes fixed on him nowi- /I wish you
lly to be. Write that note, Regina, and | could have seen that bracelet! There’s no
Bd it by to-night’s pest. Lay it all on me! | mistake about that! It must have cos; one
gy I knew his father when a boy, and am | handred pounds at leaet.’
girous to see him in consequence. And ¢ A fool and his money are soon parted I _
fte in a friendly mamner. When a man | chimed in the Macdougal, to whose cl;s‘
no decent acquaintances, he is touched ! the fanlt of reckless extravagance d
fa little cordiality from strangers.’ | never have becn laid. ‘I have mae doubt
Jo the note was ‘written and sent, and f Miss Nettleship will take as many pre-
fian Chasemore, ¢ touched by the cordiality | 8ents a8 Mr. Chasemore is silly enough to
B strangers,’ accepted the invitation it ; buy for her! There is something about
Mained with gratitude. thacd‘g,rounz woman that I never ocomld
Meanwhile Mrs. Runcymede ¢ dro in’ st&(n s .
Bhe Macdougal’s house in Hans Plch:,daud h.He d better buy s her some new dresses
b fortunate enough to find Sclina Farthin- | & 2ust he is about it,” remarked Selina, spite-
p there, ' For this young lady was a great fully ; and then she went home, half-crying,
urite with the old Scotchwoman, who had to_r.elll th; n;ws d::i her g‘:gﬂ’ ang was surs
i power to inttoduce her into good society, | P™3 t::dofrn b0 fi ;h“ he 1
upon whom she fawned, when occasion “"88 of commiserating her. .
anded it, to & sickening extent. She ne w%nld t;hmkl you had no feeling for
spending the evening with her now on | J ourkown heshlend blood, papa. And viﬁ_!n
pwn invitation, having left Miss Janet you know how l've set my heart upon that
pnheim at home © sans ceremonie,’ as her mi‘gl.‘ha.t’ .
advised her to do. 8 the very reason I am laughing,
 detai : " my dear. You are too prejudiced to be able
lo:tm ?::’f‘:g:;:ﬂ:ﬂ"}“:;’ag hat | ¢, judge in the matter. But this is the very
i the pg::hm,of it rac:let, ew::il;: 33::’ thing that could have happéhed for
pd again and again by Mrs. Ruonymede | <What do you mean” How can Si
bthe benefit of her hearers, whilst the . b Rao: ol
: ong;l’ssefiie‘balh e}:lrotruded with cari- ;1 ﬁ;&ﬁ;’iﬁ;ﬁ" with Regina Nettflealnp, -
an turned sick at heart at the ¢ v i i i
ligence of her rivaFs success, | Tat tat, tat! You girls think of nothing

t . : but love. A man may have a dozen reasons
Are you sure he proposed to her?’ de- l for proposiag to a woman without having
ed the Macdougal. { any love for her atall. He may admire her,
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or her family, or he may have been drawn
into making her an offer before he knew what
he was about.’

‘That’s just it, .papa, I believe,’ said
Selina, eagerly ; ‘she’s a horribie flirt, you

know, and she had ied him on until he had -

no means oftbacking ‘out of it with honour.

¢ All the better for you. Selina. A heart
is often caught in the rebound, Sir Arthur’s
vanity has doubtless been wounded. It must
be your part to apply the salve.’

¢ But perhaps he won’t come near us now ! !

¢ Oh yes, he will ! He has not many more
friends at this end of London than his cousin.
Until he came into his title he was always
cooped up in chambers. We will invite him
to some nice dinners, and make him tho-
roughly comfortable here, and he’ll come as
often as we ask him.’

¢ Suppose 4e is really in jove with her,
papa.’ -

‘That won’t make any difference ! If he
had reason to believe she would accept him,
he wilil be all the readier to show her he is
nosz‘mortally hurt by ner refusal. Buty
must go to work very carefully, Selina. Don’$
frighten him. You women are much too
quick sometimes. You leave the gentleman
to me.’

¢ Y hat can you do, papa ¥

_‘Never you mind. I can pay for the | man a little time to get over the unpleasani{ii
dinners, at all events, and all you have to do !
i8 to order them. And when Iseeheisina

proper mood for it, I can easily let him know '

that my daughter wili not go penniless to her
husband. Sir Arthur is seriously perplexed
about money, Selina. He doesn’t get on in
tke profession a bit. But if he were my son-
in-law, I should be able to get him no end of
work. Do you see ¥

‘ But I want him to love me for myself, .
said Selina, who had really fixed her affec- -

#ions on the unconscious baronet.
* Phew ! Nonsense 1 That’s how you girls
spoil sport.

coffer. A wife is an expepsive article
nowadays, Selina, and you'll go off all the
sooner and better because your old dad has

managed to collect a few halfpence for you. .
By the way, that reminds me, how are you -

getting on with Janet Oppenheim ?’

‘Oh'! very well, papa. She keeps her
place and is not at all mtrusive,’

¢ You have not discovered how much she
kuows of her money matters ¥’

¢ I do not think she knows anything. She
always alludes to herself as very poor. She
picked up some old frimming 1 had thrown
away yesterday, and washed if, and did it
up again for her own use.’

Of course he’il iove you for .
yourselt when the matter’s settled, but a.
man’s first consideration iz the state of the:

7

. “Thatis well ! and you must encourage

- theidea,for I'm afraid the old lady’s affairs §

: are in a bit of a muddle, and I can’t afford 3

; to part with loose cash just now when I may

. want it at any time—eh ! Selina ¥ &

Miss Selina blushed and looked as modest §

: agif the baronet had proposed to her tha: §

; day instead of to Regina. The father and ¥

. daughter were a well-matched pair, and she
hlz:d great faith in his powers of general

_ ship.

‘pI understand, papa, and I don’t think

i-Janet will be ary trouble tous. I find her 3

' most useful. She is always ready to assist

‘ me in any way, and very clever with her

; needle.’ :

b Well! I'm glad you Women 38

{ saldom do. It's lucky there’s no man tof

| come between you. There’d be an end tof§

; your friendship then.’

{  <Ishould think Jamet Oppenheim would}

; know her position better than to attempt 3

. cross my path in any way,” replied Selina,

..grandly ; and then she added, descending 3§
more mundane matters : ¢ For what da)

" shall I invite Sir Arthur first, papa ¥

i ¢ Let me see! To-morrow 1go to Guildford,

tand the next day I have to meet Raddle:g s

' Shall we say Thursday, Selina? Thursday

i will be as good a day a8 any, and give the

ness he seems to have encountered to-day.

And so it came to pass that the tw
cousins were unwarily drawn into the ne
on the same day. Vivian to dine with<y
Lady William Nettleship’s daughter, and
Sir Arthur with the daughter of Rafu
_ Farthingale. Decoyed, it is true, and ink
. the very jaws of danger, but it remains to b
. seen if either of them were canght.

Miss Janet Oppenheim went into he
usual state of fervent enthusiasm when sh
was told that the baronet was to be the
guest on Thorsday. g

‘Oh ! dear Miss Farthingale, how much]
shall admire him! I feel it even before v§
meet. He will have no eyes for me, 4
course ; but Ishall sit like a quiet hftH
mouse and watch all your happiness, and b
g0 proud if you find time to tell him that
look upon me as your little friend.’

Miss Oppenheim was not particular
small, but she always spoke of herself o
though she were the tiniest thing in creatic.

Selina promised that she would give®
excellent character of her to their guest, ar
addéd in a condescending manner that s¥
musn't be frightened at Sir Arthaur,
was really of a most gracious disposition,
sure to be well-disposed towards any one ¥4
was a friend of her father's and herself. ®
the Thursdav in question, however, wh
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Selina was momentarly expecting the advent
of their vistor, she was rather startled at
'seeing Miss Oppenheim enter the room
looking better than she had ever done
before. A black velvet dress, made per-
fectly plain, but with a train that swept a
yard ou the ground behind, set off the girl’s
f extreme fairness to its best advantage, and
lent her tigure a dignity which it had want-

ed hitherto. .
f  © You need not have dressed up like that,’
bserved Selina, sharply. ¢There is no one
but Sir Arthur coming! It is not a dinner

b

¢ ] know it, dear Miss Farthingale,” was
he meek rejoinder ; ‘but I thought it was
fbut respectful to any guest of yours, to ap-
fpear as neatly attired as it is in my power to
do.’

Selina nad no opportunity of answering

fagain, as at that moment Sir Arthur entered |

fthe room.
‘Whilst about the same time Vivian Chase-
more dashed up in a hansom to the door of
ady William’s apartments.

CHAPTER IX.

‘ HB PROPOSES THIS EVENING.’

You may be sure that Regina was ready to |

@receive him, dressed in her best, or rather in
her most becoming costume.
fof this young lady, although she was so poor,

vas very fasudious,

Bherefore she wore none at all.

ot away to display the moulded throau

pod roundéd arms, and made without any
rimming, except the soft lace that she

had washed and quilled with her own hands.

flhere had been quite a battle-royal between '

her mother and herself before she descended
%o the drawing-room that evening. Regina

had entered Lady William’s bedroom, and
betected her in the act of anointing and -

owdering her face with even more !avish
jenerdsity than usual.

: ¢ Mamma,’ the girl exclaimed, ¢ what an
3 21

asordinary delusion it is, on your part, to
magine that you do all you can to ad-
nce my prospects in the matrimonial
ket !’
‘ What do you mean ?’ demanded -Lady
gWilliam, with the powder-puff suspended in
8 operations.
¢ Why, you say you want me to captivate
Vivian Chasemore, and you are doing the
very thing to drive him from us.’
R ‘I do not understand you, Regina.’

For the taste -

It was not in her pow- -
r to wear finery of the best description, and :
Baut she -
Mooked like alily on its straight and slender

btem in her plain black dress, just artfully

¢ Do you think, mamma, that a man who
bas spent the last four years of his life upon
the stage, and been in the nightly habit of
seeing women painted and powdered to their
eyes, is likely to appreciate such a very bad
imitation of the professional process as you
are about to give him?’

‘ Really, Regina, your language to me is
unbearable,’” cried Lady William, who was
most sensitive on the score of any sllusion
being made to her painting propensities,
although she ‘ made-up ’so badly that an in-
fant might have detected the imposture.
¢ After all I have done with you—after the
sacrifices I have made, and the inconvenien-
ces I have suffered for your sake, to be
spoken to in this coarse manner is too much
—quite, quite too much !’ and Lady Wil
liam stuck her powder-puff into her eye,
! under the mistake that it was her poket-

handkerchief, s0 overcome was she by the
conduct of her daughter.

* Now, mamma ! don’t make a fuss about

it ! weall know you paint -who counld help
knowing it?—but I wish you'd do it wath
moderation for this one evening. If yeur
object in asking Mr. Chasemore here is to se-
; cure him for a son-in-law, I feel quite sure ke
{ would prefer to see you as you are,than with
' any amount of rouge on.’
‘ Rouge ! almost screamed Lady William,
' *You wicked, cruel girl ! to mention such a
thing to me, when you know the exteut of
what I use is a little violet powder to prevent
the spraying of my skin !’

Regina did not know anything of the
kind, but it was to her interest to pretend to
do so.

‘Of course, mamma! But- don’t put on
even the violet powder to-night. I am sare
Mr. Chasemore will prefer simplicity . and
ingeniousness to any amount of meretricious
attraction.; It will only be for¥aflittle while,
you know. “We can do-.as we like when
matters are settled, and we sec our way
more plainly before us.’

‘ Merstricious !’ repeated her mother, as
she rose and walked to the washing-stand.
‘That I should have lived to hear such a
term applied to me by my own flesh and
blood. 'Will that please you. Miss Nettle-
ship?’ she continued viciously, as she
sponged every remmant of rouge and
powder from her face with warm water and
dried it carefulfy with the towel.

‘Oh yes, mamma ! You look ten times
nicer now,’ replied Regina, complacently
as she regarded the reflection of her own
fair neck and arms in the looking-glass.
Poor Lady William’s skin was like a
wrinkled glove now that the creases were

" 0o longer filled with paste and powder, and
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yet it is doubtful if her daughter’s words
were not true.

Old age. however ugly, is always rendered
worse by those artificial adornments which
even the sinoothest flesh can scarcely bear
with impunity. Regiva greatly preferred
that her mother should appear like a yellow
mummy to Vivian Chasemore, than with
white and red cheeks. She was not afraid
of any unfavourable comparisons being
established between them, for she did not
resemble her maternal parent in any degree,
but took after her fair-haired, handsome,
rollicking father, who had run through his
constitution and his patrimony in the first
few years of marred life, and left his widow
and child to drag through the world as best
they might, on the small pittance which
had formed his wife's settlement.

Regina may have been contented, there-
fore, but Lady William was anything but
pleased. He daughter was subjected to a
very severe lecture on ingratitude and want
of tilial respect before she was permitted to
descend to the drawing-room, and it was
only the qpportune arrival of Vivian Chase-
more's cab tht enabled her to effect her
escape. But she exhibited no traces of the
warfare she had passed through as she wel-
comed him, calmly and gracefully, to her
mother's dweliing. To Vivian, who had
been thrown so much amongst a class in-
ferior to his own, she appeared the very in-

carnation of good breeding and birth. It

has been already said that this young man

had never felt himself at home in the pro- :
He '

fession he hiad adopted for his support.
had been born for better things. Altheugh
he was headstrong, impulsive and passionate
he was pot intended by nature for dissipa-
tion in any of its lower forms. Coarseness.
ribaldry, and debauchery he revolted from,
and intimate association with his inferiors
however good and kind they might be, had
never had the power to please him. He

could be grateful to them for their goodness !

—he often had been—yet he shrank from
their intimate society.

Consequently, he had lived much alone,
with leisure to nurse his own dreams of a
future which he had never expected to see
realised. He had been too young when he
left his home to know much about women.
Those whom he had seen since had not, as a
1ule, realised his conceptions of what the sex
should be. There are women upou the stage
at the present day who are ladies both by
birth and education, but they are few and
far between, and keep much to themselves,
jealously guarded by their mothers or their
husoands. With such, Vivian had not had
the good fortune to- be associated ; and the

2

irly/who had played upou the stage with &

im, and hung about the green-roows, tulk. S
ing‘;lsughmg, and flirting with half-a-dozen 3
diffierent men every evening, had lowered, 3
rather than raised, his 1deal of womanhood, !
Iydeed, at the moment that Mr. Farthingale 4
had surprised him upon the tirst floor of Mrs
Bell’s apartments Vivian had begun to look
upon the other sex not as inferior to his B
own, perhaps, but certainly as upon some. 2
thing that had been created to be petted and
carsessed when good, and taken to task when
naughty, aud never to be held accouutabl
for the execution of and folly when left toits
own devices.

Upon such a man, accustomed to the 3
sound of bad gramman, and sometimes bad§
words—to the sight of false hair, painted]
lips, and flaunting finery, the appearance of §
Regina Nettleship had much the same effect
a8 the pure cool dew of morning might have
had after a night of bad gas, bad liquor, and§
dirty cards. :

She looked so reticent and modest as she?
tendered him her hand. Her pale clear com. 4

plexion had surely never known the use of §
rouge or powder , indeed, he doubted if she}#
was ever acquainted with the name of those#
odious cosmetics. Regina knew them we
enough, as we are aware, and had used themj
t00, rometimes—just a ¢ soupgon ’ at the openff
or at an evening party, to heighten the etfect
! of her eyes—but she always did it so delicate

ly that she defied detection, and had never}
. admitted the fact even to her mamma.

Then, her dress was so neatand simpls, .

without a single ribbon or flower ; and her
' pale gold hair was so exquisitely arranged,
. like the classic heads of the Olympian go
| desses. Vivian only saw the outside of Ming
Nettleship, and he gave her credit for posg
sessing all the good qualities which her exig
Even Lady Wil

|
1
| terior seemed to indicate.

i liam’s palsied and forbidding countenanceg
was powerless to detract from her daughterg

charms. He saw how unlike they were, and§

felt no fear that Regina’s old age should iy

anywise resemble her mother’s. He passed

| what seemed a delightful evening with hi

| new acquaintances. The dinner was ver

| simple, but everything was well cooked
and no apology (that most certain sign oijg

{ want of good breeding) was-made for theg

! poverty of the poverty of the repast. A fevn

; flowers bloomedin a bowl in the centre of thify

| table, and as they left it Regina took a daii

! mask rose and fastened it into the front of he

i dress. How it scented the atmosphere asif

| nestled amongst the lace that encircled hefy

| throat, and fell and rose with the pulsationsd

. her snowy bosom, as Vivian sat close by he!

! after dinner and talked about his past Lfef§
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fady William had been wise emough to
k the Macdougal to join their party for she
esaw that without some such aid Regina
puld be upable to say a word alone
Mr. Chasemore, and she trusted to her
nghter’'s strategy too well not to know
t, given the opportunity, she would make
od use of it. The Macdougal, although

Ske of Lady William’s bitterest foes behind

back, was, after the fashion of female
ends in this dear innocent city of London,
y too ready to eat her dinners or suppers
en she had nothing better in prosvect.
0 the old women retreated to the back
wing-room to talk such scandal as might
m good to them, whilst Vivian and Regina
ponced themselves in two low chairs at
open window in front, and looked through
W lace curtains at the crrriages and pedes-
e still lingering in the Park.
Sensible people,” quoth Vivian, ‘to be
i3 enough to enjoy the best part of the
, instead of shutting themselves up in
rooms or hotter theatres on such a warm
ht as this. Do you not ‘think so, Miss
tleship 7°
Dh, yes! I perfectly agree with you,’
ed Regina. (No one cared less for
gingales and moonshine than she did, or
' crowded rooms and small talk more.,
would bave been very bad generalship
y 80.) ‘If I had a carriage,” with a
laugh at the absurdity of the idea, ‘I
d use it to drive away into the beautifui
jtry, and see the tields and the flowers,
jhe dear little cottage children.’
fou love the country, then ?
h ves, I think so. I have never lived
you know,’ said Regina, with a sudden
dment, in case Mr. Chasemore had a
jed aversica in that direction. ¢My
Hpapa, Lord Mudford, has a beautitul
p in Gloucestershire. I believe it is a
paradise, but we have nothing to do
hat, you vee. Poor papa was only the
son. [t was hardly to be supposed he
g be rich.’
jdeed no ! ‘With your simple tastes,
Nettleship, I suppose itis useless to
 if you care for the theatre ?
¥ she wished ar angel would suddenly
b-and reveal to her what he thought
pe subject himself. He would hardly
Hopted the stage if he had not liked
ession,but at the same time he might
frown heartily sick of everything con-
‘with it. She felt compelled in betting
e, to ‘ hedge '—and no one could do
gore naturally than Regina Nettle-

ho eptirely depe;lds upon the actors,
hasemore, and the play.’

¢ True ; but you have the best talent at
your very doors in London."”

¢ Yet we go so seldom that perhaps I bave
not had sufficient experience to be able to
judge of my own feelings on the subject,
Mamma is a great invalid, you knowy (she
could not possibly err in making a point of
filial duty, Regina thought) ; and of course
I never leave her.  But I have spent some
very pleasant evenings at the theatre. with
friends whom I liked. Everything depends
80 much on the people you are with, does it
not ¥’

‘Indeed it does. But I feel sure your
intellect must respond to the expositions of
some of the great actors and actresses we
have upon the stage at present. To Irving
for instance, and Ellen Terry, and the
Kendals and Bancrofts. I could name a
dozen others, but I think the art of these
very womanly women must appeal forcibly
to their own sex.’ ,

‘Oh yes. But is not the reason of that
because they chose such sweet and innocent
parts, and act them so naturally that they
appear like nature? Which brings us back
to my first conclusion, that the best part of
life must be that which is natural and good ;
and therefore the flowers and sunshine and
the birds and children appeal to the highest
senses which we possess.’

Vivian was enchanted with this speech,
although it did not entirely coincide with his
own sentiments. He had never heard any-
thing like it from the lLips of a woman befors, -
and 1t expressed the very feelings that he
associated with innocence and purity. How
could he tell that in pocr Bonnie’s rough, un-
tutored mind there existed higher and purer
1deas thar had ever entered (or ever would
enter) into that of Regina Nettleship? He
looked at the delicately-cut features, at the
shapeiy outline. He listened to the softly-
eounciated syllables—the perfect pronuncia-
tion, and he believed, without a single doubt,
that the speaker’s words were but a reflection
of her soul. Is he the first man who has
been ent-apped by similar means to mistake
coldness for purity, and self-command for
want of guile? .

He left the little house in Knightsbridge
that evening, fully persnaded that Miss
Nettleship was one of the most charming
women he had ever met, and his cousin the
unluckiest of men. Not that he was in the
least surprised, now that he had talked fami-
liarly with her, that she had rejected the idea
of being Sir Arthur’s wife with scorn. . She
was a thousand times too gcod for him;

| Arthar was not intellectual He had the

most commonplace ideas on all subjects ; and
was it likely that a girl like Regina Nettle-
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ship, who lived in a beautiful world of ber
own, far above the sordid everyday lives of
her mercenary fellow-creatures, should have
stooped to assimilate herself with a man who
thought of little else but his dinner and his
clothes. She had hinted as much to Vivian
in the most delicate wanner in the world, as
she placed the parcel containing the bracelet
in his hand,

¢ This unlucky bracelet ! he had oxclaimed
on that occasion. ¢ How I wish I had lost it
altogether ! 1t reminds me of the discom-
finture of our first meeting. =~ What a fool I
:;Jnst have looked in your eyes, Miss Nettle-

ip?

¢Oh, pray don’t say that ! The mistake
was unfortunate, I own; but I shall never
forget the gonerosity which prompted you to
please Sir Arthur by the purchase.’

¢ He entirely misled me,’

‘He did indeed! And he entirely misled
himself into the bargan.’

‘Isuppose his wish was father to the
thought,’ returned Vivian, with an upward
glance ; ‘and I do not wonder at it.  Poor
wretch ! he has paid dearly for his presump-
tion.’ .

¢ Mr. Chasemore, 1 want you to believe
that 15 waspresumption,’said Regina,sweetly.
¢ I should not have mentioned the subject, if
you bhad not introduced it ;but since you
have, let me tell you that Sir Arthur had no
reason to believe I should accept his offer.
He thought doubtless that he was too good
a match for a penniless girl torefuse ; but he
did not know that ’

¢ What is that he did not know ?’ demand-
ed Vivian, with interest.

‘That I look for something higher in
marriage that for a man to feed me and
clothe me and keep a roof over my head.
Sir Arthur is very good-looking and pleasant;
but my husband (if I ever have one) must
be my intellectual superior as well as my
friend.’

¢ That is just it,’ Vivian thought, as he
strolled homeward to his kotel. ¢ Arthur is
not half good enough for a girl like that!
She wants a man who is well-read and well-
iniormed,and has sufficient brain to appreciate
his own education. Arthar is wrapped upin
his law-books, and is about as prosaic as a

creature can well be. He has not the least

atom of poetry in his composition. He
would have wearied a girl with Miss Nettle-
ship’s tastes in a montn.’

. And without exactly deciding that his own
liking for those subjects on which his cousin
fell short would render him a more desirable

companion in Regina’s eyes, Mr. Vivian |

Chasemore was certainly better inclined to-
wards himself and hie in general, as he

turned into bed that night, than hehad b
for some time previously. i
He had not left Lady William and b
daughter without receiving a cordial invig}
tion from the elder lady to come and w§
them again. e reminded her so pleasanty
she averred, of his poor dear father, who hx
been a flame of hers in her maiden days ; a
that she had never seen General Chasemoig
during her lifetime, and that Vivian did
in the slightest degree resemble him,was o SR
the least obstacle to the interchange of con
pliments between these two worldln
Vivian was flattered by the interest sho
in him by both ladies, and pleased
secure the opportunity of seeing more of i
younger one. Her statuesque and passio
less beauty had first attracted him ; hig
reserved and apparently unapproachal
manner drew him on still further, and
idea of succeeding where Sir Arthur }
failed was no slight element in strengtheni
his wish to improve the acquaintance. H
many of us, I wonder, value our victon
solely on account of the honour we gain §
them ? How many would struggle to sif
ceed, unless a crowd stood by to cheer i
conqueror, and one or two hearts were fi
with bitter envy at our success ? Vivian v
no better and no worse than the rest of §
world. He took a wicked pleasure in lett
his cousin know, in a casual manner, id
many times io the week he had been at Lig

William's apartments, or accompanied SRR

ladies in their afternoon drive in a b
brougham which was occasionally hired 3
their convenience.

¢Oh, you are keeping up that acquain
then ! Sir Arthur had once remarked
apparent indifference, though in reality vj§
jealous heartburning, as he listened g
Vivian’s account of an evening spent v
Lady Wililam and her daughter at §
Italian Opera, although the latter forguf
add that he had presented the box for i}
‘acceptance.

‘Yes! Why

shonld I not? replied
cousin, in much the same words as he
answered the same query on the day d

Arthur's rejection. ¢ You are not such ;88
in the manger, my dear fellow, surely,
object to my knowing your friends bed
you happen to have dropped them ! W
don’t you go there yourself sometimesgi
can assure you that Regina—I mean 3§
Nettleship—bears you no enmity, Shed
asks after your health, and, if I remed
rightly,on the day you made that unforis
little mistake, she said she hoped you #§
continue to be friends.’ 2
‘Oh yes; I dare say! Be friends wj
girl who misled me in 50 disgraceful a4
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. I suppose she wants to whistle me
ck again, now that I am gone! But she
jould have taken the chance whilst it was in
t power. I shall not visit there againin a

‘It's your loss, replied Vivian coolly,
though he felt very much inclined to give
Sl Arthur a piece of his mind, on the
bject. ‘But as for wishing to ‘* whistle
pa back,” that’s all nonsense. Miss Nettle-
gp refused your advances most decidedly,
Bl in ‘my presence. There is no getting
i of that. Besides, it is rumoured all over
n that you are paying your addresses to
8 Farthingale. Haven’t you heard it ?’
 Neither heard it, nor done it, nor mean
do it; so you may contradict the report
enever it reaches you. Selina Farthin-
indeed ! A beetle-browed old maid
h a yellow skin! Thank you for the
pliment, Vivian, but I hope I've got
her better taste than that.”
Oh, my dear fellow, I'm net answerable
the treason !’ cried his cousin, laughing.
have thought old Farthingale’s money-
. might have some attraction for you;
§ if they were inseparably coupled with
f beetle-browed daughter—the gilding to
black pill—° que voudriez-vous *’ A man
ometimes left no choice in these matters.
1] the bags would have to be filled to the
'y brim for me.’
¥ There is no truth whatever in the story,’
Jeated Sir Arthur, ‘though the money
d be acceptable enough.  But the lady
ot to my taste.’
e might have added that the hopes he
entertained with regard to Regina
Stleship had rendered Miss Farthingale
more displeasing to him than she would
rwise have been. But some intuition
fle him hold his tongue. He had already
jan to suspect that Vivian might end by
Bing the citadel which had refused to suc.
b to him. And the thought made him
y bitter. h
or one— two months Vivian Chasemore
kinued to come and go at Lady William
eship's. He was acquainted by that
kwith numerous good families, and was
come guest at many houses. The
es had opened their hospitable doors
pn ; Mrs. Macdougal of Macdougal had
Wed him out of more than one dinner; the
jingales had ¢ feted ’ the rightful heir ;
kthe smaller fry of Runnymedes and
ites of that kin had worshipped the
ind he trod on. He was member of two
ree fashionable clubs; had a smart set
bambers and a © valet-de-chambre’ in the
my ; and d.roveai‘pai.rof the handsomest
lnuts in town, The season ran on, with

T
its wealth of dinners, suppetg, balls, and
card-parties ; yet, though Vivian was over-
whelmed with invitations of all sorts, and
had scarcely a spare moment to call hisown,
very few afternoons passed. without his find-
ing the time to call at the little house in
Kmightsbridge, if it were only to leave a bou-
quet of flowers or a couple of stalls for the
opera, or toinquire after the health of Lady
William and her daughter. On several even-
ings he presented bimself at their rooms,
modestly though without invitation, to crave
permission %o seek refuge from the glare and
the bustle of his outside life in the cool and
the shade of thelace-curtained drawing-room.
And those evenings were always spent cluse
by Regina’s side—sometimes °tcte-a-tete’
with her—diacussing their mutual tastes, so-
cial and intellectual, and finding with each
fresh interview how marvellously well their
views agreed upon every topic of importance.
All this familiar intercourse and interchange
of thought had its due effect.upon an impres-
sienable young man of five-and-twerty, who
was free to make his choice in m e, and
indulge it as soon as convenient. So that to-
wards the close of the London season and just
as Lady William was wondering whether it
was cot her duty as a mother to give Vivian
Chasemore a lift over the barrier of
uncertainty which stood between him-
self and her daughter, she was
not in the least surprised, though very much
gratified, to hear Regina say, as if it were the
most unimportant thing in the world :

‘It is all right, mamma! He " propesed
this evening, and we intend to be married
the first week in September.’

CHAPTER X.

¢ SETTLEMEXTS,’

Regina had conveyed this piece of news to
her mother’s bedroom, whither Lady William
had retired rather earlier than usual, leaving
ber daughter to make the last adieux to Mr.

Vivian Chasemore under the romantic covel
of the moonlighted balcony. She had never
been effusive in her demonstrations of affec-
tion for Regina, but the knowledge that she
stood or the threshold of becoming the pos.
sessor of fifty thousand pounds was too much
for Lady William’s maternal feelings,

¢ Oh, my precious child " she exclaimed.
¢ My sweet, sweet girl ! is it really the case?
Of course I knew It must be coming ;but to
hear that you and dear Mr. Chasemore have
arrived at an understanding at last,ig indeed
good news. And to be married in Yeptem.
ber, too; scarcely a month hence! -And
naturally he willmake ahandsome settlement
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upon you. It would be an unheard of thing
if he did not.’ .

. Regina stood by the dressing-table whilst
her mother was pouring these congratulations
upon her, with something very like a sneer

" upou her face. She loved money and the
luxaries it procured for their own sake, but
. she despised the proffers of affection and

friendship whish she had known beforehand |

would spring up in every direction as soon
as she obtained it,

¢ Do you think it likely, mamma, that as
snon a8 the man asked me to be his wife, I
sprang at him to ascertain what settlement
he intended to make? Of course Mr.
Chasemore will do all that is necessary or
usual on such occasions ; but I should be a
fool to make him cry off his bargain by. ap-
pearing too eager and grasping.’

¢ Well, perhaps youn are right, Regina.
You are a very sensible girl, my dear, and
a great credit to your mother's rearing. But
now tell me all about it : what He said, and
how ,he looked, and the answer you gave

* He said very little, and he looked much
the same as usual, and I answered ‘“ Yes.”’

¢ Really, Regina, you are enough to pro-
voke a saint ! My only child, too, and
when you must know how anxious I feel.’

¢ Well, mammia ! I suppose I must indulge
your feminime curiosity. We were standing
by the window together when the elastic
that strings my jet bracelet broke—in fact,
to tell you the truth, I broke it on purpose,
to give him the ‘opportunity to fasten it
rfgrlu,:d my arm again. He's absurdly bash-

Yes—vyes,, dear ! I quite understand ! go
on! cried Lady William, eagerly.

‘He picked up the beads, and I restrung
> them, and I asked him to tie them on. He
held my wrist in his hand for a moment, and
said he wished he could_see the bracelet he
had bought for me on it. 1 replied that that
was quite impgssible, and you would never
allow me to accept so handsome a present
from any gentieman—unless he were my
fiancee. Then all the rest came easy, you
know.’ .

¢ Of course, butlet me hear it, dear.’

¢ How. childish you are, mamma. A baby
might guess what followed. He asked me 1f
I would take it from my fiancee —if I wounld
take it from him! I replied, ‘‘But we are
not fiancees, Mr. Chasemore ;” and he said,
“Tet us be so then, Regina—make me
happy. Say you will be my wife.” Then
the usual ceremonies followed, you know. I
‘let him ask me three or four times before I
answered *“ Yes,” aud then he kissed me
three or four times, and pestered me to name

a day ; =0 I fixed the 8th of September, whi
will give me nearly a month $o get my thiny
ready in, and he talked all sorts of nensens
and then he went away. And that is th
beginning and the end of the whole affur]
concluded Miss Nettleship, as she fluy
heérself into a chair and yawned, as if it ha
wearied her. - i
t was quite evident that her heart wi
not the chief thing concerned in the engags
ment she had just entered into.
hearts go,up to the marriage altar with thol
white satin-encased and lace-beshroudef
figures? Not many, I fear, in this degrade§
age of barter, when the term of ¢ holy matn
mony ’ has become a mockery of the shams
less open sales of bodies and souls that tak
place under the sanction of the Church.
“The 8th of September,’ repeated Laij
William, ‘her matronly mind running on tl
chief buasiness,in ajmother’s eyes,of awedding
namely the trousseau. ‘That isa very sho
time to get your things in—and, oh dear
wherever am I to find the money to buf
them? I really think your grandfathe
might help us at a crisis like this. Do yof
think I could venture to write to him Regins
It would be no use appealing to your un
the marquis, he is so horribly stingy ; bu
Lord Charles might give something toward
your outtit. He married a rich stockbroke
daughter, you know, a woman with no en
of money. and I do not sappose that i
would feel the lossof a few hundred pound

‘Mamma ! I will not have you write i§
any one of them. They have always treate§
us shamefully,and I would rather be marri
in a print dress than owe a halfpenny to the
bounty.’ v :

¢ It is all very well for you to say thal
Regina, but how am I to get a trousses
without-help ?°’

*You must do as others do; I suppom
Get the things on credit, and pay off by ds
grees. You will be relieved of the expem
of keeping me, remember.’

‘Yes, yes, Regina ! You are very eleve
of course that will be the wax! acquiescs
Lady William, suddenly rembmiering ths
when her daughter was once Mys. Chasema
it would not be difficult to get Wvidn.to he
“her to pay off debts incurred fon his wifs
clothes. ¢ We must begin to see $bout the
$o-morrow, my dear. A month ig no time
which to get a trousseau ready, aitd Madan
Helene always keeps your dresges for
long! How astonished the Stingges will |
to hear the news, and the Farthibgales t
I wonder if old Farthingale hadfany idea
getting him for Selina? 1f so, they willl
terribly disappointed. Shall you write a

How many
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unce your engagement to them, or trust |

heir hearing it by chance ?

1

Bna.
B havhe eard you called so.’

don’t care which I do; but we may as |,
let them hear it for themselves. I don't !
them to think I am too eager in the -
er, and Vivian is sure to tell his cousin.
har, the first thing,’

ey- You ought to have been  my lady,”
I should have died vhe easier if I

Well, it has never brought you much |
p mamma, that I can see,” was the
g lady’s reply, as she took her candle-
and -walked off to bed. :
e was mistaken in thinking that Sir Ar- -
was che first person to whom his cousin i
d communicate the stroke of good fortune :
bad befallen him. Vivian was more shy
lling his engagement to Sir Arthar than '
y one. He had already supplanted him in ;
grandfather’s will—he had now won for |
elf the woman whom his cousin had |
fed to make his wife —and he felt for his |
fle disappointment, and was proportion- ;
.delicate in forcing the truth upon his ,
But he took an early opportunity of
bing the news to the Farthingales, who |
of course delighted to hear it, and !
fily sincere in their congratulations. |
had never entertained any hopes !
beting  Vivian Chasemore : had not
pd to entertain any. Her heart—such :
vas—was fixed upon the baronet, and '
&val she nad mos: dreaded was Regina

esbip.  To hear that she would so soon

ARTH th first ion of : their Wedding-day.’

putelligence on the very first occasion o ; Hek interrupted in his reverie by the
sound of a soft ¢ough from one of the re.
' cesges near tne windows,

ely disposed of was the best news in |
orld, and she flew at Sir Arthur with |

meeting, .

ou must let me congratulate you, dear
jrthur—you must let us all congratulate
on the very happy news of your cousin’s
gement to Miss Nettleship. She is such !
ntiful, elegant creature ! they will make '
 handsome conple. What a pity they
not have been married during the
. I expect half London would have
b the church only to look at them P ;
pArthur was staggered by this intelli- |
' but he showed no further signs of :
bn than were conveyed by his turning ;
Bale and suddenly taking a seat. He .
RIf feared that Vivian’s constant visits |
b Nettleships might end in a mutual :
pptanding, but it was a great shock to -
p hear it had come to pass so soon and .
ectedly.
P you sure your information is correct,

gFarthingal ‘I saw -

e? he stammered.

. drooping glance of Miss
‘The baronet grew réd at
; one could have read his
. but it must have been

my cousin yesterday, and he never mentioned
the circumstance to me.’

‘How very strange! His engagement
must have turned his brain! Oh yes, it is
certainly true, Sir Arthur, for Mr. Chasemore

i told us so himself ; and I had a note from
i Regiaa this morning, in answer to one from
Ah, my dear ! what a pity it is that you '
Bdn’t have had both the title and the

me, in which she says she is to be married
the second week iz September. If you will
excuse me for one moment I will show it
you. I left it on my toilet cushion ;' and
away tripped Selina Farthingale, to give tae
unfortunate baronet time to recover himself.

She could not help seeing the effect the
news had had upon him, and inwardly re-

: joiced to think thwt at least this must pat an

end to his folly,
herself.

Sir Arthur, left alone, rose from his chair,
and baving passed his handkerchief across
his brow, paced up and down the roem three
or four times in quck succession.

‘ Going to marry him !’ he theught, as he
did s0—*going to marry him ! Curse them
both ! First, the money—now, the woman !

e walks over the course in everything,
And she too ! false,black-hearted littie jade.
She threw me over for him,and nothi else.
Had his return been delayed twelve hours
longer, she would have been engaged to me.
Yet where would have been the use? . A
woman who could go as far as she did, and
then deny her own words, would have no
hesitation in breaking an engagement, er a
arriage either for the matter of that. Ma

and leave the field open to

- ill-fortune follow them both to the end of

their days, and may my turn to laugh
come yet : That is the best wish I shail
have\for Mr. and Mrs, Vivian Chasemore on

and turping sud-
modest figure and
Janet Oppenheim.
the discovery. N,
unspoken thoughts,
easy to connect his
Testless movements with the intelligence his

denly encountered the

: hostess had communicated to him.

‘Forgive me, Miss Oppenheim,’ he
murmured ; ‘I believed myself to be alone.
But I need not conceal from you I am
rather annoyed that my cousin should have
left the news of his intended marriage to be
told me by a stranger,’

* I think it was most inconsiderate of him,
Sir Arthur—may ‘T say, ungrateful! Misg

: Farthingale has only dropped a word before

me here and there, but I have heard sufs-
cieut to appreciate the noble generosity with

which you welcomed Mr, Chasemore to his
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home again, and the small sense he has exhi-
bited for your forbearance.’

His conduct had never yet struck the bar-
onet in this light, but now that it was placed
before him, he saw plainly what a sacrifice he
had made on Vivian’s behalf, and felt grate-
ful to the person who had opened his eyes to
his own beneficence. )

¢Indeed, Miss Oppenheim, you rate my
conduct too highly. I haveonly done what I
thought to be my duty. But my cousin
might have prepared me for this. He has
always insisted to me that he was not a
marrying man, and although his intentions
in this respect could have made no difference
to me, one does not care to be taken by sur-
prise in this humdrum jog-trot world.’

« May not Mr. Chasemore have had some
ulterior motives for keeping his engagement
a secret? démanded his fair companion,
with the shortest possible glance from her
feline eyes ; ¢ perhaps the young lady felt, as
she ought to feel, too much ashamed of her
choice to wish it made public sooner than, |
Was necessary.’

“Is it possible you canhave heard?——com-
menced the baronet anxiously.

¢ That you once contemplated doing Miss
Nettleship the honour of making her your
wife, Sir Arthur,’ rejoined Miss Oppenheim,
with a low silvery laugh, *Why her folly
was the talk of the town! Indeed, your
great generosity in this, as in other things,
is not” unknown to your acquiaintances,
only we cannot add that it has been unre-
warded.’ .

You think her unworthy, then ?

¢ Unworthy of that ¥ Tepeated Miss Op-
penheim, with a world of emphasis upon the
preposition. ‘Oh, Sir Arthur! you are
strangely blind to your own merits and the
shortcomings of others ! However one may
blame Miss Nettleship, one cannot but con
gratulate you ! . o

<[ dare say you are right,” he said with a
sigh; ‘Ihad almost arrived at the same
conclusion myself. ButI have been a very
unfortunate man lately,and I think fate must
be against me.’

«1 ghould have said you were one of the
most favoured of mortals,” replied Miss
Oppenheim, always with the same air of
self-depreciation ; ‘but doubtless we argue
on different premises.’

¢I do not understand your meaning.’

¢ Yon think of what you have lost i
others,” said the young lady, ‘and I,of yh%
others gain in"you.’

He was just considering what a sweet
sympathising little creature she was, and
whether he might venture to tell her so,

Z

when the door opened to re-admit Mim
Farthingale. !
‘Here is Regina’s note, she exclaimed;§
‘so now you can read it, Sir Arthar, andJ
convince yourself that my information wa§
correct.’ :
‘I never had the least doubt of your word,
he replied, asshe glanced at the letter ahsj
handed him. 3
¢ There it is plain enough, you see.’ she4
continued volubly. They are to b 2
ried on the 8th of September and to pas
the winter in Rome. I wonder what ol
Lady William will do without her daughter 3
She will be dull enough in lodgings all

‘herself.’

Sir Arthur returned the note without com
ment.

* You don’t look over-pleased about it
said Selina,for she was jealous and angry 3
the manner in which he had taken th
news, and could pot resist lettinghim knod
that she had perceievd ity ‘Don’t you ca
sider the match good enough for Mr. Chasxz8
more?

¢ Vivian has money and can afford
please himself, Miss Farthingale. I havj
nothing to do with his matrimonial o§
fairs.”
¢ Perhaps you are afraid Regina will o
make him a good wife. She is a dreadfg
flirt, you know ! I have heard her talkeds
myself, with at least half-a-dozen men tid
season.’

.. ‘Then I trust, as she is so soom to
connected with me by marriage, Miss F
thingale, that you will contradict the repo
whenever you may hear them,’ replied 3
Arthur, as he took up his hat and bowg
himself gravely out of the room. Selin
coarse sympathy, which took the formg
abuse of her rival, annoyed him. He L&
not seemed to mind Janet Oppenhiem mg
tioningthe subject of his rejection, but irg
the lips of Selina Farthingale he felt
would be unreliable. And he owed Vin
no less a grudge for the secrecy he i
maintained towards him,that it had subjes
him to hear the news from the lips of
lawyer’s daughter.

‘When the cousins next met, it was
coldly, at all events on the baronet's s
and not many minutes had elapsed bef
the subject that was irrifating him. com
the surfaee. :
‘R'1 should have thought that it was atl§
due to me, as head of the family, to bej
first informed of the change in your prosp4
Vivian.’ 3

‘Well, look here, old fellow,” replied
other, in his frank, easy manner: ‘il
engaged myself to anybody else, it W
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‘been different ; but, lnn%eit all ! you
, after what had passed between you
Regina, I did feel a little modest about

Btuff and nonsense !’ rejoined Sir Arthar.
ope that you will, at all events, let that
Joct drop for the future. Granted that I
and admired her, your own taste has
praed mine ; but beyond that, my dear
D, matters never went : and you must
my word for it that I would have
ng altered from what it now is, for the

fou're a real good fellow ! exclaimed
[lio, heartily ; ¢ and wherever I may be,
Al always be a knife and fork for you at
pble, Arthur. Don’t forget that ! And
fwhen will you come round with me and
egina again ? I know she’ll be pleased
bke hands with you; and we are to be
8d in ten days, you know. You will be
e8t man, won’t you ?’
Vith pleasure! =~ And as for the visit, I
By that whenever it is convenient to
and Miss Nettleship.’
Pt us zay to-morrow, then, and I'll call
pu at three. I can't offer to take you
J; though I am just going there myself;
Aave an appointment to meetold Farth-
about the settlements.’
fitlements ! repeated the baronet, open-
18 eyes, B
ell,not exactly that, old bov,’ returned
B, laughing. ¢ You know it is not in
ver to make settlements ; but I wish
William and her daughter to under-
thoroughly the provisions of my
fathers’s will before the marriage takes

You are perfectly right,’

. ‘At three to-morrow, then.

oir I”’  'With which he strode away,

B2 Vivian to jump into his mail-phaeton,
ive to his appointment™with the law-

d come about in this wise: Lady
m had so frequently made .allusions to
pesent penniless - condition of her

, and her happiness at the idea that
8ld now be amply provided for during

Rime, that Vivian had thought it best

Bh she and Regina should be made

ted with the conditiens under which

ine had bequeathed him the fifty
pounds. And these conditions
giore fitted to proceed from a lawyer’s
k Iover’s lips, he had appointed Mr.
arthinza{’; to meet him at Knights-
that afternoon, for the purposes of
htion.
interview with his cousin had some.
Helayed him, and when he entered

| Lady William’s drawing-room he found the

little lawyer already closeted with the
ladies, '

‘ Here comes the hero of the day ! ex.
claimed Mr, Farthingale,facetiously, as Viv-
ian appeared and saluted the company. ‘And
now,as I am rather pressed for time, I will,
with your ladyship’s permission, at once pro-
ceed to business.’

‘Can’t you spare us the legal details snd
tell us the plain truth—for once'in your life,’
interposed Vivian. *‘Iam sure neither Lady
William nor Miss Nettleship will understand
your technical terms.’

¢ It is just as the ladies please, Mr. Chase-
more.’

¢ All I care for, Mr.Farthingale,’ said Lady
William, ¢is to be assured that my dear child
is entirely provided for.’

She cared for mach more than this. What
she wanted to know was how many thousand
pounds out of the fifty were to besettled ex-
clusively upon Regina for her scle use and
benefit, and Regina wanted to hear it too;
although she looked so supremely indifferent
to the whole proceedings,

‘I do not think your ladyship need have
any fears on t account,” replied the
lawyer ; ‘but, as Mr. Chasemore has sug-
gested, to read out this deed to you would
only bo to trouble you to listento a great
deal that would prove both uninterest.
ing and puzzling. I had better, therefore,
tell you the contents as briefly as posgible.
The late Sir Peregrine Chasemore left . the
sum of fifty thousand pounds to his grandson,
Vivian Chasemore, under these conditions ;
the interest of the invested money to be ex-
clusively for the benefit of Mr, Chasemore
daring his lifetime,and at his death to revert
in egual portions to his soms and daugh-
ters,

¢ But supposing they do;;’t have any ? cried
Lady William, eagerly. v

At this signal Regina retreated to the

| window of the back drawing-room, where she

remained in silent contemplation of three
empty flower-pots, the iwater-cistern, and a
couple of cats fighting over an o!d bone H
whilst Vivian walked away into the balcony,
and amused himself with leaning over the
railings and watching the stream of carriages
wending their way to the Park, Lndy
William and the lawyer was consequently
left together, and Mr. Farthingale could not
help smiling to see the painful anxiety de-
picted on the lady’s face.

‘In that case, Lady William,” he said, in
answer to her question, ©the interest of ten
thousand pounds is to be devoted to a dower
for the lifetime of the widow,and then re-
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verts with the remainder of the money to Sir
Arthar Chasemore, or his heirs.’

* Gracious heavens ! Do you mean to tell |
me that Mr. Chasemore is tied hand and foot |
in such a manner that he is unable to make |
any settlement upon his widow ¥

* Not if he dies without an heir ! ,/But that
israther an unlikely contingency t@ occur,my |
lady. And should he die, leaving heirs, the
widow enjoys the whole income for her hfe-
time, after which it reverts to them. Itisa.
periectly fair arrangement, and the one most |
commonly agreed upon in such cases.

Lady Witham bit her lip and said ntohing. |
,She did nat like to betray the disappointment :
‘she felt before the little lawyer whom she;

ved.

‘Have you two people donme talking?| i
cried Vivian, gaily, as he peeped into the,
room. ¢ Has Mr. Farthimgale explained
evervt g to your entire satisfaction, Lady | 1

: Oh, p\e;ie/ctly, Mr. Chasemore. Nothing
could be plainer nor more satisfactory,’ re-
plied §his future mother-in-law. But the!
minute she found herself alone with Regina, 1
she told a very different fgde.

¢ You’ve let yourself in fora nice bargain !
she said spitefully. ‘ That money is tied up | 3
in every possible way. If the man dies,
there is posmvely nothing for you—unless "

_you have a family.’

¢ Well, I shall have a family, I suppose— : !
everybodv does!’ rejoined her daughter.
¢ And I shall be much obhged if you will |
drop the subject, mamma.

¢Oh, of course ; that is all the thanks 1
get for looking after your affairs, miss! I'm .
sure I shall be heartily glad when; I've .
washed my hands of you altogether.” '

¢ You cannot possibly be more glad than I’
shall be,” were the last words Regina said,as
they parted for the night.

[ER

END OF VOL. L

! should not live up to their

. cure on credit.

tinge of fear as she thought of the possibj
contingency of being left a window without
jointure worth speakiog of.  Vivian, 1n th
ardour of his passion, had proposed that 1
order to avert 8o terribie a cals.unty, thev‘
income, at ;uj
events, until they had laid by a certanf
| number of thousand pounds to form a settle3
ment for herself. But Regina did not reis
this idea at all. She had not sold herself
order to retrench and live quietly. Shef
wished to cut a dash amongst her frien

. and acquaintances,and fill the breasts-ef bou,

men and Wwomen with envy. She toi
Vivian that she would not hear of his laym
by anything on her account ; that if he spo

- of or hinted at the probabilities ot his dea

he made her miserable,and the pretty speecij
sounded so much like the outpourings of
affection that the lover felt perfectiy satistied g
So the preparations for the wedding went o
gaily : a handsome house was taken for the
reception of the bride and bridegroom ; an
in the midst of choosiug expensive faurmit
and equipages and jewellery, if Regina ev
experienced a misgiving as to her future, sl

! put it from her as a disagreeable possibil

that might never happen, and had better

be thought about. She had a great deal
endure at this time from the jealousy of 1
mother. It may seem an extraordinary thi

' thata woman could ever be jealous of the goo§

fortune of her child ; but selnsh people ard
" selfish ali the world over, and Lady Willa
equanimity of temper was noi always pros
, against seeing the beautiful presents tha.
Vivian showered upon hner daugher, o
hearing of the luxuries by which she was i
be surrounded in her new house : whilst tig
poor old woman, too, hardiy knew where si
should find the money to pay for th
articles for Regina which she could not pr
¢ Another dress !’ she exclaimed with up#
! lifted hands ! ‘why, that makes the tenth3
. What you are to “do with them all I cand

; imagine ; or what you will find to spend youfl

!

allowanoe upor after you are married. Ou

- would think you were going to be a duches

VOLUME IL
CHAPTER 1.

¢ I WISHES I WAS DEAD, I Do.’

Miss Nettleship was not guite so indifferent .
to her matrimonial prospects as she would '
have led us to believe. She took a keen'
pieasure in (metaphorically speaking) leading .
Vivian Chasemore about with a blue ribbon !
round his neck ; but she occasionally felt a |

: Regina, at the very least.’

‘Really, mamma, the girl answered, * v X

. seem to consider that anything would |
: good enough for me!
- remember I am about to relieve you
* the burden of supporting me for ever.

. dresses !

I wish you woul

Why, 1 ought to have twenty “ 38
the very least; and if thisis the effect o
being a duke’s gra.ndda.ughter ail I can w§ y
is, that I am thankful, for the sake of ug
posterity, that I am not going to become §
duchess ¥’

‘Oh, of course! run down your ia.thez .
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h as usual, Regina! He may not have
a fortune behind him——,
o, that he certainly did not,” interposed

daughter, decidedly.

To be inherited by some scapegrace of a
plling actor,” continued Lady William,
h withering scorn ; ¢ but he had blue blood

is veins such as will nevér run through
pee of your children—if you have any !’

@I sappose not, mamma, unless they i
Still I.

erit a drop or two from me!
pk, on the whole, I prefer red blood and

ies to blue\blood and bread and cheese! !

ste may be degenerated-—I dare say it
but I have been accustomed so logg to
tter luxury, that I am a little tired “of
pd shall enjoy a change !’
Whilst you ieave\your poor mother alone
pd her days in the samecheerless poverty,’
Lady William, weeping. .
egina did not reply directly vo this in-
ation, nor deny the truth of it. Had her
fher been an ordinary individual,” she
d probably have comforted her by the
ance that she would live more in her
pe than in her own. But the girl knew
sach a proceeding would entail, and
fally avoided it. Visions of Mrs. Run-
pde and the Macdougal, with cards late
ght and #ips of brandy and water, rose
strengthen the resolution thatherfature
e should be kept free, as far as lay in ner

pr, from all that had disgusted her in the

pnt. So she deftly turned the subject.
Pon’t let us think of anything disagree-
mamma ! You have had your day, you
, and surely it is time for mine to begin.
tyou not going to put on your bonnet?
hasemore is to call for us at twelve in
pw carriage,-that I may see if I like it ;
Bl believe we are to go to Howell and
8’s to choose some rings. Pray don’s
m gee that you have been crying! He

rspect we have been having words, and |

BBhinks there is nothing so vulgar asa
L’ ’

b, well, my dear! I suppose I must go,
| you must bhave a chaperon ; but it
folly in me to accaustom myself to that

put which I must manage to exist for |

pmainder of my life.’

phould think there was all the more
f- to enjoy it whilst you can, mamma,’
B her daughter; °butif yon like it
. I will tell Mr. Chasemore to send for

@ofeeling—-ungenerous-—-ungratefal !’
like pistol-shots from Lady William’s
she disappeared into her bedroom.
Regina, however, who had never bad
than a few shillings at a time to spend
B own plea.s;lre, the reckless profusion .

| with which Vivian threw away his money
was a source of exquisité content. Not that

" she was vulgarly and openly grateful. Sbe
' accepted all his gifts as if they were her
" due, and nothing better than she bad been
i accnstomed to; but she Tevelled in their
. possession in private, and her inward satis-
* faction made her temper unusually sunry
‘ and beaming. Vivian thought her a perfect
angel in those' brief days of courtship, and
indeed she was more like one than she had
. ever been before. .
. She even appeared to grow. benevolent and
' charitable; a phase of softness of which no
{ one had ever suspected her. When Vivian
i Chasemore saw her stop for a moment to
| drop a coin iuto the hand of some faded-
i looking woman sitting on a doorstep with an
| infaut at her breast, or throw pennies to the
i ittle urchins tnat gathered round them in
| the Park, he thought what a good mother
i she would make, and thanked Heaven pre-
! maturely. >

As they drove away that morning, in the
splendid chariot drawn by a couple of high-
stepping bays that he had brought round to
receive the meed of her approval, a girl with
& dirty face thrust a bunch of lavender in at
the carriage-door.

¢Go away ! said Vivian, sharply, and he
was about to draw up the glasa.

¢ Oh, poor child ! don't speak so crossly to
l her,’ exclaimed Regina, as she threw a shil-

ling to the lavender girl. It was one of her

lagy, but she knew it would bear fruit a
hundred-fold.

Vivian drew up the window gently, and
! clasped her hand.
! “You would make all the world as happy
! as yourself, Regina, if you couid,” he said
i fondly.
! ¢ Qf course. But that poor creature looked
1 s0ill. I am surea meal will do her good.’
' “You are so kind-hearted,” continued
. Vivian, ‘that I have no hesitation in asking
| your sympathy for a little girl I know—a
i good little soul though in the lower classes,
| the granddaughter, in fact, of my old land-
! lady, Mrs. Bell.’
‘Yes. Issheill?
i *I hope not. She was blooming enough
! when I saw her last, Poor little Bonnie !
; But they were very good to me, both grand-
' mother and granddaughter, at a time when I
: valued the kindness of even such humble
! friends, and I am afraid I have been very
. ungrateful. Fancy, I have never been near
' the house since I left" it ! I saw you, you
. witch, and you entrapped me at once, and I
" have bad no eyes nor ears for any one since.
i I wonder what they tbink of my defection.’
‘They could hardly expect you to find
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time to visit them amidst all the engagements
of & London season.

¢Oh, they kpow nothing of the maultifa-
rious duties of a season 1 They are a8 inno-
cent as if they had lived all their lives
country instead of Drury Lane.’

«1 hope you don's want me to go te Drury
Lane, Vivian ! Mamma is so afraid of those
sort of places.’

¢ My darling © a8 3t T would let you. No!
what I thought was +hat I snounld like to give
my old friends a present when 1 marry, and
that it would come more gracefully from you
thap from me.
old lady, and anything you think a yomng
woman in that station of life would like best,
jor Bommie, You could choose them 80

\ 7 than I could, and 1 would send
it to them)in your pame,’

¢ Certajhly, it you wish it.

in the

But would net

than before
<1 think you are right, a8 you always are.
Bat in that case you must bear it in mi
yourself, for 1 shall bave time. to tnink of
Bothing but you. )
By which means

which it was settled Mra. Vivian Chasemore
was to select for them.

When they reached
it was with difficulty Lady William could be
persuaded to leave the carriage. Although
she had been grumbling to herself all the
because the easy springs she sat on

and the rich brecaded silk cashions she leant |

against were not to be hers,

daughter’s, she liked them so well

wonld have much preferred sitting there,

making believe,’ as the children say, that

she was enjoying her own property, %o look-

i § diamond and ruby and
However, i i

that she

pe

jeweller’ and Lady William
Was compelled to obey. The choice teok a
long time. Each drawer of glittering rings
looked more tempting than the last, and the
settings were 80 varied and so beantifol. At
last Vivian, glaneing at his

bered a pressing e
m a few
of the
them the final
decision and to _cail for him on their way
home, he quitted the shop and drove to Pall

i the carriage immedi

they were not quite
kept trying on, first a half-
cluster of diamonds on her
quite unable to order which

for them.
ready, for Regina
hoop and then a
little finger,

A black silk dress for the .

better aiter the Sth of September

it fell ont that peither .in
Bonnie nor Mrs. Bell ever saw the presents .

Howell and James’s :

watch, rememn- |
nt at his club, |

. should be sent to her address, At last, ho
. ever, the decision was arrived at, and
; rose to follow Vivian. "
i Asthey stood at the door, waiting for &
. carriage to draw up, Regina noticed a o
. leaning in a drooping attitude against u
, iron padings. She did not look ill, nor ve

poor.. Her stuff dress was good and new
. and her little straw bat was peatly trimm
_ But her large blue eyes were cast apw
; withso sad and despairing an expresy
" that it arrested Miss Nettleslip’s attent
_even though there was,no one by el
w. it was her interest to appear hum
an®charitable.

« Are you ill ? she inquired of the girl

. The blue eyes glanced for a momd '
’1 wonderingly . at her fashionable dress il
: golden-crowned bead (for Regina, althowg
80 poor, was always attired in the lad

+ mode}), and then drooped wearily again.
i “No,ma’am! with » sad little shake §
. the head.

: “What is the matter with you then?,
+ “Nothing! nothing ! I thought I sar]
i fneed, but be is gone ! Indeed ib s nod
g. ;
. *Is she mad? whispered Miss Nettles
in an awestrack tone to the shopman, v
. bad bowed them to the door. ’

“Oh, no, madam ! There are plenty
per about. We are pestered with
every moment, Come now,” he eontinued
" aloud tone to the giri, ‘move away i
_ here, will you, or 1 shall send for the poby
< Don't be harsh to her \" said Regina,

* feminine pity. Did some prevision of;

" dark futore flash through her mind at 3

; moment, and make her experience a wonsg

| compassion for the poor -sonl who b
; suffer through her guilt? Who can teli®

: she almost felt as if she would like %033
' the stranger’s hand. ¢ Here is somethif
, help you,’ she added, as she put the mos

" the girl’s listless palm.

i Bonnie—for it was indeed Bonnie

; stood there to rest and think—gazed

: silver for an instant inquiringly, and
 replaced it in Regina's hand.

* No, thank yon, ma’am ' she
¢ T've got plenty of money at bhome.’
“¢Come away! come away ! whis
; Lady William, as she clutched her dang
i ¢ How can you stand there talki
! that creature? Can’t you see she’s d
¢ Really, Regina,’ she continued, as th4
}"‘entered the carriage and drove to Pali
: ¢ you have no sense of your own P
{ The idea of sto! ing to talk to people?
i open street ! What can the footman
iyou?
¢t ig very little conseguence to m¢

said qui

-
H
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inks, mamma. He will be my servant
other week, and will have to think as I

But the woman was intoxicated I’

he was no such thing !

he idea of coamtradicting your mother
such a subject! What can you know

B ou have given me pienty of experience,

kma. w.th Mrs. [Runnymede and other

pur friends.  Ii I do not know a tipsy
p from a sober one by this tame, 1t 18
om the waat of being able to compare
>

which crael statement Lady William
sl into indignant reproaches, which
med until Vivian ran smiling down the
of his clab to join them again.

nwhile Mrs. Beil was jogging from
ttle shop to another, asking ali ber
fbours 1f chey had happened to set eyes
muie.

Bonnie ?’ exclaimed Mrs. Bulil, the

the butcher at the corner. °Lor’,
imy soul, Mrs. Beli, ma’am, you don’t
to tell me as you lets that gai go
gng anywheres without your know-

3

,indeed, Mrs. Bull ! I know my duty .

behild better than that comes to, but
has beeu very queer and unsettied
aod I can’t make ’er out.  Sine’s so
jendabie ke, If I send ’er of an
; off she is, like a shot, and Jon't come
pr hours. And ’tain’t vo be expected,
, as I can run of errants myself, at
B of life, nor keep a servaut to run
me.’
be the gai’s sickenin’ for summat.
ason’s children lie dead of the
by, and they tell me as scarlet-fever is
fout 1n the next street.’
tpno, it ain't that ! Bonnie’s bin
pecaliar in the head ; and as for
kwhy we lives in the midst of ’em

p, that we do ! ’acquiesced Mrs. Bull,
fsty fevers they air too—allays tak
fhe wrong people. Didn’t I ioso my
Med boys the year afore last with
ghoid, and there's that brute Bull
the day’s long !’ :
kpo, Mrs. Bull; though (if I must

Y may
gn to you. However, v's got
o do with my gal, who’s not_bin

mornin’ since eleven o'clock.’ ~ *

fon earth don’t you marry “er hoff, |

1?1 expect there’s many a young
juld take her, for she’s a person-

{ able-lookin’ gal enuff, when her ’airs

| stragut.’

, “That’s just it, Mrs. Bull. Bonnie goes

| agen mwe 1 everythink, Kit Masters wounid

{ marry her to-morrow, but she won’t’ave a

i word to say to ’im.

© ¢ And Masters must be doin’ finely, too.’

i ‘Aye, that heis!—and just come into &
fortune of fifty pounads into the bar_ain.’

‘You dom’t say so, Mrs. Beil! 'Ow’s
that .

., 'I can’t say- somebody leave it ’im, I

" suppose ; ’e dida’t teil me, but ’e’s got 1t sure

eputf. And it might be all Bonnie’s for the
askin’ 1’

. ‘Lor’, the gal must bea fool ! A young

_felier like that didn't ought to 'ave to ha-k
twice. But ain’t that Bonnie’s hat comin’
down the street now ¥’

“Tobe sure! there’s wny lady’s a-comin’ ‘ome
at two o'clock, and bin gone since eleven—

! and not & thing done in vhe ’ouse ! It's enutf

' to break one's ‘eart! But I'll be even witn
her, never fear. Good-day to you, Mrs.

. Bull’

© *Good-day, Mrs. Bell, ma’am ; and ’opin’
youw’ll ,mavage to bring that gal to ‘er

senses.

. Having fivished her interesting conversa-

tion, Mrs. Bell walked slowly to her own
house, which she reached just as Bonnie had
bung up her hat and shawl upon a peg, and.
seated nerself behind the counter.

‘Oh ! soyou'fe 'ome again, miss, are yey.
commenced her grandmotner angnly. * An
where may you ‘ave bin for<the last three
hours?—answer me that.’

¢ Don’t bother me, grandmother,” replied.
the girl, wearily.

‘ Don’s bother ye ? you independent gad-.
about ! Do you think you can leave a.re--
spectable house at times, and come and.
ge as you choose ? \You can’t then, and 1’1l
have uo more of it. Now, where have yous
bin ¥

‘1’ve bin after no harm.’

‘I don’t know that ! respectable gals-don’t.
trape about the streets all by theirselves.
Whao ‘ave you bin a-seein’ of, or a-talkin’ to

" No one—at least a lady spoke to w.e, but
I suppose that won’t kill me.’

¢ ‘Alady ! What did she say ¥

! *She asked me if I was ill.’

. ‘In course ! No real lady would.think.
but what a gal was ill as lounged about all
day doing nothink. Now, Bonnie, you listen

.%o me. I won’t have no more of it. You.

, don’t leave the house agen aiter this day

| unless I goes along of ye.

‘Oh, I must get out and have a bit of

' fresh air !’ exclaimed the girl, impatiently.

: 1can’s bide in this hot street all day. It
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makes me sick, with the smells and the dirt
and the noise. If ye don’t let me run out
for a breath when I feels the want of it, I’ll
run straight off, and never come back to you.
So now you know my mind, grandmother.’
Old Mrs. Bell stood agnast. She had
always known Bounnie to be what she called
-¢ peculiar,” but shé had never yet heard her
;give vent to such an expression of rebellion
.as this. She had been an indolent, dream-
ing, forgetful rort of girl all her life ; but
this was the first time she had actually re-
1fused to> obey her grandmother, or hinted
that there was a -possibility of their lots
 being divided.
¢ Well, of all the ungrateful, wicked, schem-
1ing ‘ussies I ever see,’ cried Mrs. B:li,
< you’re the very wust | Don’t yon know as
1 broaght you up from a hiofant, to be what
- you are , and not content with wearin’ out my
: life with your lazy, do nothin’ ways, you
must go and perpose to leave me altogether. .
Oh, I m gladj my poor Joe never lived to
see this day ! He was a good lad, he was,
who loved ’is poor mother, and would have
: slapped your face afore’e’d ’ave let you speak
- to me in this manner. But you mever was a
. bit like him in body or soul—more’s the pity
. —and I only hope he ain’t bin a-hearin’ in
heaven the words as you’ve just said to me.’
¢ Why can’t you leave me alone then ?’ ex-
. claimed Bonnie in her tarn. * All I ask for
is peace and quiet, and not to have that
horrrid feller Kit Masters thrust down my
throat every minnit. It’s enuff to make a
gal run away to be asked to marry a low
. creature like that 1’

¢ A low creature, indeed ! That's your
manners, is it®? Why, he’s just come into a
fortin of fifty pounds in gold !’

* What's that to me? I don’t want him
nor his fifty pounds. I dare say he stole 'em.
All I waunt is to have a walk nowand agaiun;
and one would think that walkin’was a crime,
by the way you goes on at me about it.’

* No, Bonnie ! walkin’ ain’t a crime,’ replied
Mrs. Bell, solemnly ; ‘ but leavin’ the house
and]the shop tobe minded by your poor grand-
mother at her time of life ; when you know
what the stairs is to her, is a crime and a
grievance ; and what’s more, I won’t stand
it ’

¢I’'m sure I've always dusted and cleaned
the rooms as they should be,’ rejoined
Bonnie. ‘You've often said as I spent too
much time on ’em.’

“Yes, on the hupper rooms ; but they're
not the kitchen-floor nor yet the shop.
When Mr. Waverley was here, you was
allays at ’ome, doin’ this, that, or t'other !
but now that we’ve got no lodger, you seems

and as if you could never settle to a thing
And now, whatever are you a-cryin’ for ?’
For Bonuie had laid her head down upy
the counter and burst inte a violeat flrod of
tears, which prevented her for some minuts
from answering her grandmother’s question
¢ Well, I do feel unsettled aad ill into th
barg’iu, and that's the sruth. , I suppose ij
this hot weather and never havia’ a
change. k-
* You might ’ave change and to spare,
you wouldn’s be sohobstinate, Theres’s K
bin a-speakin’ to me agen about you—a
worryin’ to have the banns putup. I
sure I wonder ’e cares tuppence for sich
contrary creatur ; but there’s no accouny
for men’s Jikin’s. You’d better think o
the matter agen, Bonnie, and take ’im. {8
won't ’ave sich another chance in ab
moon, and that’s my opinion.’
¢ Well, then, I won’t ’ave 'im, and tha
mine |’ cried Bonnie, passionately.
see 'im dead fust, and myself too, for t
matter. Notthat I cares much when I die
she continued relapsing into quiet weep
¢ for I’m sure I wish I was under the grod
now, along of father and mother ; for
life’s a misery to me, and the sooner it's ¢
the better.’

¢ And what should make it a misery,
like to know ?’ said Mrs. Bell, sha
¢ You've got plenty of food and drink
good clothes, and a tight roof overy
’ead ; and you might 'ave a husband into
bargain, as most gals 'ud jump at, but
treats the poor feller like dirt under 1§
feet. What would you ’ave more, [
der? tell me that, now !’

¢Oh, I don’t kaow; I don’t know!
claimed poor Bonnie, rocking herself U
wards aud forwards ; ‘but I wishes I
dM;Ldo—iI wishes 1 was dead I’

CHAPTER IL

‘ ¥0U WAY TELL 'IM THAT I'LL DOTL.
Bonnie éid not give up her wanderiog
all her grandmother’s railings:and Mrn
was too much afraid of hér granddaugh
press the matter and force her rem

home. She was so unlike other girly
old woman_hardly knew what the A
quences of @%:sition might be. The

a quiet_persistence about her, which
more likely to gain her own way
any aniount of loud talking and oppo
So she continued to slip away whenevs
presence was not immediately necessa
walk listlessly about thestreets, in the
hope of finding she hardly knew

to me as restiess as a cat in a strange place’

She did not entirely neglect her dus
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8, poor child ! The ‘ hupper rooms,’ a3
Bell designated her first floor, were as
ully kept as they used to be in the

when they were occupied. The
ares Alfred Waverley had pasted on the !
It were religiously dusted, and the little i
looked as clean and inviting as though |

weore still expected to return to it. 1t
i poor Bonnie’s temple, and she worship-
there regularly, sending up her silent
@yers in deep sighs to the memory of the
B who had once dwelt in the shrine. Bat
8 more dreamy ar.d absent than before:
useless, in fact, than she had ever been

8 domestic duties of the house and shop: !

‘many an old customer shook her head
saving it, and said she was very much
id that Mrs. Bell’s girl was going ‘clean
of her head.’ -
onunie was growing prettier than ever, for
fting had reduced her figure and refinud
features, whilst the unalterable beauties
er face, her limpid blue eyes and soft
mdant hair, natarally remained the same.
pourse all this pining and misery was in
equence of Alfred Waverley’'s departure.
p- Bell did not suspect the cause, but poor
pie knew it well enough for herself.
she could not say she had any good
on to fret. She had never entertained

hopes in that quarter : in fact, she had

Br recognised the feeling she entertained
their lodger until he had so suddenly left
Three months had passed since that
three long despaiting months—and
Bad never come back even to see how
f were getting on without him. Once, a
8l of illastrated books had arrived, ad-
ed to Bonnie ; but they had been sent
ight from the publisher, and there was
& slip of paper inside one of them, with
inscription ‘From_ Alfred Waverley.’
) books were ranged upon her chest of
wers, dusted a dozen times a day, and
er dusted without being kissed ; but the
for had not followed his gift. And it was
¥y and see him that Bonnie slipped away
ever she had an opportunity, and
ed up and down the dusty London
pis, peering wistfully into. the face of
¥ passer-by, in hopes of meeting the
res she s0 much loved. Once, she had
"him dashing down the Strand in a
sle which he drove himself ; but he had
00 much occapied with his horses to
fthe faint cry of pleasure with which she
jed him, or to see the figure of the girl—
Mmong 80 many—that shrank back into
browd as he drove out of sight. Another
she had passed him almost shoulder to
Hder, as she leant against the railings of
iPark gates, gazing idly at the stream of

carriages and people who were driving or
walking up and down Rotten Row.

She had nearly failed to recogunize on that
occasion, in the fashionably-dressed young
man, with a gardenia in his button hole and
the smallest of canes in his hand, their ‘ci-
devant’ lodger, Alired Waverley, for Boanie
knew Vivian Chasemore by no other 1 ame.
She had started as his handsome, delicately-
cut profile came into view, and would have
spoken, perhaps, had he not been in close
attendance on two ladies whose faces Bonnie
could not see. But what cared she for any
one, poor child ! except the one hero of her
imagination, whom she would have walked
a dozen miles any day to see but for a
moment ? She thought these passing visions
of a glory and splendour into which she
ceuld never hope to eater did her good, but
it was quite the reverse.

As soon as the excitement of seeing him

had died away, a deeper depression than
usual would succeed it ; and Mrs, Bell had
reason to remark, when she was wakened
from her own slumbers to hear her grand-
child sobbing in her sleep, that she didn’t
believe these long rambles did Bonnie any
good, A third time the girl had inet with
Vivian Chasemore, and that was as he was
driving from Howell and James’ to his club,
on the occasion which has been narrated.
Then, she had caught sight of him lolling
luxuriously back in a carriage still more
beautiful than the one he bad occupied be-
fore, and evidently thinking of nothing but
twirling his moustaches.
MBIt was this vision, and the great gulf it
seemed to mark between their past and future
intercourse, that had sent poor Bonnie reeling
with emotion and faintness against the steps
of Messrs. Howell and James’ establishment,
and called forth the cruel suspicion from
Lady William Nettleship that she was in-
toxicated. She hardly looked at the face of
the lady who accosted her. She only remem-
bered that some one had spoken and offered
her money, and she hadrefused it. All her
mind was filled with the sight she had seen:.
of her prince, raised, it is true, to the position
he ought always to have occupied, but having
left her, his humble little subjcct, so ime
measurably far behind him.

Could that be the same gentleman, she
argued with herself, as she took her way-
slowly homewards, on whom she had waited, .
for whom she had cooked, and who had.
thanked her so earnestly for the loan of her -
swuff-gown to keep the dranght from the door -
when he was ill? Had she met him, well-
dressed, driving about in a hansom, with a
rose in his button-hole, she would have con-
cidered it only the natural consequence of:
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¢ coming into a fortune ;’ hut so great a trans
formation scene as she had witnessed that
day puzzled the weak little brain altogether.
It was almost as wonderful as if he had gone
to heaven itself, whence she had seen him
return wish a patr of glistening wings ; and
she would hardly have felt the gulf which
had suddenly vawned between them to be
greater than it was now. Still he was yet on
earth, and Bouunie's most ambitious dream
had resolved itself into the bope of once more
becoming his servant. To be near him, ske
thought to live under the same roof, to
black his boots and make his bed, and keep
his room bright and Mresh and clean—this
was the summit of her ambition.

She was quite ignorant of the style and
maanner in which young men of fortune live
—had no knowledge of chambers, no idea of
the ducies of a valet, and thought that every
unmarried gentlemen kept some nice tidy
girl to attend to his creature-comforts, and
supply the place of 3 housekeeper and seam-
stress. She had done all that for him for the
last four years—why should she not continue
to do it now ? Theidea that he might take

a wife to superintend his houaehold never
entered into Bonnie’s calculations : chiefly
because when she had suggested the idea he
had denied it, and she was simple enough to

balieve him. All her anxiety now was to be
able to see Alfred Waverley alone, and find
out where he lived, so that she might make
the above proposal to him ; and if he con-
sented to it, she felt as if she should have
ga‘ned everything she wished for in this
‘wo-ld. Poor, silly Bonnie ! ;
It was on the 8th of September that, as
.she was wandering about the streets where
she had last seen Alfred Waverley, her list-
.leas steps took her towards Hanover Square.
.and her attention was attracted by a crowd
gathered around the portals of that temple,
-the walls of which have perhaps re-echoed
more lies than any other building in the
-wo ld—the dead-alive bat fashionable church
.of 8t. George. Patron of our country,
what s'n did you commit in slaying the
.enemy of mankind that your name should be
.desecrated for ever by conunection with the
~great slave-market of Eogland ? Why should
-the valiant St. George, who trampled on
-the hydra-headed monster at the risk of his
.1 fe, and prevailed in the name of God, be
asked to preside at that ceremany jestingly
termed religious, which forces a man to take
an oath to honour for evermore that which
“he may discover before many months are
. over his head to be utterly unworthy of any
:feeling but contempt ?
It was within these walls that the old
“Marquis of Drivelton paid his bill for the

lovely Berengaria Bootless, the defrayal g
which was attested with many congratulating
by the clerical ‘middle-man’ who bleu
the barter,by which the unfortunate margg
found he had been so feariully swindled
few years later. It was nere that Lg
Arabella Haui-ton exchanged her blue bl
and aristocratic connections for young S
taker’s twenty thousand a year, which
sulted in a judicial separation and haadson
alimony before many 1.0nths were over
heads, It is here, ip fact, that parsons bu
and smile and pocket their fees, without ey
taking the trouble to inquire if their cus

ers regard the observance in any light excep:
mercenary one ; and it was here that Regnis
Nettleship,amidst the envy of all her femg
friends, was about to make berself over
Vivian Chasemore for the consideration 4
fifty thousand pounds. A wedding i
always an attraction for a woman, partg
ularly if it be a handsome one. The carriapd
with their grey horses and favours a
bouquets ; tne dresses of the ladies; aball
all, the interest that clings about a bridex
bridegroom, all combine to make our En
slave-sales very pretty sho- 8.

Bonnie pushed herself as near as §
could to the steps of St. George’s chud
to see all that was going on.  There wagj
long string of carrisges drawn up in I
wailting for the signal of a man at the churd
door to give them warning that the cerema
was over; but the handsomest of all3
barouche drawn by white horses, the co
man and footman of which wore imme
bouquets of flowers in their button-holsss
was ready in waiting at the bottom of
steps,
‘That’s for the bride and bridegrond
remarked a milliner’s girl standing i@

Bonnie’s side. “Lor’! ain’t some peopl
Juck; Just look at them ’orses! T
fit for the queen.’’ i
¢ I8 she very rich ?” whispered Bonnieto
neighbour. - '
¢I don’t think so. ~'We made part of
troussore, and we didn’t think great shaj
of the dresses. But ’e is—rich as Grease
I’m told, and ’ansome as a rose! I see
goin. And she’s wearin’ a lovely sati
twelve and sixpence a yard—but she's
pale to suit my fancy. I likes more colo
quoted the milliner’s girl, who had notl
left the country, and had two cheeks
peontes. 5
¢’Ere they are ' exclaimed the crowd, ¥
the man at the church-door waved his an}
frantically, and the coachmen flicked i
horses’ sides to wake them up, and the no
of a triumphal march pealed forth from 4

organ inside. But it was a false ala
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wedding-party had only turned from the
the vestry to receipt the bill and
e * middle-man’ his fee. ,
nd back there ! exclaimed a fierce. '
fing policeman, as he thrust the crowd of
g nursery-maids, children; aud milliners !
or away, and the man at the door ex- '
bod fast-increasing excitement. There
a crimson roll of druggetm% laid from
sharch-door to the bottom of the steps, |
phich Bonnie gazed with s.leat awe, N
Phat’s for the ladies’ dresses,’ explained |
Pbliging neighbour. There’s the beaati- |
ot of sating and silks as I've seen for
time here to-day, and it’s strange, too, |
Jdering it’s out of the season. But then !
fridegroom’s got sich a lot of mouney, of ;
8 they’'d like to ’ave everything con-
fable to his riches.’
Vhat's his name ¥ demanded Bonnie. ;
| can’t tell you. She’s a Miss Nettleship. '
ddaughter of a real duke—or at least
r 8av. so—though they may omly have '
fe it up after all. But bless you! herei
are !’
nie looked ap quickly, and her eyes '
firally fell first upon the bride. Regt
pd handsomer in her wedding attire than |
‘brides do. The intense whiteness of
firess did not clash with her pale wax-

oomplexion. She looked like a beaatiful

a8 she moved down the crimson-
steps, her golden hair crowned
[ myrtle and orange-blossom, and the
of her satin robe sweeping imperially
pd behind her. Bonnie could not take
pyes of the bride’s face : she had quite
jiten the bridegroom as she gazed at
ba’s classical features.
in’t he a picter of a man ¥ whispered
iner’s apprentice. ‘Don’t let him go
you've had a good look at him. See!
fturning 'is ’ead nmow! Ain't he beau-
! Twice as ‘andsome as she, in my opin-

Bted

mnie suddenly diverted her eyes in the
btion of Vivian Chasemore. He was
Hing at the carriage-door, helping his
E to settle herself and her voluminous
) ltln the vehicle, and Bonnie had a full
bof him.

je—he—' she stammered, pointing him
b her neighbour with a shaking finger,
't the groom !

B course he is! who else? Don't you
s light pants and tie, and the white
ja his button-hole? Why, I know ’im
8ll as can be! He often come with
Nettleghip when she worried us about
He’s married to her? Bonnie
B, a8 her face turned to an ashen hue.

¢ Why, where ’ave you bin bred? Did
you ever see anybody but the groom bring
the bride out of church? In course ’e’s the
one. Now ’e’s got into the same carriayge
and driven off with ’er. Do you want a bet-
ter proof than that? Oue would think you
had never seen a wedding before | Oh,I say !
jest look at this shaking old guy! That’s
her mother. We made that dress too. It’s
brocade. It cost seventeen and sixpence &
yard. Do you like the colour .

But Bonnie made no answer to this ques-
tion. Something had seemed to stop go-

ng near her beart as she canght sight of

Alfred Waverley's face, and now her head

was growing heavier and heavier and her

legs seemed to give way under her, and in

anoth:lt moment she had sank fainting to the
und.

¢Oh ! I say, Mr. Policeman, hére’s some-
body ill ¥ gasped the milliner’s apprentice,as
Bonnie’s sudden fall diverted her attention
from the rest of the wedding group. ¢ Who'll
carry ’er out of thecrush? ~ Won’t some of

ou gentlemen make yourselves pleasant?
he poor girl is in a dead swoon.’

Two or three of the ¢ gentlemen’ alluded
to, who consisted of butcher boys with trays

" of meat, law clerks with blue bags, and

crossing-sweepers, came forward and lifted
poor Bonnie from under the feet of the
gaping crowd.  The policeman, in hopes of
finding she was intoxicated, followed in their
wake until he saw her deposited on a door-
step opposite, where a large number of the
sight-seers also congregated, by way of
keeping” out the air. The show opposite
was nesrly over—the best of the dresses and
bonnets had driven away ; and as there was
a chance of the stranger being in a fit, or
dead, they considered it but prudent to
secure the front row of seats for the new per-
formance. Bonnie disappointed them, how-
ever, It is true that the last carriage had
disappeared from St. George’s, Hanover
Square, before she re-opened her sad, misty
blue eyes ; but then,although she looked very
confused, it was evident that before long she
would get up agd walk home again, and the
majority of her audience tarned away with a
snort of disgust, and went off in search of’
further excitement.

‘ Where am I?*—What are you doing '—
‘Who brought me here ?’ exclaimed Bonnie
with a puzzled air, as she came to her
senses. >

‘Why, you've bin a bit ill,” replied her
milliner friend, who still kept by her side.
¢ We was lookin’ at the wedding—dont you
remember ?—and the crush was too much
for you.’

‘Ah, the wedding!’ repeated Bonnie
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faintly, as she closed her eyes and seemed as
it she were about to faint again.

¢« Come along ! don’t let’s have no more of
that nonsense ;’ interposed the policeman
roughly, as he raised the girl into a standing
position by pulling her up by one arm.
* You can walk well enoumgh if you choose,
and if you don’t clear out of this, sharp, 1
shall send for a stretcher and carry you.
You've blocked up the highway long
enough.’

¢ Ugh, you brute 1> exclaimed the stannch

. lictle millmer. * How dare you speah to my

friend like that ! Anybody can see bow il
she is, and she don’s stir from here tull she’s
able to walk, unless you choose to pay for a
cab for her. You take my arm, dear,” she
continued to Bonnie, ‘aud come ’ome with
me for a minnit, and get a drink of water. I
don’t live above a stone’s throw from here.’

Bonnie was half-standing, half leaning
agamnst the door of the house, upon the
st.ps of which she had been placed. Her
head still felt very giddy and confused, but

&

But Bonuie shook off her touch, and with3
a quiet ¢ Thank you,” moved towards {|
door. They unlatched it and let her g
forth, and watched her staggering slowi§
down the street. >

¢ She ain’t fit to walk alone,’ remarked the
milliner, ‘ but I ’aven’t the time to go withg
‘er—I'm hours late as it is. La! poorg
thing ! how she reels. She looks as if sh
topple over every minnit.’

<She’ll be ‘““Tunin” by some of them
nasty policemen afore she’s gone a quarter i
mile,’ remarked the old woman, as Bounni
turned the corner and passed out of view,

But so dire a certainty did not befall her, g
though how she groped her way from Hangg
over Square to Drury Lane that day, the
poor child neverknew. It was accomplished
at last, however, though it must have takes
her hours, for the clock was striking four =¥
she dragged her weary form into her gr
mother’s parlour.

¢ Bless me, Bonnie,

she understood the words addressed to her
and did what she was required.

¢Now, Mr. Policeman, you just pat your
’and under her other arm, and ‘elp ’er along
that way. There! that’s-better ; she can
walk a little now, and between us we shall
manage to get her to my ’ouse.

The millinet’s house turned out to bea
dirty lodging, where she and a dozen other
apprentices slept every night under the
charge of a souffy old woman, who was
induced, however, by Bonnie’s pretty face
and respectable appearance, to ailow her to
rest for a few minutes, whilst her new ae-
guaintance fetehed her a glass of water. The
yirl sat when_they pushed her into a chair,
20d drank when they held the water to her
lips, but all she did was done mechanically :
and after their humble aitentions were con-
cluded, she continued to stare into vacancy,
as if she noticed nothing before her.

« She ain’t come to her right seuses yet,”
whispered the apprentice to the old woman.
The policeman had taken his departure as

oon as he had seen her to the door.
¢Has she ever had ’em?’ inquired
other, doubtfully.

«Oh yes! She was right enough whilst
we was lookin’ at the weddin+’ But the ’eat
400k ’er, and she dropped all of a sudden.’

h‘ Ah, well t she lovks badly now, don't
she ?”

<1 must go !’ ejaculated Bonnie, slowly,
as she rose from her seat.

< Where do you live—far off from here?
Are you well enough towalk by yerself,
dear? Rest a bitlongerif you feelsinclined,’
said the kind.-hearted little apprentice.

the

1

and wherever have you bin all this time®
exclaimed Mrs. Bell, as the girl laid he
head back in her chair aud fainted awa
again,

The old woman was really -fond of heg
granddanghter, however much she railsg
against her, and Boonie’s unusual illnes
alarmed her. Sheused every known meang
| o restore her to conseiousness, and the

attributing the accident Jo the oppressir

heat of the antumu, and weakness conig

guent apon it, she made Bonnie go upstarg
| to bed, and waited on her the rest of th

day as actively asif she had been twe 3

years old instead of seventy. B

¢ Grandmother ! said the girl feebly thie

evening, as Mrs. Bell sat by her bedside wily
her knitting in her hand, ‘do you want ul§
to marry that feller Masters ¥

¢ Want you to marry ’im, Bonnie ! .
in course 1 do; and I can’t ’elp thinkn§

ou’re a great fool to refuse to keep comps
With "im. I ain’t so young asl was,j
know, my dear, and afore long it’ll be ti
for me to join your poor grandiather ands
dear boy Joe, and then what’s to become
you, left all alone, with the shop on yuge
’ands ¥

< And will it ’elp you if I marries hing
continned Bonnie. :

“That it will—in a measure - for I shoulce
worder if we ended by making it one ci
cern. But anyways,it'll take you off 1§
’ands for keep, and you eats hearty in
eral, you know, Bonnie, and don’t do not
towards earnin’ your foed.’

¢ All right, then—you may tell im as
dopit !

t
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ju. Bell dropped her knitting in her

jshment.

ou’ll marry’im, Bonnie ? Well,I never !

8’8 no knowin' the twists and turns of a
p's mind. However, ’e’ll jump at the
', never you fear,and we’ll 'ear the
next Sunday.’

d iv her enthusiasm Mrs, Bell actually

M Bonnie's cheek—a weakess in which

poor do not indulge as freely as the

Fgirl turned her face to the wall as
b her grandmother’s eyes were off her,
pied in silence. She was rough in

and manver, and ignorant in mind ;
pre was a spirit of determination and
nce in the character of Bonnie Bell
fwas only just béginning to scruggle

CHAPTER IIL
' WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE Y

 Farthingale was one of the gnests

| Gentlemen like quiet modest colours as a
rule, only dove-grey is rather an elderly tint
for a woman of my age,’

‘Oh ! much too old,dear Miss Farthingale.

I am sure he would rather see you in pink—

couleur de rose, you know, as your life is
| sure to be.’ )

¢ What a flatterer you are, Janet! And

l what right have you to allude to any parti-

{cular he ? I spoke of gentlemen in geueral.’

U ¢1 know you did, dear ; still, we may all

| have our thoughts, may we not? And you

[ know he is to be best man, and will have no

1 eyes for any one but yourself.’

‘Idon’t k ow that! I beliove it is the

l custom for the best man to take in the prin-

\ cipal bridesmaid to breakfast. I think

1 it was most ill-natured of Regina Nettleship °

i to leave me out of the list of bridesmaids,

. and particularly a8 none of them are her
relations,’ . .

¢ ‘She was afraid you would cutall the rest

i out—that was her reason, dear Miss Far-
thingale, you may depend upon it.’

| I dare’say it was. There is not one of

kina Nettleship’s wedding, and highly | the set who can wear such a dress asmyself !
8d had she been to accept an invitation | But she had.the impertinence to tell me that

id out the prospect of a whole day | they were none of them above twenty, and it -
Bn the society of Sir Arthur Chase. i would be to my disadvantage to be seen

She had wasted at least two weeks
and in designing and ordering her
ffor the eventful occasion, and Miss
Oppenheim and she had nearly turned
mins in endeavouring to decide the

_merits of sky-blue, sea-green, and

featin islovely,dear Miss Farthingale,’
ppenheim affirtied in her purring
it is fit for a duchess, and would
 rich with a white lace mantle and
> but then, only just see how the pink
iite your complexion; and yet "this
y gauze would be so light and ele-
pr your mauve under-skirt. Oh dear !

tlit is almost impossible to give an |

Rapon so many beautiful things !’
tkhe time is getting on, and we really
pide,” replied Selina; ‘so what do

Janet, to this pale pink silk, with a

ftle and bonnet with blush roses?’

pvely—lovely ! exquisite ! ’ exclaim-
gompanion clasping her bands;
tin the world could be in better

8 eky-blue, with forget-me-nots in

' continued Selina musingly ; .

rget-me-not ” is such a sweet flower

of touching ideas and recollections.’

ery—very ! Quiteso! Nothing

pEsweeter than * forget-me-nots” !’
Miss Janet.

dove grey satin with white roses !

| amongst them !’
1 ‘Oh ! the envious, sillyfthing !’ cried Miss
| Oppenheim.  “ Any one could see through
| that excuse, dear Miss Farthingale: She
’ knew, of course, that you would put them
| all in the shade.’
} ‘ And I mean to do it if possible. I think
| after all I will decide on the pink, Janet.
! And I shall wear the set of pearls papa gave
{ me last birthdsy. I do not believe that
: Regina herself will have any ornaments to
: compare with them, although Lady William
: never loses an opportunity of thrusting Vi.
| vian Chasembre and his generosity down
| my throat.’
| _ ¢ She guesses you will have the title, dear
! Miss Farthingale, and he the head of the
' family, and the poor old woman naturally
| feels jealous. They won’t boast so much of
. their wedding after they have seen yours.’
! ‘You naughty girl!  You really musn’

talk of my prospects %0 openly. You know

that nothing is settled yet. Though my

papa certainly has it in his power to spend
‘ twice as much money on such an occasion
as the Nettleships.’

¢ And he’ll do it, too. You must mind
and observe every little detail of the wed-
ding, dear,that we may compare notes after-
wards,
‘I will, unless something very particular

distracts my attention. I wish you were
going with us Janet. You would have been

=\,

~
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able to look about you well, without let or
hindrance.’ .

¢ How could I have mixed in such a gay
scene in my deep mourning, dear Miss
Farthingale? And even might I have
changed it for that, day, I have no money
to buy gay dresses with. . You forgot that
everybody is not as- happily situated as
yourself.’

Selina’s sallow complexion grew darker
with a blush of discomposure.

‘I am sure my papa would have advanced
you a little money, Janet, or given it, if
necessary. I have told you how hard he is
trying to save something for you out of the
remnant of your aunt’s small fortune.’ .

‘Oh ! he1s gaodness itself. But I was
not asked to the'wedding, you know, and so
there need be no question about the matter.
I shall dress you with my own haads, and
then sit at hognezn thinking how beautiful
you look. and

about it.’ ~

Selina looked down upon her humble-
minded friend almost affectionately. She
really would have enjoyed taking Miss
Oppenheim to the wedding, if only to hear
her own praises con:%xally dinned into her
ear. But Regina Nettleship had net incladed

0
h

i

Post,” and most probably the ¢ kudos’ in
the bargain of having provided the weddi
breakfast,
It brought around her also (as Lady Wi
liam had already done in her own person)
number of people who would never hanl
known her for herself, but of whose 1
quaintance she should ever afterwards bl
able to boast. Whilst the people themselvaf
knew they would be under no obligation g
do more than bow to Mrs. Stingo, should
luck bring them across her path again,
evervbody was well satisfied upoa Regi
Nettleship’s wedding morning. ;
And no one more so than Selina Farthird
gale. It is true that the exigencies of w¥g
ciety compelled Sir Arthur to sit besidd§
one of the bridesmaids at the breakfast-tabl:3
but she happened to be a girl whose o
wedding was fixed for only a fortnight late]

i and so Miss Farthingale had no fear of id
ow much you are enjoying i
yourself, until you come back to tell me all |

attractions endangering her cause with tig
baronet. She gaz.d upon him so continuali
during the progress of the meal, as entirei¥
to neglect her own appetite and the partns
who sat beside her ; and when, as best m
he rose to return thanks for the health
the bridesmaids, she thought his speech
the most eloquent and the best deliverug
that she had ever heard. In fact the solic

Selina’s jackal in her invitation. She had | tor’s daughter was more enamoured of i

sent cards to the Farthingales themselves
only at the solicitation of Vivian Chasemere,
who considered that the man who had been
the means of restoring him to his friends
and fortune had some claim uapon his
hospitality on such an occasion. So that
Miss Farthingale in her pink silk and roses,
and her little father in a brand-new suit, had
been amongst the earliest arrivals at St.
George’s church on the memorable morning
when poor Bonnie Bell saw her idol shatter-
ed before her eyes, and Regina Nettleship
swept down the steps as Mrs. Vivian Chase-
more,

As Lady William had no accommodation
for a wedding-party at her dingy litcle lodg-
ings, Mrs. Stingo had been kind enough to
place her grand rooms at her disposal for the
reception of her friends at breakfast, and
thither the carriages took their way, as, one
bv one, they rolled from the church-doors.
Mrs. Stingo had another motive than that of
accommodating Lady William’s guests for
her apparent amiability. Which of these
women of the world ever do an act of kind-
ness towards another from the single-hearted
wish to be amiable? She lent her rooms, it
is trae, and permitted her servants to help in
waiting at table, but she knew well enough
she should get her ¢ quid pro quo’ in the no-
tices of the ¢ Court Circular’ and ¢ Morning

-

baronet, and more determined by hook or i
crook to win him for herself, than she b
had ever been before.

. At last the tedious ordeal of wad
through a heavy and indigestible meal, at
hour when no one is accustomed to eat a
thing at all, was over, and the brideg
had been brought to his feet, and mades:
look very foolish and utter a great deald}
unmeaning tautology ; whilst the bride keg
her eyes fixed upon her lap, and played ne
vously with her gloves and bouquet. Ever
thing had-been done, in fact, to make ever
body else feel as uncomfortable as th
possibly could.

And now the signal was given for
bride to retire and change her white saig
robes for a costume morevsuitable for #
railway train. The ladies fluttered about
stairs and the entrance to her dressi
chamber, until she emergéd again, radi
in peacock-blue, but with the same lacl
blushing diffidence about her which she
worn throughout the ceremony. She
good-bye to her mother and friends with
most perfect calmness; and Mrs, Vi
Chasemore might have been married for g
years, as her husband handed her into
carriage which was to convey them to i
station, and waved his hand excitedly to
crowd of friends who stvod npon the dof
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¥ desire,

and threw rice after them.which settled
ig shirt-collar and the folds of his wife’s

and occupied them for some time in
g to get rid of again. So dubious are
blessings this world bestows upon us !

With the departure of the bride and bride-
om, the life of a wedding-party ceases.
P think, not without envy,perhaps,of how

py they will be, if only for a few days :

0w happy we once thought we should be,

bow differently everything turned out
what we expected. There are few
ied people to whom the sight of a
ding does not bring sad thoughts; few
arried ones to whom it is not a source of
And neither melancholy nor envy is
deasant companion. So that the first
ion a wedding-party asks, on being left
8, i3 : ¢ What shall we do to amuse our-
s ?’
F seems to be such a dull chmax to the
ming festivity to have to go home at three
ock in  the afternoon, and take off the
and blue satios and don again the dark
by day dress, and wait patiently for dia-
pad roast mutton, which no one feels dia-
4 to eat, with the taste of the breakfast
ds yet in their mouths, .
pdy William’s party was no exception to
F rule.  As soon as ever Mr. and Mrs.
jab Chasemore bad driven out of sight,
 fell upon Mrs. Stingo, and implored her
them finish up the day with a dance,
lot a late dance you know, dear Mrs.
ge,” cried the bridesmaids, with one
B, ‘but just a carpet-hon, and home ‘at
elock; but now that de.r Regn s gone?
all be so dull without her !’

Stingo was quite ready to accede to

She was too fat and old to
8 herself ; but she would have felt as
8 the young ones, left to Mr. Stingo
her own meditations after so much
y, and 8o she consented to the p'an, and

. out to secure a pianist, and invited
ybody to stay at her house for the re-

der of the day. :
B majority of the guesta took advantage
Ir kindness, Selina was amongst them.

Bad reconded the bridesmaids’ pro,
nce with great avidity. She had even
o far as to whisper ta them that if
Btingo objected to the plan, they should
3t out at her father’s house. She had
been able to do more than look at and
to Sir Arthur Chasemore as yet, and
gprospect of an afternoon and evening
in his company was too delightful. On
.80 occasion too, so full of pleasant
tions, what might not the result of a

ji-tete be ?

P was 8o eager and excited at the idea,

»

i -

that it was some little time before she missed
the presence of the baronet from the house,
and no one seemed to know where he had
gone. Some thought he must have business

| of importaace in hand, and had slipped away

‘to attend to it ; others, that he Had accom-
panied his cousins to the station, and would
be back in half an hour.

But the half-hour came and went, and Sir
Arthur had not re-appeared. Selina was
terribly put out, though she did not dare to
show it. As the afterncon wore on she lost
her temper completely, and even proposed to
g0 home without waiting for the evening’s
amusement.  But her father perceived her
humour, and urged her to remain. He
thought it so probable that Sir Arthur had
engaged to look after some of Vivian’s
domestic matters for him during his absenze,
and had determined to get the business over
at once. in order to be free to return to Mrs.
Stingo’s for the dance in the evening. And
on that supposition Selina consented to stay
with the ladies during the afternoon, and
share their tea and listen to their babble of
the compliments they had received that
morning and the partners they hoped to se-
cure that evening whilst they re-arranged
their ¢ chevelures’ and shook ont their tum-
bled skirts.

When they descended to the drawing-room
they were a very gay-looking party : a little
jaded, prebaps, with the fatigues of the day,
but still quite lively enough to tire out the
finger of the pianist who piped to their danc-
ing. But Sir Arthar was rot amongst the
white-gloved creatures who, one after an-
other, solicited the honour of Miss Farthin-
gale’s hand in the giddy waltz, and her fa-
ther’s avowal that the baronet had not been
8e«n again confirmed her fears.

I would much rather go home,’ she said
fretfully. I am tired to death with so much
standing about, and have not strength for a
single dance. Do go and make my excuses
to Mrs. Stingo, papa, whilst I alip upstairs
for my mantle and bonnet.’

‘ Won’t it look rather stran ,your lesving
80 suddenly ? he remonstrated. ¢ Remember
how eager you were that she should allow
you to remain,’

¢ Well, one cannot always be accountable
for one’s feelings, 1 suppose,” was the tart
reply. ‘I didn’t know I should be so tired.
Anyway, I shall go home, and you must
make the best excuses for me in your
power.’ '

No one attempted to detain them, and the
father and daughter found their way back
without the slightest trouble. It was not
much more than eight o'clock, bu

dragged her weary ‘feet up the stair ca
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though she had been dancing for hours. All
the buoyancy had left ker frame with the de.
parture of the faithless baronet.

¢ Why not go straight up to your bedroom,
Selina, sigce you are so tired ?’ maid Mr.
Farthingale, as she approached the drawing-
room door.

¢ Because I don’t choose,” she snapped in
answer. ‘Besides, I want Janet Oppen-
heim to come with me and help me to un-
dress. She will be dying to hear all about
this grand wedding, and what weshave seen
and done.’

She threw the door open as she spoke, and
advanced intn the room, which was brilliant-
ly lighted. It appeared to be empty. But
from an inner apartment, divided from the
first by folding-doors, there came a smother-
ed exclamation and a start at her sudden en-
trance, and in another instant tbeir issued
from it Miss Janet Oppecheim, sleek and
smnoh ani uniuffled as though she had been
detected reading her Bible, whilst behind
her in the semi-darkness loomed the tall

. figare of Sir Arthur Chasemore! Selina
was thrown off her guard. -

¢ What are you doing here ?° she exclaim-
ed angrily.

* Doing ! dear Miss Farthingale,” replied
Miss Oppenheim’s meek voice, ‘do you
mean me, or your friend Sir Arthur? I was
reading when he came in, and he was so
disappointed at not finding you at home,
that 1 ventured to suggest he should stay a
little while to see if you returned. Oh, I
hope I didn’t do wrong! I thought you
could not possibly be much later, and Sir
Arthur would have been so sorry to go again
without having seen you.’

But Selina’s mind was full of saspicion.
She turned from Miss Oppenheim without
answering and addressed her father.

‘ Did not Sir Arthur understand there was
to be a dance at the Stingoes’ this eveniag,
papa?’

/¢l don’t know; my dear, ’m sure,’ stam-
« mered the lawyer ; ‘I thought he did—but
guppose he didn’t, or he wouldn’t be here.
Did Mrs. Stingo say nothing to you about
the dance, Sir Arthur ¥

‘A dance! replied the baronet. ‘No!
Where? What, at her house? She must
be mad to think any one could dance after
such a fatigning day. I was obliged to
leave directly after the breakfast in conse-
quence of business, and I came round here
this eveming, in hopes of seeing you and
Miss Farthingale for a quiet chat over the
events of the morning. "It all went off very
wall, dido’t it. Miss Farthingale? The
lady looked a trifle pale, perhaps ; but Vivian
yas quite himself, and made an-excellent

speech. I thoughs it was the prettiest we
ding I had ever seen.’

¢ Oh, indeed !’ said Selina, spitefully.
amr glad to hear you say so, but I thini}
under the circumstances, it would have beed
wiser for you to remain as the others df
instead of running away in that unaccous
able manver directly the breakfast
over. Some peuple might be ill-natund8
enough to infer that the sight of Mi
N ett’leship’s marriage had been too much f

ou,
Y Sir Arthar’s brow lowered.

* I should not have been present at all k
that been the case,” he answered.

The atteadance at Regina’s marriage b
been a very painful duty to him, but hed
not choose that Selina Farthingale shon
twit him on the subject. He had not y
forgiven Vivian Chasemore for succee
where he had failed, nor his wife for aid
and abetting this success, but be hoped
bad hidden his anger and envy from
world. And that he had not been able
do 8o, only created a greated desire in }
mind for reveng against those to whom
owed the h imil‘ation,

Mr. Farthingale saw tbe baronet’s d
comfiture and was amazed at his daughte
want of tact.

‘Of course not,” he said, with an atten
to smooth over Selina’s rough speech.
can’t think what made you say such
thing, my dear, when every one has be
talking ‘of Sir Arthur’s affection for
cousin, and the beautiful manner in wh
he showed it in his speech to-day.’

¢ Ah, well ! it is not of much consequen
replied Selina, with attempted indifferen
and then she turned sharply upon J
Oppenheim. ¢And pray, how long is
since you have taken to sitting in &
drawing-room in our absence, Miss Oppd
heim? I thought you preferred to occif
the workroom upstairs. I am sure I hf
heard you say so, often enough !’
i3°Oh yes, dear Miss Farthingale! it i§
most charming little room, and I likeg
better than any in the house. I was sittij
there, reading those sweet verses of if
Martin, Tupper ; but when your friend
Arthur arrived, 1 thought you had ¢
back, and ran down to meet you, and th
to my astonishment, I found he was ale
and wished to await your retarn.’

But the pertinacious way in which ¥
Janet mentioned *your friend Sir Arth
did not satisfy Seliva Farthingale. She
intuitively that something was wrong so
where, and was angry with herself for
being able to find it out.

¢ Next time my friends call in my abse#
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I advise you to receive them in the
B drawing-room where the gas is lighted,
d of the back where there is none,’
nswered. ¢ What on earth you can find
puse you by sitting in the dark, I cannot

b e"
b this remark, Janet Oppenheim’s pallid
k actually flushed,andSic Arthur looked

hydear Miss Farthingale,’ the girl ex-
med, ¢ how funny you are ! We had only
gooe into the back room, Sir Arthur
ed to see the last photograph,and 1
it to get it off the mantelpiece ; and it
Ehardly worth while to have the gas
Bed for that, was it now ¥
Well, I suppose you could have got it
ourself,and did not require Sir Arthur’s
ance.  You have grown terribly weak
of a sudden,’ retorted Seliva.
he two men looked at each other in
nce. It was hopeless to try and stem the
frent of the feminine tongues  Sir Arthar
nght it was time to take his leave.
1 think, as you appear so tired with the
'8 ceremony, Miss Farthingale, that I
1 say good-night,” he observed quietly,
e bowed and left the room. Then
fua saw that she had made a great mis-
¥ Now, you’ve frightened him away,” said
p.futher ; ‘ what was the use of - making
h a fuss about nothing.Selina! The man
uld have spent the rest of the evening
e, if you had only left him alone.’
fOh, he is not the one to blame !’ replied
ina, tossing her head.
L Are you angry with me then, dear Miss
hingale ?’ demanded Jauet, with plead-
eyes. ‘How could I help his coming
e? He was so anxious to see you—to
pak alone with you, I think—and 1 hadn’t
p heart to send him away, when I con-
that perhaps he had bardly had an
jportunity to say a word to you all day. I
ah now that I had never come down to
8 him at all, but it was for yonr sake,
3 ’iriend—it was all for your sake, believe
X
But Selina would not believe,
suppose it was for my sake you were
¢ up 10 the back drawing-room together.
had better be a little less friendly on
faccount next time, that’s all I have to

f.Oh, she won’t hear me !
P cried Miss Oppenheim, weeping. * Mr.
hingale, plead my eause with her, 1
plore you !’
21 think we had better put off this discus-
pn 1l to-morrow morning,’ said the lawyer.
Ho to bed, Miss Oppenheim, and say no

She won’t hear

more about it. SeMna will see things in a
different light when you meet again.’

¢ See things in a ditferent hight !" exclaimed
his daughter angrily, as the door closed upon
her weeping friend. ‘I shall do Do such
thing ! Papa, there can be but one issue to
this business. That girl leaves our house to-
morrow.

¢ Just as you please, my dear ; just as you
please. But you know the difficulties that
stand in the way.’

‘ Bother the difficulties! I will get over
them ; but she doesu’t stay here a day
longer., The false, deceittul little eat !
Cannot you see that she is trying to play a
deep game with regard to Sir Arthur? She
wants to get him for herself, with her
languishing eyes and pensive downcast looks,
How I hate all wowen and their double
ways !’ . : .

Seleina was pacing up aud down the house,
in her fury.

‘My dear ! you must be mistaken, Itis
quite impossible she can have s0 much pre-
sumption.’

‘ Papa, you men can never see am inch
beyond yournoscs! There is no limit to
the presumptioun of some creatures. Doubt-
less Miss Oppenheim thinks her youth and
beauty will outweigh my ricnes ‘any day ;
but she has had her last opportunity for
inveighling that poor man into her cluichea?
I wow’t stand by and ,see my friends deceiv-
ed.in that fashion. She shall leave this
house before to-morrow night.’

‘How do you propose to manage it,
Selina ?’

‘1 shall tell her that we are obliged to
leave town at once, and that as we cannot
let her live alone here during her absence,
she had better look out for another home.

- Miss Netherwood swould receive her af

Clarence Lodge. She has a lot of pupil
teachers. Why cannot you go the first
thing to-morrow morning to Clarence Lodge,
papa,and make the necessary arrangements ?
Tell Mias Netherwood that the girl has been
thrown upon her bands, and we wish to
place her there until matters are more set-
tled. I fancy Miss Netherwood will
board and lodge her in return for her
services, and it's the most that see can
expect.’

‘It will seem rather sudden, won’t it ?°

‘I don’t care if it does. She shall not re-
main here to upset all my plans.”

¢ Will you guarantee to make it all right
with Janet Oppenheim, my dear? Remem-
ber that I particularly wish her to suppose
that she is dependent upon me.’

‘ She understands it well enough. I was
speaking of it to her only to-day. If you
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will dietltl:nl the matterhwith Mis; N :th(;r- ! who livi atfll:lymouth—you must have heard
‘W00 1 manage the rest, and take the . me speak of her ’
. girl to Clarence lLodge mys,elf to-morrow | Janet had never heard any such thing, but
afternoon.’ she exclaimed :
‘¢ Very well, my dear ; very well,’ replied ‘; ‘Oh yes, yes! Praygoon!’ ’
the littie lawyer, with a sigh ; *it shall be | *She isvery ill—dying, we are afraid--and
you wish. But, whatever you do, keep up | sheis like papa’s mother, you know, if not
tae supposition that she is penniles’s. Is will | more.’ ’ ’
be easy to profess to have recovered the , ‘How verysad!’
money when I find myself in a position to ! “Jso’tit? It hascut us upterribly. But
pay it. But you must be ‘‘ my lady” before | we must go to her at once. ' The case admits
that happens, Selina.’ i i i of no delay. If we could have caught the
But the smile with which his daughter | morning mail, we should. As it is, we must
greeted this asseveration :was not quite 0 : travel this afternoon.’

contident as usual.
CHAPTER 1V.

¢ MARRY MISS FARTHINGALE ! I COULDN'T
DO IT !

Selina was as good as her word ; but with :

this difference.  'The night’s meditation had

not caused her to hesitate 1n the slightest '

degree 1n her determination to turn Janet
Oppenheim from the house; but she had
arnived at the conclusion that it would be
advisable not to link that determination in

any way with her conduct respecting Sir :

Arthur.” She would appear to have entirely

forgotten the unpleasantness of the evening !

before; and to be occupied .solely with,
thoughts of the new complication that had
arisen. As soon as ever the early post had
been delivered on the following morning,
therefore, she sent her maid to Miss

Oppenheim’s room with the announcement @ W
that she had received very important intel. |

‘ligence, and wished to see her as soon as

vossible, ‘Janet harried on her dressing °

gown and joined her in a few minutes.

¢Oh, dear Miss Farthingale!’ she com- '
menced plaintively, ‘I have scarcely slept a
wink all night—your words made me so .

miserable. Pray tell me that I am forgiven !

I shall know norest until I have your'

assurance that it is so.’

* What do you mean?’ demanded Selina

with atfected surprise.

¢ Why, this unfortunate business with Sir ;

Arthur, of course. I am sure I'wish I had
remained upstairs altogether, and never gone
into that wretched back drawing-room ’

¢ Oh, pray den’t say another word about .
it! I thought something frightful had hap-

pened, from your tragic manner. I was so

tired last night that I-can hardly remember -

what did happen. But we have had such
bad news this morning that it is enough to
put anything out of one’s head.’

‘Bad news! Whatsit?’

‘Papa’s aunt, Mrs. General Feasherstone

¢ But you will soon return !’
i ‘I am afraid pot. However her illness
{ ends, papa szys we shall be detained some
‘ time at Plymouth. And what we are now
| thinking of is yourself, and where to place
| you dauring our absence.’

‘Why cannot I stay here, dear Miss
Farthingale, and look after the house for
you ¥ 5
<Oh dear no ! that would never do. Oar
friends would talk about it. You do not
know how very particular we have to be in
London. You would lose your character if
you lived by yourseif.’

‘ Then what am I to do—a poor orphan,
. without friends or a home to go to ¥
‘Papa has thonght of a home for you,
: and has already gone to make the necessary
: arrangements for your staying there. Itis

with a lady of our acquaintance, a Miss
' Netherwood, who has a charming house and
au%:dc%demy, at Clarence Lodgein St. Joha’s

Selina could not deceive Miss Oppenheim.
_ She saw through the ‘ruse’ at once.
‘ In what capacity am I to go there ¥ she
‘asked, in a voice apparently as meek as
usaal.

¢ Well, my dear Janet, 1 need not repeat
to you what I havesaid 8o often, that thongh
my dear father is goodness itsclf, yet you
~have really no claim upon hiin, and it is
- hardly to be expected that he could keepyou

here for a lifetime at his own expense.’

¢ Of course not, and I know how much I
am already indebted to Mr. Farthingale’s
benevolence, Bat still, when he has rescued
that ‘‘small portion of money which he hopes
. to save from the wreck of my poor aunt’s
little forvane,” will he not be able to repay
himself for his great generosity to me?’
. demanded Miss Janet from beneath the long

light lashes of her meek pale gyes,

. Selina coloured at the remark, innocently
, a8 it appeared to be made.

‘I do not know, I am sure ; and any way, '

'it is quite a chance if he is snccessful.
_ Meanwhile, you could not do better than

[ ]
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accept a home with Miss Netherwood, who
is kinduoess itseif.” .
¢ As & teacher I suppose, Miss Farthin-
e 2’

‘I fancy you may be asked to do a little -

in that way ; but if so, the ~daties will be
very light. I amsure you will be charmed
with Clarence Lodge. Such a lovely garden

and croguet lawo, aud the young ladies from :

the very first families.
myself.’

I was tinished there

‘How interesting ! and I trust that the

good education I received at St. Anne’s
College may enable me to satisfy Mises Neth-
erwpod’s requirements as a teacher. I think
I told you tuat my dear aunt, Mrs. Math rs,
was really educating me for the position of
governess, until her grandson died, and she
considered there was no further necessity for
it,’ said Janet Oppenheim, fixing her eyes
upon Selina’s face.

¢ How much does she know—or not know
thought that lady, as she turned uneasily
away.

* How soon will you be ready to start for
Clarence Locge ?’ she asked presently.

¢Oh, whenever you wishit, dear Miss .

Farthingale ; directly after breakfast, if con-

venient to yourself. I have listle to pack, .

yvoa know,” with a humble smile, ‘and my
few poor possessions will soon be put to-
gether. But how shall I ever, ever thank
you forall your goodness and hospitality to
me ?’ said Miss Janet fervently, as she raised

her handkerchief to her eyes and rushed

from the room.

Selina was astonished at the readiness
with which her proposal had been acceded
-to. She would have béen still more as-
tonished, perhaps, had she seen Miss Janet
Oppenhein’s behaviour when alone in her
owa room,

‘So ] am to go!’ she said between her
teeth. ¢ Very good, Miss Farthingale ; very.
good.  Yourreasonis clear enough to me.

And ao T wili go,but 1'll take someone with '

me, or my name’s not Janet Oppexﬂxeixxg 1 I
suppose you think 8t. John’s Wood is too
tar off to make an appointment from,and that
there are no such things as pillar-posts there.
But I fancy you will find you are ratker out
of your reckoning,my dear. You had better
have kept me under your own eye by a vast
deal, and 8o had your cheating old father.
But I’ll be a match for the pair of you yet,
although I am not so much indebted to Mr.
Farthingale’s benevolence and hospitality.’
No one who had seen Janet Oppenheim
descend to tae breakfast-room an hour after-
wards, meekly clad in his morning robes,
with her colourless hair banded smoothly on
her forehead,would have credited the amount

e

‘of stinging sarcasm with which she had
: delivered the foregoing speech when there
. was no one but herself to listen to it. But
! she was as vicious in her temper and dis-
position as Selina Farthingale,and a thousand
times more dangerous, because she had
;clquired the facihty of concealing what she
elt,

Mr. Farthingale, having strictly obeyed
the instructions of his daughter, was enabled
! by eleven o’clock to senu her a telegram
from his office in the city, saying that Miss
Netherwood was ready to receive Miss
Oppenheim at any moment. = The fact is,
tae mistress of Clarence Lodge bad many
business dealings with Mr. Farthingale’s
firm, a8 to that gentleman’s trust was con-
fided the payment for more than one of ber
pupil’s education; and it was to ber inter-
est to oblige him in any way that was pos-
sible,

So that she had readily consented to
receive Miss Uppenheim »8 an exira teacher,
ber board and lodging- fo be accepted ia
return for her services, and her allowance for
dress to be paid by Mr. Farthingale until he
was able to make some more permanent ar- !
rangements on her behalf,

The little lawyer did not feel quite easy
when he had completed the transaction, for
he was not so sure of his self-el ward as
S lina seemed to be. Howevér, one thing

was certain, the two girls could not continune
under the same roof after what had taken
place the evening before, and ali he hoped
was that Janet might come to a know-
ledge of the true state of her affairs until he
found himself in a better position to account
for 1them. .

He was thinking a-great deal on the
subject, wondering if his daughter would
ever marry the baronet, and if so, what were
the best means by which to hasten such a
blessed consummation, when Sir Arthur hime
self entered the grimy little office.

¢Come in, Sir Arthur, come in !’ exclaimed
his would-be father-in-law, as he heartily
grasped his hand ; ‘it is not often we see
you here, i8 it? You’re more of a West-end
bird than an East-end—eh, Sir Arthur?
But I suppose you’ve come on some of Mr.
Vivian Chasemore’s business, since he is not
here to transact it for himself.’

¢ No,Mr. Farthingale, I have not. Strange
a8 you may think it,I am here to consult you
about my own. I should have spoken last

night, perhap., had it not been for the un-
toward little circumstance that parted us. I
trust Miss Farthingale has recovered her
' fatigue of yesterday-’

Which meant, ‘I trust that Miss Far-

thingale has recovered her abominably bad
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temper, but the father did not take it so.
He only read in the words anxiety for
Selina’s welfare, and began to think the time
had arrived for him to put in a word on her
behaif.

“Thank you, Sir Arthur, thank you. My
daughter 18 quite weli again this morning,
physically speaking, thotgh a little upset stli
trom the event you allude to. She has

been to kind to Miss Oppenheim altogether

—too0 induigent and generous—and the girl’s
ingratitude has naturally atfected her. But
she is strugyiing against ner feelings BTAveRY
—bravely ! ~
Sir Arthur did not know what answer to
_maxe-to this harangue.  He intensiy dis-
liked Selina Farthingale, and couid . not

understand 1n what way Janet Oppenhermbad .

been ungrateful, so he turned the subject.

I bave come to you, Mr. Farthingale,
soouer than to a stranger, because you know
all about our family atfaurs, and will under-
stand the reasons that may have led me to
this mécessity. The fact is, I am n &
bit of a hoie, and I want you to puil me
through.’ )

¢ A bit of a hole, Sir Arthur: Do I
understand vou o mean you are in debt ¥

¢ Weli: very siightiy— nothing when you
come to tigures. .ouniy a few nuondred pounds.
But you see during tnose months that my
cousin Vivian was ot iorthcoming, and I
naturally noped—1 mean I natural.y feared
—that he mights never be heard of again, and
my grandfatner’s iortuae would revert to
me, 1 let out rather more than had been my
custom, or than was, perhaps, prudent.of me,
and the consequence 18, 1 and myseif a little
in arrears.’

Mr. Farthingale no longer. ‘began to
thiuk ' that this was the opportunity to
introduce Seiina’s name. He feit sure that
it was so, and that ne wouid be able to make
terms that the baronet wouid jump at. What
a surprise for his daughter shouid he be able
to vell ner at dinner-tume that the bargain
was concluded,and the accepted suitor would
wait on her that evening! W nat a splendid

- and victorious wind-up for a day so unfortu-
nately begun . But he kept all these emo-
tio0s to himself, .

¢ Well, Sir Arthur,” he replied placidly,
«and what can I do for you? .

“You can help me, Mr. Farthingale, if you
wiil. Lend me five hundred pounds at your
own rate of interest,or direct me %o some one
who can do 8o

¢ And your security of payment 4 .

< Well, you must take that as you find it.
You know what my iittle principal consists
of, and that and my note of hand ought to be
be sufficient for a friend.’

.

H
t

‘Which I trust you consider me, Sir
! Arthur. Indeed, I am disposed to doa
. great deai more for you than what you ask.
- Your disappointmeut about the fortune—ror
it must have been a disappointment—and
the noble way in which you have borne
it, have excited my utmost pity and admi-
ration. But doubtless you will have your
reward.’ .

¢1 uon’t see where it is to come from,
returned the baronet gloomily as he thougut
0: bis cousin in possession not oniy of tae
money, but of the woman whom he hau

ped to call his own. v

¢ On, there's no saying " cried the lawyer,
cheerilly. ¢ You remember the old adage,3ir
Arthur, ““There’ as good fish in the sea a3
ever came out of it,” and it’s as true oi
women as it is of money.’

‘ Tell me where to find as good money as
I've lost, Farthingale, and I'il ieave the
women to shift for themselves.’

¢ But suppose they’re united. Come, now .
why dont you look out for a nice girl with a
fortune, and cut out Mr., Vivian altogether

¢ Easier said than donei Heiresses dous
grow like biackberries on every bush.’

¢ Not Rothschilds, perhaps ; but I know of
several girls with tidy listle fortunes wio
would be only too pleased to exchange them
for the titie of ‘‘ my iady.”

¢ And meanwhile I am being dunned for
lack of five hundted pounds. Can you ac-
com:nodate me, Mr. Farthingale, or can ycu
not ?°

¢ Certainly I can—moreover I will—bu:
like all money-lenders, I make my cond:: }
tions. And the first is that I should like
Lo have a little talk with you about you: J
own affairs. Be candid with me, and
tell me the truth. Are you really em-
barrassed ?° ) ]

¢ Oniy to the extent I have meufioged o}
you. 1 have aiways been a careful man and

itved within my income. I hope Vivian may
do the same.’

< I doubt it, Sir Arthur! He has mayfied

~a wife with extravagant ideas. et a

beggar on horseback ” and we all know
where he rides to. But I beg your pardon:
Perhaps I am trespassing on your feelings
The rumour is that you would have made
Miss Nettleship into Lady Chasemore had
she been agreeable to the change.’

Like all mean-spirited men, Sir Arthw
felt ashamed of the charge and denied it.

‘Rumour lies as usual, Mr. Farthingale
What Mrs, Viviau Chasemore may have
wished or thought of, before my cousn§
appeared on the scene, is another question;
but the best proof of my intentions towards
her, is ‘that they were never carried out

I

-

S
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although there was every opportunity of
idoing so.’

‘I am glad to hear you say it, for though :

fghe

report reachéd us through Miss Nettie-

ship (and ladies, you know, do sometimes '

ow their imaginations to run away with
khem), and it appeared to me most impro-
ble that she should have refused yonr
pffer, yet the idea gave a great deal of un-
ecessary pain in other guarters, and vexed
bne in proportion.’
¢In other quarters ! I did not know that
my feelings were held of so much couse-
jjuence by anybody.’
} * Ah, we are very blind, Sir Arthur, and
puess Lut little of what is going on around
But I should like to see you married
0 a nice girl with money. That wouid be
far better way of getting out of your
ecaniary difficulties than appealing to me.’
¢ Iy would indeed,” replied the baronet,
ncking his cane and staring vacantly before
im, as though he were acquiescing in an
jdea that would never be carried out.
¢ A nice gir!,” repeated the solicitor ear-
estly, ¢ weil educated and weli bred—not
po young, you know—(I belieye you are
past thirty youseif, Sir Arthur)—with an
verage amount of brains and good iooks,
ind about—iet me see .—about twenty
ous:;\ud pounds, let us say—in her owxn
ight .
‘Find her for me, and I'm your mar .’
pied Sir Arthar, enthusiasticaily. Hehad
more notion a8 he said it, that little
rthingale had a living subject in his mind’s
Je, than he had that Selina was breasing
heart for him. And the lawyer’s sudden
jange of feature and hearty grip of the
ind overpewered him with amazement.
¥ Done with you, sir,” he exciaimed ion:ily.
¥ you're a man of your word, well so am I,
d we need waste no more breath'upon the
Lter.
b What do you mean ¥ said the bsronet,
wéng back. ‘I don’t understand the

1 .t’s no joke, Sir Arthar ! It’s real sober -

fnest. The money’s safe in the bank,

B the girl’s dying for you ; and all you’ve -

. to do is to name the day and take them
F What girl ? what money ¥

P Why, my daughter Jelina, to, be sure !
fven’t 1 made that plain enough to you
eady ? She’s been soft about you for a
g time, Sir Arthar; but to rectify her
ftness, you shall have twenty thousand
inds down in bard cash upon your
kiding-day, and a furnished house beside ;
B if you can't make that and your title
your psrofession carry you ahead of

!
' your cousin and his wife. why you’re not the

. long-headed fellow I take you for.’
“Marry Miss Farthingale ¥ exclaimed Sir
, Arthur, quickly. ‘Oh, I couldn’s do it !’
He had beer quite in earnest when he
said he should like to marry an heiress, but
¥e-had not dreamt of Selina Farthingale as
e made the avowal. Say what we will of
them, men do not nearly so often sell them-
selves for filthy lucre as the other half of
creation do. They like luxury, doubtless.
and a woman loges none of her charms ja
. their eyes from being rich ; but it is only the
iowest and most unmanly of their sex who
will deliberately relinquish all their dreams
of beauty in exchange for wealth. They
always want an heiress, but it must be an
neiress of their own choosing, endowed with
every charm and virtue under the sun—a
kind of fabulous creature which they end by
never meeting at #Ml. Sir Arthur, from
ms  disappuintment. of losing Regina
XNettieship witn her fair stately grace, had
no relish for tne sallow complexions aad
‘ angular proportions of Selina Farthingale,
and he was perfectly sincere in blarting ou¥
the unpaiatabie trath that he ‘couldn’s
marry her.’

* Couldn’s 40 1t ¥ echoed the father. ‘Then
what on earth nave you been driving at all
this time ¥’

‘Not a marriage with yvour daughter,
sir. It was the very furthest tmng from
my thoughts. Have I ever said or done
anything t0 make you imagine otherwise ¥

¢ No, Sir Arthur, no. not until these last
few minutes., But wien you told me so
plainiy that you wanted to mar:y agirl with
money, I thought you must have your eye
upon Selina.’

‘Indeed, Mr. Farthingale, you do me
%0 much honour. I nave never even
aspired to the idea. I am not worthy of
Miss Seiina, and even if I were 8o, the fact

" of my not having vet paid her any attention
would be a serious bar to our discussing the

. matter.’

‘1 thought the sttentions might come

- afterwards,” said the discomfited lawyer;

' ‘however, of course, if you haven’t a mind
for the girl, 1t's no use saying any more

- about it. But you won’tlet this go any
farther will you ¥

‘ You may trust me implicity.
about the five hundred pounds ¥

“There:t is you see.! You might have
made it thousands, and welcome, it we could
only have arranged this little matier between
us. And I thought 1t would have been a
perfect godsen:i for you, particularly when
vou think of ail the practice I could have
put into your hands.’

But how
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‘It would indeed, under other circum-
stances ; but without affection, you see, Mr.
Farthingale, even money loses its value.
am sure you mustcare too much for your
charming daughter to wish to risk her happi-
ness.’

‘Ob, priy say no more about it,” replied
the other, as he hid his shamed face amongst
Lus papers. ¢ You shall have the sum you
require to-morrow, Sir Arthur, if you will
bring me the proper securities; and now,as I
have a great deal of work on hand, I will
bid you ‘* good-morning.”’

_The men shook hands and parted, both
wishing heartily that the interview that had
just passed had never taken place.

Mr. Farthingale intended to keep it a
secret from- Selina, but after a few weeks

bealthy part of the year for Drury Lane, nor
the most profitable time for Mra. Bell's trad-
ing. Peaches, nectarines, and grapes were
luxuries too costly fcr the purses of her re-
gular customers ; added to which sundry un-
welcome visitors, in the shape of diseases en.
gendered by the hot summer and the unripe
fruit, were in the habit of visiting Drury Lane
and ite environs about that period, and making
its inbhabitants rather shy «f all sorts of vege-
tables. So the little shop did not look its
best. The cheap flowers were all over, so
was the cheap fruit, and a few handfuls of
brown filberts or & bunch of dahlias was all
that Mrs. Bell could afford wherewith to
decorate her window. Everything looked
melancholy, inside and out, and not a breath
of fresh air was to be obtained from the

her fretfulness at the baronet’s continued | dusty street, which reeked with the smell of
absence from their house caused so many ; decaying refuse, and rang with the cries of
dissensions between them, that in a mo- | fractious, fevered children.
ment of irritation he told her the whole! Bonuie drooped in the inside parlour, and
stery. - " her grandmother moped behind the counter,
Her rage was terrible ! The idea that her often wishing she was at rest in the Brompton
father, by what she termed his ‘ meddling : Cemetery with the two men she had laid to
interference,” had blighted her prospécts in * sieep there. When Kit Masters had cailed
life and spoiled the game she had just on three consecutive days, without receiving
eleared the course to play made her lose any fresh orders, he began to think thers
all self-command. -She called Mr. Far- must be something very wrong at the little
thingale by every opprobrious epithet she shop in Drury Lane:
could think.of, and so angered him that he  ‘Why, look ye here, Mra. Bell,’ he ejacu-
made up his mind he had been a fool to lated, as heremoved his fur capand scratehe

devote his life and- ‘wealth to her as he had his head : ‘this won’t do, ye know ! What'’s

done,and that thenceforth he should be wiser come over you and the shop that ye don't
o think more of his own comfort and less of want nothing again to-day? I've got as fine 38
that of his daughter. nuts and apples as you'd wish to see, just 3§

So Mr. and .Miss Farthingale (after the fresh out of Kent, and pertates as fall to]
very seriogh,- quarrel that followed Sir pieces on the fork. What on hearth’s gone
Arthur’s rejection of the lawyers overtures) aund come to ye that ye don’t want ’em?
commenced life anew, and under very diffe-  ‘Oh, it’s of no use your worrying’ me arter
rent auspices. Each took the path that that fashion, Kit Masters! I don’t want em,
seemed best, without any consideration for  and that’s enough for you . There's no one
the feelings of the other, and the result was comes to buy ’em now. What with the dry
an almost total separation. Selina could ' season and the touch of cholery they’ve 'ad
___ueither forgive nor forget.the fatal termina- . down ’ere, the bisness has fallen off dreadfal
ion to her father’s interference in her love ' I'm gure I'm quite down like about it all
affairs ; nor he, the insolence with which | There's nigh a sack of them last pertaters left
she had greeted his failure. ; yet. Ican't think what the people’s livin'

Gradually but surely, therefore, they = on—but not vegetables, I can take my oath
drifted apart, to find separate friends, pur- : of that !
suits, and pleasures. And it never entered ¢ That's a bad look out, Mrs. Bell,’ replied|
Miss Selina’s clever head to imagine that Kit, scratching hs head still more. ‘Ii
without her watchful eye to foresee danger, comes of your ’aving a shop, you see. I
there was a probability of her father drift- don't answer all the year round. You shouli

g into something still worse than separa- set up a’orse and cart like mine, and thel
tion, . when your customers don't come to you, ynJ
could go to them. Why, it’s the greates
trouble to me to keep the vegetables for yo
till I gets round to this street, I’'ave so max
a-clamourin’ to let ’em buy ¥

- ¢ A 'orse and cart !’ repeated theold womss,

The end of autumn was not the moat witheringly. °Get along, and don’t talk sid

CHAPTER V.

€'TWAS I GIVE ‘M TR
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pubbish to me. Why, what should I do with
‘orse and cart, with my man and ‘is son
moulderin’ in their graves ! Who’d drive
em ? teil me that ! You must be clean daft
$0 talk of sich a thing !’
‘ Well, ye see, Mrs. Bell, if Bonnie could
jbe brought to see matters in our light,’twould
be the making of you and me, ma'am. I
ould carry on this consarn with you in a
ouble way, as you may say, and youd al-
ays have some one to look-arter the bisness
hen you was ill or took! Here’s my ‘orse
nd my own pro’pnny—md theer’s

phe shop ; and what wasn’t wanted ere, Bon-

e and I could take round and dispose on
: ’Twould be the fortin of us all,

and we might live to ride in our
!I

rs.
idge
‘Aye, so we might, lad! and the gal's a
pol not tosee it ! But theer, she comes of a
y-actor, and what can you expect? I
ight die and rot afore she'd move a 'and to
p me !’
* This was a very unfair assertion on the
of the old grandmother : but she was
lish like the rest of us, and fully believed
hat she said.
i She had held many such conversations
fith Kit Masters, and repeated them to her
snddaughter, before the day on which
punie groped_ her painful way home-
prds, and fell fainting on the floor. The
il woman’s heart was touched then, and
en ‘the girl assured her, and her first com-
pud sof speech, that she would do as she
phed and marry Kit Masters, her heart
B touched still more. Her gratitude and
ight at the intelligence were so great, that
Bnie would have found no opportunity of
ting, even had she wished to do so.
E in truth she was indifferent, or she
jaght she was,
Bhe bridegroom-elect was cautioned by
Bell not to be too rough in his wooing,

b he should frighten the girl into with:

wing her consent again - and acting on
B advice, he continued so to behave him-
a8 not to extort more than an occasional
ftious objection from Bonnie’s lips when
empted to play the lover somewhat too
) y.

or evident indifference and aversion often
an oath from him; but he consoled
polf with the belief—so largely indulged
Y men better educated than he was—that
riage would amend all that dissatistied
in courtship, and that the wife would
nly blossom forth into something en-
,(; different from the maiden. Why men
d deceive themselves with this idea itis

joult to say.
bmmon sense might teach them that the

girl who shrinks intuitively from their em-
brace is hardly likely to prove a passionate
aod devoted wife ; but everything that dis.
pleases them before iage is set down to
maidenly reticence and modesty, which the
magic ring is to set right—that ring, alas !
which usually proves its maIv,w by showing
up two people in their true colours, and bind-
ing them fast together, in order that they
may be separated for evermore.

The wooing of Christopher Masters and
Mary Bell went onin a very prosaic and com-
moa-place manner. I believe the chief reason
the girl had for consenting to the marriage was
the idea of getting away from the close
rooms and street that seemed to be stifling
her, and driving round the town and into
the countryin Kit Masters’ light spring-
cart. She had several of these drives during
the weeks that the banns were being called,
and the pleasure of them seemed to put new
life into her veins. It is true that she often
sighed as they came in sight of the still,
deep-flowing river, and wished she lay dead
and cold beneath the water ; buti her sorrow
was more a pensive than an active grief, and
she was too young really to wish to die.
There was no antagonism-1n her life, as
yet, to make that other and ideal life con-
trast with it as heaven with hell.

So long as we have our losses only to be-
wail, it i8 easy to suffer patiently. It is the
existent wrong that raises the demon within
us, and makes the loss seem twice as great
beside the hated gain.

So Bonnie journeyed listlessly towards the
goal of her life, and heard that the banns
had been cried for the third time, and the
following Sunday would be her wedding-day,
without visible feeling of any sort. There
were very different preparations made for
this wedding from those that had been re-
quired before Miss Regina Nettleship could
be married ina manner befitting the grand-
daughter of the Duke ‘of Mudford. Mrs.
Bell, in her delight and gratitude at Bonnie’s
tardy acquiesence, did insist upon the girl
being married in a ‘real silk gowe,’ which
hung upon her about as naturally as one of
her morning dresses would have dome upon
a duchess ; but besides that festal attire and
& new hat toride about in his cart with Kit,
there was not much aiteration made in poor
Bonnie’s usual wardrobe. Mrs. Bell had no
;inoney wherewith to parchase bridal out-

T8,

When the marriage morning came and the
ceremony (through which Bonnie stumbled
in a dazed and absent manner, that left an
impression on the parson’s mind that the
bride was either deaf or silly)was completed,
the wedding-party, which included Kit's
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father and mother, sat down in the back
parlour of Mrs. Bell’s shop to dine off roast
pork and greens, and to drink the health of
the married couple in gin and water  After
which Kit drove them all in his cart to Rich-
mond, where they hired a boat and went up
and down the river ; and the old people got
very merry,and the gallant bridegroom quite
intoxicated ; and poor Bonnie sat at one end
of the boat, shrinking visibly from the en-
dearments of her lord and master, and won-
dering why people were always so anxious
to get married, and if she should ever be
%0 happy again as she was in the old days
when she lived alone with her grandmother,
and kept the rooms clean for Mr. Alfred
Waverley !

Ah, Bonnie, not much need to ask ! The
veriest tyro in the history of humanna-
ture might have answered you ‘ No.’

It had been decided that as Mrs. Bell’s
house had more accommeodation in it than
she required the newly-married couple should
take up their abode with her. And Bonnie,
frightened when the time came of leaving
ner grandmother,had clung to this idea with
avidity. Mr. Kit Masters, therefore, became
the responsible tenant of the rooms which
had once been occupied by Alfred Waverley
and the spotin which her first sense of love
had been awakened was the scene of Bonnie’s
honeymoon. -~

Do the lower classes ever love and mourn
and feel in proportion with their higher-born’
brethren 2 They havs not been reared to
think and act deliberately, and we all know
what the sensitive flower of love is degraded
to when it is stripved of refinement. Do any
amongst them love with their heads as well
as their hearts ? I have watched and ques-
Aloned them closely, in their various joys and
trials, and I doubt whether they can either
sorrow or rejoice with the same power of
feeling as those who have more leisure to
devote to a contemplation of themselves.

Had a gentleman fallen in love with
Bonnie Bell, he would have invested her
with a thousand attributes unzeen to the
common eye, and bred of his own affection.
The girl was really pretty and modest, and
sweet in voice and manner. Her eye had
the pensive tint of the harebell. and her cheek
was like la v:iiédu rose ﬂ:shid at the lh:grt.
Her supple re might have supplied a
painter’spmodel, andlgthp're was a dpeﬁmy
about her smooth skin and a refinement in
the low, dreamy tones of her voice thatraised
her far above her fellows. There was an
elevation also in the mind that could cherish
a fancy such as she had couceived for Alfred
Waverley, that, well directed and wouved
back to its legitimate resting place, would

have transformed the girl into a good and
grateful wife, if not a loving one.

But Kit Masters, coarse in breeding and
manners, was not the man to effect this. In
his eyes, Bonnie was nothing more than any
other pretty girl—a trifle less, perhaps, since
she was absent and listless, which are bad
qualities for the mistress of a working man’s
home.- He thought her a‘main good-lookin’
lass.’ She had ‘took his fancy,’as he expresed
it, and he didn’t see why she shouldn’t be as
useful a wife as any when she was ¢ stirred up
abit.’ But had any one suggested to the
costermonger that there were depths of feel-
ing in the heart of his new possession that
only needed culture and education to trans-
from the girl into a poetess or a painter,
he would have thougbt his informant either
drunk or mad, and have jeered at the idea
as an incomprehensible piece of nonsense.
In his eyes, women were animals, either
more or less agreeable to view, that had to
be coaxed or coerced according to their bes
haviour.

Bonnie was a woman ; ¢ ergo,’ Bonnie was
an animal, placed in his power and to be
treated as his superior judgment directed.
This was the style of Kit aster’s reason-
ing.

As to Bonnie herself, her married life,even
in those first days of rough wooing and in-
dulgence, became a horror to her. She flew
to her grandmother full of complaints and
entreaties for redress ; but the old woman
naturally assessed her wrongs.at the usual
worth of matrimonial grievances.' and so
plainly pointed out to her that she had set
her feet gn a )l:ath from ;vhich there was no
return, that the poor girl sank into a species
of apathetic des{)’gl?r that never afterwards
forsook her. She soon became afraid of
her husband—afraid of his easily roused
passion—his coarse oaths and vituperation
—still more of his rough caresses and compli-
ments when he had recovered his temper
aﬁaig. : I([ler greatest ﬁ):eiuure ;vas taken in
hé daily drives they in the spring-cart, -
and to be deprived of going rounds witgh him
became her greatest punishment. Never
mind how early Kit had to be in Covert
Garden market, in order to secure the best
and freshest vegetables and fruit, Bonnie was
sure to be up and dressed- in time to accom-
pany him, and ¢ Masters’s pretty wife’ was
i?;: sa‘lsf. well known amongst the vendors as

She enjoyed seeing the country cars, high
piled with cabbages,caulifiowers,lettuces an
greens of all descriptions, come rolling i

in to
take-up their appointed stand oa the market

pavement and unload their stacks of goods.
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She became interested in choosing the best
apples and 3:!’8 and oranges, and learned so
quickly to distinguish between bad and good
that Kit soon left her to make the frait pur-
chases by herself. She was a different girl
here to what she had been in her grand-
mother’s little shop. The life around her, the
chaffing and chaffering, roused her languid
brain into something like action, and put her
to her mettle. But still she was vaguely and
restlessly unhappy. When the shop 'had been
supplied for the day, and Kit and she had
had their breakfast, they would leave Mrs.
Bell to attend to her customers, and wander
forth again with a cart full of fruit and vege
‘tables, to visit all the streets where Masters
was known, and dealt with on his own ac-
count. Some would have considered it very
monotoneus and tiring to occapy the wooden
seat of the cart all day, sitting still sometimes
for half an hour while the costermonger was
talking with an old customer and persuading
her to buy more than she required. Baut
Bonnie never felt’weary. She was straining
her eyes all the time to catch sight of a form
they longed to gaze on. Every now and
then, as they drove round a corner or crossed
a street, her head would be jerked backward
to regard some passing figure; or, going
home in the dark, she would peer in the foot-
passengers’ faces as though she wounld devour
their lineaments in the gloom. Her moods
did not long pass unnoticed by Kit Masters.
More than once he asked her grufly who she
was ‘cocking her eye at, arter that fashion ;’
and she had shrunk from the question and
murnured some unintelligible reply, which
had only urged him to order her ‘ not to let
him catch her doing it agen.” One or two
little quarrels had arisen from this circum-
stance—one or two sullen fits, that is to say,
on the part of Mr. Masters, which had
resulted in fits of another gender, namely
intoxicatiun. Both Bonnie and her grand-
mother had been terribly alarmed on these
occasions, and the old woman had gone so
far as to ask herself if the convenience of the
“’orse and cart > was worth such a disturbance
in her hitherto household. But there
was nothing to be done but to bear it, as the

women weepingly agreed, for there was only
one master in the house now, and they were
two pitiful trembling slaves. Yet still Bonnie’s
eyes roved incessantly up and down the l
London streets in search of Alfred Waverley, |
and the colour came and went on her cheek, |
in fitful flushes, if she caught sight of a coat, |
or an umbrells, or a stick, that she fancied |
might belong to him. ‘
Kit Masters could not rob her of her one
cherished secret hope, but he was very close
upon guessing the truth of her normal state

of excitement and nervousness, and turning
it into no ‘secret at all.

One day, in the beginning of December,
when they had been man and wife for about
two months, it all came out. It was a bright
fresh morning, and Bonnie had been more
cheerful and animated than usual. Kit had
bought her a cloak to keep her warm whilst
driving, and she was grateful for his atten-
tion, and had told him so. They had started
on their usual round of duty, conversin,
quite amicably, and the old grandmother
‘stood at the door and smiled to see them so
gay. When, as they drove down the Strand
on their way to Westminster, Vivian Chase-
more walked suddenly out of a restaurant.
and stood on the edge of the pavement, wait-
ing to cross the street until the greengrocer’s
cart should have passed by. Bonnie’s eye
fell on him, and in ah instant her whole de-
meanour changed. ‘The words she was about
to utter failed upon her tongue—her glance
was transfixed to the spot where she stood—
her colour came and went withuncontrollabe
energy, and her whole frame shook as if with
the ague. Kit Masters glanced at his wife
and then at Vivian Chasemore (whom of
course he recognisvd), and guessed the truth
atonce. Bonnie was ‘ sweet upon that chap
as used to live at her grandmother’s.” This
was the reason of her silence and indifference
—of ‘her tears and complaints. This the
reason that she stood gazing with all her eyes
at the prints that were pasted on the walls of
their bedroom, and would allow no hand to
wind up the clock their lodger had given her,
but her own. His wife was ‘ sweet upon’ Mr.
Waverely ! Werry good ! she ’adn’t ’eard
the last of it, by no manner of means.’

Kit only expressed bis marital $ndignation
at the moment, by whipping up his" anforta-
nate horse and sending it at a fast trot into
Westminster, whilst Bonnie tried to calm
down her agitation and appear the same as
usual: Vivian Chasemore had not even
raised his eyes towards the greengrocer’s
cart ; but in the brief moment of their meet-
ing Bonnie had taken in every detail of his
handsome person—had noticed the fashion-
able garb he wore, and the bronzed and
imprcved appearance of his face and figure,
She was very silent after the encounter : she
could uot do otherwise, for directly she tried
to speak something arose in her throat and
choked her, and it was with difficulty she
could keep back her tears. Her husband
was also ominously morose. He only ad-
dressed one sentence to her after they had
met Vivian Chasemore.

‘ That ’ere was Mr. Halfred Waverley (as
you used to call ’im) as we saw in the Strand,

ust now, warn’tit? he demanded, on the
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first occasion of his being obliged to leave
the cart. :

¢ Yes,’ she said in a low voice.

¢ Werry good, Mrs. Masters, werry good,’
he answered ominously, as he gave hera
stare out of his little keen eyes. And that
was all the communication that took place
between them till they reached home again.

By that time, what with the silence and
her own thoughts and repressed emotion,
Bonnie had grown so nérvous and disquieted,
that the first thing she did on gaining her
room was to burst into tears. Kit, who had
followed her upstairs, first turhed the key
in the- door, and then seized her roughly by
the arm,

‘ Now, what’s the meanin’ of all this?’
he commenced, angrily. ‘You'd best tell
me at once, for, by the living Jingo ! you
don’t leave this ’ere room till % know.
What's the reason that you ’aven’t said a
blessed word to me all this mornin’, a bin
a-gittin’ as glum as a howl on your seat, and
blinkin’ your heyes to keep the tears back ?
‘What'’s the meanin’ of it, I say ?’

'Tain’t nothing,’ replied Bonnie, through
her tears. -

¢ That’s lie the fust ! How many more do
ye mean to tell me ? Now, I won’e ’ave no
nonsense, you know! I’'m your ’usband,
and I'veright a hask what what you mean
by a-shiverin’ and a-shakin’ arter that
fashion directly you claps your eyes on
another feller. Ah! ye think I didn’t ywig
you, I suppose ; but I can see through a ’ole
in the wall as far as hany man, and 1 know
as plain as if you’d told me with your own
mouth that its that hulking chap Halfred
Waverleygas you’re a blubberin’ arter now.’

¢Oh, dor’t—don’t !’ implored Bonnie.

» Don’t what—ye fool !  Don’t speak so
plain and open to your ladyship, I suppose.

Oh, we’re mighty “innercent and modest, I.

know ! We can’t throw a civil word to our
‘usband, who keeps us in board and lodging
like a honest woman, but we can go a-sniv-
tellin’ arter a lanky cove that ain’t no man-
ner of relation to us, jist becanse ’e wears a
fine coat aud ’as got a diamind ring upon ’is

ger.

‘Itell you itis notso!’ cried Bonnie,
passionately. ~

‘ That's lie the second ! I know all your
capers just as well as you know ’em your-
self, and it’s mo use trying no dodges “with
me ; and if you do I'll make you pay for it
with a rope’s end. now you’ve heard
my mind about it.’

‘I hate you!’ said the girl, turning
wrathful eyes upon him.

‘I dessay you do. That’s nothin’ noo.
Most wives 'ate their ’usbands, It’s the

fasshun nowada; But you'd best think
twice about in’ me so. I've found out
the reason of your h’airs. I ’alf suspected
it all along, but to-day has made me sure.
You're sweet upon that Halfred Waverley,
and you tuk me just because you found you
couldn’t ’ave ’im. Isn’t it now?’

‘ Ishan’t tell you! You are cruel to me,
It’s no business of yours, whether or no,’
she gasped between her sobs.

¢ Oh, ain’t it no business of mine! We'll
soon settle that matter. Anyways I knows
it, and now I’ve got a bit of news for you in
return. You was main cut up, warn’t you,
when that chap was found out to be a lord
or summat, and -left your grandmother’s
lodgings, and you didn’t see’im no more ?
Well, then, ’twas I give 'im up. Twas I as
see the advertisement fust and the reward
offered, and went and give ’is descrintion
and whereabouts to the lawyers, and set ’em
on ’is track, and got fifty pounds down for
the information. Warn’t that prime? And
’twas mainly on account of that fifty pounds
that your grandmother pushed on our
marriage ; and it’s part on it as you wears on
your back in the shape of that new cloak. So
you see I've 'ad my share out of Mr. Halfred
Waverley as well as you, my gal, as it’s only
fair as I should ’ave. And now, what do
you say to hall that ¥

What she said was to tear the cloak off
her shoulders and trample it under her feet.
What she said was to turn eyes unpon her
husband, glaring with fury and impotent
revenge, before she cast herself headlong
upon the sofa and burst into a storm of
passionate tears,

¢ Oh,that won’t be no manner of use ¥ con-
tinued Kit Masters in a bullying tone. *I
ain’t done with you yet, my lady, nor with
Mr. Halfred Waverly neither.’

He took the little clock she prized so
much up in his hands as he spoke and
dashed it on the ground, where it was
smashed to atoms ; then, walking into the
next room, be deliberately tore the painted
pictures in ribbons from the wall, and cast
them in shreds upon the floor.

¢ Hanything more of Mr. Halfred Waver-
ley’s ’ he inquired jocosely ,as he returned to
the sitting-room.  * Ha! a picter or two,’
treading them beneath his heel as he spoke,
¢ And now I think we’ve pretty well finished
with that gentleman - and ’is “belongin,
What do you say, ma’am ? he added, uf;
sat down by Bonnie on the sofsa and leered
into her face. >

She sprang into a sittin, re and spat
at him. The act roused hgmpoi;t?ury, am.lpl:e
struck her a violent blow upon the side o
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the head, which made her sink down to her
former position with a low moan.

L * » * - * -

We have started the various personages
of this story upon their separate careers.
Some appear already to have iost the game,
others to have won. But is there ly so
mauch difference after all in the positions
which are allotted to each human creatures?
Is there any joy in this world uumingled
with sorrow—any sorrow which has not its
modicum of relief? Vivian Chasemore, Re-
gina Nettleship,and Kit Masters have attain-
ed the lgmes they aspired to; Sir Arthur,
Selina Farthingale,and Bonnie Bell have been
worsted in the race.

The little lawyer has quarrelled with his
daughter ; Lady William is left grambling
alone in her apartments ; and Janet Oppen-
heim has been banished to Clarence Lodge.

No one seems to be in the same position or
to entertain the same hopes they did four
months before, except it be the greengrocer’s
old widow, who has learned to look for noth-
in% bat the grave.

. t is the safest hope for any of us to in-
dulge in, since it the only one that is certain
of realization.

Still, the men and women of this history :

have sundry changes yet to undergo before
their biographer can lay down the pen that
transcribes it, and those who have had the
patience to read of them so far, may have
- the curiosity to parsue their fortunes to the
end. Two years and a half will have passed
over each of their heads before we meet them
aAgain.

CHAPTER VI

¢SAY AN OLD FRIEND CALLED TO SEE HER.

When Lady William Nettleship had had
time to settle down, after the excitement
consequent upon her daughter’s wedding,
and to look her future steadily in the face,
she found that she had gained a great deal
more than she hagd lost by the transformation
of Miss Regina Nettleship into Mrs. Vivian
Chasemore. Five hundred a year is a sorry
income on which to keep up an appearance
of respectability when one is compelled to
meet from it all the outlay attendant on the
dressing and taking about of a young and
y--on- her promotion. Bat
when it has to be applied only to the want
of an old womau who prefers card-parties and
dinners at her neighbour’s expense rather
than at her own, it will go a iderable

increased freedom of her purse-stringe; a
load seemed lifted from her existenoe when
her daughter's espi: was removed. She
Wwas a very wrldlyo:s.plmn-mking old
lady, who loved gambling and late hours,and
would stoop to any depth to gain a dinner or
aloan. And Regina had restraiued her in all
this. Regina, who, with her faults of coldness
and pride and love of money, was a true
gentlewoman in feeling, had blushed a$ her
mother’s proclivities for bﬁ;m.ing and
placing herself under obligations te
people she despised, and had tended by her
scornful behaviour to keep many from their
doors ;who would otherwise gladly have
entered them. With her marriage the barrier
was removed, and it was not lonilib;foro
Lady William was acquainted with the
circle of Mrs. Runnymede’s friends, the
majority of whom were altogether beneath
her in station, whilst that lady herself
almost lived in the house. As soon as Lady
William had exhausted the topic of Regina’s
wealth and luxuries and ingratitude, she
began to consider—baving quite made up her
mind that Vivian Chasemore should defray
the expenses of the wedding trousseau and
breakfast on his return—whether she could
not better her condition by seeking other
i lodgings than those she occupied. Upon

which Mrs. Runnymede proposed that they
should set up house together. < Mra. Runny-
mede had a charming little villa in Ken-
sington, which, with the furniture it con.
tained, was all her own ; none of her friends
knew how she had come by it, any more than
; they knew whence she derived the money
jon which she contrived to. live so ocom-
| fortably ; nor did she vouchsafe to enlighten
! them upon either matter. The fact, how-
| ever, remained, and when she offered to let
¢ her dear Lady William share her humble
¢ ¢ menage,’ the bereaved mother consented to
do so at once. She knew a little of the style
in which Mrs. Runnymede lived ; of the
soug little card-parties she held which no onc
dreamed of breaking up before the small
hours had arrived ; of the free and easy wa,
in which people walked in and out of her
house and she of theirs ; of the delicate
dinpers she gave her friends, and the
generosity with which the wine was circu-
lated at them, and decided it was just the
sort of life which would suit her best. There
was ne daughter now to try and keep up the
proprieties, and frown her down when she
was going tou far, or mercilessly remind her
of the hour every time the clock struck.
old Indyf:illiam felt like a girl suddenly
rel d m

distance. And Lady William felt the better
for Regina’s departure not only in the

b xﬁdilscipline, as_she re- '
cognised the delightfnl position Regina’s
marriage had placed her in, and by
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the time the Vivian Chasemores returned
from their wedding trip, they found her per-
manently iustailed as an iomate of Mrs.
Runnymede’s house.

The circumstance. disgustel Ragina, and
eonsiderably anuoyed her hbusband. Few
‘people about town were unacquainted with
the character borne by the widow of Kensing-
#on, and her sociai propensities rendered her
most unfit to be the hostess of such a woman
as Lady Wilham Nettiestip. Regina de-
clared from the first that no power should in-
duce her to set foot in the house, nor to re-
eeive her mother at her own, unless she came
unaccompanied by Mrs. Runnymede. And
to this determination she had religiously ad-
hered. It had no effect, however, in induc-
ing Lady William to seek another house.
The wicked old woman was only too
deligbl:;ted with the existence she was leading.
To. be able to gamble and rouge and talk
scandal to her heart’s content, free to make
what acquaintances-and keep what hours she
chose, was heaven to her, after the some-
what domineering rule to which she had been
80 long subjected.

Mrs. Vivian Chasemore’s remonstrances
and refusal to visit her only formed a fresh

rievance wherewith to entertain her friends.

er daughter’s hard-heartedness and ingra-
titude and pride were copious subjects for
dilation and many of her hearers were really
persuaded that Lady William Nettleship was
& very injured and long-guffering mother,
8he did not refuse to go to her daughter’s
house ; on the contrary, she appeared there
much oftener than Regina desired, though the
pride of blood forbade her letting strangers
see that she was ashamed of her own mother.
A serious difference, however, occurred be-
$ween them on the occasion of Lady William
pleading her poverty to Vivian Chasemore,
a3 an excuse for asking him to defray the
wedding expenses.

‘This is degrading,” cried Regina with

ing eye-, as soon as the two women
found thewnseives alone. ¢ You know, mam-
mas, that you would be perfectly able to pay
Shose bills if you would only exercise a little
self-denial. I wonder you could stoop to
ask Vivian such a favour. I would have gone
:ﬁn"dry bread and water for a twelevemonth

t] .

‘Renily, Regina, one would think you
should like
% know who has a better right to pay these
bills than yeur husband? A man can’t
except to m the granddaughter of a
duke for nothing. And rolling in wealth as

ou are too ! I think it is you who ought to
ashamed of yoursel. You would let your
poor mother scrape and save to defray th

e

: very little troubled by her company.

expeuses of & marriage that has given you
luxuries that she has never darempt of pos-
sessing.’

‘It is so unusual—so unheard-of a de-
mand,’ continued Regina. ‘It issending me
like a beggar to his arm. You might have
been contented to know that I shall be no
further expense to you, and at least have
spared me this.’

“Oh ! 1if you are going to make such a ri-
diculous fuss over a trifle, my dear, I shall
take my departure. It is only five hundred
pounds, and you have as many thousands,
However, let us say no more about it! I
ought to have been prepared to meet with
insult and ingratitude at your hands ! -

‘I would rather have beeu married in &
print dress than have been subjected to shis
humiliation,’ repeated her daaghter.

‘Oh yes ! that is all very fine in theory, -
but it would have looked well in practice,
would it not, for the granddaughter of Lord
Mudford to have .had a trousseau like a
housemaid ? However, we are not likely to
agree upon the subject, Regina, and there:
fore I shall leave you to think it over by
yourself.’

Vivian, however, could not allow the mat-
ter to rest there, and before long a cheque
for the amount due found its way from his
hands to those of his mother-in law, and
he often thought afterwards that the es.
trangement which the transaction made be-
tween the mother and daughter had been
cheaply paid for. -

Lady William Nettleship, when we meet
her two yearsand a half afterwards, had not
entirely given up calling at Regina’s house ;
but she went there so seldom that they wseie

e
had quite relinquished the undesirable habit
of popping in at all times, whether they had
friends or were alone ; neither did she
intrigue to procure invitations to the houses
at which they visited, where she might
glorify their relationship by expatiating on
the attractions and virtues of her daughter
and son-in-law to all who would listen to her.
O contrary, she kept rarely closely to
the villa-in Kengington, where she and Mrs,
Runnymede entertained all sorts of people—
good, bad and indifferent, any one in fact
who would accept timi pitality on their
own conditions, or weré too ignorant of the
reputation in which their parties were heid

.to be pruadent enough to refuse it. Several

of the oldest mixed with them still, attracted
by Lady William’s title or Mra. Runnymede’s
excellent housekeeping, and amongst them
were the Macdougal of Macdougal, Mr, and
Mrs. Stingo, and Selina Farthingale,

It is easy to see what drew these people

’
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shither. The Macdougal, like Lady William
herself, had ever been famous for condescend-
ing to eat a dinner or a supper anywhere, so
long as she had not to pay for it. The
Stingoes, who were still struggling to attain
8 position saperior to their birth and still
failing to attain it, could not afford to drop
the acquaintanceship of one title, hcwever-
amall ; and Miss Farthingale, whose home
at this present moment was more lonely and
dull than it had ever been before, was eager
to preserve a footing in any house which
entertained male visitors. And though the
gentlemen who frequented Mrs. Ranny-
mede’s card-parties were not as a rule the
youngest or gayest of their sex, there was
no knowing where a stray son or rephew
might be induced to accompany them, nor
what chances of a settlement might not be
lost by non-attendance,

It was in March, therefore, more than
two years after Regina’s wedding. that a
little group of ladies were gathered in the

drawing-room of the Kensington villa, anxa !
iously awaiting the advent of the men, who .
i know Regina’s way !

came not.

The weather was bitterly cold, and Lady
William looked blue even through her rouge,
a8 she drew nearer to the fire and held
Selina Farthingale’s hand between her own,
for the sake of the warmth she derived
from it. .

‘I am afraid we shall have no party to-
night, Runnymede !’ she remarked to the
other partner in the firm. - Selina gays it is
snowing fast, and she had the greafwet diffi-
calty in getting a cab:’

¢ It must be inches thick already, Mrs.

Runnymede,” chimed 1n Selina, ‘and it's ;

freezing into the bargain. I wouldn’t have
stirred from home myself for anybody but
you and dear Lady William.’

* Well, my dear, if the men don’t come,
we must do without them,and have a rabber
by ourselves. There are five of us, you see,
with Mrs. Macdougal and Mrs. Stingo, so
we shall manage nicely. But we won't give
gi;e them up just yet. I should think

eral Playfair and Sir Cunningham Morse
were sure to come. And what about your
paps, Selina ?’ said Mrs. Runnymede, who

lated to make a happy home. And then to
throw bimself away npon strangers. It
must make you very uneasy, dear.’

‘I don’t trouble myself much about the
matter. 1 think papa is a very overrated
man. He may be smart in his profession,
but he gives me very little of his cleverness
at home,’ retorted Selina, who retained
a vivid impression of what ‘ papa’ had ef-
fected by meddling in her matrimonial
affaira,

‘Have you been to Premier Street?
nquired Lady William ; Premier Street
being ome of those fashionable throrough-
fares that intersect Portland Place and the
locality in which Vivian Chasemore had set-
tled down with his wife.

‘No. Have they returned home yet?’

‘Yes ! nearly a week ago! Regina says
she was 8o tired of Nice, but she had better
have stayed a little longer. She feels the
cold bitterly here.’

‘She must indeed !
health ?’

‘I think her looking delicate, but you
She will never allow
that she 18 ill. And Mr. Chasemore seems
perfectly easy about her.’

¢Ah ! that’s not saying much. Husbands
usually are !’

‘] was there this afternoon,” continued
Lady William, ¢ but I did not stay long, as
they were in such confusion. A number of
cases had just come up from the Castom- -
house, filled with curiosities that Mr. Chase-
more has brought from abroad. He seems to
be very extravagantly inclined. And then,
who should arrive in the middle of it all but
his cousin Sir Arthar!’

‘Sir Arthur !’ repeated Selina, with a
start.

“Yes: the first time they have seen him
for a twelvemonth. He has been to Madeira
and the Cape and iers, and Heaven
knows where beside. I thought there was
never much love lost between the cousins
since my daughter refused the baronet, but
they seemed quite pleased to meet. And
Sir Arthur is to be their guest, I understand,
until his chambers are vacant again.’

Selina Farthingale became quite flutteréd

How is she in

was already v.ry watery about the eyes, l She had long since ceased to mourn oyer the
though it was but eight o’clock in the even- | baronet’s delinquency, for three yegrs is a

ing. : severe trial of constancy for afancy that was
‘Oh ! I know nothing of papa,’ exclaimed

! never founded upon faith ; but the/remem-
Miss Farthingale, tossing her head. ‘I see ' brance of his rejestion of her proffered hand
less of him every day Ilive. He’s got some | had still the rwer te sting her, and’, if she
friends of his own, I suppose, any way he | retained oneBtrong feeling in respectto him
tells me nothing about them, though I be- | it was the desire to be revenged for his in-
lieve he spends half his time there !’ ! difference.
* What a pity ! Such a clever man too, | ¥ ‘ Sir Arthur staying in Premier Street!’
and 3o fascinating ! Just the persun calcu- ! she observed in a voice that trembled, spite
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of all her pains to prevent it. * Come to look
after his property, 1 suppose, and to see that
itis H;}:operly cared for.” .

¢ property, dear | What do you mean?

‘ Why, it will be his, won’t it, if Mrs.
Vivian Chasemore has no children? Are
there any prospects, Lady William ¥

‘ Not yet, 1 am sorry to say. Of course I
did not like to mention so delicate a subject,
but I fancy that my daughter’s mind has a
great deal to do with her health, She frets
and fidgets, you know, and naturally too, for
I can see that Mr. Chasemore is beginnning
to feel fidgety also,’

‘That’s the worst of entailed property,

isn’t it? remarked Miss Farthingale. *It’s | gal

a great comfort to have it in one’s own hands,
as papa has his. Poor Regina! I'm sure 1
hope to goodness her wishes will be realised,
if only to keep Sir Arthur out of the money,
He'’s 80 grasping and jealous, it would just
serve him right !’

¢ Ah, my dear, we must make allowances
for him; it’s only natural the poor young
man should feel his position. His cousin
has cut him out in everything! You used to

k much more kindly of Sir Arthur in
olden days, if I remember rightly.’

‘Used 1? Than it was more than he
deserved, for he behaved very badly to papa
not long afterwards.’

‘Behaved badly to your papa, did he? I
wonder if that had anything to do with his
leaving England? He didn’t wait, you
know, till the Vivian Chasemores had re-
turned from their honeymoon. By the way,
what has become of that sly-looking girl
that was living with you at the time—Miss
Oppenheim

¢ Oh ! the ungrateful minx! Papa got her
a most desirable home with a friend of ours,
and went to a great deal of expense to settle
her there, and she has never-written us a line
of thanks since her departure. Isn’t it
mean? I hate ingratitude. It makes one
think 80 poorly of human nature,’

‘ Ah, it does indeed !’ responded Lady
William, with a sigh dedicated to the remem-
brance of her daughter. ‘But you intend
to call on Regina, I suppose? I am sure
she will be delighted to see you. Sheis
very lonely, you know. He is s0o muchaway
at his club and societies.’

¢Of course I shallcall! Though she must
have everything money can procure to amuse
and distract her.’

¢ You are right there, my dear ! And she
loves it too well—a great deal too well!
She showed me a set of furs to-day that
must have cost her several hundred pounds !
And Iam wearing my old cloak for the

-
+

third winter, Such incongruities as there
are in this world !’

* What can ye want mair, Leddy Weel-
liam ?’ interposed the oracked voice of the
Maodougal, who usually “sported an old
Scotch woollen shawl that seen the
wear of ten winters: ‘it’s a varra gude
cloak that ye wear, and must have cost a
pretty bawbee in its day. The warld seems
to me to go daft after clothes that are made
to be thrawn away before they show the
least seegn of age.’

° Ah, Mrs. Macdougal, it is not everybody
that can afford to dress as plainly as you do.
No one needs to be told who Mrs. Macdou-

is.

‘ You're richt thers, my leddy. ~"A-Mac-
dougal of Macdougal couldn’t drap his clans-
heep if he walked down Regent-street'in a
sack. It’s the bluid we think of —not the
silks and satins. Still, a’ that doesna amend
your daughter’s ingratitude. She might
weel share some of her bawbees with ye,
for ye’re not over-reech, as we all know.’

‘ Pray let us drop the subject ! Itisavery
painful one,’ returned Lady William Nettle-
ship ; and, indeed, at that moment the en-
trance of a man who had braved the weather~
turned all the ladies’ thoughts in a pleasant-
er direction,

Miss Farthingale took an early opfoi'tn-
nity to call in Premier Street, for she longed
to let him see how little she cared for the
circumstance that had separated them. As
she came in sight of the door of Regina's
house, she pPerceived that the MY was al-
ready occupied by a visitor—a lady like her-
self—to whom the door was opened as she
gained the spot.  Selina stood on the lower
step, and listened % the colloquy that en-
sued between the man servant and the

‘Is Mrs. Vivian Chasemore at home ?’

¢ No, madam !’ she is not.’

‘Oh, indeed ! I'am unfortunate. How
lotg has she been gone?’ &

¢ About half an hour.’

¢ Where has she gone to?’

* I do not know, madam.’

‘Will sbe be at home to-morrow
morning ?’

‘ That I cannot tell you.’

¢Oh, very well! then I must take my
chance another time,’ said the lady turning
away.

¢ Will you not leave your name, madam ?’
inquired the servant.

hé” stranger hesitated and coloured.

Then she said in a shufling manner :

¢ No, it is not worth while! It is so long
since we met, I dare say Mra. Vivian Chase-
more will have forgotten my name, Say an




THE ROOT OF ALL EVIL,

old friend called to see h;’tl;xud;l‘l'm call
again in a day or two. t is all : good-
morning ;' and the lady. turning sharply
round, came full in view of Selina Far-
thingale as she descended the steps. The
conversation she had held was such an
nuasual one that Selina could not help
regarding her with some curiosity. She was
a woman of forty-five or fifty years of age—
full blown, like Mrs. Rannymede, but much
handsomer, and with an amount of rouge
and pearl powder on her face that was

lainly visible through her spotted veil

he had dyed hair also, and altogether bore
a meretricious appearance that was far from
taking or ladylike. Selina Farthingale won-
dered who this ‘old friend’ of Regina’s
might be, but the footman was waiting for
her to speak before he closed the door.

‘I have just heard you say that Mrs.
Chasemore is not at home, 8o I will leave my
card,’ she said ; and then, as she drew it from
her card-case, added, ¢ Can you tell me if
Mrs. Chasemore intends to renew her Tues-
day ‘“ At Home” this season ?" /

‘I am not sure, madam ; butI can enquire
of her-maid if you desire it.’

¢ Yes, I should like to know, as it makes
one sure of finding her at home.’

She passed into the hall as she spoke, and
the man closed the door behind her.

¢ Will you step this way, madam ' he said,
throwing open the door of a magnificent
drawing-room.

- ¢*No, thank you! I will remain here.
Just ask the question for me, and give me
the answer.’

The servant demurred for a minute, but
finally rang an upstairs bell, and left her in
order to consult the lady’s maid upon the
landing. Selina glanced round the hsll,
which was lighted by stained glass dnd
ornamented with specimens of heraldry and
the stuffed heads of animals. ~She was
thinking how handsomely i fitted up,
when her eye fell upon a finely carved oak
buffet that atood at the end of it, and on
which were laid five or six letters, ready for
their owners to claim as they re.entered the
house. Her quick sight detected the name
of Sir Arthur on one of them in a momont,
and with feminine curiosity she crossed the
bhall to examine the envelope, It was
directed in a scratchy female hand, which she
immediately recognized as that of Mist Janet
lOl;irenheim. Yes, there it was, addressed in

to

‘SIR ARTHUR CHASEMORE, Barr.,
Care of ViviaNn CHAsEMORE, Exq-,
3, Premier Street,
Portland Place, W.’;

and with the postmark of St. John's Wood
in the coruer. Selina’s eyes flashed with
indignation. The man bad not been two
days in England, and that artful little minx
had actually found him out and pounced
upon him. Bat Sir Arthur should not get
this letter, at all events! She was deter.
mined of that. The footman was still
whispering with the lady’s-maid upon the
landing, though even at that moment Selina
could detect the rastling of skirts about to
descend the staircase. Before they had
swept over a half dozen rods, however, the
letter was safe in her pocket, and she was
standing demurely on the door-mat where the
footman had left her, waiting for an answer
to her inquiry.

¢ Mrs, Chasemore have not yet decided,
madam, I believe, on renewing her ‘At
’Omes,”’ said the simpering lady’s-maid, * as
her ’ealth is not strong as we could wish
for ; but if she makes up her mind, as the
season advances, to ’ave them, the cards will
be sent out as usual to her friends.’

‘ Oh, thank you! Yes, of course! That
is all I w'shed to know,’ replied Miss Far-
thingale, anxious to’ get out of the house
again before the man-servant should detect
(if he ever would detect) the absence of the
purloined letter which she had secured in the
depths of her pocket. But the door was
opened, and she regained the street in
safety.

CHAPTER VII

‘YOU HAVE A SON TO INHERIT, I
BELIEVE.’

As Mrs. Vivian Chasemore’s carriage, with
its handsome horses and well-appoitted
servants, drove up to the door of the house
in Premier Street on that afternoon in
March, and, clad in the sables that had
excited her mother’s envy, she languidly
descended from it, you would bhave thought
she had been used to such luxuries all her
life,and had become quite indifferent %o their
possession. But that was very far from
being the case. It is true that she let the
costly velvet dress she wore trail up the
steps and through the hall, and that she
never even cast a glance towars the stands
of exotic flowers that filled the house with so
sweet a perfume, nor on the marble Mercury
that graces the staircase, although it called
forth the rapturous admiration of all her
friends. Two years and a half had accus-
tomed her to the idea that all these luxuries
were hers by right, but she did not value the
position they placed her in the less, because
she had ceased to care for herself. Her
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maid was waiting at the foot of the staircase
to relieve her of her cloak and furs, and then
Regina passed into the drawing-room, where
the footmanfollowed her to lower ‘the blinds
and light the gas. She found Vivian sitting
there in the dusk . not reading, but reclining
in an arm-chair by the fire, with his eyes
fixed upon the flickering flame.

‘ How lazy you look,” was‘all that she re-
n;a.rked,as she threw herself into the oppo-
site seat. ‘I cannot imnagine how people
can waste their time when their is so
much to do in this world. Where’s Sir
Art%l_u‘ ?

‘ Not knowing, can’tsay !’ yawned Vivian,

. who did not appear in thse’ leyast inclined to
gefeud himseif against ner accusation of lazi-
ess.

She turned from him with a gesture of im-
patience.

‘ Aaybody called this afternoon, James ¥’
she inqeired of the servant.

* Miss Farthingale cslled,m&dam, and Mrs. ;

Dompier, and Colonel Payton, and a lady
who wouldn't leave her name.’
¢ Wouldn't leave her name!

How very
strange | What wasshe like ¥

¢ She was a stout lady, madam, dressed in |

black—with—with—a fresh colour and light
yello wigh sort of hair

rouse himself.
‘I don’t know her,’ said Regina. ‘I can’t
think who it can have been.’

had called, madam, and that she would take

her chance of finding you at home another

b

¢ Some begging petition, you may be sure,’

exclaimed Vivian.
James ?

¢« Well, sir, now vou come to speak of it, I -
think the lady did limp a little as she went

down the steps, i
know the person; a regular begging
imposter. ever she presumes to call here

again, say you told Mrs. Cnasemore of her
visit, and she forbade
you understand me ?’

the room

being given in her name.
the man had disappeared she attacked her
husband, .

‘] must say it is rather cool of you, !
Vivian, deciding who shall and who shall
not be admitted to my presence, without the
glightest reference to me. How do you
know but what I wish to see this woman and |
hear what she has to say for myself

¢I know nothing about it, Regina; but I:

: annoyed.

with a sigh,
. your becoming acquainted with that person,
At this description Vivian appeared to !

_ think a thing is wrong, I must’say so.

am quite sure I shall not allow you to do_so.
I recoguise the person from the description,
and she is not one I wish you to know.

‘This becomes mysterious! Are you
afraid she may be able to tell me too
much ? ;

“Not at all, my dear. You know tha
befo e I married you I unburdened my con-
science of ali that it was necessary for you to
hear of my former life, and that since that
time I have been wholly and solely yours in
thought, word, and deed.’

“Ah ! 80 yousay I

‘ Regina ! ejaculated Vivian, in a tone of
reproach ; ‘have I ever deceived you ?'”

‘I really don’t know! Some people say
that everything is fair in love and war. And
here we havenot been in London a fortnight
before a mysterious female calls to see me,
who won’t leave her name, and whom you
are evidently most anxious to prevent my
meeting.’

She spoke so coldly that Vivian felt
He loved his wife very dearly

i still,” and her want of sympathy with
‘all he did and said was the sorrow of his

life.
¢ You are quite right, Regina,’ he answered,
quite right, Regina,
¢] am most anxious to prevent

though not for the motive you ascribe to me.

. I should have wished to keep both her name °
- and her existence a secret from you, as I do
- not consider she is fit to be mentioned even in
¢ She said I was to tell you an old friend

your presence ; but, since you are so unjust
I will tell you in self-defence that I feel
certain your mysterious visitor is no other
than my step-mother—my poor father’s

i widow. Now, are you satisfied 7’
‘Did she walk lame,

¢ With what ¥

¢My determination to exclude her from
this house.’

*I really don’t see why you should do so0,’
replied Regina, as she played with the
st.ings on her bonnet.

‘You don’t see vhat I have good reasons

. for forbidding you to make the acquaintance
you to admit her. Do !

' depraved and vicious habite, and that it was
“Yes, sir,’ replied the servant, as he left

of that woman, when I have told you of her

in consequence of her base conduct towards

. . myself that I ran away from my father’s
Regina did not like such a sammary order |

As soon a8 ever ¢

honse and went on the stage ? Regina! you
are trying me too far. Remember that 1 do

; not take a jest well.’

¢ Oh, you need not remind me of that,
Vivian. Every one knows how touchy you
can be when you are contradicted. But ifII
t
will seem very strange to the world that
your fatuer’s widow is not adwitted to your

' house, and especially after the company you

have been in the habit of keeping.’




TEE ROOT OF ALL EVIL.

77

‘ What company ?°’

¢ Why actors and actresses and all the sorts
of low people you meet on the stage. You
can ask a person like Mr. Selwyn to stay,
under the same roof with me, yet you forbid
me to speak to your own father’s wife.’

¢ Everard Selwyn is a gentleman by birth
and breeding, and this woman is not a
gentlewoman. Even if she were, her de-
grading habits unfit her for the soeiety of
her own class. I am astonished at her im-
pudence in calling here.  You see that she
dared not leave her name, for fear it should !
resch my ears. She knows what sort of a |
reception she would get from me. She
sough an interview with me, Regina, before |

we went abroad. and I told her then, as!
plainly as I could speak, that she should |
never cross the threshold of any house which !
held my wife. And I mean to stick to my :
word.’ |

¢ Well, I advise you not to tell any one |
about it but myself, Vivian. Seme wives |
might be made suspicious by so much |

caution and begin to fancy there was more :
t‘llxl.nfl a stern sense of virtue behind it

¢ Are you suspicious, Regina?’

‘1?’ with a careless laugh. ‘No, in-;
deed ! T am not jealous of you, Vivian, if |
you imagine that.’ :

‘I never thought it, my dear.  You are
not fond enough of me to be jealons. But -
you are very much disposed just now to be -
rebellious. ‘

¢ Neither one nor the other! What is,
Mrs. General Chasemore to me? I think
only of what the world will say.’ !

‘1 should think it ought to be quite |
sufficient excuse to the world, that it was |
through her double dealing that I was cast
upon it to make my way as I best could.” - |

‘The less said about that the better, Vivian. k
I wish you would never altude to the circum- |
stance.’ '

‘I know you have no sympathy for what I ‘l
went through.’

¢ It is hardly to be expected I should. If :
you had chosen any decent and respectable ;
calling, it mixht be different ; but to think :
that her husband has been a low, common |
actor cannot be very pleasant toany woman'’s !
feelings.’

‘1 was never low or common, Regina !’
And at all events you didn’t find e 80 |
much s0 as to prevent your becoming my |
wife.’

‘I don’t deny that you might have been l
worse, or that you have improved since our

i But you will allow that the stage |
is not the calling for a man of your birth,’ |

| express impatience and dislike.

rejoind Regina, as she gathered up
draperies and swept from the apartmewn:.

ivian looked after her and sighed. She
had not said anything, perhaps, that was
postively unkind or defiant, but she had
uttered each sentence in a cold and indif-
ferent manner, which proved too plainly, at
least to his warm heart, that yearned for
sympathy and affection, that she had none
for him. Won by her beauty and grace, he
bad fondly hoped that her mind and spirit
would prove equal to the charms of her
person, and for many month after their
marriage he had tried to impart life to the
statue he had purchased for tifty thousand

her

; pounds. But when the first excitement at
! her success was over, and Regina hsd had

time to settle down to the wonderful con-
viction that all the ills any annoyances of
poverty were past,and she was a rich woman,
her husband found to his dismay that she
grew less cordial and more self-absorbed
every day. Men cannot go on enthusiastically
embracing a prece of marble for ever. They
need rome small return in order to keep
their raptures alive. And Regina was one of

' those women who hate kissing, and say so
: openly. Vivian’s warm lips never got more
; tnan a cheek presented to them, and under

any excess of ardour Regina was sure to
So that,
little by little,the endearments which are the
very life of conjugal love had died away, and
Mr. and Mrs. Vivjan Chasemore were begin-
ning to live with each other (as so many
thousands of married wretches do) on terms
of amiable acquaintanceship. She went her
separate way, making her own friends,
engagements, and purchases, without the
shightest reference to her husband ; whiist
Vivian, in hke manner, having been too
often offended by returning to the house to
tind his wife had left it, came home or
stayed out as fancy dictated to him, feeling
quite sure that no one would be made
anxious by his absence, or delay dinner ten
minutes in anticipation of his return.

Few quarreis had ever taken place between
them, for Regina was too elegant to use
strong language or strong actiuns, like that
poor unturtured little savage Bonnie Masters;
and Vivian,after a few loving reproaches that
entirely failed in their purpose,was too proud
not tohide his disappointment 1n their depths
of his heart. He still admired hi« wife more
than any woman she had ever seen, and he

| still felu that the old passionate love needed

but a look on her part to return in full force
upon him ; but he had ceased to give expres-
sion to either feeling. One mutual desire
alone possessed them, and- that they never
mentioned to each other : the ardent wish for
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progeny. Vivian desired it from a much
purer motive than his wife did. He thoughy
that maternity might develop all the
which he foudly believed to be latent in
Regina's character ; that the possession of a
child would draw their hearts together in the
sacred links of father and mother, and give
shem something to live for and hope for in
the future.

Regina’s desire was founded on a lower
basis. She could not help remembering the
terms of Sir PeregrineChasemore’s will, and
that, if Vivian died without an heir, the
whole of the property would pass to Sir
Arthur, and she would be left penniless as
she was before her marriage. Her husband
had wished, and wished still, to persuade
her tolive more within their income, 1n order
that he might lay by some of the interest to
form a fund for her possible widownood ; but
she would not permit him to do so, and all
he had been able to accompiish was to insure

his hfe heavily in her behaif, Young, strong,

and healthy, he probably thought little of the
chance of death tnat lay before him, but she
never foxgot it. Night and day the question
was before-her,
she left wilowed and cnildless ?’ and, as Lady
William shrewdly observed, the iutense
looging for an heir was baving the worst
effect upon her health and spirits. She re-

sented her disappointment, also, by a peevish

and irrizable manner towards her husband,
who had had the very first advice on her
condition, and carried her to Nice and

various other places, in nopes of making her -

stronger. Yet here they were back in
London again, with Regina as languid as
ever, and no apparent chance of the ardently
wished-for baby. This httle failure in her
matrimonial speculation made Mrs. Vivian
Chnasemore almost rude in her behaviour to
Sir Arthur. She had never had more than
a passing fancy for that geotleman, founded
on his title and prospective tortune, and
since her marriage with his cousin, their re-
lations had been so distant that she consid-

ered it a gross libertv on the baronet’s part .
to establish himself in their house on his re- .

turn from Algiers, as if it were his nataral
home.

She believed he had invited himself for
the sole motive of spying out ‘how the land
lay,” and she resented his presumption in
consequence. She was barely civil to him—
a mood on her part which seemed rather to
amause Sir Arthur than to affront him, and
for which warm-bearted and hospitable
Vivian amply made up by the genunine wel-
come he accorded to his cousin. The family
party at this time was also increased by the
addition of Mr. Everard Selwyn, Vivian’s

* What should she do were

old friend, whom he had persuaded to take
a holiday to help him get over one of the
dullest months in London. The three men
were merry enough at the dinner that suc-
ceeded the conversation I have related, and,
before the meal was soncluded, had agreed
to spend the rest of the evening at the
theatre, for which Regina heard them take
their departure as she sat in solitary state in
her drawing-room, sipping a cup of coffee.
No loving husband ran in for five minutes to
fivg her a farewell kiss and smile before he
eft the house with his friends. Vivian
would have done it a year , but i
had 80 often called him °childish and silly ’
for asking for or giving such a token of af-
fection, that he had discontinued the prac-
tice.  She felt a little lonely as the hall-
door was shut upomn them, but she tried
| to persuade herself that the house was much
. Pleasanter and quieter without -their pre-
sence.

Then she pondered awhile on the strange-
neas of Mrs. General Chasemore’s visit, and
thought she should like to hear what the
lady kad to say for herself, and finally she
rang the bell and desired the footman to
send her maid to her. Mrs. Perkins ap-
peared. She was a young woman of not
more than Regina’s own age,who had never
been Mrs. Perkins nor Mrs. Anybody Else,
but had adopted the matronly prefix to her
name because it made the ‘low menials in
the servants’ ’all,’ as she denominated them,
‘ more mindful of her position.’

‘ Perkins " commenced Regina, °did you
see the lady who called this afternoon and
retused to leave her name?

‘No, ma’am, I didn't! James he called
me down to speak with Miss Farthingale,
but the other lady was gone by that time.’

‘Mr. Chasemore gave James an order not
to admit her if she comes again. He thinks
she is some begging letter-writer, who will
worry me for money. Gentlemen don’t un-
derstand these things, you know. Bat I
wish to speak to her in case she requires
relief, and when she calls, if your master
should be out, see that she is shown up to
my”priv&te room. Do you understand
me ?

‘ Ob, yes, ma’sm, certainly—if you will
make it right with James, ma’am.’

‘No! n¥ don’t want to be bothered with
James. It i8 your business to ‘‘make it
right,” as you express it, with him. You
have your orders, and all you have to do is
to obey them.’

‘Yes, ma’am-—certainly, ma’am. If the
master should be out, you say*’ repeated
Mrs. Perkins, rolling up her apron.
strings, .

A
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‘Justso! If the master should be out, o
course ! I don’t want him to be knocking

apf
against this person when he has just said she
is not to be admitted. You are growing stu-
pid, Perkins ! You will have to brighten up
a little, or you will compel me to fill your
place with a more competent person.’

‘ Oh no, ma’am, I hope not. I always do
my best to please you, ma’am, and I should
be very sorry not to give you satisfaction. I
will see that your orders are attended to,
ma’am,’ exclaimed the obsequious Perkins,
as she curtseyed herself out of the room.

But not without a pang at being pledged
to deceive the bright-eyed, gay-tempered
master !

Vivian was twice as popular in the ser-
vant’s ball as bis beautiful wife. But a
mistress is paramount in her own household,
and every menial knows wbo holds the reins
of gover t. In therefore of
this stratagem, and in spite of James’s and

Perkin’s fears, it was apnounced to Regina, .

some five or six days afterwards, that the
lady wno had refused to give her name had
called again, and was at that moment await-
ing her presence in the boudoir, where Mrs.
Vivian Chasemore went with all haste to
greet her.

The boudoir was a fanciful little room
which Vivian had fitted up with all sorts of
treasures for the reception of his bride, and

wher Regina entered it on the !present occa- -

sion, she found the stout lady, who has been

already described, busily employed in exam- :

ining a rare bit of china through her double
eyeglass.

¢ Mrs. Vivian Chasemore,I presume !’ said
the stranger, au she turned at the opening of

the door and confronted Regina, and then ,

the latter perceived that she had aslight halt
in her walk, as though one hip was weak or
had been injured. ‘1 must introduce
myself,’ she continued, as Regina bowed in
acquiescence to her remark ; ¢ though it seems
hard, Mrs, Vivian, that I should bave to do
s0,
the late General Chasemore, and your hus-
band’s step-mother. But perhaps you have
never even been informed of my existence?’

‘Oh yes, I have!’ replied Regina, as she
motioned her visitor to a chair.

This 1onged and dyed and whitened
woman was the very last sort of person to
take her fancy or engage her interest, and
yet she had a curiosity to learn what brought
her there which would not be baulked.

‘Indeed !
would have had the grace to mention my
name to you. Ah! my dear, he has not
been a good step-son to me, though you may
not like to hear it, and his poor father was

I am Mrs, Chasemore, the widow of '

1 hardly thought that Viviaun |

actually hurried into his grave by his an.
dutiful conduct.

‘I am very sorry,’ faltered the wife, who
hardly knew what to reply tosuch an accu-.
sation. ‘Do you mean by his going on the

Mrs. Chasemore ?’ .

‘Partly! And that was a shocking thing
for & man of his birth and education to do,
leaving such a home as he had too, replete
with every comfort and luxury, to wallow in
the mire of social life ! It was the General’s
death-blow—positively and truly his death-
blow !’

¢ 1 quite agree with you that it was a
shocking thing,’ said Regina, gravely. ¢ In-
deed, we never speak of it, the reminiscence
is so painful.’

*Ah! you feel it too! I thought you
would, reared in the refinement of aristo-
. cratic society ; but I suppose Vivian bears
| your animadversions on the subject better
{ than he used to do mine.’

‘I am afraid not. He has still a great
! hankering after his atage friends, and will not
| hear a word against them.’

I ¢Well, it 18 & mercy his grandfather’s
i eccentric will came in force to save him from
. such a gulf. He is quite a brand plucked
{ from the burning. He will be more careful
. in choosing his acquaintance now, it is to be
- hoped, for your :&e and that of hie family,
You have a son to inbherit, 1 believe ¥

‘No, I have not,replied Regina, with a
: deeper shade over her bexutiful face.

‘What a pity! and when every alley
| swarms with dirty brats! However, let us
i hcpe for the best. I never had much love
i for the new baronet. A self-sufficient, con-
| ceited, money-grasping cad ¥ .
‘Bard terms,’ said Mrs. Vivian, smiling,
i “Nothing could be too hard for Sir Arthur
{ my dear, in my opinion, and I'd do a great
{ deal to strip him of his title. But we must
mapage to keep hin out ot the money. I'm
| afraid it's entailed.’
H . Ye‘" .

‘Ab ! 80 old Farthingale told me. Itis
just like Sir Peregrine. He never could do
a kind thing without some condition that
rendered it worthless, Does vour husband
_ know that I'm here ¥ continued Mrs. Chase-
{ more suddenly, as she turned round upon
! Regina. .

To this question the other woman did not
" know what to reply, and in her confusion
blurted out the truth.

“To be plain with you, he does not: He
{ was angry when he found out from the
i servant’s description that you had called last
! week, and gave orders you were not to be
i admitted. But I thought ycu might have
: something of consequence to say to me, and
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80 I ventured privately to countermand his !

order. Still, I would rather Viyisn did not
hear of your visit to-day.”
Mrs. Chasemore fixed her eyes upon

Regina’s face and guessed the truth in a,

moment.

‘Something to say to you,’ she repeatei, -
with a harsh laugh. ‘1 fandy I should find a |

great many things to zay to you, that would
considerably open your eyes, if we had time
to discuss the past. Ah! you’re a sharp
girl, my deer, but you don’t know every-
thing yet. And so you don’t get on too well
wita Vivian, eh?’

‘I did not say 8o, Mrs. Chasemore.’

¢ No, but you’ve let it out all the same.

Well, never mind ; you're not worse off than .
It’s the usual fate of married .

others.
people. If you had been very happy toge-

ther, perhaps I shouid not have ventured to -

intrude myself upon your presence. You
would have believed all he told you, and
the very worst of me-——’

¢ Indeed, Mrs. Chasemore————’

‘ You needn’t take trouble to deny it,
my dear. Master Vivian has not concealed
his real opimon of me, even from myself.
I nave the misfortune to know a great deal
more about his former life than he would
care to be repeated to his wife, and there-
fore he has been msst anxious to keep us
separate, There is no secret in the matter.
He toid me so, before you went abroad,with
his own lips.’

¢ But I always understood that you and
he quarrelled so violently in his father’s life-

time that it was the cause of his going on .

the staye, Mrs. Chasemore.’

¢ That is what Vivian told you, is it ?
only proves how men will stoop to deceive
when they have anything to gain by it. I
shall not attempt to> deny the charge. I have
only called here for the purpose of assuring
you that there is no enmity on my side, and
that if [ am nov admitted to your house
in common with other visitors, it is by your
husband’s wishes, and not mine.’

‘But it is unheard of,’ said Regins, warmly,

¢ that his father’s widow should be excluded. i

Believe me, Mrs. Chasemore, that I have
had nothing to do with it, and I shall tell
Vivia: my opinion en the matter as scon as
he returnes home.’

¢ Pray do nothing of the sort; It will only !
make things worse instead of better. I never :
go ous 1n society now,for my health has been |

very indifferent since the poor general died.

it

if 1canjeverbeof theslightest service to you,I
shall be deligeted.’ '

‘You are very kind. But it would seem
strange to make use of a friend who has not
even admitted to my house. You had better
let me speak to Vivian about it. Idon’t in
the least mind his being angry.’

‘You will do no good. His enmity to me
is too deep-rooted, and some day you will
. know the cause.  But if I might sometimes
see you alone in tne dusk as now, and hear
how you are getting on together, it would
give me great pleasure.’

‘I will give my maid orders to bring you
up here whenever you caill. If you ask for
her, she will always let you know exactly
who is in the house and who is out of it.
But I am generally alone,when Iam at home,
in the afternoons.’

‘I may hope, then, sometimes to see you.
Meanwhile, Mrs. Vivian, I wish yon would

- remember that there are two sides to every
' questioo, and that the rash act by which my

step-son cut himself off from his friends and
family requires some very strong excuse to
render it justifiabie.’

¢ Nothing could justify it,” cried Regina,
‘and it is absurd to suppose that you can
have been the cause: 1 tell him so every

_ day, and yet he brings his horrid actor ac-

quaintaaces, that he knows I cannot bear
the sight of, to stay in the house, and sit
- down at the same table with me.’

‘From which his poor father’s widow is
excluded,” sighed Mrs, Chasemore. ‘Ah!
well, my dear, he may yet live to know his
true friends from his false ones.’

‘1 should like to have a good long talk
with you,’ said Regina, as her visitor rose to
leave. ‘When will you come again?’

¢ Well, I think, under the circumstances, I
had better not come unless you send for me.
Here is my card and address. Should you
. be alone any day or evening, and would like

to have my company, I shall be delighted to
! bestow it on you.’
i ¢1 will let you know the first opportunity,
- Mrs. Chasemore. I long to hear all you can
i tell me.of Vivian’s former life.’
{ ‘That would takea good many evenings I
" am afraid, my dear,’ replied Mrs. General
{ Chasemore, with an ominous shake of the
! head, as she shook hands with Regina and
~ quitted the room.

_CHAPTER VIIL

¢ YOU HAVE KILLED THE BEST PART IN ME.’

It is & very lonely condition to be a widow, °

my dear, as I dare say your mamma has '

often told you. Bat I thought I should like
to have a look at you, and to assure you that,

It was latein the afternoon when Mrs.
: Greneral Chasemore left her step-son’s house.
! Mrs. Perkins, who was sent downstairs as
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avant-ocourier to see that the coast was clear,
and order James to be in readiness to open
the door, whispered to him pertly that  the
master’s ma ’ was ready to go. and he was to
‘bundle her out before any one saw her.’
The oocupauts of the servants’ hall had
the identity of the supposed ‘begging
1mposter’ from the beginning, and from am-
biguous sentences dropped here and there,
had gathered pretty mearly the whole of her
: history, and the terms she was on with her
step-son, before she paid her second visit to
the house. What a mistake it is to suppose

that we ean ever keep anything a secret from
our servants ! The footman who stands be. |
hind their chairs knows how often his master !
and mistress have words together, as well as |
they do themselves, and the maid that
brushes out her lady’s hair has guessed
whither her affections are wandering before

her own heart has decided the question.
James stuck his tongue in his cheek as
Perkins delivered ina's m to him,
and then :hhtiolrdu:limnelfd at the in;l,-door,
peepin rou; e side-panes of glass at
the ontger world, after the hl::ilon or London
footmen, whilst he awaited the advent of
ral Chasemore. In another minute
passed through the hall, and been let

out of the house in apparent safety.

% Bat fortune was against her. As she

reached the lowest step, Vivian, lounging
home frome his club earlier than usaal,and on
foot, which he seldom did,turned from Port-
land Place into Premier Street, and recog-

nised her figure. His step-mother was near-
sighted : she lost the opportunity, therefore,
of crossing the road and getting out of his
way, and the consequence was that they
slmoet ran into each other's arms. Mrs.
Chasemore would gladly have him,
but Vivian wou'd not let her do so. He
guessed the reason of her contiguity to his
residence, and was boiling with passion, even
as he raised his hat, with the same

with which he would have siluted any other
lady ef his acquaintance.

“Mrs. Chasemore,’ he said, as he stopped
in front of her, I must request a few words
with you before you go any further.’. «

¢ God bless my soul ! it's Vivian!' she re-
plied,dooking at him through her es
with a brasen air. ‘ Why,I thought you fine
London gentlemen never left your ctubs till
it was time for your dinuer! Whatever
brings you home at five o’clock ¥
. *Good luck, perhaps, since I have run
+ against you. ‘1% is not the tire you
have been in the neighbourqvod, Mrs.
Chasemore ! I must request it will be the

last.’
“2!You request it indeed! What next?

\‘)
Is the whole of Portland Place and its en-
virons your property,that one must ask your
leave before placing your foot in it ¥

‘You know what I mean well enough !
You called at my house the other day with
the intention of seeing my wife. ell, I
don’t intend that you shall see my wife—
that is all ¥

‘Is the lady so submissive, then, that
7 She will b swbrmiae instanos,

¢ She wi submissive in this i
because I will make her so0.’

‘Dear me! You seem to rule’the roost
with a vengeance ! But take care you don’t
go too far.  Our sex is apt to overleap a
strained authority.’

¢ My wife has no desire to overleap mine
—at all events, in this instance. She has
been carefully bro:il‘x)t up, and is most par-
ticular in her own choice of acquaintances.’

‘*Ah, I know your compliments of old,
Vivian ! But you have yet to prove that I
have been calling upon on your carefully
brought-up wife.’

‘1 saw you descend the steps of my
house !’

¢ Perbaps 1 was inquiring for you.’

M You may save yourself the trouble for
the future. Once for all, Mrs. Chasem
any servant of mine that admite you -m
get his dismissal. Idon’t wish to repeat
what has so often been said between us be-
fore ; but, after your past conduct to my
father and myself, you shall never the
threshold of any ho#se of mine ! R”you
und%ratan:‘:m ?’

‘You e your meaning plain enough,
and with your usual politeness.’

©I don’t want to rude, but you foree
me to be plain-spoken! You have alread
compelled me to to my servants m
more openly than I like to do upon sauch
subjects, and to forbid them to allow you to
enter the houge.’

‘Oh, your servants are doubtless as smb-
missive as your wife !’ cried Mrs. Chase-
more,ironically.

A suspicion darted into Vivian's mind.

¢ Isit possible that you have been admit-
ted ?’ heasked inquisitively. R

But Mrs, Chasemore perceived that she
hadlgone too far. ble th

‘1t is not possible that you can require %o
‘put such a question to me,’ ah?::pliul
¢since you are so assured of the fealty of
your household.’

‘I will find it out, however, before am-
other hour is ever our heads ; and those whe
have disobeyed my orders shall suffer for it I
he said, as he strode away from her and em-
tered his home,

James answered the door $o him. He saw
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at a glance that his master was ruffled, and
dreaded what he might have heard. Vivian
desired that he would follow hum to the
library. )

¢ Who has been here this afternoon?’ he
demanded, in a determined tone of voi:e, as
the door was clesed behind them. Trce ser-
vant commenced to stammer. ‘None of
your lhnﬁlmf !’ exclaimed his master, ¢ You
know what
you a strict order last week not to admit a

another. Baut 'tain’t our fault, any way, and
the master’s too good not to see that, if it's
only to put him 1n the proper light.’

But Mrs. Perkins was rather mistaken in
her calculations on Vivian’s ¢ goodness.” He
was standing on the hearthrug when the
servants re-entered the room, restlessly tap-
ping the floor with his foot ; whilst a deep
spot of crimson burned ominously on either

mean well ecough. I gave | cheek.

‘Perkins,” he commenced,‘ by whose

certain rson to my hom’ and I met her 1 orders did you tell J. &Ple& to admit the l‘d’
Jjust novge descending the steps. Has she ! who has been here this afternoon ?’

been here orno !’ ; . ‘She wasn’t here more than half an hour,
James did not know what to answer. He  sir, I am sure, on the whole.’
wished to screen his mistress ; but he was, ‘Wil you answer my question? sma
not a liar by nature, and the best manner in | Vivian, angrily. ¢ Who told you to tell
which to shield ber did not occur readily to | James to sdmit her ¥
him. i ¢ My mistress, sir,’ replied Perkins, whim-
‘If you please, sir, I wish you’d ask Mrs. ; pering ; ‘and 1’m sure it's very ’ard upon a
Perkins about it.’ | poor servant when she’s bound to obey her
‘1sball do oo such thing! My orders | lady in ail things, even if she do so0 against
were given to you, and I demand an answer | the master, to find as she’s only blamed for
to my question from you. Has that woman | her pains.’
been admitted to this house to-day ?’ i ¢ Did you understand that this woman was
¢ Well, sir, it was entirely by Mrs. Per- | to be admitted against my express order to
king’ order. It went altogether against me | the contrary ¥’ .
todoit !’ . i, .. Of course you did!’ interposed James, who
* Mra. Perking’ orders !’ thundered Vivian. | felt it would be a comfort to have a partner
¢ Who is Mrs. Perkins, I should like to ; in his gmlt. ¢ We’'ve talked it over,scores of

know? Isshe the mistress of this house? | times, and wondered at missus goiug against
How dare you try to screen yourself behind | the master tor such as her.’

Mrs. Perkins?’ i ‘Buov I d dn’t know ’ begun the wo-
¢ Well, sir, she brought her mistress’s . man.
orders, of course, and b didn’t kpow how to | . ‘No more of this !’ interrupted Vivian]
g0 against them. I'm very rorry if I've | “one of you is as bad asthe other, and you
disobeyed you, sir, but it’s very hard for a ' will both leave my service to-morrow morn-
servant to know what to do, when two i ing.” At this abrupt intelligence the servints
people pull different ways.’ . Were agh ast,
‘Two people pull different ways,” The , _*Leave your service,sir! they exclaimed
homely expression cut Vivian's heart like a , simultaneously.
knife. He felt it.to be so sure. But he was ‘Certainly ! The tirst duty of a servant is
too proud to let his servant guess how ke , obedience, and you have both failed in it. 1
had wounded him. i will not keep you s day longer under m:
‘ Thore’s only one master in this house, roof. The butler shall pay you your month’s
James, and as you dont seem to know the ; Wages, and you will quit the house by swelve
fact, you'll have to learn it. Go aud fetch | o’'clock. And I will treat any other servant
Perkins, and retarn here with her—at once ! | who dares to dispute my authority, never
Do you hear?’ { mind at whose instigation, in the sam
The footman, with a most crestfallen air, ; manner.’
. left the room to find the lady's-maid. She | But when the two domestics had mourn-
was in Regina's dressing-room, busy over | fully retired, Vivian felt that his anger was
something that was required immediately, | not yet appeased. It had not been directed
and very anwilling to leaveit ; but when she , against the right object. Perkins and James
heard James's story, she looked as grave as | might have falled in their allegiance to him-
he, and bundled her work to one side at ! self, but who, after all, was to blame them,
ence. | when they had been instigated to re-
‘Lor! you don’t mean to tell me as the | bellion by his own wife? He felt that he
master’s found 1t out !’ she exclaimed. ‘Well, ;| must see Regina, and he knew the interview
there will be a flare-up and no mistake, for | would be a trying one. His servants’ dis-
when them two get to loggerheads, they | obedience mignt make him angry, but his
don’t seem to care what they say o ome ' wife’s cut him to the soul. The dismissal
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of his whole household could not purify it,
whilst she held the reins of gevernment and
guided it in an opposite direction from what
he desired her. He could wreak his ven-
eance on his poor irresponsible menials, by
gepriving them of a sitanation ; but his bean-
tiful wayward wife, whom he still loved so
much. and who was so esseatially indifferent
to him, what could he do to make her tract-
able and obedient? Nothing but love or
fear can guide a woman, and Reyina knew
neither feeling. She was totally free from
all apprehension oi difficulty or danger, and
seemed to think her poaition s0 secare, that
sbe could aflord to act just as she chose
The position which, had she loved him, she
would have dreaded to lose her sovereignty
over her husband’s heart—was a matter which
she would have laugned to scorn had it been
presented to her. But she could feel anger,
deep and lasting, if any of her pet designs
were frustrated, and Vivian feared to raise
a tempest in her which he might find it diffi-
cult to quell. Yet his mind was so firmly
made up upon this subject of Mrs. General
Chasemore, that he resolved at all costs to
speak. He was sti.l cogitating what he
should say to Regina, and how in a few
strong words he shoald make her auderatand
that he would not be thwarted, when she
" saved him the trouble of farther deliberation,
by appearing in the library ready armed for
battle.

Mrs., Perkins had flown weeping to her
mistress, t0 communicate the sad result of
their joint duplicity, and the idea that
Vivian had dared to dismiss her private
attendant without her sanction, had roused
Regina to a fury.  As she entered the room
and slammed the door pehind her, Vivian
thought he had never seen her look a0 hand-
some. An angry flush nad moanted into
her usually colourless checks, aud her eyes
glowed with passion.

¢ What do you mean, Vivian,’ she com-
meuced loudly, ‘by dismissing my maid
without my authority® I never heard of
such a thing before, aud I won't stand it.

Perkins is my servant, not yours, and I
refuse to allow her to leave tkis house on the |
dismissal of any one but myseif.’
Vivian had hoped to argue the point with |
his wife coolly ; but her ‘insolent matter |
irritated him, though the voice in which he
answered her was apparently calm. |
* What you aliow, or do not allow, is not |
of the slightest consequence in this manner, |
Regina. The s-rvants have disobeyed my
oriders, and they will leave my service, as 1
told them ; ana aiter what pas passed, you
should be glad, instead of sorry, to think that
they will be removed from your sight.’ i

‘And for ‘what reason, pray ’ she de-
manded.

* Because, if you thought rightly, it should
be a source of coustant humiliation to you to
keep urder your eyes two people whom you
have stooped to make your companions in de-
ceiving me.’

*No such thing! i laid my commands
upon, them, as you might have dome, and
they obeyed them. And if you procure fresh
servants to-morrow, they sball not remain in
this bouse unless they obey what order I
choose to give them.’

‘Then you mast learn Lo make your orders
agree with mine. I confess that James and
Perkins are not nearly so much to blame a
you are, but you have brought these conse-
quences upou their heads, and they must
bear the brunt of them.’

*If T am to blame, pray what do you con-
sider you should be, who shut your doors in
the face of your own father’s widow, just
because you are afraid of what she may dus-
close concerning you?’

¢Is that one of hiea that woman has al-
ready been pouring into your ears?’ cried
Vivian, roused by her manner to show his
irritation as well as feel 1t.

‘1 dou’t believe it to be alie! I might
have done so if you had not appeared so ter-
ribly afraid of my meeting your step-
mother ; but your very fear proclaims that

you have something to dread from her.’

¢ Take care what you say, Regina. You
had better not go too tar !’ repliea her hus-
band, with closed teeth.

‘Oh! you doz’t suppose I am afraid of
speaking it to me. Thank goodness, my
antecedents are at the service of anybody
who may feel an interest in them.’

¢ It would be very strange, considering
you are a woman, if they were not.’

‘1 don’t kuow that ! Thnere are very few
women nowadays who can afford to have the
whole of their single lives laid bare.’

*What extracrdinary specimens of the sex
you must have been in the ‘habit of a<sociat-
mg with!’ o

‘Pernaps I have! More extraordinary
than such as you made your companions

| when you adopted that honourable profession

—the stage.’

‘I often wish I had never left it,’ said
Vivian, impatiently. ‘The friends I made
there were at least honest. Tney didn’t
collude with their inferiors in order to de-
celve me.’

¢ On, that’s a hit at me, of course! So
gentlemanly and delicate of you to turn
everything I say into a fresh reproach. It
shows what a good effect your early training
has had upon you.’
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‘It has had at least the effect of making
me independent and determined to be the
master in my own house, and of my own

wife. And that you appear still to have
to learn, Regina.’

¢ Assertion is no proof ! You will have
%o prove yourself my master before I shall
acknowl you as such.’

‘ Don’t force me to prove it in any way
which we may regret hereafter. Come,
Regina, I have no wish to deal with you
otherwise than gently in this matter ! Only
give me your word of honour that this woman
whom I know to be a most unfit associate
for you, shall never again be admitted to
our house, and I will say no more about it.’

‘ Indeed ! I shall promise nothing of the
sort. Oa the contrary, I desire that you
countermand the orders you huve laid upon
James and Perkins. It isa gross insult to
me, as the mistress of the house, that they
should be dismissed because they have done
as I had told them to do.’

‘Then you must put up with the insult.
You may be the mistress of the hous& and I
have never disputed your authority until now;
but you are not mistress of yourself, and it is
time you learned who is your master !’

‘My master indeed !’ cried Regina. °1I
would acknowledge no man as such, even if
he were the king upon his throne !’

‘You’ll have to acknowledge me as such,
all the same,’ returned Vivian coolly ; ¢ and
the soongr the better, for your own sake as
well as mine. 1 havelet you have your way
too long, and it is time you should submit to
my control.’ *

¢ Submit to your control ‘Jshe echoed,scorn-
fully. *Make me do is if you can! I defy

ou !’ -
¥ He strode to herside,and grasped her by
the arm.

*Don’t make me use brute force,” he said-

in a low voice, as he looked her full in the
face.

Regina did not blench before him. She
stared at him back again, hard and unyield.
ing at brass,

‘Just what I should have expected of you,’
she said mockingly ; ¢ wrencir my arm out of
the socket, do ! It would only be on a piece
with the rest of your manly behaviour.
Brute force indeed! Why, it's the only sort
of force which you know how to exercise upon
a woman.’ .

‘1 am not likely to hurt you,” he returned
¢ but if yeu comtizue in this state of rebellion
I shall disgrace you, by locking you up in
your own room until you come to your
seuses. Once for all, Regina, I will- be
obeyed, and 1t is useless your attempting to
oppose me.

) ﬁ\

any of your associates or pleasures until now,
but here I am firm. You must promise
me never to see Mra. Gemeral Chasemore
again, or I shail take means to make you obe-
dient.’

‘Well then, I shall not promise you
There " Vivian’s handsome face grew very

dark as he tightened his upon her arm
with the intention of leadi er upstaira,

¢ Coward !' she exclaimed in a fary. “‘You
are hurting me I’

At that word his held relaxed, and he
let her go. Bat his anger was increased ten-

fold. .

{ No man has ever dared to call me by that
name,’ he said.

‘ But a woman dares I’ she retortéd. ¢ You
are a double coward, first for trying to inti-
midate me by your words, and then, findi
them fail, by your violence. But you wil
learn that I am not to be treated in this way
with impunity. Itisall verp well when you
have got me in the library with the door
shut, but we'll see whether you will like to
rcpeat your conduct in the presenee of your
cousin Sir Arthur and your fine actor friend
Mr. Selwyn.’

‘I should not be ashamed to repeat what
I have said or done this hor in the presence
of the whole world. I have not uttered a
falsehood as you have. Regina ! you know
that I am not a coward. During the years
that we have been married, and the many
unhappy differences that have taken place
between us, I have never treated you other-

I have never interfered with !

wise than with justice and forbearanee. Only
; unsay those words. Tell me that you do not
| really think me a coward, and I will do all
! that lies in my power to make my wishes
| coalesce with yours.’
| " But Regina saw that she had gained the
upper hand in tormenting, and with the
usual prettiness of her sex,

would not forego
one iota of her triumph, although a proud

; man stooped to sue for peace at her hands.
‘I can’t unsay them ! I think you have
proved yourself a thorough coward by the
way in which you have tried to domineer
over me to-day, and I despise you for it from
! the bottom of my heart.’
! ‘You despise me! Good God! has it
come to this? You will tell me next that

you do not love me.’ -

‘ Is it to be supposed that I oan, after the
brutal manner in which you,have behaved

tome?’ ” S
Vivian staggered backward. With all her
cool indifference, Regina had never gone so
far ;;' this, i did
‘Why did you marry me i you did not
love mey? ’ he e’xchimed,in a voice of anguish,
But the anguish did not appeal to her
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hard heart. She felt cold and unyielding as
stone.

‘Heaven knows! Iam surel don’t. I
suppose my mother had raised the devil in
me, worse than usual, on the day that you
‘were s0 unlucky as to propose.’

¢ And you took me as the least unpleasant
alternative ?’

She -hmiged her shoulders.
‘It may have been so. We were horribly

poor you know, and the prospect of any
ct:ange must have appeared Kehghtfm to me
en.

‘Go on ! go on !’ exclaimed her hasband,
sarcastically ; ¢tell me that you married me
for my money only, and finish your tiendish
wo k at once.’

¢ Really, Vivian, to hear the pathetic man-
ner in which you put the question, one would
imagine you had never heard of such a
thing as 3 woman marrying for a settlement
before.’

He looked into her unsympathetic eyes
and seemed to read the truththere, notwith-
standing the vagueness of her reply.

‘God forgive m, ina,’ he said bitter-

s ‘you have killed all the best part in me
from to-da

And vit{. that he turned away, leaving
her standing in the dusk-laden library alome,
snd rushed out again, apparently not know-

ing or caring whither, into the bleak
air,

CHAPTER VIL

‘ INDERD YOU {HAD BETTER SEND
DOCTOR.

A% first Regina quite believed that he
would return to dinner. She heard the
vehement slam as the ball-door closed after
him, and she laughed quietly to herself, and
thought that his anger would soon evaporate
in the cool evening air.  This was not the
first quarrel that had marred the harmony
of their married life, though it was by far
the worst. And when their former dissen-
sions had taken place, Vivian had always
been the one to come round first, and try to
restore peace between them. His loving
heart could not bear the semblance of cold-
ness, and he was never happy until he had
forced her to confess that she was appeased.
It would be the same on this ccca<ion, so
she thought—indeed, she rather prided her-
self that she had gone so far, and believed
it would do Vivian good, if he thought that
instead of having secured her affec-ion he
had still to win and deserve it. 8o, after
the first shock of her husband’s abrupt de-
parture was over, she went upstairs very

FOR A

complacently to dress for dioner. They
expected a fow friends to juin them that
evening, and Regina imagined that a little
extra attention to ber toilet wiuld havea
beneficial eff-ct upon Vivian's feelings.
So she ordered the subdued and tearful Pur-
kins to robs her in one of the most becoming
dresses—a cream-coloured satin, which dis-
played every line of her figure to perfection,
and iz which ahe had already called forth her
husband’s warmest admiration. Her golden
bair was bound round her head with strings
of pearls, and the same ornaments graced her
bosom and her arms. As she stood before the
glass, preparatory to descending to the draw-
1ng-room, she lovked as pure aud pale as a
tinted statue. 8he did not presume so far as

to promise a re-installation ia office to the -~ ~

weeping lady’s maid.but she threw out strong
bints that it was not an imposmbility, which
made Mra. Perkins later in the evening
coofide her - suspicions to James, that ¢ the
mistress must have got the better of the
master this time,” at which conjscture the
deling rr,'“tﬁ~ But before
loog their hopes waxed fainter. Amongst
the friends whom Regina hal invited to
dinner that evening were she Farthingales,
whom both Sir Arthur and Vivian desired
to meet after their ab from England. |
The little lawyer and his daughter, er
with two or three other guests, the
gentlemen who were staying in the house,
assembled in the draw’ng-room not long after
Regina entered it, and before the diuner-
hour arrived, their party with the exception
of Vivian were complete. Naturally,inquiries
began to be made after the master of the
bouse, and James was sent on inore than one
fruitless erraud to his dressing-room to see if
he had come in.  All kinds of notions were
started to account for his absence ; only Mr.

| Everard Sclwyn, to whom Regina had an

instinctive aversion appeared to guess the
true state of the case.

‘I thought 1 heard Chasemoreand you
talkiog in the library, Mrs. Chasemore,
aboutan hour ago !’ he said with a suspicious
look at his hostess.

¢I have nodvubt you did ! Vivian had just
come in ircvm his club,and was detailing some
of the servants’ delinquencies to me in sodra-,
matic a manner that I told him he would be
heard down in the kitchen. But he acquired
that horrid Labit of talking loud, I suppose.
upon the stage, and I am afraid he will never

p it.’

‘ It must be awkward sometimes !’ said
Selwyn, dryly-

‘ How much longer are we to wait for
hins ¥ ir.quired 8ir Arthur, with the freedom
of a relawon, as he consulted his watch. ‘It
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is nearly half-past eight, and the entrees will
be spoiled, as well as the cook’s temper.

“Not forgetting your own !’ rejoined Re-

ina. ‘We will not risk it, Sir Arthur.
inper shall be served at once.” And she
gave the necdesary orders to the servants,

It will be remembered that when he had
hoped to make her his wife, Sir Arthur
Chasemore had very sincerley admired Res
giln. Nettleship., That admiration had not

ied out, notwithstanding the severe blow his
vanity had received at her hands—notwith-
standing also thatiRegina invariably snubbed
him, for an undue s‘love of admiration was not

\¢ular sins. She was too
perhaps, to overrate its
value ; and at the same time she regarded
the baronet wish peculiar aversion on account
of his being the heir to her husband’s pro-
perty. And Selina Farthingale, who had
quite recovered any perscnal wound she may
have received by Sir Arthur’s openly avowed
distaste to her, yet could not watch his
evideat appreciaticn of the appearance of
Regina, in her cream coloured satin dress,
without a pang of jealousy—a feeling which
one can scarcely reconcile with her keen
desire to be revenged upen the baronet. But
women’s hearts are the strangest contradic-
tions, and the most unlikely feelings to grow
together lie coiled there like a nest of snakes.
You may be sure that Selina had not carrned
away Miss Janet Oppenheim’s letter fro
the hall table without reading it, and she
triumphked inwardly and maliciously as she
sat in Regina’s drawing-room and remem-
bered that it had never reached the hands
for which it was intended. Its contents had
somewhat startled her, for by them she
learned that the pupil-teacher at Clarence
Lodye and Sir Arthur Chasemore had been
corresponding freely during the whole period
of his wanderings abroad, and looked forward
to meeting on his return as natarally as
though they had been the oliest of friends.
Selina had not yet decided on her line of
action in the matter -whether she should
openly inform Miss Netherwood of the un-
scemly intimacy her teacher was secretly
carrying on,or bide her time and work in the
dark, a8 80 many of her dear sex delight to
do. Her anger at the discovery she had
made was die more to the belief that Sir
Arthur had informed Janet of the interview
that bad passed between Mr. Farthingale
and himself, than to any fear that Miss Op-
penheim was ambitious to usarp the place
she had coveted. That was too ridiculous
an idea to find harbour in her mind for a
single moment. This was the first occasio;
on which the Farthingales and Sir Arthur
Chasemore had met since his return hefne,

and their mutual greetings\ (although the
little lawyer still managed thq money affairs
of both cousins) were rathef constrained.
The baronet could not forget that the hard
terms on which Mr. Farthingale advanced
compelled him

on for while, and

leave England ; whilst tbe lawyer, on his
part, keenly repfembered the cool disdain
with which his/own proposals on a certain
memorable occision had heen rejected by the
impoverished parvnet. It was consequently

Sir Arthur’s fole to appear as ‘debonnair’ an

unembarrassed as possible, which he did by

talking freely of the delightful sojourn he

had made abroad,and the collection of pretty

;:llilings which he had brought back with
m

‘I have a set of carved coral from Algiers,
that is a perfect marvel for beauty of work-
manship,’ he said, as the party sat round
the dinner table. ‘I purchased it fora little
friend of mine who is very fair—as fair as
yourself, Regina, and I expect it will create
quite a sensation wheu she appears in it.’

‘You have never shown it to me,’ re-
marked Regina, languidly. Something like
fear had sprung up in her breast at Vivian’s
prolonged absence.  Did he really mean
what he had said this time?

* Because I have not yet unpacked them,’
replied Sir Arthur ; ¢but 1 am sure you will
say they are unique. I want Vivian to see
them before they go away. He thinks so
much of those coral cameos he got in Rome
last year.’

¢ And who is
Regina.

“Ah ! come, that's not fair! but I can
assure you that she is worthy of the
corals ? !

* Or, at any rate, vou may be certain she
will not reject them !’ laughed Selina
sourly.

She wondered if that minx Janet Oppen-
heim was to be the redipient of these priceless
ornaments ; but no ! it was too incredible,
What should a pupil-teacher at Clarence
Lodge do with carved corals ?

The general conversation went on briskly ;
but Regina was almost silent,s0 was Everard
Selwyn. The bleak March day had ended
in a wet night, and the heavy rain might be
heard splasning against the window-panes.
But the wife’s heart was not anxious for the
safety or well-being of her absent hasband.
All she feared was what the present com-
pany might think of his non-appearance at
his own table. It was so low and vulgar to
quarrel openly. She could not bear that
they should guess that she and Vivian ever

your ‘‘little friend ”’ 2’ said

stooped to such a thing.
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Sir Arthur was still discoursing 1y ' abnence calls for interfererice on our part.
about the countries he he had visited and the | He is not easily reasoned into adopting any
treasures he had collected, when she gave | course that is against his own wishes.’
the signal for her own sex to retire to the ¢ Don’t you think s0? said Everard Sel-
drawing-room. There were two other ladies | wyn, sorrowfully. ¢We always considered
present beside Selina, and as soon as they | him 8o very open to conviction or affection.’
were alone they naturally fell int6 pairs. The ¢ we’ grated on Regina's ear.

Miss Farthingale clung to her hosiess, and |  ‘ Perhaps he has dropped his pliability
opened warfare with a tirade of compliments. | with the rest of the good manners you taught
She had never seen Regina looking so well | him,” she answered, haughtily. ‘ However, I
or 80 young or 8o handsome in her life be- | have not the least idea where he is at present,
fore. It was a great object with Selina just | and I advise yon not to trouble yourself upon
mow to get on intimste terms in Premier-

street, and she could think of no better
means for laying the foundation of a renewed
intimacy. ‘

Mrs. %ivi;n Chasemore received all her
flattery as though it were her due. Sne had
never done more than patrouise Selina Far-
thingale in her maiden days, and she was

-scarcely likely to go further now. But like
many another self-elected planet, she loved
to have her ring of satellites revolving round
her. And Selina and she had one feeling in
common, intuitively felt, although, as yet,
unexpressed—their mutnal dislike of Sir
Arthur.

*I trust you are not feeling too anxious,
-dear Mrs, Chasemore !’ exclaimed Selina, in
reference to Vivian ‘He may have met
with some friends, and been detained. Still,
it is very curious—is it not ?°

‘Very much so. I do not imagine that

harm can have come to Mr. Chasemore ;
bat I am astonished that he shounld have for-
gotten we expected iriends this evening. He
::.lln scarcely forgive himself when he remem-
it.*

At this moment, James, handing rrund the
eoffee, whispered to his mistress that Mr.
Selwyn was anxious to speak to her for a
moment ; and, with an apology to her guests,
she left the.room. She found the actor wart-
ing outside the rom, leaning against the
marble Mercury.

I beg yonr pardon for interrupting you,
Mra, Chasemore! but I eannot feel happy
until I have heard something of Vivian.
Have  you any idea in which direction he has
gone ?

Regina’s lip curled with disdain. What
right had this vulgar professional to-interfere
in her private affairs ?

¢ Really, Mr. Selwyn, I cannot see what

" difference it would make if I did !’

* Because I mean to follow him, and bring
him home again. See what a night itis ! Is
it fit weather for Vivian to be out in his
excited condition % .

¢ Mr. Chasemore is not a child, Mr.Selwyn.
He is perfectly able to look after himself,
and I cannot see that his unpardonable

| the matter either.’

l ‘1 cannot promise that ! I must go round
to his clube, and the places where I think it -
moet likely to find him, and try and persuade

 him to hear reason. I am quite sware that

} he was very angry when he left the house.

I suppose I may say that you are anxions to

see him—may I not, Mrs. Chasemore ¥

‘ Indeed, I beg you will do nothing of the
kind !’ she answered hastily. 'It\would be
as untrue as it would be useless., As far as

I am concerned, the longer he stays away the

better ¥

She returned to the drawing-room as she
spoke,and Everard Selwyn, with a sad heart,
left the house. ‘

He was very miuch attached to Vivian,

He knew what a sterling good nature he had,

, and what a rash undisciplined temper ; and

| would never have been surprised to hear of

. any act of folly he had committed whilst

; under the influence of such a misunderstand-

, ing a8 Selwyu felt sure had taken place be-

‘ tween him and his wife. _He ran from haunt

. to haunt, seeking his frignd everywhere, but

: without success ; and at twelve o’clock he

! came back in the pourin
| hear that Vivian had alreag
| the household
i ter,

rain, hoping to
y returned. But
had heard nothing of its mase
' Regina had just dismissed her guests and
i taken her way upstairs, and Sir Arthur was
{ smoking cosily in the room set apart for the
charms of tobacco, and laughed at Selwyn
. for having been such a fool as to leave a
: warm fire and a gnod bottle of wime, to rua
i about London on a wild-gaose chase after a
' harum-scarum fellow like his cousin.
| He and my lady have had a t:ff,’ he -said,
i a8 he welcomed Everard back. “That fact
' 18 a8 plain as a pikestaff; though I can’t see
{ why Vivian should make such a fuss about it.

It's an every-day occurrence in married life
- —at least,s0 I've always heard—and nothing
| when you’re used to it. And if Mrs. Re-
! gina’s eyes tell trune tales. it’s not the first

! time by a good many she’s combed his hair

! for him with a three legued stool ! Sit down,

| Everard, my boy, and help yourself,and let’s
| drink to a long bachelorhood, and every-




.
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body’s wife but our own! We'll make a

night of it, if you like, add sit up-gntil your

precious friend chooses to come, again;

though I must say I think his cigars and

kis whiskey are better worth considération
han himself.’ v

But Sir Arthur and Everard Selwyn grew
tired even of such company before
Vivian re.urned. bhey sat g}) together,
chatting and conjecturing, until the clock
struck three, and then they stretched them+
selves and retired to bed. :

Regina heard them pass her door as she
sat in her dressing room, trying to beguile
the time with a bovk. She was beginning to
feel really nervous now-—nervous lest some-
thing should have happened to ber husband.
She could not forget that in that case she
was utterly unprovided for. No more cream-
cosoured satin dresses then, ‘nor strings of
pearls, They would have become thiugs of
the past, and she would be lucky if she con-
trived to keep clothes upon her back with
the miserable pittance Vivian’s Life assur-
ance money would provide her. Suealmost
cried as she remembered it : she pitied her-
self 80 much for what she might be called

to undergo. -

Why didn’t she have a cbild, she thought,
like other people ? Seclina Fartningale nau
been telling her ot the marriage of that
hideous little fright, Mary Martin. who had

. one shoulder much higher than the other,
and how she was now the mother of a
splendid boy. Regina believed that Selina
had only related the circumstance to make
her feel jealous, and «hie would have liked to
have boxed her ears’for it.  But it was the
usual thing. She knew several girls who
had * come out’ the same year as herself, and
were now the proprietors of three and four
ehildren—quite large families, and who cow-
plained every time she met them of the
nuisance it was to have so many little

And all she wanted was one—only one!
but she was almost tired of wishing for it
When Regina considered how much de-
pended on the advent of that one child, she
was dis to blame Providence very
freely for withholding the gift. It was not
the Pick of maternity that disappointed her :
it was the lack of an heir to stand between
her and the haunting dread of poverty. =

Four o’clock, five o’clock sounded, and
Vivian had not yet returned Sheconcluded,
then, that he muss haye gone to the house of
some friend for the nignt, and it was of no
use sitting up for him avy longer. At any
rate, she thought,as she laid her weary head
upon her piltow; if the-worss-had happened, |
she couid make it no betver by tiring herself

to death. Yet the first question she asked,
on awaking the next morning, was if any
news had been heard of Mr. Chasemore.
Mrs. Perkins answered dejectedly in the ne-
gative ; for the butler had informed ber that
if his waster did not return to couunter-order
their dismiseal, she and James would have
to leave the house, whether they liked it or
no. But an hour afterwards a harried knock
was heard upon the door of Regina’s dress-
ing room, and Mr. Selwyn’s voice demanded

-} to speak to her if possible at once. She

threw on a wrapper, and joined him on the

" landing,

__*Vivian has returned at Mrs.
Chasemore! I thought you would be
glad to know it; but he seems to have
baen wandering about all night in the rain,
and I am afraid he has made himself
thoroughly ill!’

‘Desr me! How foolish ! I thought he
bad more sense. Where is he? Why
doesn’t ‘he come here ¥

‘ He refused to do so. He has gone into
the spare bedroom and thrown himself upon
the bed. Todeed Mrs. Chasemore, I think
you had better send for a doctor. He is wet
vhrough to the skin and shivering sll over.
I am sure he will have an &ttack of illness
unless he is seen to at once.’

¢ Nonsense ! Surely a wetting can’t do a
man any harm ! However, you had better
coansult his own wishes on the subject.’

‘1 am afraid he is not fit to be consulted.
He appears haif delirious, to me.’

¢ Most likely he has h-d more than is
for him. It 18 very disgusting, but Vivian
has transgressed more than once in that way
lately. You had better send for the doctor.
Mr. Selwyn. The butler knows his address.
And pray keep Vivian away from me till he
is himself again. T have no wish to see him
in so degrading a condition.’

‘Indeed you are mistaken,” commenced
Selwyn earnestly ; but she shut the door
whilst he was speaking, and he turned away
disheartened by her want of feeling. .

He had not told her that as he went to
meet his friend in the hall that morning,
Vivian had thrown himself into his arms
and murmured incoherently : ¢ Oh, Selwyn—
Selwyn ! she doesn't care for me, my boy.
She only married m¢ for my d—d money—
she told me so ! -ﬁ:re he nearly fainted
away from the excitement and exposure he
had andergone, and that since then he had
lain face duwnwards on the bed, muttering
broker sentegces, bearing the same im|
to himseli.

The medical man, who was summoned at ™

once, pronounced the case at first to be only

“the “effects-vi-.a violent chill, but was com-
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pelled before nightfall to change his opision |
and call it fever. Whatever it may have
been, it detained Vivian Chasemore in bed
for nearly a month, during which time he
resolutely refused to see or speak with his
wife.

The mere mention of her name drove
him into a passion,and Everard Selwyn was
obliged at mﬁto ignore it altogether. .That
faithful friend alone sat by his bedside, whilst
Regina went here, there, and everywhere, in
order to pass away the dull spring weather,
and professed, as far as lay in her power, to

know everything about the domestic arrange-

ments of her husband’s sick-room. At last
Vivian was convalescent, and Dr. Morton
recommended a few weeks of the seaside to
restore his strength before the fatigues of the
London season began. Ventnor was selecced

as ssing the temperature best suited to
his case, and thither Selwyn accompanied
him in the early part of April. The actor
had been most anxious to bring about a
meeting and a reconciliation between the
husband and wife before Vivian left home,
but the sick man was resolute. The last
words and looks that had passed between
them seemed to be burned in upon his
memory, and he ehuddered at the mere |
thought of seeing her again. !

‘ When I come back, perbaps —when I :

come back " was all the answer Selwyn could
- extract from him.

Had Regina been a loving, repentant
woman, h:grl:ver undisciplined and basty in
d.isposition, who would have watched and
waited for an opportunity to throw one
pleading glance in Vivian’s direction, his
resolution would probably have given way ;
but she kept completely out of his sight.
She encased herself in an armour' .of pride
and reserve, and almost believed, as she con-
stantly assured Selwyn, that she never wished
to see her husband again. The quarrel that
had taken.place between them was no secret
to Everard, for Vivian had blabbed it all in
ixis first weakness, and Regina had definatly

o every word he uttered. }So that their !
friend really thougkt that, under the circum. |
stances, time and separation would work the |
best care. But a few days after Vivian had
departed for Ventnor, Regina was sur. '
prised to receive a letter in his bandwrit- '
ng.
‘ He had come to his senses at last, has |
he ¥ she thought, as she broke the seal. “So |
much the better for him, tben, for I think if |
he had’ kept up this sort of thing much |
longer, I should have felt very much dis- |
posed to do sumething , desperate myself by |
way of a change.’ . i

i

The contects of her letter, however, were
very different from what she expected.

4 "Id:site to telkl.yon,' iiti said, ‘ that I have
eci on making a fishing expedition to
Norway with Lord Charlesford, and Selwyn
will accompany us. I do not know how long
I shall be away— perbaps a twelvemonth—
perhaps more, but that is of little conse.

uence At any rate I shall not retarn until

feel I can meet you again as a friend, which
end can only be accomplished by time and
absence. Meanwhile, you will receive an
ample allowance for your necessities, which
will doubtless compensate you for any incon-
veniences you may experience from my ab-
sence.

‘I write to Mr. Farthingale by this post
to make all necessary arrangements,  If
you like to have your mother or avy lady
friend to live with you whilst I am away, do
so. I kaow I can trust your discretion to
make this unfortunate business as little public
as possible. I have given out that the
state of my health necessitates a complete
change, 30 you had better spread the same
story.

¢ Yours sincerely,
“ViviAN CHASEMORE.’

Only that ! No more! Not a word of

i love, or regret, or sympathy. Only these

few cold lines to say that they were about
to part perhaps for years—perhaps for ever !

Regina, as she read them and realised all
they might portend, felt more of a woman
than she had ever done in her life before.
Her husband’s prolonged absence in a strange
country meant, for him, risks from climate,
travelling. and the accidents of sport ; and
for herself, solitunde, a humdrum existence,
and the whispered comments of her temale
friends. )

And as Regina thought of all this,
she actually cried, not in a whimper nor with
tears of baffled rage, but with a good down-
right hearty ‘cry,” such as she bhad very
seldom indulged in before. Vivian was
nearer to her heart at that moment. than she
would have acknowledged. 1f he had only
come back then to plead for reconciliation,
his proud wife would have opened her arms
to him in.a manner that would have taken
him comapletely by surprise. But he w=s at
Ventnor, making his preparations to go in

. Lord Charlesford’s yacht to Norway, and

little guessed that Kegina was weeping for
him at home.

The next day, however,the softened feeling
had been crushed out again by her indomit-
able pride, and she despised herself for
having given way to it.

If Vivian could enjoy himself away from

-

53
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her, what obstacle was there to her following
his example? So that Lord €harlesford’s

yacht, the ¢ Thisbe,” had barely lost sight of
Euglish land, before Mrs. Vivian Chase-
more was again mixing in society, and re-
ceiving guests at her own home.

CHAPTER X.

¢ ALONE WITH HIM ! I CANNOT BEAR IT.

The two years and a half that had been
spent by Mrs. Vivian Chasemore in running
about to Paris, or to Nice, or to Italy in
search of health and amusement, had been
passed by Mrs. Kit Masters entirely in the
environs of Drury Lane. The poorer classes
dare not think of ‘change.” Whether the
season be sickly or otherwise, they must re-
main and brave it through ; thankfualif they
escape infection, and submissive if they fare
no worse than their neighbours.

When we saw Bonuie last, she had just
reached a crisis in her new life. Her hus-
band had struck her ! But do not let it be
supposed that the blow fell upon her bloom-
ing cheek with half the sting that one of Re-
ﬂ;m’s unkind wordssank into Vivian’s heart.

nnie had been too much used to see hus- .

bands atrike their wives, to feel as if an irre-
parableinjury had been done to her dignity.

She only felt it and cried under it as a child *

night have done.
course.

It was unjustly given, of

pelled to submit all the same, and it does not

fall 10 its own estimation on account of the :

blow. Bonuie had flown to her grandmother

with her grievance on that occasion, but the !
old woman had not sympathised very strongly !

with her gense of injury. o
¢ Lor, c¥ild !’ she exclaimed, ‘a littie ’it

like that from a man don’t mean nothin’. !

1 suppose you druv 'im beside hisself and ’e
just let out at you.
sich trifles! Why, I can remember when
your grandfather, who was as good a "usband
as ever stepped, used to cuff me right and
left if I went against 'im. You musn’t
go against a man. Allays let’im ’ave’is
own way, and ’e’ll jog on quiet enough.’

‘But he’s broke all my things,” sobbed
Bonuie.

* Lor’, now, they was only rubbage ! it's !

no use thinkin’ of tnem.  Kitwill buy you
better ones when ’e comes to his senses, see
jf e dont. And now, Bonnie, you be good
and clear up all the litter afore’e comes in
again, or you'll drive-me to cuff you myself,
which has never been wy ’abit as you well
know.’

What with her grandmother’s argument

/

So does the child often vote its .
parent upjust in punishment, but it is com-

You musn't think of !

and Kit's apparent forgetfulness of the scene
they bad passed through, Bonnie began to
think she must have been the only one in
the wreng, and that to strike a newly-made
wife on the side of the head was the rule,
rather than the exception, in holy matri-
mony. She knew that Mr. and Mrs. Ball,
round the corner, had periodical quarrels,
when the woman always came off with the
worst of the bargain, and she could recollect
the day when poor Ann Martin, the shoe-
maker’s wife, came screaming into her
ndmother’s parlour, with her cheek
aid oven from a blow with a cobler's awl.
She had thought once that these were un-
happy marriages, and that people that
loved each other never fought. Somethin
in the lessons of refinement which she
unconsciously imbibed from Alfred Waver-
tey’s society and sarroundings had imbued
her with the idea that husbands and wives
should be the dearest and truest friends to
one another, but she supposed now that she
had been mistaken. To be a wife,she found,
was to be a sort of servant—at the beck and
call of one person only —who must do, not
what she hked, but what she was told,
. or she would be punished for her disobedi-
ence, .
i Kit Masters did not often again allude to
: the jealous fit she had aroused in him.
Either he forgotit, or he thought it best not
' to recall the circumstance to her. But it in-
fluenced him t> be much rougher and harsher
" with Bonnie than he might otherwise have
: been. As time went on, the conjugal en-
dearments which she had so much dreaded
| were dropped altogether, and a curt com-
Bonnie
ran, fetched and carried fer her lord and
master like a dog, and like a dog she was
| cuffed for disobedience or negilect.

This sort of usage soon had an effect on:
her. She hrd never been strong in the head,
and she now became stupid and dull—con.
| fused ideas chased each other through her

brain—her memory seemed torpid, and all
life passed before her like some troubled
dream. Old Mrs. Bell declared that marriage,
instead of brightenning Bonnie’s wits, had
made her ¢ dafter ’ than before, whilst Kit
asgerted that she was ¢ a perfect fool,” and
that if she didn’t look a little sharper after
his comforts, he’d jog her memory with a
stick. But neither her husbands promises
nor his falfillment of them seemed to make
any difference in Bonnie. She went through
her daily work in a sluggish,unmeaning sort
of way, and when she failed in pleasing him,
! she took her punishment without a. murmaur,
! Poor little Bounie ! before the twelvemonth
! had gone over her head, she was used to

! manding manner took their place.
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being * hit,’— and really did not seem to care
whether it took place or not.  Ouly it made
her head more stapid aud confused. And
sometimes, when Kit Masters was out with
his greengrocer's cart (for since the memor-
able meeting with Vivian Chasemore he had
not taken his wife with him as a regular
thing), she would sit for hours with her
hands clasped to her forehead, trying to
disentangle the mental confusion that reign-
ed there.

Mean while,although she never complained
of ill health, the rounded symmetry of Boa-
nie’s figure had departed, and her face look-
ed half the size that it had been before.
There was an aching, unesatistied longing in
her heart which she hardly associated with
the memory of Alfred Waverley, but which
ghe knew felt worse and opnressed her most
whenever her grandmother alluded ; to the
days when their lodger was with them or wou-
dered what had become of him siace he left.

The neighbours remarked the alteration in
the girl’s appearance, and warned Mrs. Bell
that she was going into a ¢ waste,’ but all the
old woman’sanswer was, ¢ that if it was the
Lord’s will to takeher, she was sureshe wasn't
going to be the one to interfere,for she didn’t
believe that Kit and she would even get on
too well as man and wife.’ At which the
neighbours would shake their heads sym-
pathisingly and say, that ‘ marriage was a
lottery, that it was, and the greatest mercy
in this life was being able to thiuk as there
was none of it in heaven.’

But notwithstanding Bonnie’s wasted figure
she did not die, or even fall sick. It wae the
old grandmother who was called home first.
Two years after Bounie’s marriage, there
was & very hard winter—so hard a one that
it drove Regina to Nice for montns togetirer,
and brought her home wrapped up in those
fars which Lady William declared must ha ‘e
cost hundreds of pounds.  Mrs. Bell, how-
ever; not possessing even hundreds of pence
to spend on her own comfort, and having

ed the good old age of seventy, suc-
cambed to the bitter atmosphere, and sank
under an attack of inflammation of the lungs.
Her dmother’s death appeared to strike
Bonnie more a8 & fear that a trouble.  Mrs,
Bull, who helped to lay out the corpee,could

not believe that the girl realised that the old !

woman was gone from her, as she watched
her sitting by the bedside, holding the dead
band in her own. and heard her talking as
though she expected to have an answer to
her words.

She went bome to tell her busband that
Bonnie’s manner scared her much more than
attendance on the corpse had done, and that
she’d rather by a great deal sit up all night

alone with old Mrs. Bell in her shroud, than
have her granddaunghter to bear her company.
¢ How ever Kit Masters can get along with
a wife like that, I can’t understand. Why,
she’s no hetter than a big child I’'m sure if
you'd seen her to-day, yon'd ’'ave said she
was just fit for a ’sylum—and nothin’ else, 1
know poor dear Mrs. Bell 'ad a tryin' tame
with 'er from her cradle uppards, and it’sa
pity she weren’t took fust, that’s what I
say.’
‘Why ain’t she got an ’usband to look
arter er?’ said Mr. Bull, who considered
marriage to be the aim and the end (as it
ioo often is, especially the end) of woman-
ind.

‘True! but Kit Masters, ’e cuffs ’er about
too much. I take it’e don’t understand the
gal’s patur. She was allays soft, and now
she seems softer to me than ever. I don't
believe she’s got the least notion that her
poor grandmother's gone from ’er.’

But if Bonnie could not realise the fact of
her bereavement all at once, it was evident
enough that she understood it on the day of
the iuterment, when her frantic screams rais-
ed the neighbourhood, and caused her to re-
ceive more than one ‘cuff’ from Mr. Mas-
ters’ kindly hand, as a quieting dose, before
he left her to follow the b.dy to the grave.

Mrs Bull and others had tried to dress
Bonnoie in her mourning and make her attend
the funeral in vain. She had wildly resised
all attempts to induct her into the new
black dress, and entreated them to bring her
grandmother’s coffin up-stairs again, and not
to part her from her only friend. Kiv's
soothing-mixture had the effect of tmiuing
the poor child’s excited screams into low
sobs, but when the hearse and the mouruving-
coach had driven away from the door, an
she found she was really left alone in the de-
serted house, her agony of mind was extreme,
She threw herself upon the floor, stfling her
sobs in the skirt of her dress, asthough she
feared that her husband might yet be at-
tracted back to the house again 1n order to
still them. .

‘Alone ! alone'!’ she kept on murmuring
to herself ; ‘all alone with him. On!1l
canot bear it ! Ishall go mad! I cannot,
cannot bear it !

The remembrance of her grandmother’s
kindly old face, with its seamed and puckered
forehead, its mild brown eyes and toothless
mouth, struck her with overwhelming pain.
She had often corrected her, it is true: she
had called her ‘daft’ and *soft’ and useless,
and told her to put up with Kit's unkindness,
and thank the Lord he was no worse—but
still she bad loved her. She was sure of
that ! She thought of the cold,trembliny old
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hand that used sometimes to stroke her hair:
of the quiet kiss lzid upon -her forehead : of
the quivering voice that bade her be patient
“and good, and remember th.t it was her duty
to submit—and she feit sure her grandmother
had loved her, for the sake of her fatber
wh:)im she had laid to sleep in the church-
yard.

And now that she had gone there was no
one—no one to whom she cculd fly in peril
or distress : no one to bid her be brave and
make the best of things. It was this seuse
of utter loneliness that struck Bonnie with so

mauch terror : the fear of being left complete-

ly in the power of Kit Masters, without a
creature to turn to for cowfort or protection,
She pondered on the idea wntil 1% touched
ber brain, and she tarned her head restlessly
from side to side, like some wild animal
tryiug to shake off the oppression of pai
At last the horrid thought struck her that
time was hurrying on, and the funeral party
would soon be returning to the house. If he
caught her again, there would be no escape
for her. She would have to live her whole
life alone with him, and the idea frightened
her into action. She rose hastily, and with-
out the least preparation ran downstairs and
left the house by the back door.

She had no bonnet on her head, and her
dress was tumbled and in disorder ;but that
was of little consequence. Such sights were
not unusual in Drury Lane, and so long as
she could walk straight, no one would molest
her. The child did not walk, she ran with
a swift, light step that took her over the
ground hike a lapwing. Where she was
going she had no idea, nor with what pi

gradually become overcast with dark lead-
coloured clouds, and the snow commenced to
fall. Bonnie shivered as the keen air pene-
trated ber scanty clothing ; but she plodded
on still the same, for her head was burning,
and eyery sound that came to her upon the
frosty air, she transformed into the gallop-
ing of a horse’s hoofs, following to overtake
her and carry her back to Kit Masters. And
80 she toiled on, forgetful of hanger, cold

and fatigue, until the evening shadows fell
and hid her from view.

* * » *

When Mr. Masters returned with the
faneral party from seeing the old woman laid
in her grave, and found his wife absent with-
out leave, his annoyance was not concealed
io his own breast. He believed at first that
Bonnie had only ‘stepped out’ to visit a-
neighbour, and publicly averred his inten-
tion of giving her “a bit of his mind, as soon
as she stepped home again. Mrs. Bull, who,
in return ‘or her delicate attentions to the
deceased, had been invited to partake of the
faneral ¢ baked meats,’ and who was a very
good-natured woman, begged Kit not to
put himself out, as she would do all
that was necessary in preparing the meal
that ought to have been set ready for their
return.

‘Bonnie seemed nigh off ’er ’ead this
mornin’ with trouble, Masters, and you
musn’t be ’ard on ’er if she ’ave gone off te
’ave & good talk with some one, ard forgot
the dinner for once in a way. Theres
nothin’ so refreshin’ after a death as to’ave
& good talk with them as can feel for

she thus sped along. She only felt that she | youn.

was hurrying from him, and thatif he did not
find her she would not be laughed at again
when she was stupid, nor struck on the head
when she was dull, nor sworn at until her
senses swam with the terror and the din.
She knew that she ran quickly on, past
houses and shops and theatres ; by cabs and
through streets, until she arrived at & broad
road where the houses stood apart from one
another, and in gardens where the frost lay
heavily.

Bonuie breathed more freely as she
reached this place, for she had never seen it
before, and therefore she hoped that Kit had
never seen it either ; bat still she daréd not
halt even for a moment. The broad road
was succeeded by another and yet another,
until the girl gained the open country, and
1aw fields spread out before her, and a beau-
tiful glistening river, and farmhoues with
their comfortable homesteads, and the shin-
ing hoaifrost over all. But the day was draw-
ing in by that time ; the bright co.d sky had

<

¢ Ah !’ replied Mr. Masters with a know-
ing look, ¢if she’s bin hoff ’er ’ead this
mornin’, ’er ’ead will be hoff er this evenin’
if she dont get some very good excuse for
this be’aviour. Why, what’s a wife for, I
should like to know, if a man’s to come
’ome and find no dinner ready for ’im. And
on a day like this, too, when we ’ave hall
bin-a-tramping harter that blessed old grand-
mother of her'n. Do you call that pleasure ?
cos Idon’t! The honly thing I had to look
forrard to was my dinner, and if Bonnie
dont account to me for this little jokeof
her’n, well I'm jiggered ! that’s all.”

Baut the dinner appeared in due course, and
was consumed and digested, and still there
was no Bonnie. They”exen came to fear lest
the girl should have made away. with herself
in her trouble, and searched every possible
place of concealment without effeect. Kit
Masters grew more sullen snd ominously
silent as the afternoon drew on, whilst his
father and mother, who were present, en-
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treated him not to be.too harsh with his wife

when she did come back ; and Mrs. Ball

tried to bring forward every plea she could

devise to unt for Bonnie’s delinquency.

*You know as she ain't quite the_ thing
in her head, Masters, and youn’ll promise not
to be too rough with ’er when she comes
‘ome—won’t yer now? For reely I'm
sometimes afraid she’ll ’ave a fit when' you
hit "er ; she do go so blue about the mouth
and chin.’

“Yes! you must take care what you’re
about, Christopher,’ chimed in his mother;
¢ for Job Keeley finished his wife by mistake
one day, you knew, and is serving his time
for it mow, poor fellow. It would be an
orfel thing if you was to ’ave the same mis-
fortane ’appen to you.’ ’

¢ Don't you be afraid as I'll do anythink to

git myself into trouble, old lady,’ rejoined her
amiable son , ¢ but if a man’s not to find fault
with his own property, I should like to know
who is. Mywife’s g0 soft she don’t understand
anything but a lickin’, and I've never given
‘er a regular one as yet, as all the street
knows.’
* ¢ And I ’opes you’ll never try it, Masters,’
said Mrs. Bull ; “for as sure as you do, that
gol will ’ang or dround of herself. You've
given “er quite enuff a’ready.’

¢’Ave 17 he replied with a leer, for he
had imbibed" considerably more liquor than
was good for him that day ;  well, jest wait
till she comes ’ome,and we’ll see if she can’t
stand a leetle more. I can't ’ave bin very
’ard on ’er, or she wouldn’t ’ave dared play
oot the faperal dispersed, and yet

‘But the fune ispersed, and y:
the missing girl hndP:zzybeeu seen nor heard
of, and two or theee days passed without
intelli; being received of her.

Kit Masters grumbled to himself and swore
to the neighbours, whenever the subject of
his wife was mentioned before him, but he
seemed to feel no furthur interest in the
1natter, nor to be taking any trouble to search
for her whereabounte.  One or twice be said
ke supposed she had gone of with some
other ¢ feller,” and so ske might for all he
cared ; for he could get on quite as well, and a
deal better,without her than with her. And it
‘was not until the Bull and others represented
to him thatif any harm had come to Bonnie,
his indifference would go very much against

“rim im & court of 1aw, that he awakened up
40 a sense of the responsibility he was
incurring and the danger he ibly ran.
Then, self-preservation being the first law of

Mr. Kit went off with a
long face and a lugubrious tale of bereave-
ment to the police station,and left & descripe
tion of the missing girl for the benefit of the

force. Which means resulted in his receiving
information, on the second day, that a young
woman answering the description of Bounaie
had been found in some fields near Putney on

_the night of the funeral, half ,frozen and

nearly urconscious, and been taken to the
Patney workhouse, where she awaited recog-
nition, having been found most o%stinate in
refusing to ﬁive her name or address,

* Oh,she’ll speak when she sees me, never
fear,’ remarked Mr. Masters as he set off to
see the girl who had been detained at
Putuey. It was Bonnie, sureenough! He
knew it almost before he lifted his eyes to
her face, by the scream of terror with which
she salated him, and the attempt she made to
hide—herself behind the matron, who hed
conducted him to her presence.

¢ She seerms fairly skeered at the sight of
you,’ remarked the matron, suspiciously,
she patted Bonnie kindly on the back. ¢
you really her husband? She looks wi
young to be married.’

‘If you want to see the iage lines,
ma’am,I can go 'ome andfet:h ’em,’replid Kit
Masters, sullerty. ¢ But she’s my wife, sure
enough, and I might add, more’s the pity,for
I’m a ’ard-working man, and 1 ’aven’t got
the time to.go skying over the country arter
a woman who takes it into ’er ’ead to cut
from ’ome for nothink at all.’ ¢

¢ But there must have been some reason
for her running away. Had she any trouble ?
We have b?en quite unable to make her

to us.

¢Wall ! her grandmother died, if that’s to
be called a trouble, mum,’ replied Kit, who
folt he must be on his good behaviour in so
public a place.

¢ Poor girl ! perhaps she felt it more than
you suspected. She is not very strong, you
know, and you must take great care of her.
Many, women go off their heads a bit at
times.

¢ Oh ! I'll take care of ’er, mum, never fear.
Come on, Bonnie,’ he continued to his wife ;
¢ the cart’s at the door, and we must get "ome

now. Thank the lady for takin’ so much
care of you, and promise ’er you won't play
sich a foolish trick agen. You’ve kep’ me on
nice tenter-hooks for the last week—not
knowing wheer you was.’ .

He took her hand as he spoke, and she
follewed him, meek and sileat as a lamb, but
with a look of fearand distaste upon her
face, which the matron declared haunted her
memory for days afterwards, =

¢ That man’s & brute, if ever I see one,’ ahe
decided in her owr mind as she gave poor
Bonnie farewella smile and nod.

The “brute’ never spoke a word the whole
way back to London, and his wife, inferring
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the very worst from his ominous silence, was |
in a state of fear that rendered her more dead
than alive when he lifted her down from the
cart before the door of their own house.

Half the neighbours were on the alert to
witness their arrival, and the Bulls, with
several other friends, crowded round Bounie,
as she reached the pavement, with many ex-
pressions of sympathy and enquiriez as to
where she had been and how she had fared.
But Kut pushed the crowd to one side.

‘Leave ’er alone ! he said peremptorily ;
‘a faggot as runs away from ’er ’usband
without rhyme or reason ’as got to answer
to ’im fust for ‘er be’aviour. 1’avent't talked
to Bonnie myself yet. You’'ll please toleave
’er alone till I've finished.’

And he pulled the girl jpto- the shop after
him as he spoke.

¢ Masters—Masters ! take care what you’re
a-doing of !’ cried Mrs. Buil. ‘I warns you
as she ain’t over-strong, and you'll rue the
hour as you touches ’er.’

The only answer Mr.-Masters vouchsafed
to this appeal was to consign Mrs. Bull to
on unpleasantly warm retreat,and to slam'the
door in her face. Then he was alone with
. his wife, and there was no one to interfere
between them. But Mrs. Bull kept on ham-
mering at the outside of the door with vio-
ience enough to rouse the street.

¢ Let me 1n,’ she repeated vehemently, ‘or
T'll send Bull for the police! You're not a
man—your’re a brute! and if you dare to
touch that gal with as much as yoar httle
tinger, I’ll go into court and swear it agen
you, as sure as my name's Jane Ball. Let
me in, I say ! She ain’t fit to Le trusted to
your ’ands without a witness, and I promised
her grandmother as I'd stand by ’er, and 1
will | Do you ’ear what I say, Kit Masters ?
I’ve summat to tell you, and 1f you don’t

open the door to me, I'll get the neighbours |*

to stove it in I’

The noise she made had more effect upon
Kit than any amount of threats. He was
terribly afraid of the interference of the
police, and they paced the hittle back street
m Drury Lane pretty regularly. So he un-
locked the door azain, and, with a dogged
air, asked the woman what she meant by
kicking up that shindy before a decent man’s
house. But Mrs. Bull had pushed her portly
person past him and thrown her arms round
Bonnie before he had finished speaking, and
then she declaied she’d never unclasp them
until she’d broughs Kit to his bearings.

-&‘ You may growl and swear as much as you
like, Masters, butif you lay a 'and on this
poor gal agen, Bull and me will be the fust
toinform against you, and ’ave ’er purtected ;

[ it.

80 you can put that in your pipe and smoke

P
. It’s got to be a perfect scandal, and we
_ain’t a-goin’ to ’ave no more of it, so there’

‘Oh! you ain’t, ain’t yer ?’ sneered Kit.

‘No! wean’t, and you can make what
you ’{ke of if., 'Twould bea cryin’ shame at
any time to see ’er cuffed about as you cuffs

er, but specially now. Wky, wheer are
your eyes, Masters ? Can’s you see as she’s a
mother?

‘A waat?’ said Kit Masters.

‘A mother ?° repeated Bonnie, with-wide
open eyes.

. ‘In coorse you are, and heverybody knows
it but your two selves. So, now, 'it “er agen,”
Kic Masters, if you dare ! .. —

‘I shan’t touch ’er,’ replied the man almost
reluctautly, as he turned away and walked
into old Mrs. Bell's little parlour.

Mrs. Bull saw that even his uncouth nature
was temporarily softened by the intellgence
she bad given him, and that his wife was
safe with him at all events for the present,
So with a rough kiss to Bonnie and a whis-
pered warning not to °haggervate’ him
further, she returned to her own home,
leaviug the married couple alone with each
:ither and the wonder of their new expecta-

ons,

END OF VOL. IL

VOLUME II1
CHAPTER I

 YOU MUST PASS IT OFF AS YOUR OWN.’
.

Mrs, Vivian Chasemore did not ask her
mother nor any other lady to live with her
duriny the term of her husband’s abseoce,
Lady William Nettleship would have been
delighted to bave made her way into her
danghter’s house, and to have established
some sort of authority there; but Regina
foresaw too well the difficulty of ever getting
rid ot her again, to give any encouragement
to the many hints which she threw out upon
the subject. Yet she always took. the
greatest care, before issuing invitatiobs for
a party, to ascertain if Lady William would
be able to assist her in entertaiping her
guests, for the whole of her social life, whilss
Vivian was away, was conducted upon
principles of the strictest propriety. How
was 1t Jikely to be otherwise ? Kegina had
o religion to keep her straight, but the very
coldness which distressed her husband and
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made her 8o unsympatheic a wife, stood her
in excellent stead as a young and beautiful
hostess, dispensing hospitality without the
protection of a husband’s presence.

No one ever had it in their power to
breathe a word against the complete decorum
of Mrs. Vivian Chasemore. She never, re-
ceived a gentleman alone except it was dar
ing an afternoon call, neither did she ever
appear in public without being accompanied
by some lady older than herself. The
season came on apace, and the temptations
to “ gad abeut’ were numerous. Still, Regina
resisted every one that she was unable to
accept under the chaperonage of Lady
‘Wilhiam, and was quoted as the most reti-
cent and discreet ot all young wives ever left
to pass throngh a London season by them-:
selves. Whether she enjoyed the life she
had resolved tpon leading, it is not so easy
to determine. Her hours at home were
passed in a very lackadaisical nd useless
manner. She had never cared for needle-
work, and she exhausted the contents of the
libraries as fast as they were produced. She
found it very dall driving about alone, or in
company with her mother’ whose sentiments
had npever tallied well with heirs ; but it was
still duller to remain indoors by herself. She
missed her husband’s society more than she
chose to acknowledge, especially in the
evenings, and any Jady friead who dropped
in to. see her after her solitary diuner was
always very sincerely welcomed by Mrs.
Vivian Chasemore. Amongst those ac-
quairitances who had thus re-established an
intimacy with her, was Miss Selina Farthin-
gale, who found the house in Premier Street
a very pleasant lounge in the eveuings, es-
pecially since her father had taken to spend-
ing then away from home. Lady William
Nettleship was not so frequent a visitor after
dark, unlesa she came by special invitation,
Regina set her fac= against cards, and refused
to receive Mrs. Ruunymede, so that her
mother found it was so much time wasted
to dance attendance on her daughter’s soli-
tude, L. .

Bat Selina grew to be a standing dish
there, and the proud Regina, who had
despised the friendship, of the lawyer’s
daughter in her earlier days, ended by
making quite a contidante of Miss Farthin-
gale. After all, they were much of the same
age and standing in society, and it is very
hard for a woman to bear pain anddisappoint-
ment entirely by herself. Regina felt her
husband’s desertion to be a great injury and
insult, and she coald not forbear imparting
her feelings on the subject to Selina. Thus
the original cause of the quarrel was brought

forward, and the name of Mrs. Geperal
Chasemore came on the ‘ tapis.’

Miss Farthingale appeared to sympathise
entirely with her friend’s sense of wrong, and
the absent Vivian came in for no small share
of biame between them. Selina was ready
to believe Mrs. General Chasemore to be a
much injured woman, and counselled Regina
to find out the rights and wrongs of the
whole matter for herself.

Consequently, when it happened that the
lawyer’s daughter and the General’s widow
met by. accident in Regina’s house, it was
only natural that she should introduce them
to one another. She fancied that the elder
lady looked startled when she first pro-
nounced Selina’s name, but concluded she
must have. been mistaken, as they had
evidently never met before. Friendship,
however, seeming to spring up between them
as if by magic. Mrs. General Chasemore
raved over Selina’s appearance, manners,
and accomplishments, whilst Miss Farthingale
pronounced her new acquaintance to be the
most charming, clever, and conversational
person she had ever known. Regina could
not join, with sincerity, in her commenda-
tions. Her husband’s stepmother was just
the sort of woman she had always set her
face resolutely against, and she oniy tolerated
her familiarity from a feeling of rebellion
against Vivian, a determination to have her
own way, and a curiosity to learn httle hy

little every detail of her husband’s former
life, which, when probed, Mrs. Géneral
Chasemore seemed to know very little
about. But then it. was too late to retreat
from the intimacy she had allowed her to
establish. ‘

One afternoon Regina was sitting in her
own room with a very uncomfortable feeling
called fear knocking at her heart. Dr.
Morton had not heard until that morni
that his patient had taken French leave,an:
lett Ventnor for Norway, and he had called
on her to ascertain if the news were
true.

When she had informed him that it was
80, and that her husband’s stay in the North
was likely to be. indefinitely prolonged, the

_medical man had shaken his head and said

he was very sorry, and he wished he had
been apprised of Mr. Chasemore’s intention
before he put it into execution.

¢Mr. Chasemore is not usually very open
to persuasion Dr. Morton, when it rangin a
contrary directien to his own wishes ; bat
may I ask why you seem to attach any
importance to this last freak of his? It is
becoming a very usual expedition, I believe,
with the young men of the present day.’

¢ Oh yes, certainly! and nothing more
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delightfal, I should imagine, for a man in
fnll‘ghealtﬁ. But though I do not wish to
alarm you. Mrs, Chasemore, I must tell you
that I did not quite like the sound of your
husband’s lungs the last time I applied the
stethoscope to them. That was the reason I
sent him to Ventnor, from whence I quite
expected he would return to London. The
summer months may not siguify 80 much,
but I should say that an autumn and winter
on the coast of Norway might be very de-
leterious to him. I trust you will persuade
him to return before then.’ s
¢I will mention your opinion to him when
1 write,’ replied Regina, who was anxious not
to let the doctor gnass under what circum-
stances she and Vivian had parted with each
other; but I am much afraid there is little
chance of anything I can say making Mr.
Chasemore alter his plans. I hope you do
not think him really illY .
There was true concern in the tone with
which she uttered those words, for danger to
her husband meant poverty for herself ; but
Dr. Morton naﬁna%ally attributed her anxiety
to her conjugal affection. )
¢ Not exicgt’l‘y ill, perhaps, but his health is
delicate, and requires attention. The severe
chill he took on the occasion of his last
attack most certainly left a little dulness in
the lungs. I should have preferred his put-
ting off this fishing expedition till next year,
but as you justly observe, young men are apt
to be headstrong patients, and fond of having
their own way. But you may as well give
Mr. Chasemore a hint of what I say, and
appeal to his good sense to return to a
warmer climate before the autumn sets in.
I am glad to see you looking so well your.
self. Good-morning! and. Dr: Morton
quitted the apartment, leaving Regina with
an intolerable headache and the uncomfort-
able sensation before alluded to, as sole
company. He might think she looked well,
but she did not feel so. The spectre that
had haunted her at intervals ever since the
day on which she learned that it was not in
her husband’s power to make any settlements

upon her, rose up more hideous in her syes | bo;

than ever to confront and alarm her. She
had teld the doctor calmly emough that she
would write and try to dissuade Vivian from
passing too leng a time from home ; bat the
$act wasthat since she had received those
“few cold lines from Ventnor, she had never
heard from him, and had no notien of his
address, Lord Charlesford’s yacht was
likely to be cruising here, there, and every-
where, and its occupant2 to have no settled
residence until their return. And even if
she knew where te write, would any argu-
ments she could use have an effect upon

Vivian in nis present state of mind towards
her? Would he not detect the reason of her
apparent anxiety for his welfare, and throw
her me motives back in her teeth?
Would he not say that she had made life
worthless to him, and the sooner he got
rid of it the better 2—she believed that he
would. She knew his hasty, passionate
nature, and how difficult it was for him to
forgive and forget a slight to his affections.
8o she sat alone all the afternoon, ini
any of the services of Mrs., Perkins’s auc-
cessor, whilst she conjured up fear after fear,
and pictured to h Vivian being lost at
ses, or dying of a second attack upon the
lungs, and leaving her a widow upon the
miserable interest of ten thousand pounds ;
whilst that brute,” Sir Arthur, walked off
with all the luxuries she had grown to be-
lieve were necessary to her. ~ Such dismal
reflections were not calculated to make her
headache better, and when dinner was an-
nounced, she declined to descend to the
dining-room, and ordered tea to be served
in her boudoir instead. As she was in the
midst of it, Mrs. General Chasemore was
sannounced, and Regina was thankful to
welcome any one who would serve as a
distraction of her unpleasant thoughts. Be-
sides, Mra. Chasemore was a sort of relation,
and knew so much of the family affairs that
she had no hesitation in telling her every
word that Dr. Morton had said.

‘ Fancy, how wrong and imprudent it is of
Vivian to have jeined in such an expedition.
under the circamstances ! 8o selfish too!
Not a thought of what would become of me
if he never returned. I had noidea Morton
considered his lungs affected. No one men-
tioned it to me. If they had, I should have
sent him down to Ventnor as soon as ever I
received the news of Vivian’s intended de-
parture,’ .

‘Ah, my dear! all men are the same!
They can think of no one but themselves.
Bat this sounds serious about Vivian’s lungs.
I remember now that the poor General told
me he used to consider his chest delicate s a

Y.
¢ Oh, you den't mean %0 sayse !’ cried Re.
gina, clasping her hands in her apprehension.
‘I think it is gquite wicked that I should
never have been infermed of all this before,
And the conditions of Sir Peregrine's will
even were never disclosed to me until after I
had committed myself by accepting his ro-
I think T am a very deceived and

njured woman?’

¢ I will certainly be 2 great misfortune for
you, my dear, if your husband never comee
back again. hat is" the interest of ten
thousand pounds in comsols *—From three to
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four hundred a year ! Sheer begeary ! And

when you have been used to so much luxury

t00,” quoth Mrs; General Chasemore, as she

:lhpped her tea out of exqusite Japanese
na.

Regina was ready to cry at the prospect.
¢ Ob, 16 cannot be !—it cannot possibly be !’
she whimpered. ‘I should never survive
the hamiliation,®

‘¢ And all for the want of & child to inherit
too,” continned the elder lady ; ‘that is the
aggravating part of it. It's enough to make
a woman—-’

‘ What ?’ inquired Regina finding she did
not proceed.

¢ Well, I dare say you'll be shocked at what
I am going to say, my dear; but it seems
that the circumstances are so very peculiar
that they entirely alter the case, and I've
often wondered of lste why it has never en-
tered your own head.’

‘ But I don’t understand what you mean,’
said Regina. .

Mrs. General Chasemore glanced back to
see 1f the door were closed fast before she
entered into explanations.

‘I have often wondered why, since there
seems no prospect of an heir, that you don’t
substitute one.’

‘Suostitute one ! Adopt another woman’s
baby, do you mean?

‘Hush ! don’t talk soloud, or we may be
overheard. Yes, that is what I meant’

‘But in case of Vivian’s death they
wouldn't give the money to an adopted child,
would they ¥

¢ No, no, you goose ! of course not; but
what need to say it was adopted. You must
pass it off as your own.’

¢ Oh, everybody would find that out.’

¢ Not if you're a clever woman ! A woman
with brains can do anything she chooses in
his world. tIt would only require a little
plotting and planning,and a little help. You
couldn’t do it alone.’

‘I could never do it all. Vivian would
discover the fraud at once, and never forgive
me for it I’ o

‘ What ! when he is out in Norway, from
which the doctor hints he is unlikely to
return? You'll not have such another oppor-
tunity my dear, as long as you live. The
man’s out of the way for a clear twelve
month, and you have the field to yourself..

Why, it would be as easy as possible! All
you would have to do would be to go away
for a while, and come back with the baby.
Do you suppose Vivian is such a conjuror
that he will be able to vell at a glance that
the child is none of his? No, no, my dear !

-trust to me. “‘It’sa wise child,” they say,
*‘that knows its own father ;7 but depend
7

upon it, it’s a much wiser father that knows
his own child.’

Regina sat silent, ruminating on her com.
panion’s words. The proposition was too
start ing a one to strike her at first sight with
auything but dismay. Before Mrs. Chase-
more had time to continue her discourse,
Miss Farthingale walked into the room.

- Ah ! here is our dear Selina !’ exclaimed
the geveral’'s widow. ‘She and: 1 were
talking over this very subject yeaterday -
afternoon, and we mutually agreed that it
would be the most feasible thing in the
world.’

¢ I am much obliged to you and Selina, for
taking somuch interest in my private affairs,’
replied Regina haughtily. She did not hke
the idea of 80 delicate a matt er having been
discusssed by those two women,and her pride
was roused at once.

¢ What is it all about ?’ said Selina,looking
from one friend to the other.

¢ Dear Regina has been very much upset
this afternoon by Dr Morton telling her that
he cousiders Vivian’s lungs unsound, and
that he runs a great risk 1 going to Norway.
You know what a ternblething 1t will be ror
her if be goes and dies out there, and leaves
her without any one to inherit all these
beaatiful things—to say notaing of the
money.’

* kixcept that odious creature Sir Arthur,’
interposed Selina.

‘Just so. A man who has neither gene-
rosity nor good feeling, and would be de-
lighted to have an opportunity of revenging
himself on" the lady who had refused the
honour of his hand. It would break my
heart to see our dearReginaleft to the mercy -
of the baronet—living, as you may say, on
his charity, tor he will never let her forget
that her wretched pittance is derived from
his money !’

* It would be intolerable !” murmured Re-
gina, as sh€ laid her head down upon her
hands.

‘I would rather break stones upon the
road myself !’ rejoined Selina. *And I
would do anything to spite Sir Arthur, and
keep him out of the property; so you may
depend upon my aid, dear, whenever it inay
be required.’

¢ Mrs. Chasemore has been making the
most monstious proposal to me,’ said Regina,
looking up” with & sickly smile; ‘butt is
utterly impossible !’

+ ¢I don’t see that at all,’
stoutly.

¢ Have you heard it, then?’

¢ We were talkiog it all over yesterday,as
she has just told you. I know what I should
do in such a case. No doubts nor iears

said Selins,
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shonld stop me, for after all, if it were found
out, no one is likely to prosecute a lady
in your position. Besides, how should 1t
be?’

<Oh, people tell these things. The ser-
vants would be the first to betray me.’
‘You musto’t trust servants. No one
should know it but a couple of real iriends
like your mother-in-law and myself. 1t
would be as easyas A B C, if you only
tried it.’
¢ It is not to be thought of,” returned Re-
, yet she did think of it again and again
whilst her friends were with her, although
she resolutely turned the conversation to
other topics.
Miss Farthingale was obliged to be home
. by ten o’clock that evening, and as the hour

approached, she rose to go.  As she kissed
Regina at parting, she whispered :

“Don’t be such a nany, my dear, a8 to let
all the money slip through your fingers for
the want of a little pluck !’

And Regina answered earnestly :

-1 will speak to you about it again, but
whatever you do. mention it tono one ;’ and
then she returned thoughtfully totheboudoir,
whence: Mrs.General Chasemore showed no
signs of an immediate removal.

1 am glad that girl is gone, my dear. She
is a good girl, and quite devoted to you, and
you may trust her as you would myself ; but
I want to-have a litiie talk alone with you.
You must think over what I said to you,
Regina. Things are looking very serious ;
and if you don’t make an effort to help yoar-
self now,you may never have another oppor-
tanity. Now, I'll tell you what I'll do for
you,if you like. I'll accompany you abroad
as soon a8 the seasom is over, and we’ll
manage the matter quietly there. If Vivian
finds out that you were with me at the time,
he can but scold you for disobedience ; for
after all, I am his father’s widow,and there’s
po harm in your bemng seen with me; but
the chances are, that he’ll be so delighted av
the idea of having a son and heir, that he’ll
be able to think of nothing else.’

¢Do you think he would be 8o very much
pleased then ? ) )

T don’t think—I’m sure of it ! Nothing
sours a man’s temper like having no children,
especially under such circumstances a8 his.
I shouldn’y wonder if all your late differences
have arisen from that cause. It’s very unfair,
of course,ybut it often sets a man against s
wife. It’sso unusual !’

¢ Yes, so it is,” acquiesced Regina, with a

“ Well, you have no power to remedy it in
the right way, my dear, and so I really think
you would be quite justitied in doing the

next best thing you can for yourself, It will
bp quite a pious fraud, I am sure, far it will
give Vivian no end of pleasure, and secure
you the advantages that should be yours by
right. And if your husband doesn’t retura,
why, it will be simply invaluable to you ¥’

¢ But—but—how counld I manage about—
about—the baby ? jerked out Regina, after
much hesitation. ‘

¢ I'll manage that, my dear ; you must have
nothing to do with it.  You wnustn’t appear
in the matter, so as to reander after-recogui-
tion an impossibility.’

‘ But won’t it be very difficult ¥’

¢ Difficult " echoed Mrs. Geuneral Chasge-
more, with a hoarse laugh. ¢ What, in this
big, overgrown Babylon, teeming with its
hundreds and thousands of wretched liitle
brats that come into the world,unwanted and
unwelcome ! If I wished for a dosen to-
mor.ow, I could procure them all by noon.
But it requires caution, my dear—great cau-
tion. The child must be newborn, the par-
ents must not know to whom they have sold
it, and they must imagine it is going out of
the country. Then there will be no chance of
their coming in contact with or recognising it
again. But you know what young babies
are—-all alike! There will be no difficulty in
the matter at all.’

¢ I wish I could think s0,” said Regina ; “it _
would take such a load off my breast.’

¢If that is the case, think so, and be re-
lieved. I would not deceive you for the
world ! Now, just picture it for yourself.
You have not been well all the season. The
heat has tried you, and you feel you will be
better for a change. You go abroad with
me. After a.while, you write home to your

' mother, and tell her you have expectations.

‘We post the letter at one place, and move on
to another, without leaving our address.
That is in case she takes it into her head to
follow and nurse you. Then, Jat the proper
time, we write and say that all is over, and a
few months aiterward, you return home with
your child in state ! Where is the difficni-

? .

‘But where shall we get the child ?’

‘I have already said leave that tome!l
Selina and I will manage it between us.
We may-profess to be.in Rome, or the Pyre-
nees, or any inaccessible place ; but we need
not go farther than Paris ; and, when ne-
cessary, I can return and take the infant
over. You cap meet me somewhere on the
road, and we will go to some quiet town to-
gether, and pretend we have parted with the
child’s nurse in a hurry, and want another.
We will have it baptised and registered
abroad in your husband’sname, and the deed
will be done.’
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‘ They won't make inquiries about doc-
tors and 8o forth, will they ?’

¢It’s not customary upon such occasious ;

but if you thimk it probable, I shall have my {

story ready. You travelled too mach, and
were taken ill at a roadside inn, all alone
with me.’

‘ How clever you are |’ said Regina.

‘I believe I am ; but this will be child’s
playtome. I would go through a much
ﬁea_ber risk than that to secure your welfare,

gina. It seems a shame to me that Vivian
whose whole existence has been one course
of selfishness, should enjoy this money for
his lifetime, and then leave you almost pen-
niless—and that for no fault of your own !’

‘It does seem hard, doesn’s it? But
I-don’t think it troubles Vivian much.
%f’is tired of me already. I am sure of
it!

> Ah, my dear, you'll see the difference
this blessed baby will make ! Nothing will
be good enough for them. You’ll be tie
mast beautiful and charming and angelic
woman in creation, and all you do and say
will be ¢ wisest, discreetest, virtuest, and
best . I really think you owe it to Vivian
as well as yourself to procure him this enjoy-
ment. He'll never be the wiser; and ‘““where
ignorance is bliss,” you know, “’tis folly,”
etc., etc. No oae well be the worse either,
unless it is that covetous creature the
baronet ; ¢ and I'd do it to spite him,if for no
better reason.’

‘I believe you really wieh to help me,’
murmured Regina, ‘but it seems a great risk

- to run.’

¢Oh ! you are faint-hearted over the idea
to-day because it is new to you, but wais $ill
to-morrow, my dear, and you’ll seeit in a
different light. Well, I mustn’t stay lgnger
now, or I shall be locked out of my rboms,
8o goood-night, and don’t be such & fool
as to have any scruples at out-witting Sir
Arthur.’ .

Both her friends had left her with the
same warning on their lips, and their words
rung in her ears through the ensuing night.
What was the feeling that ac-uated Regina
most-as she contemplated tine possibility of
carrying out the fraud they had suggested to
her? Was it altogether the idea of securing
the benefiv of Sir Peregrine’s fortaune for her
life-time, or was it the hope of reviving her
hasband'’s affection for and pride in her, and
of raising her graceful head amongst the
females of her acquaintance, crowded with
the glory of maternity (although a spurious
one)? I think the last arguments had the
greater weight with her. Regina was not so
cold and heartless as she loved to believe

herself, and make others believe her to be. !

The touch of a baby’s hands and lips might
have moulded her very differently by this
time, and disappointment and the natural
shame which every 'woman feels at being

b childless, had had “a large shave in harden-

ing the character which marrisge aad
motherhood might otherwise have contribut«
ed to soften. :

She lay awake all night, conning over the
feasibility of putting the plan which Mers.
General Chasemore had suggested to her
into execution, until it seemed to be the
only way out of the difficulties that en-
vironed her, and from being impossible and
not to be thought of,it suddenly assumed an
appearance of the greatest desirability., A
few hours before she had recoiled at the
mere idea of practising such wa vast decep-
tion ; now she longed to put it into progress
at once. and end her apprebensions and sus-
pense. So easily does the evil apirit that
divides the possession of every humab nature
with Heaven gain a victory over the voice
of conscience and still its remonstrances
with an almighty * must.’ :

CHAPTER II,
Pl
‘CAN WX HOLD OUR TONGURS!’

The twoarch-companions in this pretty little
piot held many a consultation upou ways and
means, whilst they left their victim to brood
over and digest all they had said to her,
For some reason of her own, Mrs, General
Chasemore declined to meet Selina at her
father’s house, but the young lady was her
own mistress, and had every opportunity of
holding appointments with her friends else-
where.

«Of course, I need not tell you that we
must take every precaution to preserve aa
inviolable secrecy in this matter,’ said Mra.
Chasemore one day, as they paced together
beneath the shade of the trees in Hyde Park,
¢ for our own sakes as well as ina’s—and
the chief question is ‘ Can we hold our
tongues ?’ )

By which she meant, of course, ‘Can you

bold your tongue ?’ as she looked at Selina
with her big watery eyes.
o« Well, if we engage in it, I suppose we
should naturally do that for our own sakes.
1 am not sure that, if discevered, it wouldn’t
be brought into something like felony. There
was a case of the same sort the other day,
you know | ’

¢ Ah ! yes! but there the husband prose-
cuted, and Vivian would never do that. He
is as proud as she is. Theonly danger of dis-
covery lies with ourselves.’

<1 don’t fear that at all,” said Selina.
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+What I think of ymost, is the amount of
good we shall gain by interfering in the
affair. It 18 of very little moment to us,
afterall, who gets the money, and Regina
herself was never any particular friend of
mine.’

* Perhaps not | But you like the baionet
still less, 1f I have understood you rightly.
For my own part I am 1ntere8ting myself 1n
the matter purely to nelp poor Regina. 1
know what Vivianis,and 1 can’t help pitying
her. And she co.gidn’t possibly manage iv
b, herself.’ -

‘No! but she is clever emough to find
pleuty of pevple who would help her I

_“True ! and those people would derive all
- the advantages of keeping her secret.  For
there will be advantages, ny dear Selina!
overand above a mce trip abroad for both of
us. The fact that it is 1n our power at any
moment to betray her, will gain us a very
substantial footing iu the house, and aliberal
share in the luxuries we have planned to
enable her to retain. As it shoula do, for it
is not to be expected tbat we should risk our
reputations to 8o serious an extent and
“receive nothing in exchange,’ said Mrs. Gen-
eral Chasemore, with the air of a woman
who had a reputation to risk.

¢ Of course not,’ replied Selina, ‘and, as
you say,there must . @ advan azes in obliging
a woman with such a commaund of mouey.
iHa.ve you spoken to Regina again about

134

¢Yes! I was with herelast evening, and

. wesettled that we woula leave town together

the end of the month.  The soouer it 1s all

over now, I think the better. Then, if you

ean manage your part of the business and

get your papa’s consent, you cau join us an
soon a8 it is convenient to yourself.’

‘1 have no one’s consent to ask,’ replied
Selina. ‘I have long oceased to consult my
father about auy of my private arrangements,
and it will only be necessary for me to tell
bim I have been invited to join Mrs. Vivian
Chasemore abroad to render all that part

*easy. The only doubt I haye is about the
other thing,’

+If there should be any difficulty on that
score, 1 will return to England and fetch it
myself. Buy the only real fearis lest your
identity stiould be discovered during the
transaction.’

‘I will take care of that!
disguise myself so that my own father shall

I know how to

not recognise me in the street. It isto
whom to apply first that has ?nuled me.
But I have thought of some one.
“ Who is that 2’
Do you remember my telling you that
when he was searching for Vivian Chase-

more, paps offered a reward of fifty pounds
1 the newspapers to any one who should
giveinformation of his whereabouts ? Thein-
tormation came through an anonymous letter
but the writer said that if corfect he wonld
present himself at papa’s office laver on with
a copy of tue letter sent, to prove his iden-
tity and ciaim the reward.’

*Yes! 1 think you did tell me so, and I
remarked that 1 wouldn’t have offered fifty
peunce for the scapegrace.”  °

* Papa told me that Mr. Chasemore was as
curious as Limself to find 6ut who the writer
of the letter could possibly be ; and when a
month afterwards he called for the money,
he insisved upon first haviog his name and
address. He gave some name (I forget it
now, but Ican easily get it out of papa)
which neither he nor Mr. Chasemore had’
ever heard of before. They sent to the
address givén, however, and verified the
man’s story, so they had no excuse for with-
holding the reward from him, although they
could not make him confess how he had
obtained ‘the information that the actor
Waverley was Vivian Chasemore. He was
doggedly reserved, and to all their questions
«;nly jreplied that he had guessed 1t some.

ow. .
¢ Well, my dear, what has this got to do
with our present business ?’

* Because I've often heard papa say since
iu alluding to that man, that he’d never met
with a more impenetrable-looking counte-
nance, and that 1f he had ,any secret work
to do and wauted a confederate, he is the
person he would choose. So I thought it
would be a good 1dea to apply to him.’

Cupital | You couldn’t do better ! And
if he hept his mouth so -firmly closed for
tifty pounds, what %ill he not do for & hun.
dred ? Are you sure you can get at his
name withouv suspicion ?’

‘Sure ! Papa keeps all his correspo -
dence papers at home, and I have continual
access to his keys. _He generally leaves
them with, me when he spends the eveni
out. I8 know the name long before %
need it. :

¢ It will be better not to
person too soon.’ .

*1 don’t mean to do so! I supposea
week will be ample time to give him for his
search. My greatest difficulty is to know
w}:at to do with the creature when I’ve got
it.

¢ My dear, you must bring it straight to
me! I shall return to England for the oc-
cagion. I’ve quite decided upon that. The
respousibility wili be too great for you
alone. Butu you had better fetch the thing
away. With your smull, slight figure yom

apply to this

-
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are so much more easily disguised than I'am.
And when I know means by which to keep
it quiet until we have rejoined ina.’

‘How uncommonly strange she will feel
with it,’ laughed Selina. -

‘Oh, she will soon get over that ! But you
must make one very strict condition, Selina !
that the child is- perfectly healthy. Don’t be
let in for some sickly brat who will die afcer
all, and waste both our time and trouble.’

¢ Mrg, Chasemore ! why run the risk of
eonveding a child over from England?
There raust be heaps of French brats that
would answer the purpose !’

‘No, my dear, there are not! The
national charactersstics are too strongly
marked. A French or Italian child might
exoite suspicion at once, The boy must be
English and blue-eyed. . Besides, the Eog-
lish poor are far more likely to part with
their offspring than foreigners. See the
namber of infanticides we have and the way
in which our Foundling Hospital is kept
stocked. It is very inconvenient, I own, but
it is quite necessary that the child should be
transplanted from this country.’

¢I shall not mind it so much since you
have promised to return to assist me; but I
confess I felt very unequal to carrying out
that part of the plan by myself .’

The season ended that month, and with
the prorogation of Parliament Regina slipped
away from London with Mrs. General Chasge-
more, leaving only a letter behind for her
mother, to say that she felt soill she had
suddenly made up her mind to go abroad for
s few weeks’ change with a ‘lady friead.
and had no time to call in Kensington before
her departure. °Selina, who wag left in town
was condemned to listen to many a tirade
from Lady William’s lips on the ingratitude
of her daughter at not having acquainted her
earlier with her plans.

¢No time to call, indeed,’said tho irate
mother; ¢what a ridiculous excuse for a
woman to make who has a carriage and a
ocouple of horses continually at her disposal !
It really makes me quite ashamed of my
own flesh and blood. And who is this
“lady friend” with whom Mrs Vivian
Chasemore has so suddenly made up her
mind to leave England without even taking
the trouble to say *‘ good-bye” to her poor
mother ? What is her nam4;Selina Farthin-
gale,and where does she come from? Please
to tell me that.” - -

¢Indeed I cannot tell you anything, Lady
William { Regina has not so much as written
me s note! Why should she? We all
know that fashionable women have their
little fancies on occasions, and where mroney
is no obstacle they are likelyto gratify them.

I au she did go off in a great hurry at
:;e pg,“;nd had no time to think of any-

ng.’

¢Very pretty behaviour iadeed ! If she
wanted some one to accompany her, why
did’t she ask her mother? A few weeks’
change would have done me a world of good -
as well as herself. But I am no one, of
course, and never was in Miss Regina’s
consideration.’

‘] am sure she has been looking very ill
all the season, Lady William,and has lostflesh
considerably. I can’t imagine what is the
matter with her,’ replied Selina; who bad
been coached as to what she should say and
de, by Mrs, General Chasemore, :

¢ Fretting after the gentleman in Norway
perhaps,’ remarked Mrs. Runnyemde sarcas-
tically. ¢ That ‘is the way with women.

They never value a thing until they’ve lost

¢ More likely worrying herself about ** the
missing heir”,’chimed in Lady William spite-
fully ; ‘though crying never remedied that:
evil yet. She had much better resign herself
to the inevitable with a good grace.’

* I have notheard Regina atter a complaint
on that score lately,’ said Selina ; ¢ and,after
all, Mr. Chasemore’s life is as good as her
own.'. )

¢No, my dear, it isn’t !  The lives of no
men are as good as those of women. We
are much the tougher sex of the two, though
it isn't romansic to proclaim it. How ever,if
anything happens to Vivian, Regina must
manage for herself. I can’t have her coming
back upon me. Our tastes never did agree
and never will. She was tryng enough, I'm
sure, as a girl, and I’'m quite afraid te
think’ what she would be as a married wo-

¢ Pray don’t talk of such a melancholy con-
tingency, dear Lady William.  Mr. Chase-
more is the picture of health as a rule, and
we must hope they have both long lives
before tnem.’ -
¢Ah! you don’t know as much as I do,my
dear. Those ¢ pictures of health” are just
the ones to pop off most suddenly, and F've
had a presentimentof evil ever since Regina
was such a fool as to marry without any
proper settlements.’ -

¢ But if he does die she’ll soon find another
husband,’ remarKed Selina, with that besuti-
ful aisregard of all that issacred with which
the young ladies of the present century are
wont to invest the order of matrimony.

Lady William nodded her head oracularly-

‘Perkaps she way; but it’s not every
woman that gets a second chane, However,
if Regina does not, it won’t be for want of
trying.’ ’ .
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With which dubious @bmpliment to her
only-born, Lady William Nettleship returned
to the contemplation of her game of cards.

But about a week afterwards,when Régina
had been a month on the ,Continent, and
Lady Williain and Mrs. Runnymede were

" thinking of betaking their wicked selves over
to Boulogne or Ostend or some one of the
cheaper watering-places, where a game of
‘baccarat’ or ‘rouge et noir’ isstill to be
enjoyed in a strictly quiet way, Miss Far-
thingale was surprised by the very unusual
sight of seeing them both enter her quiet
drawing-room. .

¢ My dear Lady William, how very good

you! This is a welcome surprise.’

‘My dear, we've just run over io say
good-bye to you, and to tell you the most
wonderful piece of news. Runnymede and I
have secured rooms at Ostend, where there’s
an excellent Kursaal, and we intended to
start {o-morrow, but I've reccived a letter
from Regina that’s npset me entirely. What
do you think *—but yow'd never guess—it's
quite impossible.” .

‘Good news I hope, Lady Willjam! Let
me try. Mr. Chasemore is eoming home
again !

‘ As if that would upset any one! Why,
my dear Selina, you know they don’t care a
straw for each other. Oh nu! youre quite
wide of the mark.’

‘What can it be?
money ¥

‘Not a bit of it !
eould to it.
same.” -

Selina affected to be completely mystified.

‘I suppose I must tell you atter all

here are expectations, my dear, of an heir.’

- Oh never !’ ctied Selina, leaping in her

{ hair.

\\y‘ Indeed there are, at least Regina seems
to have no doubt of it, and I don’t suppose
ghe’d be auch a fool as to make the news
public unless she were sure. She says that
this accounts for a great deal of illness and
low spirits for months past, of which she has
never complainel' to me, and that she is
already feeling better for the welcome pros-
pect.’ ;

¢ Dear Lady William, how delighted you
must be! Do let me congratulate you and
dear Regina ! I suppose you will be going
%o her at once.’ ..

-1 don’t know. ‘She doesnot séem to be
quite sure what she is going to do herself. She

Nobody left her any

There is no oune who
But it means money all the

. are not mine.

low in Premier Street, Selina? continued
Lady Whilliam, suspiciously.

‘I’m not sure. Yes, I think I did onee
A nice old lady with white hair. Is that the
same ?’

‘1 cannot tell you. My dauchter’s friends
At any rate Regina seems to
preier Mrs. Brownlow’s company to her -
mother’s. Did I bear you say that you hag-
been invited to join my daughter gter on,”
Selina ¥ . R
_ “She did ask me to do so—but perhaps -~
after this news she may wish to postponemyp
visit. She will have other things to tbi
of besides entertaining any friends. /Afd
Mr. Chasemore will be returning home,
surely.’

‘Idon’t know. Regina doesn't mention
him, nor the date that she expects . this im-
portant event to take place, nor anything
except the bare fact. Thatis her unpleasant
way you know. She never could write a
satistactory letter.’ _

‘I suppose her mind was’ too full of the
important news to think of anything else.
Everything would appear of trival con-
sequence after that! But does she mention
no probable time for her return to.Eng-
land ¥

¢ Not a word, so I shall alter none of my
plans on her account. I conclude, of course,
that she had written to her husband, and I
hope he may come home and look after her
himself. It’s his business and bot- mine.
But 1 thought I mustn’t leave/England with-
out telling you of her prospects, though
there’s many a slip, you know, ‘twixt the
cup and the lip. So, good-bye, my dear,
and should you decide, after all, to pay
Regina a visit, of course you will let me
know.’ .

To hear Lady William talk one would
really 'tve imagined that she was annoyed.
rather than pleased to hear that her

daughter’s ardent wishes were to be at last
fultilled. Whether the Vivian Chasemores
did or did not have an heir to inherit their
property, could make no real difference to
her personal interests, but it would deprive
her of the questionable pleasure of lamenting
over her daughter’s disappointment and

abusing-dead Sir Peregrins for having made
so infamous a will. There are some people
—a good many, unfortunately—who cease to
care for their. friends as soon as they are
prosperous. Whilst they are wicked or poor
and can be condemned or commiserated, they
are 80 much stock-in-trade to them ; bpt let

says the Paris docgors have recommended her i them once return to the paths of virtue or
country air, and she is going into the Tyrol | rise .above want, and they are no longer

with her friend, whom she calls Mrs. Brown-
low? Did you ever meet a Mirs. Brown-

!

worth talking about. Selina acquiesced 1n
all Lady William said, although she had not
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the least intention of acquainting her with
any of her own plans beforehand.

¢ It is so much easier to invent what one
has done than what one is going to do,’ she
decided in mental cogitation with herself,
But the intelligence that the first shell had
been fired into the enemy’s camp, roused her
to the fact that her turn for action would
arrive before long.  ‘Regina has been
.eunning encugh, I see, #ot to commit herself
by meationing any dates ; 3" that I am to

- wait orders, I suppose, before I take action
in the matter.’

Nothing coeuld have happened more
favourably than it had done for the carrying
out of the contempiated fraud. Mr. Farthin-

- gale invariably took his month’s holiday in
#agust, and Selina’s 'avowed intention of
shortly joining her friend Mrs.Vivian Chase-
more on the continent, was sufficient excuse
for her staying behind him in company with
the woman left in charge of the house.

* Before his departure, however, she had

obtained the address she needed, and with-
out the slightest difficulty. In days gone by,
when Mr. Farthingale and his daughter had
been closer friends than at present, Selina
had greatly aided her father’s home work by
writing and copying letters ’for him, and he
had continaed the habit of confiding his keys
to her care whenever he spent an evening
from home. One sach opportunity had:
proved sufficient for her ; and amongst a pilé
of receipts, doketed by her own hand, she
had found that for the fifty pounds’ reward
given for the information of Vivian Chase-
more’s address, and signed by *Joseph

Mason, 8, Victoria Cotteges, Richmond.’

To Mr. Mason, therefore, she was quite pre-

pared to pay a ¥isit as soon as she received
her cue from Mrd, General Chasemore. It
was not long in goming, Before another
week elapsed she a note to say her friend
was about to cross\to Dover, and would be
ready to join her as'soon as she telegraphed
that she had succeeded in her object. The
same afternoon, therefore, found Miss Far-
thingale on her road to Richmond. She had
boasted .to Mra, Chasemore that she could
disgust herself so that her own father should
not know her in the street,apd the boast was
true.  No one would have recognised in the
grey-haired, spectical woman in ¢ decent
black,” who took her seat in the Richmond
omnbus that afternoon, the gay, flaunting

na Farthingale. She carried her own

{atch-key, and had taken care to send tHe

shar-woman on a distant errand before she |
" 1ft home ; 8o that'she slipped up the area-
steps without sny-hotice being taken of her, |
When she arrived in Richmond she had |
some little difficulty in finding Victoria'

Cottages agd it was past six o’clock when
she came upon them, and found Mr. Joseph
Mason with a chuuby child on either knee,
eating his supper at his castle-door. Selina
felt that some policy was required in open-
ing the delicate business sh® had come up-
on, and beat about the bush accordingly.

‘You are Mr. Joseph Mason,.I believe?’
sho commenced politely.

¢ Yes, ma’am, that be my name,’ respond-
ed Mr, Mason, as he rose to his feet and let
the two youngsters slide down upon the
floor, where they clung round h.s ankles like
leeches. . .

¢ Pray don’t let me disturb yon! I am in
want of a sensible and trustwor.hy person,
Mr. Mason, to assist in a very delicate an-
dertaking, and you have been specially re-
commended to me.’

‘Yes ma’am !’ said Mr. Mason,
his forelock. ‘I’m much obliged. sup-
pose€ it’s rockery, ma’am. I believe I am
thought to be an able 'and at rockery and
sich-like work.’ -

¢ Oh no ? it’s not rockery.’

¢ Fancy gardening, ma’am, p’r'aps. I can’t
take a job by the day, jest at present, be-
cause they’re a laying out of the hotel-gar-
dins afresh, and I'm engaged there by the-
week ; but I could give a goodish it of
time hafter hours, if that would suit you,
till I was free.’ - -

¢ No , my business with
to do with gardening.’

Mr. Mason stared. He couldn’t imagine
what other business he was good for.

¢ I have been recommended to you by the
firm of Farthingaleand Lucas, in the City, as
a very shrewd aud able man to doalittle job
for me in which I need assistance.’

‘ Farthingale and Lucas, mum ! Be they
the lawyers’ (Mr. Mason pronounced if
‘liars’) ‘as I seed once onm account of a
friend, now bittern two years and more °
ago?

‘You saw them on account of yourself, I
think. You received a reward of fifty pounds
from them for finding a gentleman they had
lost sight of, and signed the receipt for it.
Dor’t you remember ¥

¢ Oh yes, mum, sure enaff !’ responded the
man, reddening to his ears like a peony.

¢ Mr. Farthingale thought yon showed s
much good se nd skill en that occasioh
that he recomf®fided me to come to you to
belp me in a little dufficulty of the same
sort.’

¢ Another genelman lost ¥ said Mr. Mason
interrogatively. ‘

<Kot exactly. Something s to he pro-
Curgd this time. But I cannot speak to you

f % here. It must be kept a complete
o o,

iml]ing B

you has nothing
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secret, and you will be paid handsomely for
holding your
Mr. Mason

tongue.’
responded to this appeal by
shoving his two youngsters out into a
back-garden, and slipping the bolt of the

T, -

¢ You'll be as safe to speak here, mum, as
anywhere, for my good woman’s gone with
the youngest to see her mother who’s bin
took sick, and there’s no one within call but
them two little *uns-’
. “Itis because of the cleverness you showed
in finding that gentleman that I have come
to you, Mr. Masen,’ repeated Selina, emphati-
eally, ‘and because the lawyer said you:
knew 8o well how to hold your tongue.’
¢Well, mum, I can do that when I sees
fit ; and I never was a man of many words.’
‘Just g0o. I come on behalf of-a lady, a
forgign countess, very rich and good, who
o to adopt a little Eoglish boy; and
she is\ willing to give a hundred ponands down
t0.any one who will procure her a healthy
new-born male infant with fair complexion
and blue eyes.’

¢ A hundred pounds !’ ejaculated Mason.

_“Well, some folks can’t know what to do
with their money, mum. A hundred
pounds ! I only wish I had a youngster of
the age, I'd soon bundle ’im off, I know !
And when would they require the child,

mum ?’

‘ln a week or two. The countess will
send a person expressly to England to re-
ceive it and pay the money ; but the parents
of the child must understand that it is going
far away, right out of the country, perhaps
to Mefico, and that they will never see it

¢ Oh, they’re not likely to want to!” said
Mason, disposing of that difficulty as if it
swere too absurd to mention. ‘The only
question in my- eyes is the time. However,
mum, if you’ll leave .it to me and a fren’ as
I've got—a very cute and able man, as has
allays got his weather eye open—I fancy I'll
. ’ave news for you in a few days.’
‘But how shall you be able tolet me
know?’
¢ Couldn’t you leave your address, mum ?’
But Selina was t0o astute to leave even a
false address.
‘I havenone. I return to the countess
to-night, but I can fix a day to meet you
in. Will this day week do?’

¢I've no fear but what we’ll have news for
you by that time, mum-; but I wouldn’t like
to ask you to come here,for though my wife’s
a good enough woman in her way, yet they
all have tongues,and precious long 'uns._%0o !
saving your presence, mum ; and if she” once

wonl;ln’t rest till she’d told it round Rich-
mond.’

*Oh, that will never do! Is there any
place in London where I could see you pn-
vately ¥

¢ Well,that’s jest what I was a-thinking of,
mum. Do ye happen to know a tripe shop
at the corner of Bull’'s Court, jest a runnin’
out of Long Acre ¥

Selins did not happen to know the aristo-
cratic domicilein question,but she promised
to find it in pursuit of Mr. Mason.

¢ Well, if you can do that, mum, my fren”
and I will meet you there this day week,and
talk with ye private over this matter.and say
whether it will be possible to do it at the
price. I 8’pose the foreign parties wouldn’t
go over.s hundred pounds at a stretch now,
would they ¥

¢ No, certainly not !’ replied Selina, with
decision.  She had been warned by Mrs.
General Chasemore that as soon as ever the
object of her search became known, parental
affection weuld go up to a premium, and her
abettors would attempt to impose upon her.
¢ A hundred pounds is more than enough for
a pewborn infant.’ :

¢ Ay, but you were so particular about the
colour of his hair and eyes, that I thought
there might be a difficulty you see, mum.
And it must be a boy, too ! ’Tain’t as if the
varties was willin’ to take anythink !’

“Yes, it must be a boy, and a strong, -
healthy child into the bargain. Nothing else
will do. Soif you think you can’t undertake
the job, let me know, andI will go else-
where. '

But this threat was too much for Mr.
Mason. He promised faithfally to meet the
lady at the tripe shop in’ Bull Court, on the
day in question ; and Selina wrote word te
her iriends that the first step in the trouble.
some business had been accomplished.

CHAPTER III.

£9’D BETTER BRING IT ARTER DARK.’

‘When Kit Mast\e‘ ry_brought home his run-
away wife from the Putney rhouse, and
learnt, through the rough lipg’of the butcher’s
wife, of the prospect t lay before her,
surprise at the unexpected intelligence over-
powered for a time all "other considerations.
Not that the news afforded him any pleasure.
Like most mean and cruel natures, he hated
animals and children, and, strange to say, in
taking a wife it had never entered his head
to seriously contemplate the probability of

got hold of & tit-bit like this here, she

her bringing him a family. Bonunie had
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thought of it sometimes—in the sweet won-
dering way young married women will—as
s misty dream, floating somewhere in“the
future, but never coming near enough t¢ be

iseC. She was slower of comprehension
thanmostothergirls, and bad even neverasked
herself whether- the fading of the intangible
vision would prove a disappointment or a
comfort. But she had sense enough to under-
stand all that Mrs. Bell’s warning contained
for her in the fature, and as the grand new
idea sunk down into ber breast, and became
established there. it blossomed into a source
of the deepest happiness. But Mr. Masters
viewed the matter in a very different light.
It was a hindrance that tied his hands and
forced him to carb his temper, and he sulked
with it in uence. Brute as he was, he
felt that he dared not give Bonnie a blow,
now that the fact of her maternity was patent
to the neighbourhood. The wives of his

uaintance would have risen up in a body
and ‘lynched’ him had helaid a hand on
her. So he was compelled to take refuge in
bad temper, and he growled and scowled at
the poor child, day after day, until nothing
but the prospect of what was coming to
solace her, could have kept her spirit from
breaking altogether. Her woman friends
were very kind to her at this joncture, and
their sympathy helped to cheer and sustain
her. All true mothers feel an interest in a
girl’s first trial, and Bonnie was so simple
and childlike, that they wondered amongss
themselves how she would ever go through
it' all, or be a fit gnardian for the little one
when it had struggled into the world. But the
instinct of maternity is great, and it came
to Bonnie’s assistance now. The same con-
sciousness of dignity that invests even a poor
little animal surrounded by its young, de-
scended on her youthful head like a glory
and raised-Her to a level with her fellows.
Her shiftless fingers, which had so often
called forth a rebuke for laziness from her
old grandmother, learned to sew and fell
quickly enough When their aid was needed
to manufacture little garments in which to
envelope the coming babe. She no longer
seemed to heed . it’s sharp rejoinders for
uninteitional offences : even his cruel taunts
on her slow gait and loss of comeliness lost
their power to provoke her. If she sighed
one moment, she smiled the mext, asin an-
- ticipation she felt the promised child’s arms
about her neck, and its kisses pressed upon
her cheek. That any accident could happen
to rob her of the coming blessing, never by
any calculation entered Bonnie’s head. Mrs.
Bull had a baby every year, and so had Mrs.
Martin, and several others in the street ; and
all their babies grew fat and strong, and big,

and kicked their chubby legs out at Bonnie
a8 she and made her -think, with
quickened breath of the day when she should
carry her own darling in her arms, So the
spring and summer months them-
selves away, and the young mother’s step
%1:: more lingering and slow, and her face
me drawn and thin, and the neighbours
spoke of her time of trial as being very near.
Kit Masters didn’t like the state of things at
all. The hollow truce he was forced to main-
tain with his wife had ‘the worst ible
effect upon his nature, and every time she
annoyed him he swore inwardly that he'd
pay her double as soon as the affair was
over. A dozen times a day too he would
ive vent to his hope that ‘the brat would
dead before it ever saw the light,’ and that
this would be the first ann last time Bonnie
would ever make such a fool of him. He
hadn’t married a wife, he maintained, to bave
her cobbling at children’s smocks half the
day, and be laid up for the other half, and
if she couldn’t bestir herself to look after
his comfort, why he must get someone who
would, and that was the long and short of it. -
Bonnie had a violent fit of weeping over some
speech of the sort the very day that herlittle
boy came into the world. Kit had been
scolding her all the morning, until he made
her so ili that he frightened himself, and ran
off in haste to procure the attendance of
Mrs. Bull. But when after several hours of
sharp suffering, Bonnie heard her baby cty,
she thought she was rewarded for every pain
this world had afforded her. From that mo-
ment her mind appeared lost to all outward
things except the little creature that iay in
her arms. She never asked for Kit; and
though at the invitation of Mrs. Bull, he did
once enter the sick chamber and look down
with a grunt at the young mother and
her child, Bonnie never raised her eyes to
his during the interviev, but cuddled her
little one closely to her breast, as though
she’ feared that the glance of its father's
eye might blight, and wither it, as it had
blighted all the happiness of her own
heart,
It was at this period that Mrs, Bull
made the round of -‘the neighbours’
houres in the little street in Drury Lane,
giving it out as her opinion that
Kit Masters was ;just the ‘most un-
nati.ral ill-feelin’ creetur’ she had ever met
wit]

¢ D’ye think he’s took that poor babby in
’is arms, or even so much as noticed it, Mrs.

Martin,” she said to the sympathising cob-
bler’s wife. ‘Not ’e—the brute! ’E’'d
never ‘ave entered the room if I hadn’t

! kind of shoved ’im in. And then’e 'adn’t
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» word to say to the poor dear—not
of thanks, nor nuffin., And ’

mought but worrit ’er. If that poor
inuercent hopens ’is mouth even, e’s down
wpon ’em both, and screemin’ to ‘er to
shet 1m up ; and ’e grumbles. at ’ery bein’
hupstairs and not fit to work, as if a
conid be}down jand about when her babby’s
pot four days old. Lor’! Mrs. Martin, ma’am
I’'m sure I offen cussed Bullin my ’art at
sich times, and I dessay you've dome the
same by your’'n,but I’ll never do it agen, not
if I lives to make up my baker’s dozen. But
Bonnie don’t seem to take no notice -of 'is
goin’s on, that’s one comfort ! She lies there
all day, smilin’ at the young 'un, and talkin’
and cooin’ to it, while ’¢’s a-swearin’ and
cussin’ down below, and a-wishin’ they was
both” underground, till twould make your
blood curle in your veins to listen to im.’

‘1 wonder it don’t kill the pore gal !
ejaculated Mrs. Martin, who had had her
share of connubial cuffing and abuse.

‘ Bless you ! she don’t secm even to hear
it ! She’s as wrapt up in her boy as a cat
over her kitten.’

* Bonnie was always a bit soft,” remarked
the cobbler’s wife. ‘1 doubt whether she’ll
make a good mother.’

‘Let ’er alope! she’ll do well enuff, 1
warrant. There ain’t too much love in this
world, Mrs. Martin, and it no use biamin’
them as can feel it. But I pities the poor
child when ’e gets old enuff for a wippin’.’

And meanwhile, Bononie, ignorant and
fearless of danger;lay in her bed and cooed
to her new-found son.

* * * -* * *

On the day and at the hour appointed,
Selina Farthingale found her wav to the
tripe-shop at the corner of Bull Court, and
‘met Mr. Joseph Mason and his friend. She
did not like the air of mystery and mutual
understanding with which the bowsy mistreas
of the tripe-shop ushered her into the greasy
back parlour® nor the looks of the €cute’
gentleman (no less an one than Mr, Kit
Masters) to whom Mr. Mason introduced
her , but she remembered for her comfort
that she was cffectually disgnised, and that
if the interview resulted in nothing she
would not be compromised. So she tried to
make herself as affable as possible under the

eircumstances. The whole of the concocted |

story which she had toly Mr. Mason had to
be gone through again for the benefit of Mr.
Masters, who listened to it with one eye
slosed and a huge stick thrust into his
mouth.

‘One hundred pounds !’ he repeated, as
his friend bad done before him. ¢ And you're

authorised to pay that theer sam down on -
the nail,t” mum, if 30 be yoa can get what you
want ?

‘Just 30! The money is at home, safe

enough, and when the infant is handed over
I shall pay it down in cash.’

Kit Masters drew a long breath of relief.

‘I knows the kid as will suit to a T, he
said, slapping his thighs with his hand.

‘Do you really? Isitaboy? How old
isit? Has it blue eyes and a fair skin 7’

‘It’s heverythink as you could desire,
mum, and ’ealthy as can be—screams like &
two-year-old ; I ought to know for it lives
‘close anigh my ’ouse.’

¢ And do you think the
suaded to part with it?
remember !’ .

‘I knows the father, and I fancy ’¢’ll listen
to reason fast enuff. Butif I brings you
the child, mum—say to-morrer arternoon, to
this ere place—will you guarantee to have
the shiners with you, and make a fair ex-
change ?° ’

‘Certainly I will! I shall not expect to
have the child unless 1do! But—but—will
it ma ke a great noise, do you think ! Will
it be much noticed as I carry it through the
street ?’

Kit Masters laughed hoarsely.

¢ I'll take care it shan’t trouble you, mum.
It shall have a drop of summat to quiet it
afore it comes ’ere.’

¢ Oh y mine you don’t hurt it !’

‘ Never you fear !  'The youngster as I’ve
got my heyes on won’t kick for a drop of gin,
1l warrant that! But I'd better bring it
arter dusk. What do you say, mum, to
eight o’clock sharp to morrow evening in this
werry place ¥

* I will be sure to be here,’ replied Selina,

who, now that she had really accomplished
per purpose, felt very mnervous about the
issue.
‘ Twenty-five of them shiners is for me,
Kis,” observed Joe Mason confidentially,
as the two men shuffled out of her pre-
sence.

‘Well, I s’pose they must be as that was
our bargain ; though it’s a deal too much for
your share of the job.’ '

‘You’d never ’ave ’eard of it if it ’adn’t
})eeﬁ for me,’ observed Mr. Mason, aggrieved-
y. )
¢ True for you, old feller,and you mapaged
the other business neat enuff, and so we’ll
say no more abont this onme, A hundred
pounds! Fancy,that! . Blest if I ever
thought a family was sich a paying consarn
before -

Selina telegraphed at once to her friend

rents can be per-
t must be for ever,

Mrs. General Chasemore, who was lurking
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about Dover, to come up to London,and the
next afternoon they met in the now-desert-
ed park. But Mrs. Chasemore refused
to accompany the. younger lady to Bull
Court. )

¢ I'll meet youinthe Charing Cross waiting-
room or anywhere you like,my dear, but the
less we are seen together the better for both
ofns. Now ! don’t be nervous, Selina. All
you have to do is to carry a good -sized shawl
with you, and wrap the child well in it. An
infant of a few days old makes a very small
bundle after all, and no one will notice you
if you just walk quietly through the street.’
. “And as soon as I reach you, you will take
it off my hands ¥
- *Completely ! I have had babies of my
own, remember. and know how to manage
them. I have already told my landlady that
1 have been called away to the lying-in bed
of a daughter who is in extreme peril. When
I return with an infant in my arms and say
the poor mother's dead, she’ll only think I
have naturally taken charge of my own
grandchild. Trust me, my dear, for making
my story good.’

¢ And shall you leave England to-morrow ¥

‘Yes! by the tirst boat. If any ome
questions me I shall maintain the same story
a8 I have told the landlady ; bat unless
specially unlucky I am not likely to meet
any one I know. From Calais I shall travel
at once to Normandy, where I have left
Regina at a Very out-of-the-way place to
walt my return.’

¢ And then? -

‘Then comes the most diffienlt part, my
dear, but I have no fear of failure. I shail
smuggle the infant amongst my wraps into
the inn bedroom, and there keep it qmet—'

¢ But how ¥’

‘Oh ! there are ways and means, trust
me ! until the middle of the night, when it:
may yell if it likes. The rough people of
the inn are not likely to wake. If they do
aad come to the door, I shall say madam is
very il and I cannot leave her to admit
them. The next morning I shall annoance
that she has had a child. If they propose
medical aid or assistance, I shall say 1 intend
to nurse her myself. I have everything
ready and prepared to deceive them, my
dear. There is mot a link in the chain
misging, and they have been already in-{
formed that sach an event is expected, and

- that I am in great fear lest it should happen
prematurely.’

‘Snall you stay there long ¥’

Only for a fortnight or so, and then move
on the South of France where we can
procure a narse for the infant and tell what

story we like. I have gone over the business

again and again, and cannot see any chance
of failure. ‘The most important thing is to
keep Lady William in ignorance of the event:
till the infant is some weeks old, and I have
arranged for that also.’

‘How will vou m: e it ? She will be -
so awfully offended if she does not get the
very firat.intelligence.’

¢ I shall write after a few weeks and give
her all the details, and say that Regina was
wandering for the first fortnight and quite
unable to tell me her mother’s address, and
my head was so completely addled with fear
and anxiety that I couldn’t think of any plan
by which to procure it. At the same time
we shall have the infant baptised and the
birth announced in all the papers, so that the
news may reach Mr. Vivian, for his wife has
no idea of his address.’

‘Papa may have! He is Mr. Chasemore’s
soliciter, you know, but I have not heard
him mention it.’

¢ Well,'my dear ! it will be time enough to
ask when we require it. As soon as I reach
Regina again, I shall telegraph to you to vut
off your visit without assigning a reason.—
This will raise cariosity, and pave the way
for what will follow Then when we reach
the South of France, you will join us as
arr: ?

¢ I understang perfectly. And now, asit
is close upon the time of appointment, I had
better go and fetch this important baby.
What do I look like Mrs. Chasemore?
Would any one recognize me 2’

‘I'd defy them todoit! Your grey wig
and spectacles give you the appearance of
a woman of sixty, I should say you werea
respectable head-purse if I were asked. And
your veil is so thick it completely hides your
features. Have you got the notes?’

¢ Safe in my purse.  Shall we go together
as far as the Charing Cross station ?’

¢ Yes ! there will be no harm in that ! But
take care these men don’t follow you or set
some oueto doso. If youhave any suspicion
of it, come straight to the waiting-room and
tell me, and we'll shape our course accord-
ingly.’ .

‘ Ifancy they are honest in their way,
said Selina, ‘and would scarcely like, any
more than ourselves, to be mixed ap publicly
in such a transaction.’ )

‘Very good! but you cannot be too
cautious, They might have a dozen reasons
for not wishing to lose sight of you. But if
they watch you to the station and I take the
child, it will be easy enough for you to make
such changes in the wailting-room as shall
prevent their recognizing you as you go out

n, :
‘I have provided ‘for that,’ replied Se-
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lina, as she held up a hand-btg: contain- ]

ing & few necessaries to alter her appear-
auce,

Kit Masters and Joe Mason were punctaal
to their appointment, and as Selina entered
the back parlour of the tripe shop, the former
rose to his feet and opened a bundle which
he carried in his arms. Miss Farthingale
was no judgeof new-born babies, but as she
examined the little creature breathing peace-
fully beneath the flaring gaslight she counld
not help seeing that it was a healthy-looking
pinky thing, with two red fists doubled up in
its mouth and a head covered with a species
of fluffy tow.

¢ Theer ’e i, mum, as fine a babby as
you’d see on a summer’s day, honly four
days’ hold—straight-limbed, good lungs,
quiet sleeper, and with a monstrous hag-
petite. I warrant ’e’ll turn out a credit to
any party as takes keer on ‘im and gives ’im
plenty to heat.’

Mr. Masters spoke as if the baby were a
dog or any other.animal for sale, and, to do
him justice, his own education and breeding
had not been such as to enable him to regard
it in any higher light.

‘I see—a very nice little baby. Here is
the money, and I’d hetter take him before
he wakes up and cries,’ said Selina nerv-
ously.

‘Don’t you be afraid, mum,’ replied Kit
Nasters, ¢’e’s safe for the next two hours. I
give 'im a drop of daffy to soothe ’im off
afore I came.’

He carried the roll of bank-notes to the
gaslight, and counted them deliberately.

‘One, two, three, four, five six, seven,
height, nine, ten—ten ten’s a hundred !
Thacky, mum, it's hall right and the bar-
gain’s complete.

He placed the sleeping infant in her arms

as he spoke, and with a rough jerk to his !

cap, in which act of ddurtesy he was follow- | wise tried to make herself look as respect-

. able as she could, which, when done, was
well ashamed of himself, as indeed he had :

ed by his friend, slunk out of the room as if

need to be.
Selina wrapped

carried over her arm, all round the rather

dirty bundle which she had just bargained

for, and, with a palpitating heart, passed out
But she meed not have '
The tripe shop was-full of .

into teopen air.
been alarmed.
customers,and no one ever looked up at her
as she brushed by them, nor noticed what
she was carrying. She glanced right and
left as she gained the pavement, but could
see nothing of the men who had just left her,
and 8o hailed the first cab that she met,
and jumping in was driven to the Char-
«ing Cross station. There, in "the waiting-
room, was Mrs. General Chasemore,but they

t(e plaid shawl she had l

upon.

‘Al rig whispered Mrs. Chasemore,
as they sat"down side by side in a remote
corner of the large room.

‘Quite right ]| Here it is! Take it. I
want to go into the dressing-room before any
one notices me.’

She placed the child on her friend’s lap,
and passed at once into the inner apsrtment,
None of the passengers had had time to look
at her, and, when she emerged again,she was
completely altered. The grey wig,spectacles,
and veil, were in_ her hand bag.. Several
artificial roses had been hastily pinned in her
bonnet, a crimson tie was knotted round her
throat, and she was Selina Farthingale again,
Leaving the station thus at and without
the child, it would have been a clever scout
who would have known her for the elderly
woman who had completed the bargain in the
tripe shop.

¢ You’d better keep these,” she whispered,
putting her bag into Mrs. General Chasemore’s
hand. ¢ They may be useful to you while-
crossing to-morrow.’ .

‘You sharp girl! So theywill! But I'
must go back to my lodgings now and see if
Ican get some assistance for the night
with this little wretch. I shall be worn out
else

¢ Will it be safe ¥

*Quite 80! The landlady only knows me
a8 Mrs. Jackson. and this will be my grand-
child—my poor dear daughter’s last gift to
me. I forgot to get an onion though for the
weeping business. Do I look altogether too
jolly for a bereaved mother ¥

‘You don’t look a bit like yourself,” re-
joined Selina, and indeed it was true, for
Mrs. General Chasemore had also smoothed
down her curling front of golden hair and
rubbed the rouge off her cheeks and other-

met withoy bustle as they had agreed -

not much.
The confederates then parted, and Selima
Farthingale, with'a much lightended heart,

returned in her own character to her father'’s
house #

» » . * » * » -

\

On that very afternoor, about five o’clock
Mrs. Bell had stepped over to Masters’ to
see how her paiient was getting on, and if
she were ready for her tea. She found
Bonnie very happy and comfortable, lying in
bed with herlittle boy, but apparently not
mncll.a disposed to partake of her usual
mea] -

.*This will never do,” cried Mrs, Bull
authoritatively. ¢ You should be gettin’ up
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afine happetite now, Bonnie, and ’ow do you
think that theer boy’s a.goin’ to thrive if you
don’t relish your vittels. Come now,let me
* raise you a bit, and jest you eat your bread

and butter and drink your tea. I can’t leave
you for the night till you’ve ‘taken nourish-
ment,’ )

‘ But I’m 80 sleepy,’ replied Bonnie with
half closed, heavy lided eyes,but & smile of
eontentment passed over her face while that
seemed to say she !cared for nothing but to
lie here and be happy. ‘J don’t know how
it is,but I feel as if I coul®®’t raise my head
{;):d ever 8o, And baby seems almost as

¢ What have you bin a havin’ since I was
here, then? .demanded her friend suspici-
eously, :

¢ Nothin’ but a drink of milk.  Kit came
home about an hour ago :n1 gave it to me.
And a drop of the medicine the doctor left
for me. He said I'd better take it-’

*Then I wish as Kit would be a mindin’
of 'is own business, for theer was no call for
you to take more of that stuff, and if physic
ain’t wanted it’s worse than nome. Don’t
you be persuaded to drink any more on it.
D’ll tell you if it’s necessary.’

No, I won’t drink any more,’ said Bonnie
in a drowsy tone, R

¢’Ow’s the youngster gettin’ on ¥

The girl roused herself a little at this
question,

¢Oh, beautiful ! Just see how his hairs’
a-growing—quite yeller like mine ! And I’ve
found sich a funny little ‘thing on his ear !
Look, now ! Jest like a pes, ain’t it ?” and
she turned the child round, and showed the
mark, as she spoke. .

¢So it be,’ acquiesced Mra. Bull. ‘That’s
curus, too,for I mind Mrs. Martin’s youngest
but one havin’ jist sich another, only her’n
was red colour, and this is white, That’s
what we call & ‘pig ear” down our part of
the country, Bonnie. ’E’ll be a glutton,that
boy of yourn, as sure as ‘e lives.’

‘He’s a little glutton already,” said the
proud young mother, as she folded hm to
her breast. ¢ Bat it's more than I feels to-
night, Mrs, Bull. I couldn’t touch that tea
ff;:: :ver 80. It quite makes me sick to look
atit)’ . .
. ‘ Well, I'm disappointed,that’s what I am!
and you gettin’ on 8o nicely, too! I think
we must give youa little more hair to-morrer,
Bonnie, This room’s ankimmon close, and
has a queer physicky smell about it. I can’t
stay with you'longer now ’cause Bull’s wait-
ing-for his tes ; but Masters will be in afore
long, and if you can relish summat sfore yoa
goes to sleep for the night, 'e must get it for
youm,

¢ All right ! ' said;Bonnie inarticulately, as
her friend rose to leave the room.

. *Well, they’re main sleepy, the pair on
‘em,’ thought Mrs. Bull as she returued to
her lord and master. ¢ However, ’tis as
good as food for ’em any day.’

She heard no more of Bobnnie or her
goings-on that evenin% and concluded all
was right with her little neighbour. But as
she and Bull, after a hard day’s work of sell-
ing and buying and cleaningup, were about
to retire to their well-earned rest, they were
startled by hearing a long piercing scresms
proceed from a house close by. Drunken
cries and brawls were very common, as has
been said before, in that dirty little street :
but there was something in the tone of this
that arrested Mrs. Bull's hand _on’

its way with a hair-brush to the back of her
head.

¢Ball !’ she exclaimed,
that?’

¢Dunno, I’m sure, Hann., . Public ’ouse
bein’ turned out, may be.” .

¢ No, that ain't a drinkin’ voice—its fear.
Throw me over my gownd agen, Bull, for, as
sure as my name’s Hann, that scream came
from Bonnie,’

¢ From Master’s gal? Don’t you be fool-
ish now ! You’re never-a-goin’ out agen at
this time o’ night ?’ 3

¢BatI bam., Theer’s summat wrong over
theer, I'm sure on it : and 1 can’t rest till I
go and see. Come with me, Bull, for the
love of God !’

The woman was 8o excited that her husband
caught the infection of her fear, and rad
across the street with her to Kit Master’s
house. Bat the first person they encoantered
was that gentleman himself, standing serene-
1y on the threehold of his domain.

¢ Whatever is the matter with Bonnie,
Masters ?’ exclaimed Mrs. Bull, breathless-
ly. “I’eerd her voice right over to our
’ouse. What have you bin a-doin’ to ’er?’

¢1 ain’t done done nothin’,’ returned the
man sullenly ; ¢ but she’s took no with one
of ’er fits of bolten’ and gone down the
street like a madwoman,’

¢ Gone down the atreet'!’ cried Mrs. Bull,
‘and at this time o’ night! Mercy on us!
What had she on 2’

¢ Precious listle, I fancy, except a cloak.
She, flew ouv of the ‘ouse-afore I could catch
’er.
* She must be out of ’er mind haltogether.
And to leave the poor babe, too! Where is
it?’

 ¢Oh, that ain’t heer.’

“Ain’t heer! The baby gone? Why,
who’s took it? Masters, you’ve ’ad-a’and
in all this, I can see, and you'd better make

‘ whatever is
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a clean breastof it, if you don’t wants to |

have the perlice set arter you.’

‘The perlice! What are you allays
stuffin’ the perlice down my throat for?
Can’t a man do what ’e likes with ’is own?
If you wants to know the trath, here it is.
I can’t stand the noise. and the bother of a
brat a-squealing in my ears night and day,
and so I’'ve put the youngster out to nuss;
and Bonnie she choose to take on about it
and cheek and then she bolted down the
street afore I could stop 'er.’

¢ And right, too; if youw've robbed ‘er of ’er
bLaby. What call ’ad youto take a four-

days’ old creeture out of its mother’s breast
to turn it over to strangers ? Ugh ! you un-
nateral beast ! And maybe you've killed
’em both, for it’s my belief Bonnie will never
get over sich a trubble.’

¢ Can’t ’elp it, if-she don’t. She’s gone a
nice way to kill ’erself now ; but she allays
was a fool I’

¢ And ain’t you a-going’ arter 'er?

‘Wheer’s the good ! I suppose when she’s
tired of ruanin’ she’ll come ’ome agen.’

¢ If she ain’t brought ’ome on a stretcher—
though much you’d keer if she was ! Where's
the child now ?

¢Ah, don’t you wish I may tell yer! so

that she might go a-botherin’ arter it every
day, iustead of attendin’ to ’er dooties. It's
safe enough, and it’s well %00k keer on ; and
that’s all she’ll know of it until I choose o
tell ‘er.’
- “And you a-goin’ to leave that poor gal
cuttin’ about the streets all night with her
Yead a-fire, while you sits at ’ome, I s’pose.
Come on, Bull ! it makes me sick to look at
’im. We’ve ’ad our quarrels, but vou've
never bin as bad as that, old man. That
poorsick creeture’ll die now, as sure as sure ;
and all I ’opesis that her death may be
brought ’ome murder 1o that man’s door !
Bus Mrs. Bull’s wish was never gratified.
Nordid the inhabitants of the little street in
Drury Lane ever set eyes on poor shiftless
Bonnie again. From thé night on which she
awoke, half stupefiecd with the opiate her
husband had administered to her, to find that
he had robbed her of her child, Kit Masters
never was troubled with the sight of his poor
wife. A few inquiries were set on foot by the
meigibears, bug they brought forthfho fruit;
and the general opinion amongst the women
was that Masters had made away with both
Bonnie and ber baby, and buried their bodies
beneath his floor. Consequently he was very
senerally shunned, although his behaviour
ad little effect upon him beside making him
let his shop, and go and live with his father
and mother at Richmond.
And for a loug while faithfui Mrs. Bull

would watch and wait for the reappearance
of the girl she had loved to succour ; but
Bonnie's violet €yes and swees, dreamy face
weke never seen 1n the little street in Drury
Lane again.

CHAPTER 1IV.
¢ AND NOW WHRERE IS MY BOY?’

When Vivian Chasemore made up his mind
s0 suddenly to_aggompany his friend Lord
Charlesford to Norway,he left an address, to
which to forward his letters, with his solici
tor. Not that he had any notion that his wife
would write to him,or any wish to hear from
him. The cruel words which she had spoken
relative to having married him for his money
had sunk so deep into his heart, that he be-
lieved no after-conduct on her parv could ever
have the power to erase them. Any truce
that might take place between them here-
after must be a faﬂe and hollow peace, main-
tained for the benefit of society, and which
could bring no comfort to his wounded spirit.
So he felt little anxiety to communicate with
her, and only longed to put the greatest
distance possible between himself and home,
and o try and forget all that was going on
there.

Lord Charlesford preferred yachting along
the coasts of Finland and Norway, and living
(when he did go ashore) amongst the
peasantry of the country; and Vivian was
quite ready to second his friend’s wishes anc.
avoid the paths of civilisation altogether.
Consequently, after the first visit paid to the
post-town where be had ordered his letters
and papers to be sent, he did not see it
again, byt followed his friend’s fortunes
wheresoever the bonnie yacht ¢ Thisbe’ took
them, and lived for several months of summer
weather a pledsant sort of gipsy life, half
aboard and half ashore, diversitying his taste
of salt water with inland fishing and shooting,
and with studying the manners and customs
of a much unknown and very interesting
people.

Everard Selwyn was perfectly happy, or
he would have been so, had he not guessed
that Vivian Chasemore was suffering mental
tortures even while he laughed and talked as
loudly as his fellows, and scorned the notion
of fatigue or ennui. Lord Charlesford was a
generous, open-hearted young nobleman, with
plenty of English pluck and energy; and
plenty of money to back it ; so that -had it
mot been for the worm of disappointment

| gnawing secretly at poor Vivian’s heart, there

conld nardly have been found a merrier or

“sfore united trio of voyagers in the wide

werld.
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Dr. Morton’s_croaking prophecies of the
dilapidated condition of Vivian’'s lungs proved
atterly fallacious. ~They had endured a
severeattack of inflammation,and been rather
tender for a few weeks afterwards; but the
young man was strong and vigorous, with
a good hardy British constitation, and could
have stood the assault of many more such
attacks with impunity. The unworthy fear
of future penury which had induced Regina
to carry out her wicked plot for deceiving
her husband and defranding Sir Arthur of
his rights,had no cause for springing from
Vivian’s present state of health, for he be-
came stronger than he had ever been in the
bracing air of Norway and from the effects
of his sea voyage.

He grew so brown and healthy-looking
that Selwyn was almost tempted sometimes
to believe that the agonized expressions of
despair, which he had been called upon to
listen to during his friend's illness, had been
the offspring of a fevered imagination, rather
than the utterances of conviction. But now
and again the knitted brow,closed teeth, and
look of pain that would pass over Vivian’s
countenance, even in their gayest moments,
told him that the spirit still suffered, what-
ever the body was determined to conceal.

Things hiad being going on in this manner
for about six months, when the fast-increasi
cold of autumn warned Lord Charlesford that
the season for yachting was over, and they
had better fix upon some resting-place for the
winter months. He had two plans in his
head. Should they lay up the ‘Thisbe’ for the
winter months in harbour at Norway, and
spead their time between Christiana and
Stockhold ; or run south to Paris aud Berlin
—or should they return to England at once
and make another voyage out with the next
spring? Vivian voted for remaining where
they were. What was the good of Eugland,
he averred, in the winter season, when the
country was a mixture of mud and snow,
and London completely empty ? If the Nor-
wegian and Swedish capitals did not afford
them sufficient amusement, they could easily,
as Charlesford had suggested, run over to
Paris for awhile and return when they had
had enough of it. But whatever they did
let them remain out of England. He urged
Selwyn to back his choice. But the young
actor was his guest and did notchoose totake
advantage of the fact.
and Vivian had to do a double share of ar-
gument on his own account. .

Lord Charlesford was quite willing to ac-
cede to his request (though he did remark
that his old mother would be very much cut
up if he missed spending Christmas at home),
80 it was finally arranged that their tirst

He remained neutral .

halting place should be Christiana, where-
npo:nfhe head of the *Thisbe’ was turned
in that direction, and within a few days they
found themselves there. This was the post
town to which the young men had directed
their letters and papers to be sent, and there
.was quite an assortment of news brought
them to their hotel the same evening, Vivian
tossed over his letters carelesaly. They all
seemed more or less official : at all events
the one handwriting that held any interest
for him was not amongst them. Not that he
had expected to see it. Regina’s pride, he
felt convinced, would never permit her to
make the ‘amende honorable’ to him, and
even were she to do so, what would be the
use of it? No contrition for the past nor
promises for the future could undo what she
had done, which wasto reveal her true heart vo
him. He cast the letters to one side in a heap
and took up the ¢ Times ’ instead, beyinning
with the last news sent outinstead of thefirst.
What made him cast his eye over the list of
birtks he never knew. It was not his habit,
any more than that of other men to feel any
interest in the ¢ Ladies’ column,” but as he
folded the sheet his own name in capitals
| caught his sight and arrested his attention,
It is wonderful how soon we can pick oat a
name familiar to us from amongst dosens of
strangers, aad his was an uncommon one*
At first he wondered who could bear the
same cognomen ; then, as he read the para.
graph more attentively, he perceived
to his astonishment that it was really him-
self, and no one else, who was mentioned
therein,

‘On the second of September, at the
Hotel Vache, Pays-la-reine, Narmandy, the
wife of Vivian Chasemore, Esq., of 3
Premier Sireet, Portland Place, of a son, pre-
maturely.’ I3

¢ God!’ exclaimed- Vivian aloud,
as the foregoing announcement made it-
self apparent to his senses; ‘it must be a
heax.’ ’

‘ What’s a hoax, old fellow,’ said Lord
Charlesford ; ‘nothing wrong, I hope!’

‘No! I suppose not! but there’s some-
thing here about—about my wife !’

‘Your wife!’ echoed his friends
s'multaneously, Knowing Mrs. Vivian
Chasemore as they thought they-did, and
that the married couple were not on
the most affzctionate terms, both their
minds had at once leapt to the fear of a
scandal,

‘What is it, Vivian? speak,
said Selwyn auxiously. ‘She’s not dead,
isgshe? What are you staring at that co-
luma for?

Do
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*Oh! no! it’s nothing to make a fuss
about—but—but she’s got s baby !’

¢Ha!ha ! ha ¥ roared Lord Charlesford,
‘is that all? and didn’t you expect it,dld
boy? What alark! This comes of married
men running off on yachtiog expediti ;s a_.n'd
leaving no address behind them. I hope it’s
the right sort, eh ?
. Yes !—a son—at least the paper says so.
1say, Selwyn, this seems very queer to me.

*¢] daresay it does, old boy, but we’ve

been knocking about so long, you know ;
there was no means of getting at the news
before! Look at your letters, Vivian!
There is sure to be something about it
tLere. L

Vivian turned quickly to his pile of
correspondence, and examined it until he
came to an envelope in a feminine hand-
writing with a foreign post-mark. He
frowned as he caught sight of it. ‘Surely
I have seen that hand before,” he thought.
And the contents confirmed his suspicion.

¢ Hyeres, September 30th.
* MY DRAR VIVIAN,

1 suppose, after the last interview we
had together, that you will not be very
much pleased to hear ffom me, but as there
is no one else to write to you, and it is im-
portant you should learn what has taken
place, I am compelled to run the risk of in-
curring your displeasure. 1happened to be
staying at an out-of-the-way little town in
Normandy, about three weeks ago, called
Payvs-la-reine, when the woman of the hotel
teq'nested my assistance for a lady who had
been taken suddenly ill in the night. Fancy
my astonishment when I found 1t was poor
dear Regina! She had wandered over to
Pays-la-reine in search of solitude with a
lady friend, a Mrs. Brownlow,who had been
obliged to leave her the same day, and the
disappointment, I suppose, upset her. How-
ever, all went well, and she is the mother of
a fine little boy. I am sorry to tell you,

however, that Regina was too feverish and |
light-headed afterwards that we were obliged ;

to keep her very quiet, as we could procure
no medical assistance. Indeed it was most
fortunate I was there (notwithstanding yonr
unkind prohibition, my dear Vivian), or I do
not think your poor wife would have got
over it. I nursed her carefully, and as soon
as she was able to be moved, we came on to
Hyeres. I have written to Lady William to
come to her daughter (as, after what you
said, I do not suppose you would wish me

to remain with her longer than is necessary), !

and when she does so I shall resign my

'

charge. Regina begs me to tell you that the
little boy has blue eyes and fni hair, and
that she has had him baptised by the names
of “ Vivian Peregrine,” as she believed they
wonld have been your choice. As soon as
her mother arrives she intends to return to
Premier Street for the winter. She sends
you her love, and will write a8 soon as she
feels equal to the exertion. Believe me, my

dear Vivian, to be your much maligned step-
mother,

¢ CHARLOTTE UHASEMORE.’

Under other circuiastances, to hear that
Mrs. General Cbasemore was actually living
in the same house as his wife, would have
driven Vivian nearly wild, but he did not
knew what to say to this letter. I# was
impossible to upbraid or,even not to.think of
the woman who had befriended Regina at
such a moment, and when he reflected that
she might have died without her assistance, -
he fels almost grateful to her. And yet how
ardently he wished that any one but Mrs.
General Chasemore had been in the Hotel
Vache at that juncture. However,tbis little
annoyance was soon swallowed up in the joy
and surprise that followed his perusal of her
letter. He had a son at last; an heir to
inherit his grandfather’s property.

The news had come so unexpectedly upon
him that for a while it seemed impossible to
realise ; but as soon as he had had time to
take it in, his delight knew no bounds. He
ta.ked no more of wintering in Stockholm or
even Paris, he averred his intention of re-
turning home at once. He did not wish to
spoil his friends’ pleasure, he said. Let them
continue their route as fitst planned ; but for
his own part they must see that it was
absolutely necessary he should return to
Eogland. His qusniel with Regina seemed
forgotten. If he remembered it with a sudden
sigh, the sad recollection was dispersed as
quickly as it rose by the thought of little lix
ready to welcome him that would never t
him they loved him only for his mouey. To
the young and inexperienced father or mother
it seemsimpossible that the infant they watch
grow up beside them can ever turn round
with words of ingratitude and rebellion to
sting the heart that has given up all for their
sakes. These little lips must lcve caresses ;
these little tongues must speak the truth;
these little eyes can never bear any expres.
sion but that of affection and obedience, We
believe our children to be too much our own.
We forget thatwe are but the instruments of
bringing into the world and nurturing'a set
of spirits that may prove to be autterly op-
posed to our own in strength of will and

S
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purpose. Whilst they are infants and the
childich spirite are subservient, we fancy we
can mould them to what we wish ; but, alas!
the baby too often outstrips our own in
growth, and what we believed to be a docile
‘son or daughter, we find suddenly trans-
formed into a rebellions man or woman,

Of course neither Charlesford nor Selwyn
opposed the wishes of their friend. The
former, still hankering after the old mother,
who would be so disappointed if she didn't
see his bonnie face smiling at her across the
Chrisumas table, avowed his intention of re-
turning home in the © Thisbe’ and so the three
men set sail together, and after rather a
Tough passage, reached Southampton in the
month of November. Vivian would not sto
for even a night on his way, but, bidding
farewell to his friends, proceeded without

. delay to Premier Street, where, as he rigidly
judzel he should find Regina. Mrs. Vivian
Chasemore, after remaiviug some weeks at
Hyeres, had taken the advice of her hus.
band’s stepmother, and returned in state to
Loudon, where the French bonne, who had
accompanied them home, was dismissed, and
an important-looking English nurse, at forty
pounds a year,installed in the office of chief
guardian to the young heir. Lady William
Nettleship had not joined her daughter as
Mrs. General Chasemore had requcsted her
todo. She was ruffled in the first place at
Regina having presumed, after all her own

rognostications to the contrary, to have a

by ; and indignant, in the second, that the
event should have occurred with so little
ceremony, and under the superintendencs of
“that creature, the general’s widow.’
dowager Mrs. Chasemore had nursed Regina
8o judiciously hitherto, let her continue to
do so,
the honour with a woman of whose ante-
cedents the world knew nothing ; and as for
her grandson, she doubted if he would be
any the worse for keeping.  Then she con-

fided to her camarade, Mrs, Runnymede,who |

was quite ready to joinin the abuse of a
fellow- reature whose chief crime in the eyes
of society was precisely the same as her
own. Lady William had ealled on Regina in
Premier Street as soon as she heard that
she was alone, and been introduced to the
new addition te the family, magnificent in his
robes of cambric and Valenciennes lace ; but
she had not repeated her visit, and Mrs.
Vivian Chasemore was beginning to think it
was rather dull work, staying at home and
playing at ‘mamma,” and wished that she
had followed her own idea and gone to Nice
or Mentone again’ for the winter. But the

good sense of the advice-which had been
offered her, ahowgd itself when her lady’s-

If the |

Lady William had no desire to share [

l maid rushed into ber dressing-room one
! morning to inform her that the master had
just arrived from Southampton, and was
coming upstairs. How her heart beat a8 she
beard it !  She tried to compose herself and
appear calm as she lay on the sofa in her
soft clinging robes of white merivo, with s
%de blue ribbon twined in her golden bair,

ut Vivian gave her little time for considera.
tion. He ran straight to her dressing-roo:
‘and fell on his knees beside her couch. All
the bitter past seemed wiped out for ever, as
| be realised that he had found her again, and
| she was the mother of his child,

‘ My darling I’ he murmured,as he shower.
ed kisses upon her face, now flushed with
excitement and fear. *Can you forgive me ?
Ob,Regina | when I think tbat I might have
lost you during my absence, I cannos tel] you
how I regret my hasty conduct. But it was
all from love of you, my dearest. It wasthe
awfal thought that you did not care for me
that drove me wild.” But it is not true,is it,
Regina? You do love me a little now—if
never before—that I am the father of yoyr
child ¥

‘Ido love you I’ she answered, with white,
trembling lips. .

¢ Thank you— thank you a thousand times)
’ You have made my coming home 3 baypi.
| ness indeed. What g surprise it was, Re.
| gina, when I saw the announcement in the
| *“Times.” 1 couldn’t believe my eyes,
| Why didn’t you give a hiunt before I Teft
! home ? Do you think I would have gone had
| I known it " .

‘ You were so ill, Vivian—and I was not
sure

‘Iwassucha brute,you mean, my dtrling,
that I bad destroyed all contidence betw eea
us. I don’t deserve to be so bappy asIam

| boy ?

| fellow. .

Regina rang the bell and desired the lady’s

| maid to tell the nurse to bringy down the

¢ baby to see Mr. Chasemore,

{ *To see his papa, you mean exclaimed

| Vivian gaily. <] hope the poor ittle chap

{ will never think of me as * Mp, Chasemore,
Whois he most like, Regiua—yon or me 1’

I ‘Ireally don’t know,’ she stammered,

| ‘He will be very<air, nurse thinks, but you

i must judge for yourself.’

, , ‘And are you very, very fond of him, my

: darling ?’

| *Oh, Vivian ! of course I am ; but he ig

i Vf‘;'y, small yet, you know—only ten weeks

! old.

| *Ten weeks old | Surely yon &ght to be

. looking stronger than you dv, ! You
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seem to me even paler and thinner than you { nose, my dear?—I don’t know who he's got:
were when we parted.’ : ; that from. I'm afraid it’s a decided pug-’
‘I have been very ill,” she said, colouring, ;: *Babies’ noses alter so much, don’t they,
¢Yes, I knowyou have; but what does I nurse ¥ said Regina, languidly.
Dr. Morton think of you now ?’ =

‘I have not seea him since my retarn.’

‘Not seen him! Why is that ?’

‘Y am quite well. I do not require any
medical advice.’

‘But I am not satisfed with your appear-
ance, dearest. I had hoped this little event
would make a great improvement in your
health, but youn are certainly looking very
. fragile. I shall send for Morton to-morrow,

and see what he says about it.’

¢Oh, pray don’t !’ she exclaimed, hurried-
ly. ‘I hate that man, and have not the
slightest need of bim. I shall get quite
strong now yoa have come home.’

‘Bless you for saying that dear!’ he
answered just as the nurse entered the room
with her charge, and cartsied low to her new
master.

¢Is this the young gentleman, nurse?’

‘Yes, sir ! and I hope now yea've come
back, sir, that his poor mamma won’t fret as
much as she’s been-a-doin’, for they’re
neither of them as thriving as I should like
to see ’em.’ -

Vivian took the infant in his arms, and
carried it to the light.

‘ What a queer little mortal !’ he remark-
--_ed as he uncovered its face. ‘He is not very
fat, is he?’

He was not ; for the poor little baby that

Ki% Masters had delivered over to the eare of -

Miss Selina Farthingale, had not thriven
very well on its change of nurses. Doses of
gin and opium, hurried jouruneys by night,
and a sudden transfer from its mother’s
breast to a feeding bottle, had changed the
current of life in the hapeless infant’s consti-
tion, and given it what its nurse termed ‘a
check.” Consequently it had progressed
but slowly, and atten weeks old was much
palerand older looking than it should have
been.

‘It is not what you may calla plump

baby, sir,” replied the nurse. ‘You see his
mamma not being able to nurse him, and his
being brought up by hand is a great draw-
back. But we hope to see him fill out by-
and-by and do credit to his bottle.

Vivian bent ‘down dowr and kissed the
litele puny face earnestly. Would this
joyous new hope which hagl scarcely had
time to settle itself into a certainty, prove a
a disappointment after all ?

¢He’s not a bit like me, Regina, that’s
gertain,’ he said, after a pause, ‘His eyes
ixre very blue—quite a violet blue—and his

air is yellow like yours. And as for his

‘Oh, yes, ma’am ; of course they do. Mcst.
babies have the same sort of nose when
they’re so little. I dare say our young gen-
tlemano’s there, will turn out just like his
papa’s by-and-by.’

She received back the bundle of flannel

d long clothes as she spoke,

‘Come, my beauty ! has it seen it’s own
papa, then ? It'll pick up twice as fast now
you’ve come, sir. I've always said the dear
child was a-pining for the sight of you. And
he isn’t the only one that has pined either,’
remarked the nurse, with the familiarity of
her class, as she backed out of the room.

¢ Regina, my darling ! is it true? Have
you béen pining for your husband till even
the servants have remarked it ? exclaimed
Vivian, as the door closed and he took his
wife in his arms.

H§Her heart was beating so violently, and
she was 80 over-excited that she had no
answer to give him except that which was
conveyed by a burst of tears. But it was
enough for Vivian. He interpreted it ac-

‘eording to his own desire, and resolved that>.

it should wipe off henceforth and for ever
the memory of all that had distressed him in
the past. There was one matter on which
he wished to speak to his wife—the very one
which parted them ; but he resolved that it
should not be yet, but that he would give
her time to settle down into the old life again
before he broached any subject that was
likely to create a difference between them.

‘And so you have called him ‘ Vivian
Peregrine,””’ he said, alluding to the baby.
‘I like your choice, darling, because it proves
you were thinking of mfe ; but I shouid have
preferred him to havejmy father’s name of
Edward instead of mine. However, that
will do for number two,” he added, laughing.

Regina did not laugh, as most mothers
would have done at this very natural joke.
She only smiled im asickly manner, and
turned a shade paler. )

‘How does your mother take it? Isshe
not very proud of her grandson ?’ continued
Vivian,

‘I don’t think so. She has only been here

‘once since my return, and then she teok very

little notice of him. She is quite absorbed
in that woman;, Mrs. Runnymede, and seems
to care nothing for her own flesh and blood.”

¢ Never miud, dear! We will love the
little chap enough for his family put togeth-
er, will wenot? QOuar own child! I'can
hardly believe it, even now that I have seen
him. I had almost resigned myself to the
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belief that it would never be ! Oh, Regina !
my dear, dear wife, you have made me 80 ex-

uisitely happy. With your love, and that
gear little one, I feel asif I should never
know what it is to feel miserable in this
world again

‘z'ov ARE THE MOST WONDERFUL WOMAN IN
THE WORLD.'

CHAPTER V.

There is one person, and by no means an
unimportant one in the present history, whose
fortunes appear to have been dropped or
altogether lost sight of in the general struggle
for the shower Bl:g gold. I allude to Miss
Janet Oppenheim. But she has been by no
means forgotten, although the uneventful

ears ahe%.n passed in the service of Miss
%’eﬁherwaod at Clarence Lodge, had afforded
no material as yet necessary to the elimina-
tion of this little plot. This fact was due
almost entirely to the absence of Sir Arthur
Chasemore from England. Miss Oppenheim
had no friends, nataral or - otherwise.- She
was parentless, ané the few connections
remaining to her had made their home in
India ; she and an orphan grandson being
the only relatives remaining to Mrs. Mathers,
and the boy had died at sea some time
before her grandmother, Consequently Janet
Oppenheim had been throwh completely on
her own resources when she accepted. a tem-
puorary home with Mr. Farthingale and
his daughter. She had been full of doubts
and surmises with regard to the position in
which her aunt had left her, but had gained
no certain proofs to go upon, when the
sudden manner in which she was thrust forth
from the lawyer’s house, and cast apon the
tender mercies of Miss Netherwood, com-
pletely confused her mind upon the subjecs.
Was it possible, she theught, that if ‘money
were due to her, Mr. Farthingale would
dare defraud her of her rights in so open a
manner? She was perfectly aware of the
reason she had beea sent away, and the
knowledge would have been a feather in her
oap, had 1t not been so scou followed by the
intelligence of Sir Arthur Chasemore’s depar-
ture from England. That was a real blow
to her. She had just bugun to believe she
had succeeded in awakening an interest in the
baronet’s mind, when he went away without
even ing good-bye to her. She had
intended to consult him on the subject of Ler
own affairs, and see if he could find out any-
thing concerning them; and now she had
itively no one to whom she could taurn.
Miss Farthingale had taken _care she should

make no friends whilst staying with them

(except that one friend, for whose sake she
got 80 abrupt a dismissal), and so she felt
that for the present, at all events, there was
nothing to be donebut to wait patiently, and
make her way as well as she could at
Clarence Lodge. She had written a legu
to Mr. Farthingale’s office, asking hum'
for information respécting her late aunt’s
affairs, and she had received in anawer a
shuffling statement to the effect that the
lawyer was doing his utmost in her behalf,
and that a8 soon as ever he had any satisfac.
tory information to give her, she should hear
from him, Miss Janet Oppenheim was wise
in her generation. She saw ahe could do no
good by inoving in the matter without
advice, and so she locked the lawyer’s reply
carefully away in her desk, and resolved rto
be patient and bide her time. Meanwhile
she had contrived, in her soft, feline way,
to wiggle into the confidence of Miss
Netherwood, and make herself necessary to
that lady’s comfort. At the time we meet
her again, she had been for three years at
Clarence Lodge, and was the right hand of
its mistress. From having commenced as
a pupil-teacher, entrusted with only the
youngest and mcst troublesome children in
the school, she had risen to be Miss Nether-
wood’s housekeeper and major domo—who
did all the marketing, superintended the
servants, and never entered the schoolroom
except it was to carve the joints at the early
dinners. .

Miss Netherwood, who was almost as
much alone in the world as Janet herself,
used to declare to her friends that she hardly
kunew how she had.conducted the school
before she had the assistance of dear Miss
Oppenheim, and she believed she should
resign it the very day she left her. Not
that Miss Oppenheim was so unworldly wise
as to let Miss Netherwood suspect that such
a day would ever come to pass. That would
have strained the links of the chain that
bound them together. The elder lady never
contemplated such a misfortune as losiog lep
young friend, although from her belief in her
honesty, sobriety, purity, and all the other
cardinal virtues, she might have feared such
a complete treasure would be snatched from
her arms. But Miss Janet never gave her
canse for such a suspicien, Her conduct
was propriety itself, and Miss Netherwood
did not believe that she ever thought of, far
less designed, such an end as matrimony.
The good lady had never caught sight of any
of those foreign letters addressed to her
protegee in a bold masculine hand, which
commenced to arrive soon after Sir Arthar
left home, and for which Janet used to call
at the post-office during her daily rounds of
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duty. The baronet had rusbhed away from
England, disgusted, as he believed, with all
he left befaind him ; but after aw hile he had
felt rather sohtary, and thoughts of the
weiting look and suft-purring tones of the
girl, who .had administered to his consols-
tion, by flattering his vanity in Miss Farth.-
ingale’s drawing-room, crept back into his
mind, and raised in it a Jesire to communi-
- cate with her. A note which she had sent
to tell him of her abrupt departure, had in-
formed him also of her present add:ess, and
there he had sent his first epistle from
Algiers, which he had not intended to be

the commencement of a correspondence.”

Buat Janet had answered it so arttully, that
she had drawn him on to send another let-
ter, and yet another, until a system of com-
munication was regularly set up and the
post-office fixed upon for an address, lest
the pumber of epistles Miss Oppenhewnn re-
ceived should attract attention. Iv is
almost easier to bécome 1ntimate friends
through writing' Ietters than by personal
communicafion:-— One ¢ n say so much more
on paper one can by word of mouth :
besides, time and opportunity and privacy
all contribute to favour a confidence whicn
might never have bloomed without their aid.
Auy way, if the baronet did not fall in love
with Jauet Oppenheim, by reason of the
chatty letters which she cont.nued for the
space of two years to send him, he became
very friendly and intimate with her, and
looked forward with interest to meeting her
again. When he returned to Eugland, he
found more difficulty 1nseeing her than hehad
anticipated, for the rules at Clarence Lodge
were very strict: but the uocertainty and
secrecy of their interviews made them all
<he more delightful, and the man who had

idered it a nui and a trouble to
be obliged to ‘attend a dinner party or a
ball, might often be seen pacing tp and

,+-.down some selected spot in St. John’s

Wood for hours, waiting until the reynire-
ments of Miss Netherwood permitted Janet
Oppenheim to leave the house and join
him.

Not that he was enamoured of her even

et,or,at least,admitted the fact to himself.
ile believed he had made up his mind never
to marry,and only regarded the little teacher
in the hight of a dear, friend and confident.
And Janet, clever as deep, vlayed her cards
into his hand,believing that *all thin‘s come
to hiin who knows how to wait.’

You may be sure that every detail of the
Vivian Chasemores’ marrie.l life, so far as
they were known to the public, were dis-
cussed at length between these two; and that

Regina’s eoldness and Vivian’s illuess and

< -
departure to Norway, and the unexpected
advent of the berr, v{ere all severally talked
abo;t nnge::mmentedl upen.

*You it 80 well,’ said Jan theti-
cally, allnding o the bireh oF G Baby, as
they walked together one evening when she
was supposed to be at church. ‘I cannot -
think how you can speak so quietly about it.

t then,you always were s0 geverous with
regard to those people.’
© * Well,it’s-not their fault.you see,” replied
Sir Ar.hur, with a comical air, ‘and only
what was to be expected after all.’

*“Not a bit of it ! Noone had the least
ided of such a thing. And they were 8o very
close about it, too. Ihaveheard througha
fried of Miss Netherwood, who knows that
wretch, Selina Farthingale, that even Mrs.
Chasemore’s mother had hardly a hiut given
her of such an event, until it had actually
occurred.’

‘Yes ! that was queer, wasn’tit. And
Vivian himself told me that when he read
the birth in the ‘“Times ” he- thought it
must be a hoax.’ N ’ T

¢ What an extraordinary idea ! One'wounld
have thought after all her disappointment
and considering how much depended on it,
that she would haye been too proud to make
such a mystery of the affairr Where was
this important baby born ¥

‘I really don’t know. At some ont-of-the-
way place in Normandy, I believe. No one
seews to be sure. Even Vivian is misty on
tne subject.’

_ “Stranger still |
time ¥

‘I never asked, my dear.

Who was with her at the

She left Eng-
land very suddenly, and came back in the

same way—plus the son and heir. It was
altogether very funny, but it’s no business of
mine,’

¢ I think it is your business, Sir* Arthur,
Does it not strike you as very unusual, that
a yourg mother about to lay-in of her first
chuld should run away from her own home and
friends to be coutined in some remote district
abroad, without the attendance of a medical
man or a nurse.’

¢ Oh, I believe old Mrs. Chasemore (the
general’s widow, you know) was staying with
her at“the time, and Vivian was very much
annoyed that it should have been so.’

¢Mrs, General Chasemore! She- seems
to be a nice character for a reference, if
all you have told me -concerning her is
true. ’ -

‘You are very mysterious this evening,
my dear Janet. What are you driving
at?

‘Never mind. If Iteld you, you wouid
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eall me .fo;)L But I can put two and two

together as well as anyone.’

‘I know you can ! That is why I want to
know your little game.’

‘Sir \rthur! has it oever struck you that
that child may not beloug to Mrs. Vivian
Chasemnre at all ¥

‘Good heavens! No! Whose should it

r
¢Oh,you men ! what stupid.geese youn are !
It is as easy to gull you as possibie.

Why should it not belong to somebody
else ? -

‘Why should it? What object would
there be in passing off another person’s child
”}h - 00“? h ped sh: d

avet Oppenheim stopped short an
the baronet in the face.

¢ Are you quite blind,” she said, ¢or only
pretendiag to be s0? Why, she’d do it for
the money, of course. 1 don’t say that he
knows anything about it ’ .

¢For the money? For an heir! I see.
But it is not possible, Janet. She could
never be so foolish. It would be found out
at once.’ .

¢ Is will be fouund out if it is the case, for I
am determined to rest meither night nor day,
till I know the trath.  For your sake !"she
added, with a gentle squeeze of the baronet’s
arm.

Sir Arthur could not recover the shock
 of the suspicion she presented to

¢ Not her child ! he kept on repeating.
¢ Whatever put such an idea into your
head; Jaunet?

¢ Everything ! 5
for your own congideration. and see how sus-

icious they look. Your cousin left England

in May, aud the baby was born in September.
‘Why had he no idea of his wife’s condition
when he parted with her? Taen she leaves
her home, still without'a word to her mother
or any one, and withoaut writing to tell her
husband. She remains abroad no one is sure
where, with that disreputable old woman,
Mrs. Chasemore, and theu it is suddenly
announced thatshe had had a baby, and she
returns to Premier Street, in pomp, with an
infant and nurse in her train. ‘It is all too
nonatural not to excite inquiry.’

¢ Why should it not be her own child ?
repeated Sir Arthur.

¢ Why should it be !’ retorted Janet Oppen-
keim., ‘She had every oppirtuaisy to pilm
off the child of some one else, anl every in-
dacemoant to make her doso. Besiles —’

‘Basides —what? Doo’t keep anything
back from me, Janet. [ am sare you have
some other foundation for thiuking a8 you do

Just put the facts together

beyond the mere suspicious circumstances you
e

. , I dido’t meau to tell you just
a8 I said before, but I don't‘know]why ;:g.u
shouldn’t hearif, I bave more reason than
you think, for talking as I do. What was
the name you told me that Mr. Vivian
Chasemore adopted whilst on the stage I’

¢ Alfred Waverley.

‘ I thought as much. Well, 8ir Arthaur,
it's very strange, but we have a woman in
our house who knew him under that name.’

‘Really! Whoisit?

*A servant! I’ll tell you how I came
across her. I have the engaging of all Miss .
Netherwood’s servants, and last month we
were in want of what we call a schoolroom-
maid ; that is a person to wait on the oung
ladies and keep their rooms clean. I went
to office after office, but could find no one
likely to suit. At last the mistress
place told me that if I would take a girl\wh
had never been out in service before, she had
a very respectable young woman of the name
of Belton, wno wanted a situation. I saw
Belton, and found her to be a pretty girl, but
looking very sad and sickly. She was so
gentle and quite, however, that I took 3
fancy to her; and as I found she would come
for very small wages (Miss Netherwood is
awfully stingy, you know) I engaged her for
the situation, and she entered our hoirsq.the
following day.’

¢ What has all this got to do with young
Chasemore ¥/

patient you are. Cannot you
totellyou? 1was thrown a

good deal with this girl in teaching her her
duties; and I soon found out there was a
mystery about her. She used tocry territly
at night. I bave been kept awake for hours
Listening to her sobbing and to the brokem
sentences she murmured in her sleep, and
before long I taxed her with somethiuy/she
had said, and under a solemn promise of
secrecy sbe told me her history.’ :

¢ Auything out of the way ?

‘ Yes,a very sad one ; but I mustn’t repeat
the particulars. I caunot even tell you what
I wish to, uuless you will swear never to re-
veal it until we are certainof 1ts trath.’

. ‘I swear I will not. ou may trust me
to not expose myself by following a wild
goose chase.’

‘1t seems this woman, Beltors (Belton she
8ays 18 not her real name).s married and ran,
away from her husband. Can you guess
why ¥ :

¢ Never could guess anything in my life,
Janet ! - ’
N ¢ l}eca.nse her child was stolen from’

er.
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‘ Bat who stole it ¥

¢ She says her husband did, that it was
taken from her side whilst the was asleep,
and when she found out her loss she went
out of her mind and ran away from him.
But the curious part of the stury is that the
child was a boy and born in the beginning
of September, the very same date as the
other.

¢ Pooh,pooh,nonsense ! my dear girl,” said
the baronet ,smiling; ¢ you are never going to
frame a romance on such a slender founda-
tion as that. Do you know how many
children are born on average every week in
the year in London ?’

¢ Yes, yes ; of course I do, a thousand of
each sort, But that’s only the beginuning of
my story. When I questioned Belton, why
she suspected her husband of stealing her
child from her, she said she believed he had
sold it, because he would do anything for
mopey, and that some time before he had
betrayed her best friend for fifty pounds.and
she had pever seen him since. Of course
this ‘“ best friend ” excited my curiosity,and
I tried hard to get his name out of the
girl, but nothing would make her reveal it.
However, a few nights afterwards she was
80 unusyally restless and talkative in her
sleep that I entered her.room with the view
of rousing her, and heard her exclaim
‘¢ Where’s Mr. Waverley, he would find my
baby for me? Oh! where is Mr. Alfred
Waverley ! He would see that justice was
done to me,”’

¢ Nonsense, Janet!’ cried Sir Arthur,
with real interest, ¢ she never said that.’

¢ She did, indeed! When I was next
talking to her Iasked : *“Did you ever
know Mr. Alfred Waverley,the actor ?” and
she got crimson in a moment and denied the
fact. I taxed her with what sne said in
her sleep, but she stuck to it that she had
only seen him once or twice.  Then I said,

- ““Do'you think Mr. Waverley stole your

child ?” And she replied, *Oh, no, ma’am !
for he’s a married gentleman himself and I
daresay has plenty of children of his own.”
80 I think that if this woman’s baby was
stolen .for that purpose that . she had no
cognizance of it.’

4God bless my soul, Janet! And do you

really imagine you can trace any link.

between your servant’s loss and Regina
Chasemore's baby ?°’

‘T think this, Sir Arthur.
who received tifty pounds for finding your
cousin, would be very likely to earn another
fifty if he could by selling his own child. A
man of his class would probably imagine he
was doing the infant a great benefit by

o

I
‘have got over my disappointment lonitgo,

‘That the man‘

giving it the chance of being reared as »
gentleman.’

‘ But who could'have apphed to him in the
matter ? If I reniember rightly, old Farthin-
sxre could never tind out for certain, who

id claim that reward.’ .

‘I can’t tell you more than I know, and
Belton, although she is a very soft, stupid
sort of & woman, won’t let out a word more
than she chooses. To all my questions she
only returns the answer, ¢ Please don’t ask
me, miss.” I am convinced that nothin
would have extracted the name of Alfre
Waverley from her, had she been awake,
and I am sure she is unusually interested in
him from her agitation when I mentioned
his rame, but where can such a woman have
known him %’ .

‘That might be easily accounted for
Vivian associated with all sorts of low people
whilst he pursued that disgraceful profession.
But how came this woman's hus d, who
earned the fifty poundd4§ward, to be mixed
up with this other affair? Surely old
Farthingale can never have had & hand in
it?’

‘No! no! no! No man would ever
meddle with such a dirty plot! Depend
upon it, it was got up between those two -
Chasemore women, whilst the husband
was abroad, to cheat him into believing he
ltxlalad kgotf; an heir. Now, ;vha.t do you

ink of my putting this and that ther,
Sir Artbnry? P & Sogethen,

;I think you are the most wonderful little
woman in the world.’

‘Don’t go too fast. ‘I may be mistaken
after all. Still when your interests are at
sta.k?, the matter is at least worth considera-
tion.

‘ByJove! I should think so! I have
not forgotten the trick Mrs, Vivian Chase-
more played me once before, and would incur
any trouble or expense to expose such an
atrocious fraud on her part now.’

“Ah! I am afraid you think a great deal
too much of her still, Sir Arthur, if yon
would go such lengths to obtain yeur re-
venge.’

. ‘Not in the way you imagine, Janet.

though I car’t quite forgive her for it ; but I
am not likely to let myself be guiled a second
time, and particularly when she has per.
petfated this deception (if deception it be)
simply to ruin my interests.’

‘It is the vilest thing I even heard of,’
acquiesced Miss Oppenheim, “and we must
n;)t rest antil we have reached the bottom
of it.”

‘T am afraid the truth will be very diffioul$ s,
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to arrive at, especially {as you have bound
yourself to secrecy.

¢ Will you leave it to me? You know that
Iam your friend ard that I am working
entirely for you. Well you be patient whilst
I worm myself “further into this woman’s
mnfﬁ’denoe and try to make her betray her-

‘I would trust everything I in your
hands with the greatest confidence,’ jreplied
the baronet growing enthusiastic,as he kissed
&Mis; Oppuﬁ::xm beneath the cover of the

usk.

Janet drew coyly away from him;not asif
she were displeased, but only reticent. She
knew that men care little for what they can
obtain without cost, and had no intention of
selling herself too cheap a bargain.

¢Can you meet me here again, let usgay
next Sunday, Sir Arthur, and at the same
hour? Miss Neitherwood is never able to
go out in the eveningss and I am free to
follow my own inclinations. Perhaps by
that time I may have some news for you.’

. *I will come without fail, my dear. By
Jove ! only fancy if it should be true. What
an awful sell for poor Vivian, who ‘i as
proud over the youngster as a peacock with
a tin tail.’ . ’

¢ It will serve him right for marrying such.

an artful, designing woman. He knew she
had jilted you and might have guessed there
was no good in her.’
* ¢I am afraid he has not made much of a
bargain,’ replied Sir Arthur. *It’s’enough
‘o make a man think twice before he rushes
i matrimony.’

‘Only that all women are not like her,’
interposed Miss Janet softly.

‘By George, no ! I know one, and not so
far off either, who is worth a dozen of her
twice told. But I suppose you can’t guess
who that is, eh, Janet ¥

‘d IL];::: not the least igen., SgﬁAnhur,’
said Miss Oppenhein, as she quickly shook
hands with him and slipped away. .

She was a>good tactician and did not open
the Belton siege until she had formed her
plan of operations, and found a favourable
opportunity for commencing. She had little
fear of failure,or at least of failing to find
out all that there might be to discover
in that servant’s past history: For Janet
Oppenheim in 3 high degree
that marvellous magentic or mesmeric power,
which enables its owner to draw others
to them almost against their own will, and
which she had never known to prove im-
potent except with those who bore her a

pre-conceived aversion. She was very soft
and gentle in her manners with the servants :
%00 faxiliar some people would have called

her, but as she had slways been more or less
dependent oo that class for her comfort in
life she had found her condesvension stand
her in good stead. She would sit with them
of an evening and interest herself (or profess
to do s0) in .llnl their vorlk or l:;me hmﬂ.wy'
questioning them as openly as .
were her equals, whilst she zppwzg to beas
confidential with them in return. So that all
the menials at Clarence Lodge thought her
‘a very affable young lady, though a bit
near with the supper vittles,’ and were
.always wishing her * as good a’usband as she
deserved, and as many friends as there were
days in the year.’

The soft-hearted, friendless Mrs. Belton
(whom everyone will have recognised as no
other than our poor, shiftless Bonnie), was
scarcely likely to shut up her lonely soml
from the unexpected kindness of such-a
sociable young lady; and, indeed, in her
childish, timnd way she had already begun
to lean upon Miss Oppenheim as her coun-
sellor and stay in life. There was only one
feeling stronger than gratitude in her breast
which kept her lips closed, when Alfred
Waverley was mentioned to her. But for
the rest, so long as she did not disclose the
name that might identify her to her husband,
it was a solace in the midst of her misery to
be able to talk about it all. "

CHAPTER VI
‘I CAN'T HELP CRYING FOR MY BABY.’

In order to explain how Bonnie came to
be a schoolroom-maid in Miss Netherwood’s
service, it will be necessary to go back a
little. It will be remembered that the last
time Mrs. Bull saw her, she left her in bed
with her baby, too sleepy to take her tea or
answer questions. Neither of the women
knew then how the drowsiness had come
upon her, although it was found out after-
wards that Kit Masters had administered s
soporific to his wife under cover of the medi-
cine. As soon as her neighbour left her,
Bonnie fell into a profound slumber, from
which she never roused till iate at night,
when some instinct warned her that it was
time to nurse her infant, She was only half.
conscious as she put out her hand to the oiﬂ.e
of the bed where the ®aby ususlly lay, and
found an empty space there. Then she woke
thoroughly, and searching the bed all over
without success, leapt from it with & loud
cry, as thie idea darted into her mind that
whilst she slépt ber child had fallen from
her arms and been killed. The noise brough
Kit Masters upstairs. -
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! t are ye yellin’ for ?’ he demanded,

mnﬁ y.
‘My baby | exclaimed the terrified girl.
¢ Where is my baby ? I caonot fiad it any-
where, Oh, Kit, have you got it down-

stairs? Did you take it along of you?’

¢ Along of me !’ he growl ¢ Waoat d’ye
pose I should take a squalling brat into
the shop for? to wake up the whole street.
I've had more ’n eaough of ’is yells, 1 can
tell ye. I aren’t ’ad a proper night’s rest
sinoe the little hanimal was born,and I won’t
a&mljt no longer, and that’s the hend of the

matter.
¢ Bat where is it ?’ repeated Bonnie wildly’
¢ @ive it to me, Kit. I will keep it quies. It
never worry you again. I'll sit up all
night with it rather. Oaly it is 50 young;

i:‘;I,iouldn't have been took out of ‘the

She was hurrying on a pair of slippers and |

& dark tweed cloak that had served her as a
dressing.gown as she spoke, though her
trembling hands would hardly permit her to
do the fastenings. Q.ly she was so anxious
to go into the other ruom and fetch back her
baby. ¢He would be so cold,’ she thought,
¢lyiog there alone.’

¢ Now, ye jist lie down agin,’ s\id Kit
sharply. ‘I'm not.going to ’ave you catch
your death o’ culd for that blessed babby
Lie eown, I say, and cover the clothes over

ou.

¢ Yes, Kit, I will—only give me back my
baby. He must be very hungry, it is such a
long time siuce I nursed him. You shall
see how quiet we will be, lying here together.’

* Well, then, I can’t give’im you, and so
there. You’d better hear the trauth at
once.’ '

The mother’s eyes almost started from her
head with fear,

“You can’t give him to me ! Oh, Kit, tell
- me, 3nick—what is the matter? Is he

¢ Not as I knows on.’
¢ Where is he, then ¥
¢ I can’t tell you that, neither ; but ’e’s well
rovided for, and you must be content to
ow it.’
¢ *“ Well provided for I” > repeated Bonaie
in a dazed vuice.

" *Yes, much better than you could do for
’im, and with a person as knows all about
babbies and their ways. I told you a’ready
th ¢ I couldn’t stand no more of his screech-
in’, nor I can’tspare you to be a hangin’ arter
’im day and might. And so I've got 'im hout
to nuss, where ’¢’ll be safe took care on, and
you can git abous all the sovner and tend to
your dooties ’

Bat Bonnie did not quite comprehend him.

‘ Have you took him away ? she said in &~
fearful whisper. ‘Won’t they bring him
back again? Shan't I sleep along ’im to-
night ¥

Masters broke out into a hoarse langh.

¢ No, you won't, my dear, so the sooner
you makes hup yer mind to it the better.
You'll see im again, maybe, if he grows hup,
but I'll be whipt if I’ll ’ave im a cattin’
about ’ere and givin' trouble for the next ten
years. I've shipped him hoff to the country, .
where ‘ell be a deal better looked arter than
here ; 80 hall you've got to do his to get to
bed agin, and ‘make the best of it -for the
job was done four hours ago and more, and
there’s no undoin’ it.’

#My baby !. Ob, my baby! shrieked
Boanie, in that voice of despair that reached
Mrs. Bell's ears, as she flew past her husband
and ran dowastairs.

At first he did not follow her. He be-
fieved she had merely gone to search the
house for the infant, and chuckled in his
brutal manner to himself as he thought how
her trouble would be wasted. But he was
startled when he heard the shop-door slarn.
He jumped up aad looked from the window
then, fearful of the neighbours’ tongues if
Bonnie appealed to them in her excited
condition,and made her wrongs public. But
all he saw was a dark was figure flying down
the street as though it scarcely touched the
ground, and, with an oath at her aund all
women, he stumbled downstairs, with the
intent to follow and bring her back. He
undid the door,and stared up and down the
street, but Boonie had totally- disappeared ;
and Mr. and Mrs. Bull were ready sto con-
frontand pester him with theinquiriesalready
related,until he was completely out of temper
with them aad himself, and retired to rest
determined to do nothiagat all. ‘Such an
infernal fuss,” as he expressed it, ‘fora
wretched squaller of four days old, whom
he’d as soon have drowned as a kitten I’

Meanwhile, Bounie flew like the wind in
the direction of Waterloo Bridge. She
bardly knew where she was going, or what
she wanted ; but her head and her heart were
on fire v ith the one awful thougat that Ki$
Masters had stolen her baby -from her, and
that she should never see him mure.
policeman met her rushing at the top of her
speed down the Strand, and hailed her to
kuow her business,  But she never heeded
him,nor arrested her footsteps for a moment;
and as she passed beneath a lamp and he
caught sight of her uncovered head aud wild
appearance, he crossed the road and followed
in her wake. On—on-—she ran, the police=
man keeping well behind her, for he could:
not have overtaken her without wsing still
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greater speed,until she came in sight of the
still waters sleeping in the moon-light, and
the coal breezs from a:ross the river stirred
the light garment she wore and made her
shiver. The official in pursuit expected to
see the poor creature halt near the parapets of
that ¢ Bridge of Sighs,” which has proved the
entrance to the Gates of Death for so maay,
and fully inteaded as soou as the girl dil so,
to arrest aad lead her away. But he was
scarcely prepared to see her bound, without
psuse or hesitation upon the stone coping of
the bridge and fling hersclf headlong into the
river. %ithout a cry or appareatly the
slightest fear Bonnie sprang forward to meet
her doom, as if she was rushing into the em-
braces of a mother. But help was close at
hand. and she had scarcely-sunk before the
policeman had summoned it, and she was
dragged from the water and hauled into a
boat. Shnort as the tine of her immersion
was, however, it was long enough to render
her insensible. The unnaturally heated con-
dition of both mind and body was suffigjnta
to make the shock almost fatal, and for weeks
sfterwards Bonnie lay in a hospital com-
pletely unconscious of all that had befall-
en her. As she recovered her strength and
her sanses the people about her became most
anxious to ascertain her name and address,
but they conld get nothing out of her. She
lay in her bed with closed eyes and silent
lips until they began to suspect her of being
sillier than she really was. When the time
arrived for her discharge, the doctor ‘was
" quite uneasy to think what would become of
the poor shiftless child thrown on the tender
mercies of the world ; and the matron, who
" had been attracted by Bonuie’s mournful eyes
and pertinacious sileace, offered to give her
house-room for a little while uatil she could
t a situation of some sort and work for her
iving. From this circumstance rose theidea
of her going out as a servant. The matron
findiog the girl almost as reticent when alone
with her as she had been in the hospital,
advised her to pat her name down on the
books of a registry office, to which end she
appropriated some of the money given her by
the sympathetic doctor as alittle help upon
the path of life. Thus it came to pass that
Bonnie fell in with Miss Janet Oppecheim,
and was engaged as schoolroom-maid at
Clarence Lodge. Her duties lay entirely
up-stairs, and as they inclu ied a good deal
of needle work, which she executed in
Janet’s room, 1t naturally followed that that
yonng lady and herself often spent some of
the eveniag hours together. On the day
wben Miss Oppenheim’ had decided to try

i 8he looked very staid and pretty in
her print dress aud white cap, with her fair
ir parted neatly on her forehead ; but
her face had grown very thin, and there
were lines about the childish quivering
mouth that had never been there before,
The trouble poor Bonnie had ﬁ‘d through
had cleared and strengthened her brain, and
-made her more womanly than she had ever
been before. She would never be clever
(live us long as she might), but the ‘daft”
look of which her old grandmother had com-
plained, seemed to have. been loat in the
plaintively quiet expression which now per«
vaded her features. That she could hold
her own was proved by the pertinacity with
which refused to give Janet any information
of importance respecting herself, for with
~the exception of talking of her little baby,
she was almost obstinate. But toucbiog
that, she felt she must have relief. Her
mother’s heart would have broken with long-
ing despair if she could not sometimes have
inaulged it with weeping for her lost litile
one, ‘

Janet entered the room with some needle-
work in her own hands. It was evident that®
she intended to spend some time in the com-
pany of her servant. She sat down beside
Bonnie as naturally as though they had been
sisters, and smiled kindly in the blue eyes
that were raised to her own.

¢ Well, Belton, how are you getting on with
the pillow-cases? Rather hard sewing, I am
afraid, but like most disagreeable thinge, they
maust be done.’

Bonnfe, who had never been famoung as a
seamstreas, regarded her pricked fingers with
a deprecatory look.

¢ Yes, miss, the stuff be hard—I mean, it
is hard—thoagh I've rubbed it well too.”

Miss Oppen%xeim had been correcting Bon-
nie’s grammar amongst other things, until
the girl had begun to be ashamed of speak-
ing in the old way. i

¢ Let me soap that seam for you, Belton.
It will be'twice as easy then. And your
thimble is too large. You can never work
comfortably with it. I will lend you mine.
I have another in my basket.” ~
. ‘Thank you, miss,” said Donnie, gratefuls
y. .

It was by such little acts of attention,
politically bestowed, that Janet Oppenheim
owed her suicess in getting her own way with
both the upper and lower classes.

*Oh, it is nothin s, Belton. Itis my ob-

ject to get the work done, you know. And
1 am hemming these frills to trim them with.

to gain her further ennfidence, Bounie was sit-
ting as usual, stitching away at some house

/

“

They are for Miss Netherwood's pillows,
Sae is very particular about the appearance

c
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of her bed, and has always been used to have
frilled pillow-cases-’ ~

“I don’t think Miss Netherwood would
know how to get on without you, miss.’

‘Don’t you! But she may have to do it
all the same, Belton.’ .

*You’re not going away from us? cried
Bonnie, in real distress,as she grasped Janet’s
black silk apron.

‘No! no! not atpresent, at all events.
Still I do not suppone I shall live here always.
I might marry some day.’

¢Oh, don’t you marry,miss !’ exclaimed the
-?'rl earnestly, ‘it's s bad job, that marriage,

or any poor woman. See how I suffered
from it. It a’most killed me.’

* Poor thing! yes, I know it did; but
then you had a very bad husband, Belton.
Allmen are not so bad as he was, Perhaps
you married in too great a hurry and had
not seen sufficient of him.’

¢ No ! I didn’t’ was the mournful answer.
¢ For months and months I wouldn’t have
him nor even speak to him, but grand-
mother said he was such a likely fellow,and

. could keep me o well that *twould bea sin
*to say ‘‘no ” to him.’

¢ Your grandmother was mistaken evi-
dently, for he seems to have been the worst
husband I ever heard of.” ~
. “Yes, miss, he was. The very worst.’

‘ You must try and not think about it,
Belton. You will make yourself quite ill if
you cry so much.’

* ¢I can’t help -crying for my poor baby,

miss, He was such a dear little fellow and
the ¥ery image of me. I feel as if my heart
. would break whenever I remember him.’
¢If it really relieves your mind to spesk
of him, Belton, of course I would not forbid
your doing so. You can talk as you will to
.1me, you know. I shall never repeat what
you say.’
‘I know you won’t miss, ,and it’s been a
.-great comfort to me to openmy heart to you
as I have., The nights are the worst part of
it, when I can’t speak to you a8 I've got his
little head aside of me, and, when I remem-
ber as Ishall never see him again, I feel as if
I should go mad.’ -
¢ Are you sure you will never see him
again 7’ demanded Janet,deliberately,as she
looked Bonnie in the face.
¢ Why, how can I, miss, when that brute
stole him out of my very bed, and sent bim
away tomﬁxe country? I know nothing about
the precious child—who's got him, nor where
he went. . We can’t never meet uhtil the
Judgment Day,’
¢ But because your husband did not choose
to tell you where the baby was gone, is no
reason that we should not find out, Belton.

Of course, it will take time and trouble, and
we might be disappointed, after all; bau if

| the loes makes you so miserable, surely it is

worth the attempt.’

The pillow-case d:rm from Bonnie’s
hand, as she turned s eyes of surprise
and inquiry upon Janet Oppenheim.

¢ Miss, miss] do you mean as you think I
could ever find by baby again ?

¢Why not ?  If the child is alive he must
be somewhere, and you have a right to know
where that is. Your husband cannot have
sent him away without the knowledge of
some other people—his parents, perhaps;
and I feel sure that proper inquiries would
elect intelligence concerning him.’

Bonnie sunk on her knees and, hiding her
face in Miss Oppenhim’s dress, burst into a
flood of excited tears.
¢Oh, miss I’ she sobbed, ¢ Oh, miss !if you
could find my little boy for me again, I would
serve you without wages to the very last day
of my life.” .. K
‘ Come, Belton, don’t be foolish. I will
help you in every way I can, if you will be
quite open with me. Dry your eyes, and
let us sit down and talk the matter over
quietly. Miss Netherweod has gone out for
the afternoon,and will not be back until late.
We have a good time to ourselves, and you
can speak as freely as you choose.’

¢ What can I tell you more, miss? replied
Bonnie, as she gettled herself to her work

again. -

‘ Why, I don’t even know your husband’s
name, nor where he lives. How could I set
anybedy to find out where the baby is, unless
he is told the name and address of the person
who sent him away, or, as you say, stole
him.’

¢ ’m sure he stole him,’ retorted Bonnie.
¢ What should he want to pay for my child

poor baby would have cost him nothing
at home.’

¢ That is one point of importance,’ said
Janet, as she noted the fact in her pocket~
book. ¢But then, on the other hand, what
sheuld he steal the boy for ¥

‘To sell him, maybe,” replied Bonnie
bitterly ; ‘he was such a beautifal baby—
anyone might have been glad te buy him.
He had blue eyes, amost as big as mine, and
yellow hair on his head as soft as gosling’s-
down, and such pretty little toes and fingers.’

The poor young mother, in her excess of
vanity, had hit the right nail on the head,
although she little believed it.

‘Come, Belton,’ said Janet laughing, *stick
to reason. Whoever heard of a baby being

sold? Who would buy it? People bave

beirg nursed out for? He wasn’t over and
above free with his money, miss ; and the-
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enerally more children of their own than
they know what to do with.’ X

¢ Yes, miss, 80 I've heard ; still my husban:
was just the man to part with his¥own flesh
and blood for money. He loved money as
his soul, .so I don’t“believe he would have
ever troubled about the child, anless it was
to bring him something.’

‘ You must tell me your real mame, you
know, Belton, if I'm to do you any good.’

‘Will it send me back to Kit, miss?
because if it do I'll throw myself into the
-river again first.’

‘I promise you it shall not. What object
eould I have in betraying you to him? I
-should gain nothing and lose a good servant.
I'want to find your baby for you, Belton,
and if T can, you shall both be sent away
together, whenever you may choose, so that
Kit—if that’s the man’s name, may never
hear of you again. I have more money

you think of and promise

you this upon my sacred word of honour.’
Bonnie could not disbelieve’so solemn an

assurance, and the idea of regaining her

child broke down all her resolutions of pre-

serving secrecy.

¢Oh, miss! I must trust you, but re-
member, I'll kill myself sooner than go
back to him. His name is Kit Masters,
miss, - Chistopher Masters that is, and
he’s a n-grocer a8 lives at number
-mine in Little- Tobago Street at the back
of Drury Lane, Mrs. Bull, the butcher's
wife a8 lives round the corner, was a good
friend to me and grandmother, and knows
that all I've told you is the gospel truth.
But youll never betray me, miss, will
you?’ .

‘Never, my poor girl! You need have
a0 fear of it. And so vyour name is
Mary Masters. However, I must go on
calling you Belton; so that is of little con-
sequence.’ -

‘Miss Netherwood won’t never know of it,
miss, -nor the other servants,” continued
gzor Bonnie dropping & few quiet tears,

e was half afraid now that she had Iet%
but her cherished secret, whether she had not
oeen rash, but the thought of her baby sur-
mounted every other.

¢ Certainly not! But now I want you,
Belton, ‘to tell me all you can remember
about your child. The day he was born'and
the day he was taken away from you, what
clothes he had got on at the time and as
exact a description of his appearance as you
can give me,’ :

‘ He was bornd on the twenty-seventh of

. ness, the more I feel inclined to

lsst August, miss, at three in the afternoon.
Mrs, Bull was along of me at the time as has

had seven herself, and she said he, m\tlh:/
finest child she'd ever: ?

‘ Yes, yes, Belton, I understand all that.
Well, he was born ou the twenty-seventh.
‘What day was he stalen from yoa?

‘On thirty-first, miss. He was getti
on so beautiful and filling out as fast as coul
be,and we had been sleeping together all day,
and when I woke up in the night, my poor
baby was gone and I've never seen him
since.’

¢ He was ounly four days old then, when_
you lost him.’

‘Jastco, niss! And I went quite wild
when I found it out and throwd myself in
the river.’

¢ Stop a minute ! Did your husband ever
hint to you that he meant to put it out to
nuarse ¥ ~

‘Never, miss! He used to swear at its
screaming when Mrs. Bull washed it, but I
thought nothing of that. Kit was allays
swearing.’

‘ What did he say when you awoke and
missed the baby ¥

‘ He said he’d shipped him off to the coun-
try(ob,I minditso well! I can remember
every !), and that I should never see him
again till he was grow’d up, may be, but he
was well provided for,dnd I must be content
with that.’ .

¢ Why didn’t you ask where he had sent
him ¥ -

‘Oh! Idid, miss. I asked in and
again ; bit he said first that he didn’t know,
and then that the dear baby was with some
one who could take much better care of him
than I could (as if any one could love him
like h1s mother ) and that he wouldn’t stand
his screeching and screaming. And then,
when I cried he said I must make the best of
it, for the job was done and couldn’t be un-

done again.’ .

* Are you sure he said that ?’

¢The. very' words, miss. Every one’s
burned in upon my brain. They told me at
the hospital that I kept repeating them over
and over again all the while I lay ilL.’

¢Belton ! the more I think of this bnsi;
wit,
you that your husband sold the baby tosome
one.’ i .

¢Oh, they’ll never give him up again,
then !’ cried the poor raother; with clasped
hands.

‘If we trace them, they must. Its not
lawful to sell a child in this country. But it
will take a long time to find out, and you
must try and be patient. Let me hear your
description of the baby over again.’

¢ He was a big boy, miss, and weighed a
good twelve pounds when he was born.
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And he had blue eyes and soft light hair
(thefe | just the moral of mine), and such a
eurions little mark on his left ear.’
<A mark, exclaimed Janet, quickly,
¢ that is of the utmost importance, Belvon.’
¢ Why, misa? " she asked, simply.
¢ Because, you goose ! don’t you know that
all little babies are alike, andif they have
no distinguishing mark it is almost impos-
sible to know them ; tell me all you can about
the baby’s ear.’
¢ It was 8o funny, miss ; I never seed such
a thing before, but Mrs. Bull said they called
it a “ pig’s ear ” down her conontry side, and
that the baby would be arare greedy little
fellow.’
s Mrs. Bull saw it tco, then?’
¢Oh yes, miss | the very day they took
bim from me. She came in to give me my
tea, but I was too sleepy to take it. "BusI
showed her the baby's ear. It rose on the
top with a white lump like a curraat, that
made it look square, and for all the world
like a little pig’s®
¢ Should you know it again if you saw it,
Belton ?’
¢ Kooy it again, miss?’ echoed Bonnie,
with n‘ﬂow’mg eyes. ‘Oh! 1 should know
my dear baby anywheres. He wasn’t one to
be mistook.’
¢To b+ mistaken 1’ corrected Janet, quick-
ly. *‘Ngqw there isanother question I want
to ask you, Belton. You mentioned to
me once that your “husband had be-
trayed a friends of yours for tifty pounds.
Was not that friend Mr.  Alfred
Waverley ?’
The blood rushed in a torrent over poor
Bonnie’s brow and bosom, dyeing them
crimson; and for moments she could
do no more than bend her head over her
work in silence.

answered stoutly.
and between us all Belton, it will be hard if
we cannot do something to help you out of
this scrape.’

¢ will answer for that,

«Oh, miss ! how good you are !'
¢« But where did you begome acquainted

so naturally

with Mr. Waverley ¥’

The question succeeded

that Bonnie answered it without counsidera-
tion.

¢Helodged at grandmother’s, miss, for
many years.’

¢ Ah ! when he was on thestage? And be
was found there,of course ?’

¢ Yes, miss.’

« And Masters was the person to give up
his address ?’

¢ Yes, miss.’

¢ Then you must have seen the lawyer,
Mr. Farthiogale? -~
<A red-headed, foxy little gentlemaui,
miss? Yes ; he came ove day to see grand-
mother. That was before I was nmarried, a
goodish bit.’
“Ah'l you didn’t marry till after Mr,
Waverley had left you? ~Well, Belton,
am afraid you made a sorry bargain. Itis
almost enough to frighten one from following
your example.’
¢« Yes, miss, Baut if you can find my baby
for me, and—and Mr. Waverley coald be
brought to hear of it, I know he’d help
me ; and 1 think I should feel almost happy
again.’

I will do my very best,’ replied Janet
rising ; ‘but remember, Belton, you must be
patient, and fololw my advice in all things
1 know you can hold your tongue, 80 I de
not caution you agsinst chattering, but I
warn you that you may have to wait some
weeks, or even months, before you hear the
intelligence you are longing for, and it caa

“The little matters -are more difficalt to
keep secrets than you think of Belton.
Mr. Waverley is a well known geutle-

man, and everybody has heard of his being

discovered by means of a fifty-pound re-
ward.’

‘Do you know him, miss?’ demanded

Bonnie, in a low voice.

“No, ? do not, but I am acquainted with

several persons who do.’

“Oh! if I could only spéak to him for
still blushiog
grom the effort of meuntioning his name.

s minute,” said Boonie,

] think he would help me! He was al

wayas so good and kind to me, Mr. Waver- s You see there is but one link missing %o
ley was. I am sure he would help to tind

my poor baby.’

Janet saw her way now to bribing the girl

nto farther confidence.

¢You shall see him, if you wmh it,’ she

only be brought about by your obeying im-
plicitly everything that 1 tell you.’

«QOh, I'll be a8 good as jgood, miss—indeed
I will I repiied the girl earnestly, as she bent
her moistened eyes upon her work agsin ;
and Janet Oppenhein: left the yoom. having
drawn every available piece of information
out of her poor simple little heart.

When she related the conversation to Sir
Arthur, as they walked together in a seques
tered part of St. John’s Wood, on the follow-
ing Sunday evening, it really seemed to form
a very circumstantial chain of evidence
- | against Mrs. Vivian Cnasemore.

render the story complete, Sir Arthor, -and
that is the identification of the infant in
Premier Street with the infant that was bora
in Drury Lane.’

‘True; but that seerns the most diffonlt
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part of ihe business to me. Who it to
ldeuﬁify s child lost sight.of at four days
old
¢1 agree with you. The mother’s recogni-
tion would not be sufficient, even though the
boy appears to have been marked, for two
ehildren might he marked alike. Therefore
it will be quite pecessary to get one of the l
confederates to betray herself as well.’
¢ Which would do so? \
Mrs. General Chasemore! You kbpow
she has a world-wide reputation fordrinking,
and a woman who drinks has neither brain l
nor discretion. She is sure t6 let out the |
secret in her cups,’
¢ That would be useless, unless there were {
more than one witness by to hear the con- ,
fessiop and e it.’ )
*Yknow that, therefore I intend to be one
of these witnesses and to provide the other.
Thén, when Mrs. General Chasemore denies
her own words and Mrs. Vivian backs her
deceit, I will produze Beltor to recognise the
child.’

¢ How will you gain access to them ¥

*] am going to tell you all my plans.
Miss Netherwood's sister comes to stay with
her next week, and she has just offered mea
month’s heliday, which I have accepted.
That will give me the time and opportunity
to put them into execution and to succeed,
if success is obtainable.’ .

¢ Janet | you are the most wonderful little
manceuvrer I ever et with.’

‘I am doing it all for your sake, Sir
Artbur.’ t :

¢ Why address me so formally ?’ Does not
an intimacy of three years’ standing warrant
@ little more familiarity ? I always call you

- ¢ Janet.”’

*I know you do, but there should be
more reticence in a woman’s tongue than ir
that of a man. We are only friends.’

‘Are you quite sure of that, Janet? Has
it never struck you that our relations are
assuming a somewhat warmer character than
that of friendsbip ?’

‘] don't know what you mean—Arthar,’
said pussy-cat, with downcast eyes.

" ¢ Listen to me me, then, and I will tell
you.

!

CHAPTER VIL
* ¥O LIKENESS IN HIM TO EITHER OF
- THEM.’

Mrs, 'Vivian Chasemore, notwithstanding
her house in Premier Street, her carriage
and horses, her security from future poverty
and her son and heir, was miserable! Her
huaband's return, t0 which abe had looked

-

forward with more pleasurable anticipation
than she had ever felt in her life before, had
only filled her breast with apprehension and -
alarm. He had  become so suddenly and
"absurdly fond of thechild! Regina had
hoped and imagined that ther supposed birth
would make Vivian proude and fonder of
herself, and smooth over the unhappy dif-
ferences which had lately marred their
married life and caused her more secres
grief than her pride would permit her to
acknowledge. But she had not expected
that whilst he did not much more than k

on friendly terms with herself, he wo?ls
lavish all the love for which, now that it
appeared to be slipping from her grasp, she
had commenced to pine,upon his syppositious

son.

It turned her sick with envey to see the’
caresses Vivian gave the little one, or to hear
him talk fondly to it when they wers
alope together and there was no one to laugh
at his paternal weakness. Her jealousy
urged her to be almost rough with the baby,
and the idea that she did not care for it
made her husband still warmer in his ex.
ression of affection.
¢ ¢ You don’t luve our little bcy, Regina,’ he

id reproachfully one day, when he and she
any the infant were alone in her dressings
roomn:; aid he had held the little fellow up to
her to receive an indifferent caresa.

‘Oh! yes, I do! but I never cared for
iﬁr{ng bables, Vivian. .They are all so much

e.’ .

». - Well,/I used to think the same before this
little "chap came, but every day seems to
make a difference in him now. Look ! how
he’s staring at that prismatic glass. I’'m sure
he sees the changing colours in it! Have
you_ever poticed what a strangely-shaped
ear he has, Regina ? .
¢No ! -which ear?
‘The left! Look at it!1 It is nearly
square.’ . .

* It will be very ugly when he grows up P’

¢What a shame! He’s going to be the
bonniest boy in Ergland. Tell naughty
mamma to kiss you, baby, and beg your
?a.rdlon’ for calling anything -about you
‘ug .’ ’

He put the child into Regina’s arms as he
spoke, but she beld it so awkwardly that if
puckered up its mouth and began to cry. It
was not the poor girl's fanlt. The béautifaul
instinct of maternity that transforms every
mother, however young, into a nurse, had
never come to her assistance. The baby
cried, and she did not know how to soothe
it. ‘ .
¢ Do ring for the nurse, Vivian. He gets
more fractious every day. I wish he would
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‘grow a little faster. Children are so much
nicer when they can run about.’

¢+ And then you will want to put him into
a jacket and knickerbockers and harry him
off to school,’ said Vivian warmly. ‘I wish
ﬁon showed a little more interest in him,

egina. It seems so unuatural that you
should not do_so.”

<I am sure I do everything I can for him,’
she answered quickly. (The term ‘unnatural
alarmed her.) * He has the best nursery and
the best nurse in London. Mrs. Fleming
is quite devoted to the child snd -thinks
nothing too good for him.’ R

¢ And no more she ought,” said- Vivian as
he walked to the window and drummed upon
the papes to attract the infant’s notice.
Amongst men he would have been as shy
a8 most young fathers of acknowledging the
affection he had conceived for this little
* child ; but he felt his heart growing closer
to it,day by day, and spent hours in dream-
ing of a future when he and his son should
be friends and companions and bear the
burden of life for one another.

¢Oh! Vivian! you are making such a
dreadful noise,’ shepleadedffretfally. .

He sighed and walking away from the
window gave the infant a coloured scent-
bottle to play with, which it immediately
thrust into his mouth.

I have wanted to speak to you, Regina,
ever since I came home,about something,but
I have not had courage to introduce the
subject for two reasons. First, be-ause you
have been ill and- I cannot bear to annoy
you, and secondly, because it is such an un-

leasant one.’

«If it is unpleasant, Vivian, for Heaven’s
sake keep it to yourself.’

¢ No! that is impossible, and the soonerI
speak the soomer *it will be over. Mrs,
General Chasemore was here yesterday after-
noon, was she not? .

¢Yes! How can Irefuse myself to her
after all she has done for me ?

¢ [ ackoowledge it will be difficult to break
off the acquaintance again, and I am very
gorry for it.  But I cannot have your good
name suffer because this woman happened
to be in the hotel when you were taken

<Ii she hadn’t been there, I might have
died,” murmured Regina,

«So she wrute to me, and no words can |

express the gratitude I felt to think you
had help at haad. Still ought I on that ac-
count to permit you to endure the society
for life of a person whom I know to bea
moss disreputable connection ?  If Mrs.
Chasemore had any delicacy, she would not
come here, after what passed between us,

but she has none,. I must leave it to
therefore,to break off the intimacy as qn’iconk,-
ly as possible.’ ’

it ;; am sure I jJdon’'t know how to do
i

‘How, did you to cut Mrs. He
Lascelles and Lady ncan © when ;;Z
heard of their antecedents?’ demanded
Vivian sternly.

¢ Neither of them was my husband'’s step-
mother.’

‘ Bother the stepmothership! We owe -
Mrs. Chasemore no extra duty on than ac.
count, rather less ! She inveigled my poor
father into marrying her when nheéknew that
had he possessed an inkling of her true
character he would have fled her as a pes-
tilence. Regina! I have not told yon g:.if
of that woman’s profligacy. I did not like
to pollute the ears of my wife with such
stories. But her drinking propensities are

perhaps the least of hercrimes. She is
a known vicious character, and I will not
permit her to darken my doors.’

‘Oh! I hope you are not going to begin
that subject all over again. Oneavould
think I had brought Mrs. Chasemore into
Zv(;?r family. She was not my father's

e.’

‘My dear Regina, I am not blaming yon
for the present inconvenience ; though jtis
an old sore of mine, as you well know. It
has been the cause of great unhappiness—to
me at least—for when I parted with you last
May, I did not careif I ever came home
again or not., So, added to all the past, she
is now doubly odious to me, when I think
how nearly she wrecked our‘lives. But all 1
ask of you is to do your best in the future.
Deny yourself to her when she calls—make *
what excuses you can—but let her see that
you_ are determined not to carry on the ac-
quaintanceship. I would have given any-
thing that she should not have been the one
elected by Fate to be present at your con.
finement !’

¢So would I,? acquiesced Regina, and sin-
cerely, for she was beginning to fear that
Mrs. General Chasemore might not be a
very safe person to quarrel with, -

¢ It was truly unfortunate ! I have never
understood how the old woman happened to
be at the same inn with you, ner why the
landlady could not have attended to you her-
self,” said Vivian. ‘ And what on earth were
you doing at}such a time wandering -about
alone in an out-of-the way place like Pays la
reine ¥

¢I had Selina Farthingale with me,’ stam-
mered Regina, who felt she sank deeper in

the mire every time the dreaded sabject was
broached.
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¢ And you soem to have struck up such a
friendahip for that old maid too ! ;[ thought

hated her before our X

y(’?Ohl no ! it was not quite so Ezd as that !
I don’t care much for her, even now, but she
was very kind to me whilst you were away.
Don’t be hard on me, Vivian. I was ve
lonely and—and—miserable, and whatever
did wrong, I did for your sake,’ said
relapeing into tears. So unusual a mood on
her part, softened him at once.

Don’t cry, my angel! I am not angry.
I only’ want to camtion and advise you.
There! baby! go and cuddle in-your
mother’s arms and tell her we both love her
dearly.’

Bng Regina pushed the infant away.

‘I only want y.u,’ she whispered, as she
1aid her wet face against that of Vivian,

¢Well, you have me, dear, fast enough,
I’m sure,’ he aaswered, laughing; ‘and
there’s no one to dispute your rights, unless
it be this young ‘monkey here ; and if you
find him a nuisance, why it’s all your own
fault, you know, and you must grin and bear
it.?

How well she knew it to be her own fault !
How often she had wished even by this time
that she'could have been content to try and
win back her husband’s affection by herself,
and leave the fubure with God.

*Shall I send him away ? Does he annoy
you !’ asked Vivian, as she lay back on the
sofa with closed eyes and knitted brow.

¢I have one of my bad headaches,’ she an-
swered, and he rung the bell for the nurse.

The door opened, and a stranger stood on
the threshold. .

¢ Mrs, Fleming is occupied for the moment,
ma’am, and cannot come downstairs. Shall
I take the baby up to her?’

¢ Yes, perhaps you had better do so.’
The woman received the infant from
Vivian’s arms and carried it carefully away.
¢ Who is that, Regina ? I never saw her
before.’ . .
¢ She only came here yesterday evening
The upper housemaid had announced * to me
most anexpectedly in the morning that she
must return home at once as her mother had
broken her back, or some rubbish of that
sort, but that her cousin would take her
. place whilst she was away. So, as servants
aye scarce, and I don’t want to lose Ellen, 1
Iet the cousin came and that is she. Her
name is Jane. She seems a decent enough
body.’ . i
¢ Very much so! 1 like her appearance im-
mensely. She looks 8o modest and has such
& soft voice, I think Ellen had better stay
away altogether.’, .
‘1 don’t know that Jare would remain if

| strongly that she had no intention

she did. Nurse told me this moining that
she is engaged to be married. She seems
to take a great interest in the baby. Perhaps
that is the reason.’

‘I hope she will be very carefal of
him. These girls are 80 ignorant some-
times.’ .

¢ Fleming will take care he comes to no
harm.’ . .

‘So much the better. Wel, dear, I'l

leaveyou now, and perhaps you will go to
sleep and get rid of your headache. ﬁn’t

fret about what I said to you, Regina. The

task will be easier than you imagine, and
after what she did for you and our baby I -
don’t want to bave to attack the old weman

myself on the subject.’, ~

‘Oh, no! pray don’t’ cried Regina nerv-
ously. * I will doall that is necessary, Vivian
—indeed I will—and avoid her as much as
possible for the future.’ .

But when her husband had left her to get
rid of her fictitious headache, ina knew
that she had promised more than she could
possibly perform. It-was all very well to tell
her to drop Mra. General Chasemore, but
that lady had already i timatedf pretty
of bei
dropped. Four months only had paased‘%gy
since she had done Regina, what she called
‘ the greatest service possible on earth,” and
she had already drawn more than once on
her patience'and time and purse, in retura
for the risk she had run in her behalf. The
money was but a drop in the ocean. Vivian
kept his wife so libérally supplied that tem,
twerty, or even thirty pounds at a time was
not seriously missed from her private funds ;
but when she found that Mrs. Chasemore
intruded upon her not in the dusk of the
evening only, or when she had been invited
as heretofore, but at any moment of the day,
heedless whether she encountered thé master '
of the house or not, Regina became seriously . -
alarmed, for what might transpire if those
two met and the lady was thrown off her
guard, she was afraid to think, Mrs. Chase-
more had once frightened her beyond
measure by affirming that she had a red in
pickle for Master Vivian if he dared to insult
hier in the future. Her wretched victim had
not been bold enough to ask her the meaning
of hier words, but she guessedit too well, and
bad been too timid since even to suggest that
her-visitor should choose more reasonable
hours for calling at the house. Once she
bad appegred there when considerably the
worse for liquor, and Regina, blushing with
ahalx::e that 1:.101- servants should be ,wit:hesa
to her own degradation in owning such a
eennection, had yet been obliged to enter-
tain her for some hours whilst she strove by
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every means in her power to prevent her
loud tones and unguarded words from making
4heir way beyond the walls of her private
sitting-room. 5
¢ Lor, my dear ! and how’s the child getting
on?’ she {ui exclaimed on that occasion.™
T met it in the park the other day, and
thought I should have burst out laughiug in
the nurse’s face when she informed me it was
wing more like its dear papa every day.
oor Vivian'! What a costermongers cut
he must have about him.’ .
«Oh hush ! pray,’ entreated Regina with
blanched cheeks ;’ * the whole house willhear
you, Mra. Chasemore,if you do not take more
care.’

* Well, and what if they do? It needs

more than a couple of words to settle a

* business of that kind. But what bave you
been doing to the brat ? He looks very puny
to me.’

] don’t know why he should. Mrs. Flem-
ing takes the greatest care of him, I believe.
But shesays he is like a child whose mother
has fretted. She looked very suspiciously at
me as she spoke.’

‘Ha !l ha! ha! Shehas heard of Master
Vivian’s‘escapade,’ I suppose,in the servants’
hall, and fancied it worrid you and had an
effect upon the child. She little thinks how
philonephically you took it.’ . .

*But it did worry me !’ replied Regina,
with cignity. ‘I donit think you give me
credit for maintaining even friendly relations
with my husband, Mrs. Chasemore.”

¢Oh don’t try to hambwg me !’ exclaimed
the ol woman rudely; .‘I can see the
terms you are on together perfectly. And as
if you would have done what you have done
if there had been the least affection between
you! You like the money,my dear, aud you
would have sold your soul to secure it.

That's the long and short of the mat-
’

ter‘ I often wish I hadn’t done it,’ sighed
Regina, ‘I had better have sold my soul
iben eatablished such a constant dread for
myself. Thereis not a day but what I fear
the whole thing'may come out.’
« Pooh ! nonsense ! how cau it ? unless you
are fool emough to turn queen’s evidence
against yourself. You know Selina’s staunch
and so am L. By the way, my dear, I'm
oing to ask you to do me a listle favour.
§dy wretched guarterly pittance is not due
till the ecd offthe mouth,and I have a hprrid
fmpudent fellow dunfing me foz a linen-
draper’s bill. It’s pnly twelve pounds.
Can you lend me theymoney tll Saturday
week ¥
+] think I can, replied Regina, as she rose

But the secret drawer was empty. ‘I forgot,”
she added, suddenly, ‘Ileft my purse in
3.:1? library yesterday. I will go and fetch

But as she was about to leave the room,
she beard Vivian’s voice in the hall bélow.
<Ob? Mrs. Chasemore,” she exclaimed,
turning back with alarm. ¢ My has
come home. You must wait for the money
till to-morrow.’ :
¢ No such thing, my dear ! it’s quite im-
possible,’replied the widow with an unmoved
countenance. ‘I shall be thrown on my
bett:l leuds if Ehgo without, it. The man is
to call again this evenin, d I promised he
should biapski.’ %fpnd I pro
‘But Vivian is sure to be in the library 1
He will see me looking for my purse, and
ask what I want it for. Perhaps he will
follow me upetairs too.’

‘I can’t help it if he does! I don’t in-
tend to take any more impudence from him,
I can tell you.’
¢ But ¢ch | Mrs. Chasemore, do please con-
sider ; if Vivian were to find you here, there
might be another row, and it is 80 unpleas-
ant before the servant. ’
‘I will soon stop his tongue, my dear! I
have it in my power to make a greater row
than he if I feel so inclined.’

¢ But if you would go now—you don’t mind
my speaking openly do you! I will send
iyq‘:’the notes by this evening’s post without
ail.”
*They will be of no use to me then. I
must have them by nine o'clock to-
night.” -

I will fetch them then,” cried Regina in
desperation ; ¢ only pray lgck the door of the
room inside, and let no one enter till I re-

turn. .

Shle had to tell all sorts of fibs to get away
from her busband, who wanted to detain her
in the library whilst he related the day’s ad-
ventures ; but she managed to shake him off
at last and return to the boudoir. The ex-
citement and flutter of the affair, added to
the difficulty of getting the half-intoxicated
woman out of the house without being seen,
afterwards made Regina quite ill, bus it did
not seem to have the least effect upon Mra
General Chasemore.

¢Lor’, my dear,’ she said contemptuously,
* you're far too mervous to undertake any-
thing like an intrigue. You should have
been one of the lovey-dovey-cooey sort of
wives. who consider it incumbent to tell their
husbands every time they cut their nails, I
should never be surprired to hear any day
that you had blabbed the whole story to him
yourself. You're a very different sort of

and opened her eacritoire to get the notes.

woman irom what I expected. However, as
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you seem anxious to do the -domestic, I'll
relieve you of nv presence. Good-bye ! my
love %o ;umr ivian Peregrine Chasemore,
and oom?limenh to Monsieur son pere—ha !
ha l.ba!

And, under the guardianship of & servant,
the wretched woman had stumbled down-
stairs, whilst Regina bung over the bavisters,
watching with breathless fear lest Vivian
should be disturbed by the noise, and leave
the library to learn the reason of it.

Butthough no such ‘contretemps’occurred,
the efperience of that day and others like it,
had eonvinced ina that no frailer tenure
for a secret could be found than the faith to
be placed in Mrs., General Chasemore’s feel-
ings of prudence or honmour. Aind she was
not the enly person either to be coaciliated
or feared. ‘Selina Farthingale also came in
for a share of good things, and, although she
was not in a position to require loans of
money, she did not fail to make Regina feel
her indebtedness to her in other ways.

By the time Vivian reached home, she had
established an intimacy in the house. which
she never afterwards abandoneéd. Day after
day (to the great disgust of Lady William
Nettleship, who considered that the eircum-

uded her of her just rightts) Miss
in the carriage by the
ivian Chasemore, or accom-
panied her to the theatres, and other places
of amusement. Vivian considered the inti-
macy a nuisance, and wished Regina would
discontinue it. He had never liileng Selina,
and began to think he should never be alone
with his wife again, so persistently did the
old maid, as he called her, #ppear as a stand-
ing dish at their dioner-table. Once or
twice he joked Regina on the subject, and
asked her if her friend had better not bring
her night-cap .and take up her abode alto-
gether in Premier-street, and was surprised
to find that the joke fell fat or was received
with a look of confusion or dismay.

Meanwhile Selina kept her footing man-
fully,'and had come to be regarded as Mrs.
Vivian Chasemore’s most intimate friend.
And poor Vivian wendered at1tall, and held
his Regina’s heart stood still as she
eonsidered by what means she should ever
get rid of shese two harpies, each of whom
she firmly believed would hkve no hesigation
in betraying her if no farther benefit were to
boderived from keeg;n:g ber secret.

A wild thought flashed through ker brain
whether she could bribe the doctor to say she
sould not live in England, and make
Vivian take her away to America, or Aus-
tralia, or some far off place, and commence
a new life there with him, and—and—with
bebhy, But th; next momeut she had almost

smiled at her own simplicity. To what part
of the world could she go, where letters
could not follow and annoy her, and to what
end had she connived at deceiving her hus-
band, if she were compelled to resign all the-
delights of society and civilisation in order to
carry out her plot with success. No; how-
ever difficult and thorny the path she had
marked out for herdelf, she must tread it
now without flinching. There was no going
back, and there was no r efnsing to pay the |
debt she had incurred. ‘She could never
get rid of Mra. General Chasemore
nor Selica Farthingaie. Her best hope
must be that they would continue tv cling to
and be faithful to her. But how to deceive
Vivian and yet retain the_ affection on which
she was begwning to set so high &
va.lR.egum.ue ; he thought of the difficulti

P i as she thought of the culties
in her way, wished gth.at she bad died
before she had consented to make such a
dupe of him. If the death of the child
could have compassed her ¢nds, I believe
she could bave found it in her.heart te
murder the poor innocent in order to be free
to win sack her husband’s love with & clear
conscience. But she knew that the baby’s
death would not release her from the bond-
age in which she had enthralled herself.
Two other women would still know the
hateful secret and hold it in terrnrem over
her. So there seemed $o be no hope nor help
anywhere for Regina as she lay upon her
couch and mourned over the consequences of
her deceit. .

Meanwhile, the new servant Jane had
carried the infast in his beautiful lace robes -
and white satin ribbons safely to the nursery
where Mrs. Flem’ng was in the actof getting
up some valuablé'lace. .

Here’s the young gentleman,’ she said, as
she entered the room. ‘It was his paps whe
gave him to me. What.a handsome man he
is nurse ! I am afraid baby will never be se
good-looking.’

‘Well, no ! he don’t favour his paps, de
he? I think he’ll take more after the mis-
tress, being so fair.’

‘I can’t see any ikemess in him te either
of them, though I dare say he’ll be a pretty
enough little fellow when he grows up:
But I never saw a child with so atrange am
ear !’

‘Now what's 0 find fault with in the
blessed innocent’s ear I’ éxciaimed Fleming, .
quick like all purses, to take offence at any
slur cast upon her charge. :

¢ This little lump ! it sticks 5.’

‘Bless you, that’s nothing!

1 oon!u,
when I first saw it, I thought it might wan$
the knife, but I showed it te the dester, and
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he said ‘twould be hardly noticeable by-and-
by. His old grandma made such a fuss over
it when it caught her eye, declaring it had
never come from her side of the family and
all sich rubb sh, that one would have thought
the dear child had been born with an ear

What, Mrs. General

‘La bless you, no! That old sot’s no
ﬁmdm of his. I meant Lady William

ettleship,’

*But is not Mrs. Chasemore Mr. Chase-
more’s mother ?

¢ Not & bit of it, only his stepma, and the
most disgraceful old creature as 1 ever saw.
Why,would you believe it,Jane ? that Thomas
tells me that the last time she called here,
she was so drunk she could hardiy get up
the stairs.’

‘How horrible !
likes to receive her.’

¢So do I, and particular as the master’s
always at her about it. Thomas says he’s
heard him hamme 1:5 away at her by the
hour together, and all becanse shg will say
she’s at home to that old figure. I wonder
how a’he can find any pleasure in her com-

I wonder the mistress

y.

‘Ellen told me that the-mistress was all
alone with Mrs. Chasemore when the baby
was born.” 0

¢Ah ! so I've heard, and it’s a mercy she
didn’t kill them both then, for I suppose she
was drunk as usrual.’

¢ Does she often come here ?’

£ Two and three times a week. and then
you can hear her voice a hollerin’ loud
enough to rouse the street. And, by the
way, look here, Jane! If ever she should
come of an afternoon when the mistress is
out, and the lady’s maid shouldn’t bein the
way, and you have to show her up to the
boudoir, don’t you give her any liquor—
mind that !’ .

¢ But what am I to say if she asks forit?’

¢Oh ! tell the first lie you can think of.
Say the butler’s out, or the keys are lost, or
anything. : It’s sherry she’s so sweet upon !
She’ll never drink anything else, and Tho-
mas says the way she pegs into it is some-

thz‘ngo you mean to say she really gets
.20

¢ Bless you, yes ; and when she is so, she
doesn’t care what she says. I’ve seen the
mistress in a perfect fright and a terror
sometimes how to get her out of the house
again. And she talked so loud, you can hear
her up here.’

‘ What does she talk about?’

¢ Ali manner of things, but chiefly abuse of

the master. There’s no love lost betw
these two,oivou may take oath of it. An
the other oid lady’s nearly as bad. I should
think the mistress must be driven nearly wi

' between them.’

‘She seems as if she was half worried to
death with something or other. 1 sheuldn’t
lt;hin’k she was a happy woman, to look at .

er.

¢ Between you and I, my dear, she's not,
and that’s the Bible truth. I know she gets
very little sleep of nights, and you scarcely
ever see her smile,’

¢ Doesn’t she care for the baby ¥

¢ No more than if she picked it up out of
the streets. It makes my blood boil some-
times to see how careless she is of it. It
isn’t, 80 to speak, a fine child, but I’ve seen
many worse, and if a mother’s not to care for
a poor dear baby, who is? \

‘Some women have no natural‘feelings,’
observed Jane.

¢ Ah! she hasn’t, though one would think
she’d be proud to have a little son, after
waiting three years for it, too; but, there;
some people never know when they’re well
off, in my opinion !

Jane laid the baby gently down upon its
bed, and, left the room to look after her own
work. But the next time she met the lady’s-
maid upon the stairs, she informed her that .
she didn’t care for going out herself, and that
if ever Mrs, Rose wished to take an afternoon
walk in the absence of her mistress, she would
ge very happy to undertake her duties for

er.

- ¢ Ob, thanks ! you're very kind, I’'m surs,’
rephied Mrs. Rose, who particularly liked
walking with an amiable valet who lived not
many doers away ; ‘and I shall be only too
glad to get a sniff of fresh air in the park
sometimes when my lady’s out dining.’

Consequently the new housemaid soon
found herself ensconced in her mistreas’s
dressing-room during the afternoons, ready
to attend to any visitors who might wish to
wait in the boudoir for Mrs. Vivian Chase-
more’s return.  But before she had had the
opportunity to receive any one, she had taken
care to provide herself, in case of need, with
two bottles of the best sherry.

CHAPTER VIIL

¢ SHE LEAVES ENGLAND THE DAY AFTER YO-
MORROW.’

Vivian Chasemore had spent Christmas in
London that year, in hopes that, as time
went on, his wife might become stronger and
more fit for travelling. But as the spring set
in bleak and stormy, and her weak state of
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bealth continued, he decided %o transport
the whole family to Nice with as little delay
as possible. He came to this resolution
rather suddenly, and more on account of
the iafant than his mother. For the extreme
cold did not seem to agree with the son and
heir, and during the last few days he had
become weaker and more languid than Mrs.
Fleming liked to see him. She had even
carried him to Regina’s dressing-room with a
request that Dr. Mortom might be sent for
to examine into his condition. Now, f
obvious reasons; Regina had avoided thi
gentleman’s presence a8 much as possib!
since her return to England. She was afrai
of the scrutiny of his professional eye, not
knowing how much or how little he might
be able to guess of her secret by merely
looking at her. She fancied that on the few
occasions he had visited the ‘nursery, he had

ced suspiciously at herself, and she

ed his putting questions which she,

might not be able to answer. So that when
Mrs. Fleming first suggested sending for the
doctor, she tried to avoid the necessity for
it,and said they had better wait a day or
two and see if the child really required
medical attendance or not.
¢ Wait a day or two I’ echoed the nurse
indignantly ; ‘if you knew anything about
babies, ma’am, you would not talk like that.
Why ! an hour’s too long to wait sometimes,
“with an infant of this age.  Their lives are
like the snuff of & candle—out before you
can say Jack Robinson. The child’slooking
very weak, in my opinion, and shrivelled
with this cold,and if you won’t send for the
doctor, ma’am,] ‘must ask the master to do
m’

¢ Why, you don’t mean to say he’s” really
ill P exclaimed Regina, with a look of con-
sternation that gained her more of Mrs.
f‘:}sming’s favour than she had ever enjoyed
ore.

¢ For she did really seem as if she cared
for the poor little thing at that moment,’ the
naurse observed afterwards to her confidante
Jane; ¢ and it drew my heart out of her.’

But the expression had only been caused
by rhe sudden fear that the baby might die,
and that if he did die, all her anxiety and
suspense and ain would have been in vain.

¢ There is nothing really the matter with
him, is there ?’ she repeated, as she gazed
into the nurse’s face. .

¢ Well, ma’am, I don’t want to frighten
you! 1 won’t goso far as to say the dear
baby’s dowuright ill, but he’s ailing,--and he
don’t get on as I showd like to see him, and
if Itold you otherwise I shouldn’t be doing
my duty by the child.’ h

¢ What is the matter 2’ demanded Vivian,
who entered the room at that moment.

¢Oh, Vivian, Vivian,’ cried Reginas, over- .

3d by the combination of feelings that
assailed her, ‘nurse thinks that the baby is
ill, and we ought to send for Dr. Morton !’

The way in which she laid her weary
head upon his shoulder-and wept as she said
the words, appeared to be just what a young
and°anxious mother would do under the eir-
cumastances. .

Her husband kissed her to re-assure her
fears, but his face became almost as white as

own,

¢ Is this true?” he asked, turning to the
nurse.

¢ Well, sir, the -mistress is frightomng'
herself beyond what is needful, but there’s
no doubt that the dear child does not t..rive,
and I should like to have Dr. Morton’s opin-
ion on him.’

Vivian rang the bell furiously.

‘Send Thomas at once to fetch Dr. Mor-
.son. Say that the baby is ill, and we must

see him immediately,” was his order, as the
servant appeared to answer it. Then he
went up to the infant aad kissed its cheek
softly. ‘Dear little fellow,” he murmured.
¢ He does look thin and pinched. What do
you think is the reason of it, Fleming ?’

¢ Well, sir, the dear child has nevr realey
thriven, 8o to speak. You see his mamma
didn’t nurse him herself, and 1 think he
ought to have had a wet-nurse from the

inni And this cold is terrible against
him, too. He'll look very different when the
warm weather comes.’

‘We will take him to Nice, if the doctor
recommends it,” said Vivian, gravely. Than
he turned to the sofa, across which his wife
had. thrown berself sobbing. - ‘Regi
dearest, try to control your feelings.’ am
8o afraid you will suffer for it. = The dear
baby’s not 1eally ill—only a little ailing, and
Morton will soon set him right again.’

‘Oh no, he won’t.  He’s going to die, I
am sure of it, and it is all my fault, and you
will never love me again,’ she ejaculated,
almost beneath her bredth.

* Don’t talk of such a thing I’ said Vivian,
shuddering, > :

He had scarcely realised, till t! oment,
:ihtt the loss of this little infant would be to

m.

‘Now, ma’'ma, pray don’t take on so, or
youll kill yourseli as well as the child! And
what will be the good of that?’ interpored
the npurse philosophically. Bat Br:gm
would listen vo neither of them,as she ed
herself backward and forward and thought

what would become of her if the baby -
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were to die, and all her troublé would be

wasted.

The doctor’s entrance put a stop to further’
discussion, He examined the pinched
foatures of the infant, felt its feeble Jittie
pulse, put a few inquiries to the nurse as to
its digestion. and pronounced its condition
to be wholly due to its lbeing reared by
hand. .

* You must get a good wet-uurse for it at
once.’ he said chesrfully. “I will send you
one in from the hospital this afternoon, and
the little fellow will be all right in a week.
Come, Mrs. Chasemore, you mustn’'t worry
yourself about nothing ; there is no need of
these tears. The baby only wants a little
alteration of diet to be as strong as ever.’

‘I was thinking of taking tnem both to
Nice until the warm weather,’” said Vivian.

¢ The beat thing you can do, my. dear sir.
provided you get a wet-nurse first. Give
the child the breast and a warmer tempera-
tare, and we shall see him come back a
perfect cherub! Good morning ! I will
send you a woman this afternoon.’ and with
many bows the fashionable doctor took his
departure. .

‘It’s just as well to try it,” thought Mrs,

ming, as she carefully —covered up her
little charge and carried him upstairs ; ‘ but I
don’s like the look of the child’s face, and I
shan’t be easy till it’s gone again.’

As soon as they were alone, Vivian ap-
proached the couch and folded his wife 10 his
arme. Her apparent solicitude for vhe baby’s
health had @pused im to believe himself
mistaken in her teelings.

¢ You feel more comforted now, darling,
den’t you? he said. ¢ Morton promises we
shall have the wet nurse this afternoon, and
I will make every preparation for our start.
ing to Nice next week. Shall you be ready
to go by then?

<Oh yes ¥ she answered languidly.

¢ It will do you good as well as the little
one,for I have not liked your leoks lately,
Regina. ‘A'hy are you so melancholy, my
dear,and disinclined for the pursuits in which
you used to take so much pleasure?  You
don’t seem to care for dressing er dining eut
et anything now.’ -

¢ I feel so weak,’ she said in a low voice.-

¢ You must have refused at least a dozen
invitations daring the last month, and seem
70 care to see no one but that horrid Selina
Zarthingale !
Regina.’

She was silent.

‘Is there nothing I eam do, my wife, to
bring back the smiles of ‘which I used to be
80 proud? If anything could make me
regret our baby’s birth it would be to see

It makes me very wnhappy.

how it has altered you. You are not the
same girl I married. I do not know you in
these tearful languid moods.’

‘ I am 80 unhappy, Vivian !’

‘But why, dear?’

‘You will never love me again!’ she said,
a8 she hid her face from him in the sofa-
cushion, .

¢ Oh, Regina ! I have never ceased to love
you ! But you never seemed to care about
my love. You affected to despise any de-
monstration of affection until I checked my
own wishes in order to make myselfi more
_agreeable to you. "And then, during that
last miserable interview we had before I
went to Norway, yeu told me so bitter a
truth it nearly broke my heart. How could
you expect me, after that, to guess that you
were unhappy for lack of love?’

‘It was not she truth,” she whispered ;
¢ at least it is not now. I wish sometimes
that you had never had any money.- It has
been the curse of my life. I hate the very
name of it.’

‘ No, mo, dear! don’t go so far as that,’
said Vivian, cheerily. ‘Money is a good
enough thing in its way, but if you have
lived to love me the better of the two, why,
let us thank God for it, that’s all.’

But though he took her in his arms again
and kissed her warmly, Regina’s heart was
not satisfied. There was something forced,
both in his manner and her own. She had
blighted the fresh, warm love he had given
her with the eoarse asseveration she had
made—it would never be the same again:
and between them lay the shadow of the -
awfullie which she had told him—the trick
she played upon his best and purest af-
fections. ’

And until this obstacle were removed
by a complete confession, she knew his
love would never spring up for her again
in its former luxuriance, for there .can be
no real love without the most entire confi-
dence.

The wet-nurse arrived a Doctor Merton
bad prontized, and the infant having sub~
missively agreeed to the change of plans, the
fears of the household subsided, and no one
except Mrs. Fleming anticipated any further
difficalty. But she, with feminine consist-
ency, was rather mclined to be offended as
ber system of diet being exzchanged for any
other, although she khad been the first to pro-
pose it.

‘It’s just as well the poor imnocent has
taken to her, as it is the doctors’ wishes,’
she grumbled to Jane, cenfidentially ; *but
a8 to every eme erying out that he’s got a
eolour in his cheek already, and is quite a
different child, well, I can’t see it that’s all L
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And he was wheezing terribly in his sleep
Iast night, tee ! I couldn’t get & wink my-
self for hours, and feel quite wore vut with it
$o-day.’

¢ This r:imning off vo Nice is & very mdden’
affair, and quite upsets everybody’s plans,
observed Jage. pee ybody’s B

‘So it does ! The mistress meant to stay
at home this afternoon, but the master's
hurried her off after something to do with the
journey, She was up here juat before she
started, and left mc\ﬂu word that if any-
body calls, Mrs, is to say as she’ll not

be home till the evening. I suppose she

expects that old faggot Mrs. Chasemore to
tarn up,and wants to get rid of her before the
master and she comes back. Bus Mrs. Rose
has gone out on particalar business of her
own.

¢Oh, I will take her daties for her and see
after Mrs. Chasemore,’ cried Jane with
alacrity.

‘Well, if yon ain't as good-natured a girl
as ever I met with,’ said Mra Fleming
admiringly, as the housemaid left the room.
Whether Jane employed the interval in pray-
ing that the General’s widow raight make her
appearance that afternoon, it is impossible to
say; but if she did so her prayers were
answered, for about four o’clock an audible
colloquy with Thomas in the hall was fol-
lowed by his calling her name and informing
her that Mrs. General Chasemore desired to
wait in the mistress’s boudoir untii herreturn.
It was not the first time by many that the old
lady had cailed in Premier Street since Jane
had been located there ; but on each other
occasion ina had been at home and enter-
wthe her visitaoslil htlaraegl:i fN o:;d however,

opportunity she lon, or arrived,
and she determined to make the most of it.

As she stood at the head of the stairs wait-
ing to receive the lady, she watched her first
lay hold of the handle of the dining room, as
though she were about to euter there.

‘ Tnat’s the dining-room, if you please,
ma’am,’ observed Lhomas, smiling.

‘Oh yes, of course! 1 wish to wait for
Mrs. Vivian in‘her boudoeir.’

Whereupon she grasped the handle of the

wing-room door, which came next in
order.

¢ That’s the drawing-room, if you please,
ma’am,’ interposed the footman, with a broad
grin.

‘Of course ! I know that! I'm going te
the boudoir.’ responded Mrs. Generai Chase-
more, and immediately fell vo wrestling with
the door of the library, which comple.cd the
suite of rooms on the groaud floer.

“ That’s the library, if you please, ma’am,

again suggested Thomas, as he burst out
laughing behind her back. 2255 . - .0 .
‘I bnow thatas well as, you, man !’ re-

{ plied the lady testily, as she stumbled.

against the lower stair. ‘I have told yous
already that I am going up to Mrs. Vivian’s
boudoir,’ .

‘ Here, Jane ; come down and help the
lady up to the boudoir,’ said the servant,
insolently—(servants will be insolent when
their superiors aegrade themselves)—and
the bousemaid delighted rather than dis.
gusted at the myahged condition in which
the general's widow appeared to be, ran
smiling down the steps to offer her armh,
But Mis. Chasemore refused her support
with the supreme haughtiness of a person
who knows that she is not walking quite
straight, .

‘1 need po assistance of yours, young
woman ’ she said in a tone of offence:
‘I'm npeither infirm por ill. Go on in
fmes and open the door of the boudoir for
me )

The housemaid did as she was desired,
stirring up the fire to a cheerful blaze, and
wheeling an arm-chair in front of it for the
accommodation of the visitor. .

‘Mrs. Vivian Chasemore will be
disapponted, if she comes home and

-finds you have gone, madam !’ she ob-

served, as she removed the widow's fur
cape and muff, and placed two or three il-
lustrated papers on the table beside her.
¢ She was taikiog of your coming here all
the morning. But Mr. Chasemore particu-
larly wished her to choose some purchases
this afternoon, and - quite dragged her
out with him againet her will,or I am
sure she would have been here to welcome
yon-’ .

¢ Who are you, young woman ?’ demanded
Mrs. Chasemore. ‘1have never seen you
here before,and you speak much above your
station in life.’ .

¢ Well, madam,’ said Jane, blushing, I
have received the benefit of 3 good eduea-
tion,and see no harm in profiting by it. But
I am only here for a short time, in the place
of my cousin, Ellen Withers, who has
home for a holiday. Will you allow me to
get you some tea, madam, or some coffee ¥

¢You seem to be a very superior sort of
young woman, and I should think M-
Vivian would be sorry to lose you again,’ 1
don’t care about tea or coffee, my dear, thay
don’t agree with me ; but if you could get
me a glass of sherry, I shall be obliged to
you. I have walked all the way from my
house, and feel quite knocked up.’

‘ You shall have it in & minute, madam,’
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cried the obliging young woman, as she flew
from the room. s

In another moment she returned, bearing
& couple of glasses and a black bottle of

‘I am sosorry tobe obliged to bring it to
you in this rongh manner,madam !’ she said,
with & winning smile ; ‘but the fact is, the
butler is out, and he is o icious of us

_ poor servants, that he won't leave the keys
of the pantry behind him fora moment. But
this is the very best sherry, madam ; you
w:ot be in thefleut afr;id of it, for it wxl.‘l'

t especially for me when I was very ill,
andgthe doctor c{ose it himself.’

¢Upon my word, young woman, you are
‘very obliging?’ said Mrs. General Chase-
more, as Jane poured out a good bumper of
the wine and handed it respectfully to her,
¢ Itis, as you say, most excellent sherry ; but
I mustn’t deprive you further of your little
private store.’

¢ Oh,pray don’t think of that, madam ! It
isof no use to me, I assure you—indeed, the
doctor has forbidden my taking it any longer ;
and I shall be :00 much honoured ifiggu will
do me the favour of drinking it."

Mrs. General Chasemore seemed to think
this was the most sensible sort of servant she
bad ever encountered ; and as she lay back
in her chair, and smacked her lips over the
sherry, she considered whether it might not
be possible to induce her to accept service
with herself as soon as her term of dauty with
Mrs. Vivian was ended.

‘ Don’t leave the room,’ she said graciously,
a8 Jane made a feint of retiring. *I should
like you to stay and talk to me a'little, if you
have time. How soon do you expect to
leave Mrs. Vivian's service ¥

‘I don’t know, I'm sure, madam. It de-
]sbends, 1 sappose, on my cousin’s movements.

he has gone to nurse her mother, who has
met with an accident, and I must remain here
till her retarn. But perhaps, now that there
is a wet-nurse, they will be able te do with-
out me.

ll;’A wet-nurse! What ! has the baby been

b} .

¢ Oh, yes, madam ; quite poorly. They
were obliged to have the doctor to him, and
the whole house was in an uproar. I felt it
myself terribly ; for so much of my work has
been in Mrs. Fleming’s rooms that I have
taken quite a fancy to the dear little fellow.’

¢ Bat he's better, I suppose I’

¢ Yes, madam —much better, though Mrs.

Fleming won’t believe it. But his papa is

very anxious about him still. I never saw a

gentleman so wrapped up in a baby az he is

in Master Vivian I’

The comical look which appeared in the

corner of the old lady’s eye at this assertion
did not escape the notioe of the housemaid,
whq perceived to her satisfaction that the
wine was gaining an ascendency over Mrs.
Chasemoer’s brain, and would doubtless loos-
en her tongue before long,

¢Is he now ? But not more so than the
blci.lby’s mamma, I suppose? she observed
slily, .
*Well if I mast speak, madam, I should
say he is by a great deal. My mistress
dosen’t take much notice of the baby, to my
mind. It seems to worry her more than
otherwise. And that’s stranger ; for, of the
two, I’m sure it is more like her than like its

papa. .

‘Of the two, yes! But not mnch like
either, eh ¥

‘No, madam. IfI thought you would
forgive me, I should say that the baby didn’t
seem to me to have the same high-class look
as his papa and mamma and yourself, madam.
I have lived s0 much among the nobility,
that I have learned to study appaerances al-
most like a book.’

‘ You're a very clever girl ! said Mrs.
Chaseniore ; * but you can’t judge babies by
older people—babies alter every day.’

‘ Yes, madame. But I wish his mamma
took morenotice of the dear little fellow.
She’s a long time getting about, too. She
says her illness ia all due to her confinement,
but I think that must be her fancy,’ remark-
ed Jane, with a searching glance at the
widow. . .

. *Yes, yes, of course ! She is fantastical.
like all the women of the present day,’repli-
ed Mrs. Chasemore, as she helped herself -
to a fourth glass of sherry. As it trickled
dewn her throat she winked at the house-
maid, °It’s all fancy, my dear—all fancy!l
I was present during her trouble, and
she Emde nothing of it—positively noth-
ing ! )

“So I've heard,’ said Jane, demurely.

¢ What have yoa beard ? aaked the other
quickly. -

¢ Only, madame, that the mistress dosen’t
look,to the doctor and nurse,as if she’d gone
through a bad time—in fact, they say they
would never have known she had been con-
fined at all, if she hadn’t said so herself.’

¢ Ah ! ejaculated the widow, wagging her
head oracularly and rolling her eyes. ¢ And
what do you say, Jane?

‘I say the same, madam,’ was the quiet
answer, .

‘But you won’t betray her? cried the
creature, in her drnnken tolly. ¢ You won’t
go and tell anybody what you’ve heard, will
you, Jane ? becaunse it would ruin poor Mra.

Vivian, you know, and can do you no good t




THE ROOT OF ALL EVIL

135

You are a respectable, well-educated young
woman, Jane, and I'm sure you must know
how to keep a sscret, and would never go
and tell people that the child isn’t her own,
just to make mis;hief, and bel t;:urued out of

s good place, when you cou et & t
deal more for holdingyyonr tonguge a.bongtn'::.’

*Let me give you a little more sherry,
madam !’ said the housemaid, as she poured
out another

.*It has shaken my nerves to hear you say
you have found out all about it,” remarked

Mrs. General Chasemore, as she raised the
glass with trembling hands to her lips ; “be-
cause people will tell you, perhaps, that I had
a hand in it, and I had not indeed ! I hap-
pened to be staying in the place at the time,
and Mrs. Vivian asked me to nurse her ; and
though I thought all the circumstances very
strange, it was not my part to chatter about
it, and so I held my péace , but it waa very
unkind ¢f Regina to mix me up with the
affair at slL.’

‘It is of no use denying it any longer,
madam,’ said Jane, who had now heard all
that was necessary for her parpose ; ‘for, to
tell you the truth, the whole town knows it,
and whose child it is that was provided for
the purpose of keeping the haronet out of his
money in case of Mr. Viyian Chasemore’s
death.’

M:s. Giaeral Caasemore was by this time
so intoxicated, that it never occurred to her
muddled brein to inquire how the housemaid
had gained the information of her employers’
private affairs,

¢Good Lord I’ she moaned, in a puzzled
and besotted manner. ‘How am I to get
olear of it all ¥

¢ What I should recommend you to do,
madam, is to make a clean breast of it at
ounce to Mr. Vivian Chasemore. He knows
the whole story, bat he does not suspect that
you had any hand in deceiving him. Ifyou

straight to him and say you have discover-
ed the plot and think it your duty to inform
him of it, you can explain your own part in
it as you see best.’

¢ But tell me,’ cried the widow,clutehing at
the housemaid’s arm, ‘ won’t Regina have a
word to say in the matter, and betray that I
and Selina Farthingale made the purchase of
the child between us ?’

- ¢If she does, you can but contradict her
statement. You will be first in the field,
and anything she may say in her own de.
fence will be put down as iavention. Let
me entreat you, madam, for your own sake

are both in the scrape, and I promised so
faithfully not to tell. )

‘Then Mrs. Vivian will give her own
;mon (f)f ttl:.e story ﬁr;t, and ‘lay all the

e of it upon you. I assure you, madam,
that her hnsbm(fis only wutmyk till he has
collected sufficient evidence to expose the
whole affair. And it is rather a serious
business, remember! I am not sure whether
you could not be transported for life if they
can prove you to have had any hand in pur-’
chasing the child in order to commit a felony
on Sir Arthur.’

‘01;'93“];[ ! oh, dear! what uhallhI do?’
re rs. Chasemore, weeping hysteri-
caﬁe;. ‘I dare say I could nllnakge Vivian
believe me, but then I should have to break
off entirely with Regina. And I have not
been half paid yet for all the trouble I took
and the terrible risk I ran. I am sareifI

have had fifty pounds from her, it’s as much
as ever I’ve received, and the Christmas bills
come <0 heavy, and I've furnished my house
new on the expectations she held out to me,
and now to give it all up—it seems very

¢Oh ! if that is what canses your hesita-
tion, madam, I can very soon satisfy you op
that score.  Mrs. Vivian Chasemoré has no
intention of providing you with any more
money.’

‘ But she must—she owes it tome ! I will
tell her story in the streets if she dares to
refuse.’

‘She would only say, that you
were mad, even if she h of it. But she
wonld not be likely to hear. She leaves
England the day after to-morrow.’

CHAPTER IX.
‘OH ! VIVIAX, I DID IT POR YOUR SAKE !’,

‘Leaves England !’ exclaimed the widow
loudly, ¢ and withouta word to me! It s
impossible !’

,Indeed, madam, it is quite possible!
If you like to step into the drawing-room, I
can show you the travélling trunks ready
‘packed. .They ‘are going first to Nice for
an indefijite period, and then to Italy and
perhaps pain. My own idea is that the
mistress heéyer intends to return to Eng-
land again\’}

¢ But why?’ gasped Mrs. General Chase.
more, ¢ wheg- they have a beautiful house
like this an®svery comfort, Why?’

¢ Because, in my humble opinion, madam,

to lose no time in telling your stepson every- { she wishes to shake you cff and have

¢ gnt Regina will be so augry with me;’
whined the widow,’ ¢ and so will Selina. They

nothing more to say to you. She has
incurred a heavy debt of gratitude to
you, and she wants to shirk payment:
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She iz trying to get the master to take
her out of the .country until the story
shall have blown over, or where, if it should

ever come out. she may be able to make good'

her own share in it without any interference
én your part.

‘But this is infamous !’ cried the widow
excitedly, ‘she has used me asa ladder to
elimb to her ambition, and now that she has
attained it, she would kick me over.’

¢ Just 80, madam ! your smile is a beautiful
one, and states vhe case exactly. I have
overheard her say as much when she was
alone. The master has began to inquire
how she spent her woney lately, and to

-say he must look into her accounts, we
servants hear a great deah of what goes of
in a house, y¥u koow, madam, and I heard
her answer that she had given a lot away in
charity the last few months, but that she was
determined to do 8o no more.’

¢ In charity, indeed ! the impudent minx !
To dare to apply that term to her own hus-
band’s mother, And when my husband was
& geuneral too! and the one before that a
colonel ! I declare to you, Jane, that I have
‘never received half my due for ali the trouble
and anxiety I took on her behalf, corrying
that horrid child all the way to Normandy in
my arms, and every ons wanting to see what
I bad got in my bundle. I'thought I should
have thrown it overboard before we were
half way there.’ ‘

‘I can quite believe it, madam ; but as you
were doubtless careful enough not to let Kit
Masters guess your iden%ity, there will be no
difficulty in clearing yourself from blame in
the eyes of Mr. Vivian.’

¢ Who is Kit Masters ¥ demanded the
widow.

¢ He is the father of the baby, madam, and
he has told everybody of the whole trans-
action. I believe that he will be here to-
morrow to speak to the master himself
about it.’

¢ Oh, Lord ! why did I ever have anything
to do withit? exclaimed Mrs. Chasemore,
whilst her watery eyes seemed starting from
her head with alarm,

¢ It will be quite easy to clear yourself from
blame, madam, if you will only take my
advice and tell Mr. Chasemore that you
came here to-day for the express purpose
of informing him that when you nursed his
wife, you were unaware that the infant was
net her own, and that mow that you have dis-
covered that you were made a party toafraud,

u cannot rest till you undeceive him also.

ark ! there is the carriage ! I will go and
fetch him up here,and you can tell your tale
at once. Don't tremble so! Take another

glass of sherry. It will steady your
nerves.’

* Butif Vivian asks how I found it out,
what am I to say ¥ demanded the wretched
woman,as she tossed down another bumper*

¢ Say that I told you !' replied the house-
maid firmly. ‘I know the mother of the
child and can make my own story good, and
yours invo the bargain.’ .

She ran downstairs as she concluded,
anxieus only to bring the igerents to-

ther before Mrs. General Chasemore’s

utch courage should evaporate.

She found the party in the drawing-room,

- Mr. and Mrs, Vivian Chasemore, and Miss

Selina Farthingale, who had caught sight
of them in Oxford Street and insisted upon
entering the carriage, and they were just:
inquiring of the fuotman if any one had call-
ed during their absence.
.dJa.ne went up straight to her master’s

side.

¢ Yes, sir, some one has called and”is wait-
ing to s=e you on most partieular business in
my mistress’s boudoir.’ .

* To see me, Jane ? repeated Vivian with
-surprise. ‘ Who is it—a lady ¥ \

“Yes, sir! and please will you come
direc’tly, as she says her business will not
wat” .

‘ How mysterious " quoth Vivian,laughing
as he walked leisurely up the stairs. °

Jane lingered behind one moment to ac-
cost her mistress. :

¢ You’d better come too, madam,’ she said
seriously, ‘and bring Miss Farthingale with
you, for it's Mrs. General Chasemore, and -
she’s nearly wild with drink.

The pallor of death seemed to overspread
Regina’s beautiful features. .

¢ What on earth can she have to say to
Vivian ?’ she demanded of Selina Farthin.

e.

¢1 cannot tell you, madam,’ said Jane, an-
swering the question; ‘but I wish you
would be present at vhe interview, for she
seems dead set againat you, and declares she
is determined to tell tne master all your .
secrets.’ .

¢ Selina, for Heaven’s sake come and stopr-

her tongue ! The woman must have gone
mad !’ exclaimed Regina, as she followed
Vivian up the atairs.

They all reached the boudoir together,
just as he was about to open the door. Mrs,
General Chasemore was seated in her chair
with her arms lolling on the table, and her
large eyes fixed upon the entrance.
was very much excited by the wine she had
taken, but the shock of believing her fraud
to be discovered, and herself in actual dan-
ger, had so far cleared her brain that she
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was quite capable of relating her story with
. coherence and determination.

‘You here!’ exclaimed Vivian, as his eye
fell upon the figure of his stepmother. ‘I

thought I had been sufficiently frank with
you to prevent any farther meeting betweer |
sl

¢ Oh, Vivian | you have been very cruel
and unjust to me, I know that ;. but you are
your r father’s own son, and I cannot
stand by and see you deceived without rais-
ing my voice to tell you so.’ ’

* What folly is this?’ he demanded an-

. ¢ Mrs. Chasemore,’ interposed Regina, with
trembling lips, ‘had you not better come
into the greasing-room with Selina and me?
You and Vivian never got on well together,
yeu know |’

‘ Don’t go,” whispered the housemaid,  she
only waats to prevet your speaking, and to
rain you !’

‘No, I won’t go!’ repeated the widow
aloud. - ‘I must speak—1I won’t be ruined!
I never knew, Vivian, when I attended
your wife in her illness, that the child was
not her own. ' I.thought, of course, every-
thing was right ; but now that I am told—
who am I to say told me ? she asked in a
toud voice aside of Jane, who stood behind
her. But before the girl could amswer,
Regina had sprung like a wild cat at Mrs.
General Chasemore.

¢ You are mad !’ she said. ‘You don’t
know wha$ you are talking about—you've
been drinking. Vivian, don’t let her speak !
Cannot you see that she is the worse for
liquor? It’s infamous—it's di fal
Why should creatures of this sort be allow-
<d to enter the houses of decent people ?’

¢ If this woman is here with the permis-
sion of any ome, you know it is not with
mine,’ said Vivian, sternly ; ‘but since she
is here, Regina, I shall not refuse her the

i courtesy due to a vigitor. Go on,’
fie continued, turhing to his stepmother,
“and let me hear all you have to say.’

“ ¢No, no, ne !’ screamed his wife, losing
eontrol of herself. ¢ She shall not speak—I
will kill her first 1’ - -

¢ i for Heaven’s sake command
ﬂnrself!’ interposed Selina. ‘You will

detray everything by such conduct.’

¢ Oh, of course they will try and stop my
tongue, because they are both in the plot ;
but they shall not prevent my telling what I
have heard. Vivian, that child is not your
ewn !’ .

¢ ' What !’ he eried vehemently.

‘ You needn’t look like that. I mean that
1’8 not yours,nor hers either. It’s the child of

& poor person that they’ve palmed upon you.’ !

¢ Merciful God !’ said Viviap, in a very
low voice, as he leant.against-the wall for
L) . ‘

‘You wicked old woman!' screamed
Selina.  ‘It's'every bit a lie, and you need
not suppose that Mr. Chasemore will be
such a fool as to believe you” . .

‘Alie! Why you bonght thechild your-
gelf in Drury Lane, and paid & hundred:
pounds for it !’

‘I neverdid! I never saw the child, nor
Reginas, either, till six weeks after its birth,
80 I could have had no hand in it.’

¢ Oh, yon false hussy ! If I hadn’t proofs
againet you, do you think Ishould be here?
But I've found out all your wickedness. and
Regina’s too, aulad 'that,’s why I cannet hold
my tongue any longer ! : °

‘I t?x%:,ght you were present at the birth
of the child,’ said Vivian, in a voice still low
with horror. .

¢So she was ! she wrote and told you so
herself. She is only saying this now because
she wants to make a quarrel between us,
Vivian,” sobbed his wife. But he took ne

| notice of her. )

¢It is a mistake,’ continued Mrs. Chasge-
more. ‘When I saw Regina at Pays-la~
reine, the infant was already there. She
said it had been born during the might,
and of course I believed her. She was so
pervous about breaking the news to you,that
I wrote that letter at her dictation, and if
any one is answerable for the contents, it is
herself.’

* How you have deceived me all round !’

aned Vivian.

‘ But surely you are not going to believe
what this woman tells you ?’ exclaiméd Re- -
gina. ¢ Ask her for her proofs, Vivian. Am
I to be condemned in &is horrible manuer
on the word of a drunken woman? Selina,
tell him that it is false—that you know
she was present at.the time the child was
born.’ ) .

I cannof say more than I have done,’§ re-
plied Selina,, sullenly ; ‘and I wish to good-
ness I had not been mixed up in the affair
at all.’

‘I dare say you do mies,’ observed the
housemaid: .

¢ Why, what have you to say in the mat.

r ”

* Only that Mrs. General Chasemore gave
me the whole history before your arrival,
and, true or false, it is an awkward business
to have one’s naine mentioned in connection
with.’ .

¢ It is none of yours, anyway, 80 you can
hold your tongue.’

¢ Mrs. Chasemore,’ said Vivian, ‘I cannot
let the matter rest here. You say that the
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infant that I have led to believe my own be-
longs to another person, and was bought for
a sum of money. That it was my wife and
Miss Farthingale who connived to palm this
wickeqd fraud on me, and that you konew
nothing of the truth until lately. How did
you discover it ¥ = .

The widow was now at a nonplus, and
Jane saw that she must come to the res-
cue, or she would be defeated. So, advanc-
ing to the table, she said in a firm lond
voice :

‘It was I, Mr. Chasemore, who provided
this lady with the requisite proof.’

‘You! Why, yonu are the housmaid’s
oousin, are you not?

‘I entered your house in that capacity, in
order that I might expose the hideous fraud
that is going on here, with the attempt to
rob Sir Arthur Chasemore of his future nighta.
I have the best proofs possible to lay before
you. I know the mother of the child that
1t nursed upstairs as your son and

heir, and can produce her at any moment to
recognise it, and tell vou under what circum-
stances she was deprived of it. I know the
father who sold it to Miss Farthingale—the
swoman who assisted at its birth—the marks
by which they can determine its identity ;
and if you are not satisied with what you
have heard, I will bring forward an array
of Witnesses against which there can be no

‘She knows everything !' cried Regina, as
sbe hid her face from the angry eyes of her
husband.

.. ‘ And who may you be, who take such an
interest in exposing this unhappy business ?
demanded Vivian. The housemaid turned
her eyes full upon Selina Farthingale. The
moment.of her final triamph had arrived.
lu;GWd Heavensh!’ :xcla.ime;ii that young
y,reoogmnng" er for the first time; ‘it
#s Janet Oppenheim,’ ’
. _ “No, Miss Farthingale you are mistaken !
I was Janet Oppenheim. I am the wife of
8ir Arthur Chasemore.’

‘ My cousin's wife I’ said Vivian ; ‘and
you have stooped to fill the place of a me-
nial in our establishment ¥

I have stooped, Mr. Chasemore, in order
to-defend my husband’s rights. You could
y expect me to sit down quietly and
see a false son and heir nurtured for the in-
heritance which lawfully belongs to those
who may come after him.” .
Vivian Chasemore sunk into a chair agd
buried his face in his hands,
¢ And I had learnt to love him s0,” he said
bitterly. ’

A% that moment, a knock was heard at

the door, and Mrs. Fleming entered with &
flurried air. .

¢ Oh, if you please, ma’am, the baby’s taken
very ill with croup. I'mast have the doctor
immediately. Will you please to order for
him to be fetched at once ¥ a

But vo one answered her. ina Was
lying face downwards on the sofa, and
Vivian was s $ting in an attitude of despaie
at the other end of the room. - °

¢Oh, please, sir ! what am I to do? con-
tinued the nurse, appealing to her master.

¢Let him die I’ was the uncongenial answer.

‘Not so!" said Lady Chasemore. ¢ He
has a mother who loves and values him,
Order Thomas to go at once for Dr. Morton,
narse, and do everything you can for the
baby till he arrives. .

‘Yes, I will. Bat is there anything wrong
here, Jane ¥ demanded Mrs, Fleming, as she
looked round at the strangely assorted group

in tl;: boudoir. Ther ha tved

¢ Yes, very wroug. ey have recet
bad news. You m.l% hear it all by-and-by.
But now you must and look after the
child,’ said Janet, as she thrust her from the
room.

Vivian rose and went and stood. before his
wife.

‘Regina,’ he said, , tell me the truth ! Is
what we have heard a lie or not I’

¢Oh. Vivian ! Vivian! I did i t-for your
sake.’ -

¢ Silence,’ he answered sternly, ¢ and don’t
add another falsehood to the horrible wrong
you have done me. Did you buy that infant
for a hundred pounds, and is the whole story
i)lf your having borne it at Pays-la-Reine a
ie ¥’

¢They persuaded me to do it 1” she sobbed.
‘I should never have thought of it alone.
But I imagined you were disappointed with
me—and it seemed 80 hard that the money
should go from us for want of achild te
inherit —and so—and so—oh, Vivian ! kill
me, but do not look at me in that mannert
I bave never had one happy moment since I
consented to deceive you.’

He turned from her cotemptuously. - .

- ¢ Lady Chasemore, I believe you told me

you could produce the mother of this un-
fortunate child. How long will it take yo
to doro? T,

¢<Not an hour, Mr. Chasemore! I will .,
take a cab and bring her back with me at
once !

¢ Will you be good enough to do so, and
let me know when she ishere? Until then
1 have no wish to be disturbed. But the
sooner this shameful business is completed,
and my house cleansed from the stain of de-

_ceit that rests upon it, the better.’
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S0 saying, he walked into his own dress-
" ing-room and locked the door behind him.
. The four women left in the boudoir looked
at each other for the first time. .
¢Well, riss, and a nice part you've play-
od in this- little game,’ observed Selina
spitefully, as she met the eyes of Janet

more. .

* ¢ What you think or do not think of my
conduct, Miss Farthingale, is of no moment
to me, but I shall be obliged it .you will
address me by my title in the future. It is
not usual in society to call married women
. mi”.” ’ .

‘I don’t know who *you may have been,
sighed ina, ‘but I think you have done a
most cruel and unjust thing, Lady Chase-
more, And until you y produse the
proofs you spoke of, I for one will not allow
the child to bethrust frommy house as an im-
postor.’

I don’t think you will have the option of
choice, Mrs. Vivian,’ returned Janet, ‘for its
mother will not let it remain here for an
Bour after she has seen it. Bat I must leave
you now to amuse yourselves as best you
may till my return. I see the old lady is
more than half asleep,so I can trust her with
safety to the mercy of your tongues. I am
quite aware that she lied all round ; but self-
preservation is the grst instinct of nature,and
inculpating herself wonld nothavesaved you.
It has been an awkward business .from
beginning to end, Mrs, Vivian, and next time
you attempt to carry out an intrigue I should
advise you to be more careful in your choice
of confederates. * Aulpevoir.”’ i

And, with a light-Hearted nod, Lady
Chasemore left them to their own reflections,
and whispered dread of what penajty they
might be called upon to pay,now that their
crime had been discovered. As she emerged
m: the landing she was caught hold of by

Fleming.

,*Ohlor, Jane! where is the mistress?
The dear baby’s awful bad. He just been
took with a fit,and I don’t know as he'll
hold out till the doctor comes; and that
‘wet-nurse is no manuner of use atall. The

- mistress ought to be told at once.’

¢ Take my advice, nurse, and don’t distard
them. .They’re in great trouble,and wish t
be alone,’

‘ But they’ll never let their own flesh and
blood die without ever coming to have a
look at him surely.’

¢ Goback to the nursery, and don’t leave
itt till 1 return. There is a great surprise
in store for you, and you’ll know it as soon
as I come back again.’

‘Oh dear! ohdear! cried the nurse,

wringing her hauds ; *I do wish that there
doctor would be quick and come.

Lady Chasemore left the house without
farther delay, and drove at once to e

The Christmas holidays were not
yet uver,and Miss Netherwood was mi:?
in the country, so she experienced no diffi-
culty in procuring Belton to return with her
She aid not teﬁe girl pouitivelgl:‘hnt she
had found: her little boy, for fear a disappoint-
ment should be in store for her, but she
eulightened her sufficiently, on their way to
Premier Street, to make Bonnie’s cheek glow
and her blue eyes beam with the excitement
of ex tion. As they entered the hall,
with 1ts exotic flowers and marble statues, at
which the girl gazed with unmitigated sdmi-
ration, Thomas approached Lady Chasemore.

‘I am afraid it's a bad job upstairs, Jane,”
he whispered. ¢The doctor had never left
the nursery since he entered it, and the
house is turned upside down for 'hot water
and flannels.’

¢ Poor little fellow ! I hope he’ll get over
it,’ replied Janet, as she theught compassion-
ately of the simple, blue-eyed mother who
followed wonderingly in her ‘wake, On her
way to the nursery she stopped and knocked
at Vivian’s dressing-room. ’

‘ Mr. Chasemore I have brought the wit-
ness I promised you. Am I to take her
straight up to the nursery or not ?’

At her appeal he rose slowly ard unlocked
the door and stood on the threshold, gazin
at Janet with sorrowful eyes that show
traces of recent emotion. But before he had
htiime to answer her, Bonnie had recognised

m.

*Oh !’ she called eut suddenly, °it’s Mr.
Alfred Waverley ;' and then, without farther -
prefix, she fell on her knees before him.
¢Oh, Mr. Waverley, I told her that you’d
help me, though I never thought to see you
here. Oh, sir, try and find my baby. I've
suffered a deal since I married Kit Masters,
and he stole the child from me ; but if miss
and you can get him back, I think I counld:
forgive all that’s gone before. Oh, Mr.
Waverley, sir, I never thought to see you,

And then she lay trembling where she had
cast herself, as the great fact of his actual
presence rose up to try her courage. Vivian
raised her from the floor and dragged her to
the window, where the fading light of
the January afternpon made recognition,
more practicable.’

¢Good God ! isit really Bonnie? Why,
my child, however did you find me out, and
what have you to do in this house ?’ )

‘ Miss Oppenheim brought me, sir,” said
Bonnie, alarmed at her own presu
tion ; ‘and I don’t know what for, unless
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she has heard some news of my poor baby. !
,’

Oh, miss, pleasedor’t keep me in suspense
- she continued, appealing to Jaunet. ¢Let me
know if there is any hope for me.’

‘Yes, Belton, I have traced your child,
thongh you will find him much altered from
what he was when you parted with him.
Mr, Chasemore, this is the mother of thein-
fant up-stairs !

_“This 1’ he repeated, wonderingly.

. ‘Bon-
nmie ! My God, wasit not enoug

to wrong

me as they have done, without making me | her

t!lel l!meonseions injurer of this poor innocent
girl?’

Bonnie was looking vaguely irom ome to
the ether, unable to understand the import of
Vivian’s speech, when Dr. Morton came
hastily down the nursery-stairs.

‘Mr. Chasemore, I regret to tell you that
Ahe infant is very seriously ill. I chink you
had better come and see it. And would it
not be as well to bring your wife with you?
8he might reproach us afterwards for not
having let her know.’

¢ right, Morton! I will do what is
necessary. Takeher up-stairs,’ hecontinuedto
Janet, pointing to where Bonxie, with dilated
eyes, was listening to the doctor’s statement.

‘ Is that my baby ?’ gasped the girl; ‘is
he dying?’

‘Oh! I hope not. Come with me, Belton,
and let us see,’ said Janet, as they followed
-in the wake of the medical man.

Vivian had not meant to accompany them,
but as Bonnie looked back beseechingly at
him, some hope of sustaining her in the fresh
trouble she had-to undergo influenced him
also to seek the nursery floor. As they
-entered the room they saw the hapless little
baby laid on a pillow upon Mrs.Fleming's
lap, entirely prostrated by the convulsions it
had - through, and peacefully breath-
ing out its last, )

‘Oh! Jane, my dear, I'm glad you've
come, for it’s a’most over with the poor lamb,’
cried Mrs. Fleming as'she caught sight of
fl:ly Chase 1:33 . ut the %c;xt moment

was sta y seeing Bonnie spring
forward and sink on her knees by the silt)le of
the dying infant.

‘Oh! it is—it is my baby! See, miss,
here is his little ‘“ pig’s ear ” that I told you
of, and his dear little face acarcely altered a
bit. Oh!my boy—my boy !’

‘Who are you?' demanded the nurse,
quernlously. ¢ Get away, and don’t press so
against the child. I can’t have the poor
dear disturbed in his last moments.’

Bonnie’s violet eyes somght those of
“Vivian, appealingly.

‘Mr. Waverley !

-* Fleming,’ he said. authoritatively, ¢give

the infant to that
mother !’
‘Sir!’ exclaimed the nurse in astonish-

young woman ! She is his

t*

‘Do as I tell you! this is no moment for
explanations. Morton, oblige me by saying
nothing tillit is all over.’

Mra. Fleming laid the pillow deferen- .
tially on the lap of Bonnie, who had seat-
ed herself upon the ground to receive it,
and joined the group who stood around

in instinctive awe of the silent
messenger who folded his wings amongst
them, even then.
¢ My little boy,’ said Bonnie softly, in a
strange voice that thrilled the byatanders;
‘my little boy, will you know mq agsin in
Heaven? Oh! I ncver dreamt I should
find you like this. I thought I should live
‘all my weary life, darling, without seeing you
again, and that you’d be a big strong man
when I was an old woman, and it is very
strange to think that you are g home
before me! Oh ! my little —stop ! -1
have nothing but- you in the wide world!
Don’t go and leave me all alone. Baby—
baby ! dop’t look so blue and pinched. Oh1!
uir,’ to the doctor, ¢ do yo think if I were to
lay him next my bosom tha$ he would grow
warm again ¥ ; ’

¢ No, poor soul! don’t do that. You wiil
only make him die the sooner.’ : :
b “Can nothing save him? ' Sir! he is my
only one, and we have been so long.
Is that there nothing else that we can do? I
know you must be clever. Cannot you save
this litule child for me ¥’

‘Indeed, I cannot—or I would! It is
God’s will that he should leave us. You
must try and be patient and submit,’

¢Oh ! I have fntient. Indeed, Mr.,
‘Waverley, 1 have, have had so many
troubles since you left us, sir, and this seems
the worst of all. Oh'! baby darling, I am
your mother! Open your eyes and look at
me just once before you go.’ :

And, as if an answer to her agonised
appeal, th® little child did open his eyes for
a single instant, before the film of death
passed over them, and he was gone.

CHAPTER X.

‘1 AM GLAD YOU LOVE HIM.’

As soon as they found that they could
make their escape without being noticed,
Selina Farthingale and Mrs, General Chase-
more had slipped downstairs and - quitted
the house. But Regina, left to h , Was
anxious and irritable,and hearing an unusual
bustle overhead, became curious to ascertain
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the cause, and pushed her way into the
n

‘Why have you all assembled here?* she
im’nirod. ¢ What is the matter ¥
8¢ Thatis the matter,” repliod her hushand
sternly,as he pointed to the dead child upon
Bonnie’s lap; °there Iies -the infant who
might have been alive and well at this
moment had you not torn it from its moth-
er's breast with your cursed hundred

pounds !’
- ¢ " she exclaimed in a tone of hor-

ror.

Loosjand sprang o hor fast- essing the ivte

: an to her feet, ing the li

body to her bosom. 8
¢ ou the woman that robbed me?
she cnm{ fiercely to Regina. ‘Isit you who
persuaded that cruel man to sell his own
? . Oh! Mr. Waverley.’ she
continued pathetically. to Vivian, ‘tell me you
had no hand in this matter ; you wouldn’t
bave wronged me, after all the years that we
have it er ¥

ot Bonnie, I wounld not! I
never knew nor heard of this foul transac-
tion till to-day. I have been wronged, poor
child, almoet as much as yourself, for I
was tanght to believe that poor little one
belonged to me, and I loved it dearly—

dearly ¥ ) -

‘I am glad you loved it,’ she answered in
- alow voice. ‘Iam glad, since I was to
lose my baby, that it came to you. I know
you have been kind and good to it—as you
was to me—but oh! Mr. Waverley, ‘tis
very hard to find it only to lose it again.’

‘ We all know that, Belton,” interposed
Lady Chasemore, ‘and we feel for you in
your disappointment ; but even this is bet-
m than the uncertainty you laboured under

ere.’ .

‘ Yes, miss, perhaps it is , but I can’t find
it in my heart $o forgive them as committed
sech a cruel robbery upon me I’

She resigned the little body inte the
hands of Mrs. Fleming as she spoke, and let
ker arms drop idly by her side.

Dr. Morton had taken up his hat and lett
the honse, since there was nothing more to
detain him fhere ; and the servants, gueas-
ing the true state of affairs from the conver-
savlon they had overheard, wesze very cem-
passionate in their manner te Bonnie,

‘Let me take him, dear !’ whispered the
nurse into her ear. ¢ He’s been tended like
a price all his lifetime, and he shall be lsid
eut and buried like a prince—and that I'm
sure the master will promise you.’

‘ I never knew the child belonged te you !
8aid Regina, fixing her seared eyes upon the
stranger.

e

¢ Perhdps not, ma'am ; but you know yea
were robbing some poor mother of her rights.
And what did you do it for? What's the
sood of children uuless they’re our own?

ust for the sake of ing him up in rib-
bons and laces like a toy, you’ve broke my
hurt,l replied Bob::;e. sobbing, .
¢ I've nearly en my own heart, ’

‘Do you want to compare your grief to-
mine?’ cried the bereaved mother,-gn‘ Did
you carry him in your bosom for months,
amid such tronble as you’ve never dreamed
of,and thought nothin’ of kicks nor cuffs, fop
the sake of the little one that'was comin’;
and then after you’d brought it into the
world,and gone through that dreadful pain
and sufferin’, and was ready to forget it all
for the joy of the baby,to have it stole away
from your side and sold_ like a slave to
strmge‘fr:? Ha.:i g::';‘ever had a child
yourself? continu ie, startling Regina
with the unexpected question.

¢ No ! she faltered.

‘I thought not. There no mother's
heart in your bosom, or you’d never have
done suck a wickedness. There is only one
thing F’'m thankful for—that he never lived
long enough to call you by the name you’ve
got mo right to ! 1t's better to think of him
in kis coffin than to live to see that I’

‘Ob,Vivian ! can you hear every one turn
agsinst me, and not give me one word of
comifort ¥’ cried the wretched Regina.

¢ Don’t ?peal to me !’ he answered coldly.
¢ My only doubt is whether I shall be justi-
fied in not fmsecnﬁng you openly for this
fraud, left I should be suspected of.havi
had a hand in it. Don’t speak to me or loo
atme! You have imflicted a more grievous
wound upon my keart than you will ever
have it in your power to heal.’

¢ Oh, merciful God. have pity en me
moaned the poor girl, as she cast herself
upon the bed. ¢ My punishment is greater
than I canbear =

‘ You have breught it on your own head,

i Your real motives in attempting te
cheat me and the world, as you have done,
are best known to yourself ; but if they were,
a8 you have hinted,to win back my affection,
they have utterly failed. I will never live
with you again after to-day !’

¢ Vivian, Vivian ! have merey on me!”

¢ What mercy have you shown to me or
to this unfortunate mother? .{ can never
think of you agair but as of one whoee bands
aretat;i;;d wPI:ah the (l;}:dodf of fthat inno-
cen' ! y to or forgiven
if you will. Yow have nome torgl‘ookef:';
from me! Mrs, Fleming, you will see -
that overyt_hing necessary for the interment
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of the child is csl-rie;l out with the’® same
care as though he were what he has been
supposed to be—my son.  Poor litt:e one |
continued Vivian, as he stooped to kiss the
marble forehead of the dead infant; ‘I
could not have loved you more had you
been minel’

Then he turned on his heel and left the
room without another word.

¢He is gone!’ cried Regina; * and he
will never return again! Oh, Vivian!
O, my ‘husband! I love himso! I wish
I hed been dead before I attempted tode-
oeive -him 1’

At these words, uttered in a tome
of despair, the sweet pitiful heart of
Bonnie was stirred to compassion.” She
walked. up to. the bed, and stood sorrow-
fully by ina’s side.

¢Poor lady! I don’t think you meant
te hurt me.’

¢Indeed, indeed, I didn’t ! How could
I tell the child was yours? And they
told me the man was so ready to part
with it! I thoughtit was doing him a
kindness.’

‘1 have seen_your face before : once in
Bond Street, when you spoke gently to

me: and once when yom were married to | ba,

him. Don’t ery 80 terribly! ¢‘He will be
sure to come back again.’

¢Oh no, he won’t. This is the 'second
time I have driven him from me, and I
know it will be the last. But it will kill
me! I cannot-live without him !’

¢You shall not. I will follow and send
him back to you.’

‘You! How can you persuade Vivian
against his will ?’

¢ You call him by another name than what
I knew him as ; but I am Bcnnie, whom he
knew so well and was so kind to for four
years, and I am sure that he will let me
awpeak to him.’

She walked up to her dead baby and kissed |

it just where Vivian had left the impreas of
his lips.

¢ Good-bye I she whispered, with sobbing
breath ; ¢ good-bye! I am glad he loved
‘v:n ! We shall meet him again, by-and-by,

heaven.’ .

Then she turned to leave the room.

¢ Belton, where ard yda going?’ demanded
‘Lady Chasemore. -

¢Back to Clarence .Lodge, miss; but I
have a little business to do first. No, don’t
come with me. I would rather be alone.’

When she had reached the landing she
retracted her steps, and again approached
Regina’s bed. J

¢ I forgive you, poor lady ! she murmured,

with trembling lips. ¢ I am sure that you
was kind to him, and I forgive you.’

Then they heard her faltering feet descend
the staircgse, and they were left alone with
the dead child and their own thoughtas.

»* * - - *

Of course the naws ef the baby’s death
and the discovery involved in it reached the
ears of Lady William Nettleship, in some
miraculous manner, almost as soon as they
had occarred, aud brought her to Premier
Street the next morning, eager after a dish
of scandal. The old woman resembled the
eagle only in one particular—that where the
carrion carcase lay, there would she gather
with her particular friends to discuss it in all
its bearings. .

Regina, having been left alone by every-
body (Lady Chasemore, even, having taken
her departure to the arms of her lord and
master), had passed a miserable night, full of
fear and horrible conjecture, and was still
lying languidlyin her. bed, when, to her
dismay, her mother was ushered into her
presence. Then she knew what she might
expect, and felt all her sorrow change to
desperation, like a wild animal driven to

.

“Dear me, Regina,’ exclaimed Lady Wil-
liam, looking like a bird of evil omen as she
sat by the bedside shaking her paralytic
head at her daughter. ‘I am shocked to
hear from Thomas that the poor child’s really
gone. though if what people are saying 18
true, it is just as well perhapa that it should
be out of the way. What 1z this dreadful
story 1 hear about his not being® your child
at all? I came over expressly to ask you.
My housemaid met your cook last evening,
and she was full of it. Of course i¥’s untrue,
but it’s very unpl t. How on earth did
it get about? Vivian’ must have it contra.
dicted at once.’

Regina trembled with agitation. She knew
it would be useless to attempt to deceive
Lady William on a point which sooner or
later must be public property, and therefore
she determined to brave out and carry it off
with a high hand.

¢ Vivian will not take any trouble in the
matter,’ she revlied, with affected careless-
ness, and for the very good reason that the
atory is perfectly trne. ~The child was not
mioe. 1 adoptedit?!

¢Not yours! screamed her mother in a
shrill falsetto. ¢ Do you mean to tell me that
the whole account of your being confined at
that outlandish place in Normandy, and
nearly dying except for the assistance of
that herrid creature the dowager, was a
myth? Why, ii that be the case, youw and
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she must be two of the most infsmou; liars
in creation.’

‘Come, mamms! don’t call names! 1
never stood your lectures very ‘meekly in

days geue by, you know, and late events

have xot improved my temper. Vivian has
been the most to suffer in business, and
1o ene else has any right to find fault with

0.

¢ But I won’t admit that he iz the greatest
sufferer. You have made a fool of me and
of all the world. The idea of picking up a
dirty brat out of the gutter a g it
off a8 your own! And I ac y spent
three pounds on a robe for the little animal.
You ought to be ashamed of yourself to rob
your I:i)l’ther in such a ::unn::.’ s that

mamma, we wi quits on tha
matter, I wilni‘,pay you back the three
pounds, with compound interest, if you
think it n .

‘ But what did you doit for? What pos-
sible object can you have had in attempting
to palm a "sbrat upon society as your
own child. That is what puzzles me,’ said
Lady William Nettleship. .

Regina rose up in her bed like an avenging
Aan,
 What did Idoit for?’ she repeated with-
eringly ; ° how can you sit there and put such
& question to me? Ask yourself, rather.
Why did you rear me to consider wealth as
the only thing worth striving for in this
world, and poverty the greatest evil that can
befall mankind? Why did you force me, by
the example of your own life, to attribute
every mean and dirty action to the effects of
want of money, to believe that without it one
must necessarily sink to the level of sach
women as' Mrs. Runnymede and Mrs. Stingo,
and thatby its aid alone one could affored to
satis(y one’s tastes and indulge in society
consonant to one’s feelings ?

¢ Oh ! of course, abuse yoar poor mother
because she doean’t happen to be quite so
rich as yourself. This is like your usual
gratitude, and when it is all through my
means that your are established at all.’

‘! Through your means—yes! I acknow-

e your assistance so far, mother,” said
Begina bitterly. ‘Throagh your means I
was sold like a horse or a heifer to brin
misery and ruin into & good man’s home an

turn the heart that used to love me into a |

well of contempt.’ -

‘Do you mean to say you were not as
eager to catch him as ever I could have
been ¥’ demanded Lady William. ‘Why,
everybody knows you flung yourself at
his head from -the first day you saw

“Idon't deny it! I was an apt pupil, and

learnt the lessons you had taught me but
toolvoll.’ taught to be afooly Ha

‘I never you s t vi
got the man, why could’nt you be oont:%
with him ?—instead of mixing in s low intri-
gue of this sort,which you must have known
would be found out.’

‘Because you have never left off tmnh;g
me with the fact of my childlessness. °
have never met but what you have tod
some sting in my-breast by your allusions to
the uncertainty of my prospects in the future,
and my folly in marrying without per
settlements. You have worked me up to
such a pitch sometimes, that T have fel§
almost frenzied to think that the day might
come when I should find myself as im.
poverished as yourself and compelled to
sink to the same level. Oh, mother ! if you
knew how I loathe the life you lead—with
your cards and wine parties, and your rouge
and false hair and demi-rep friends—you
wotld believe me when I say that 1 wonld
kill myself sooner than return to it.’

‘My demirep friends indeed! You had
better be a little morecautious in your choice
of words, Regiuas, unless you wish to be in~
dicted for libel.  And pray what do you
call such ladies as  Mrs. General Chase-
more ¥

¢ Nothing better ! But I was forced into
her society, and when we shared this hor-
rid secret, 1 could not dropit. If I had
only taken my husband’s advice-from the
begin?ing, all this would never have

*Oh ! you are going on another tack new,
I suppose, and about to become everything
that 18 admirable in domestic life |  Really,
Regina, you should have joined ycur hus-
band’s profession and gome on the stage
You would bave made a most versatile
actress !

‘Mamma you should not sneer at me,
You may blame me as you like—you may -
call me all that is deceitful and cold-hearted
and avaricious— you cannot ssy worse thanl.
have deserved, but there is one spot in my |
heart shat shall be sacred even from you,and /_
that is the grief I exg:rieneod at having
oh?xln.?’ just discovered how much I love

¢ Hoity-toity I’ aaid Ladv William,scramb-
ling to her feet as Regina’s tears began to
flow fast. ‘If you are going to treat me to
any sentimentality, my dear, I will take my
departure. You have not been so over-polite
to me this morning that you can expect me

to bear patiently with the hchrﬂnou mood
in which you evidently contemplated indulg-
ing. I told you you were a fool, just now,and
80 you are, Any woman who lets hemelf be
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found out is a fool. Bat I didn’t give
you credit for such an extreme of folly as

ia, You had better ring the bell for Mr.
Chasemore. He is the proper person to
dry your tears. 1 should only be accused
of hypocrisy if 1 sttemﬁbed to do so.’

‘ﬁe is not here. e has left me, and
in all probability I shall never see him
again,” said i ¢He has found out
tbat it was my cursed ambition that led me
%o marry him, and he will not believe now
that my falsc heart is capable of such a
thing as love.’

¢ ]gow very romantic'!’ sneered Lady
William, ¢But it really shocks me to hear

ou swear 8o, If these are the morals of
remiere Street, I really think that the

sooner 1 return *‘ demi-rep” friends
the better. They, at\l events, ase mot in
the habit of usi oaths to enforce their

argumenta.’

*QOh, go, go, cried Regina passionately.
¢Every word you say is a fresh aggrava-
tion to me. 1 will not answer for myself
if you remain here longer.’

And so Lady William shuffled out of her
daughter’s bed-room and went down to the
lower floor, where she summoned the ser-
vants in turn, and having extracted all the
details of the scandal from their lips pro-
ceeded to make a tovr of the ©ouses of her
most intimate friends to retail what she
had heard to them, .

And meanwhile her umhappy daughter
lay on her pillow with her face downwards,
wondering if she should ever see Vivian
again, and if so, what words she could use
;l; order to make him believe she loved
- .

On the sameday,and about the same hour
Mr. Farthingale seated in his private office
in thecity, was handed the card of Sir Arthar
Chagemore. Now his daughter Selina, for
reasons of her own, had studiously avoided
giving him any intimation of what had taken
})lace in Premier Street the day before, pre-
erring that the circumstances of the case
should ceme to his knowledge their own
way. He was therefore, quite unprepared
for seeing the baronet enter the office with &
lady on bis arm.

. “God hless my sounl, Miss Oppenheim!
This is very unexpected indeed !’ he said
fnssily, as he set chairs fer his visitors.

‘ The lady has changed her name. Mr.
Farthingale. Allew me to introduee you to
Lady Chasemore.’ .

The little lawyer stared in mute astonish-
ment.

‘Your wife, 3ir Arthur ?’ he stammered
at last, N

¢ My wife, Mr, Farthingale, as fast as the

law can make her. And therefore you witl
not be surprised that we have come here
this morning on business. As Lady Ghase-
more’s husband, I am entitled to ask you

how soon you intend to settle up the affairs’

of her late aunt, Mrs. Mather.’ .

‘I really don’t understand you, Sir
Arthur ; I believe there is a little something
due to Miss Oppen—I mean Lady Chasemore
—and when I have time to look into the
matter, I will let you have an official state-
ment but—-" :

‘Yon must be good enough to make time,
Mr. Farthingale and I fancy when you tﬁo
regularly” to work you will find that the
‘¢ little something ” is mére than you ima-
gine. Here is a letter from Lady Chase-
more’s uncle in Bombay, in which he states
that bis sister left various sums of money,
chiefly in railway scrip, amounting in all te
some -sixteen or eighteen thousand pounds,
and that the papers must neeessarily be im
the hands of her solicitor,”

‘This is most extraordinary,” said Mr.
Farthingale, growing very red. ‘Who is
this Bombay uncle? I never heard of
him before.’

‘Perhaps not, Mr. Farthingale,’ interposed
the silvery tones of Lady Chasemore. ‘My
aunt fhad quarrelled with him for many
years, and never mentioned his name ; but I'
knew it, and finding you were se very long
in settling her affairs, { wrote and asked his
advice as to what I had better do.’ .

‘Why did you not apply to me, Lady
Chasemore ? You know that ever since the
death of your lamented aunt, I have only
been too anxious to lend you every assistance
in my power,” said the lawyer, with muck

.confusion,

L4

3°Oh! of eourse I know-yow-were-very ... . _

good in procufing me an under-teacher’s
place at Clarence Lodge, and promising, if
possible, to save a little money for me out of
the wreck of poor auntie’s fortune, batl have
been waiting for it three years, Mr. Farthin-
gale, and"so both I and Sir Arthur think it
is about time we were provided with a state-
ment on the matter.’

¢ What scrip is in your possession belong-
ing to Lady Chasemere? demanded the
baronet stermly. ‘I have mo imtention of
leaving this office until I know, Mr. Farthir-
gale.’

¢ Oh ! really, Sir Arthur, -I hops you won’t
be hard on me. I have had so much busi-
ness of importance on my hands litely, that
I have had time to think¥of mething else.
This scrip nad to be sold eus and collected,
Sir Arthur, for I never imagined that Miss
Oppen—I mean Lady Chasemore — would
eonvinue to trouble herself with shares ; and
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!
being so ccmfortably situated as I believed !
with Miss Netherwood, I thought a little
delay would be of minor consequence. How-
ever, if you wish -it—'

«Call yourclerk ia at ounce, sir, and let us
see Mrs. Mather’s will.’ o

The lawyer, trembling with agitation, was |
compelled to produce the document m ques- |
tion, which<was spread out upon the table :
and carefully examined. .

¢ Why, her: is a matter of sixteen thous-
and pounds, producing an income of eight
handred per aonum, invested in six com-
panies, the scrip of which is in your Sosses
sion. What have you t0 say for yourself, M!'.
Farthingale, for having kept silence on this
subject for three years?’

‘]Indeed, Sir yArthur, I had nothing but
Miss Oppen—Lady Chasemore’s interests
at heart in delaying the selling out of these
8 a-es. The times Lave been very hard, acd
8ne woull have lost a considerable sum of ;
mouey on them.’ ‘

* Aad her income?’ . ;

* Oh, the income 18 all right ! * replied Mr. |
Farthingale, with a forced attempt at some ,
merriment. * I felt myself in the position :
of this dear lady’s father, you know, Sir :
Arthaur, and exterted the pareatal privilege |
of laying by a nest-egg agaiust her marriage -
—which I shall be most truly happy to make ,
over into the hand of so worthy a recipient
as Sir Arthur Chasemore.’ :

¢ Very considerate of you, I am sure. You -
will be good enough, then, to pay the sum of
two thonsand four hundred pounds, with in-
tereat, into my bankers'—Mesars. Calvinand
Co. —and to deliver over $he scrip in your
possession to my solicitor, Mr, Faithful; of
Nathan-street, Holborn.’ )

¢Mr. Faithful, your solicitor, Sir Arthur !

Do I understand = that you intend to take ' 1

your monetary affairs out of my hands?’

‘Take my affairs out of your hands,
you scoundrel !’ cried the baronet. in a
tary. °I should think I did. And you
may cousider yourseif deuced lucky that I
don’t kick you out of your own office into™
the bargain.’

“The law, Sir Arthur ! the law !” remon-
strated the red-haired little lawyer, as he got
beinlud a chair. -

¢ D——n the law, you cheat!

If you
don’t pay in that two thousand foar hundred -
pounds with due interest to Calvin’s this !

afternoon, and Faithful does not receive the | room in which the body of her dead infant

scrip at the same time, you shall have more |

of the law than you will like ; for I'll indict

you for retaining my wife's money with in-

tent to defrand her of it.  So you may take |

your choice between prompt payment or a '

trial for swindling ;" aud +0 say1ag, Sir Arthar '
‘ 10

rd

swung out of the office with Janet, smiling
serenely, on hkis arm. She had only one
regret connected with the interview—that
Selina had not been : present at it. Mr.
Farthingale slunk home that evening in the
moet abjeet spirits.

¢ We are ruined, Selina,’ he said - * we are
ruined. I've bad to refund the whole of
Janet Oppenheim’s money with interest, and
I haven’t enough capital left to carry on my
business with. :

‘More fool you to let the minx outwit
you I’ was the filial reply. ‘Sir Arthur’s
got a bargian. I wish him joy of it.’

‘So you know they are married, ! said her
father. * When did you hear of it ?’

Thereupon she told him of the disclosures
that had taken place in Premier street the
day before, concealing, as was natural to so
evil a naturé, her own share in the trans-
actions, but liberally abusing Mrs. Gene:al
Chasemore and Regina for their mutual de-

¢ ceit and fraud.

‘ Mrs. Chasemore " quoth Mr. Farthin-
gale; ‘the general's widow. You don’t
mean to teli me that you've quarrelied with
her, Selina ¥

¢Quarrelled with her! I should think I
had. The vulgar, dissipated, foul-tongued
old woman. 1 never mean to speak to her
agai Why, she called me a hussy.’

‘And I have promised to marry her!
groaned the little lawyer.

¢ What ?” exclaimed_ his daughter. ¢ Have
you been spending your evenings with that
horrid creature, and has she entrapped you
into an eogagement? You ought to be
ashamed of yourself, at vour age. But
do not imagine that I shall remain here
to* be ruled over by such as she. You
must give me a separate allowance, and
shall leave the house and live by my-
self.’

¢It is not in my power, Selina. I have
not been quite candid with you with regard
to my income, hoping that you might marry
well, and become independent of me. Bnat
it is almost all gone, and you and Mrs.
General Chasemore will have to make the
best of what remains to us.’

And the ‘best’ was very bad indeed for
the rest of their joint lives,

* » » * *

When Bonnie crept downstairs from the

lay, Vivian had already closed the hall-door,
aad gone forth into the bleak January cvent
ing by himself.

The girl's only instinct was to follow him,
though with what purpose she scarcely
knew. The hope of finding her child, which
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hod barely had time to kindle before it was |

extinguished, had left asore dull aching at
. her heart ; but that feeling was nothing com-

pared to her fear of the danger which
seemed to threaten the man whom she knew
only by the name of Alfred Waverley.
had been witness to his anger and remorse—
she had heard his last passionate words to his.
wife—his avowed determination never to.re-
turn home again ; and a vague dread possessed
her that he meant to throw himself into
the river, as she had donme in her great
piin, and that at all hazirds she must follow
and bring him back. With that idea she
passed through the hall again (never giving

a thought now to the heautiful objects.

that Bad entranced her-eyes on her en-
trance) and gazed from one end of thestreet
to the other, There had been a fall of
snow some days previously,sacceeded by a
hard frost that had made the roads and
pavements very slippery, and the sky was
overcast by a uniform tinge of grey, render-
ed darker by the fast coming night. As
Bonnie stood there, straining her sight to
discover some glim of her friend, the
cold winter blast lifted the shawl she wore
and blew her fair hair into her eyes. At
last she caught sight of his figure crossing
into Great Portland Street,jand set oft as quick
a3 the slippery siate of the pavements would
permit her, in pursuit of him—up the
Maryleboae Road as far as Baker Sweet,
where Vivian suddenly dived into the dry-
land Avenues that does duty for a station
in that district. Pantiug and breathless,
keeping her shawl as well as she could
around her with one hand, whilst she held
on her little black bonnet with the other,
Bonnie puthed her way amidst the crowd
after him. Once she was stopped in her
career by the demand for a ticket, which
she had entirely forgotten to take, and she
had to run back with all speed to the book-
ing,office, fearful least Vivian should have
left the plafform before she gained it
When the clerk asked bher for what station
she required her ticket, she answered,
‘anywhere,” in a tone which made him
remark saucily that it wasn't the line
for Hanwell. But when she explained to
him that she only wished to speak to some
one on the platform, he gave her a third-
class for Portland Road, and let her go
in peace, She tore down the steps like a
mad creatare, and on first entering the
station, thought she was too late. tit
was only the pitchy darkness—the clouds of
steam—the noise of arriving and departing
trains, and the hoarse announcements of the
porters, that had confused her. Vivian ap-
parently had not yet made up his mind

She,

where to. go, for presently her eyes discerned
him in the further corner of the platiorm,
gazing moodily at some advertisements, and
1 another moment she was at his side.

. *Mr, Waverley,” she said, plucking his
sleeve to attract his attention. ¢ Mr. Waver-
ley, oh pray spesk to me.’

The gaze that met hers was full of aston-
ishment.’ .

‘ Bonnie, my poor child ! what made you
follow me here ? What do you want of me?'

¢Oh, Mr. Waverley, pray come home?’

‘I have no home, child. Home is a place
where there is love and confidence, and
matual respect. I have long ceased to look
for them in my house, and I never mean to
return to it.’ ) ’

¢ Oh, don’t say that, sir. I was very bad
once, when Kit took my poor baby from me,
and I went and throwed myself right into
the river ; but the gentiemen at the hospital
showed me how wrong I had been, amd
made me promise never to do it any more.
You won’t do anything of that sort, willyou,
Mr. Waverley ¥ 5

‘No, no, Bonnie. Men have a different
method of drowning their grief. And so
you suffered, poor girl, even to the point
of desperation, and never let me know ?
How was that? Did yon think I had
ceased to be your friend becavse you had
lost sight of me ? :

¢ Oh no, sir ; but poor grandmother (she

died last year, Mr. Waverley) used allays to
tell me that a grief that can’ becured must
be endured. And who conld bave cured
mine? | Only I ought to Have endured it
more patiently. And then I knewyou were
married, sir——' with a little tremble in her
voice—' and I thought you had forgot all
about such poor folks as grandmother and
me.’
_.‘Indeed, Bonnie, you _are mistaken, al-
though I deserve the regroach! I have
never forgotten you, nor the days I in
those little rooms in Drury Lane; and 1 have
oftert wished [ was there again, for I have
not been very happy since 1 left them. God
forgive me for not having found you out
sooner, and learned all that was happening
to you! I might have preveuted this foul
business altogether had 1 doneso.’

- Don’t speak of that again, Mr. Waverley.
sir! Don’t let it fret yoii. I know you feel
for me, loosing my poor baby,but no one’sso
much to blame for it as Kit. It was his
wickednesis ifrom beginning to' end, and I
don't think your lady méant to harm me,Mr.
Waverley, nor yet yourself, when yon come
to look at it in that light.’

*Didn’t mean to harm me, Bonnie ! Why,
how could she have harmed me more than by
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trying to make me rear another Person’s child ‘Oh ! Mr, Wuyex:leiy, there may be plenty

asmy own? Making me waste my holi- | for you—I pray God from the bottom of my

est affections, too,’ he continued, in a broken | heart there may—if you.will only set about

voice, ‘on an infant that had no claim to | the right away toget it. Bug ‘ferhapn your

them.’ poor lady has never had a good mother to
‘ But oh, sir, she did it for the loveof you. | teach her what is right and what is wrong,

Can’t you read a. woman’s mind better than | or where to go for help and comfort when

that? * She thought yon despised her for she needs it.” . e

being childless, and~ that your love was Vivian thonfht of Lady William N, ettle-

Wweaning from her It was very, very wrong, | ship, and shuddered.

sir, and foolish into the bargain, but she’s ‘I am afraid ghe hasn’t, Bonnie.’

lying on her bed DOW, weeping fit to break| ¢ They used to call me ‘¢ daft,” Mr,

her heart, and it’s only you that will be able Waverley, and I do think Ihgvenever been

to comfort her,’ uite 80 readv as some folks, but since I
‘She must look for comfort elsewhere. I ghrowd myself into the river and went to the
can never forgive her.’ hospitag things seem to have become a big

‘Dow’t say that, Mr. Waverley. We've| clearer to me thaq they nsed to be, and I
all got too many sins of our OWn to dare to| cansee how difficult it must be for people to
gay that of a fellow creature. Why, I| throw off the teaching of their childhood.
wouldn’t dare to 8ay it myself, even of | You've le‘t that yourself, haven’t you, sir ¥
Kit. Inever want to see his face again, but ‘ Yes, Bonnie, I have.’

I do hove the Lord will forgive him, as I do, ‘ Then promise me you'll be a teacher to
forhe’ll have a miserable enough heart to | your lady.  Mothers’ lessons are very hard
grow old apon, even with that.’ o unlearn, but when a woman loves truly,

‘You are too good for me, Bonnie, and a| her husband can make her do it if he has a
thousaud times too good fer Kit. But tell mind to. O, sir, do promise me !’

e now (since you have mentioned him) is ‘ To go back to poor Regina ¥
there nothing that I can do to bring yoa to. ‘ Yes, and never to leave her again. Qh!
&ether again ? You don’t know the hard thought that creeps

‘Oh, no, sir, thank you. I think I must up in a woman’s heart when her husband s
have been living on the hope of finding my | unkind to her, It seems as if everything
baby, for now that that’sover, Ifeel as if my | was lost. And you will go back thia night

ife _Was over too, and there was nothing left | or early to-morrow, won’t you &gir, and for-

to live for. Quly if You weuld grant me a'| give everythi ng (a8 you ho{;e the blessed

favour, Mr, Waverley 1° Lord wi forgive you at the ast), and take .
Bo‘ I m’ll do anything for you in my power, | her in your arms and tell her that is her
nnie. '

. home evermore 2’ .
‘ Go home to your lady, sir. I know she ‘I will,Bonnie. But tel] me, why do you
loves you truly, though she may mot have take such an interest in my domestic life?’
shown it. Her sobs weat to my very heart, The girl had been talking fast and with
I would rather be myself, as I stand at this much excitement unti] now, but as Vivian
moment, than she—poor thing—for she’s | put his question, all her courage seemed sud.
poorer than I am if she’s lost your love,’ enly to evaporate, . )
‘And what am I to say to herif I do go, ‘T don’t, kunow,’ she broke down, sobbing;
nnie ?° ’ ‘I can’t tell, 'm sure 5 ooly I know'd youso
The girl’s voice sunk to a selemn whisper. well, sir, and you were allays very kind to
¢ Tell her, sir, that you forgive her, free me, and my own life seems to be well-nigh
and open, for what she’s done, if 30 be’twas | over.,
done for the love of you. And teach her, She was wiping the tears from her eyes
8ir, to pray for God’s forgiveness before with a corner of her shawl, when the railway.
yours, and who knows but what He may | bell and a fresh rush of people on the plat-
send a blessing on you still, and a child of | form showed that another train was close at;
your own to inherit all your riches ?’ hand.
¢ Ah, Bonnie, you set me too bard atask.’| Ag the crowd circled around them Bonnie
“1don’t think 8o, sir. I think it’s what | made a last effort to bind Vivian to his
your own heart islonging to do, if yourpride | word.’
would only letit. I am sure you must love * Promise me ! she said earnestly, as she
her—such a beautiful lady and so sad, and grasped him by the arm_ ¢ by the living
who may be the mother of your children yet | God, promise me !’ .
—and you will never be happy yourself un. But at that juncture, just as the ponder-

til there is peace betwesn you.’ 0us engine with eyes of fire came rolling
‘Idon’t expect any happiness in this through the tununel with & shrill whistle, a
world.’ couple of rough men rushed between and




Viah was standing at the affection for b from the firat day he me
of t‘l;eﬁghnddtform with hig’ l:zgk to.go her sn’:ztil nowh.‘m' P eid 7
train, ag sudden im, Joined to'the | ¢ e is qoite eI 83id the guarg.
i ition of the soles ‘of hiy boots, ¢ And ligtle el;‘::o be o

or thing’,
fa felly, Hou ever did it bappen .
Th: danger was immiunt, but occuired %0 ‘Can’t 82y, I'm sure, Got t00 mear to the
T taneously tlntnoeyeq 8w it bnt thoge odgn. I Juppose. Phey wil do it y
ing him 50 hungrily_ With H said Vivian ; “hush ? ghe i, open.
the juws of death, Bonnie Sprang forwarg, | ; her eyes,’ .
and cateh;j; Vivian,inthe vory act of falling m%’ha misty, My,purple orbs, which haq
by some part of kiy drees, swq him with 5 done mope than their fa;r share in Kwining
force borg of d"genﬁon behi ber,apd felt | poor- B’opnie the Bobriq uets of “daft’ anq

8 herself, A Wandering, ’ uaclosed themselvey slowly anq
SCTeAM of terror from the bystanders, ang S wandeﬁngjg'y, 88 though'she marvelled to finq
1 o the to .. o thi

lung train of CATTTiAges, rolleq slowly bng
-urgiy o8, until they Ocoupied- the length of
the station_

Vivian, who had been thrown on the plat-
form himgelf be the’ determinazjop With which
he had beeg rescued, did pog know what had

¢ I promise I’ he rep}; solemnlyjes before,
¢ Couldn’t she e a little drop of some.
thing now, porter; if you were ¢, Taise her

hap; ed, untij they dragged the mutilated ¥ inquired the mputheﬁekdy, tender.
bod;e:f Yhe poor girl, whe bad given hep life | ing o pocget-ﬂuk. i .
for his, from beneath the Wheels of the rail- “ Better not move her, mlun,tinﬁbedocbor’s
WAy carriages, 1, horrorstrack 5038 0 | come,’ way the porter’y 3
prevent spesch, he vi the mimhxpen, Once " the violeg €8 opened, as
mass that had been % fair angd straight but o though the efforg to raise the lids were almost
few seconds before, and fejy aH his manhooq yond nature, whilss the faintest smile
-hake: h'zt the exclamationg that went op Bickered abont the Ieadenicolonfegnl!:p's.
aroand him, —am— — You—loved—. ? e

Women were shriek: g nnd fainting at the gasped ; md,g with a sndden jerk, threw hey
horrible sight : meg Were ranning hereg 4d | head died.
there in search of & doctor or 4 stretcher ; It’s hover p said the gyarg
and the officials, with 4 commiseration iy

isognnd heartfelt plgybin their t;mes * i . * b

were doing aft €ould ‘by measis of 5t No, Guard | not over I-_por ever wil]
malanty :g 860 if there wag mgol‘;fe Yeft in | gyer while time > For Bonnie’s death

THE XND,

€Xpected,’ remarked '
threw off his balance, ang inlno_ther a porter, ‘whenthe;oor 8 crughed to 5

—







